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FISH MARKET, AMSTERDAM.

The attention of the civilized
world has been focused upon the
capital of the little kingdom of
Holland. Never before have the
representatives of four-and-twenty
nations been assembled at so im-
portant a conference as that which
gathered in the old historic House
i the Wood., amid the noble
chestnuts of the Hague. While
not all that the ardent lovers of
peace desired or hoped has been
secured, vet the meeting of that
conference has marked an epoch
in the Thistory of civilization.
‘Though universal disarmament is
vet in the future, it may be in the
far future, still the waste and want
and woe of war have been em-
phasized as never before.  The
conscience of mankind has been

Vor. L. No. 3.

aroused to its enormous cvils, and
we believe that the maintenance
of peace has been made more
casy, and that the nation will
more than cver outrage the moral
sentiment of mankind that * cries
* Havac ' and lets loose the dogs
of war”

1t was fitting that during the
Peace Conference a wreath of
honour should be laid upon the
tomb of the great Dutch jurist,
Grotius, the father and founder of
the science of international juris-
prudence, the prophet of a later
day when the nations shall be
bound in bhonds of brotherhood.
The establishment of an interna-
tional court. representing the
great powers, at the Hague, would
make the capital of the Dutch
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Stadtholders become in an im-
portant sense the capital of

Europe, if not of the world.

The heroic traditions of the
illustrious House of Orange stir
the pulses of every lover of
liberty, especially of every mem-
ber of the English-speaking race.
A great staff of distinguished
journalists have kept the civilized
world in touch with that dis-
tinguished conference and its
august deliberations, It will be

GOING TO CHURCH, IN NORTH
HOLLAND.

appropriate, therefore, to record
briefly, with suitable illustration,
some of the aspects of that unique
corner of Europe which Hudibras
describes as—

A country that draws fifty feet of water;

A land that lies at anchor and is moored,
In which men do not live but go on board.

This amphibious country is well
named Holland—the hollow land.
Its character is indicated by its

Methodist Magazine and Review.

heraldic cognizance—a swimming
lion, with the motto, “ Luctor et
Emergo,” which may be freely
rendered, “I struggle to keep
above water.” Much of the coun-
try lies below the level of the sea.
These fertile pastures have been
reclrimed from the domain of the
ocean by the daring industry of
the Dutch, who have built great
dikes, or embankments, to keep
out the ravening sea, which, un-
like the “ancient and unsub-
sidized allies of England "—an in-
vulnerable defence—is an implac-
able enemy, perpetually besieging
their earthen ramparts.

In spite of ceaseless vigilance
against its assaults, the ocean
sometimes bursts its barriers and
turns fertile meadows and smiling
valleys into a stormy sea—
“Verdronken Land,” as it is called
—literally, “ drowned land.” Over
and over again the patriotic
Dutch have opened the dikes and
laid their country far and wide
beneath the waves, as their sole
defence against Spanish tyranny.
In the terrible siege of Antwerp
by the French in 1832, the dikes
were cuf, and the country for
three years was flooded by the
sea, and gun-boats cruised about
the fields. The stratum of saline
sand deposited almost prevented
cultivation for many years.

The route from Antwerp to
Rotterdeam traverses a character-
istically Dutch landscape—vast
meadows, level as a floor and
divided by trenches of water.
Canals ramify everywhere, along
whose silent highways stealthily
glide the *“ trekschuits,” or “draw-
boats,” often dragged by men, or
even womien, harnessed like horses.
Along the horizon, wherever one
looks, are rows of picturesque
windmills, ceaselessly brandishing
their mighty arms, as if to chal-
lenge any over-valiant Quixote
to mortal combat. I have seen a
dozen in a single view.
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The villages, country-houses,
and gardens are scrupulously, al-
most painfully, neat and clean. At
Broek, near Amsterdam, no horses
are allowed in the streets, and no
one may enter a house with his
shoes or boots on. The town-
houses are generally high and
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heers who quietly wait—the latter
stolidly pulling at their porcelain
pipes, as though it were life’s sole
concern—till the bridge falls again.

The language, too, has such a
grotesque, half comic look—Ilike
English gone mad. For instance,
on cellar doors vou read, “ Water

DUTCH HEADDRESS.

narrow, built of red brick with
crow-stepped gables, each with a
large crane for hoisting goods
from the streets, or from the
canals which flow below. The
lazy barges creep along, and just
as you want to cross a canal up
swings the counterpoised draw-
bridge, and you envy the Dutch
patience of the vrows and myn-

en vuur te koop”—* water and
fire to sell” where boiling water
and hot turf are furnished the poor
to prepare their tea and coffee.
“Dit huis is te huur,”—" This
house is to hire,”’—and “ Hier
verkoopt man sterke dranken,”—
literally, “ Here a man may buy
strong drink,”—frequently occur.
The men and women one meets
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in the street seem built on the
same principle as the Dutch boats
in the canals—very broad and
staunch-looking craft. I saw, at
last, where Rubens found the
models for his very solid saints
and angels, and for his exceed-
ingly ample, not to say exuberant,
allegorical figures. There hap-
pened to be in progress, when I
was in Rotterdam, a “ Kermis "—
literally a “ Church Mass,” but
practically a peasants’ fair or

Dutch carnival, when the whole
with the neigh-

city, thronged

bouring peasantry, was given up
to holiday making. A balloon
was sailing overhead, and till it
passed from view everybody was
craning his neck to catch a
glimpse of it. Posts were planted
across certain streets to prevent
the intrusion of carriages on the
region reserved for the fair. This
region was crowded with booths,
tents, merry-go-rounds; stages for
harlequins, mountebanks, quack-
salvers, and cheap theatricals;
shooting-galleries, peep-shows, and
stalls for selling all manner of
toys, trinkets, pictures, fancy

Methodist Magazine und Review.

goods; and more than all, and
everywhere, luncheon booths and
drink counters.

Greater Babel I never heard.
The chapmen and, vendors were
.crying their wares, bands were
discoursing brazen music in half
a dozen places at once; not to
mention the drums, trumpets, and
vociferations of itinerant show-
men inviting the gaping crowd to
enter the enchanted palace or
fairy bower whose beauties were
portrayed on glaring canvas; and
the proprietors of the learned pig,

WAITING FOR THE BRIDGE
TO RISE.

the tame snakes, the happy family
of monkeys and parrots, or of the
dwarf or giantess, setting forth the
attractions of their respective
shows. It was the most vivid
realization of Bunyan’s Vanity
Fair T ever expect to see.

The throngs of people consisted
largely of peasants in their gala
dress—the men in stiff high-col-
lared coats with big horn buttons,
and high-crowned hats; the wo-
men in stuff gowns with a white
"neckerchief, a lace cap and a
broad gold band across the fore-
head with spiral horns projecting
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Hollund aund Its Peaple. :

at either side, and large, clumsy-
looking pendants in their ears.
These must bhe of considerable
value, but Dutch thrift secures to
almost every peasant woman this
singular and ugly headgear.

The inn where I lodged was
thronged with these holiday mak-
ers, evidently bew. ou having a
good time. I was much amused,
as I took my lunch, at a group at
another table—composed, I sur-
mised, of the parish priest and
three or four of his male parish-
ioners with their wives; and stout,
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tural interest. The Groote Kerk,
or Church of St. Lawrence, is a
large, bare, ugly structure. The
view of red roofs, flat pastures,
windmills and canals, did not re-
pay me for my weary climb up its
lofty spire. A great dike runs
through the town, along which
stretches the Hoog Straat, or
High Streer. The busiest spot
in the city is the Boompjes, a
handsome quav planted = with
trees, from which a hundred
steamers and innumerable other
vessels sail to many Dutch and
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ON THE CANAL.

florid, homely, hearty women they
They ordered the waiters
about, and talked all together with
their mouths full, ate with their
knives, and sat so far from the
table that not a little of their food
fell on the floor, and gnawed their
bones in a voracious manner.
The common conventions of table
etiquette did not trouble them in
the least. They seemed to be a
simple-minded, honest, industrious
people. In this prosaic country
even the dogs have to work for
their living.

The town has little of architec-

foreign ports. The art gallery is
rich in homely Dutch interiors
and still life, painted with ex-
quisite minuteness; but the prosaic
subjects seemed to me not worth
the skill or patience bestowed
upon them,

In the Groote Markt is a fine
statue of Erasmus, and on the
small house, now a tavern, in
which the great scholar was born,
is the legend, “ Haec est parva
domus, magnus qua natus Eras-
mus.”  Just opposite is the
“House of the Thousand Terrors,”
where, during the Spanish mas-
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cacre of 1572, hundreds of per-
sons took refuge. Having bar-
ricaded the doors and windows
they killed a kid and let the blood
flow over the threshold. See-
ing the gory stream the
Sp'unsh soldiers thought the
work of butchery comp]etc
and hastened to deeds of
slaughter clsewhere. To-day

\\\‘\v \m- et

the peaceful draper-shop
which occupies the site
presents no trace of that
dreadful day of terror.

It is only fourteen miles
from Rotterdam to the
Hague, and on the way we
pass, first Schiedam, cele-
brated for its “ Hollands”
and “Geneva,” in which
demoralizing and banefu!l
manufacture two hundred and
twenty distilleries are said to be
employed; and then Delft, which
gives its name to our common

Methodist Magazine and Review,

pottery, and from which the Pil-
grim Ifathers sailed for Plymouth
Rock. A more painful interest
attaches itself to the Prinsenhof,
or palace, the scene of the
assassination of William the
- Silent, the grand Protestant
champion of Europe. The
mark of thebullet is stillseen.
Here also Grotius was born.

1

ON THE LAZY SCHELDT.

The Hague, for centuries the
capital of Holland, with a popula-
tion of 100,000, is one of the most
charming cities I have ever seen.
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Its handsome streets, spacious
squares, quaint old houses, splen-
did park of stately elms and
chestnuts, its fishponds and tree-
shaded canals, have an air of un-
surpassed quiet, comfort, and
thrift.  Its galleries and museums
are exceedingly rich in treasures
of art.  Nor is it without stirring
historic memories. It was with
profound interest that I visited the
spot where the grand old Ar-
minian, Barneveldt, was executed
in his seventy-second vear, 16109.

RETURNING FKOM MARKET.

In the art gallery one may read
the naval history of Holland in
the famous Dbattle-pieces which
illustrate the career of De Ruyter
and of Van Tromp, who, with
broom at masthead, swept up the
Thames till his guns were heard in
T.ondon streets. The splendid wig
~.d aristocratic nose of our Dutch
sovereign, William III., will also
profoundly impress the hero-wor-
shipping mind. The gem of the
collection, however, 1is neither
King nor Kaiser, but Paul Potter’s

far-famed bull—a magnificent ani-
mal, which seems about to step
out of the canvas. When it was
stolen by Napoleon, the Dutch
offered for it 60,000 florins—over
$20,000. The naval, municipal,
and royal museums abound in ob-
jects of intense artistic or historic
interest,

The railway from the Hague to
Amsterdam, by way of Leyden
and Haarlem, traverses the sand
dunes of the Northern Sea, and a
broad “ poldér® reclaimed from
the ocean. Leyden is chiefly
famous for its three months’ siege
by the Spaniards in 1574, when
6,000 persons died of famine rather
than vield to the hated foe, of
whose historic defence the story is
so grandly told by Motley. The
old town has almost as many
canals as streets, and the sluggish
water forms a complete double
moat. Its university was long
one of the most famed in Europe.

Haarlem, too, has its story of
cruel siege and brave defence, in
which even the women took an
active part, and 10,000 of the peo-
ple perished. But the Spaniards
were, at last, victors, and the
Protestant clergy and 2,000 citi-
zens were ruthlessly executed.
The great organ of the Groote
Kerk is one of the finest in the
world.  This was the chief seat
of the tulip mania in 1637, when
a single rare bulb sold for $5,000.
In a few months the price fell to
$20.

Amsterdam, the Venice of the
North, contrasts very unfavour-
ably with the Queen of the
Adriatic. It may be more thrifty,
but it is far less poetic. The busy
traffic of its canals continually per-
turbs their muddy waters, which
have the colour and consistency of
pea-soup, and the tall, dull, red
brick houses, through the sinking
of the piles on which they rest,
lean at various angles as though
they would topple over.



Like Venice, Amsterdam has
grown from a few fishermen's
huts, built like seagulls’ nests on
an oozy sandbank, to be a great
commercial entrepot. It has a
thrifty population of 300,000. Its
ninety islands are connected by
300 bridges, and, as in Venice, al-
most everv house can be reached
by water. The stately rows of
elms, however, that border the
canals have no counterpart in the
fairer southern city. The finest
building is the Palace, a massive
Renaissance structure, built for a
town hall, on 14,000 piles—hence
the jest of Erasmus about the peo-
ple living on the tops of the trees.
Its interior is exceedingly sump:
tuous, and the Council Chamber
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lodged at the old Bible House, in
which the first Dutch Bible was
printed. I was shown a copy of
the original edition of I542—a
massive black-letter book with
queer old cuts. The son of the
printer opened an inn, and set up
as his sign an open Bible inscribed
with the text, “ Take a little wine
for thy stomach sake;” and there,
above the door, it is to this day.

I returned from this famed city
of the Zuider Zee by way of

DUTCH WINDMILLS.

of those merchant princes is one
of the most magnificent in Europe.

The Rijks Museum is the finest
gallery in Holland. Here alone
can Rembrandt be seen at his
best—in his famous “ Night
Watch,” and * Syndics.”  Helst’s
“ Arquebusiers ¥ is also marvel-
lously life-like and real.  Teniers,
Van Ostade, Dow, Cuyp, and
other masters of the Dutch school
are here in their glory; but their
favourite subjects seem to me irre-
deemably prosaic—a tavern scene,
a kitchen, a fish-market, which are
not much to my taste, however
artistically shown. I went to see
the famous fish auction, and was
glad to escape from its unsavoury
crowds of sailors and fish-wives
and their slimy merchandise.* I

Utrecht, where was signed the im-
portant treaty which gave peace to
Europe in 1713, and Gouda, famed
for its stained glass, to Rotterdam.
I shared the carriage with a very
polite and intelligent Jew and his
family, who gave me much infor-
mation.  The religious toleration
of Holland made it a place of re-
fuge for those persecuted Ishmaels
and Hagars of mankind, and
added to the wealth and thrift of
the country. Amsterdam has
nearly 40,000 Jews, with ten splen-
did synagogues. Here, in 1632,
the celebrated Spinoza, the “father
of modern philosophy,” was born.

On my return journey to Brus-
sels, I travelled with a German
merchant of very radical senti-
ment. He bitterly denounced the
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domestic polic; of his Govern-
ment, especially its oppressive
military system, which, he said,
was crushing the life out of the
trade and industry of the country;
and he cited examples which went
far to vindicate his antipathy.
The people, he said, were ready
to revolt, but for the iron hand
that kept them down. If such
sentiments widely prevail, it is an
omen of ill augury for the future
of the Empire.

Antwerp, a busy city on the
“lazy Scheldt,” though not in
Holland, has many Dutch char-
acteristics. It was, under Charles
V., the most prosperous city in
Europe. But Spanish tyranny
and the terrors of the Inquisition
reduced the population to, at one
time, 40,000. It is strongly for-
tified, and has stood many a siege.
The glory of the town is its mag-
nificent cathedral.  Its lofty open
spire Napoleon compared to Mech-
lin lace, and Charles V. used to
say it should be preserved in a
glass case. Its interior is unique
in this, that it has three aisles on
each side of the nave. The per-
spective of the arches, supported
on 125 columns, is very fine.

The glory of the church is
Rubens’ masterpiece—his wonder-
ful “ Descent from the Cross.” I
confess to a lack of appreciation
of Rubens. I can see little
beauty in his figures, and they
have often a vulgar coarseness
that is offensive to good taste. Of
course, the masterful life and rich
colouring of his pictures indicate
the consummate artist. But there
is none of the poetic feeling of
Raphael, nor of the seraphic
purity of Fra Angelico. Crowded
around the venerable cathedral,
like mendicants around the feet of
a priest, were a lot of squalid old
houses, that greatly marred its
beauty, now removed. Beside the
principal portal is an ancient
well, covered by an intricate

canopy of wrought iron, made in
1529 by Quentin Matsys, whom,
as an inscription records, love of
an artist’s daughter transformed
into a painier—*“Connubialis amor
Mulcibre fecit Apellem.”

The FHotel de Ville, with a
splendid facade 300 feet long, ris-
ing to the height of 180 feet, con-
tains some fine historic halls, one
with an immense chimney-piece,
with famous Bible reliefs. In a
neighbouring church-yard is an
artificial Calvary, forty feet high,

MATSY’S WELL, ANTWERD,

crowded with statues of saints
and angels. DBeneath is a grotto
in imitation of the Holy Sepulchre,
and an iron-grated purgatory, in
which carved figures in painted
flames beseech alms for masses to
procure their release. It has all
the horror of Dante without any
of the poetry.

The picture gallery is wonder-
fully rich in “chefs d’oeuvre” of
Flemish art: but none impressed
me more than a dead Christ, by
Matsys, whose deep pathos brings
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tears to the eyes. I con- Therc are in all, in the cathe-
fess 1 liked better than the dral tower, ninety-nine bells
old masters much of the —the largest, at whose

baptism Charles V. stood
godfather, and gave his own
name, weighs eight tons.
Every quarter of an hour
they ring out a beautiful
“carillon,” and at the full
hour they proclaim in more
claborate melody the flight
of time. My hotel was in
the Cathedral Square, and
at night I lay awake listen-
ing to the exquisite strain
and thinking of Longfcllow’s
musical lines :

work in the Septennial
Exhibition of modern Bel-
gian painters. Their mas-
tery of technique is per-
fect, and “heir interpreta-
tion of nature is also very
sympathetic. In thepub-
lic squares are fine monu-
ments of Rubens, Teniers,
and Vandyck, and the
streets bear the names of
famous painters.

My most delightful
memory of Antwerp is
that of its sweet chimes. As the evening shades descended,
Low and loud and sweetly blended,
Low at times and loud at times,
And changing like a poet’s rhymes,
Rang the beautiful wild chimes.
Then with deep sonorous clangour
Calmly answering their sweet anger,
‘When thewrangling bells had ended,
Slowly struck the clock eleven ;
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THE HOTEL DE VILLE, BRUSSELS.



“ At Evening Time It Shall Be Light”,

And from out the silent heaven,
Silence on the town descended.
Silence, silence everywhere,

On the earth and in the air.

Brussels is only an hour’s ride
from Antwerp. It is another
Paris, with its broad boulevards,
its palaces, parks and squares, and
its cafes and gay out-of-door life,
and a population of 400,000. The
celebrated Hotel de Ville is one of
the noblest town-halls in Europe.
Its flamboyant facade and exquisite
open spire, soaring like a fountain
370 feet in the air, once seen can
never be forgotten. At the sum-
mit the Archangel Michael forever
waves his glittering sword as if to

“AT EVENING
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guard the city at his feet. The fret-
ted stone work looks like petrified
lace.  An intelligent young girl
showed me the old historic rooms,
including that in which the Em-
peror Charles V. is sa'd to have
abdicated his crown, 1556. The
scene is represented with much
vigour on a piece of old tapestry.
From the windows I could see the
spot where those noble patriots,
Counts Egmont and Hoorne, died
as martyrs to iiberty.  The old
guild houses of the butchers,
brewers, carpenters, and skippers
are very odd. The gable of the
latter represents the stern of a
ship, with four protruding cannon.

TIME IT SHALL BE LIGHT.”

BY AMY PARKINSON.

The early morning promised bright and fair;
The sky was tender blue; a low, soft breeze
Came wandring o'er the land; the sun sent rays
Of joy across the smiling sea, until

It broke in merry laughter on the shore

That smiled it back a greeting.

But the day

Changed :—Long before the noontide hour was reached
Dark rags of vapour, torn from coming clouds,
Hurried across the sky and flecked the land
With shadows; and the gentle breeze hecame
A wailing wind. The sparkling sea put on
A leaden hue, and changed its happy voice
To dreary moaning. Thicker and more close
The clouds drew on, until they stretched o’er all
The dark’ning scene one sombre canopy.
No hint of blue revealed itself; no beam
Pierced though the grey, to tell the sun still shone
Beyond the clouds.

But now the sunset hour
Approaches ; and the distant west shows signs
Of coming brightness. Little rifts appear
In the dark curtain, and the light streams through
And widens them, till all the heavy mass
Rolls slowly backward ; and the setting sun
Sends forth such radiance that the sca once more
Laughs out in gladness, and the rain-swept land
Smiles through its tears.

Has thy brief day of life

Grown dark in morning honrs? Have hoped-for joys
Flitted across thy path and turned aside
Ere thou could’st overtake them? and have sorrows
Waited thy coming? Raise thy tear-dimmed eyes
And watch the west. The evening hours draw near,
When heaven’s most glorious light shall make thee glad.
F’en now carth’s clonds grow thin and luminous
With the exceeding brightness from beyond :
And soon the veil will be withdrawn, and thou
Shalt pass the wondrous gates, within whose portals
Do joys await thee; and through which no sorrow
Can find an entrance, where the light shines on
Undimmed forever.
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OF PRINCE BISMARCK.”*

BY THE EDITOR.

THE IRON CHANCELLOR.

. IL

After the war, Dr. Busch spent
about two vears in the IForeign
Office at DLerlinn. A temporary
estrangement seems to have oc-
curred between His Serene High-
ness and his humble servant on
the ground that a Liepzig book-
seller had attempted to levy black-
mail on Bismarck by the allega-
tion that Busch had written a
diary  in  which was recorded
evervthing that the Prince had
said of the King. This diary would
be published. he threatened, unless
Dismarck paid 100.000 thalers for
its suppression.  ““ Not five gros-
chen.” was the doughty Chan-
cellor's  reply.  The bookseller

* «Bismarck. Some Secret Pages in his
History.”™ Beinga Diary kept by Dr. Moritz
Busch, during twenty-five years’ official and
privateintercourse withthe great Chancellor.
With portraits. In two volumes. Svo.
New York: Macmillan & Co. ‘Toronto:
Copp, Clark Co. American cdition, S10.
Canadian edition, 87.50. The substance of
this article has appeared in the Methadist
Review of the Methodist Episcopal Church,
South, May-~June, 1899,

then came down to 50.000 thalers
in his demand, but DBismarck was
inexorable.  Herr Busch was able
to establish his hona fides, and

was reinstated in the Prince’s em-
ployment.

The antagonism between Dis-
marck and the Empress Augusta
and Crown DPrincess became more
marked.  The Chancellor, there-
fore, in 1877, resolved to resign
his office.  The reason given by
Herr Dusch. his secretary, is this :

** Augusta, who influences her aging
consort and conspires with Victoria, the
Crown DPrincess, works up the priests
through the Radziwills and others, travels
incognite ‘rom Baden-Baden to Switzer-
land in order to have {éfe-c-téles with
Mermillod :ind other rabid Ultramontanes.
She has become pious now that
she is growing old, and has in consequence
taken up with the elevical circles on the
Rhine. The Emperor is old, and allows
himself to be influenced by her more and
more.  He has never had that strength
of character with which many people
credit him.”

Bismarck thus naively describes
his efforts to encourage his sover-
eign :

¢“1 remember in the period of conflict
when things were at the worst, he re-
turned once from a summer resert, where
his wife had been frightening him about
the Opposition. He was very depressed.
was thinking of the scaffold, and wanted
to abdicate. I told him I did not believe
things were so bad. Prussians were not
Frenchmen, and instead of thinking of
Louis XVI., he should remember Charles
1., who died for his honour and his rights.
If he were to be beheaded, he would also
die for his honour and his rights. So far
as I was concerned, I too would willingly
suffer death in case it were necessary.
There T had caught him by the sword-
knot and appealed to him as to a king
and an ofticer.  He became more cheerful,
and by the time we reached Berlin he
was agin quite reasanable.”
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Queen Victoria always exercised
her great influence in the councils
of Europe, as far as it was in her
power, to prevent war. “She
wrote direct,” says Herr Busch,
*to Prince Bismarck, urging him
to prevent war between Russia and
the Porte.”  Bismarck declined to
interfere, and the war in the Dal-
kans broke out, with the loss of
many thousands of brave men in
the bloody pass of the Plevna.
He had another grievance against
the Queen of England.

“The old queen is fond of match-mak-
ing, like all old women. In family mat-
ters she is not accustomed to contradie-
tion, and would immediately bring the
parson with her in her travelling bag
and the bridegroom in her trunk, and the
narriage would come off at onee.”

Dr. Busch was admitted to the
familiar status as a member of the
prince’s  houschold at Varzin.
This he describes as the house of
a prosperous country gentleman
rather than the chateau of a prince.

“There were no luxurious carpets,
porticres or enrtains, or articles of great
vilue.  After dinner the prince used to
feed his dugs with Ins own hands, giving
them covked meat from a plate. I con-
fess that the tall figure in the arm-chair
at the head of the table, and the two big
dogs on the right and left with their eyes
fixed upon his face. recalled to my mind

pictures which T had seen of the god Odin
and his two wolves.”

Jismarck was “ever a fighter ™
from his roistering vouth. \When
he was attending university at
Gottingen he fought twenty-eight
students’ duels in three terms. and
was always lucky enough to escape
with a whole skin.

The adulation. not to say syco-
phancy, of Herr Busch seems to
know no limits. ™ The Imperial
Chanccellor is regarded as a man
of iron character, whose self-con-
fidence never fails. Many will
think that he must look upon his
deeds and creations with some-
thing of the feeling with which
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God the Father on the Seventh
Day regarded the world he had
made. 1 am not disposed to
(uestion that.”

IHis most intimate friend goes
on to describe other aspects of
Bismarck's character.

“He has also softer moments—mo-

ments of apparent or real dissatisfaction
with his achievements and his fate—i
vein of melancholy or, perhaps we should
say, pensive sentiment, that finds expres-

TRINCE BISMARCK,
COUNT ANDRESSEY. PRINCE GORTSCHAROFF.

sion as eltschmerz. He sometimes re-
calls Achilles in his tent, sometimes
Solomon, exclaiming: * Then 1 lovked on
all the works that my hands had wrought,
and on the labour that I had laboured to
do : and, behold, all was vanity and vexa-
tion of spirit, and there was no proiit
under the sun.” Many of these expres-
sions also recall the spirit in which Ham-
et sadly meditates :

¢ How weary, stale, flat, and unprofitable
Seem to me all the uses of this world !
Ficon’t! O fie! tis an unweeded gavden
That grows to seed; things rank and gross
in nature
Possess it merely.™

¢ Thus on Sunday, the 21st of October,
after gazing for a while inte space. he
complained to us that he had had little
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pleasure or satisfaction from his political
life. He had made no one happy thereby,
neither himself, nor his family, nor others.
We protested, but he continued as fol-
lows: .

«There is no doubt, however, that 1
have caused unhappiness to great num-
hers. But for me three great wars would
not have taken place, eighty thousand men
would not have been killed and would
not now be mourned by parents, brothers,
sisters and widows. I have settled that
with God, however. But 1 have had
little if any pleasure from all that T have
done, while on the other hand I have
had a great deal of worry, anxiety and
trouble ™
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in his whole life he had never
known more than four-and-twenty
happy hours.  One of these was
when he killed his first hare. But
his domestic experience seems to
have been of a decply affectionate
character.

His political agitations greatly
disturbed the old chancellor. who
declared that his pulse went at an
average of fifteen beats in a minute
faster than it did during the pre-
ceding reigin.

Bismarck had no more admira-
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A PUBLIC SQUARE IN BERLIN.

Of exceeding pathos is the con-
fession of the worn-out statesman :

“Jam an old man, over seventy, and
for twenty-nine years I have exhausted
my strength in the service of the State,
and can no longer do what I once did. 1
can no longer accompany the king where-
ever he goes—on journeys, shooting
parties, and to watering-places. T can no
longer ride to manceuvres and parades,
so as to prevent his being alone with
others, and to take immediate measures
against the intrigues and influence of
opponents. If T were to persist in that
sort of work, my illness would return,
and I should soon be dead.”

The Man of Blood and Iron is
clsewhere described as saving that

tion for Gladstone than Gladstone
had for him. The men were
morally and politically antipathetic.

““We were on good termswith England,™
says the chancellor, “‘under Beaconsfield ;
but Professor Gladstone perpetrates one
piece of stupidity after another. He has
alienated the Turks; he commits follies
in Afghanistan and at the Cape, and he
does not know how to manage Ireland.
There is nothing to be done with him.”

He was equally frank in criticis-
ing home politicians.  “ Momm-
sen,” said the Chief, “has always
proved himsclf a greenhorn when
hie mixed in politics, and most of
all at the present time.”

His confidants did not hesitate
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EMPEROR WILLIAM 11. OF GERMANY,

to characterize the chancellor’s
duplicity in the plainest words.
The faithful diarist, in speaking
to the Chief, referred to certain
newspaper articles, when Dismarck
declared that he knew nothing of
diplomatic influence having been
exercised in that wayv. “ Well,
then,” said Bucher, his secretary,
* he lied to you in that matter.”
Bucher sent Busch material for
an attack upon England, which he
accordingly proceeded to work up
into an article for the “Grenzboten.”
*“The inhuman pair of us then re-
joiced at Ergland’s misfortunes in
the Soudan., and I expressed a
hope that Wolselev's head would
14

soon arrive in Cairo. nicely pickled
and packed”  The English com-
missariat departme *t. he alleges,
*was badly managed. Graham's
troops at Suakim had only one pawr
of boots each, and when an Irish
regiment knelt down at mass one
could see that the soles were all
torn and were patched with picces
of the tin cans which had con-
tained their preserved meats.”
Herr Busch was capable of del-
icate flattery. On the jubilec of
the emperor's reign he suggested
that a good text for the sermon on
that occasion would be found in
FEcclesiastes, “ The work praiseth
the master. and his hands do
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honour to a wise prince;” and in
particular the further passage,

*“The prosperity of a ruler dwelleth
with God, he giveth him a worthy
chancellor.”  This phrase, how-
ever, does not occur in the Eng-
lish version.

While priming his mouthpiece
with envenomed, almost libellous,
newspaper articles, Bismarck ad-
monished him at the same time,
* Remember the press laws. Be
very cautious, diplomatic, and not
too venomous; and always em-
phasize the fact that it is foreign
influences that are working against
me; not the Emperor, but the
reigning lady and her mother.”

Speaking of the Emperor Fred-
erick, whose short reign was
passed in the shadow of death,
Bismarck says :

“Two Empresses are fighting against
his opinion and mine,—those of India
and Germany ; and Victoria, the daughter,
simply talks him down. She can make
much better use of her tongue than he
can. . . . At home with her daugh-
ters, she, the German Empress, only
speaks English, the language of the
chosen people, and the Princesses write
Tnglish letters to their father.”

After the death of the Emperor
Frederick, it was whispered in the
press that he had left a diary which
did not throw a very favourable
light on Bismarck, and that this
was in the hands of the Queen of
England. A memorandum of this
diary was published in the “Rund-
chau.”  Of this diary Bismarck
said :

*¢ As you will have seen from what you
read, we must first treat it as a forgery, a
point of view from which a great deal may
be said. Then, when it is proved to be
genuine by the production of the original,
it can be dealt with further in another
I myself consider the diary

way. . . .
But at

even more genuine than you do.
first we must treat it as doubtful.”

The veteran chancellor resented
very strongly the espionage of the
young kaiser, Wilhelm II. “He
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wants even to know whom I see,
and has spies sct to watch those
who come in and go out,” he bit-
terly declared. “ The emperor's
authority,” he asserted, “ ceases at
the door of the Princess Bis-
marck’s drawing-room.”

“He does mnot want the old
mentor any longer,” added Bis-
marck, bitterly, “but only docile
tools. But I cannot make genu-
flections, * Ich aber kann nicht mit
Proskynesis dienen,” nor crouch
under the table like a dog.”

Soon came the complete rupture,
and Bismarck was curtly dismissed
by the egotistic young emperor.
This event was caricatured in Lon-
don Puncll in a cartoon represent-
ing the kaiser as a ship-captain
sending overboard the old pilot
who had guided the ship of state
over so many stormy waters. One
woald have thought that this
would have considerably nettled
the emperor. On the contrary,
Bismarck says: “The emperor
was delighted with it. "He saw in
it a recognition of his right to
smash the pot—you know, as in
the witches’ kitchen : ‘ Entzwei.
entzwei, da liegt der brei’”

As late as 18go Bismarck con-
templated a long journey, includ-
ing a visit to the United States.
This would have been a tour of
surpassing interest had it taken
place.  But as Herr Busch says,
His Serene Highness was men-
tally, and in particular as far as his
memory was concerned, “ falling
to pieces.”

Bismarck was somewhat exact-
ing in his demands upon his liter-
ary aides, and was familiarly de-
signated by them “ The Dragon.”
Busch does not, like Mr, W. T.
Stead, magnifv his office as that
of the modern prophet, but speaks
with contempt of “the sub-edi-
torial ass.”

The prince commissioned Herr
Busch to arrange his confidential
papers, among others a large
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package of letters from the old
emperor. In this congenial work
he employed many weeks. On
the back of one of these docu-
ments, not the emperor’s, the Chief
had written in pencil, “ The old
hypocrite.”

Bucher, who succeeded Busch
as the chancellor's secretary, said
to the latter, “Thank your stars
you are not in my place with these
memoirs,” which the chancellor
was dictating. “TIt is not alone
that his memory is defective, but
he begins also intentionally to mis-
represent even plain and well-es-
tablished matters of fact and oc-
currences. He will not admit his
own share in anything that has
failed, and he will acknowledge no
one to be of any consequence com-
pared to himself, except perhaps
the old emperor, to whom he now,
as a foil to the young emperor,
gives a much higher place than he
1s fairly entitled to.”

In the spirit of Wolsey’s phrase,
“How wretched is that poor man
who hangs on princes’ favours,”
the veteran king-maker said bit-
terly :

‘“Bver since 1847 1 have constantly
represented the monarchical principle,
and held it aloft like a banner. Now I
have seen three kings in a state of naked-
ness, and frequently these three exalted
gentlemen did not make altogether a very
good shoe. Still it would not do to say
that openly before ‘he world. If it (the
publication) takes place after my death,
then they will say, ‘There you haveit!
even from his grave! What a detestable

11

old wretch !

The last glimpse we have of the
grim old chancellor in Herr
Busch’s diary is one to excite our
pity. To a guest, urging him to
pay a visit to South Germany and
the Rhine, the Chief replied that
like Parson Primrose he now pre-
ferred the journey from the brown
bed into the blue.

With all the shortcomings of his
character, and they are many, there
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was in the old statesman a vein of
sturdy piety.

“If T were no longer a Christian, he
said, I would not serve the king another
hour. If I did not put my trust in God,
I should certainly place none in any
earthly masters. Why should I labour
and toil unceasingly in this world, and
expose myself to worry and vexation, if 1
did not feel that T must do my duty to-
ward God 7™

As a motto for a heraldic device
Bismarck selected this : “ In Trini-
tate robur ”—* My trust is in the
Triune God.” He kept with him
in his room when campaigning in
France a couple of books of de-
votion which he often read, “ Daily
Watchwords and Texts of the
Moravian Brethren for 1870,” and,
“ Daily Spiritual Refreshment for
Believing Christians.”

“ Although the prince, as I
have indicated.,” writes this
diarist, “is a God-fearing man,
whose strength and sense of duty
are based on religion, and who re-
gards death as the Janua Vitae,
he seldom attends divine service—
possibly out of consideration for
his health.”

We have Herr Busch’s authority
for the statement that Bismarck
believed in ghosts, that he was
superstitious of being one of thir-
teen at a table, and of undertaking
anything of importance on Friday.
This sturdy champion of Luther-
anism was quite willing to give the
Pope a refuge in Prussia after his
anticipated expulsion from Rome.

Herr Busch gives us a few
glimpses of Bismarck's humour,
which was often of a satirical
cast, sometimes grim and sardonic.
In his fits of insomnia at one time
he used to write letters, even
dispatches, “ but when I read them
over next morning,” he says,
“they were worth nothing—mere
platitudes, confused trivial stuff
such as might have apoeared in
the “ Vossische Zeitung,” or might
have been composed by His
Serene Highness of Weimar."



From the chancellor’s bedroom
at Varzin a dark narrow passage
in the wall led down to a postern
gate. “ We have named this,” he
said, “ after Zenft Pilsach, a lo-
quacious bore. When unwelcome
acquaintances make their appear-
ance, I slip out here and bring
myself in safety to a certain bench
in the park, where I wait until I
am told the danger is over.” The
Countess Bismarck fainted at a
diplomatic dinner.  “ She always
faints when she is exceptionally
bored,” said the chancellor, “and
for that reason I never take her
with me now to diplomatic din-
ners.”  “That is a pretty compli-
ment for the diplomats,” observed
the crown prince.

Speaking of the festivities of his
youth at Berlin, Bismarck tells this
story, which illustrates his cynical
disregard of the sensibilities of his
host and hostess :

*“There was a Russian minister, Ribeau-
pierre, who gave balls, where people
danced till two o’clock in the morning,
and there was nothing to eat. I know
that, because I and a couple of good
friends were otten there. At length we
got tired of it, and played them a trick.
When it got late, we pulled out some
breaa and butter from our pockets, and
after we had finished, we pitched the
paper on the drawing-room floor. Re-
freshments were provided next time, but
we were hot invited any more.”

Bismarck recounts an amusing
instance of Russian conservatism.
In a summer garden at St. Peters-
burg a sentry was seen posted in
the middle of a grass plot. Bis-
marck asked what he was doing
there. No one knew, the sentry
had always been posted there. At
last an old foctman told him
that the Empress Catharine had
seen an early snowdrop on the
spot and had placed a sentry to
guard it. The custom had been
kept up for one hundred and fifty
vears.

It is a curious circumstance that
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the housekeeper of the Bismarck
establishment at Varzin was 2
French lady, Fraulein Fatio. In
a confidential chat with Ierr
Busch she stated:that the mother
of the Countess Bismarck had
been greatly opposed to her
daughtet’s marriage, and declared
that she would rather see her mar-
ried to a swineherd than to the
prince.

The prince in retirement, like the
Emperors Tiberius, Diocletian, and
Charles V., expressed a contempt
for public affairs, and devotion to
rural pursut’s. The countess once
said, “ Believe me, a turnip inter-
ests him more than all your
politics.”

We do not learn much of Bis-
marck’s taste in letters, but get
occasional glimpses of his robust
criticism.  Speaking of Goethe’s
plays, he says :

““The leading characters are all Weis-
lingens—weak, soft, sentimental ecrea-
tures— not menas in Shakespeare, always
repetitions of himself, for he tuo had
something feminine in him, and could
only reu,]’im and portray the feelings of
women,

The death of Prince Bismarck
has ended, we trust, an era in
European politics. He was, in
our judgment, the embodiment of
pitiless, conscienceless force. His
ideal, the reuniting of the broken
fragments of the empire of the
Rudolphs and the Maximilians was
a noble one, but his meihods were
relentless and cruel. He has been
called the Richelien of Germany,
but the comparison is unjust.
Richelieu subdued the clashing
factions of France and secured its
supremacy in Europe by the subtle
statecraft of the priest, by finesse
more than by force. Bismarck
was more a feudal baron, like our
English Warwick the King Maker,
aud his cognizance might well be,
like his, the Bear and Raggel
Staff, the symbol of brute power.

In 1862 Bismarck said in his
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Prussian Diet : “ Not by speeches
and majority votes can the great
questions of the day be settled—
this was the error of 48 and 49—
but by iron and blood” And a
man of iron and blood he has been
from that day to his death. A
swashbuckler and duellist in his
youth, he continued his ruthless-
ness through three great wars.
He appealed not to reason but to
the sword, not to the ballot but to
the bullet. He flung his iron
gauntlet into the scales and out-
weighed the claims of right. He
was the embodiment of absolutism,
the real power behind the throne.
Unjustly, we believe, he swept
the Danes from Schleswig-Hol-
stein, and with equal truculence he
crushed the pride and power of
Austria at Sa-
dowa. Suppress-
ing despatcheshe
deceived hisroyal
master, and pre-
cipitated the
Franco-Prussian
war, the war that
reft her fairest
provinces from
proud France
and marched the
spiked helmets
through the
Champs Elysees,
But the intoxica-
tion of victory,
and the crown-
ing of William
I. as Emperor at Versailles, con-
doned his colossal crimes and
made him the idol of the people.
But how hapless is the man who
hangs on princes’ favours! The
ungrateful young War Lord of
Europe could brook no rival near
his throne, and dismissed the old
man cf iron will who had made
him Kaiser of United Germany.
Bismarck’s closing years teach
their grim lesson of the Nemesis
that with swift feet follows wrong.
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In soured and sullen old age he
sulked in his castle at Fried-
richsrubhe, gnawing his heart,
aweary of the world and yet re-
luctant to depart.

This study of the life and char-
acter of Europe’s foremost states-
man suggests by ontrast that of
his great untitled compeer, Wil-
liam Ewart Gladstone. Four times
chancellor of a world-wide em-

BISMARCK'S MAUSOLEUM.

pire, he sought its moral and in-
tellectual elevation by the arts of
peace, and not of war. He had
the courage to accept defeat at
Majuba Hill instead of crushing
the Boers in revenge, and to sur-
render the Ionian Islands because
he believed it right. He lived
down opposition and obloquy, and
died the best loved man of Eng-
lish-speaking lands. His great
heart was stirred with sympathy
for the struggles for liberty in
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Italy, in Montenegro, in Bulgaria,
in Armenia, in Cuba. His serene
and sunny old age was consoled
by philosophy and religion. His
latest days were spent in the moral
service of mankind. Which kind
of statesman typifies the higher
civilization of the future—the man
of “blood and iron,” or the man of
peace and good will ?

It is idle to say, “ nil nisi bonum
de mortuis.” There are men like
Charles XII. and Napoleon who
leave a name

¢ At which the world turns pale,
To point a moral or adorn a tale.”

Bismarck’s theories and sym-
pathies and practice were all op-
posed to the free government of a
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free people. They were more
akin to mediaeval feudalism than
to the freec institutions and sover-
cignty of man which shall mark
the Christian civilization of the
world’s future.

Yet God can make the wrath of
man to praise him, as from the
blood-sodden fields of war he
makes to grow the golden grain
of peace. A united Germany in-
stinct with patriotism to a common
Fatherland is a wonderful evolu-
tion from the four hundred feudal
states and petiy princedoms en-
gaged in almost perpetual and re-
lentless war which once filled the
valleys of the Rhine and Elbe, the
mountains of the Schwarzwald
and Odinwald.

FOR GIORY

AND FOR BEAUTY.

BY MARGARET G. CURRIE.

For glory and for beauty Aaron wore
The priceless linen, and the blazing gem,

Entering that shrine famed far and evermore
With golden bells upon his garment’s hem,
A mitred hierarch to his tomb sublime

He passed at last up the steep slopes of Hor.

Bezaleel and his helpers, taught of God,
For glory and for beanty wrought and prayed;
Shaped the bright brass and the smooth shittim-wood,
The strange symbolic cherubim they made,
The gorgeous veil rich primal craft displayed,
They saw their finished handiwork was good.

The silk and purple, scarlet, fringe and gem,
Ivory and precious ointment, all fulfil

The mission by their Lord appointed them,
And even as storm and sunshine serve His will,
Earth’s dazzling trophies of perfected skill

Shall help to deck the New Jerusalem.

For glory and for beauty were we born,
, To anoint the head and don the bridal white;
Christ hath made void the curse of toil and thorn,
And purchased back our doubly forfeit right,
To spend time’s prosperous years in choice delight
And enter gleaming gates to realms of morn.

The heart in worth transcends the ruby-stone ;
Ye wise its pulsing tables who engrave—
Love’s fine-twined curtain and art’s *broidered zone
For glory and for beauty deftly weave,
Power from the source of all high gifts receive,
Work by the pattern on the mountain shown.

Fredericton, N.B.
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LOWELL AND HIS FRIENDS.*

JAMES

It is a poet’s apotheosis to be
commemorated in such a beautiful
volume as that under review.
Never have we seen more admir-
able portraits than those in this
book.  The theme is worthy of its

*¢ James Russell Lowell and His Friends.”
By Everett Hale. Withportraits, fac-similes,
and other illustrations. Boston and New
York : Houghton, Mifflin & Co. Pp. viii-
303. Price, 83.00.

RUSSELL

LOWELL.

treatment and illustration. *‘ One
cannot conceive,” says Dr. Hale,
*“ more fortunate or charming con-
ditions than those of the boyhood
and early education of James
Russell Lowell.  You may study
the babyhood and boyhood of a
hundred poets and not find one
home like his.  His father, the
Rev. Charles Lowell, was the min-
ister of a large parish in Boston
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for more than fifty years.” His
grandfather, Judge Lowell, was an
ardent anti-slavery advocate when
slavery was almost everywhere
defended. His great-grandfather
was a Congregational minister at
Newburyport.  His uncle, Fran-
cis Cabot Lowell, was the founder
of the city of Lowell, and his
cousin endowed the Lowell Insti-
tute, a great popular university of
Boston. The poet is thus of the
bluest blood of New England—
a member of Boston’s Brahmin
caste, born and brought up under
the very shadow of the oldest uni-
versity in America, educated in an
atinosphere of learning, refine-
ment, and gracious culture. He
was read asleep as a child to the
thythm of Shakespeare’s and
Spenser’s verse.

The lad entered Harvard at
fiftcen, and was one of a remark-
able group of students afterwards
famous in American literature—
Emerson, Holmes, Sumner,
Clarke, Bellows, Lowell, and Hig-
ginson.  Lowell early began to
scribble verse, and was chosen as
the poet for class day.- But he
was not permitted to read his
poem. College prayers were held
at six o’clock, and Lowell failed
to respond oftener than about
once a week. He was, therefore,
rusticated to Concord to read with
the Rev. Barzillai Frost, the pious
old pedant who is the original of
Parson Wilbur in the “ Biglow
Papers” Frost was a learned but

very absurd man. He would
group the most incongruous
thoughts. In a Thanksgiving

sermon he would say, “ We have
been free from the pestilence that
walketh in darkness, and the de-
struction that wasteth at noonday;
it is true we have had some
chicken-pox and some measles.”
It is infinitely to his credit that
Lowell threw himself into the anti-
slavery and temperance crusades
at a time when both these moral
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reforms were the reverse of popu-
lar. FHe wrote in anti-slavery
papers and lectured on tempei-
ance and anti-slavery platforms.
In his “ Biglow Papers,” he wrote
the most scathing denunciations
of the slave trade ever penned.

Lowell was most fortunate in
his domestic relations. In his
youth came into his life one of the
sweetest, noblest, and purest of
women, Maria WHite. “ He be-
came engaged to this lady,” says
his biographer, “in the fall of
1840, and the next twelve years of
his life were profoundly affected
by her influence. Herself a poet
oi delicate power, she brought an
intelligent sympathy with his
worlk: it was, however, her strong
moral enthusiasm, her lofty con-
ception of purity and justice,
which kindled his spirit and gave
force and direction to a character
which was ready to respond and
vet might otherwise have delayed
active expression.”

This noble soul is commemor-
ated in several of his poems, as in
his “Irene?” :

Hers is a spirit deep and crystal-clear ;
Calinly beneath her earnest face it lies,
Free without brldness, meek without a fear,
Quicker to loo% than speak its sympathies;
Tar down into her large and patient eyes

I gaze, deep-drinking of the infinite,

As, in the mid-watch of a still, clear night,
I look into the fathomless blue skies.

So cireled lives she with Love’s holy light,
That from the shade of sclf she walketh free ;
The garden of her soul still keepeth she
An Eden where the snake did never enter;
She hath a natural, wise sincerity,

A simplc] truthfulness, and these have lent
her

A dignity as moveless as the centre ;

So that no influence of earth can stir

Her steadfast courage, nor can take away

The holy peacefulness, which night and day,

Unto her queenly soul doth minister. .

Cloudless for ever is her brow serene,

Speaking calm hope and trust within herp
whence

Welleth a noiseless spring of patience,

That keepeth all her life so fresh, so green

And full of holiness, that every look,

The greatness of her woman’s soul revealing,

Unto me bringeth blessing, and a feeling

As when I read in God’s own holy book.” . .
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"The deep religion of a thankful heart,

Which rests instinctively in Heaven's law

With a full peace, that never can depart

Trom its own steadfastness ;—a holy awe

Tor holy things,—not those which men call
holy,

But such as are revealéd (o the eyes

Of a true woman'’s soul bent down and lowly

Before the face of daily mysteries.
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Yet in herself she dwelleth not,
Although no home were half so fair;
No simplest duty is forgot,

Life hath no dim and lowly spot

That doth not in her sunshine shave. . .

She hath no scorn of common things,
And though she seem of other birth,
Round us her heart entwines and clings,

MARTA

Another tender poem owes its
inspiration to her gracious in-
fluence upon his life.

Great feelings hath she of her own,
Which lesser souls may never know ;
God giveth them to her alone,

And sweet they are as any tone
Wherewith the wind may choose to blow.

LOWELL.

And patiently she folds her wings
To tread the humble paths of earth.

Blessing she is ; God made her so,

And deeds of weekday holiness

Tall from her noiseless as the snow,

Nor hath she ever chanced to know
That aught were ecasier than to bless. *

This domestic idyl, with that of
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the Brownings. of Tennyson, of
Longiellow, of Holmes. are illus-
trations of the sweetness and
purity of the domestic life of our
great poets of the Iinglish-speak-
ing race. It but makes more
odious the immoral lives of a

_ Byron, a Shelley, a Goethe, the
greatness of whose genius cannot
condone the selfisli cruelty of their
conduct.

But Lowell's dream of happi-
ness was not to last.  Sorrow
came to his houschold as well as
jov.  The tender pathos of * The
Changeling ” touches every heart.

I had a little danghter,
Aund she was given to me
To lead me gently backward
To the Heavenly Father's knee. . . .

She had been with us searce a twelve-
month,
And it hardly secemed a day,
When a troop of wandering angels
Stule my httle danghter away. . . .

But they left in her stead a changeling,
A little angel child,

That seems like her bud in full blossom,
And smiled as she never smiled. . . |

Yet it lies in my little one’s cradle
And sits in my little one’s chair,

And the light of the heaven she’s gone to
Transtigures its golden hair.

Still more pathetic is **The
First Snowfall,” of which the
poet wrote : “ Print that as if you
loved it.  Let not a comma be
blundered. May vou never have
the kev which shall unlock the
whole meaning of the poem to
you.”

I thought of a mound in sweet Anburn
Where a little headstone stood 5

How the flakes were folding it gently,
As did rohins the babes in the woed.

Up spoke owr own little Mabel,

Saying, ** Father, who makes the snow ™
And I told her the good All-Father

Who cares for us here helow.

Again I looked at the snowfall,
And thought of the leaden sky

That arched o'er our first great sorrow,
When that mound was heaped so high.
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I remembered the gradual patience
That fell from that cloud like snow,

Flake by flake, healing and hiding
The scar that renewed our woe.

And again to the child L whispered,
¢ The snow that husheth all,
Davling, the merciful Father
Alone can make it fall;”
Then, with eyes that saw not, T kissed her;
And she, kissing back, could not know
That my kiss was given to her sister,
Folded close under deepening snow.

On the death of his little daugh-
ter.Rose he wrote :

There's a narrow ridge in the graveyard

Would searce stay a child in his race,
But to me and my thought it is wider
Than the star-sown vague of space. . . .

Your logic, my friend, is perfect,
Your moral most drearily true:

But, since the earth clashed on her cofiin,
I keep hearing that, and not you. . . .

That little shoe in the corner,
So worn and wrinkled and brown,
With its emptiness confutes you,
And argues your wisdom down.

At length came a heavier sor-
raw. The light of his eyes was
darkened and his house was left
unto him desolate. The poct
wrote :

If earth another grave must bear,

Yet heaven hath won a sweeter strain,.
And something whispers my despair,
That from an orient chambesr there,

Floats down, ** Auf Wicderschen !”

He girded himself for the duties
of life, and manfully took up its
burdens. He succeeded Ticknor
and Longfellow as Professor of
French and Spanish Languages
and Literature at Harvard. In
1857 he became also first editor of
The Atlantic Monthly, and de-
voted himself with energy to his
task. In 1863 he became editor
of The North American Review.
He states that he worked more
than fifteen hours a day. In ten
vears he wrote in thesc two peri-
adicals onc hundred and fifty
separate articles or poems, dis-
charging meanwhile his duties of
professor at Harvard.
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ELMWOOD.

Lowell was fortunate in his
friends. Few men were ever sur-
rounded by a group more dis-
tinguished in letters, more loyal to
lofty ideals, more tried and true
in life-long friendship. Among
them are Garrison. Emerson,
Hawthorne, Story, Longfellow,
Holmes, IField, Asa Gray, Agas-
siz, Norton, and others, whom we
mect in this volume and whose
portraits embellish its pages.

TFame did not come to Lowell
all at once.  Of his first book of
poems he was doubtful if three
hundred copies would be sold.
When writing for an anti-slavery
paper the editorial committee
* feared that they were flinging
away their money in paying this
voung poet $14.80 a week for his
contributions.” At length the
Riglow papers made him famous.
“Nery far,” he says, “ from being
a popular author under my own

name, so far, indeed, as to be al-
most unread, I found the verses of
my pseudonym copied every-
where; I saw them pinned up in
workshops; I heard them quoted
and their authorship debated.”

In 1877 Lowell was sent by
President Hayes as United States
AMinister to Spain.  He possessed
the unusual accomplishment of be-
ing able to converse with the best
Spanish scholars of his time in the
grand old Spanish tongune. In
the light of recent events it is
curious to note Dr. Hale's com-
ments on Lowell's lot among the
hidalgos : * The United States
Minister in Spain has always been
walking amidst hot coals, or ex-
plosive  friction  matches. It
meant to finish the job which
Dralke and Burleigh and Howard
and Elizabeth felt unfinished three
centuries ago.”

The tedious delays of Spanish



220

diplomacy wore upon his nerves.
“Whoever has seen the breasts
of the peasantry fringed with
charms older than Carthage and
relics as old as Rome, and those
of the upper classes plastered
with decorations, will not expect
Spain io become conscious of the
nineteenth century and ready to
welcome it in a day.”

In 1880 he was transferred to
the Court of St. James, as the suc-
cessor of such distinguished Am-
erican Ministers as Everett, Ban-
croft, Adams, and Motley. He
reflected lustre on his hwh office.

It was difficult to conceive the
range of subjects which
under his attention. “ Subjects as
various as the burial of John
Howard Payne’s bod\, the foot-
and-mouth discase in cattle, the
theological instruction in the
schools of Bulgaria, the assisted
emigration to America of paupers
from Ireland. and the nationality
of Patrick O’Donnel, occupy one
vear's correqpondence >

Lowell did much to knit more
closely the ties of fellowship be-
tween the mother and the daugh-
ter land at a time when this was
more difficult than since the
Anglo-American rapprochement
of recent times. The Fenian agi-
tation which disturbed Ireland
irightened England, was fostered
for political purposes in the
United States. and invaded Can-
ada, made this more difficult.
“The name Fenian was taken
from Fein McCoil, the Fin-gal of
Ossian. Lowell, who could never
resist a pun which had any sense
in it, called the Fenians TIFai-
neants, which, as it proved, was
fair enough, except that they and
theirs ]\ept "their English masters
m alarm.”

Here another great sorrow be-
fell his life in thc death of the sec-
ond Mrs. Lowell, whose unfailing
sympathy for him and his work
never yielded even under the pres-

came -
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sure of ill-health. When sum-
moned from Spain to England she
was an invalid confined to her
bed. By accident the bed cur-
tains caught fire. * The attend-
ants fell on their knees to implore
the assistance of the Holy Mother,
but Mrs. Lowell sprang up and
herself tock thé best methods to
extinguish the flames. The ad-
venture was not an injury, but
a benefit, and she was shortly able
to travel to England.

In 1855 Lowell returned to his
native land to spend six years in
quiet  seclusion at Elmwood.
“Yes, it is very nice to be here,”
he says, “but the old house is full
of ghosts” His old friends,
Longfellow, Emerson, Appleton,
Dana, Page, Agassiz, all had
gone. He gave a few public ad-
dresses and readings, revised his
essays and poems, and waited
quietly for the end. Not long
before his death, Lowell wrote to
an English friend a description of
Elmwood: and as he was very
fond of the house in which he
lived and died, it is agreeable tc
read words which strove to set it
before the eyes of one who had
never seen it.

¢TIt is a pleasant old house, just about
twice as old as I am, four miles from
Bostml, in what was once the country
and is now a populous suburb. But it
still has some ten acres of open about it,
and some fine old trees. The trees Tlook
out on are the carliest things I remember.
There you have me in my new-old quar-
ters. But you must not fancy a large
house —rooms sixteen feet square, and, on
the ground floor, nine high. It was large,
as thm"s went here, w. len it was bmlt
and has a certain air of amplitude about
it as from some inward sense of dignity.

“Here I am in my garret. I slept
here when I wasa little curly-headed l)oy,
and used to see visions between me and
the ceiling, and dream the so often re-
curiing dream of havi ing the carth put
into my hand like an orange. In it I
used to be shut up without a lamp, —my
mother saying that none of her children
should be afraid of the dark,—to hide my
head under the pillow, and then not be
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able to shut cut the shapeless monsters
that thronged around me, minted in my
brain.”

Dr. Hale quotes from a letter of
Lowell’s the following expression
of his religious opinions :

T don't cave where the notion of im-
mortality came from. . . It is there,
and I mean to hold it fast, Suppose we
don’t know. How much do we know,
after all ¢ The last time I was ill,
I lost all consciousness of my flesh. 1
was dispersed through space m some in-
conceivable fashion and mixed with the
Milky Way. Yet the very fact
that T had a confused consciousness all
the while of the Milky Way as something
to be mingled with, proved that T was
there as much an individual as cver.

“There is something in the flesh that
is superior to the flesh, somecthing that
can in finer moments abolish matter
and pain.  And it is to this we must
cing. . . .

«. . . T1think the evolutionists will
have to make a fetish of their protoplasm
before long.  Such a mush seems to me
a puor substitute for the Rock of Ages,
by which I understand a cextain set of
higher instinets which mankind have
fouud solid under all weathers.”

His life-long friend, Longfellow,
pays the following tribute to the
memories of Elmwood, one of the
classic homes of America :

Silent are all the sounds of day ;
Nothing I hear but the chirp of crickets,
And the ery of the herons winging their
way
'er the poet’s house in the Elmwood
thickets.

Ask him if songs of the Troubadowrs,
Or of Minnesingers in old black-letter,
Sound in his cars more sweet than yours,
And if yours are not sweeter and wilder
and better.

Sing to him, say to him, here at his gate,
Where the boughs of the stately elims are
meeting,
Some one hath lingered to meditat~,
And send him unscen this friendly greet-
ing.

The moral earnestness of the
poet is shown in many of his
poems, especially in that magnifi-
cent one entitled, “ The Present
Crisis 7 :
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Careless seems the great Avenger; history™s
pages but record

One death-grapple in the darkness “twixt
old systems and the Word 5

Truth furever on the scatiold, wrong forever
on the throne,—

Yet that seaflold sways the future, and, be-
hind the dim unknown,

Standeth God within the shadow, keeping
watch above His own.

His sympathy with the lowly
and the poor, especially in the
keen competitions of modern life.
is shown in his Pzrable, which
Scead is so fond i quoting :

»
Then Christ sought out an artisan,
A low-browed, stunted, haggard man,
And a motherless girl, whose fingers thin
Pushed from her faintly want and sin.

These sct He in the midst of them,

Aud as they drew back their garment-hem,
For fear of defilement, *< Lo, herve,” said He.
“The images ye have made of Me!”

In his noble “Sir Launfal™ he
shows with St. Paul that the great-
est of the Christian graces is not
knightly daring and high emprise,
but brotherly love.

‘The Holy Supper is kept indecd
In whatso we share another's need.

At a time when the abolitionists
were everywhere spoken against,
Lowell, like Whittier and Wendell
Phillips, raised his voice like a
trumpet in denunciation of that
sin against God and crime against
man, human slavery.

The poet’s carnestness and
moral insight are shown in one of
his early sonnets, “ The Street ” :

They pass me by like shadows, crowds on
crowds,
Dim ghosts of men, that hover to and fro,
Hugging their bodies round them like thin
shrouds
Wherein theirsouls were buried long ago ;
They trampled on their youth, and faith,
and love,
They cast their hope of humankind away,
With heaven's clear messages they madly
strove,
And conquered, —and their spivits turned
to clay;
Lo! how they wander round the world,. .
theiv grave,
Whase ever-gaping maw by such is fed,
Gibbering at living men, and idly rave,
“ We anly truly live, nt ye are dead.”
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Alas, poor fools, the anointed eye may trace
A dead soul’s epitaph in every fuce !

The poet had another side, and
possessed qualities seldom found
in the same writer—the combina-
tion of the humorous and pathetic
—a combination not equalled, ex-
cept by Tom Hood.  The rollick-
ing fun uf the ** FFable for Critics ”
of “The Unhappy Lot of Mr.
Knot,” and above all of the im-
mortal * Biglow DPapers,” and in
“Under the Willows,” are a fine
blending of wit and wisdom.

AT JESUS’

Lowell's memorial verses for
college anniversaries and the like,
reach. with Longfellow’s * Mori-
turi  Salutamus,” and some of
Holmes, the highest standard in
this difficult art.

Put we think him at his best in
the keen satire and sarcasm of his
* Birdofredum » letters, and the
learned comments of Hosea Big-
low. These are unique in liiera-
ture, and were a powerful moral
force in rebuking a national crime.

FEET.

Lord Jesus, life is havd, as Thou dost know,
And hours of peace and rest are very rave :

But it is sweet, after the toil and woe,
To nestle close to Thee with thoughts of prayer.
gy M ny ¢

If Thou wilt lay Thy hand upon my head,

I shall arise refreshed and comforted.

Dear Master, I am sitting at Thy feet;
I would not miss a look or lose a word ;
The hour is very holy when we meet ;
I fain would see and hear nonc but the Lovd ;
I long to lay aside joy, grief, and fear,
And only know and feel that Thou art near.

The world’s discordant noises evermore

Clang round about my ears and weary me.
There were rough hands, ungentle hearts before
That troubled me, but now I come to Thee.

O Jesus, quiet me with tender speech,
While up to Thee my wistful arms I reach.

In life’s bewildering strife and eager rush
I lose so much of Thy sweet gentleness;
But in the peace and solace of this hush
Strengthen and soothe me with Thy blessedness;
Give to me what Thou wilt ; here at Thy side,
Whate'er it be, I shall be satistied.

WEARY.

BY AMY PARKINSON.

Lord Jesus, I am weary,
But 'tis Thy loving cave

To walk heside the weary ones
Aund every burden shave.

Dear Lord, I feel my weakness,
But Thou, so strong and kind,

Wilt always let me lean on Thee
And strength for weakness find.

Dear Lord, my eyes ave clouded,
But to Thy perfect sight

The road lies open all the way
And Thou wilt be my light.

I long fordrome, Lord Jesus,
And Thou wilt lead me there
To take the place which long ago

Thou didst for me prepare.
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JOHN RUSKIN.

Dr. Holmes says a man’s educa-
:tion begins a hundréd years before
he is born.  In the case of Rus-
kin, his good Scottish ancestry
and the hereditary virtue of his
godly parents were a priccless boon.
Among the strengest formative
influences of his ecarly years was
the wholesome environment of his
home.  His father was a well-to-
do merchant, and his mother a
woman of singular piety. The
great writer and critic attributes
his English stvle to the fact that
he read the Rible daily with his

mother, learning large portions of
it by heart.

The Ruskins could afford to
give their son the best of every-
thing in both physical and mental
training.  Their home at Herne
Hill. London, was one of culture
and rehnement. Intelligent guests
brought a knowledge of the great
world.  His extensive travel with
his parents throughout the fairest
parts of Britain and the Continent
fostered a love of nature and of
stately architecture.

His education was conducted
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by private tutors under close par-
ental care. His latest biographer,
Mr. Iobson, remarks :

“Itis probably a matter for congratu-
lation that young Ruskin cscaped the
hardening ordeal of a great publie school
at a time before modern notions of hu-
manity had softened the asperities of
mechanical discipline.  Lrutal injustice
is ill compensated by a rough sense of
comradeship ; and to thrust into the edu-
cational cockpit a sensitive nature such
as Ruskin’s, in order that he might * find
his level,” and ¢ have the nonsense knock-
ed out of him,” was a_fatuous policy,
which the good sense and affection of his
parents forbade them to entertain.  Thus
he escaped the fate of being twrmed out
of an educational factory at nineteen a
‘man of the world,” with fixed habits,
ideas and associations.”

Such a mode of training might
have made of some bovs in-
sufferable prigs, but the Ruskin
nature was too large and generous
to be spoiled by this course. He
missed, indeed, that development
which results from struggle with
adversity, which has been the most
important part of the training of
many another Scottish youth.

The choice of a college for the
voung genius was a momentous
question.  The best that care or
money could procure had always
been his.  “ Christ Church must
be his college; the life of a com-
moner, even in an essentially aris-
tocratic college, is not good
enough; he must be gentleman-
commoner, wear a gold tassel, and
consort with the scions of noble
families.”  “ My father,” savs this
unique genius, “did not like the
word ¢ commoner’—all the less,
because our relations in general
were not uncommon.”  The love
and care that had surrounded his
boy life followed him to the quad-
rangles of Oxford. His mother
lived in lodgings in the city during
the whole of his student career,
and his father gave much of his
time to the watch-care of his
only son. No wonder that the
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lad grew up tender-souled as a
woman, chivalric as Sir Galahad,

Whose strength was as the strength of ten,
Because his heart was pure.

Ruskin  thus  describes  his
father’s ideal of his future: “ It
was that I should enter at college
into the best society, take all the
prizes cvery year, and a double
first to finish with; marry Lady
Clara Vere de Vere: write poetry
as good as Byron’s, only pious;
preach sermons as good as Bos-
suet’s, only Protestant: be made,
at forty, Bishop of Winchester,
and at fAfty, Primate of England.”

The young poet and critic does
not seem to have derived the
robust and sturdy education {rom
conflict with his peers in discus-
sions of the College Union such
as Tennyson found at Cambridge,
who—

* Held debate, a band
Of youthful friends, on mind and art

And labour and the changing mart,
And all the framework of the land.”

It was the time of that remark-
able Anglican revival, led by
Keble and Newman, known as the
Oxford Movement. But with this
Ruskin had little sympathy. Prob-
ably his hereditary Scottish evan-
gelical principles saved him from
the subtle influence of this Cath-
olic reaction.

The only academic distinction
that he won at Oxford was the
Newdigate prize for an English
poem in 1839, being then in his
twenticth year. Four years later
he startled the world with the first
volume of his “ Modern Painters.”
Perhaps never was a volume of
such brilliance of style, of such in-
tense sympathy with nature, of
such eloquent, descriptive pas-
sages, and of such radical judg-
ments of world-famous artists,
written by so young a man. No
less remarkable’ was the moral
clevation and the high ethical
standard set forth. His great
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canon of criti¢ism in this and all
his subsequent writings was that
the very soul of art was the loving
study of nature, was an absolute
devotion to Sineerity and Truth.

The reading of Ruskin’s books,
like the reading of Wordsworth’s
poetry, is to many a revelation of
an unknown world. These two
great interpreters and high priests
of nature unveil the mystery of
the universe. ~ With Wordsworth
we learn to say :

“For I have learn’d
To look on nature, not as in the hour
Of thoughtless youth; but hearing often-
times
The still, sad music of humanity,
Not harsh nor grating, though of ample
ower
To chasten and subdue. And I have felt
A presence that disturbs me with the joy
Of elevated thoughts ; a sense sublime
Of something far more deeply interfused,
Whose dwelling is the light of setting suns,
And the round ocean, and the living air,
And the blue sky, and in the mind of man.”

In pursuance of his art studies,
Ruskin travelled much, and so-
journed long amid the fairest
scenes of nature—especially in his
belcved Switzerland; and amid the
most wonderful achievements of
art—notably at Rome, Florence,
Ravenna, and in Venice. No one
has ever studied with such sym-
pathy the art, architecture, and
history of the City of the Sea.
No one has described with such a
vivid pen the beauties of San
Marco, or arraigned with such
solemn judgment the pride and
sin of the ancient republic. His
“Seven Lamps of Architecture,”
his “Stones of Venice,” his
“Mornings in Florence,” will re-
main forever a spiritual interpreta-
tion of Italian art.

In his fortieth year Ruskin was
elected Professor of Fine Arts in
the University of Oxford. Hav-
ing inherited a large fortune he
devoted it generously to the pro-
motion of his favourite study. He
gave £5,000 to establish an art
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school at Oxford, and £10,000, and
many valuable paintings and costly
gems, to create an art museum for
workingmen in Sheffield.

The noblest feature in the char-
acter of this favoured son of
wealth and leisure and loftiest cul-
ture was his sympathy with the
sons of toil. He gave courses of
lectures to workingmen, and his
most generous thought was on
their behalf. It was a strike of
the London trades that led to his.
studies of political economy em-
bodied in his book entitled, “Unto
This Last” “Time and Tide by
Weare and Tyne” are letters on
the laws of work, and “ Fors.
Clavigera” consists of letters to-
working-men, charged with pas-
sionate moral earnestness.

‘“The pressure to go out and preach
the Gospel of social righteousness,” says.
Mr. Hobson, ‘‘had grown almost un-
bearable. The misery and injustice of
the life he saw around him were goading
him to action. 1In one of the earlieat let-
ters he writes thus: ‘I cannot paint, ner
read, nor look at minerals, nor do any-
thing else that I like, and the very light
of the morning sun has becomz bateful to
me, because of the misery that I know of,
and see signs of, where I know it not,
which no imagination can interpret too-
bitterly. Therefore I will endure it ne
longer quietly ; but henceforward, with:
any. few or many who will help, do my
puor best to abate this misery.’

Mr. Ruskin thus expresses his
own estimate of this book :

‘“‘Fors Clavigera' has declared the-
only possible conditions of peace and
honour, for low and high, rich and poor,,
together in the holding of that first es-
tate, under the only despot, God, fronu
which, whoso falls, angel or man, is kept,.
not mythically nor disputably, but here-
in visible horror of chains under dark-
ness to the judgment of the great day:
and in keeping which service is perfect
freedom, and inheritance of all that a
loving Creator can give to His creatures,
and an immortal Father to His children.””

Not content with theory, Mr
Ruskin undertook to put into
practice his plans for the social
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and economic betterment of the
workingman.  The St. George’s
Guild was organized to purchase
and cultivate land and carry cn
other industries. He established
also hand weaving industry ir. the
Isle of Man, a linen weaving in-
«qdustry in Westmoreland, a print-
ing and binding establishment at
Aylesbury for the manufacture and
sale at lowest possible cost of his
own books. In association with
Miss Octavia Hill he devoted all
his London property to making
improvements in the homes of
workingmen. Not less than a
willion dollars of inherited wealth
and hard-earned income from his
books was thus expended in the
endeavour to develop the charac-
ter and brighten the lives of the
sons of toil.

Not all of these endeavours were
successful, but they have been an
inspiration to many captains of
industry and wealthy men who
seek not merely to make money,
but to uplift and serve their
generation.

Vida D. Scudder, the dis-
tinguished critic of Ruskin’s writ-
ings, thus characterizes his efforts
at social reform :

*¢ Since 1860 the chief interest of Mr.
Ruskin’s life has been the effort to under-
stand and solve the problems of human
sorrow and human need. Tt is easy to
see why a man like Carlyle should have
become a social prophet: race sympathy
-and severe personal experience reacted
“from without on an inner nature militant
rand practical to the core. But that a
"Ruskin, with his ignorance of struggle,
-and his happy, instinctive contentment
in leaves, and pictures, and cathedrals,
should deliberately have entered the
rough, hot, wearisome sphere of economic
struggle is 2 phenomenon perplexing in-
deed.

¢“No man is a wider exponent of the
life and thought of the nineteenth cen-
tury than John Ruskin. Two writers,
Browning and Carlyle, will be recognized
by the twentieth century as prophets of
the age that is passing away. Their mes-
sage has rung like a trumpet-call through
the years. Two others, Tennyson and
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Ruskin, will be recognized as interpreters.
All shifting phases of thought, passion,
problem, and faith have been reflected
and preserved by spiritual alchemy in the
polished mirrors of their souls.”

The following satiric passage
shows how Mr. Ruskin turns his
back upon the good old Tory and
aristocratic party in which he was
born, in his strong sympathies
with England’s workingmen :

¢ Meanwhile, the bishop, and the rec-
tor, and the rector’s lady, and the dear
old Quaker spinster who lives in Sweet-
briar Cottage, are so shocked that you
drink so much, and that you are such
horrid wretches that nothing can be done
for you! And you mustn’t have your
wages raised, because you will spend
them in nothing but drink. And to-
morrow they are all going to dine at
Drayton Park, with the brewer who is
your Member of Parliament, and is build-
ing & public-house at the railway station,
and another in the High Street, and
ancther at the corner of Philpott’s Lane,
and another by the stables at the Lack of
Tunstall Terrace, outside the town, where
he has just bricked over the Dovesbourne
and filled Buttercup Meadow with broken
bottles ; and, by every measure, and .on
every principle of calculation, the growth
of your prosperity is established ! ”

The breadth of Ruskin’s sym-
pathies is shown in the wide range
and variety of his books. His
peetic mind is shown in their sug-
gestive titles. Thus we have
“Sesame and Lilies,” on books
and reading; “ The Ethics of the
Dust,” on the elements of crystal-
lization; “The Crown of Wild
Olive,” on work, traffic, and war;
“ The Eagle’s Nest,” and “ Aratra
Pentelici,” on the elements of
sculpture; “Proserpina,” on studies
in wayside flowers; and “Our
Fathers Have Told Us,” a history
of Christendom for boys and girls.

Some of his titles are slightly
mystical. His “ Notes on the
Construction of Sheepfolds,” has
been placed among books on
farming, whereas it is a discussion
of church discipline and doctrine.
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“The King of the Golden River”
is a fairy tale for children.
Ruskin’s life has not been un-
shadowed by sorrow. A man of
noblest and purest character, his

nature has been most deeply
wounded through his domestic
affections. But he has endured

his life-tragedy with the patience
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of a martyr and forgiveness of a
saint. He has found solace in
work for God and work for man,
and now in age and feebleness ex-
treme he waits the coming of the
mystic barge on which he shall sail
forth,

““To meet his Pilot face to face.”

JOHN

RUSKIN’'S MESSAGE TO THE TWENTIETH

CENTURY.

BY THE REV. NEWELL DWIGHT HILLIS, D.D,,
Pastor of Plymouth Church, Brooklyn.

We are met here in the name of
John Ruskin’s great dictum that
“the doing that makes commerce
is born of the thinking that makes
scholars;” and that all the flying
looms and whirling spindles began
with the thought of some scholar
hidden in his study. Mr. Ruskin
taught us that wealth for this
great nation is not in forms of
wood or iron or steel or stone, but
in the number of self-sacrificing
and self-sufficing men and women
that this nation produces, and that
the measure of our civilization is
the number of people who are
wise and happy and just and moral
and self-sufficing. He never made
the mistake of supposing that edu-
cation would change a ten-cent
boy or girl into a ten-thousand-
dollar man or woman; but he did
understand that there is some
power in nature that will trans-
form a seed into a golden sheaf,
an acorn into a towering oak, and
that, under God, will transform a
babe into a sage or seer, reformer
or martyr or philanthropist, into
one who is to be a saviour of the
liberties of his or her people. So
that John Ruskin never tired of

* An address delivered at Lasell Semin-
ary, Boston. Abridged from Zion's Herald:

’

emphasizing the principle that life
without industry is guilt, but that
industry without art and education
is sheer brutality.

He taught us that if we want to
find out the beginning of any
great institution we must always
go back to some scholar. For
the beginning of all law and jus-
tice we go back to 2 man who was
a scholar and dwelt for forty years
in a desert, and name him Moses.
For the beginning of all art, cul-
ture, beauty and philosophy, we
go back to a man who uncon-
sciously made himself a scholar—
blind Homer of Greece. For the
beginning of thought and liberty
of speech we go back to the great
scholars, men who studied the
principles of almighty truth in the
Middle Ages—Savonarola, Luther,
Wycliffe, Bacon, and at length
John Wesley. For John Ruskin
understood that wealth is not in
wood and iron and steel and
stone, but in the ideas that we
thrust into these raw iaterials.

The other day the Czar of Rus-
sia offered the Pope of Rome a
million dollars for a certain pic-
ture. It is not a large canvas,
scarcely more than a yard square.
Four hundred years ago Raphael
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paid ten or fifteen cents for the
canvas, twenty or twenty-five
cents for the brushes and colours;
and by educating his hand and
training his imagination he mixed
the colours with his genius, and
now the Czar is willing to give a
million dollars for a certain pic-
ture.

This man is worthy all the high
praise that has been given him—
an epoch-making sage, an ecarth-
quake-shaking philosopher, one
who brings a unique message.
‘We hear very much said to-day,
for example, that what we want
is not only that men should teach
the truth, but that men should do
the truth; that being is more than
speaking or seeming. John Rus-
kin did first what he taught and
said.  Falling heir to seven hun-
dred and fifty thousand dollars, he
made a half million dollars by his
pen through sheer force of genius,
and he held his wealth a trust fund
in the interest of poverty, his
social power a trust fund in the
interest of God's poor. He tithed
himself one-tenth of his income,
one-fifth, and then one-half, then
gave away his income and began
to distribute his property, and re-
duced himself to a modest com-
petence, trying to serve the poor
to whom he came in the name of
Jesus Christ.  About thirty years
ago John Ruskin went to live in
Whitechapel Road, turning away
from the invitations of rich men
and those who dwelt in palaces.
Afterwards, lecturing the students
of Oxford University, he said to
them: You young gentlemen, with
your patrician position, your great
wealth, and all your opportunities,
are paupers unless you produce
more than you consume. If you
are supported by your ancestral
estates, you are paupers patrician,
if you are supported by the county
poorhouse, you are paupers
plebeian; in any event, unless a
man produces more than he con-
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sumes, he is a pauper. He asked
these young mnien to go out with
him and work a little every day.
When Ruskin’s health gave way
he asked young Arnold Toynbee
to take his lectures to the people
of Great Britain, and it was after
this that Toynbee went, under
Ruskin’s direction, to live in
Whitechapel Road. The begin-
ning of the social settlement came
from Ruskin, He asked John
Richard Green, the author of
Green’s History, to go and live
there, and Green did so for nine
years, developed the seeds of con-
sumption, and returned to his his-
toric studies. The beginning of
this great movement on the part
of scholars for the poor is in John
Ruskin’s mind and heart.

Very much is said to-day about
the university extension system, of
great libraries and reading clubs
and reading circles for the com-
mon people. In 1848 John Rus-
kin purchased several great li-
braries, formed workingmen’s
clubs in London, Sheffield and
Manchester, and started the read-
ing movement among the work-
ing pecople of those great cities,
and so gave us the beginning of
the university extension 1dea.
Much is said to-day about the
division of the beautiful-—how in
the past the princes could have
great pictures in their palaces, but
the common people knew only
ugliness and sq.~lor. John Rus-
kin saw that the people needed
models of art and beauty for their
homes.  So he took the priceless
marbles he had found in Greece,
his great pictures purchased in
Italy, his art treasures found on
the Continent—and took them—
where ? Not to the great mu-
seums, not to the art galleries;
that would do something to ad-
vance his reputation. He went
up to Sheffield where men made
knives and forks, where there
were poor and obscure labourers.
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He founded -a little art school.
He gave them pictures, showed
them the lines of beauty, and
taught them o sprinkle beauty
over the knives and forks of the
dining-room. He went to the
men who made wall-papers, and
taught them how to adorn walls;
to the men who made ceilings,
and showed them how to make
ceilings as beautiful as the very
heavens; to the men who made
carpets and rugs, to the men who
made cotton, linen, and silks.
And now we have the modern art
movement that has made beauty
to be diffused where once it was
concentrated in a single temple or
in a single palace  We get that
great movement almost entirely
from John Ruskin.

Seven out of nine of the great
social reforms of this day may be
traced back to John Ruskin’s
teachings, just as we trace some
great river that bears upon its
bosom the fleets of war and peace
back to some little spring hidden
in the mountain-top and reaching
up and taking of the clouds of
Almighty God. These move-
ments that sweep on now with the
majesty and momentum of mighty
rivers sprang from that great
heart and that great mental spring
named the genius and the Chris-
tian sympathy of this old sage and
seer.

If we are to understand Rus-
kin’s message to the twentieth
century we must know the epochs
of his career and the books he
wrote.  In his later years Ruskin
bent his nature like a huge bow to
the solution of the problems of
labour and capital; but he had
stretched the strings of his mind
too tensely, and just at the critical
moment he gave way; and he sits
in the north of England to-day, a
broken-hearted man, smiting upon
his breast and sometimes crying
out, “Unfulfilled! Unfulfilled !

What is Mr. Ruskin's message
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in the first group of his great
volumes ? He teaches us that all
the fine arts and handicrafts, and
the great industries, are simply at-
tempts to

COPY INTO PERMANENCY SOME ONF OF
THE THOUGHTS OF THE GREAT GOD.

We are oftentimes under the de-
lusion that the great artists and
the great inventors represent crea-
tive genius. Ruskin never tires
of emphasizing the principle that
all arts are simply copies of God’s
thoughts, and, by copying, an at-
tempt to render them permanent.
One day Raphael was walking
through the streets of Florence.
He came on a flower girl with a
beautiful babe in her arms. Now,
Raphael said : “ God’s bounty of
beauty in the face of this babe is
temporary. The babe is going to
die or else it is going to grow up
and take on the beauty of a young
woman. In either event the
beauty is evanescent. I wish I
could make a copy of God’s
bounty of beauty in this flower
girl and her babe, and by copying
make them permanent” So
Raphael took his colours and
copied God’s thought there into
permanency here, in the Sistine
Madonna; and all painting is sim-
ply a copying of God’s great
thoughts through canvas and
colour.

Sculpture is the same thing. It
is God’s thought made permanent
by copying it into marble. Archi-
tecture is of the self-same idea and
principle.  All music is simply a
copying into permanency of the
great thoughts that God lends the
human soul. Our handicrafts and
inventions represent the same
principle. We sometimes say that
Galileo was a great genius who
invented the telescope. But
Galileo did not invent the tele-
scope, he found the telescope, he
copied it. One day Galileo was
travelling in Spain. He came to
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a little village and stood in front
of the butcher’s shop, and there
on the block lay the eye of an ox.
Looking at it closely, Galileo saw
two lenses there, one small, one
large. Then the philosopher said :
““What if I made a copy of those
two lenses, made one very large
and one very small! Perhaps I
could see, not the horizon like the
ox, but the horizon’s horizon, and
see the stars shining in the depths
of space” So he cooied his
telescope out of the eye of that ox,
just as the microscope was copied
from the human eye.

All the great arts and handi-
crafts represent the principle we
are studyirig, the attempt to copy
into permanency one of God’s
great thoughts. All the great
tools in the Smithsonian Institute
are simply an attempt to copy
God’s thoughts into new mechan-
isms. The human body is noth-
ing in the world but an organized
Smithsonian Institution packed
with models for artists and inven-
tors, wrapped up in skin and
flesh, put on two legs and set to
walking up and down the streets,
for great men to make copies of in
pictures and tools and mechan-
isms and useful arts and fine arts,
in the interest of the enrichment
of library and gallery and forum
on our way to a higher civiliza-
tion.  This is the dignity of la-
bour, that we are workers to-
gether with God. We think His
thoughts out after Him. We
copy them into permanency
through useful industries, through
the fine arts and the great
sciences.

“How great is God’s good-
ness 1”7 exclaims Isaiah; and then,
“How great is His Beauty !”
He so carrying His natural and
providential attributes as to evoke
the sentiment of admiration in all
beholders. Then comes the
apostolic injunction: Adorn—
make beautiful—the doctrine of
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God our Saviour. Have such a
mastery of the fine art of right liv-
ing, the noblest of all sciences, as
that you can carry your forty and
more faculties thrbugh the market-
place and the home and the
forum and the street in such a
way as to bless your fellows and
not blight them. This is the law
of beauty. Beauty is rightness,
fulness, health, obedience to the
law of nature and the law of God
and His Son Jesus Christ.

Adam Smith, when he wrote his
book about the “Wealth of
Nations,” said that man was
under the law of selfishness, that
he is to buy in the cheapest
market and sell in the dearest, and
then the devil take the hindmost.
Ruskin said that man has one law,
the law of self-interest, answering
to the centripetal law of nature,
and then he has another law, the
law of self-sacrifice, answering to
that other great iaw, that binds
him to his fellows. And he said :
“Unless self-sacrifice be developed
in connection with celf-interest,
you will have an explosion that
will destroy free institutions.”

I will take the hindmost, said
Ruskin, because Jesus Christ al-
ways has. So he gave away his
money and went to live with the
poor.  England broke his heart
and ruined his mind. The world
has never cared for and never
understood John Ruskin. The
world has never cared for its great
men anyway until after they are
dead. We build monuments for
men and teach our children the
pathway to their tombs, whom we
despised in life and broke their
hearts, as we broke John Ruskin’s
heart.

One day, too late, the English
Parliament said to its premier:
Give to John Ruskin a wreath of
honour; and when they brought
it to him the broken-hearted man
said : “ There was a day when, if
England had spoken a kind word
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to me as a Christian scholar and
thinker, and said, You have done
something to help Christ’s poor, it
might have brought the flush of
pride to my cheek and made my
arm invincible against a thousand
forms of wrong.” But what can
a broken-hearted man do? He
was never loved by any one save
his mother and father, and what
could he do with a wreath like
this save to carry it out and put it
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on his dead mother’s grave ? The
world has never cared for its best
men. Greece did not care for
blind Homer. Florence did not
care for Dante. England never
loved John Milton. The world
has never cared for Ruskin until
too late; but we will in time dis-
cover that it is John Ruskin that
brought us this great message of
hope.

READINGS FROM RUSKIN.

“VENICE,” HER SIN AND PENALTY.

The exaltation, the sin, the punishment
of Tyre; have been recorded for us in,
perhaps, the most touching words ever
uttered by the prophets of lsrael against
the cities of the stranger. But we read
them as a lovely song, and close our ears
to the sternness of their warning ; for the
very depth of the fall of Tyre has blinded
us to its reality, and we forget, as we
watch the bleaching of the rocks between
the sunshine and the sea, that they were
once ‘“‘asin Eden, the garden of God.”

Her successor, like her in perfection of
beauty, though less in endurance of do-
minion, is still left for our beholding in
the final period of her decline; a ghost
upon the sands of the sea, sv weak—so
quiet—so bereft of all but her loveliness,
that we might well doubt, as we watched
her faint reflection in the mirage of the
lagoon, which was the city and which the
shadow. A warning seems to me to be
uttered by every one of the fast-gaining
waves, that beat like passing bells against
the stones of Venice.

Now Venice, as she was the most relig-
jous, was in her fall the most corrupt of
European States; and as she was in her
strength the centre of the pure currents
of Christian architecture, so she is in her
decline the source of the renaissance.

Not in the wantonness of wealth, not
in vain ministry to the desire of the eyes
or the pride of life, were those marbles
hewn into transparent strength, and those
arches arrayed in the colours of the iris.
There is a message written in the dyes of
them that once was written in blood ; and
a sound in the echoes of their vaults that
one day shall fill the vault of heaven:
‘“He shall return, to do judgment and
justice.” The strength of Venice was

given her so long as she remembered this.
Her destruction found her when she had
forgotten this. And it found her irrevoc-
ably because she forgot it without excuse.
Never had a city a more glorious Bible.
Among the nations of the north, a rude
and shadowy sculpture filled their temples
with confused and hardly legible imagery ;
but, for her, the skill and the treasures of
the east had gilded every letter and illu-
mined every page, till the book-temple
shone from afar off like the star of the
Magi.

The sins of Venice, whether in her
palace or in her piazza, were done with
the Bible at her right hand. And when,
in her last hours, she threw off all shame
and all restraint, and the last great square
of the city became filled with the madness
of the whole earth, be it remembered how
much her sin was greater, because it was
done in the face of the house of God,
burning with the letters of His law.
Mountebank and masyuer laughed their
laugh, and went their way ; and a silence
has followed them, not unforetold ; for,
amidst them all, through century after
century of gathering vanity and festering
guilt, the white dome of St. Mark’s had
uttered in the dead ear of Venice:
““Know thou, that for all these things
God will bring thee into judgment.”

¢ MOUNTAINS,”

Let the reader imagine the appesrance
of the most varied plain of some richly
cultivated country; let him imagine it
dark with graceful woods, and soft with
deepest pastures ; let him fill the space
of it, to the utmost horizon, with innu-
merable and changeful incidents of
scenery and life ; leading pleasant stream-
lets through its meadows, strewing clus-
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ters of cottages beside their banks, tracing
sweet footpaths through its avenues, and
animating its fields with happy flocks,
and slow wandering spots of cattle ; and
when he has wearied himself with endless
imagining, and left no space without some
loveliness of its own, let him conceive all
this great plain, with its infinite treasures
of natural beauty and happy human life,
gathered up in God’s hand from one end
of the horizon to the other, like a woven
garment ; and shaken into deep falling
folds, as the robes droop from a king's
shoulders; all its bright rivers leaping
into cataracts along the hollows of its fall,
and all its forests rearing themselves
aslant against its slopes, as a rider rears
himself back when his horse plunges ; and
all its villages nestling themselves into
the new windings of its glens ; and all its
pastures thrown into steep waves of green-
sward, dashed with dew along the edges
of their folds, and sweeping down into
endless slopes, with a cloud here and
there lying quietly, half on the grass, half
in the air ; and he will have, as yet, in all
this lifted world, only the foundation of
one of the great Alps.

Mountains are, to the rest of the body
of the earth, what violent musculz.r action
is to the body of man. The muscles and
tendons of its anatomy are in the moun-
tains vrought out with fierce and convul-
sive energy, full of expression, passion,
and strength ; the plains and the lower
hills are the repose and the effortless
motion of the frame, when its muscles lie
dormant and concealed beneath the lines
of its beauty, yet ruling those lines in
their every undulation. This, then, is
the first grand principle of the truth of
the earth. The spirit of the hills is
action ; that of the lowlands repose ; and
between these there is to be found every
variety of motion and of rest; from the
inactive plain, sleeping like the firma-
ment, with cities for stars, to the fiery
peaks, which, with heaving bosoms and
exulting limbs, with the clouds drifting
like hair from their bright foreheads, lift
up their Titan hands to heaven, saying,
“* Live forever !

“Tge SKy.”

It isstrange how little people in general
think about the sky. 1t is the part of
creation in which nature has done more
for the sake of pleasing man, more for the
sole and cvident purpose of talking to
him and teaching him, than in any other
of her works, and it i1s just the partin
which we least attend to her. There are
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not many more of her other works in
which some more material or essential
purpose than the mere pleasing of man is
not answered by every part of their orga-
nization ; but every essential purpose of
the sky might, so far as we know, be
answered if, once in three days, or there-
abouts, a great ugly black rain-cloud were
brought up over the blue, and everything
well watered, and so all left blue again
till next time, with perhaps a film of
morning and evening mist for dew.

Instead of this, there is not a moment
of any day of our lives, when nature is
not producing scene after scene, picture
after picture, glory after glory, and work-
ing still upon such exquisite and constant
principles of the most perfect beauty, thas
it is quite certain it is all done for us, and
intended for our perpetual pleasure.
And every man, wherever placed, how-
ever far from other sources of interest or
of beauty, has this doing for him con-
stantly. The noblest scenes of the earth
can be seen and known but by few; it is
not intended that man should live always
in the midst of them, he injures them by
his presence, he ceases to feel them if he
be always with them; but the sky is for
all. Bright as it is, it is not

¢¢ Too bright nor good
For human nature’s daily food.”

It is fitted in all its functions for the per-
petual comfort and exalting of the heart,
for the soothing and purifying it from its
dross and dust. Sometimes gentle, some-
times capricious. sometimes awful, never
the same for two moments together; al-
most human in its passions, almost spir-
itual in its tenderncss, almost divine in
its infinity, its appeal to what is immortal
in us is as distinct as its ministry of
chastisement or of blessing to what is
mortal is essential.

If in our moments of utter idleness and
insipidity, we turn to the sky as a last
resource, which of its phenomena do we
speak of 2 One says it has been wet, and
another it has been windy, and another it
has been warm. 'Who among the whole
chattering crowd can tell me of the forms
and the precipices of the chain of tall,
white mountains that girded the horizon
at noon yesterday. Who saw the narrow
sunbeam that came vut of the south and
smote upon their summit until they
melted and mouldered away in a dust of
blue rain? Who saw the dance of the
dead clouds when the sunlight left them
last night, and the west wind blew them
before it like withered leaves?
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«“A Bmo's-Evye View.”

The charts of the world which have
been drawn up by modern science have
thrown into a narrow space the expres-
sion of a vast amount of knowledge, but I
have never yet seen one pictorial enough
to enable the spectator to imagine the
kind of contrast in physical character
which exists between northern and south-
ern countries. We know the difference
in detail, but we have not the broad
glance and grasp which would enable us
to feel them in their fulness. We know
that gentians grow on the Alps and olives
on the Apennines; butwe do not enough
conceive for ourselves that variegated
Mosaic of the world’s surface which a bird
sees in its migration, that difference be-
tween the district of the gentian and of
the olive which the stork and the swallow
see afar off, as they lean upon the siroceo
witd.

Let us, for 2 moment, try to raise our-
selves even above the level of their flight,
and imagine the Mediterranean lying be-
neath us like an irregular lake, and all its
ancient promontories sleeping in thesun;
here and there an angry spet of thunder,
a gray stain of storm, moving upon
the burning field, & fixed wreath of
white voleano smoke, surrounded by its
circle of ashes, but for the most parta
great peacefulness of light; Syria and
Greece, Italy and Spain, laid like pieces

of golden pavement iuto the sea-blue,
chased as we stoop near to them, with
bossy beaten work of mountain chains,
and glowing softly with terraced gardens,
and flowers heavy with frankincense,
mixed among masses of laurel, and
orange, and plumy palm, that abate with
their gray, green shadows the burning of
the marble rocks, and the ledges of por-
phyry sloping under lucent sand. Then
pass towards the north, until the colours
change into a vast belt of rainy green,
where the pastures of Switzerland, and
poplar valleys of France, and dark forests
of the Danube and Carpathians stretch
from the mouths of the Loire to those of
the Volga, seen through clefts in gray
swirls of rain-cloud and flaky veils of the
mist of the brooks, spreading low aleng
the pasture lands, and then, farther north
still, to see the earth heave into mighty
masses of leaden rock and heathy moor,
bordering with 4 broad waste of gloomy
purple that belt of field and wood, and
splitting into irregular and grisly islands
amidst the northern seas, beaten by
storm and chilled by ice-drift, and tor-
mented by furious pulses of contending
tide, until the roots of the last forest fail
from among the hill ravines, and the
hunger of the north wind bites their
peaks into barrenness, and, at last, the.
wall of ice, durable like iron, sets, death-
like, its white teeth against us out of the
polar twilight.

THE NEW CRUSADE.*

*Tis so, fhe dead Past springs resuscitate

To enrich the Present with its buried gold ;
We raise the early issues in the late,

And in the new Crusade revive the old.

We, too, though armed with but the Spirit’s sword,
Go to reclaim our sacred things from loss;

We, too, may fight the battle of the Lord,
And swell the mustering legions of the Cross.

The great thought thrills us like a breath of God,
Startling the inmost silen + of the mind,

And rolls from sea to rea, and sends abroad
A sound as of a rushing, mighty wind;

A sound that shall go out to all the world,
Echoing forever, ever to increase,

Till war's red banuer shall at last be furled,
Leaving alone the silver flag of Peace.

i Fron-{ a poem written for the Englieh Peace Crasade by a Lancashire girl—Gertrude Ford.
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FACING THE TWENTIETH CENTURY.*

This is a very timely book for
the close of the century. It em-
braces a survey of the past and a
preview of the future. It em-
bodies the studies of a lifetime
spent in the service of humanity.
The author is a Christian patriot
who seeks to guard his country
from the perils that menace the
commonweal.

Dr. King traces first the sources
of American civilization, the ele-
ments which go to make up the
wonderfully complex texture of its
population and institutions. He
shows how the Dutch, the Pilgrim
and the Puritan, the Huguenot,
the Quaker and the Cavalier, the
Calvinist and Catholic, the Teu-
tonic and Scandinavian elements,
with their sturdy Lutheranism,
are blended in its life and char-
acter.

He describes the three great in-
stitutions of America as the State,
the Church, the School, and out-
side the school, as the most im-
portant educative factor, the free
press. The Anglo-Saxon and
Latin civilizations are contrasted,
and America’s early escape from
the grasp of the latter is set forth.
There are those who object to ap-
plying the phrase Anglo-Saxon to
the very complex population of the
United States. Dr. King shows
that it is eminently appropriate.
He gives a tabulation of the total
Anglo-Saxons as 32.000,000; the
total continental Teutonic, largely
Saxon, as 13,000,000; as against
the total Celtic of 7,000,000, and
miscellaneous 'of 3,000,000; in a
total of 55,000,000 white popula-
tion in the United States in 18go.

* ¢ Facing the Twenticth Century: Our
Country : Its Power and Peril.” By James
M. King, General Secretary National League
for thcfi’rotection of American Institutions.
8vo, pp. 640. New York : American Union
League Society. Toronto: William Briggs.
Price, buckram, $2.75. Post free to any
part of the world.

Dr. King regards the chief
menace of American institutions
as Rum and Romanism. These
two, he affirms, sustain very vital
relations : “Take out of the
treasuries of the Roman Catholic
Church the amounts contributed
by rumsellers and appropriated
from excise funds, and from other
taxes of the people, and you can
casily see the bottom of the barrel.

*“It is notoriously in evidence
that the great majority of the
liquor saloons are run by Roman-
ists, and no one would question
the fact that they extensively
patronize these pauperizing and
criminal-breeding institutions, and
that while their Church conven-
tions and congresses pass tem-
perance resolutions, the men who
compose them are not notorious
total abstainers. ‘

“Dr. Orestes A. Brownson,
cighteen years after his conversion
to Romanism, wrote a paper en-
titled ‘Protestantism and In-
fidelity,” in which he said : ‘The
worst-governed cities in the Union
are precisely those in which Cath-
olics are the most mfluential in
elections and have the most to do
with municipal affairs. We fur-
nish more than our share of the
rowdies, the drunkards, and the
vicious population of our large
cities.  The majority of grog-
sellers in the city of New York
are Catholics, and the portions of
the city where grog-selling,
drunkenness, and filth most
abound are those chiefly inhabited
by Catholics; and we scarcely see
the slightest effort made for a re-
formation.?

“ Father Elliott, in The Catholic
World (September, 18go), made
this honest confessio - : ‘ The hor-
rible truth is, that in many cities,
big and little, we have something
like a moncpoly of selling liquor,
and in not a f{ew something
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equivalent to a monopoly of get-
ting drunk. 1 hate to acknow-
ledge it, yet from Catholic domi-
ciles—miscalled homes—in those
cities and towns three-fourths of
the public paupers creep annually
to the almshouse, and more than
half the criminals snatched away
by police to prison are, by bap-
tism and training, members of our
Church. For twenty years the
clergy of this parish have had a
hard and uneven fight to keep
saloons {from the very church
doors, because the neighbourhood
of the Roman Catholic church is
a good stand for the saloon busi-
ness; and this equally so in nearly
every city in America. Who has
not burned with shame to run the
gauntlet of the saloons lining the
way to the Raman Catholic
cemetery P ¥

It is only just to the Roman
Catholic Church to say that many
of her clergy make most strenuous
war upon the drink traffic.

Dr. King alleges that Roman-
ism promotes the isolation and
solidarity of its adherents and ob-
jects to assimilation in American
citizenship. =~ We think, however,
that he 1s needlessly alarmed at
the menace of Romanism to the
free institutions of the New
World. The very facts which he
furnishes as to its decline as a
political power show that this
great Colossus which once be-
strode the earth has greatly lost
in influence.

“ Political Romanism must con-
tinue to decline in power in this
country,” says Dr. King, “for the
same reason that political Mor-
monism declined, because it at-
tempts with unyielding persistzncy
to antagonize the spirit and letter
of our constitution, to destroy the
moulding force of our educational
system, and to force upon the citi-
zens a perverted lovalty. Look
at the condition of affairs in Rome
itself. =~ There are about 47,000
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voters in fhe tity, #ad.in any con-
test between the Clericals and
Liberals, the Clericals cannot mus-
ter over 8,000 votes. Out of
1,300 students in the university,
only 120 belong to the Clerical
party, and the proportion of anti-
Clericals in the other universities
is still larger.

“An article in The Methodist
Times, of London, edited by Hugh
Price Hughes, said, in 1898 : ¢ We
have frequently added that one of
the greatest delusions of our time
is the notion that the Roman
Catholic Church is prospering,
and especially that it is making
rapid strides in Great Britain and
the United States. The actual
fact is that the Roman Catholic
Church, alone of Christian
Churches, is declining all over
the world?

‘ Concerning the sovereignty of
races the following figures are in-
teresting : One hundred and forty
millions are ruled by representa-
tives of the Greek Church, 240,-
000,000 by representatives of the
Roman Catholic Church, and
520,000,000 by representatives of
the Protestant Church. Spanish
is spoken by 42,000,000, French
by 51,000,000, Russian by 73,000,-
000, and English by 130,000,000.

“More than fifteen millions of
people in this country to-day who
by heredity should be Roman
Catholics are lost to that Church
as the result of breathing the free
and tolerant American air and of
contact with American Republican
institutions.”

One grave peril, indeed, to the
Christian Sabbath and civic right-
cousness 1s the corrupt influence
of the rum traffic and the aggres-
sive policy of political Romanism,
especially of the Jesuits in under-
mining - civil liberty and antag-
onizing the public schools.

In a vein of lofty eloquence Dr.
King thus closes his admirable
volume : “ Anglo-Saxon Christian
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civilization in its perfect work
would put an end to war by bring-
ing in the reign of universal peace,
curb selfish competition b char-
ity, banish poverty with plenty,
prevent crime by the prevalence
of justice and righteousness, de-
stroy pestilence with purity, and
prolong life by obedience to
natural and moral law.

“We shall soon pass over the
dividing line from the greatest
century, save the first, in the his-
tory of the world into the greater

Methodist Magazine and Review.

twenticth century. The genera-
tions beyond will be crying for the
message we shall bring to them.
The momentum attained by a
Christian civilization which it has
taken nineteen centuries to create,
will enable it to march with omni-
potent tread in the dawn of the
morning of the new century.
¢ ¢Here the free spirit of mankind at length
Throws its last fetters off; and who
sega **shall place
A limit to the giant’sunchained strength,

Or curb his swiftness in the forward
race?’”

THE MOBILIZATION OF METHODISM.

BY THE REV. HUGH PRICE HUGHES, M.A.

‘¢ Arise let us go hence.”—St. Joux xiv. 31,

Whence did the Divine Master
bid them go? From the Upper
Room; from the Paschal Feast;
from the Lord’s Supper; from the
Feet-washing; from the great dis-
courses which explained the Mis-
sion of the Comforter and the
deepest things of God; from the
holy services and the divine in-
structions of the Master Himself.
And whither did he bid them go ?
To the Garden of Gethsemane; to
the Betrayal; to the Desertion; to
the Denial; to the palace of the
High Priest; to the tribunal of
Pilate; to Golgotha; to Death.

So we are taught that the goal,
the ideal of the Christian life, is
not to luxuriate in delightful ser-
mons or to revel in divinely-
sacramental services, but to fight
the battles of the faith, to toil in-
cessantly in the service of Christ
and man. As my gifted col-
league, Mr. Pearse, has often re-
minded us, personal religion itself
may become an intense form of
unconscious, unrecognized selfish-
ness. The moment a man says
that his first business is to save
his own soul, he has struck a false

note. His first business is to seek
the kingdom of God and His
righteousness. Of course, that
selfish method of expressing truth
may be explained and justified,
but it leads to error and to evil.
So terrible is the tendency of fallen
man to selfishness that the
Apostles were scarcely cold in their
graves before Christians imagined
that they could escape from the
temptations of the world by flying
from the haunts of men. Hermits
in the deserts of Africa, and then
swarms of monks and nuns all
over the civilized world, totally
misinterpreted the teaching of
Christ. What was the result?
By the sixteenth century of the
Christian era they had brought the
whole of Europe to the verge of
hell. They demonstrated on a
gigantic scale that no man can
save either his own soul or society
by leading an unnatural, isolated,
cclibate life, and neglecting the or-
dinary duties of human citizenship.

Lord Salisbury recently remind-
ed us that the nations of the
world may be divided into two
groups—those that are growing
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and those that are decaying; those
that are becoming stronger every
day, and those who are sinking in-
to hopeless decrepitude. Open
your eyes, survey the civilized
world, and you will see that the
Protestant nations are all prosper-
ing, and that the Roman Catholic
nations are all withering away. In
particular, the three so-called
Latin races—the French, the Span-
ish, and the Italian—are on “ the
down grade.” Why? A few
days ago I saw the print of a
famous picture which explains it
all. It is entitled, “La Re-
ligeuse ”—" the religious woman.”
The so-called “religious woman,”
in the conception of French art, is
a nun engaged in cleaning and
lighting an oil-lamp which burns
perpetually in front of a picture of
the mother of our Lord. There
you have the profound explanation
of the decadence of the gifted
French race.  The Christian con-
ception of a religious woman is
one who marries her honest lover,
becomes the happy mother of
healthy children, and spends her
days, not in cleaning oil-lamps in
front of pictures, but in sweeten-
ing, refining, and exalting the do-
mestic life of nations.  Morbid,
unclean, and anti-human concep-
tions of ‘“religion” have smitten
France with a deadly blight.

This heathen virus has, in our
own time, been poured into the
blood of the English race. I
trust we shall be found in a suffi-
ciently pure and healthy condition
to fling it.out of our system. The
other day, when some Anglican
ladies were lamenting the death of
an exceptionally saintly member of
the Established Church, who had
spent nearly all her days in con-
ducting Bible-classes, mothers’
meetings, and similar institutions
in the parish, a young curate who
was present, exclaimed, “ Yes, but
what a pity it is she took no part
in really religious work, such as
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embroidering an altar-cloth.” As
Carlyle would have said, that frank
remark was unconsciously “ signi-
ficant of much,” as was the corres-
ponding statement recently made
by a leading Anglican journal to
the effect that the greatest evil now
existing in England was—Evening
Communion.  Once a false idea
of religion has been accepted, there
is no limit to the extent that dark-
ness is substituted for light, and
bitter for sweet. There is no anti-
dote except a return to the healthy
ethical teaching of our Lord and
His apostles.

Christ said to His disciples, “ Ye
are the salt of the earth.” What
is the use of salt that is hermeti-
cally sealed up in monasteries and
nunneries ? It is good for noth-
ing except to be trodden under
foot of men—the precise fate
which has always befallen it when
the human conscience has been
once more bathed in the pure
water of the Word of God. Salt
is useless when it is isolated. It
exists in order to be thoroughly
rubbed into the substance which
it is intended to preserve from
putrefaction. Ministers of religion
are often separated from all secular
cares and duties that they may
“continue steadfastly in prayer,
and in the ministry of the Word ™
(Acts vi. 4). But it would be ten
thousand times better that “ our
hands,” like those of St Paul,
“ should minister” to our “ neces-
sities, and to them that” are
“with” us (Acts xx. 34), than that
we should for a single moment en-
tertain the deadly delusion that
there is anything intrinsically more
“religious ” in the life of a separ-
ated minister than in the life of a
farmer, a grocer, or a crossing-
sweeper.

How strangely men forget that
the Holy Son of God Himself was
a humble village wheelwright !’
Not only are all Scriptural Chris-
tians “the salt of the earth,” and
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therefore bound to be continually
rubbing shoulders with all sorts
and conditions of men, and mixing
freely in all the avocations and
spheres of human life; but they are
“a city set upon a hill.” They
are intended to be conspicuous, in
the full blaze of publicity. No
false modesty, no disguised cow-
ardice, no subtle form of selfish-
ness must be permitted to betray
them into the neglect of any duty
of the Christian calling. Like a
lamp on the lamp-stand, they must
“give light to all that are in the
house "—the house of business and

the House of Parliament as well.

as the house of gentle, domestic
life.  The Christianity of Christ is
not a melancholy, morbid, ascetic
thing. It is vigorous, brave, truly
human, and really helpful. It is
intended-to permeate every phase
and aspect of human life until the
whole lump is leavened.
Therefore, as the text reminds
us, even religious services and de-
votional exercises are not ends in
themselves, but means to an end,
and that great end is the Christian-
ization of the entire human race in
this world, and as soon as pos-
sible.  Our Lord on two memor-
able occasions in His human life
sternly rebuked the most subtle
form of ecclesiastical selfishness—
religious self-indulgence. He re-
stored the demoniac of Gadara,
and when the insane mammonism
of the Gadarenes drove Christ
from their shore, the restored
demoniac vehemently * besought
Him that he might be with him;”
but Christ “ sufféred him not, but
saith unto him, Go to thy house
and to thy friends, and tell them
how great things the Lord hath
done for thee, and hath had mercy
on thee ” (Mark v. 19). Thus em-
phatically are we taught that to act
as the saving salt of human so-
ciety is better even than to hear
Christ preach, and to accompany
Christ from place to place. The
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other incident was the Transfigu-
ration. How promptly and de-
cisively did Christ reject the idea
of building a tabernacle there so
as to hold devout intercourse with
the greatest of the sainted dead,
be wrapped in unearthly glory, and
listen evermore to the voice of
God. Why ? Because there was
a demonised boy in the valley be-
low, and His great business here
was not to revel in the sympathy
of Moses and Elijah, not to dwell
in rapture upon the tender accents
of the Eternal Father, but to “go
about doing good.”

Let us not flatter ourselves that
we are in no danger of the great
evil which our text so emphatically
condemns. Some of the best-in-
tentioned Christians are too apt to
go to Keswick and Southport and
other Holiness Conventions while
the hard and urgent work of hu-
man life is being neglected. Are
we not also in danger of unduly
considering our own tastes and
preferences and prejudices in the
arrangements of the sanctuary, the
service, and the pulpit?  Some
ministers are very popular because
there is a subtle vein of flattery
running througl: all their dis-
courses; because they gratify in-
tellectual curiosity; because they
endorse our opinions; because they
administer a kind of soothing
syrup to our conscience; because
in various ways they encourage us
to please ourselves, to make no
real sacrifices either of physical
ease, or of intellectual self-asser-
tion, or of confirmed habit, or of
pecuniary gain, or of social repu-
tation. But what have the dis-
ciples of Christ to do with such
considerations ? “Is it a time to
receive money, and to receive gar-
ments, and olive yards, and vine-
yards, and sheep, and oxen, and
mer.-servants, and maid-servants
“I suppose, my brother,” said a
sleek devotionalist of this type to
a zealous parish- priest, “you
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would like to have a Quiet Day in
your parish ™ “ No,” roared the
man of God, “ what we want is an

earthquake.” Yes, truly. What
saith the Lord ?  “T came not to
send peace, but a sword” Oh!

how self-assertive and self-indul-
gent we often make our religion !
This new year is a new opportun-
ity. But for what ? For mixing
with our fellowmen, for elevating
every sphere of life, for attacking
every evil,

As Mr. Watkinson once said,
every corrupt and selfish interest,
like the demons in the days of our
Lord, is always crying out, “Let
us alone. Why are not you Chris-
tians devout and truly ‘ religious’ ?
Why do you make yourselves

such a nuisance ? Because
that is our business. We are
here to make this world un-

bearable to all who coin money or
extract pleasure out of the damna-
tion of their fellow-creatures. I
will tell you the kind of Christian
whom the devil and his servants
are never tired of praising and
flattering: The Christian who shuts
himself up in his secret chamber
or his church, who neglects his
social, municipal, and imperial
duties, whose great object is to
avoid controversy and publicity,
who carefully buries his salt in the
earth, who wraps his conscience in
a napkin, who hides his light under
a bushel, who spends all his time
in prayver and devout meditation,
and Bible study and sacramental
service. Woe to you, if all men
speak well of you! Woe to you,
if you are not engaged in ceaseless
warfare with the devil and his ser-
vants ! To all those who are
slumbering and sleeping in self-
centred and self-absorbed religion-
ism come the sudden, startling
words of Christ : “ Arise, let us go
hience”  The world is perishing
of ignorance and sin and misery.
Our_place is no longer here—in
the Upper Room, but in the slum,
in the market, in . e Council

Chamber, in the Houses of Parlia-
ment, in the street, in all the high-
ways and byways of life. We
must carry the war into the
enemy’s country .

That is the ultimate message of
the Twentieth Century Fund,
which every Wesleyan Methodist
pulpit in the land announces and
advocates to-day. Chapels, ser-
vices, sacraments, schools, guilds,
classes—all these are mere instru-
ments. The end is the salvation
of all men—the formation of a
Christ-like ideal in every beating
heart. Renewed, universal, irre-
concilable war with sin and misery
—that is the Order of the Day.
The money is in itself nothing. Its
whole value lies in the fact that it
is an expression of gratitude, and
a sign that the Holy War is to be
waged more fiercely than ever.
When our American kinsmen pro-
claimed war against the hateful
clerical despotism of Spain, their
first practical, essential act was to
vote an immense sum of money to
military and naval preparations.
When Mr. Gladstone feared Rus-
sian aggression in Asia, he prompt-
ly asked the House of Commons
for twenty miliions.

The leaders of Methodism realize
that we ought to begin the new
century with a new attack upon
evil, and, therefore, they ask us for
a special contribution of a million
guineas. It is not a war loan
with the hope of gain, but a war
gift with the hope of being per-
mitted to take some part in the
glorious strife,. We have been
lazy, cowardly, and horribly self-
indulgent. We have been crim-
inally unwilling to make the efforts
and sacrifice necessary to reach the
Unreached Majority of the Eng-
lish people. Few of our sanctu-
aries are really crowded, many of
them are half empty, some are even
more than half empty, and that in
neighbourhoods more densely in-
habited than ever. We have been
strangely satisfied so long as we
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have just succeeded in “ holding
our own” and making ‘ both ends
meet.” We have not spent sleep-
less nights because the house of
God was forsaken. We have not
felt the Divine passion for souls.
We have positively been more
anxious to gratify our own tastes
and preferences—not to say pre-
judices—and to keep our own
habits and customs undisturbed,
than to save those for whom Christ
died.

Now God is opening our eyes to
the horror, the positive infamy of
self-indulgence and neglect. We
begin to feel the agony which com-
pelled Wesley to exclaim, “ Church
or no church, the people must be
saved.” Everywhere we are chang-
ing our policy and preparing for a
general advance along the whole
line. We must no longer stand
upon the defensive—a base and
fatal attitude. = 'We must become
the attacking force.  Our sanctu-
aries must no longer be mere fort-
resses in the midst of a country oc-
cupied by the foe. They must be-
come armed camps, out of which
we must joyfully march in dis-
ciplined hosts to capture the whole
island for Christ. The Twentieth
Century Fund means that we are
once more in earnest! and that by
every raeans in our power we shall
attack drunkenness, dishonesty,
impurity, mammonism, militarism,
indifferentism, agnosticism, and
superstition. New armed camps
are to be formed in every city,
town, and village—some to be
called chapels and some halls;
Christian Protestant education,
primary, secondary, and university,
is to be promoted in all directions;
every kind of social Christianity is
to be strengthened and extended.
It means war to the knife with
everything and everybody that op-
poses Christ. It means a uni-
versal conscription in the military
service of God and Humanity.

- The original Salvation Army of
John Wesley is to be put on a war
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footing. It will cost money, effort,
sacrifice, it may well be, life itself.
That does not matter, “Love so
amazing, so divine, demands my
life, my soul, my all” The entire
Methodist Church is called into the
field.

On the epoch-making day on
which the Franco-German war be-
gan, Von Moltke, the German
Commander-in-Chief, sent along
every telegraph wire in Germany
the two fateful words, “ Krieg,
mobil ”—“ War, mobilize.” And
to-day I send by all the wondrous
telegraph wires of our world-wide
ecclesiastical system at home and
abroad the same words, “ Krieg,
mobil ”—*“ War, mobilize.” Pre-
pare at once—by prayer, by re-
newed self-dedication, by gifts of
money, by every strenuous means
in your power—for such an assault
upon the world, the flesh, and the
devil as neither we nor our fathers
have ever made before. The
Twentieth Century Fund—which
we proclaim in every Methodist
pulpit to-day—what is it ? It is.
the mobilization of every Wesleyan
Methodist regiment and company,
in every continent, and in every
island of the habitable globe, for a
united, world-wide, and determined
attack upon everything that is un-
true, unholy, and un-Christian.
Christ is calling us, Listen to
His words! “ Arise, let us go
hence.  Awake, thou that sleep-
est! Follow thy Captain to war.”

And now you will say, “ That is
truly a call of God, and we ac-
knowledge we ought to respond to
it. But surely what you have said’
is not intended to induce us to re-
strain prayer, to leave the Bible
unread, to neglect meditation, to
turn our back upon sacramental
services” You cannot believe
that I meant to convey anything
so insane. I was emphasizing one
great, neglected side of truth.
But if any one is so shortsighted’
and foolish as to misrepresent my
real meaning, I need only remind
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him when our Lord uttered the
text which startled my train of
thought; it was after they had
sung and prayed together; after
they had received the Holy Com-
munion together; after our Lord
had explained to them the Pente-
costal work of the Spirit; after He
had washed their feet as the sym-
bol of the disinterested, all-embrac-
ing love which should unite them
forever.

In this busy and noisy life we
need, more than ever, periods of
devotional retreat and spiritual re-
cuperation. Qur Lord Himself
often prayed all night, and He said
to His disciples, ** Come ye your-
selves apart into a desert place,
and rest awhile” (Mark vi. 3I).
And that is why, in the unforeseen
but all-foreseeing providence of
God, I was led to contemplate,
claborate, and suggest spiritual
conventions at the very time that
my friend Mr. Perks was project-
ing the Twentieth Century Fund.
It is the intense desire of all who
are responsible for the Twentieth
Century Fund that it should be ad-
vocated and collected, not in the
spirit of denominational boastful-
ness or of personal vanity, but with
humility, in deep contrition for past
carclessness, and on the highest
spiritual grounds.  LEvery meet-
ing held on behalf of the Fund so
far has been, and I trust will be
to the end, a spiritual service in
which the financial effort is simply
the outward and visible sign of an
inward and spiritual devotion to
Christ.

Like the noble Corinthian Chris-
tians of the Apostolic Age, we de-
sire first to give “our own seclves
to ihe Lord " and to the Methodist
Church “ by the will of God,” and
then, “with abundance of joy, ac-
cording to our power and beyond
our power "—in many instances
“out of deep poverty "—to give
pence, shillings, and pounds to
Jesus Christ for the service of man.

16
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The success of this great enterprise
depends, under God, upon the ex-
tent to which every officer of the
Methodist Churdh, from the D’resi-
dent to the humblest chapellceeper,
humbles himself and places himself
unreservedly at the disposal of
Jesus Christ.  Without renewed
and full consecration the money
will be a mockery and a snare.
With such consecration the money
will be a mighty weapon in
Crucified Hands.

One word more. In this un-
paralleled Forward Movement, to
which the voice of Christ is calling
us, we shall not go forth alone.
Ponder, happy Christian, the pre-

cise terms of the Divine sum-
mons : " Let us go hence.” *Us?”
—not you Christians by vour-
selves, in all vour weakness and
ignorance.  “Us™—Christ goes
too.

““ And must we go ? go from this quiet place,
This Paschal Chamber, where we listen-
ing rest,
And hear Thy blessed voice, and see Thy
face,
And lean upon Thy breast?

“Go to that
throngs
Of midnight violence? to the unjust bar?
To all the dreadful world's insulting
wrongs
And impious war?

awful Garden” to those

¢ Yes, we can go, arising at Thy word ;
Our sacred Place goes too, our vast De-
fence ;
For Thou hast said, Companion, Leader,
Lord,
Let us go hence.”

This is the secret of our im-
perturbable serenity to-day, our in-
exhaustible optimism. Christ calls
us, Christ goes with us.  There-
fore, without a doubt, without a
particle of anxiety, we *“ arise ¥ and
* go hence " to give ourselves un-
reservedly to Christ, to raise the
million guineas, to mobilize the en-
tirc Alethodist Church, and to
cross the threshold of the Twen-
tieth Century strong in the Lord,
laughing at impossibilities, con-
quering and to conquer.
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IN THE

BALEARICS.

STAIRWAY OF PALACE IN PALMA, ISLAND OF MAJORCA.

The loss of her possessions in
the Antilles, Ladrones, and Phil-
ippines makes Spain cling with all
the more tenacity to her few re-
maining possessions, the Canaries
and the Balearics.  These latter
are a group of small islands in
the Mediterranean, near the coast
of Spain.  Thev have been known
from the very dawn of history un-
der their present curious name,
which they derive froin the Greck
word “ballein,” to throw, in
reference to the great skill of the
inhabitants as slingers.  Early
scttlements were made by the

Phoenicians and Carthaginians.
During the Punic wars the island-
ers served as slingers in the
armies of both Carthage and
Rome.  Subsequently their pir-
acies caused them to be subdued
by the Romans under Q. C. Metel-
lus (123 B.C.)—hence sur-
named Balearicus.  They suc-
cessively fell into the hands of the
Vandals, the Visigoths, and the
Moors; were held by Charle-
magne six years, and retaken by
the Moors, who were not expelle:d
till the thirteenth century. Con-
quered by James I. of Aragon in
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1229, they formed, after his death,
jor about seventy years, a part of
the kingdom of Majorica, and in
1343 reverted to Aragon.

There are two principal islands
in the group, Majorca and Min-
arca, that is, the Greater and the
Smaller island.  They have only
cighteen hundred square miles,
but are very densely settled, hav-
ing a population of ncarly three
hundred thousand.  They are
quite mountainous, the climate
is delightful, and soil very fertile.

The  principal  products  are
oranges, olives, figs, and other
fruits.  They have had many stir-

ring episodes in history, and have
some fine old historic buildings.
Palma, the capital of Majorca, is
a very ancient city of about 50,000
inhabitants. It is extremely well
fortified, being surrounded by a
wall thirty-six feet thick. These
islands have had a very eventful
history, and have had some stir-
ring memories connected with the
first Napoleon.

The Balearic group, says Mr.
Charles Edwardes, consists of
three principal islands—>\lajorca,
Minorca, and Iviza, and several
islets, of which the largest are
Formentera and Cabrera. Accord-
ing to Spanish legendary history,
Majorca was peopled 4,1T4 years
ago. A child, says a Roman
annalist, received no food from his
mother but what he had struck
down with his sling at her bid-
ding.

The ruins of the British fortifi-
cations on Minorca still testify
eloquently to our interest in that
island during our occupation
of it from 1708 to 1736,
from 1768 to 1781, and from
1798 to 1802. All the mighty
works which the Spanish ar-
tillerv engineers are at the pres-
ent time engaged upon, also in the
neighbourhood of Port Mahon,
the capital of Minorca, show fur-
ther that the Balearics are still be-
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lieved to Dbe valuable strategic
points for the naval warfare of the
future.

In the year 1229, King Tames
of Aragon set foot upon the shore

in  ois  expedition against  the
Moors. then in possession  of
Majorca.  The wind-mills whirl-

ing merrily to the right and left
of the high buildings of the town.
give Palma an air of liveliness
that is really somewhat foreign to
it.  The shapely old castle on
the mound to the left of the har-
bour is Bellver, with dungecons
still at the disposal of the Govern-
ment for political offenders of the
first class.

To the left of the Lonja the vel-
low-brown walls of the city appear.
They are lofty, and they are
guarded with guns.  But they are
cracking under the trials of time
and the sun, and the guns them-
sclves are old-fashioned, and by
no means very safe to fire. )

The city of Palma has a popu-
lation of more than sixty thou-
sand, all of whom are devoted
Catholics, save the very few who
have had enough education to
make them sceptical and indiffer-
ent. Of aggressive infidelity
there is none here.

Architecturally, Palma is more
interesting than it appears at first
sight. There are houses enough
of the Paris boulevard type; but
there are also many others with a
rare individuality. These latter
are a charming compound of grace
and strength. Externally, vou
would think them rather too much
like a fortress; the barred lower
windows and the small upper ones
occupy such an insignificant
amount of the area of their great
facades. But within the porch
which connects their courtyard
with the street, the old-time fas-
cination is verv strong. The
flagged yard, with its well and
ornamented well-head, the pol-
ished fittings of the brass stair-
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rails, the antique granite or other
columns, supporting the delicate
Moorish arches of the upper
* Loggia,” are all especially win-
some to the artist.

’alma abounds in family man-
sions of this kind.  The character
is the same throughout; but there
is a (difference in detail which
makes one's investigation of the
various ‘‘patios " of the various
houses a constant series of sur-
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LADIES OF MAJORCA.

prises.  Perhaps the most ornate
of these buildings is the one
chosen by the artist for an illus-

gration, viz.,, Casa Morelli.  This
is also unon one of the oldest
foundations in the city. Be-

neath the modern mansion—if a
house of the sixteenth century
may be callel modern—are the
dilapidated piilars and horseshoe
arches of some \oorish baths.
One may thank the doughty war-

aethodist Maguzine and Reriew.

riors of the army of King James
the Conqueror, that they did not
sweep away all traces of the Mos-
lem from Palma when they got
possession of the.city.

The Rambla is best appreciated
on a cool evening, after a hot day.
It is then a joy to breathe the
Aajorcan air, and to sec Majorcan
life in its different phases. His
Excellency the Governor-General
and the more distinguished of the
officers stationed in the
capital may be known
by the numerous medals
upon their stout breasts,
and by their matchless
pomposity of demeanour.
It is a great thing to be
a functionary in a Latin
country ; and if even the
humble under-purveyor
of candles to the Gover-
nor’s palace holds him-
self the more erect for
his governmental posi-
tion (as he esteems it),
imagine how his Excel-
lency himself has war-
rant to strut and swell!

Perhaps a funeral pro-
cession passes up the
street in the height of
the promenade. It is
not so dolorous a spec-
tacle that one is bound
to have a heartache at
the sight of it. The
troops of men in peak-
ed caps who head it,
swinging big lanterns
in their hands as they
go, have cheerful faces, and there
is lively chatter inside the score
or so of private carriages which
follow the hearse, The crimson
and white of the priests and the
perfume of the ihcense are also
agrecable contributions to the
evening.  One raises one’s hat for
one moment in formal acknow-
ledgment of the omnipotence of
Master Death, and, that done, one
may return to the living present
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with fresh gusto. Often the body
is borne on a bier by brethren of
the Misericordia. Their office is
deseribed as follows :

Opposite the cathedral is a
building containing a suite of
rooms and a chapel for the use of
the society. A man is on the
watch here continually for news of
illness, accident, or death. In
several of the rooms is a long row
of lockers, each bearing a number
—not the name—of a member,
and containing his suit of black.
From a fraternity of humble por-
ters the Misericordia has changed
to a society to which have be-
longed many princes, nobles,
bishops, and priests, At Florence,
even the King of Italy and his son,
the Prince of Naples, are mem-
bers, and each of them has his
own locker just like the rest. Sons
of old Florentine families, whose
fathers and grandfathers served in
the ranks of the Misericordia in
their time, mingle with the com-
mon people in this band of mercy
and help.

The organization is very com-
plete.  Four captains are ap-
pointed for each day in the week;
that is, each one serves one day in
the month. This captain must be
in his place at the appointed time.
No matter in what portion of the
city a member of the society may
be, at the summons of his captain
he must answer, At night, seven
men occupy beds in a room at the
headquarters,  When the bell
rings, the oldest rises, ascertains
the locality, and sends cut the re-
maining six to the place of need.
All sorts of stretchers, chairs, etc.,
are provided for the comfortable
transport of the sick.

Each member of the organiza-
tion pays an entrance fee of about
$7. Every year during his active
service he contributes a certain
sum to the general fund, which is
used for the bhenefit of the poor.
Gifts are solicited from citizens, as
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well as from strangers, and thou-
sands of francs flow vearly into
the coffers of this well-deserving
society. No Dbrother of the
Misericordia is allowed to receive
anything for his services. In this
respect, the disguise which they
wear is a useful one.  The patient
never knows whether it is the
prince whose home is in the grand
palace, or the poor neighbour liv-
ing across the street, who minis-
ters to his wants. There is some-

TYPICAL MAJORCAN.

thing beautiful, too, in this ex-
emplification of the words of our
Saviour : ““ But when thou doest
alms, let not thy left hand know
what thy right hand doeth; that
thy alms may be in secret; and thy
TFather which seeth in secret Him-
self shall reward thee openly.”

A couple of hundred years ago
a terrible plague visited the beau-
tiful city of Florence. People died
by the thousands, forsaken by
their friends and those of their
own houscholds. Then it was
that the brethren of the Miseri-
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cordia stood by their posts. In
their black robes these “men of
pity ” passed along the dark, silent
streets, carrying med1cmes, bring-
ing help and comfort. ~When
friends fled, they remained, to
kneel beside the bier of the dead,
bearing lighted candles in their
hands, murinuring responses to
the services intoned by the priests.
This last winter, an “English lady
died suddenly in the streets of the
citt..  The kind hands of the
AMisericordia brethren lifted her
and tenderly bore her home.
Though the modern spirit pre-
vails in the Rambla of Palma, the
tradition of the Moor clings to its
streets.  Some of the ‘RhOpS are
more like the booths in an Eastern
bazaar than the mercantile stores
of a Christian Jand. One marvels
at the number of cobblers in the
place.  There are whole streets of
boots; the leather of a variety of
shades and qualities.  Chocolate-
making is another local industry.
The manufacture is wrought be-
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MINORCA.

fore the eves of the world. The
mills are clean and sweet, and the
odour of the crushing of the beans
and the mixing of the compound
drifts up and down the thorough-
fare.  The master takes vyour
curiosity about his craft as a com-
pliment to his skill, and invites
you inside to see all his processes,
with the genial address and tone
which are inborn graces of all
Iberians. The mfrhtmfrales sing
among the trees with an ecstatic
fervour that malkes one imagine
they also are of our opinion, ‘that
this is one of the most lovely val-
lexs in the world.

“Of course, amid such surround-
ings, our friends the monks are
sure to have left their traces.
Here they could chant and pray
their lives away much to their con-
tentment . body and mind. The
remains of the Carthusian Monas-
tery at Valldemosa prove the
btuldmvf to have been of immense
size in the hevday of its import-
ance. It was amid such in-
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fluences of the past and the pres-
ent, and in one of these cosy
nooks, that Georges Sand, in
1838, wrote her novel “ Spiridion.”

The mountains which bound Vall-
demosa  upon  the  west  and
north-west descend into the sea
by Miramar. Ilere a prince of the
Hapsburg family, the Archduke
Luis Salvator, spends his winters.
Turner would have rejoiced in
Miramar; its aerial towers, its
fearsome stceps, the placid beauty
of the sea Dbelow, the mountain
tops overhead, and the red of the
western horizon evening after
evening, as the sun sinks into the
water.

There is no hotel at Valldemosa,
much less at Maamar, which con-
<ists of nothing but the archducal
demesne.  That the traveller may
share in his own refined enjoy-
ments of nature, his Highness has
therefore built a guest-house upon
the national road near his own
mansion, and furnished it “ pro
bono publico.” The visitor will
be received and bedded for three
days and three nights in succession
—gratis.

It is worth remembering, too,
that one is herc on the site of the
college founded by Raymond
Lully himself, that erudite man of
the world who, six hundred years
ago, died a martyr’s death in his
attempt to Christianize the \los-
lems of Africa.  The Archduke
can scarcely fail to be conscious of
the influence of a place where the
printing press was at work soon
after the invention of printing it-
self.

The Majorcans are a kindly peo-
ple, but they are not very mtelli-
gent.  They object to education;
and it is possible enough that in
an epoch of ferment the stranger
might again be sacrificed to their
suspicions. One recalls, morcover,
the narrow escape of M. Arago,
the French scientific traveller,
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who nearly lost his life among
these mountains. The Majorcans
thought his scientific instruments
were a new kind of battery, and
<o they  chased hun and  Ios
theadohtes from mountain top to
moewmntain top, and at length out of
the island.  This was during the
Napoleonic war in Spain, how-
ever, when their ardour against a
Frenchman, scientific or otheruise,
was, upon the whole, excusable.

It is said that, after his first en-
gagement with the Moslems, King
James of Aragon, being hungry,
hercabouts entered a cottage, and
proclaimed his hunger.  IHe was
offered bread and garhe, which he
ate with a rehish, and then he said,
“DBen dmat™ 1 hove  dined
well ™ His Majesty's appetite was
to doubit the bost of sauces for so
poor a meal.  This tradition is
oddly preserved in the name Ben
Dinat, still retained by a house
near the Portal Caves.  If legend
may be believed, it was upon this
insignificant little spot that the
great Hannibal first saw the light
of day.

In landing at Port Mahon in
Alinorca, one has a fecling some-
what akin to that one experiences
i, let us say, an island of the

Hebrides. It is in a sense homely
soil.  For sixty-five vears of the

cighteenth century, the Union
Jack fluttered over its forts and
public buildings. The walls and
houses raised by DBritish masons
still offer the Englishman shelter
against storms. It is not uncom-
mon to hear names which are
Anglo-Saxon to the initial letter.
English customs are not yet quite
extinct.  English historv has no
small claim over this island. Qur
countrymen fought bravely here,
and endeared themselves to the
Spanish inhabitants. And it was
for his failure to relieve Minorca,
when it was under 2 French block-
ade, that we committed that un-
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pardonable national crime against
good sense and humanity—the
execution of Admiral Byng.
Minorca was not really much
use to us then, and it would be a
positive embarrassment to us in
these days, when the Mediter-
ranean is no longer the principal
field for the world’s naval warfare.
The S])anish Government is busy
fortifving the Teadland called
“La '\Iola ? upon the side of the
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strait towards Mahon, opposite
the debris of the British works.
Jt is certainly an important po-
sition, if one may first concede
that the island itself is an im-
portant one.  But there is a good
deal of bathos in the idea of
spending millions of dollars in
defensive works for a little island
that may become nothing in the
world except a market garden,

OUR

GREAT FORWARD MOVEMENT—SHALL

IT SUCCEED?

BY REV.
A GOLDEN OPPORTUNITY.

When another month has passed
away the “Twentieth Century Mil-
lion Dollar Thanksgiving Fund”
will be definitely placed before the
Church. TFrom Newfoundland to
the Pacific Ocean, a thousand pul-
pits and platforms will ring with
earnest appeals to “the people
called Methodists ” to signalize the
opening of a new century with a
two-fold offering. First, an offer-
ing of themselves as a living sac-
rifice, holy, well-pleasing to God,
which is their reasonable service ;”
and secondly, a thank-offering of
their substance such as will mark
the deep and grateful sense they
entertain of the mercies wherewith
God has crowned their lives. A
few more months will show whether
the people will rise to the measure
of so splendid an opportunity, and
by devising liberal things prove
themselves \\'orthy of the heritage
bequeathed by their fathers, or
whether, like the Church at Lao-
dicea, they will say, “ Behold, I am
rich and increased in goods and
have need of nothing,” and so sink
deeper into the ruts of sclfishness
and unbelief.

A. SUTHERLAND, D.D.

A GREAT UXNDERTAKING.

Without in the least underesti-
mating the loyalty of the Meth-
odist people, the sincerity of their
desire for the growth and extension
of the knwdom of God, or their
wx]]m«'rnebs to help forward the
work when once they see what
needs to be done, it may neverthe-
less be questioned if they fully ap-
preciate the greatness of the under-
taking which now confronts them,
its 1mportance to the well-being of
the Church, or the disastrous con-
sequences that"are sure to follow
if, through misunderstanding or
mdxfference it should fail or be
only half accomplished. The call
for a Million Dollar Thanksgiving
Fund was not a mere meteor-flash
of enthusiasm, but the result of a
deep conviction that Methodism
had reached a stage in its history
when a grand forward movement
was an imperative necessity ; that
a time had comec when we must
advance or retreat, and that if
ground were lost now it could not
be regained in a gencration to
come, if ever.

WHAT THE CALL MEANS.
But it was also clearly seen that
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an advance- movement in money
gifts alone would not suffice unless,
first of all, there was a mighty
Jeepening of the Church’s spiritual
iife. Hence, the appeal of the
General Conference was not merely
a call to increased liberality, but
to renewed consecration, to more
earnest prayer, to mightier faith,
to redoubled zeal; and then to
such a consecration of substance
as might indicate some just appre-
ciation of privilege and responsi-
bility. It is most important that
these two aspects of the Twentieth
Century Movement should be kept
steadily in view. A mighty revival
of the work of God is something
to be desired beyond all other bless-
ings ; but a revival after the modern
pattern, the results of which would
be seen chiefly in growing numbers
and triumphant shout and song,
but without that deepening of the
spiritual life which finds expression
in unreserved consecration and
willing service, might be a doubtful
gain. On the other hand, if it were
possible to raise the entire million
dollars apart from any deep spirit-
ual movement, we might well pray
God to save us from a success like
that. Such gifts, like Cain’s offer-
ing of *“the fruit of the ground,”
would find no acceptance and bring
no blessing.

HOW PROBLEMS WILL BE SOLVED.

But if there be, first of all, a
mighty spiritual uplift, that shall
carry the Church into the Twen-
tieth Century on a tidal wave of
revival power,—if, in other words,
the Church is visited from on high
with a revival after the Pentecostal
pattern,—thenwe may hopetoreach
that plane of primitive Christianity
where “the multitude of them that
believed were of one heart and
soul: and not onc of them said
that aught of the things which he
possessed was his own.” With
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such a baptism of the Holy Spirit
problems of finance would be quick-
ly solved. Church debts would dis-
appear as if by magic. Our edu-
cational institutions, now crippled
and hampered for want of means,
would be put in a position to do
their work as it ought to be done.
Our superannuated ministerswould
no longer be relegated to a position
of semi-pauperism, the recipients
of a grudging charity, but their de-
clining years would be cheered and
brightened by the loving care ¢f a
Church to which they had given,
for scant reward, their manhood’s
strength and service. Best of all,
the missionary work of the Church,
—the work which lies so near the
Master's heart—the work which
more than anything else He has
given his Church to do—would be
freed from the limitations which
now cramp its activities, and press-
ed forward with an all-conquering
zeal before which neither the dark-
ness of heathenism nor the hate of
infidelity would be able to stand.

PRAYER AND CONFESSION.

That such a spirttual uplift is
possible, no one who believes the
“precious and exceeding great
promises” will attempt to deny-
But how can it be realized? In
answer to prayer, many will re-
ply. That depends. “The wind
bloweth where”—and when and
how—-it listeth.” The Holy Spirit
is not a lackey to run at the bid-
ding of eve-y indolent, worldly-
minded Christian who wastes his
breath in asking God to do for him
what he should do himself. Prayer
from an upright heart is a mighty
force, but if our “iniquities have
separated between™ us and God,
and our “sins have hid His face
that He will not hear,” of what
avail will be our prayers? No,
we cannot command the Holy
Spirit to do this or that or the
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other ; we cannot compel Him to
come and work when and where
and how it may suit our con-
venience; but we can fulfil the
conditions on which His coming
and work depend. And the first
step in the fulfilment of the con-
ditions is to *“ break off” our “sins
by righteousncss, and” our “in-
iquities by showing mercy to the
poor,” to “ put away the evil of ” our
“coings,” to * cease to do evil and
learn to do well” If we would
have a mighty outpouring of the
Holy Spirit let us prepare for it as
did the disciples on the day of
Pentecost. Let us be found “with
_one accord in one place,” and let

that place be the closet where we
confess our sins to the Father that
seeth in secret. And let us not
mock him with audacious demands
to work miracles to neutralize our
disobedience, but let us beseech
him to forgive our worldliness, our
selfishness, our sins. Then with
purposes renewed let us “bring
forth fruits meet for repentance,”
for “ who knoweth whether” the
Lord himself *will not turn and
repent and leave a blessing behind
him?”

THE CHURCH'S NEED.

The need for a great deepening of
the spiritual life of the Church is
urgent beyond the power of words
to exaggerate. The tide has ebbed
farther than most of us are aware
of, and the level of spiritual life is
ominously low. The spirit of
worldliness is on the increase.
Luxury and ease and  self-seeking
have robbed the Church of her
power, and laxity of doctrine and
inconsistency of life are the natural
result. The Church can no longer
say with DPeter, “Silver and gold
have I none,” and it is to be feared
she can no longer say to the lame
man, “ In the name of Jesus Christ
of Nazareth rise up and walk.” It
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is because of this loss of spiritual
power in the Church that a flood of
heresies have come in upon us, and
that spiritism, faith-healing, Chris-
tian science, falsely so called, and
kindred delusions are making havoc
of the flock of Christ. And in the
face of all this declension shall it
be said that “there s none that
stirreth up himself to lay hold on
God”? that there are not to be
found in our Israel even “seven
thousand who have not bowed the
knee to the image of Baal”?
Away with such a thought! There
are many times seven thousand
who are loyal in heart to Christ,
His cause and His truth, and who
only need a stirring call to bring
them up “ to the help of the Lord,.
to the help of the Lord against the
mighty.”
SOUND THE TRUMPET IN ZION.

But who shall utter the call?
The General Conference has
spoken, its chief executive officer
has spoken, the heads of depart-
ments have spoken, and may not
we reverently say that God him-
self has spoken. \What now re-
mains but for the “captains of the
host,” those to whom the people
naturally look for inspiration and
leadership in a time like this, to
repeat the call, and from every
Methodist pulpit in the land
“speak unto the people that they
go forward.” But much depends
on how the call is uttered. [ was
told lately of a brother who an-
nounced a collection in aid of St.
James' Church, and he did itin
this wise (the dashes between the
words indicate the hesitation and
deliberation with which he spoke).
“\We—are—asked—to—take up—
a collection—to—help—St. James’
Church-—~in Montreal. If—any
of you—think—you have—any-
thing—to spare—after—paying—
your—own debts—at home—you
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can give—something—to—Mont-
real.” Let announcements for the
Twentieth Century Movement be
made after that fashion and failure
is assured before we begin ; but if
the trumpet give a certain sound,
if the captains get their own hearts
imbued with the grandeur and sig-
nificance of this movement, and
then speak out in ringing tones
and with a good courage, our noble,
loyal people will respond as they
always have done, and the grand-
est year that Methodism has ever
known will be the opening year of
the Twentieth Century.

WHAT FAILURE AND SUCCESS MEAN.

To fail altogether, or only half
accomplish what we undertake,
would have a most damaging, dis-
heartening effect upon the whole
Church, from which it would not
recover for years. All the enter-
prises of the Church would lan-
guish, while others would do our
work and take our crown. But
why talk, or even think, of failure ?
We have vowed unto the Lord and
we cannot go back. And think what
success will mean. A glorious
spiritual uplift, and all our congre-
gations baptized withfrevival power;
our churches freed from embarrass-
ing debts; our educational insti-
tutions made strong for their noble
work; our aged ministers cared
for and comforted in their declin-
ing years, and our missions at
home and abroad extended and
strengthened, filled with confidence
and hope. Who can contemplate
results like these, and not be
inspired to put forth heroic and
self-denying effort to make our
Twentieth Century Movement a
glorious success ?

HOW TO COMMAND SUCCESS.

But success comes to those who
deserve and can cominand it, and
we can neither deserve nor com-

mand success in this movement so
long as we leave undone anything
that human foresight and careful
preparation can do to insure suc-
cess. The results we seek will not
come of themselves. \We need not
look for manna to be rained down
upon the host, nor for “quails” to
come up “and cover the camp,”
but we can bring the tithes into
the storehouse, and prove the Lord
herewith, and see if He will not
open the windows of heaven, and
pour us out a blessing that there
shall not be room enough to receive
it. Then as to minor mecasures,
let there be not only ringing
announcements for weeks before-
hand, the broadcasting of literature
furnished by the Central Commit-
tee, and earnest prayer in all our
homes and churches, but let every
circuit and appointment be so
organized that the Sunday appeal
may be followed by a prompt and
vigorous canvass of the entire con-
gregation, till every individual,
old or young, is represented by a
contribution to the Million Dollar
Fund, and the full proportion for
each circuit is raised.

IT CAN AND OUGHT TO BE DONE.

As the old English captain said
concerning the finding of a north-
west passage through northern
seas, “It can be done and England
ought to do it,” so we say of our
Million Dollar Thanksgiving Fund,
“Jt can be done and Canadian
Methodism ought to do it.” The
times are propitious. Trade is re-
viving ; work is plentiful; wages
are good; and there is promise of
a splendid harvest. Our oppor-
tunity is grand beyond all pre-
cedent. We can do now what we
may never be able to do again,
or never have the chance of doing :
for such an opportunity, once lost,
comes not again. Oh, fora Breath
Divine to sweep over the Church,
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imparting new life, kindling new
hope, leading to renewed conse-
cration! Only this can save .us
from spiritual barrenness and
death. Only this can lead to suc-
cess in the great enterprise that is
now before us.

A MILLION DOLLARS—A MILLION NAMES.

Perhaps many persons have the
notion that so long as we raise a
million dollars, it matters not how
it is raised. This is a mistake. A
great deal depends on how the
money is raised. If this were a
mere secular enterprise, the con-
tributions of a limited number of
wealthy men would meet the case.
It is no uncommon thing to hear
of industrial and commercial
schemes, involving millions of dol-
lars of capital, where the entire
stock is held by one or two score

men. But this is not a secular
enterprise. It is a great religious
movement in which an entire

people are invoked to come be-
fore God with a thank-offering
that will express, in some good
degree, the gratitude of each heart
for the mercies of a century. The
definite aim of this movement
should be, A MILLION DOLLARS
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AND A MILLION NAMES, so that
the Church may reap, in the larg-
est measure, the blessing which
such an offering is sure to bring.
We do not mean that the wealthy
should not give more, but that
the poorest should not give less.

LET THE RICH HELP THE POOR.

But it may be said, with some
show of reason, it is practically im-
possible to reach a million differ-
ent persons and get a do'.ar from
each one. Quite true; therefore
let the well-to-do and the wealthy,
who can give their hundreds, or
thousands, or even tens of thou-
sands of dollars, associate with
themselves the poor members of
the congregations, and provide the
necessary dollars, so that all may
be represented in this noble un-
dertaking. Such a method may
be more pleasing in the sight of
God, and will afford more plea-
sure to the donors than the cheap
gratification of seeing their names
in print for a large sum. But
whatever method is adopted, let it
be with a firm determination that
the end shall be reached by the
payment of the last dollar of the
million thatis called for.

THE

VISION OF GOD.

BY REV. E. E. HOSS, b.D.

The pure in heart shall surely sce the face of God.

From every darkening film of flesh and sense

The -Holy Spirit’s grace shall cleanse their mortal eyes,

And give them mystic power to note eternal things—

Jehoval's throned majesty, girt round about

With lines and ranks of flaming cherubim.

This vision beatific shall begin

While yet ’mid earthly scenes they stay,

And be their portion and their holy joy

When they have passed the separating flood of death,

And gained the light-bathed hills and vales beyond.

So runs the olden promise, clear and sweet,

Of Him who spake with lips anointed from on high.
—The Christian Advocate, Nashrille, Tenn.
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THE .INFLUENCE OF JESUS CHRIST IN
CIVILIZATION.*

BY THE REV. NEWELL DWIGHT HILLIS, D.D.

The soul, like the body, thrives
through nourishment. Mind and
heart hunger for food, and find it
in the best qualities of the best
men who have gone before. His-
tory stores up the bravest deeds
and noblest thoughts of the heroes
of yesterday as soul food for the
youth of to-day. The Greek gen-
eral bade his parents bring their
children up—not upon milk, but
upon the memories of soldierly
ancestors. Always it has been the
necessity of life that children and
vouth should look upward toward
illustrious masters and models.
Each Pitt and Burke stimulates
himself by tales of eloquence and
oratory. Each young Correggio
lingers long before his master’s
easel. Each Keats or Shelley
turns eager feet toward the great
bard’s home. History is not a
mausoleum of dead men, but a
granary storing up for future
generations the choicest spirits of
past ages.

When a nation has no heroes to
nourish greatness in its youth,
God raises up some poet to create
them. Thus the blind bard hung
Achilles in the sky above the race
of Grecian savages. Straightway
thousands felt the drawing of that
great heart; just as the ocean, with-
out knowing the cause, is lifted
forward, following the planets.
Soon the ideal Achilles repeated
himself in the real orators and
artists, statesmen and philosophers
of Athens. Plutarch thought the
iron and granite in the hills of
Sparta repeated themselves in the
Spartan warriors. We know that
the single root brought from

* Abridged from the Bibliotheca Sacra,
April, 1899.

Africa by the Spanish traveller re-
peated its unexampled size and
colour in all the vineyards of
Spain.  Thus one great man like
Pericles or Cato, like John Huss
or William Tell, like Vane or
Hampden, like Brown or Lincoln,
repeats himself in the new and
larger manhood of his nation.
When God wants to create a re-
volution or secure a sudden for-
ward movement in society, he sets
some great man into the midst of
the people, and, looking upward,
the generations are lifted to his
level.  The measure of civiliza-
tion for a nation is found in the
number and quality of its heroes
and leaders.

SOCIAL PROGRESS.

Social progress through lifting
up a master and model has always
been the divine method. Here
nature ‘lends us a thousand inter-
pretations.  Qurs is a world in
which rain and snow, falling to the
ground, must be lifted up and
passed through bough and branch
before water reddens in the wine’s
purple flood, or drips in the golden
juices of the orange. In the
forests the carbon and iron of the
soil must be lifted up, to be hard-
ened into masts for ships or tim-
bers for temples. In the fields
the wheat stalk lifts up the phos-
phates and condenses them into
the rich, brown berry. By ropes
and pulleys Phidias lifted the most
perfect statue of his time, the
“ Pallas Athene,” to its place upon
the Acropolis, where its crown of
gold and ivorv, reflecting the sun’s
rays, first welcomed the Athenian
mariner home again. Lifted from
the quarries, stone and marble be-
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come temples and cathedrals.
Lifted up by the author, meaning-
less words become poems and
dramas. Standing upon the hori-
zon, the sun lifts from the sea ’its
whitest mists, lifts from the land
the golden harvest, lifts from space
the heavy planets.

Naturally, therefore, we expect
social progress to be achieved
through the lifting up of good
men and strong. In accordance
with this method, the martyred
Cranmer was made heroic, and,
thrusting his arm into the fire, he
lifted up an example that made
the multitudes strong for achiev-
ing religious liberty.  This mul-
titude of brave women, going into
the Crimea with the Red Cross
movement and mercy; those nurses
kindling their fires upon the edge
of battlefields; those who make
their homes among the poor of
tenement-house districts, remind
us that long ago God caused Mary
Ware, serving in the fever-stricken
homes of Durham, and Florence
Nightingale, nursing the English
soldiers in the hospitals of the
East, to be lifted up in the pres-
ence of the world’s women.

Having by this method achieved
great results for liberty, culture,
and human happiness, God caused
to be lifted up before man’s mind
and heart the soul’s Saviour and
Master. Tt need not surprise us,
that straightway everything deep-
est in man’s faculties and finest in
his feelings responded to the in-
spiring influences and the stimu-
lating example. Passing back-
‘ward o’er the pathway of the ages,
we see Christ’s mighty., majestic
heart, glowing ‘and all-glorious,
standing forth. to sow the world
with light and joy, even as o'er
the planets the sun scatters
warmth and atmosphere.

WAXING FAME OF CHRIST.

The waxing fame of Christ is
the most striking fact of our era.
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His star is causing all others to
pale. Indeed, the time seems
rapidly approaching when society
will have but one hero and king,
at whose feet humanity will empty
all its songs and flowers, its pray-
ers and tears. In the triumphal
procession of the Roman con-
queror, kings and princes walked
as captives in the emperor’s train.
Thus all the greatest men of the
past generation seem to have
joined Christ’s triumphal proces-
sion. By acclamation John Rus-
kin will be voted the first place
among the English prose writers
of the last two centuries. But
Ruskin says his life has been
dedicated, not to “the study of
the beautiful in face and flower, in
landscape and gallery, but to an
interpretation of the truth and
beauty of Jesus Christ.” We all
know that Shakespeare, perhaps
the greatest intellect ever known
in its wide and many-sided splen-
dour, paid the lowliest reverence
to Christ in passage after passagec.
But all the great poets of our age
—ZLowell and Longfellow, Brown-
ing and Tennyson—unite in say-
ing :

“ Thou seemest human and divine ;

The highest, holiest manhood Thou ;

Our wills are ours, we know not why ;
. ),
Our wills are ours to make them Thine.’

By common consent Mr. Glad-
stone is the most sublime figure
among the statesmen of our cen-
tury. There is something deeply
pathetic in the fact that this
statesman dedicated his closing
years tc the study of the teachings
of Christ. The great premier
seemed to feel that his laurel
leaves won in the forum would
soon fade, and with wistful pathos
he said he desired to “weave a
wreath for Him whose name is
secure ” and shines like a star.

And these words are typical of
the spirit of the age.  All political
economy is being rewritten in the
light of the Sermon on the Mount,
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says the greatest of economic
writers,  Ie is increasingly the
inspiration of our charities and
philanthropies. All the great
social movements of our era are
centring about Him.  Already
His teachings are the watchwords

of coming revolutions.  Reform,
duty, art, music, statesmanship,
philosophy —all  are  captives

marching in Christ’s triumphal
procession up the hill of time.

In nature, as the summer waxes
the winter wanes, and the length-
ening of the days means the short-
ening of the nights. This fact en-
courages within us the belief, that,
as Christ’s principles advance,
man’s vices will decline. In our
world, causes are invariably fol-
lowed by their appropriate results,
and this law asks us to expect that
so prodigious a cause as the life
and teaching of Jesus Christ will
be followed, of necessity, by
strange effects upon man’s happi-
ness and character. In times of
storm rivers often overflow their
banks, and, spreading over the rich
valleys, sweep away the houses,
drown the cattle, and, when the
waves have retreated, leave behind
pastures buried in mud, and fields
all covered with wrecks and deso-
lation. Thus the pages of Juvenal
and Pliny and Lucian tell us of
days when the floods of vice
poured their dark and turbulent
streams through the streets of all
the ancient cities. The Odyssey
tells us that when Ulysses was pur-
suing the monster to slay it, the
warrior traced the serpent by a
black mark left upon the grass and
flowers. Thus these monsters
called vices have crawled like ser-
pents down the aisles of time.
Upon all the ages and nations
vices have made as deep, black
marks. But some hand has slain
nearly all of these defiling mon-
sters.  With Guizot, let us gladlv
confess that the advance of Christ’s
teachings has been so closely fol-

lowed by the decline of vice as to
compel the logical mind to asso-
ciate them in the relation of cause
and effect.

NEW ERA FOR HUMANITY.

Doubtless Christ's emphasis of
individual worth has done much to
usher in the new era for humanity.
When Queen Victoria celebrated
her golden anniversary, the gifts
sent her were such as were thought
to become a queen and empress.
Each bool was bound in gold,
each texture held shining threads,
and the very boxes were inlaid
with pearis and jewels; and to
Christ belonged such majesty of
mingled beauty and strength and
gentleness that society felt that the
human soul could scarcely be
painted in colours too rich for
which such a one as Christ had
lived and died. His enthusiasm
for humanity immediately began
to make itself felt. A glorious
sense of human brotherhood
moved outward over the earth like
an advancing summer. If the
emperors and the kings did not at
once descend from their thrones.
the slaves and the serfs did begin
to rise to the level of those who
held the sceptre. It was not so
much a crumbling of thrones or a
falling of crowned heads as it was
an upbuilding of the common
people.

In analyzing Burns’ song, “A
man’s a man for a’ that” the
scholars trace it back to Christ's
parable of Lazarus and the rich
man. Before Christ’s searching
vision the purple and the fine linen
fell away from Dives, and his rags
fell away from the beggared
Lazarus. Christ placed his finger
upon the soul, and made the name
of man a title superior to that of
ruler and lord. Soon, because
men were equals and brothers, the
Church adopted the same ritual for
high and low, bond and free.
Emperor Constantine and his rude
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soldiers knelt together before the
same minister, and in baptism re-
ceived alike the cleansing flood.
The marriage ceremony that
bound with dolden chains prince
and princess was used also for ser-
vant and maid. In the solemn
hour of death the words, ‘I am
the resurrection and the hfe 7 were
read over the bier of I\mOfs and
paupers alike.

Thus Christianity assaulted the
vanity of the heart through its
outer trappings, even as the sun
assaults an armour of ice.  The
old proverh was, “Call a _man a
thief, and he will rob you." The

new proverb becomes, * Trust a,
and he will not disappoint

man
vou.”  Christ unfurled the flag of
equality above palace and slave
market. He waved the golden
rule above each law and statute—
book. He caused the state to set
guardian angels beside each sleep-
ing babe. Al)ove cach doorway
for vice and crime he wrote the
words, “Blessed are the pure in
heart.”  Soon society began to
forsake the paths of vice and
crime, and turned glad feet into
the way that led unto happiness
and virtue.

GERMAN PEASANT'S DREAM.

Those who were of roval birth
felt they must not live like slaves.
The Germans have a poem of the
transformation of a cottage. While
the peasant slept in his chair he
dreamed, and, lo, the thatched roof
was lifted up and became the roof
of a temple. The little cracked
windows became large, arched, and
filled with coloured glass. The
low walls gave place to glorious
paintings. The fireplace became a
golden altar, over which bowed
the angel forms of his children de-
parted and dead. Oh, beautiful
story, picturing for us that strange
transformation that passed over
society after Christ taught the doc-
trine of individual worth and divine
sonship.
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Christianity, while chiefly busy-
ing itself with teaching the art of
right living and of character build-
ing here, as a preparation for the
life lereafter, has accomplished
many incidental results for man’s
happiness and welfare. Orchards
are planted primarily for one pur-
pose—to secure food and fruit
against the long winter. But hav-
ing met the requirements of hun-
ger, the orchards go on to delight
the eye with blossoms, to fill the
air with perfume, to provide grate-
ful shade for man and beast, and
homes for countless birds.  Thus
Christianity is a tree that bears in-
deed the fruit of immortal life, but
it bears also a thousand other
fruits for the life that now is.

From the day when the boy
Christ remained in the temple to
converse with the wise men, Chris-
tianity has been the friend of the
mind and an advocate of the in-
crease of knowledge. Nourished
in its stimulating atmosphere, such
minds as those of Bacon and Mil-
ton and Angelo, and thousands of
illustrious compeers. have come
with genius enriched by the stimu-
lating atmosphere in which they
have hved Where other religions
have produced here and there a
single mediocre mind, Christianity
has produced during like periods a
thousand giants in the realm of
philosophy or art or learning.

CHANGES MADE BY CHRISTIANITY.

Single minds do exist in the his-
tory of China or India or Africa,
but they exist just as occasional
palm-trees and springs are found,
at intervals of hundreds of miles,
in the Sahara desert. But enter-
ing moral deserts like England in
the year 590, and Germanv in 700,
Clmstlamtv has chanded the ch-
mate for nations, and made genius
and greatness indigenous. To
this enriching influence upon learn-
ing must be added Christianity’s
natural affiliation with the fine arts.
To describe that eternal summer-
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land beyond the grave, John has
swept togetlier all gold for the
sireets, all gems for its walls, all
cool fountains and streams, all
sweet song, all noble speech.  So
beautiful is that realm, said Paul,
that eye had not seen or ear heard,
nor could mind conceive its splen-
dours. Architects taxed them-
selves to build cathedrals worthy
of Him whom the heaven of hea-
vens could not contain.  Painters
vied with each other in creating
seraphs and angels beautiful
enough to adorn the walls of
Christ’s sanctuary. Sculptors went
everywhither searching out marble
white enough for Christ’s forehead.
Each Handel taxed himself for
music sweet enough for his hymns
of praise.  Soon the greatness of
Christianity’s themes lent greatness
to the minds studying them. For
great thoughts make great think-
ers, while petty thoughts make in-
significant thinkers. It was the
woe, the grief of three million
slaves that lent eloquence to Wen-
dell Phillips. It was the sorrows
of the poor of England that lent
eloquence to John Bright. It was
the Madonna that made Titian, and
the paradise that made Milton.
Take the seed idea and the mother
principles of Christianity out of the
last thousand years of time, and
society’s storehouses, called gal-
leries and libraries, would be
emptied. An English jurist tells
of falling asleep and dreaming
that every Christian idea had been
stricken out of his law-books.
Opening the familiar books, he
found one-third of each page
blank, and all pages meaningless.
Thus, if by divine fiat every Chris-
tian idea should be blotted out of
the library, the museum, the
statute-books, all would become
meaningless. The very structure
of civilization would crumble into
a heap of ruins. Eloquence, songs,
laws, reforms, civic virtues, would
all fall with the fall of the great
ideas that produced them.

' 17

INFLUENCE ON HOPE OF PROGRESS.

This uplifted name is also exert-
ing a profound influence upon the
world’s hope of progress. Fred-
erick Schlegel was deeply im-
pressed by the thought that all
other religious systems are living
upon the prestige of the past.
Looking backward, they borrow
their light from “a golden age?”
forever gone.  For Christ alone
“the golden age” is in the to-
morrow.  With buoyant and as-
piring spirit, with confident and
unyielding expectancy of a general
and certain progress of society to-
ward liberty and light, Christianity
moves steadily forward into the
future. And as a plan turns a
pile of bricks into a house, turns
a mob into an army, turns scat-
tered sounds into a symphony,
turns warring sections into a
nation, so this unfolding plan and
purpose of God unifies events,
constrains opposing nations, gives
each century its stint, gives a
definite goal to history.

That conviction of Christianity’s
ultimate triumph never failed the
fathers or martyrs. It lent the sol-
dier his unconquerable courage; it
lent the hero and reformer his
adamantine will; it lent the sage his
stainless life. Beginning a mere dot
on the map, Christianity has now
subdued and bannered whole con-
tinents. It began at Olivet with
the twelve disciples. In forty days
there were three thousand. When
John died in Ephesus there were
five hundred thousand; to-day
there have become four hundred
million. Whatever system, there-
fore, is sending the thousands of
scholars, professors, physicians,
editors, into other nations, holds
the keynote of progress and will
sooner or later mount to the
world’s throne.

There are three million young
men and women in India in Chris-
tian colleges, academies, and
schools.  Soon this will mean a
free press, libraries in every village
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of that tropic land, railways,
manual training schools, free insti-
tutions—and after that “ the flood”
of knowledge. And so of Africa
and China; the columns of light
are marching straight for the
heart of each continent. Chris-
tianity is a young giant that in
three centuries leaped to the throne
of the Caesars. The rate of pro-
gress that has prevailed since
Shakespeare’s day will in three
centuries more seat Christianity
upon every great throne of our
earth.

But can it conquer the civilized
barbarians at home? Has it
power to stay lawlessness in the
city, to check the ravages of
poverty and intemperance ? There
is a proverb that “ What has been
done can be done” Did Chris-
tianity find the finest scholars and
noblest ladies of Rome attending
gladiatorial shows, and does it
now guard the very horses from
cruelty ?  Did it find in the finest
temples of Corinth vices worship-
ped and deified that now it is
shameful to mention? The past
at least is secure. And because
it has ideals for the city, the forum,

and the market, Christianity’s
future is certain.
It is urged that to-day in

Lurope there are nations armed to
the teeth and soldiers awaiting
orders to march. But what if at
one time there were four Christian
men on the throne in Berlin and
Paris, in Vienna and St. Peters-
burg ?  Would not the barracks
and citadels be emptied, the sol-
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diers drop their bayonets to turn
toward the fields with the pruning-
knives and sickles ? What if all
our institutions and people should
seek to incarnate Christ’s ex-
ample? No more war, no more
clanking of chains in prisons, no
more lazy, thriftless poverty, no
crushing monopoly, no cruelty, no
harsh judgments, each bearing an-
other’s weakness. A beautiful
dream! But ideals rule the world.
And Christ’s ideal is the prophecy
of what shall be when men and
events have hastened on toward
that one far-off event toward
which the whole creation moves.

True, the ideal may be realized
slowly.  Nature changes no cli-
mate rapidly. Physically man
does not sleep midst snow-drifts
to waken midst roses. The differ-
ence between the icicle and a ripe
cherry represents for the planet a
journey of many millions of miles.
And in morals with God a thou-
sand years are as one day. God
has time enough and to spare.
Take no counsel, therefore, of
crouching fear. It is safer to
trust the highest hopes than the
lowest fears. The century plant
takes a hundred years for root and
trunk, but blossoms, as it were,
in the night. And nations, also,
shall be born into culture and
character in a day. Soon every
xnee shall bow to the Name that
is above every name, and He
whom God has lifted to the world’s
throne shall in turn lift the world
to a place beside Him.

AFTERTHOUGHT.

BY JEAN INGELOW,

Man dwells apart, though not alone,
He walks among his peers uuread ;

The best of thoughts which he hath kaown
For lack of listeners are not said.

Yet dreaming on earth’s clustered i s,
He saith, ¢‘They dwell not lone like men,”

Forgetful that their sunflecked smiles
Flash far beyond each other’s ken.

He looks on God’s eterusl suns
That sprinkle the celestial blue,
And saith, ‘¢ Ah! happy shining ones,
I would that men were grouped like you.”

Yet this is sure: the loveliest star
That clustered with its peers we see,
Only because from us so far
Doth near its fellows seem to be.
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"THE CHEST WITH THE BROKEN LOCK.

BY MAUDE PETIT.

A land of sand-hills and frog-ponds,
serub-oaks and mullein-stalks, garter-
snakes and stumps, Pumpkin Hollow, or
*“The Holler,” asits inhabitants called it,
rolled on its peaceful way, eight miles
from the country town and twice eight
behind the times.

Such as it was, a stranger reined up
his horse to look at it. one sleepy August
afternoon. Behind him the road was one
long, alternating series of sand-hill
peaks and hollows ; before him was a far-
spreading area of stumpy farms, dotted
here and there by small houses, built
mostly of logs. To the west the smoke
of a saw-mill curled slowly upward, and
nezrer at hand stood a dwelling-house,
considerably larger than the rest, and
more suggestive of the well-to-do farming
population in which our country abounds.
It had been painted white, but weather
and storm had worn it to a dingy gray,
save where it was protected by the old-
fashioned verandah across the front.

The stranger gazed at it with an inter-
est which suggested that he was perhaps
not quite a stranger. He locked as if his
past were linked to it in some way. Yeat
his appearance did not suggest any con-
nection with *‘ The Holler.” Everything
—his fine, black suit, his eyes full of the
flash and dart of thought, even to his deli-
«cately kept nails, all wereout of keeping
with the place. He was & fine, erect fig-
ure on his prancing black steed, a man
somewhere in the early forties, and his
curling hair, prematurely whitened, added
a refining touch to a massive forehead.
His face was clean-shaven, slightly ashen,
and he bore the decided stamp of a min-
ister. There was even a touch of John
Wesleyin his face. Wesley, come back
from the dead, could hardly have looked
more compassionately on some broken-
-down church, than did our traveller upon
that hillside home.

‘* Twenty-three years! Twenty-three
years ! " he murmured.

Then he sighed as he looked over the
country.

‘*“A poor inheritance—a miserable in-
heritance to divide mother and son so
long—brother and brother !

He started his horse at a slow walk
westward. It was six o’clock ; the mill
whistle shricked and the few workmen
wended their way to their scattered

homes. Two of them stood bantering
each other at the cross-roads.

“It's Saturday night, Mike. You'll
be fur sewin’ her to-morrow.”

‘¢ All right, Jake; I know you'd cut
me out if you could.”

The two went their separate ways, and
the stranger, without appearing to follow
Jake. turned, overtook him in a leisurely
fashion and accommodated his horse’s pace
to that of the pedestrian.

*“Good evening.”

¢ Good ev'nin’,” answered Juake, lift-
ing his hat to the *‘ gentry.”

“It’s a fine evening.”

‘“Yes, a fine ev’nin’, sir. As fine an
ev'nin’ as there is in this part the coun-
tl‘y- »

The stranger smiled slightly at this
specimen of flat humour characteristic of
‘“Tue Holler.”

‘* Be ye one of them surveyors ?”* asked
Jake.

¢“No, I am not surveying.”

¢¢ Something in the agency line, then ?"”

¢ No.”

Now, ¢“The Holler” boasted of never
letting any one pass through without find-
ing out who he was and what was his
business. So Jake was by no means
nonplussed.

¢« Maybe, then, you're the new preacher
that's to come to ‘ The Holler.””

¢“No.”

I wuz a-goin’ to say, if you wuy, it's
a tough place here. They allus cuts the
preacher’s harness up the first night, and
gen’ally about the third week he’s afraid
to go out after dark. It's a feller with
some grit in him they wants here. Some-
body with a bit of muscle to call his
own.”

¢¢I think X can satisfy you, my friend,”
said the rider, smiling, and drawing his
sleeve slightly to show a muscle that
would have done credit to an athlete.

‘“Well, that's not bad,” said Jake.
“But if you veen't the new preacher,
maybe you're one of those chaps that
goes through the country buyin’ up cattle
an’ hogs.”

“No."”

“QOr some of them tony relations o’
Blake's that he’s expecting from Eng-
land.”

¢ No.”

The stranger’s mouth twitched in a
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humorous fashion at the corners, and
Jake dropped his head and muttered
something beneath his breath about
‘“some hanged old bare-faced priest.””

Thus they moved on in silence fora
few minutes.

¢¢ Can you tell me a—who lives there ?”
asked the stranger, pointing in a half-
nervous manner to the place in which he
had seemed so interested.

¢ Ah, now I have it. Yer a-specula-
tin’.” Now, my dad’s got nigh onto
eichty acres o’ as fine land as yer ever
laid eyes on down the road here. But
that Cardwell—"

¢ What—Cardwell !
name was Cardwell ?”

“* Yes, an’ a meaner crust you won’t find
to deal with. Though they do give him
credit for treatin’ his poor ole mother
well.
him—"

“Blind! Isshe blind, then? What
.caused it? How long has she been
blind 27

¢ Oh, it's a matter o’ more'n twenty
years back. Her first husband’s boy and
her second husband had some trouble an’
he drove the boy out o’ the house an’ he
was never heard on since. The ole lady
took on kind o’ hard about it afterwards
an’ had a fever an’ it settled in her eyes.
But the land—"

“I'm not buying land. Thank you, my
friend. Good evening.”

The stranger started his horse intv a
brisk canter, leaving Jake wondering why
he had thanked him in such an earnest
tone. He did not pause until he was out
of sight and alone in the forest, and then
he gave vent to the sobs so long re-
strained.

¢ Blind—blind ! Oh, my mother—my
poor, dear mother! Blind! then she
never saw my *~tters. Perhapsshe never
even heard them.”

It was nearly sunset when he turned
his horse’s head toward the farm-house
again. The cattle were coming up from
their pasture for the evening milking. A
boy was watering the horsesat the pump.
Was James Cardwell married ? Was that
girl with the milk-pails his daughter?
Was that boy at the pump hisson? The
stranger rode up the lane to the back
gate.

¢“Can I get a night's lodging here ?”
he asked, of a portly-luoking matron in
the door-yard.

¢TI guess so,” she answered with an
amazed stare.

“Here, Fred, take the gentleman’s
horse.”

Did you say the

An’ so he orter, her blind, an’
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The stranger was conducted through
the wood-shed, where a half-dozen cats
scampered at his entrance, into a large
kitchen, where a plump-looking lassie
was elbow-deep in pumpkin pies and
other delicious mysteries.

““Take a seat there by the fire,” said
the good dame of the house.

He wondered why she asked him to sit
by the fire in August. Poor fellow ! he
did not know that she was beside herself
over the advent of a so genteel-looking
guest in ‘“The Holler,” that she was
wondering whether she had better serve
the potatoes boiled with the skins on, for-
tea, or mashed with turnips; whether
the best table-cloth was washed last week,
and whether there was enough coal-oil
left to fill the lamp in the spare room.

But she came to her senses at last and
bethought herself that he would be more
comfortable in the dining-room, *‘ bein’
as ’twas bake-day.”

It was a plain, rag-carpeted room into
which he was ushered, littered with sew-
ing. He sat down alone by the open
window and contented himself with study-
ing the pictures on the walls. For they
generally afford some indication of the
character of their owners. But there
was nothing especially refining or uplift-
ing about these. Only gaudy colourings
of ladies or knights in brilliant clothing.
Nothing suggestive of the life of Him to
whom he had devoted all his years. No
scene from the life of the Nazarene—not
even a text upon the walls. He sighed,
but just then a Sundauy-school book lying
on the lounge beside him drew his atten-
tion. He opened it at the title page,
“¢The Wanderer's Return,” by Rev.
Dr. Lawrence, Professor of Philosophy,
ete.,” and a mysterious smile crossed his
face. Why did he gai.e on that book so
tenderly—with something of mother-love
in his eyes? Was its author anything
to him? He sighed as he looked out
over the fields, the stumps and the sand-
hills, and thought of the barefoot boy of
thirty years ago. What had that boy to
do with the renowned professor and au-
thor, whose name was on the bool! .over?
And what had this stranger to do with
either ?

¢ There, dearie, I can go alone the rest
of the way.”

It was an aged and quavering voice in
the hall outside, and the next moment a
woman with bowed head and closed eyes
groped her way into the room.

‘“Good evening, sir.”

“Good evening, m—madame—-Mrs.
Cardwell.
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What was there in this withered old
woman to make the dignified stranger
stammerso ?

She sat down on the lounge beside
him and talked of the weather, the crops,
etc. The strawberries had dried up for
want of rain. The wheat was winter-
killed, but the children said the chestnut
crop was heavy, and they brought four
dollars & bushel, husked.

It was wonderful how interested the
stranger seemed in all these little details,
even to the goslings that the snapping
turtles carmried off. Occasionally, a
snatch of the conversation in the kivchen
would reach his ears.

*“ He looks like a preacher. You better
ask him to ask a blessin’ at supper.”

¢ Idumno; he’s a good deal more tony-
lookin’ than old Van Kemp was. He
must be a city ‘un.”

The supper began to make its appear-
ance at last, and they were summoned
out to the kitchen, where the results of
all the bustle awaited them.

The family was a good-sized one, six of
them besides the girl that had come to
help through harvest. Round went the
pumpkin pie and boiled potatoes. They
were somewhat shyly silent at table, save
for a few remarks ahout a ““lLee” that
was to take place next week.

The stranger was struggling to cut a
piece of very fat pork with a very thin
knife.

“Get the gentleman another knife,
Grace. He'll cut his mouth with that
one,” said the good-hearted matron.

He glanced around the table and
noticed that the little Cardwells’ knives
all found their way to the little Cardwells’
mouths—and even half-way down their
throats.

Just for a moment there flashed across
his mind a picture of his own sweel home
at that hour—a pretty park residence,
with stone. front and drooping shade-
trees, a pretty dining-room, a pleasant-
faced wife at the head of the table, a
little girl on either hand, telling *“ papa ™
their day's doings, and a neat-looking
maid bringing in their tea. There was a
mist of thankfulness in his eyes as he
thought of it all.

Tea over, tieir guest was escorted into
the little rag-carpeted parlour, where he
saw the same little paper nick-nacks on
the wall, the same bunch of dried ever-
lasting flowers, the same tissue-paper
wreath, the same well-worn album on the
table that you find in every humble home.
Before long, poor, blind grandma en-
sconced herself near him. This stranger
seemed to attract her like a magnet.

““Do you know, your voice reminds me
of a boy I lost once,” shesaid, when they
were left alone in the room.

“Lost! Did he die, or was he
drowned 7
‘“N—no. He went away.”

‘“How long ago 1”

‘¢ Twenty-three years come last Thanks-
giving.” The first snow wasa-fallin’ and
he stopped there at the big gate and set
his satchel down fur a minute, and then
started toward town.”

¢ Did ke run away from home?”

“No! He was driv’ away.”

‘“Some misdeeds, I suppose.”

¢“No, oh no! That is—well, he had
his father's spirit in him. His father
died helping to free the slaves in 1860,
and poor Malcolm, he never forgot he
was a hero’s son.  He was always for im-
provin’ hisself. He'd study by the hour
with his book fastened on the plough,
and when he was a-drivin’ the cows to
water. But his stepfather was always
a-pickin’ at him. and his half-brother
grew up kind o’ jealous-like, for this was
Malcolm’s father’s farm. An’ at last there
wuz the money fur the fall wheat come
up missin’, and they found it in an old
chest in poor Malcoln’s room. ' The
chest had a broken lock, but James, that’s
his half-brother, was sure it was in there,
so they busted it open, and there, right
on top of some of his father's things, they
found it. There was hot words about it.
I said some, too. I was hasty them days
—God forgive me. My husband driv’
him from the house like a thief. They
didn’t need to tell him twice to go.”

* And &id he never write to you?”

‘“Never a line.”

“YWould you forgive him if he came
back 77

“Forgive ! Forgive!™ and the poor
woman broke into sobs, “ My boy—God
bring back my lost one!™ The stranger
started up suddenly, and mounted the
stairs to the little low-roofed yoom,
where they had placed his valise.

The crimson tints had faded in the
west ; the stars came out, here a glimmer
and there a glimmer in the unflecked blue
of the droughty sky ; the moon cast her
witch-like glamour over the parched
carth, and dust-laden trees, but still the
stranger was pacing to and fro.

“The same old room—the same old
chest, the chest with the broken lock,”
and le gave it a careless, half reverential,
half dignified thrust with his foot as he
passed.

The visions of those by-gone years
passed in a fleeting procession before
him. The churlishness of his stepfather,
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for he was but a babe in arms when his
father died, facing the guns of slavery.
John Cardwell had not been slow to
marry the pretty young widow, but from
the very first he had looked upon the boy
with a jealouseye. There was only *“ that
brat” between him and the hundred acres
of land, that would at least afford a rest-
ing-place for his lazy bones, and it seemed
as if the father’s envy had been born in
his son, James, the present owner of the
farm,

To be sure, Malcolm had been a pro-
voking lad sometimes. He remembered
well the time he let the sap boil over in
the sugar camp, while he studied Latin
verbs out of an obsolete grammar he had
borrowed from the circuit preacher. He
had been an industrious lad though, al-
ways giving good for evil until the climax
came that Thanksgiving morning, when
the wheat money was missing. He was
alad of sixteen then, and with his innate
sense of honour he had as little iden that
any one would suspect him as a thief, as
that they would mistake him for the
Prince of Wales. Themoney was missed
at night. Just after breakfast the next
morning, he heard the voices of the Card-
wells, father and son, in his room up-
stairs.  Wonderingly he followed them.
They were leaning over the old chest
where he kept his father's treasures.

It won't open,” said the father.

“The lock’s broke, dad. That key
never turns. See, there’s a ketch there
in the back. Open it that way.”

< QOh, well, it's not there.”

**T'll bet there’s where you find it,”
answered the boy, with a queer look en
his face. ““See here,” and with & quick
jerk he mised the lid, and revealed a roll
of bills on top of a pile of books.

“Look there! Who's yer thief?”

“Never! never! My hand never put
it there!” said Malcolm Lawrence, rush-
ing into the room.

*“Whose hand did, then 7™ asked the
brother with a sneer.

¢ Perhaps the hand that knew so well
where to find it,” was the retort that
came to Maleolm'’s mind, but no word
escaped his lips. IIe stood looking into
their eyes & moment, with a face stern
and white, where boyhood seemed sud-
denly changed into manhood. Then his
stepfather seized him by the collar, drag-
ging him half-way across the floor.

*“Thief! thief!" he hissed.

““You'll never call me that name again.
T'm a heros son, and I'll prove myself
waorthy of my father’s name.”

** No, I'll not call you that name, fur
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you'll get outof my house,” answered the
stepfather with a cruel blow.

Then the mother had come upon them,
and there were hot words from all;
mother joining with husband in con-
demning a guiltless son.

An hour later the heart-broken boy
left his father’s land to a usurper, and
putting down his satchel at the gnte, by
right his own, he mised his eyes to
heaven and entrusted his future to the
all-mighty and all-knowing God. The
next moment he took the road to the
county town. It was a trudge of fifteen
miles, and he wasted no time dreaming
of idleness and pockets full of money.

After many difficulties and a little dis-
couragement, he found a farmer on the
outskirts of the town who offered him his
board and a small compensation fordoing
the chores morning and night. There,
rising with the fowls, he managed to get
his work done and trudge his two miles
to the collegiate institute.

His clothes were 2 little dingy, and the
four young ladies in the back seat used to
titter occasionally at the young moss-
back. But it was not long before he was
the hero of the school. In three years
he was an honour matriculant standing
on the threshold of Victoria University
(then in Cobourg), there to begin a carcer
as hard in its struggle as his collegiate
course had been. A scholarship, a grant
from the Educational Fund, and a muscle
that did not shrink from pitching hay
and gathering in the harvests of the sum-
mer vacation, enabled him at the end of
four years to wear the ermine-trimmed
cloak of the graduate.

But the young wrestler with fortune
did not pause here. He engaged to take
charge of a curgo of horses crossing the
sea, and one day there arrived at one of
the most famous German universities a
dusty, almost penniless young traveller,
who was destined to win the gold medal
of post-graduates in philosophy. It was
a hard struggle. He shirked no honest
work to earn a farthing, and contented
himself with the most meagre fare in his
book-lined attic “up four pair of stairs.”
But the conflict told upon his health.
Shortly after receciving the degree of
Ph.D. he was prostrated by a fever,
which added to his dignity a crop of
snow-white curls, though he was not yet
thirty.

He returned to Canada, where he was
given the chair in philosophy in one of
the most prominent universities, and
where he took unto himself a refined and
gentle wife, *‘ the grandest woman in the



The Chest With the Broken Loclk.

world ” in his own eyes. In spare hours
he had found time to write a charming
and ennobling collection of stories, found
in every Sunday-school library in the
land, so that though the name of the Rev.
Dr. Lawrence had gone in gilt letters on
a4 buok-binding into his very home, yet
he returned to-night an unknown traveller
to old ‘“ Punkin Holler.”

Often 1 his wanderings he had written
back to hiz mother, but no answer came,
and he knew now that she had never seen
his letters. The guilty hand that put the
money in the chest would take care that
he should not return to claim his own.
How would James Cardwell receive his
stranger brother ?

Then, tired with his longride, he slept.
It was late in the night when he was
awakened by the rumbling of a waggon
coming up the lane. His brother was
doubtless coming home from the county
town. Dr. Lawrence rose and looked out
of the window to see if the moonlight
would reveal anything of the changes that
years had made. A span of horses, a
black and a grey, an old lumber-waggon,
aud what looked like a coat thrown across
the board seat—that was all he saw. He
looked down the lane to see the driver
follow, but all was deserted, and the
horses stopped with a weary, jaded lvok
at the drinking-trough. A big watch-dog
suddenly came forth uttering its deep
bay; and then there was a sound of boy’s
bLoots on the verandah and the eldest son
came out, looked up and down the lane,
then went toward the harn.

“Dad! dad!” he called, but no answer
came.

“Pad!” a little louder.

The boy walked down to the end of the
lane and looked down the road while his
mother stood, her elbows akimbe, looking
after him. The watch-dog continued his
decp-mouthed bark, sometimes prolonged
into 2 mournful howl. Then a heavy
cloud swept over the moon and & myste-
rious darkness veiled the scene.

Dr. Lawrence lay down to rest again.
Ding, ding, ding. The same little old
clock in the kitchen was striking the hour
of twelve.  What did it mean, the driver-
less team coming home at midnight ?
A few minutes later the light of a lantern
moved along the bedroom wall, and he
saw the bright spark go down the road a
half-mile or so, then return. There was
a sound of voices in the kitchen, and the
lad rushed upstairs two steps at a time
and bolted straight into Dr. Lawrence’s
room without the ceremony of a knock
(they weren't troubled about ceremony
in ‘‘Punkin Holler").
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¢“Say, dad’s come up missin’. The
horses came home without him, and ma
wants to know if you happened to pass a
lumber-waggon and & man in a duck suit
anywhere on the road.”

X3 N()."

“T suppose he’s got full at Brown's
tavern and the horses run away and
throwed him out. That black mare's
skittish anyhow.”

‘“We'd better search at once, then,”
said Dr. Lawrence. “Does he ever take
that cross-road through the woods 2 he
asked, betraying a knowledge of the see-
tion that in an hour of less excitement
would have been remarked in a stranger.

“Once in a while he does. It’s hard
to say which way he'd come.”

““Well, you take the main road, then,
and Tll go through the woods.  Will you
please light that lantern for me?”

It was a strange experience for Dr.
Lawrence, that midnight ride through the
forest. The road was partly broken,
partly sodded; the branches of the chest-
nuts and the elms interlaced overhead ;
sometimes there was the bark of a fox in
the distance, and the startled rabbits
scampered through the underbrush, while
all around one heard the little mysterious
noises with which the forest teems at
night.

It might have a half-hour he had been
picking his way along, when his horse
suddenly shied, neighed violently, and
reared on her haunches, almost dismount-
ing her rider.

““Whoa, Jenny! Whoa!”

He lowered the lantern still further,
but the road seemed perfectly bare.

“Go on, Jenny !”

But the horse stood stone still. He
dismounted and, reins in one hand, Ilantern
in the other, peered carefully along the
road side. A man’s boot in the brush-
wood, then the heavy frame of a stout,
squarely-built figure rewarded his search.
He seemed to be sleeping with his heaa
on a log, where he had fallen.  His face
was pale, but bloated from the effects of
liquor. The light of the lantern scemed
to awaken him as from a dream. He
looked up for a moment at the figure
bending over him, the clean-shaven face,
the white curls, the clear shining eyes.
A look of unrest crossed his face.

“Oh, God! Isitthe day of judgment?
It’s Maleolm. It’s my brother. You've
come back for your land. I knowed
you'd come to claim it some day.”

¢ No, brother, you are mistaken. The
Lord has blessed me wonderfully. He
has given me cnough, and I would not
take the roof from over your head.”
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A vacant look filled the eyes of the
prostrate man for a moment.

“Where am I? Ah, I remember.
That hanged mare threw me out on this
log. If I should die, tell Fred not to
take to the drink like his dad. Tell him
to work hard ; there’s a little mortgage
against the place, a hundred dollars or
80, for that reaping machine.”

“I will pay it. The boy shall not
start life encumbered,” answered Dr.
Lawrence.

“You! You pay it! You that I
wronged! Ah, man, you don’t know
what T did. I took that money and put
it in the chest in your room, and I burnt
the letters you sent home.”

“Yes, I know; but I forgive you.
Ask God’s forgiveness now.”

¢ And the old woman ?” .

“My mother—our mother, do you
mean? I will care for her. She shall
never want. But you yourself: is it all
well with you ?”

¢¢Oh, it’s dark, dark.”

¢ Have you never lovked to Jesus who
loves you and died for you? ¢Him that
cometh unto me I will in no wise cast
out.” *¢Whosoever bhelieveth on Jesus
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Christ shall not perish, but have life
eternal.’”

And there in the silence of the forest
angels hovered near, yes, and the living
Christ, to hear one of earth’s heroes tell
that story of the cross. It wasa scene
for the brush of an artist, lighted there
by the lantern’s smoky glare—a repeti-
tion of Joseph meeting his brethren, but
there was none save the recording angel
to preserve it.

But a strange thing happened. James
Cardwell did not die as was expected.
Good medical attendance restored him,
and one Sabbath morning the little church
in the Hollow was thrilled by James
Cardwell, toper and beat in horse trades,
rising to his feet and testifying to the
saving power of Jesus. Is there any
proof of the resurrection like this? The
rising of a human soul from out the pit of
sin and degradation ?

Then the story was novised abroad of
how DMaleolm Lawrence, the barefoot
boy, had risen to become a Doctor of
Philosophy and wide-read author, and
the place of his boyhood did honour to
its hero.

Simeoe, Ont.

THE TWO VOICES.

BY NANNIE F. SYDXNOR.

¢ Come unto Me !”—the sweet tones are falling
Soitly upon me—¢‘ye weary, and live.”

¢ Come ! ’tis the voice of the Saviour that’s calling—
““ Come, weary sinner, sweet peace will I give.”

Saviour, in coming, what hast Thou to offer?
What gift will Thy love in its fulness bestow?
World-weary, I turn to the Cross, but the scoffer

Tells me it bringeth a burden of woe.

¢ What hath the world with its follies to give thee?

What hath it brought thee but sorrow and care?

What, in the end, doubting one, will it leave thee?
Only a harvest of death and despair.”

. Fain would I come, but the way seemeth dreary.
Heavy my heart with its burden of sin.

Saviour, what rest wilt Thou give to the weary?

What treasure, on coming to Thee, will I win?

“ My peace, which the world hath not given, I give thee.
My peace and My pardon 1 freely bestow :
In time of aflliction My love shall enfold thee,
My care and protection thou ever shalt know.”

My doubtings and fears—they have banished forever
Whatever of sorrow to me shall betide,

I'll give up the world, and its pleasures forever,
If Jesus, my Saviour, with me will abide.
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DENIS PATTERSON—FIELD PREACHER.
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CHAPTER X.
A MOTHER IN ISRAEL.

A few days later Bethia paid an-
other kind of visit. The shop had
been quiet all day; indeed, sadly
few customers invaded it, for Mr.
Edmonds took no pains to increase
his custom, and the efforts of Frank
and Bethia could not wholly repair
his omission. Bethia put in order
the few little matters that needed to
be arranged, went into the house to
speak a cheerful word to Ler mother
and the children, and then came back
with a bundle of papers in her hand.

“I am going to carry these proofs
of Mr. Wesley’s to the Foundery,” she
said to her brother, who sat at the
printing-press. “ You will put up the
shutters at the right hour, and take
care of all, will you not ?”

Frank nodded listlessly.

“Though I think the shop could
almost as well take care of itself,”
he answered. ‘“What is the use,
Bethia, of staying on a sinking
ship ?”

“The crew must stand by till the
last in such a case, you know,” said
Bethia, trying to jest with trembling
lips; “and you and I are the crew,
Frank.”

She was leaning over her brother's
chair as she said this, and, stooping,
she pressed a soft kiss on his fore-
head. Frank generally resented all
such feminine signs of affection; but
to-day he did not say a word, only
stared after Bethia as she stepped out
into the lovely June sunshine, with a
look that for him was full of wistful
care.

Besides her bundle of papers Bethia
carried a large bag tucked away un-
der her arm. Many of the passers-by,
seeing this, and noticing the shabby
plainness of her linsey-woolsey gown,
set the girl down in their minds as a
young seamstress, taking home her
work. Others, more thoughtful, saw
how sweet was the face under the
faded bonnet-brim, and guessed that
some story lay hidden behind that
patient brow. With one or two she

met, humble folk, Bethia exchanged
greetings ; and it was pleasant to see
her face light up with cordial sym-
pathy as she did so. These were
poor Methodists whose acquaintance
she had made at the Foundery.

She knew the way there now well,
She had trodden it often on winter
Sunday noons, aore rarely on work-
ing days like this. But, whenever
she could be spared from the many
claims of home, she went to the
preachings and other meetings. Per-
haps she fared better than if her at-
tendance could have been more fre-
quent. Gospel truth comes best as
the leaven among daily duties. We
wonder how the early Methodists
found time for morning sermons at
five o'clock, for Wednesday and
Saturday mid-day gatherings spent in
prayer and intercession, as well as for
the regular class and band meetings.
No doubt the little flock of converts,
new-gathered from the wilderness,
strengthened each other’s faith by fre-
quent intercourse ; but when could
their six days’ work, which the
fourth commandment enjoins as
strictly as Sabbath worship, have
been performed ?

In these visits to the Foundery
Bethia had also gained a long-felt de-
sire of hers—she had found a friend.
She looked up at the walls and
smiled as she approached them ; her
happiest hours were spent there now.
The old building had had a history
before it rose to fame in connection
with Methodism. It was built, as its
name showed, for casting metals ; and
the Government cannon were for
many years moulded within its walls.
‘When Wesley bought it he found the
place in ruins; the timber rotten.
the roof crazy and only covered with
pantiles. His energy repaired the
structure. converting part into a
serviceable chapel capable of hold-
ing fifteen hundred people. The seats
were free to all comers; but, in the
Moravian fashion, the men sat on one
side, the women on the other. Be-
hind the chapel was the bandroom,
into which Bethia had accidentaliy
wandered on her first visit. Over
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this were the rooms which formed at
that time the sole spot Wesley could
call home ; and here, in honoured re-
tirement, supported by the love of her
loyal sons, Wesley’s mother was
spending the peaceful close of a toil-
filled life. Bethia ran lightly up the
steps and tapped at the door like one

sure of a welcome. The. door
quickly opened, and Mrs. Wesley
drew her young visitor in.

‘“You " are pale, my child, and

tired,” she said, looking at her anxi-
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must indeed have rendered him a
good friend to the printers he em-
ployed. Tracts, hymns, treatises, and
pamphlets were always flowing from
that indefatigable pen, never weary
of instructing and encouraging his
people.

‘““But the winter has been a hard
one, in spite of that. I can read it in
your thin cheek and paleness,” said
Mrs. Wesley, taking her place in a
cushioned seat by the window, and
motioning her visitor to a chair

ously. “You work beyond your opposite.
strength.” “Oh, so hard!” cried Bethia, feel-
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*“HOW WONDEKFUL ! CRIED BETHIA.
“I do well enough,” answered ing the difference between Mrs. Wes-

Bethia, thinking, as usual, little of
her own troubles. ‘I have brought
home the printing Mr. Wesley ordered
a full day before I hoped. Frank, my
brother, has worked hard this week.
Oh'! if he will always show himself
as good and steady, I shall not mind
my share of the work.”

“My son Wesley will be pleased
with your promptness.”

‘“We have to thank him for many
orders. He has been our best friend
this  winter,” exclaimed Bethia
gratefully.

Wesley’s

numerous productions

ley’s comprehending sympathy and
her sister’'s inexperienced lightness.
‘When such times are over one mar-
vels how the struggle was ever en-
dured.”

*““So I have felt often,” answered
Mrs. Wesley. ‘““And life has been
one long succession of struggles to
me. I was a young housekeeper in
London on scanty means like you,
dear maid, years ago. That was in
my early wifehood. Thirty pounds 2
year was all my husbard’s curacy
brought in, but we lived on that with-
out a single debt.”
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“How wonderful !” cried Bethia,
looking up at the fine old face in the
white cap and gray curls, and feel-
ing a true woman’s sympathy in this
story of household emergency and
triumph. ‘“ Tell me more of your
early days, please. I love to hear.”

When she seated herself Bethia had
taken on her lap the big bag before
mentioned. From its depths she
brought out various pieces of work,
and her fingers were now fiying along
a little coat intended for little Tony.
She made no apology for her employ-
ment : Mrs. Wesley knew that she
could not have her society on other
terms. The venerable lady herself,
with her toil-worn hands, was shap-
ing some strong, coarse garment, not
meant for her own use evidently. To
relieve the poor was one of John Wes-
ley’s earliest injunctions on his con-
verts, and many a needy one knew
already that there was a warm glow
of Christian love alive at the
Foundery. Bethia would gladly have
helped in this work, but she was
fully occupied with claims that could
not be set aside.

“The old cares and troubles are all
past, child. Why should I dwell on
them ?” said the old lady serenely, in
answer to her visitor’'s request.

But at Bethia’s urging she went
back and gave her scenes out of the
bygone days. She told of the little
Lincolnshire parsonage at South
Ormsby, the “ mean cot composed of
reeds and clay,” where she and her
husband struggled with poverty,
family cares, and sickness, he writ-
ing books on theology and Hebrew to
keep the wolf from the door, she
plying a good housewife’s utmost
thrift.

“You were happier at Epworth,”
said Bethia, for she had heard more
than one member of the Wesley
family describe the neat rectory built
by the father there, and the pleasant
orchard he planted, and lament that
these were now in the hands of
strangers.

“We were happy everywhere,” re-
plied Mrs. Wesley gravely. “We
loved God and loved each other, and
that is the only happiness one can
be sure of below heaven.”

Then, seeing that the -young girl
waited eagerly to hear more, she went
on to give in lively, animated tones
some experiences out of their first
years in Epworth. Want of money
and hard work seemed trifles when
alluded to in that cheerful spirit;
but when she spoke of the firing of

the home and crops through malice,
of Mr. Wesley’s imprisonment in
Lincolnshire Castle at the instance
of an unmerciful creditor, who would
not give him time to pay his debt,
and of the cruel unkindness which
met their first attempts to do good
in Epworth Parish, then her voice
faltered ; these were the {rials that
had left their mark on her still.

‘“My troubles seem light compared
with yours,” said Bethia, listening in
astonished sympathy.

‘“But they are all over, my maid,”
said the old lady, recovering herself.
‘“And the end crowns all.”

Her face shone with such serene,
satisfied peace that the young girl,
watching, took heart for her own
rough bit of pilgrimage. Cares and
troubles were only transitory things,
and at life’s end would seem

Like mountain ranges overpast
In purple distance fair.

Mrs. Wesley’s experience was a pro-
mise of it, for hers was a happy old
age. Cared for lovingly by her
sons, seeing their work owned of God
and prospering, taking daily part in
the services at the Foundery, the last
days of this saint were gliding peace-
fully away, a Dbeautiful example to
many younger lives like Bethia's.

CHAPTER XIL

CWHERE TWO OR THREE ARE GATHERED
TOGETHER.”

Squire Patterson sat in his garden
one fine summer evening. Nearly the
same place and the same attitude as
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that in which Hannah bhad found him
some weeks before, on the night of the
village uprising. The season had ad-
vanced since then. TUnder the soft
light of the June evening the grass
stood lush and high, its green
flushed with rosy clover and pearled
with daisy blossoms, looking too fair
to fall under the scythe. The hops
were flinging their graceful tendrils
round the supporting poles, and in the
wheat-fields the stalks were swelling
thick with the future grain.

It was a lovely prospect on which
Squire Patterson looked, a sight to
content him, the master of it all.
But, as once before, he was looking
beyond it all with a wistful gaze,
though his face had grown less sad
since Wesley’s visit. He held a Bible
in his hand, and was slowly making
his way down one of its pages. The
education he received in his youth
had been a fair one, even including a
sprinkling of Greek and Latin at the
nearest grammar-school ; but he had
not given much time to books since he
reached manhood. In fact, he sel-
dom read anything, except * The
Veterinary Guide,” when his favour-
ite horses fell ill. It was something
new to him to read and reflect ; and,
as he was not a man to do anything
by halves, the deep lines on his fore-
head showed that he was taking to the
novel employment vigorously.

Somebody’s step came down the
garden-path belween the savender
bushes and the damask roses. The
squire frowned involuntarily, for he
did not want to be interrupted just
then. His brow cleared when he
saw who the newcomer was.

‘“Mr. Frant,” he said, holding out
his hand cordially, “ you are the one
man in Longhurst I wanted to see.”

“ That is a good welcome,” returned
Mr. Frant, taking his seat on a
bench, where the wreathing honey-
suckle was just opening its first pink
clusters.

“It is true,” rejoined his host.
“In the winter while I was mad, as
it seems to me now, you kept away.
You did quite right; I was not fit
company for any sober man then.
But now I have, God helping me,
turned down a new path, you are the
man who can best help me keep my
steps there.”

“I!” Mr. Frant looked almost too
astonished for speech.

“Yes, you,” pursued the straight-
forward squire. ‘“You know more
of what I want to be than any other
man within reach of me.”
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“711”  Again the apothecary’s sur-
prise seemed to limit him to that
short, single-lettered monosyllable.

“I was at church this morning,”
continued the squire.

His hearer nodded ; he was aware
of the fact.

“Yes; Mr. Wesley urged upon me
to go regularly. He said I could not
serve God alone, and that God’s
blessing was most to be expected by
those who served Him in His house
and with His worshippers. So I have
been there twice a Sunday for weeks
past, but °tis little I learn by going.
Frant, do you think that the vicar
knows what he says in his sermons 2"

“He knew the last time I was
there,” returned the lacomnic apothe-
cary, smiling drily.

“Ah! that sermon against vaga-
bond preachers and all who harboured
them.” The squire’s smile an-
swered his visitor’s, but he was too
much in earnest t6 treat the matter
as a joke long. ‘ Can the vicar have
ever read his Bible ? What were
our blessed Lord and His disciples
but wandering preachers ? And,
Frant, the priests of that day were
as hard on Him as the vicar is now
on the Methodists.”

“Y have thought the same,” an-
swered the apothecary, low.

He spoke the words as if they were
forced from him, and looked away
into the distance as the squire had
done. An observer would have seen
that under his quiet exterior some
powerful emotion had seized him.
His companion was too impressed by
his words to notice his manner,

‘“Then you feel as I do, Frant. I
was sure of it. That was why I said
you could help me.”

“Help you to turn Methodist, do
you mean ? My good fellow, that is
another thing., Remember, I live by
serving other people. If I were an
independent man like you,” glancing
round at the homestead and broad
fields in sight, ‘“then I would hold
what opinions I chose.”

‘““So you do now,” returned his host
with uncompromising logic. ‘ Why
did you stand up for the Methodists
that night if you are not going to
stand by them ?”

Mr. Frant was silent again, think-
ing deeply. His was a more complex
nature than the squire’s, more timid,
and given to weighing circumstances,
not moving till after long delibera-
tion. His defence of the wandering
preachers had been a surprise even
to himself. True, he knew mors
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about them than any one else in
Longhurst. He had been ‘o liear
Wesley and Whitefield more than
once in London, where he could go
as one of a vast crowd of listeners,
and not be noticed. In a philo-
sophic, calm sort of way he was ready
to vindicate them openly ; but to be
counted among their despised adher-
ents was another thing., His very
prudence and love of peace fought
against it ; he did not want to pro-
voke quarrels with his mneighbours,
and worldly interests whispered that
it would be bad for his practice if he
did so,

But the squire, who always went
straight to the point with himself or
others, still hammered on at his ques-
tion : “ Why did you help the Meth-
odists if you do not feel with them?”

Mr. Frant found it difficult to an-
SWer. Looking into  Patterson’s
steady, clear eyes no excuse pre-
sented itself quickly. Instead, a
nobler mood asserted itself. We are
holden by the cords of our good
deeds as well as of our sips, and it
occurred to Mr. Frant that in that
public defence of the Methodists he
had set up a standard which even he
himself could not readily pull down.
Heart and conscience gave a great
leap of relief as he allowed them at
last to reply:

“I do feel with them more than I
have ever admitted. I suppose I have
been a coward.”

‘“Then we both have a past to turn
our backs on,” said the squire, with
sympathetic cordiality, “and we can
begin a new life together. Do help
me, Frant, for you are much wiser
than 1.”

When the ice was once broken, the
two men had a long talk, and began
to find how sweet and helpful is com-
panionship in spiritual things. The
squire’s difficulties were mainly in-
tellectual; he wanted word ana
phrase explained to him as they
turned over the pages of the Bible,
so long neglected by both. The
apothecary’s doubts were more prac-
tical ; he was of the nature that sees
a lion in every straight path, and to
bim Patterson’s firm will and resolute
courage were a source of real strength.

‘When they parted, it was with the
promise of speedy meeting; and as
Mr. Frant went home across the
sleeping fields, the clover blossoms
seemed to breathe more sweetly, and
the dewy evening coolness was more
refreshing than he had ever known,
because he carried in his breast a
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heart that was at length at peace
with itself.

No pebble ever fell in a pool with-
out making widening circles. When
the squire and Mr. Frant had met
several Sunday evenings to read and
talk, there came a night when Han-
nah and the squire’s man Tom sat
in the kitchen together and looked
out on the garden. A valuable horse
was ill, and Tom was warming some
healing mixture over the smoulder-
ing embers of the fire. Hannah, in
neat print gown and Sunday cap, sat
by. The honeysuckle-shaded bench
was plain in view, though too far
off for voices to reach them. But
whenever Hannah looked up, she
found Tom’s glances straying out of
the window, and presently she asked
the reason.

“I was wondering what the master
and Mr. Frant were saying,” came
the answer.

‘“Has that anything to do with
us ?” Hannah's dignity as she asked
this question was so impressive that
we may fairly guess her curiosity was
awake too.

‘“ Nothing,” Tom replied meekly.
‘“But how different the master has
been lately !”

Hannah answered not a word. The
fact was patent, but she was not going
to discuss it with a common servant
like Tom. She had been thirty
years in the family, and had her privi-

leges ; but every one remembered
Tom's coming to Longhurst, only
three Michaelmases before. But

Tom, unabashed, continued :

“I think he is going to turn Meth-
odist.”

Then Hannah’s wrath exploded.

“ How dare you, how can you say
such a thing? The squire is a
eeitleman, remember, and though
ne may entertain Mr. Wesley as a
visitor, he would not think of join-
ing himself to that mob of tailors
and carpenters and the like, who call
themselves Mr. Wesley’s people.”

Tom put an end to her reproaches
by saying simply, as he lifted honest,
sad eyes to her:

“1 wish the master would, for then
I could too.”

“Why, Tom !”
overpowered her.

“I heard Mr. Wesley preach,” con-
tinued Tom in earnest tones. * Day
and night his words are in my head.
I wish I could hear more.”

Hannah was softened by the poor
fellow’s emotion, and presently she
too confessed, though as if half-

Hannah’s surprise



270

ashamed, that she could not foiget the
prayer Wesley offered before the as-
sembled household on the morning he
went away.

‘“ Suppose we ask the master to let
us listen to him and Mr. Frant one
night,” proposed Tom bashfully. *“ We
know they are talking over good
things together, and we should learn
by hearing them.”

‘“The master would think it so
bold,” returned Hannah, on her
dignity again. But Tom pleaded
hard, and her own wishes seconded
him, and at length she agreed to name
the matter to the squire.

‘“Come as often as you like,” was
his pleased rejoinder.

So, or balmy summer evenings,
among the pinks and lilies of the
garden, and afterwards cosily gath-
ered by the winter hearth, a little
company came together, and found
the truth of some old words; met in
Christ’s name, He was in their midst.
And in this modest manner Meth-
odism began in Longhurst, a type in
its beginning of many such infant
churches, which were destined to
grow together into the spreading tree
that to-day casts its shadow over
many lands.

CHAPTER XIL

‘‘THRUST FORTH.”

‘“There is one thing we shall have
to give up,” said Betsy.

She had not been long in joining
her fellow-servants, and the talk as
they sat by the kitchen fire at nights
often ran on high and holy things.

‘“ What is that ?” asked Hannah
and Tom at once.

“ Smuggled goods. Mr. Wesley
sets his face dead against such.”
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The three looked at each other in
some dismay.

‘“How do you know that ?” asked
Tom, recovering himself.

“I heard the squire and Mr. Frant
talking of it last night in the par-
lour. We Methodists must be good
citizens in all things, they said.”

Hannah looked thoughtful.

“ But what difference does it make
to the king if we do get our goods u
bit cheaper ?” she said. ‘ We poor
folks should not get them at all if
we paid duty on them.”

‘“You are thinking of your Sunday
cap, Hannah,” broke in Betsy, laugh-
ing. ‘“You are as proud of the bit of
real lace on that as the queen of her
crown.”

“You won't wear such smart
French ribbons if you buy them all
in the open market,” retorted Han-
nah, in reply to this home-thrust.

‘““But there is no one who does not
deal with smugglers,” put in Tom,
who had been considering the subject
in his slow way. *‘ Take the vicar.
He has got a secret cellar, and un-
derstands how to get it filled with-
out the king’s men knowing. The
squire has done the same.”

“But he is not going to do it any
more,” interposed Betsy. ““And for
my part, I can get along without
French ribbons.”

‘“Well, we have something better,”
answered Tom contentedly.

That feeling helped to carry them
through much that was trying. The
squire stood too high in village cir-
cles for open persecution, and his
name, in a measure, protected all
associated with him ; but there were
plenty of small annoyances. The
squire’s change of thought was put
down as a craze resulting from the
death of his wife, and the pity or
half-contempt which his neighbours
showed him was almost harder than
malice. Still, a touch of the latter
visited him too. A sly hand fired
his ricks in harvest-time, at the
blacksmith’s the Methodist’s horses
were always shod last, and his men
were subjected to various slights and
taunts from their fellows.

But the new joy in the squire’s
heart upheld him. The early Meth-
odists, like all converts to a revived
religion, felt within themselves a
mighty upwelling spring of gladness.
Life had become so new and full of
meaning that trifles could only touch
them on the outside, Everything
was transformed in the light of their
new experience. John Wesley taught
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his followers a practical religion, one
which influenced them in mind and
body, and in all their social relations.
They were stirred up to find out what
was their duty at every point, and
after finding out, to do it.

Squire Patterson spent no more
evenings in grief and gloom, with no
occupation but his snuff-box. When
his day’s business was over there
was always some thoughtless neigh-
bour to visit and exhort, some chil-
dren to gather and teach, or some
sick person to help.

‘“ What a waste of good beef and
eggs !” grumbled Mr. Larkins on one
of his rare visits to the farm, as he
saw Hannah preparing a tempting
dish for a poor old cottager. * The
squire will ruin himself if he treats
all the old goodies like ladies of high
degree.”

‘“He won’t ruin himself so fast as
he was doing awhile ago,” retorted
Hannah, with such meaning in her
eyes that the landlord beat a hasty
retreat.

But he told the story that evening
in his bar, and the village began to
look on the squire as a dangerous
person, who was upturning society
and discontenting the poor.

‘When he was not busy on errands
of kindness, the squire found plenty
of employment at home. More than
once that summer he had taken the
short and easy journey to London
to visit Wesley at the Foundery.
Each time he brought away new ideas
and plans. Hitherto in his calm,
satisfied life he had not cared to
look beyond a very narrow horizon,
but his range was widening far and
fast. He studied first the few books
his Frances had left behind; espe-
cially that precious hymn-book of
hers, which he carried about him
night and day. Soon he demanded
more books; in fact, the squire was
rapidly becoming a student.

One winter evening—the night of
the week on which they were ac-
customed to hold a small meeting—

Mr. Frant entered the farmhouse
kitchen.
‘“This is comfort,” he exclaimed,

shaking the snow from his clothes,
and holding his hands to the cheery
blaze.

The fire was piled high, and round
it half a score or more seats were ar-
ranged. Several of the farm labour-
ers. besides the servants of the
house, came now to hear the read-
ing: and also a neighbour or two, poor
and old, whose trembling limbs could
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never manage the mile or so’s dis-
tance to church. Timid Mr. Frant
regularly each time shook his head
to see the number, and he did so to-
night.

‘“ Are you sure there are not too
many of us, Patterson ? We don’t
want to break the law and get into
trouble. Suppose the vicar should
come with the constable and break
up our meeting as he threatened, you
know.”

“I don’t think he will tramp
through the snow this evening,” the
squire made answer, laughing.

‘“ Anyhow, let us go on and not lose
time.”

They began with hymns, sung
with the old Methodist fervour. The
squire’s flute had come into use once
more, and Mr. Frant had a pleasant
tenor voice. They had tunes of Wes-
ley’s choosing, besides his hymns.
These were classical and beautiful;
Methodism sang as well as preached
itself into existence. 1In the churches
of that day congregational singing
was often poor and feeble; but here
faces shone and eyes brightened
as the sweet melodies rang out.
They were in tune for the good words
that followed.

The squire and Mr. Frant, with
those of the party who could read,
went through a chapter slowly, verse
by verse. To-night the subject was
Gideon, and they became rapt with
interest in following the story of the
ancient hero. Explanations were
asked here and there, and now and
again the squire or his friend stopped
for a bit of discussion.

“It puzzles me always,” said Mr.
Frant, taking off his spectacles and
rubbing them, “why the great host
that followed Gideon were not allowed
to fight the battle. They were brave
and good men, or they would not have
joined him.”

‘“ Good, but mot good enough, I sup-
pose,” answered the squire senten-
tiously.

‘“Good to look at only, perhaps,”
put in Tom, much interested. * You
know the {ree that had the great crop
of apples this year, master ?”

The squire nodded.

“ Lovely apples they were, ripe and
rosy ; of the sort to keep all winter
from their look. But a great wind
came, and most of them fell to the
ground. None but sound fruit could
stand such a gale; and those that
fell were worm-eaten at the core.
Now perhaps the battle would have
been like that gale to Gideon’s army.
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They would have scattered round, be-
And that may be
the reason why they were sorted out,

ing undependable.

so to speak, beforehand.”

Tom’s illustration was homely, and
all his hearers grasped it.
murmured their agreement.

‘““It was a great honour to be one

They
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‘“One man of you shall
thousand,” quoted Mr. Frant.

“Yes. If we could only be God’s
people through and through, what
would He not work by us?’ con-
tinued the squire. ,

‘“ Even so,” cried a new voice from
the door, on hearing which the
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of the three hundred,” said the squire
thoughtfully. ‘“ The others began the
work, but they went through with it.
They went down into the battle ana
the danger; though they did not
strike a blow, they stood ready to
brave all ; and their deed saved their
nation. It shows the worth of one
righteous man. Five would have de-
livered Sodom from fire. Three hun-
dred were enough to free Israel.”

‘“YOU HERE, MR. WESLEY ? IN THIS SNOw ?”

squire sprang up hastily with a joy-
ful ery.

*““You here, Mr. Wesley ?
snow ?”

‘““The snow brought me,” answered
John Wesley, “for I had planned to
journey further. But I have come

In this

here to find a great happiness. Are
all these gathered through your
efforts ?  Brother Patterson, your

harvest will be great.”
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The people_ clustered round him,
proud of a word and look from the

already famous evangelist. He spoke
to them cordially, adding a few
words of general Christian sym-

pathy, before the meeting broke up.
But when he was left alone with his
host, he turned his eyes from the fire,
into which he had Dbeen gazing
thoughtfully, and said:

* Denis Patterson, you must be one
of the three hundred.”

‘“ What do you mean ?” asied the
squire, forgetting for the moment
the previous reading.

“I entered your door some time
before I made my presence known,”
said Wesley, “and I heard your
aspiration. I believe you are one of
the men chosen to save your nation.
Denis Patterson, you shall become a
field nreacher.”

The astonished squire tried in vain
to shake the opinion of his spiritual
leader on this point. All he said
left John Wesley unconvinced. They
spent half the night in talk, and at
last Squire Patterson gave his pro-
mise that he would consider the
matter.

“Your very unwillingness is in fa-
vour of it,”” concluded his guest.
‘“God’s labourers are thrust forth
into His harvest.”

CHAPTER XIII.
SOPHY’S TROUBLE.

The pleasant hour of the day had
come for the Edmonds household. The
shop was shut, and with its closing
Bethia tried to put away all cares
belonging to it. A warm glow from
the fire pervaded the family sitting-
room; and on the sofa beside the
hearth lay the invalid mother, cheer-
ful and smiling, for she had felt
stronger of late. The bookseller was
busy close to the candle with one
of his cherished volumes. Frank,
whom the snowy  weather kept
indoors, was drawing figures of <ol-
diers and battle-scenes on a secrap of
paper—a favourite employment.
Bethia sat on a low chair wpposite
her mother, and the twin children,
Bab and Tony, knelt before her with
their elbows on her lap, iistening for
the hundredth time to the moving
story of ‘ The Babes in the Wood.”

“Cruel uncle! I should 1like to
kill him,” cried Tony, clenching a
chubby fist.

“But I love the robins,” breathed

18
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Bab with fervour. * Do you think
my robin that I feed in the Mall was
one of them, Bethia ?”

“ They were robins just like yours,”
answered the sister.

“ But robins are such little birds,”
interrupted the speculative Tony.
“ Could they ever bring leaves enough
to cover two big children ?”

“ The story says so,” replied Bethia
with a smile.

“Then of course they did,” rejoined
Bab, who was not yet old enough,
nor willing, to see a flaw in her be-
loved fairy tales.

¢ SIT DOWN A MINUTE, BETHIA.”

«“ Some little birds must soon cover
themselves up to rest,” said the
mother, looking across at the chil-
dren.

“ But not till we have eaten our
letters,” spoke up Tony prompt]y.
“Do you know which they are, sis-
ter ? I learnt my M to-day #» " Bab
knows her O.”

Tony was a devoted supporter of
the system described in the old
rhyme—

To Master John thie English maid

A hornbook gives of gingerbread ;

And, that the child may learn the beuer,
When he has read he eats the letter.
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Tony found the hard task of learn-
ing wonderfully lightened by know-
ing that when he had mastered hlis
portion of the alphabet by 4ay he
would regale on it at night. Bethia
went to the cupboard and produced
the gingerbread letters, and the two
fair-haired children sat together in
the firelight, contentedly munching
their spicy treasure and discussing it,
while the mother and sister enjoyed
the pretty picture they made.

‘“Seven o’clock,” rang the watch-
man’s voice.

“Time for all good children to be
in bed,” said Bethia, rising to take
them to the garret-chamber next her
oW,

¢ Stay with me till T am asleep,”
begged little Bab. *“ The wind cries
down the chimney so.” And the
sister lingered till the lashes fell on
the rosy cheeks and the small sleepers
were far away in dreamland.

‘“The wind howls loudly ; another
snowstorm must be coming,” thoughti
Bethia as she looked out of the case-
ment. ‘“Thank God for my warm,
safe home to-night !”

She went down to find that her
mother, always soon tired with the
day’s fatigues, had already gone to
her room, and that her father had ac-
companied his wife. Frank sat
alone by the fire, and looked up, well
Tleased, as his sister entered.

“Sit down a minute, Bethia,” he
said. “Yon and I cannot often get
2 chat together.”

‘“What have you to say to me ?”
asked Bethia pleasantly, as she seated
herself by the table, aud, drawing the
candle nearer, took up some mending.

“ The same old tale, I suppose,” re-
turned Frank, sighing, and tearing
into fragments the grand s“etch of
Marlborough at Blenheim which he
had just been carefully elaborating.
“How long will this go on ?”

“I don’t know,” answered Bethia,
surprised, too, into a sigh. “Buat
as long as it can go n it must, dear
Frank, for mother’s sake and the chil-
dren’s.”

The boy put his head ‘own on his
hands, staring gloomily ..:fo the ilre

embers. “If you knew how I hated
it all, Bethia! But perhaps you do
the same.”

“Not as you do,” the sister an-
swered, looking up at him with a pa-
tient smile on her sweet face. “1It
is only the hopelessness that weighs
on me ; the struggle without an end.”

“Yes, it makes me long to break
away,” said Frank. “I can do
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nothing here; T was not made for

such a life. But if I could be a
soldier, under a leader like Marl-
borough ; or sail away as Anson’s

ships did last year!”

Bethia listened, and did not smile
at the boy’s aspirations. She was
Frank’s confidante, and her sympathy
was the anchor that kept him from
drifting away from his moorings.

‘“Wait a while longer, Frank,” she
said. * Perhaps the chance will come
soon. Whenever it does come you
shall have it, if I can give it you,
dear brother.”

‘“But to go and leave you all alone!
That is what keeps me here,” said
Frank, who was not without generous
feeling, though, boy-like, he chafed at
the narrow limits in which he was
shut, and vexed himself because na-
ture (which loves to play such
pranks) had given nim, all athirst for
action and adventure, as son to a
quiet bookworm of a father, content
to spend a long life in Paternoster
Row.

‘““ Perhaps none of us will be here
long,” replied Bethia, to his last ob-
servation, thinking of the big ledger
in which the entries became daily
more gloomy. “Hark! was that one
of the children crying ?”

“Only the wind,” said Frank. “ But.
Bethia, what would you do if we could
not stay here? Where could you
go ?!’

“I cannot tell,” said Bethia. with

that patient sigh again. “1I have
thought about it often, and :iaken
counsel with Mrs. Wesley. Some

light will guide us <nnner or later.
Listen, Frank, iucre a cry.”
“It is outside,” sa:x Frank, as a

wailing voice was unmistakably
heard. “Some poor beggar-brat in
the street.”

But in that moment came a clamor-
ous knock at the house-door, and the
brother and sister sprang to their
feet.

“Mother will be awoke and fright-
ened,” cried Bethia, instinctively
thinking of others before herself.
‘““Come, Frank dear, you and I must
go down and open.”

‘“Open to a thief, maybe !” Frank
tried to stop his sister.

“Would a thief bring a child v**h
him ?” answered Bethia. “No:
is some poor creature in distre: ..
Come with me, for the knocking is
so loud it will soon rouse every one.”
They went down through the dark
and silent house., Frank carrying a
brand from the fire to light the way.
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““ Open the door, open to us,” cried
a woman's voice, “ or we shall perish
in the snow.”

With Frank's help Bethia unfast-
ened the heavy chains and bolts, and
as soou as the door was undone
rushed in, with gay garments torn
and dripping with snow, and holding
her child in her arms, their sister,
Sophy Marsden.

“ Sophy !” Neither Frank nor
Bethia could for a moment utter more
than that astomished exclamation,
but the poor girl’s woeful state
quickly stimulated Bethia to action.

‘“Bar the door, Frank,” she said;
“*and come upstairs with me, Sophy.
Give me the child. You shall soon
both be warmed and dried.”

She heaped more coal on the still
glowing fire in the sitting-room, and
made her sister take a place before
it, while she pulled off her spow-
drenched outer clothing. But to her

surprise Sophy half-resisted, anad
pointed to her baby.
‘“Take care of him,” she said.

“ Nothing matters for me.”

The shivering, crying infant was so
plainly in need of care that Bethia
obeyed her, and gave all her atten-
tion to wrapping it in dry garments,
and quieting its wails with warmth
and food. ‘When at )~st it lay asieep
©on her knee, she looked up at her
sister. Sophy sat where she was
first placed, her hood and cloak un-
Temoved, though they glistened wet
in the light, gazing straight before her
with an expression of despair such as
her young face had never yet worn.

‘ Sophy, what is the matter ? Tell
me,” cried Bethia, a fear of she knew
not what taking possession of her.

‘ Are you ill, Sophy ?” said Frank,
coming to her side. ‘“ And where
is Harry 77

Sophy moved
though the
utter,

“In prison,” she said, “and he will
die.”

‘“ What can you mean ?” exclaimed
Frank and Bethia, horrorstruck.

‘“0 Harry, my Harry!"” cried the
wretched girl, rising and pacing back
and forth, with hands wrung in
anguish together. and heart-breaking

her lips stiffly as
words were hard to

sobs. “ That this should be the end
of our happiness! Oh, cruel,
wicked !”

Her voice faltered. lost in tears.

and it was a long time before they
gained any clear explanation of tThe
trouble.

“It was that prize, that horrid lot-
tery prize,” she wailed. “You
warned me, Bethia, but I did not
know ; and I did not think her so
wicked.”

“Think whom ? What has the
prize to do with your troubles ?”

Patient questioning at last elicited
the whole. The young couple had
long been living, as Bethia guessed,
beyond their means. Noble patrons
who liked Harry’s lively society had
often given him help, but at their
houses he met those who led him

into further extravagance. He would
play for higk sums, and lately he
had lost again and again. Those who

won of him pressed for the money,
and in an evil hour Harry gave a
bond forged i, his neighbour’s—
Mr. Throckmorden’s—name.

Discovery was certain, sooner or
later, but it had becam hastened
through the spite of Sophy’s whilom
friend. Young Mrs. Throckmorden
had long been jealous of Sophy’s
prettiness and gay charms. The
affair of the lottery ticket, and the
wager on which Sophy had thought-
lessly insisted, was the last touch
which transformed the remnants of
friendship into hate. From that mo-
ment she sought some way of morti-
fying her rival, and chance gave her
a weapon deadlier than she knsw. It
was she who discovered the false
bond, and she who, in the first in-
stance, urged her husband to let the
law take its course.

The officers of justice had seized
poor Harry that afternoon, and car-
ried him off to iail. His numerous
creditors heard of it, and came flock-
ing to demand their rights. Poor,
frightened Sophy, deserted by her ser-
vants, pointed out to the crowd as a
felon’s wife, in her desperation had
only thought of escaping to the one
refuge open to her—her father’s
house. Through the night and snow
the poor girl had come on foot, ex-
hausted with her sorrows.

Bethia scothed and comforted her,
bidding her hope for the best. Sophy.
too worn out at last even to grieve
any more. lay down beside ker sleep-
ing infant in her sister’s little cham-
ber, while Bethia watched over them
both.

Lie not? Endure no lie which needs your heart R
And hand to push it out of mankind’s path.—Bromwning.
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MOVING SIDEWALKS—A FEATURE OF THE PARIS EXHIBITION iN 1900.

One of the features of the Paris Exhi-
bition will be a series of moving . “de-
walks (trottoirs mobile) constructed vn a
scale sufticiently large to demonstrate the
practicability of their general introduc-
tion into the large cities of the world.
Two of these moving sidewalks or plat-
forms are to be erected along the banks
of the Seine to connect the new exhibi-
tion grounds with the old, and will be
nine miles in length. TItisexpected that
these sidewalks will be most useful in re-
lieving the congestion which is surc to
occur along these strips of the river bank.
One of the sidewalks, which will be en-
tirely within the exhibition grounds, will
be built on the ground, as there will be
no streets for it to cross, butin the case
of the other, which will run on the north
bank of the river, the construction will
be on the elevated principle, as shown in
the accompanying illustration. In each
case the moving sidewalks will be triple.
One strip will be stationary, another will
be kept moving at the rate of three miles
an hour, while the third will be always
moving at a rate of close on six miles an
hour. The motive power employed will
be electricity, and each rolling platform
is furnished with a continuous rail, and
is pushed forward by fixed rollers. The

two moving platforms will be operated
by the same motive power, which is ap-
pliza ag regular intervals throughout the
length of the line. \Ie(m“hlle, a short
e\pemnenml strip of moving sidowalk
has been constructed at S';mt,-Ou\.n,
which is being used every day by large
numbers of deep]y interested P'msrms,
who are ever on the lookout for novelty,

ard who find in this sidewalk one that
exactly suits their fancy. The proprictors
of this new venture have already realized
a considerable sum of money from it.

Otk WoNDERFUL CENTURY.

Dr. Alfred Russell Wallace writes as
follows :

Taking first those inventions and prac-
tical applications of science which are
perfectly new departures, and which have
also so rapidly developed as to have pra-
foundly affected many of our habits, and
cven our thoughts and our language, we
find them te be thirteen in number :

1. le\myq, which have revolutionized
land-travel and the distribution of com-
modltlcs

. Steam navigation, which has done
lne same thing for ocean travel, and has
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besides led to the entire reconstruction
of the navies of the world.

3. Electric telegraphs, which have pro-
duced an even greater revolution in the
communication of thought.

4. The telephone, which transmits, or
rather reproduces, the voice of the speaker
at a distance.

5. Friction matches, which have revo-
lutionized the modes of obtaining fire.

6. Gas-lighting, which enormously im-
proved outdoor and other illumination.

7. Electric lighting, another advance,
now threatening to supersede gas.

8. Photography, an avt which is, to the
external forms of nature, what printing
is to thought.

9. The phonograph, which preserves
and reproduces sounds, as photography
preserves and reproduces forms.

10. The Roentgen rays, which render
many opaque objects transparent and
open up a new world to photography.

11. Spectrum analysis, which so greatly
extends our knowledge of the universe
that by its assistance we are ablo to as-
certain the relative heat and chemical
constitution of the stars, and ascertain
the existence and measure the rate of
motion of stellar bodies which are entirely
invisible.

12. The use of anwsthetics, rendering
the most severe surgical operations pain-
Jess. .

13. The use of antiseptics in surgical
operations, which has still further ex-
tended the means of saving life.

Coming now to the theoretical discov-
cries of our time, which have extended
our knowledge or widened our concep-
tions of the universe, we note the follow-
ing mighty march of science :

1. The determination of the mechanical
equivalent of heat, leading to the great
principle of the conservation of energy.

2. The molecular theory of gases.

3. The mode of direct measurement of
the velocity of light, and the experimental
proof of the earth’s rotation. These are
put together because hardly suflicient
alone.

4. The discovery of the function of dust
in nature.

5. The theory of definite and multiple
proportions in chemistry.

6. The nature of meteors and comets,
leading to the meteoric theory of the uni-
verse.

7. The proof of the glacial epoch, its

rast extent, and its effect upon the earth’s
surface.

8. The proof of the great antiquity of
man.
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9. The establishment of the theory of
organic evolution.

10. The cell theory and the recapitula-
tion theory in embryology.

11. The germ theory of the zymotic
diseases.

12. The discovery of the nature and
function of the white blood corpuscles.

Turning to the past in the eightz2enth
century, we may perhaps claim two groups
of discoveries :

1. The foundation of modern chem-
istry by Black, Cavendish, Priestley and
Lavoisier, and—

2. The foundation of electrical science
by Franklin, Galvani, and Volta.

The seventeenth century is richer in
epoch-making discoveries, since we have :

3. The theory of grav.tation estab-
lished.

4. The discovery of Kepler's laws.

5. The invention of fluxions and the
differential caleulus.

6. Harvey’s proof of the circulation of
the blood.

7. Roemer’s proof of finite velocity of
light by Jupiter’s satcllites.

It will be well now to give comparative
lists of the great inventions and discov-
eries of the two eras, adding a few others
to those above enumerated :

NINETEENTH CENTURY.
1. Railways.
2. Steamships.
3. Electrie telegraphs.,
4. The telephore.
5. Lucifer matches.
6. Gas illumination.
7. Electrie lighting.

ALL PRECEDING AGES.

1. Themariner’s compass.

2. The steaw engine,

3. The telescope.

4. The  barometer
thermometer.

5. Printing.

G. Arabic numeraly.

and

8. Photography. 7. Alphabetical writing.
9. The phonograph. 8. Modern Chemistry
10. Roentgen rays. founded.

11. Speetrum analysis, 9. Electric science

12, Anwsthetics. founded.

13. Antisepticsurgery.  1n. Gravitationdiscovered.
14. Conservation of 11. Kepler's laws,
cnergy. 12, The differential ealcu-
15. Mowecular theory of Tus,
13. The circulation of the

grases.
16. Velocity of light di- blood.
ectly measured, and 14, Light proved to have
the carth’s rotation finite velocity.
cxperimentaliy shown. 15 The development of
17. The uses of dust. Keometry,
18. Chemistry, definite
proportions in.
19, Metcors and the me-
teoric theory.
2. The glacial epoch,
21. The antiquity of wman.
22, Organic evolution es-
tablished.
23. Cell theory and cm-
bryology. "
23. Germ theory of discase
and the function of
the leucorytes.

Of course, the numbs2rs are not abso-
lute. Either series may be increased or
diminished.
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The World’s Progress.

A PRAYER rOR THE NATIONS.

Behold us, Lord, Thy burden’d folk !
Our ploughshares rust, our fallows wait:
Our toil goes up in bitter smoke
To fashion sword and armour-plate.
Our hosts increase, we know not why ;
Our terrors grow : we gaze and hark :
The realms are tinder, quick, and dry ;
That waits the wind and spark.

Unwind, O Lord, the crimson thread
Blind hate has woven through the years:
Let earth forget the armies’ tread
The seas no more be salt with tears,
This Council of the weary lands
Enlighten : let Thy star increase,
And lead us till our groping hands
Have touch’d the Father’s Peace.
—Sunday at Home.

Tue Peace CONFERENCE.

The kingdom of Heaven corzeth not
with observation. A London editor sent
word to the Hague to greatly abridge the
reports of the Peace Conference. * No
one in London,” he said, ¢ cares for any-
thing but the news from the Transvaal,
and the latest scores of the cricket match
with the Australians.” Yet, the peace
congress of four-and-twenty nations is
the most significant event of the close of
the century. ‘“If, twelve months ago,”
says Mr. Stead, ‘“any one had predicted
that the representatives of all the govern-
ments would be employed for two months
in elaborating a court and code for the
universal establishment of a system of
arbitration among nations, he would
have been derided as the idlest of dream-
ers. But this strange thing has come
to pass before our eyes.

¢ The Master Builder, in his wisdom,
did not unfold to his artificers the plan
on which they were to build. There was
nothing about arbitration in the Tsar’s
rescript. Many of the delegates openly
scoffed at the idea of an international
court. Yet, this composite, heterogene-
ous conglomerate of representatives from
all nations, near and far, moved as if by
some constraining impulse, has done the
very thing which the most sanguine op-
thnists amongst us would have declared
to be far beyond thereach of this genera-
tion. It is such things as this which
made Cromwell continually burst out into
quotations from the Hebrew seers, and
marvel at the blindness of those who dc
tiot or will not see the presence and

the potency of One who is wiser and
mightier than they. ¢Surely the wrath
of man shall praise Him : The remainder
of wrath will he restrain.’” Gureater are
the victories of peace than those of war.

Another feature of the conference has
been to demonstrate the essential unity
and solidarity of the English-speaking
race throughout the world, not of set
purpose, but from community of interest
and identity of ideals. The Inglish and
Americandelegations stood together often
in opposition to all the other delegations
of the Conference.

There are some things that we regret.
We wish that the cruel dumdum bullets
could have been prohibited. It is argued
that in the rush of savage tribes itis
truest mercy to render as many hors de
combat as possible. The Fuzzie-Wuzzies
of the Soudan, heedless of the small-bore
bullets, broke the British square at Tel-
El-Kebir. But the terrible hail of dum-
dums at Omdurman mowed them down
by thousands long before they reached
the English lines.

War 1s a murderous business at the
best, and we Delieve the Conference has
done much to make it henceforth very
difficult, if not impossible. Certainly
no civilized nation can go to war without
first appealing to this international course
of arbitration.

Tee YUKON QUESTION.

We greatly regret that Sir Wilfrid
Laurier permitted himself to use in the
now historic debate on this subject, in-
stead of his usual sunny ways, the ugly
word War. The merest suggestion of that
awltima ratio regum jars upon the har-
monies of the Anglo-American intent,
causes irritation, and inflames passion.
The very idea as a solution of a diplo-
matic question is to-day an anachronism,
from which no one recoils more than Sir
Wilfrid. If the Canadian contention is
right, as we believe it is, and is loyal-
ly supported by both parties in_parlia-
ment, and by the backing of the Empire,
all the more need for being scrupulously
courteous and conciliatory. Still more is
this important because, in the alnost in-
conceivable event of war over a disputed
sub-arctic boundary, it is to the mother-
country we would look for help, while to
its military resources we contribute not
a penny. If two gentlemen find them-
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selves unable to agree they do not declare
that the only appeal is to the law or toa
duel. Why should the alternative of
war be even suggested as an alternative
to arbitration. We think Sir Wilfrid's
phrase, so much harped upon, an unfor-
tunate one, as giving the yellow journals
of the United States a chance to upbraid
Canada as L'enfant terrible. Let us give
our neighbours credit for standing only
upon what they conceive to be their
rights, as we stand upon ours.

Ricur, Nor MiGHT.

It is an instructive illustration of the
solidarity of the British Empire, alike in
the homeland and Tasmania, in Australia
and Canada, that the fair and stalwart
daughters of the great mother of nations
hasten to assure her of their sympathy
with the oppressed Outlanders of the
Transvaal. These may, as Mr. Foster
remarked in our Canadiay Parliament,
be outlanders in the Republic of the
Boers, but they are inlanders of Britain's
world-wide empire and entitled to all its
rights and liberties.

At the same time we trust that Boer
blood will not be shed by British hands
in the effort to secure the local franchise
for the Uitlanders. A steady moral pres-
sure and an appeal to the latent sense
of justice of Oom Pauland his Volksraad,
and to the enlightened opinion of the
civilized world, will, without a doubt,
bring all the concessions required. On
the other hand, the first shot fired would
unite the Duteh throughout all Africa
against the British, would introduce a
racial war dividing families and commun-
ities which were gradually growing into
brotherhood, would invest even the grim
figure of OQom Paul with & halo of patriot-
ism, and should he fail, as fail he must,
with a halo of martyrdom.

Olive Schreiner, the African-born
daughter of a Methodist missionary, issues
a passionate appeal to the English toavert
the horror of such a war. **Do not say
to us,” she cries, ‘‘*You Englishmen,
when the war is over, can wrap the mantle
of our imperial glory round you and
walk about boasting that the victory is
yours.” We could never wrap that mantle
about us again. We have worn it with
pride. We could never wear it then.
There would be blood upon it, and the
blood would be our brothers’. We put it
to the men of England : Judge for us,
and by your judgment we will abide,
Remember, we are Englishmen !”

An carnest protest against such a war
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finds expression in the appeal of Mr.
Stead, one of the most ardent of Imperi-
alists, and in the meeting of six thousand
men in Trafalgar Square, London. Britain
is strong enough and secure enough in
the righteousness of her demands to wait
with patience till the sense of right, and
not of might, shall prevail.

SPECGLATIVE STRIKES.

The organized strikes and defiance of
law in Cleveland, in Brooklyn, and in
New York, are a serious menace to civ-
ilization. The use of dynamite to destroy
the elevated railway is one of the most
reckless exhibitions of anarchism that we
know. The worst feature of it is that
this strike, it is alleged, was engineered
by stock-broking sharks to inflate their
dividends at the cost of human Hesh and
blood. The Brooklyn ZLugle well re-
marks : The use of a strike for specula-
tive purposes is worthy only of men who
would poison a neighbour’s well to re-
duce the value of his home, and who
would then buy it themselves at the
reduced figures. The best feature of this
stock-brokers’ strike is that it utterly
failed.

THE INTERNATIONAL COUNCIL OF WOMEN.

One of the most notable gatherings
ever held in ine interests of women was
the international council which was re-
cently convened in London. Its presid-
ing officer was the Countess of Aberdeen,
s0 well known in Canada for her enthu-
siasm in promoting the International
Council of Women, and everything else
that can benefit her sex and humanity.
We abridge from the report in the New
York Dribune the following account of
this convention :

“The international council sufticed to
establish at least two points, namely, that
women are expert organizers, and that
they Fnow how to speak with freshness
aud vigour. The arrangements made for
this nine days’ debate were most orderly
and complete, and prove that women can
master the complex details of organiza-
tion required for an international assem-
bly. There were no eccentricities of
dress on platform or in the house. As
the presentations went on from thirty
colonies or countries, the Parisian mode
was disclosed as the golden bond uniting
the women of the universe. Even Mme.
Shén, with her gorgeous Chinese em-
broideries, had white gloves as dainty as
the little feet beneath her petticoat.
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“The noble lords, who werc occupied
at that moment in the craven task of
repressing the aldermanic aspirations of
the gentle sisterhood of woman, would
have blushed if they could have heard
Lady Aberdeen’s temperate address,
which explained the main motive of the
internation:' council as the enforcement
of the Golden Rule. That was notrevolu-
tionary, nor was her exclamation : ¢ Man
was not meant to live alone, but still less
was woman ;' and her closest approach to
sarcasm was the sentence: ‘It may be
well to have unions of mothers, but do
the fathers count for so little in the home
that their counsel is not needed 2° The
noble lords would have shifted uneasily
in their benches if they had heard
Baroness Alexander Gripenberg, from
Finland, in bad English, but with solemn
earnestness of manner, denounce the
struggle of the strongest against the
weakest ; and they may have doubted
their majority for the anti-sutfrage amend-
ment if they had caught a glimpse of Miss
Susan B. Anthony, as grim as weather-
beaten Plymouth Rock.

‘ When the veteran warrior’s name was
called there was an outburst of appiause
which disclosed her prestige as the most
famous woman in the assembly. She
rose with a determined air, tore off her
black gloves, whisked off her bonnet, and
prepared for the fray ; and in & moment
her voice was ringing through the hall
with a thrill of earnestness i it which
the most fluent and vivacious woman on
the platform might well have envied.
Then it was made clear that ‘ age cannot
wither nor custom stale her infinite
variety ’; for she was deft in her com-
pliments, compassionate in her declaration
that she did not yet despair of men,
cheery in her forecasts of the mission of
the international council, and intensely
belligerent in her sununons to her sex,
¢ Organize, organize, organize !’

“QOnly one woman rivalled Miss An-
thony in volume of voice and power of
commanding attention. This was Mme.
Finkelstein Mountford, from Palestine,
who, in trumpet tones, that might be
heard from Dan to Beersheba, proclaimed
her cosmopolitan character, since she had
been born in Turkey, was Russian by
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descent, and an American citizen by
adoption, and was married to an English-
man.

‘“Certainly it must be admitted by
every spectator who attended the meet-
ings of this council that women gave a
practical demonstration of their ability to
discv ., with definiteness and intelligence
all the practical questions with which men
have to deal in modern life. The world
will spin around at the end of the session
very much as it did before Lady Aber-
deen announced that the Golden Rule was
to be applied to society, custom, and law;
but something is gained for the sex and
much for the world when hundreds of
famous women assemble with their bright
intelligence and practical ability to show
how keenly they are interested in every-
thing that concerns humanity.”

A GRrACEruL CONCESSION.

A graceful concession of the United
States in granting Canada a free port of
entry to the Yukon territory would do
much to relieve the strained relations
between the two countries. It would be
an exhibition of goodwill that would he
worth a ton of platitudes and attitudes
that have no practical result. There are
many things in which each country may
help the other without harm to itself.
The abrogation of the Clayton-Bulwer
agrecment would be worth vastly more
to the United States than this slight con-
cession to Canada. Why should men of
cither nation, who in private life are the
very soul of kindliness and courtesy, in
public policy be churlish and niggavdly
and play the dog in the manger{ Itis
but a survival of the ancient barbarism
that regards as enemies all beyond the
boundary line. It has been a mistake of
British policy, only recently cured, to
grudge Russia an ice-free port for her
growing commerce. Even if the Ameri-
cans had the right to exclude Canada
from access to her own territory in the
Yukon, it would be an unneighbourly
act. The sunny ways of generous con-
cessions will do far more to cultivate good
will than churlish selfishness, or, above
all, talk about war.

He'’s truly valiant that can wisely suffer

The worst that man can breathe, and make his wrongs
His outsides; wear them like his garment, carelessly;
And né’er prefer his injurics to his heart

To bring it into danger.—Shakespeare.




( 281 )

PLANNING THE CAMPAIGN.

The Rev. Dr. Potts, Secretary of the
Twenticth Century Fund, is making
thorough preparation for a vigorous
prosecution of this grand campaign.
Sunday, October 8th, is the day ap-
pointed for the simultaneous presentation
of -this important subject throughout the
length and breadth of the Dominion.
Dr. Potts very truly remarks: *‘We
should aim at having every member, ad-
herent and friend a subscriber to this
monumental and thanksgiving fund, also
every member of our Sunday-schools and
Epworth Leagnes.” The Cornish people
have a stirring motto, *“One and AllL”
which has often proved a rallying ery in
the time of peril or need of special efiort.
That should be the motto of Methodism,
especially in this greatest effort of the
century. Itis only by reaching the last
man, the last woman and child in our
Connexion that the great result desired
can be achieved.

Many touching instances have occarred
in Great Britain and Ireland showing the
intense interest of even the poorest mem-
hars of British and Irish Methodism to
contribute to this fund. Some very old
people, who fear they might not live to
the end of the century, have already sent
in their guineas. Some very poor people
are seeking to lay by a few pence a week
that their names, and those of the mem-
bers of their families, may be written on
the historie roll.  Some are contributing
for the dead, whose names are written in
the Book of Life. We hope that the young
people of Canadian Methodisin especially
will see that they have their full share in
this glorious movement. It is for their
benetit, more than for that of any others.
Most of them will live throughout many
decades of the glorious twenticth century,
when their elders shall have passed away.
Those who so grandly built and toiled
during this nineteenth century from the
mount of vision of its close may, like
Moses on Mount Nebo, behold the goodly
land of the future. But many of them
may not enter therein, and most of them
shall do little more than cross its borders.
But ““the young and strong who cherish
noble longings for the strife,” shall dwell
in the good Iand and enjoy its rich frui-
tion. Let those who are ‘‘the heirs of
all the ages, the foremost in the files of
time,” deterinine to have their full share
in this grand work. Let them begin at
once to save, to practice self-denial, to
lay by in storeas the Lord prospers them,
to remember the words of the Lord Jesus,
It is more blessed to give than to re-

ceive,” to walk **in His steps’ who came
not to be ministered unto, but to minister,
to give his life a ransom for many.

1t is a happy coincidence that one of
our Sunday-school lessons in the near
future is that on the joy of giving. Its
Golden Text is, **God loveth a cheerful
giver.”  That word literally means a
hilarious giver, one who gives with joy
and gladness. Let us seck to entc. into
the spirit of that generous, joyous giving
for the glory of God, the extension of
His kingdom, the upbuilding of His cause
in the earth. Great and blessed will be
the reward. ‘ Bring ye all the tithes
into the storchouse, that there may be
meat in Mine house, and prove Me now
herewith, saith the Lord of hosts, if I
will not open you the windows of heaven,
and pour you out 3 blessing, that there
shall not be room enough to receive it.
And I will rebuke the devourer for your
sakes, and he shall not destroy the fruits
of your ground ; neither shall your vine
cast her fruit before the time m the field,
saith the Lord of hosts.

Let us learn to give in the spirit of
Rose Terry Cooke's noble poen :

Give! as the morniug that flows oat of
heaven ;
Give! as the waves when their chunnel is
riven ;
Give! asthe free air and sunshine are given ;
Lavishly, utterly, joyfully give.
Not the waste drops of thy cup overflowing,
Not the faint sparks of thy hearth ever
glowing,
Not a pale bud from the June roses blowing ;
tive,as He gave thee, whogave theetolive.

Pour out thy love, like the rush of a river,
Wasting its waters, forever and ever,
Throngh the burnt sands that reward not
the giver;
Silent or songful, thou nearest the sea.
Scatter thy life, as the summer showers
pouring !
What if no bird through the pearl-rain is
soaring ?
What if no blossom looks upwards adoring?
Look to the life that was lavished for thee!

Almost the day of thy giving is over ;
Ere from the grass dies the bee-haunted
clover,
Thou wilt have vanished from friend and
from lover;
What shall thy longing avail in the grave
Give as the heart gives, whose fetters are
breaking,
Life, love and hope, all thy dreams and thy
waking,
Soon heaven’s river thy soul-fever slaking,
Thon shalt know God and the gift that
He gave.
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Tae MorHer CHURCH OF METHODISM.

The reopeming of John Wesley’s
Chapel, City Road, London, last July,
was an occasion of unique interest. The
cost of its reconstruction was over twenty
thousand dollars, all of which was raised
on the occasion or before it. Seldom
have so many distinguished persons, not
of the Methodist Church, taken part in a
Methodist ceremonial. Lord Battersea
was chairman, and gave a generous con-
tribution. Lord Strathcona opened the
new buildings with a golden key, and
speaking from his experience as one of
Her Majesty’s representatives in the
great Dominion of Canada, said he re-
Joiced in the ‘““proud privilege ” which
had been conferred upon him. Nowhere
throughout the Empire, of which they
were proud citizens, was the name of
Wesley more revered than in America.
There his influence and teaching, and
that of his successors, had been most
beneficent. ¢ Methodism,” said the dis-
tinguished Pro-Consul, ‘¢ has been one of
the greatest factors in the building up of
Canada to its present condition—a coun-
try of which we are all proud.”

Dr. Joseph Parker preached a notable
sermon, the first outside of his own pul-
pit since his recent bereavement. The
Right Hon. H. H. Asquith, Q.C., M.P.,
gave an admirable speech, in v hich he
said: ‘“You are to-day, by the test of
numbers, the largest among the Protest-
ant communities of the world, and less
than 2 hundred years ago I suppose it
would be true to say that never since the
first days of the Christian religion did a
Church start from such small beginnings,
and with such a demonstrable lack of the
external conditions of success.”

Sir John Lubbock, the distinguished
scientist, gave an appropriate address on
the influence of science on religious
thought during the closing century. He
declared that those persons who feared in
the discoveries of science injury to relig-
ion showed lack of faith. Not only had
science failed to injure religion, but he
claimed for it that it had materially pro-
moted the cause of religion.

Bishop Warren represented the sister
Methodism of the United States. The
Methodist Episcopal Church, he said,
preached the Gospel in thirty different

languages. From the base of the Rockies
he brought greetings and thanks, because
they had made beautiful the dear old
cradle of Methodism.

Mr. Perks, Sir Henry Fowler, Sir
Frederick Howard, Dr. Rigg, Professor
Findlay, and others took part. A beau-
tiful memorial bust of the late Dr. Moul-
ton was unveiled in this old mother
Church of Methodism.

WESLEYAN CONFERENCE.

This Conference began well. For
twelve hours, from six o’clock in the
morning to six o’clock in the evening,
2 continuous prayer-meeting was held in
Wesley’s Chapel. The influence of these
hallowed hours was felt throughout the
Conference. As was expected, the Rev.
Frederick W. Macdonald was elected
President of the Conference. Mr. Mac-
donald is the son and grandson of a
Methodist preacher. His sister is the
mother of Rudyard Kipling. He has
been for some years one of the Mission-
ary Secretaries of the Wesleyan Methodist
body. The last official act of his dis-
tinguished predecessor, Rev. Hugh Price
Hughes, was the presentation of offi-
cial keys and seal and Bible of John Wes-
ley, the symbols of office, to the new
president. That presentation he made
in the following fitting words :

¢“These keys which T hand to you are
not the keys of the kingdom of heaven—
or I would not entrust them even to you.
I thank God that they are in other and
better hands—in hands that once were
crucified. Thatawful power belongs only
to Him who said, ‘I am He that openeth
and no man shutteth, and shutteth and
no man openeth.” At the same time
these keys, humble as they look, signify
genuine and august authority. They
represent an authority greater than that
of your brother of Canterbury. For Lord
Salisbury himself said very frankly the
other day in the House of Lords that in
the Church of England there is no discip-
line at all. If this were the time, Ithink
I could demonstrate that in some serious
respects your authority is greater than
that of your brother of Rome,—arising
not from compulsory force, but from the
reverence with which thirty millions of
people regard the Chair of the Confer-
ence which is the mother Conference of
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all the Conferences throughout the world.
God has given you this great opportunity
of striking a keynote of fuller consecra-
tion and of deeper sympathy with the
perishing, and with those who are seeking
to live the higher life of God.

I am very glad to give you in the next
place the Great Seal of this Conference.
It has the likeness of John Wesley upon
it, but he was not the founder of Meth-
odism—Jesus Christ was the founder of
Methodism. That John Waesley was the
instrument of God is proved by the very
fact that he was so very reluctant to move
in that direction. This seal also contains
the words, ¢ What hath God wrought !”
and I pray that you may have occasion,
as had Wesley, of praising God for the
miracles of his grace.

And may I be permitted to add that
it gives me peculiar happiness to place
these seals of office in the hands of ¢
Missionary Secretary, and as God has
been pleased during the past year to give
us extraordinary prosperity at home, may
He grant that the year before us may be
one of an immense revival in Foreign
Missions, and of glorious victories for the
Cross in every country. Last of all, I
hand to you, as the most significant sym-
bol of your oftice, the identical Bible
which John Wesley, ¢¢ homo wnius libii,”
held in his hand when he preached in
Methodist preaching houses and in the
open air to such large numbers of Eng-
lishmen. A gifted writer in the Spectator,
in speaking of Methodism from the out-
side, said that England, as a whole, was
as truly interested in Wesley as in Shake-
speare, and that it might well be doubted
whether, in the long course of her history,
any one person had ever influenced her
life in so direct, palpable, and powerful a
way as had John Wesley. By thatsword
of truth which is placed in your hand he
saved England, as that writer says, from
revolution and from ruin ; not by the pa-
tronage of the State, not by the force of
the civil magistrate, not by gifts of public
money—but by preaching the truths of
that Book in the demonstration of the
Spirit and of power, and I do not think
I can offer any better prayer for you in
your year of office than that the soul-con-
verting power may attend your ministry
as it attended the ministry of the man
who first held that book in hand. God
grant that you may know as you never
knew before the happiness of seeing souls
saved, which is the highest happiness, for
it is the happiness of God himself.

WHERE THE RESPONSIBILITY RESTS.
In an interview on the Thanksgiving

Fund, published in the Guardian, the
Rev. Dr. Potts said :

‘¢ Responsibility will, almost entirely,
be laid upon the pastors and cir-
cuit officials. There will be no special
agents employed. Of course, connexional
officers, presidents of Conferences and
chairmen of districts, will render all the
service they can, but the main work must
be done by the pastors, circuis ofticials and
the friends of the Thanksgiving Fund.
If God be in the movement, and the pas-
tors be in it, the pastors will accomplish
more than any paid agents in advocating
the scheme. My hope is that it will be
so largely a matter of religious consecra-
tion and thanksgiving that the people
will respond without special begging and
canvassing.”

*‘The Historic Roll will take the form
of Conference volumes. A souvenir card
will be sent to every person whose name
will be on the Roll, and this card wiil
also indicate the number opposite which
the namne is inscribed. The In Memor-
iam’ department will be sacred to the
memory of loved ones passed on to the
skies. I think it will be a very beautiful
thing for the names of ministers and
others, instrumental in the conversion of
our people, to be placed on the Historic
Roll by their spiritual childven. In this
way, the memory of those who have gone
to their reward will be preserved ; and it
will be a fitting honour to those who are
still with us as soul-winners in the Church
on earth. These will be the only names
duplicated on the Honour Roll.”

Tre Iris# METHODIST CONFERENCE.

The Dublin Conference, says the Meth-
odist Times, was by general consent one
of the most interesting, important and
hopeful in the history of the Methodist
Church in Ireland. It is a matter for
great thankfulness that this can be said
of the first Conference since the death of
Dr. McMullen. Dr. McMullen, whose
visit to Canada as a delegate from the
Irish Conference will be remembered
withmuchpleasure,occupiedaquite unique
position in Irish Methodism, asunique as
Dr. Bunting’s in our own. His immense
influence and far-sighted statesmanship
enabled Irish Methodism under his lead-
ership to secure Methodist Union, the
introduction of the laity into the Con-
ference and the complete organization of
the Church. It was much regretted on
this side of the Irish Channel, as well as
on the other, that circumstances made it
practically impossible for that great
ecclesiastical statesman to occupy the
chair of the British Conference.
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The Conference which followed his
dexth was necessarily a critical one. It
will always be associated with the tri-
umphant success of the Twentieth Cen-
tury Fund, with a new impetus to open-
air preaching, with the inauguration of a
great fund which will do for Belfast what
the Metropolitan Chapel Building Fund
has done for London, and with a renewed
determination to carry the Gospel with
more tenderness and courage than ever
to the Roman Catholic population of Ire-
Jand.

We are very thankful to note the in-
creasing determination of the Irish Meth-
odist Conference to adopt the Forward
Movement in all its developments in
town and country alike, and to address
themselves with unprecedented energy
and enthusiasm to the evangelization of
the whole of Treland.

With the Bible in its hand and the
Gospel of love in its mouth, it must
preach alile to Protestant and to Roman-
ist. A prominent layman who, until he
was twenty-four years of age, was himself
a Romanist, informed the Conference
that until he had reached that age he
had never once read the great words,
‘“God so loved the world that He gave
His only begotten Son, that whosoever
believeth in Him should not perish but
have everlasting life”! In passionate
terms he pleaded that the Bible and
especially the New Testament, should be
yet more freely circulated among his
Roman Catholic fellow-countrymen. He
spoke of them with the deepest love,
declaring at the same time that 75 per
cent. of them never saw the Bible. In
one way this is a hopeful fact.

PaN-METHODISM.

The Rev. Hugh Price Hughes, at the
Irish Conference, made the significant
statement : ““The ultimate goal of Meth-
odism should be one Methodist Church for
each country in the world, and a united
Conference every ten years to keep them
together. Protestants suffered greatly
from religious divisions. The time had
come when they should present w united
front for civii and religious liberty, for
the glories of Protestantism, and for
evangelical truth. During the last six
years a wonderful movement had taken
place amongst all the Protestant Churches
of England towards union— a movement
so sweeping that twenty years ago nobody
outside a lunatic asylum could have anti-
cipated its occurrence inside a century.
They had prepared a new Catechism ;
and their responsible theologians had
actually agreed to every question and
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every answer unanimously. No result
like that had ever been accomplished
since the sixteenth century. There was
an external unity amongst Roman Catho-
lics, but that was all  The really Pro-
testant Churches of Great Britain were
more absolutely united together in genuine
union than their Roman Catholic breths
ren, and for this reason, that they were
not one in the Pope, but one in Jesus
Christ. The Methodists were the most
numerous church body in the British
Empire—an Empire that he was assured
was yet destined to play an important
part in the world’s history. They were
the largest Protestant Church in the
world, and therefore they had special
responsibilities and special privileges,
and he thought it was their highest duty
to keep in close touch with one another,
and to cultivate the mostfriendly relations.

ReTIREMENT OF REV. DR. MILLIGAN.

After twenty-five years’ service, the
Rev. Dr. Milligan, who has been the
leader of the educational interests of
Methodism in Newfoundland, has felt it
necessary to retire from that onerous
position. He received a most kind and
cordial complimentary resolution from
the Conference. Dr. Milligan has ren-
dered a service of inestimable value to
Methodism in that country. The Rev.
L. Curtis, B.A., was recommended as his
successor, and the Rev. W, T. D. Dunn
becomes editor-in-chief of the Monthly
Greeting. The Confsrence cordially gave
its loyal support to the Twentieth Cen-
tury Fund movement, and our liberal-
minded friends in Britain's oldest colony
may be depended on to do their whole
duty in this matter.

“Waar SHaApOWS ARE WE!”

Seldom has Canada been bereaved of
so many of her public men in so short a
time as within the last few wecks. Sena-
tor Sanford, the Hon. Mr. Ives, the Hon.
Mr. Geoftrion, and Sir James Edgar,
Speaker of the House of Commons, have
all been summoned within a month from
time to eternity. Well did Sir Wilfrid
Laurier say that we have been living in
the shadow of death. Mr. Foster empha-
sized the salutary lesson that in all our
little differences we are members of one
common humsan family, bound over a
very short road for the unseen world.
This, he added, ought to temper the heat
of party strifc and the impetuosity of
party debate. Well may we use the
language of Burke, uttered at a time of
great national hereavement, ¢© What shad-
ows we are, and what shadows we pursue!”
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EARLY MISSIONS IN CANADA.*

BY THE REV.

These volumes, from the facile and
graphic pen of the large-hearted and well-
beloved Roman Catholic Dean of St.
Catharines, Ontario, are a notable contri-
bution to the early history of our young
Dominion. Every honest and intelligent
effort to work the mine of historical
wealth, which the past of our country
offers, and which remains so largely un-
explored, merits the applause of all patri-
otic Canadians ; and for this reason, if
for no other, we welcome Dr. Harris’
books, and call renewed attention to their
contents.

The earlier and smaller of these publi-
cations is an attempt to record the history
of early missions in Western Canada. By
missions in this connection, Roman Catho-
lic missions are, of course, meant ; and,
indeed, our author’s researches carry him
back to a period when there were no
other missions in the country. Itis to
the credit of the Latin Church that she
was the first to send missionaries to this
continent. The best blood of France and
the worthiest of the priests of the Church
were consecrated to the work of redeem-
ing the red man of the primeval Canadian
forest from the errors and darkness of
paganism.

Dr. Haxris’ inquiries lead him to paint
a portrait of the ‘‘noble red man,” which
differs widely from the ideal presented to
our boyish fancy in Cooper’s novels.
““To make a hero of the American In-
dian,” protests our author, *‘is to raise a
monument to cruelty on a pedestal of
lust.” Indeed, as one reads Dr. Harris’
pages, the doubt arises whether he has
not been betrayed into overstating the
case and painting the depravity of the
Indian in overdark colours. *Can such
monsters have lived ?” we involuntarily
ask. But it is only fair to add that the
portrait is in harmony with the records
upon which the Dean relies for his facts.

Though the Franciscans and Recollets
were the pioneer missionaries, it is the
Jesuits who are the heroes of this volume,

* t“History of the Early Missions in
Western Canada. By Very Rev. W. R.
Iélarris, D.D. Toronto: Hunter, Rose &
0.

‘““The Catholic Church in the Niagara
Peninsula, 1626-1895.” Dean Harris. Illus-
trated. Toronto: William Briggs.

S,

P. ROSE, D.D.

and rightly so. The most ultra-Protes-
tant, to whom the term Jesuit stands for
all that is to be feared and opposed in
State and Church, will be compelled to
admit that history does not record more
unselfish, courageous, or admirable devo-
tion to a cherished purpose than that dis-
played by the members of the Society of
Jesus, who, in obedience to what they
regarded as adivineimpulse, sought, inthe
first half of the seventeenth century, to
plant the banner of the Cross upon the
North American continent. Protestants
should familiarize themselves with the
thrilling story which Dean Harris’ book
tells—a story told also by Bancroft, and
Parkman, and Withrow. It is a story
which does much to redeem the order to
which these men belonged from the only
too well-deserved reproach into which
it has fallen.

The history of these early Catholic
missions is instructive also because of
their confessed failure. This failure is
frankly recognized by Dr. Hamis. Why
did the Christ-like sacrifice of these
heroic men accomplish so little ? In part,
the answer may be found in the character
of the men amongst whom the mission-
ariestoiled. Never wasworse soil offered
for spiritual cultivation.

But from our point of view, the methods
of the missionaries were at fault. They
ware entirely too superficial. Baptism
by water was inadequate to the washing
away of sin. The simple oftices of the
Church were poor substitutes for instruc-
tion in New Testament facts and doc-
trines. If these men had united to their
holy fervour a clearer view of the mean-
ing and message of the Gospel of Jesus
Christ, their success might have been
proportioned, in some good measure, to
their zeal. John G. Paton, and before
him the missionaries to the Fiji Islands,
encountered as low a type of moral
character as did Brebeuf and Jogues,
but how different the results of their toils.
The missionaries of whom Dr. Harris
writes so sympathetically and eloquently
did not want apostolic zeal, but they did
not pursue apostolic methods.

And yet who shall dare to pronounce
their noble service und sacrifice a failure ?
A comparative failure it was, but

‘“Iigh failure overtops the bounds of low successes,’
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and the world is a better world to-day
because these men lived and toiled and
suffered and died.

Dr. Harris’ later and larger volume,
which in its admirable get-up veflects
nmuch credit upon our own Publishing
House, deals with a narrower theme,
but treats itin so interesting and compre-
hensive a manner, that it will doubtless
receive what it deserves, a hearty wel-
<ome into many homes. The title might
niislead the Protestant reader into sup-
posing that the volume has nothing for
him. This would be a pity. This book,
apart from its especial interest to the
Catholic reader, is a distinet contribution
to the archaology of our country. The
author has read widely, and makes excel-
lent use of the stores of information which
he has gathered.

Methodist Magazine and Review.

The introductory chapter upon the
mound-builders and copper-workers in-
introduces us to a forgotten people, the
Attiwandarons, and unearths much valu.
able information not within the reach of
the ordinary reader. The early history
of the Niagara peninsula is recalled in an
attractive way, and references to Protest-
ants are generous and in good taste. Dr.
Harris is happy in his character-sketch-
ing. One old priest, familiar to our boy-
hood, Father Grattan, lives again in the
pages of this interesting volume. If this
review were written in a critical spirit, it
would be possible to cross swords with
the author in his interpretation of his-
torical events, but criticism is not our
purpose. The author seeks to be fair,
and has certainly succeeded in giving us a
volumeof greatinterest and no little value.

MISSIONS AND SOCIAL PROGRESS.*

Dr. Dennis may not be the first to pro-
pound a philosophy of missions, but no one
else has ever developed such a philosophy
with the wide induction of facts, with
such a keen insight, and with such in-
spiring and elequent demonstration. Dr.
Dennis’ first volume described the appal-
ling conditions of social and moral evils
in the non-Christian world ; the ineffec-
tual remedies which were offered, and the
-causes of their failure ; and pointed out
that Christianity was the only social hope
of the nations. In this volume he shows
the marvellous results in the uplift of
man asan individual, and in communities
through the power of the Gospel. He
well says :

¢The service of missionaries, although
a quiet factor in the growth of civiliza-
tion, making no great stir in the world,
produces effects which are of decisive im-
port in social, and even national, deve-
lopment. When we consider the com-
paratively small number of labourers—
only a few thousand, widely dispersed in
many lands, and in the case of medical
missionaries only a, few hundred—the
results are remarkable in their volume
and dynamic force.

‘“In a sense altogether unique, Chris-

* #¢Christian Missions and Social Pro-
ress.” A Sociological Study of Foreign
Missions. By the Rev. James D. Dennis,
D.D., in three volumes. Vol. II. New
York and Toronto: Fleming H. Revell Co.
Toronto: William Briggs. Octavo, pp.
xxvi-486. With many full-page half-tone
plates. Price, $2.50.

tian missionaries may be regarded as the
makers of the twentieth-century man-
hood of advancing races. They stand for
upwardsocial mmovementsamong backward
peoples. There are indications that
strong and earnest minds in Chrisian
circles fuily recognize this fact, and re-
gard the Foreign Mission enterprise with
deepening interest and ampler vision.
The transcendent significance of the pur-
pose of God is becoming more apparent ;
the sublimity of the task as a divinely
appointed method, its poweras a divinely
commissioned sgency, its increasing mo-
mentum as a world-embracing movement,
are arresting, perhaps as never before in
modern times, the attention of all who
hope and pray for the coming of the Re-
decmer’s kingdom.”

This book cannot fail ‘“ to broaden the
vision of the friends of missions, and to
establish a deeper interdenominational
consciousness in the whole circle of Chris-
tian labourers for the kingdom of our
common Master. A Christiar. federation
of the world in allegiance to the Supreme
Ruler, and for the expansion of His king-
dom, is by no meansanimpossibility. The
story of modern missions is a prose epic.
It tells how man puts himself ‘alongside
of God in history, and works with Him
among the laws and forces of human
nature and the facts of human life.” It is
a record of brave and unselfish living. It
recounts the gentle deeds, the humble
ministries, the patient sacrifices, and the
cheerful toils of earnest men and devout
women in quest of the welfare of man-
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kind. It voices a strain of melody which
is perhaps the noblest earthly prelude to
that song of triumph which the redeemed
of all nations shall sing.”

In a woild-wide survey, Dr. Dennis
points out how the leaves of this tree of
life which are for the healing of the
nations, bring a moral and social regen-
eration of whole tribes and nations. Like
the waters of Marah, thece were exceed-
ing bitter till {.1e healing branch was cast
therein, and made them sweet .forever.
A new type of manhood was created.
Evon in darkest Africa and cannibal
Polynesia and sin-sodden India, Christ-
likeness has been created.

One of the most potent influences in
this respect has been personal examples
of missionaries and native converts—the
object-lesson of a Christian family, that
bit of Eden iinplanted in the heart of
heathenism.

Among the special results noticed are
the temperance reform. It is the shame
of civilization that British, Dutch, and
New England rum have tauglit the pagans
of Africa a deeper degradation than they
knew before. It is to the credit of Islam
that it has made drunkenness an unknown
vice throughout Moslem lands from Delhi
to Morocco. It is all the more necessary
to create a conscience against drink in
this besotted people who have become its
victims.

The greed of trade has forced the opium
traftic on China, and greatly developed it
in India. One of the greatest evils mis-
sions have to overcome is this deadly
opiate which benu.abs both body and soul.
Gambling is another vice which has been
greatly encouraged by the lotteries fos-
tered by the Church of Rome and all the
Spanish dominions.

Social immorality, the appalling evil of
paganism, has been intensified by the
habits of vile white men. Here, again,
missions are creating new ideals, and
developing a new standard of morals.

The pessimism of the Hindoo and the
Buddhist often leads to suicide in its en-

deavour to reach Nirvana, but the im--

mortal hopes of Christianity create a
revolt against self-slaughter. Habits of
industry and thrift are developed. The
inveterate vices of lying and theft are
yielding to a sense of truth and right.
The greatest results have followed in
the purifying of family life. This is the
most magnificent réle of missions. The
elevation of women, the ennobling of her
character, ennobles also the man and the
family. The wrong and wretchedness of
polygamy give place to the fair idesls of

287

Christian marriage. Mrs. Bishop narrates
that the impassioned prayer of the poly-
gamist wamen of the East was for poisons
with which to kill their rivals or them-
selves.

The greatest obstacle to the Gospel in
Moslem lands is the anti-Christian custom
of polygamy. Inseeking the abolition of
child marriage, the alleviation of the
miseries and sorrows of child widows,
and giving aid and protection to children,
is exhibited one of the most benignant
aspects of Christianity.

Dr. Dennis describes, too, the humani-
tarian and philanthropic results of Chris-
tlan missions. The slave trade, that
‘‘open sore of Africa,” is being healed,
and slavery itself is being abolished. The
suttee and other forms of human sacrifice
have almost entirely disappeared. Can-
nibal orgies and human sacrifice have
given place to Christian amenities. The
high-caste women of China are being freed
from the tortures of foot-binding, and we
may hope in time that their sisters in
Christendom will be emancipated from
the scarce less deadly compression of
more vital organs.

We talk of the need of prison reform.
‘We have no conception of the atrocities
perpetrated on criminals in pagan Jands.
Even here Christianity is mitigating
brutal punishments and bringing light
and liberty to the dark cells of China and
Japan.

Under the inspiration and example of
medical missions, an enlightened system
of surgery and therapeutics has taken
the place of the cruelties and abomina-
tions of pagan practice. By means of
dispensaries, infirmaries, and hospitals,
the missionaries are imitating the example
of the Great Physician who healed at once
the bodies and the souls of men. The
leper asylums and colonies, and homes
for orphan children, are suving multitudes
from misery, and creating new concep-
tions of duty and destiny. Even the
brutalities of war are mitigated, and a
love of peace and righteousness is being
developed. These statements are not
glittering generalities, but are supported
by Dr. Dennis by manifold specific ex-
amples.

The numerous and admirable half-tones
of this volume enable us to be present, as
it were, in the schools and colleges, the
hospitals and sanitariums, the homes and
haunts of the people. This work we con-
sider the most important contributicn to
the literature of missions that has yet
appeared.



( 2

88 )

Book Notiees.

The Slave in Canada. By T. Wazson
Smite, D.D. Collections of the Nova
Scotia Historical Society, 1896-98.
Volume X. 8vo. Pp. 161, Halifax,
N.S. : Nova Scotia Printing Co.

In this volume Dr. Smith, the accom-
plished author of ‘¢ History of Methodism
m the Maritime Provinces,” has added an
important chapter to the ‘ History of
Canada.” This subject has heretofore
heen almost entirely overlooked. Dr.
Smith has collected with great research
about everything that can be knownas
to the existence of slavery in what is
now British America and Bermuda—a
somewhat sombre story, but one whose
record is necessary to the completeness of
the annals of our country.

Slavery in Canada was of French insti-
tution. The first slave sale recorded in
the colony, says Dr. Smith, was that at
Quebec of a negro boy from Madagascar
by David Kertk in 1628 for fifty half-
crowns. In the English-speaking com-
munities of Canada slavery is chiefly an
inheritance from the American colonies,
especially from Virginia and the Caro-
linas.

Upper Canada has the honour of being
the first country in the world to abolish
slavery. The conscript fathers of the
Province, as they ussembled in their
first parliament at Newark, 1793, en-
acted that all persons previously held
in slavery elsewhere should be made free
on arriving in that Province. ‘¢ Thus,”
says Dr. Smith, ‘‘the name Canada to
many a negro on American soil, in suffer-
ings worse than death, came to be a
synonym for freedom, home, and life.”
The pole-star became the cynosure which
beckoned him on to liberty. After atime
the Underground Railway found its ter-
minus in Canadian soil, and amid adven-
tures more thrilling than any of romance,
many a sable son of slavery won his way
to the emancipating air of Canada.

Japan in Transitions By J. STAFFORD
Ramsome. 8vo. Pp. x-261. TFifty-
one illustrations. Three wmaps. New
York: Harper & Bros. Toronto:
William Briggs. Price, $3.00.

Our Japan mission is the oldest and
most successful of the Foreign Missions
of our Church. It has just celebrated its
semi-jubilee. This fact will give special
interest to this latest book on ‘The
Mikado’s Empire.” The author was the
special correspondent in Japan for the
London Morning Post. He gives a re-
markable picture of New Japan, which to
most readers will come like a revelation.
When Japan was first opened to western
science, English and German instructors
were eagerly welcomed. Now they have
learned all these can teach them, they are
relegated to the background with the cry,
‘“Japan for the Japanese.” Four years
ago it seemed the height of presumption
for the plucky little kingdom to attack
the great empire of China. That shock
began the disintegration of China, and
sent Japan to the front as one of the great
nations of the world. This book is of
such importance that we shall give it more
detailed treatment in a future number.

Facing the Twentieth Century. Our
Country: Its Power and Peril. By
James M. Kine, General Secretary
National League for the Protection of
American Institutions. 8vo, pp. 640.
New York: American Union League
Society. Toronto: William Briggs.

This book is one of such importance
that we give it in the present number,
on page 234, a more adequate notice than
we have room for here.

Priestess and Queen: a Tale of the White
Race of Mexico. By Exuvy E. READER.
Dlustrated. London and New York :
Longmans, Green & Co. Toronto =
The Copp, Clark Co.

Not many lives but only one have we,

One, only one,

How sacred should that one life ever be,
That narrow span !

Day after day filled up with blessed toil,

Hour after hour still bringing in new spoil.

—Horatius Bonar.
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Good Testimony &
Newcombe Piano.

Atter a ten years’ test here’s evidence that thousands in
Canada would truthfully corroborate :

TrUro, N.S., Sept. 13th, 1892.
This is to certify that I have had in use for about ten
years one of Newcombe’s Pianos, and take great pleasure
In saying, that, in mi\;ejudgment it is everything that it
was represented to at the time of purchase; and for
quality of tone and evenness of touch they are unsur-
passed. The Newcombe Piano is a first-class all-round
instrument.
JOHN ROBBINS,

Pastor First Presbyterian Church.

W 107-109 Ghurch Street,
7 N N

TORONTO.

% NOTHING BUT NAMES. By H. F. Gardiner. s6o interesting
] pages of inquiry into the origin of the names of places in
¥ Ontario. Large crown 8vo. Cloth.................... $2.50

RUDYARD KIPLING'S WORKS. Complete. Authorized edition.
ISVOIUMES . oot o e e 15.00

SCOTTISH FOLK-LORE. Rev. D. Anderson. With an intro-
duction by Prof. Clark, of Trinity College. A book for
Scotchmen. Cloth.........oovvvneonn... $1.00; Paper, .50

WHAT IS ART ? By Tolstoi. This is a truly remarkable book.
With coloured portrait. Crown 8vo. Cloth

SOCIETY TYPES. By Ko-Ko. The hit of the day. Cloth.. .75

SRS e



il METHODIST MAGAZINE AND REVIEW.

GAS FIXTURES
COMBINATION FIXTURES
ELECTRIC FIXTURES

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

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

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

The Keith & Fitzsimons Co.

(LIMITED)
111 King Street West, - - - - - TORONTO, ONT.
'00—3

[Pt

®
3 If Your Shoes Pinch (L,

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

Easy-To-Walk-In Shoes

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

[ L35 [ S22 | T2

H. & C. BLACHFORD, " "& roronro

The Perfect Mucilage
and Paste Bottle
« » - MADE OF PURE ALUMINUM

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

Price, 60 cents, Postpaid.

J WILLIAM BRIGCS, Wesley Buildings, TORONTO




METHODIST MAGAZINE AND REVIEW, iii.

ﬂm‘ﬁmmmmm%

R O G E R s ' ¢ ESTAIBSI;.;SHED
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FU R OUR SPECIALTY
OV ReDiABLY FILLED - Seal Jackets

~mm

JAS. H. ROGERS

MOVED FROM COR. KING & CHURCH STS. 84 Yonge Street, TORONTO
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cadquarters Tor « Sfationery and Office Supplies

A L P A A A AP S NS

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., umeo

STATIONERS, BOOKBINDERS.
Manufacturers of Account Books, Leather Goods, Etc
64-68 King St. East. - - TORONTO.

Lo Established 1856

an N o N N

me BENNETT & WRIGHT CO.

(Limited) OF TORONTO

heating €ngineers and Sanitary Plumbers

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

GAS and ELECTRIC LIGHT FIXTURES in Great Varlety
72 QUEEN STREET EAST, TORONTO.
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Send for a new Catalogue
of our

Hot Water
Heating s
Goodsest 22

Sl

THE ‘' PRESTON BOILER "’

THIS is what a Customer says:

s e e e e o e

COBOURG, Ont., March 10th, 1899,

MEessks. CLARE Bros. & Co.,
Preston, Ont.

Gentlemen, —I bought a Preston Boiler for my house
because the whole inner heating surface is exposed
to the direct nction of the fire,and the outer surface
is utilized as a heating surface by the products of
combustion being made to pass over it in its full
volume. There being no horizontal surfaces to
speak of, it is comparatively casy to keep clean.

he water circulation is vertical, and therefore
natural. The construction is simple, being com-
ggate in one casting. There are no joints requiring

Its. and, as an economical house warmer, it
stands in the front rank.

Yours truly., W, R, WHITELAW.

Hot Water Boilers for Coal

Hot Water Boilers for Coal and Wood
Combination Furnaces for Coal
Combination Furnaces for Wood
Combination Furnaces for Coal and Wood
Hot Air Furnaces for Coal

Hot Air Furnaces for Wood

Hot Air Furnaces for Coal and Wood
Radiators, Registers, and

EVERYTHING in the Heating line

WRITE US FOR INFORMATION.

€EEE ECLEEEECEEEEEE

wnees, Clare Bros. & Co., rmeTon

21333SSSSSSCEL e eeee

-y
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Manufacturess \ /
of St St

TORONTO
OFFICE :

N
Y

Printing §ce ¢
L 24 O‘I“ks *00

/ W
.ﬂ Ao Eo \Oﬂ
\y Armstrong
Oﬂ RESIDENT \ﬂ

-8- REPRESENTATIVE

AN

REV. JOHN MORGAN, A.M., Ph.D., President.

ALBERT MORLAN, A.M., Secretary.

Central University

A Correspondence Institute, chartered under the laws of Indiana, offers to non-resident students
unsurpassed facilities for the prosecution of special studies under the direc-
tion of able professors of Language, Literature, Philosophy,
History, Pedagogy, KEtc., Ete.

Clergymen, Authors, Teachers

or others interested in scientific or li(craug. work, should write for announcement containing
ir

courses for Home Study, lea

ng to Academic Degrees.

Thorough,

conscientious work the basis of advancement.

Circulars, Testimonials, etc., etc., upon request.

'00-4

Address the Secretary,

ALBERT MORLAN, Indianapolis, Ind., U.S.

. evrs Wog

Brief Outlines of Christian
Doctrine.
Designed for Senior Epworth Leagues and

all Bible Students. Paper, 20 cents; limp
cloth, 30'cents.

Essays for the Times.

Studies of Eminent Men and Important
Living Questions. Cloth, 75c.

Jesus the Messiah in Prophecy
and Fulfilment. '

A Review and Refutation of the Negative
Theory of Messianic Prophecy. Cloth, 50c

.. A POPULAR STORY...

A Double Thread

Ellen Thorneycroft Fowler,

AUTHOR OF * CONCERNING ISABEL CARNABY.”
o

Paper, 75¢ 3 Cloth, $1.25, postpaid.

The Methodist Rec~rder : * A distinct ad-
vance upon her last book. . . . Miss Fow-
ler’s best piece of literary work. Thereisinita
Shakespearean insight into motives and power
to reach the innermost meaning of things
which sometimes quite startles.”

London Daily Mail: *“A_ beautiful love
story. beautifully told. . . Little short of
amazing in its cleverness and wit.”

The British Weekly: *‘ A book which will
attraci a host of readers ; more agreeable than
‘Concerning Israel Carnaby.’”

The Methodist Magazine: ** We have sel-
dom read a book, not even Georgs Kliot’s at
her best, that abounded more in sparkling
epigrams, pungent wit, and biting satire.”

WILLIAM BR'GGS, Wcsl;y Buildings, TORONTO, ONT.
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COMBINED MINUTES
PROCEEDINGS OF THE

Toronto, London, Hamilton, Bay of
Quinte, Montreal, Manitoba and
Northwest, and the British
Columbia Conferences

THS -METHODIST CHURCH

(Abridged for Publication.)

Price, 50 cents, postpaid.

The book of Combined Minutes of the seven
Western Conferences is now ready, and
is being sent out to the ministers as rapidly
as possible. The volume, after the severcst
condensation the Conference Secretaries were
able to give it, still exceeds very considerably
the number of pages originally e:timated
upon. It makes in all 416 pages. For this
reason, and also because the tabular mat-
ter (the most expensive in composition)
exceeds largelg the space calculated upon,
we have not been able to keep the cost
down to the figure we hoped it could be
sold at. Still, at 530 cents. the combined book,
owing to the large edlition, is supplied at a
smaller price than were most of the single
Conference Minutes of last year. It is really a
marvel of cheapness at the price.

We confidently locok to the brethren to
secure us as many orders as they can from
their circuits. In order to ger the price
down to 50 cents we had to issue a very
large edition—3,/ 00 copies—and if 1 hese are not
all sold there will be direct loss vo ns.

The bhook will be found both interesting and
valuable, and should be prized by every official
member. Let us have your orders.

Coples of the Minntes are being sent to the
Ministers of the Montreal Conference by
MR. €. W, COATES. of Montreal, to whom
all orders from that Confercace should he
sent.

The Gospel of To-day:
Are You a Christian?

By JOHN MACLEAN, M. A, Pu.b.

CONTENTS :

Tie Gospel oF To-pay.
WHAT 5 A CHRISTIAN!
ARE YOU A CHRISTIAN?
WHY BE A CHRISTIAN?
How 1o BE A CHRISTIAN,
WHEN TO BE A CHRISTIAN,
WILL YOU BE A CHRISTIAN?

3c. each, 30c. per dozen, postpaid.

Books of Value
On Various Subjects.

St. Paul’'s Epistie to the
Romans. A Practical Exposition.
By Charles Gorve, M.A.. D1. Vol L,
Chapters I.-VIII. Cloth ..............

The Commandments of
Jesus. By Robert ¥. Horton, D.D.
Cloth .. 150

The Epistlie to the Hebrews.
The First Apo'ogy for Christianity.
An Exegetical Study. By Alexander
Balmain Bruce, D.D. Cloth 2

The Sermon on the Mount.
A Practical Exposition. By Charles
Gore, M A., D.D. Cloth. 1

The Place of Christ in Mod-

ern Theology. By A. M. Fairbairn,
M.A., D.D. Ulul,h..% ................... 3 60

General Introduction to the
Old Testament. The Canon. By

William Henry Green, D.D, 4
Cloth ......... y o n. DD, LLD.

International Theological Library.

Christian Institutions. B
Alexander V. G. Allen, D.D. Cloth.

This treatise is a summ f the
Church’s history from the point of view of
its lustitutions.

Hiftory of Christian Doc-
rine, By George Park Fisher,
D.D., LLD, Clothe ... .., “Net 2 50
The Theology of the New
Testament. By George Barker Ste-
vens, Ph.D., D.D. Cloth Net 2 56

WE PAY POSTAGE.

The Eternal Building;
or, The TMaking of Manhood.

By GEORGE T. LEMMON,

Author of “* Better Things for Sons of God.”
?} ith t\\'«:{nt,\'»t\\'o Portraits.  Cloth, Postpaid.
rice, $1.50.

The Architectural Plan:
of the Building.

I. The Discovery
I'l. The Physical Basis of the
Building. TIL The Social Provicion for a Great
Life. 1V. The Domeand its Wonders. V. The
Temple Within the Dome.  VI. The Wonderful
Tenant of the Building.

WILLIAM BRIGGS, - - -

C. W. CoaTes, Montreal. -

WesLey BoiLbinegs, TORONTO.

8. F. HugsTis, Halifax.
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New Books.

CHRISTIAN SCIENCE. An Exposure. By
Anne Harwood. Cloth.. ............. 80 35

JESUS EXULTANT; or. Christ No Pessi-
mist, And Other Essays. By Daniel
Steele, D.D. Cloth....................

ANECDOTES AND MORALS. A Volume
of INustrations from Current Life.
By Louis Albert Banks, D.D. Cloth 1 50

—

00

THE UNHEEDING GOD. A new book
of Sermons. By Thomas G. Selby.
Cloth ..... ....0.....................0. 2 00

AN OUTLINE OF CHRISTIAN THEOLOGY.
By William Newton Clarke, D.D.
Cloth ... L 2 50

Contents: Introduction. Part I., God.
II., Man. IIL, Sin. IV., Christ. V., The
Holy Spirit and the Divine Life in Man.
VI., Things to Come.

NEGLECTED FACTORS IN THE STUDY
OF THE EARLY PROGRESS OF
CHRISTIANITY.

Orr, D.D. Cloth

GEORGE MULLER (a2 New and Author-
ized Life) of Bristol, and His Witness
to a Prayer-hearing God. By Arthur
T. Pierson, with an Introduction by
James Wright, son-in-law and suc-
cessor in the work of George Muller.
Cloth, illustrated .............. ..... .. 150

FIFTEEN HUNDRED FACTS AND SIM-
ILES. For Sermons and Addresses.
By J. F. B. Tinling, B.A............ ... 150

THE GOSPEL FOR A WORLD OF SIN. A
Companion Volume to ““The Gospel
for an Age of Doubt.” By Henry Van
Dyke. Cloth .................. ..., 125

THE GOSPEL FOR AN AGE OF DOUBT.
By Henry Van Dyke. Cloth...... Net 125

SOCIAL FACTS AND FORCES. The Fac-
tory—The Labor Union—The Corpor-
ation—The Railway—The City—The
Church. By Washington Gladden.
Cloth ................. ... ... Net 125

LIGHT ON THE WEARY PATH. A Con-
tinuation of *‘Rifted Clouds.” The
Life Story of Bella Cooke. Edited
by the Rev. Joseph Pullman, D.D,
Cloth .................................. 125

By the Rev. James

Nudent Missioharyw
Campaign Library.

The Growih of the Kingdom of God.
Sidney L. Gulick, M. A. b

The Chinese 8lave Girl—Woman's Life in
Chiva. Rev. J. A. Davis.

Persian Life and Customs. Rev. S m
G. Wilson, M. A. amuel

Hu Yong Mi—The Way
biography.

Light in the East. Bishop J. M. Thoburn,

The Story of John G. Paton.

James giltmour ‘:jf nﬁlong‘olia. His Dia-
ries, Letters an eports.  Edi
Richard Lovatt, M.A. por ted by

Personal Life of David Livin tone.
W. Garden Blaikie, D.D. &

In the Tiger Jungle. Rev. J. -
berlain, M.D., D D. v. Jacob Cham

Oowikapun—_The Gospel Amo th -
dians. Rev. E. R. Yogng. i e In

John Kenneth Mackenzie. Mrs. Mary 1.
Bryson,

The Story of McKay of Uganda.

Nemorama, the Nautchnee. A Stu
of India. ’Rev. Edwin Macminn. o7

A Mexican Ranch; or, Beauty for Ashes.
A 8500 Prize Story. Janie Pritchard Dug.
gan.

Missionary Expansion 8ince the Re-
formation. Rev.J. A. Graham, M. A.

The 8tudent Missionary A al,
Study, Give. (Jlevelamg,y 189‘8‘.”°

of Faith. Auto-

Pray,

16 volumes. Sets not broken,

Net 812. - - Carriage extra,

The Peoples and Politics
of the Far East.
Travels and Studies in the British, French,

Spanish and Portuguese colonies, Siberia,
China, Japan, Korea Siam and Malaya.

HEART BELLS. By Llewellyn A. Morri- By Henry Norman, author of *The Real
son. Cloth ............................ 100 Japan.” With sixty ‘illustgations and four
Tldxe autho; r{ml{es no specia% clﬂ.il({l to maps. Cloth, postpaid, $2.50.
crudition, scholastic attainments, or deep This bonk is the result of nearly four
poctical insight. He has heard the Bells travel and study in the countrieayand ggﬁ)t:igs
of God ringing in the Belfries of Truth, of which it treats. I have described and dis-
and hir own Heart Bells, in vibrant har- cussed no {)lace that I did not visit, and in
mony, have intoned the messages. every one 1 remained long enough, and was
formqat.e enouzh in learning the views and
THE NEW PURITANISM. Papers by experiences of the local a.utgorities and best
Lyman Abbott, Amory H. Bradford, informied residents, to make sure at any rate
Charles A. Berry, Washington Glad- that I was not misl‘d into mere hasty im-
den, and others. Cloth .......... Net 125 | pressions.”—The duthor.
WILLIAM BRIGGS, -  Westey Buildings, - TORONTO, ONT.

MoONTREAL: C. W. COATES.

HALrax: S, F. HUEKSTIS.
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CANADIAN COPYRIGHT EDITION

THE

iracle « .
arkham

How Twelve Churches |
Became One &% ot S+ ok

By CHARLES M. SHELDON,

==
CHARLES M. SHELDON

CHEAP EDITION

The Redemption
of Freetown.
The Twentieth

Door.
Richard Bruce.
Robert Hardy’s
Seven Days.

The Crucifixion

WiTH NUMEROUS ILLUSTRATIONS.
PAPER, 30C.; CLOTH, 50C. POSTPAID.

“The chief character in this story is John Procter, & faithful pastor in
Markham, a small city of a dozen or more churches. Becoming convinced
that there is a criminal waste of religious effort through lack of co-operation g,
among the churches, Procter leads a movement towards federation and ulti-
He is assisted by Dean Randall, an Episcopalian, who is driven,
however, to a sudden death through anxiety, by the hostility of his church
Hisson, Francis,
his fnthe}:"s work ; and
William Procter, Jane’s hrother, is introducing, as a layman, the same princi-
ples of Christian union in the frontier town of Pyramid, Colorado. His love
for Rebecca Phillips, the only daughter of an Andover Theological Professor,
is an additional inspiration to William. Rebecca had refused to marry William
because he was not a minister, and Jane had refused Francis Randall because
he was. The interest in the story centres in the way these two girls decided
ope of seeing the twelve

mate union,

brethren, because he invited Procter to preach in his pulpit.
who is in love with Procter'’s daughter, Jane, takes u

their fate, and the way John Procter realized his
churches of Markham made one.

of Phillip
Strong.
His Brother’s
Keeper.

Overcoming the
World: The
Story ‘of Mal-
com Kirk.

In His Steps.

PAPER - 15¢
CLOTH - - 28¢

The Life and Times of

Jesus
o [T)essialy

Attred Edersheim, M. A., Oxon, D.D., Ph.D.

BB BB
BB

Complete in One Volume,
Unabridged, 8vo, Cloth,

1568 pages, $1.25 net, Postpaid.

NEW EDITION.
Price sTiLL

FURTHER REDUCED.

HIS work, formerly published at
$6.00 net, is printed from en-
tirely new electrotype plates,

and is in every way far superior to
any other edition.

THIS I8 NOT the abridged edi-
tion advertised recently at about the
same price, and part of which was
not written by Dr. Edersheim, but by
others after his death, but the com-
plete and unabridged ‘Life and
Times of Jesus the Messiah,” never
before published in less than two
volumes at $2.00 per set, with the
same matter, printed trom the same
plates as our former edition, with
1568 ga.ges, and made no larger, and
but three-eighths of an inch thicker
than volume two of the former edi-
tion, because of the use of a quality
of gaper, almost that which is used
in Bibles, and the printing being per-
fectly registered, thus ensuring a
satisfactory degree of opaqueness, 80
that the print does not * show
through” at all where there is any
printing on the other side of the
sheet. It is in every way not only &
gﬁ;f;ctly, but a beautifully made

WILLIAM BRIGGS, - -

. 29 to 33 Ricamonp St. Wrst, TORONTO.
C. W. COATES, 2176 St. Catherine St., Montreal.

S. F. HUESTIS, Halifax,



ORI 33 8 X G R R RIR)

The
People’s
Cyclopeadia.

Published in Six Large Super
Royal Octavo Volumes.
#9090 60
36,727 Articles
330 €€ee

21,376 more Articles than in the
Encyclopmdia Britannica.

ot As a General Cyclopaedia it is

i Most oou;frehensive in Scoge—M ost Practical in Information—Most Thorough in Scholar-

% ship—Most Complete in Topics—Most Systematic in Arrangement—Most Attractive

o in Appearance—Most Convenient for Use—Most Recent in Publication.

X A special feature of this Oyclop®dia is its coplous illustrations. These are not introduced merely as em- —

bellishments, but for the elucidation of the text. Many subjects ars thus made much more clear than they
would be by pages of description. Every department of human knowledgs passes under review.

A Few Canadian Testimonials.
I received the Prorur's OvcLorZDiA all right, and am simply delighted with it. I ﬂnm very much
for * The Reading Course.” I think it a very excellent thing.—Wu. H. Sravaxs, Baptist 7.

The ProPLE'S CY?_DOP&D!AJ is all ‘th?t one can desire. It isindispensable for the h:mu. mechanio, clergy-

TIOINTOTHTRTLTO IO OO > G Ot X SR

hant

IRAD, Mer » "y act, all.—JOHN W. LaipLEy, General Me:

I recelved the ProrLa’s OrcLor&DIA and am well satisfled with it.—Ruv. 0. G. Kaars, Evangelical Ass’'n,

I am in love with the ProrLa's CrcLorZDdiA, and take great pride in the work as I use is from time to
time.—R. J. Moorg, ‘‘ Advocate” Office. .

Reoeived the ProprLr’s OroLorapia all right, and am delighted with it. My wife gave is a few household
and hygelan tests, such as I thought were scarcely fair, but we marvelled at the ooncise and valuable, yes
complete, information given. I feel amply repaid for my investment.—Rav. R. CaLvaay, Meth. Minister.

1 wish to express my entire satisfaction with work (the Proria’s Orvolorapia) I have constantly re-
terred to it, and have always found the desired information, given in a clear and conaise form and acourate
in detail.—W. R. EccLesTtoNs, P.O. Department.

The Proruw's Ovcrorapia which I ordered duly came to hand. I am much pleaged with 18, and agres.
::3 disappointed ; it is much better than I was led to expect it would be. I have tested it in various ways,

it has never failed me.—Yours truly, Rev. W. G, 8uiTH, Presbyterian Minister.

D=AR 81r,—I received the six volumes of your ProrL’s CycLor&DpiA. I find them to be in every sense
all that you recommended them to be. I am pleased with the investment.—R. Eaernsow, Meth. Mi; 3

I find the ProPLE'S OYOLOPADIA tO be a valuable work of ref: The maps, which are many, are all
good. It is a good all-round Cyclopmdia.—Yours truly, BrooxriaLp Smaxwon, Teacher.

Duar Sir,—From what I have so far seen of the CvcLor&pia I like 1t very much, and have nodoubt, as I
use it from time to time, I will be greatly pleased with it.—J. D. SuraxaraAND, Supt. Fisheries Exhibit.

&
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Why Buy ‘‘The People’s Cyclopaedia’’? Because
1t s the best odited Cyeclopaedia in the world, giving the braine of 500 scholars.

1t 1s the most comp ot Cyelongedia, - By using a special type, cross ref , abbreviations, and
by tabulating information wherever possible, the six volumes of the ** People’s” oontain about 8,000,000
words. They would make about ten volumes of most of the other oyclopmdias.

It is the only Cyclopsedia in harmony with the spirit of the 10th century—the age of the steam.
engine, the telegraph, and the telephone—an age when time counts, when time is money.

You can get this SPLENDID CYCLOP ZDIA delivered com and pay for it at the rate

SRR A SRE i ] 4 S i A e
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Eg; of T cents a day. A rarechanceto scoure a First-class Cyclopadia at cost and easy payment,
i
: WILLIAM BRIGGS, Wesley Bulldings, TORONTO, Ont.

Please deliver Gl......ov.veriiiieseeroeserseoscansesssscessssssssesssssnss.
one complete 3¢t of People’s Cyclopasdia, in iz super royal ectavo volumes, bound
Mooceieecrenncacescassssfor which I agree to pay the sum of 8.........., as follows: 83.00
with order, and 88.00 monthly, uniil the entire sum of &............ {2 paid.

PRICES AND STYLES OF BINDING. ,
English Oloth—Red Rdge, - - - = - 82400 M‘-.---o-o.noo¢0.no-.-.ocoooo-u--..
Library Leather—Marble Edge, - - - 37 00 Address
Half Tarkey Morocco—Marble Edge, - 30 00
Fill in contrast, style of binding wanted. If the werk is not satistactory I agree to retum withia 15

days and the amount paid is te be promptly
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Enameling

THE MODERN

STOVE POLISH
PASTE , CAKE
OR LIQUID

v"?

‘Bnamelineé}

After using Enameline
No Housekeeper will ever
use any other Brand.

J.L.Prescott&Co.NewYork

R

Children should always:

increase in weight. Not to
grow, not to increase in flesh,
belongs to old age.

.Present and future health
demands that this increase
in weight should be steady
and never failing.

To delicate children,
Scott’s Emulsion brings
richer blood and firmer

{8 flesh. Better color comes

to the checks and stronger
muscles to the limbs. The
gain in weight is substantial;
it comes to stay.

soc. and $1.00, all druggists.
SCOTT & BOWNE, Chemists, Toronto,

{ Manufacturers.

CHURCH, -
FURNITURE

John Taylor & Co.,
TORONTO.
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