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MILLAIS AND HIS WORK.:*

BY HARRIET FORD, A.R.C.A.

doubly intéresting story
of how Thackeray saidto
Millais: “I met a clever
young dog in Rome, who

MOST of us know the now

will one day run you
W\( hard for the Presi-
SBCA dency,” of how the pro-
e Q‘;ﬁ phecy came true in the
1N election of the late Lord
S e Leighton, whose place

S was afterward filled by
his ancient rival.

That there may be, perhaps,
better painters in England than
either of them has had little to do
with their election. The popular
voice, no doubt, endorsed the Aca-
demic choice; and in that of Sir
J. E. Millais, they placed at the
official head of the artists of Eng-
land not only a great painter, but a
representative Englishman. Mil-
lais was always essentially English
in' feeling. Even in his “ Pre-
Raphaelite ” days, when he seemed
so bizarre and foreign to his fellow
craftsmen brought up upon the fal-
sities of an effete system, and to
his fellow countrymen at large, un-
able to judge for themselves, he
seemed as “beyond the mark of
painting,” he, nevertheless, perhaps
unconsciously to himself at first,
certainly unconsciously to them, in-
terpreted a phase of the national
sentiment.

Sir John Millais was born in
Southampton, on June 8th, 182¢.

*By courtesy of the ¢“ Massey Press.”
Vor. LIIIL. No. 2.

His father was a native of Jersey.
In 1834 the family removed to Di-
nan :in DBrittany, where Millais
showed a precocious talent for
drawing, by sketching the officers
of the garrison. After a return to
Jersey, the final move was made in
1838 to London, principally on
young Millais’ account. His father
decided to consult Sir Martin Shes,
the then ruling President of the
Academy, as to his son’s possible
future if he made painting a pro-
fession. Fortunately, Sir Martin,

"by his instant recognition of the

boy’s genius, made a successful bid
for the grateful remembrance of
posterity, which he had hardly suc-
ceeded in doing by his Academic
labours. Accordingly, Millais, at
nine years of age, was placed under
the care of one Henry Sass, who
kept the most widely known pre-
paratory school for entrance to the
Academy course of the London of
his day. “ Several of his contem-
poraries are still living, who re-
member Lim as quite a little boy,
with a holland blouse, a belt and a
falling collar.”

Two years later Millais entered
the academy schools. He took all
possible honors, and when he was
seventeen he made his debut upon
the Exhibition walls as the much
belauded painter of a certain picture
called “ Pizarro,” painted after the
Academic fashion, and quite in
keeping with the sentiment of that
body and the condition of affairs
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©CALLER HERRINDT

in the art world of 1840 Then
came dhat quaint movement, al-
ready forestalied by Ford Nadox
PBrown. whose influence, through
Dante Rossetti, largely contributed
o it. 1 mean, of course, “ Pre-
Raphaclitism,” which with aute-
eratic intolerance the Academy, fol-
lowed by the critics and the public,
chricked to annibilate: little know-

ing it was to be the salvation of
Faoglish  painting. Whether  we
agree with its principles or not. we
can hardly doubt its influence.
Villais was without question the
strongest of those Ave voung men
himseli,  Dante Gabriel Rossetti,
Wooler the Sculptor, W TT. {unt
and . S Stephens, who, like the
knights of old, set out o regenerate
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the world by the power of “ truth.”
Broadly speaking, the aim of the
Society of the ¢ Pre-Raphaelitc
Brotherhood ”’ as they called them-
selves, was “ objective truth,” as a
necessity thereto a frank return to
nature; in a word, a revolt against
Academic formalism.

Of Millais’ contributions to the
Society’s efforts, the greatest are
the ““ Isabella and her Wicked Bro-
thers,” a subject taken from Keats’
“Pot of Basil,” and that called
“ Christ in the House of His Pa-
rents,” or “ The Carpenter’s Shop.”
‘The “Isabella ” painted in 1849 is
the finest of Millais’ “ Pre-Ra-
phaelite pictures—the finest, in
fact, illustrating their special faith
by any of the “ Brotherhood.” As
I remember the picture as I saw it
some years ago, I have again the
enthusiastic feeling roused by its
splendid powers. That it is
strange, curious, with its nervous
intensity of purpose, one must ad-
mit; but its audacity, earnestness
and uncompromising veracity, carry
conviction with them. It has the
supreme quality of imposing upon
the observer the condition of the
artist’s mind, and establishing for
the time being, a reciprocity of in-
tellectual attitude.  None of the
other members of the “ Pre-Ra-
phaelite Brotherhood ” were able
to do so with such force. It may
be just that touch of the practical,
which Millais developed—over-
developed later—which gave to his
work of this period a certain in-
evitableness, a something of brutal
—in the artistic sense—positiveness.
We submit ourselves to the glamor
of Rossetti without intellectual con-
viction, ‘ve feel that with Mr. Hol-
man Hunt his combative insistence
is often nearly akin to absurdity,
latterly a hobby which has dulled
his artistic judgment. But in the
“Tsabella” of Millais, we wonder
if there is not a touch of atavism,
in it we turn to the sweetness, the
naivete, the curious.and subtle se-
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lection, the boldness and delicacy
of line of the fifteenth century.

The *“Lorenzo and Isabella,” as
it is sometimes called, of course,
raised a whirlwind of abuse. A
more remarkable and daring piege
of composition has rarely been at-
tempted. A double row of people
sitting at a low table running at
right angles to the spectator, was an
outrage upon all the proprieties of
composition to people accustomed
to the balance of Academic rule.
The clever concentration of the
drama in the principal figures is
thrown into strong relief by the
happy plen of making the subordi-
nate figures calmly eating and
drinking, with the stiff and some-
what formal primness of people at
their superiors’ table. he tones
and colours are so carefully studied
that it seems to me, with all its con-
scientious elaboration of detail, the
picture, artistically, as dramatically.
is a consistent whole. The charm
of delicate yet brilliant colour is
added to magnificent draughtsman-
ship. Lorenzo’s head, I think, is
forced beyond the necessary limit—
the one weak point. We can al-
most sympathize with the irritation
of the brothers, if he looked so
woe - begone.  Nevertheless, the
“Isabella ” is, as Mr. Holman Hunt
says—and I fake him as an author-
ity—* The most wonderful paint-
ing that any youth under twenty
ever did in the world.”

The other important pictures of
this period are “‘The Carpenter’s
Shop,” the “ Ferdinand and Ariel,”
and “ Ophelia.” They were all re-
ceived by unmitigated and unintel-
ligent abuse. But Ruskin, by this
time, had taken up the defence of
the movement, and sympathizers
multiplied, though slowly. An in-
teresting incident was the apprecia-
tion shown by the Directors of the
Liverpool Academy ; already famil-
iarized as it was with the principles
of the “school” by Ford Madox
Brown. Several pictures by mem-
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STHE ANSWER.”

bers of the ‘ Brotherhood” were
bought by the Directors, which
Ruskin declares to be  The first in-
stance on record of the entirely just
and beneficial working of the Aca-
demic system.” But the final result
was, that the opposing Philistines
triumphed, and upon the purchase
of Millais’ “ Rlind Girl” the fac-
tions were so strongly opposed that

the Academy resigned its charter.
It is curious to note that the Walker
Art Gallery of Liverpool now pos-
sesses Millais’ “Isabella ™ as one of
the priceless pictures of the collec-
tion.

For several years Millais was
faithful to his youthful love. Still
under its influence he painted the
celebrated ‘“ Huguenot.” But in
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Milluzs and his Work.

it we feel that his grasp is loosen-
ing. He has still the manner of the
*‘ Pre-Raphaelite,” but the spirit is
lacking. There is a touch of con-
scious mannerism in it: a manner-
ism, I mean, as an end, not as a
means; a feeling of a somewhat
commonplace sentiment, dear to the
popular heart, unfortunately rarely
to be lacking in his subsequent com-
positions. The ‘ Ophelia,” of the
same year, seems to me, however,
to once more reach the broader sug-
gestiveness and adequacy of his
earlier work.

His work was in 1862 transi-
tional, but one picture called “ Au-
tumn Leaves ” has in it something
of the conviction and the quality,
that firm grip of the poetic inter-
pretation underlying the immediate
facts of form and colour, for which
he was earlier remarkable. !In
1857 was painted, among others,
“ Sir Isumbras at the Ford.” Rus-
kin, with his fondness for one form
of expression, remarks of it, “ I see
with consternation that it was not
the Parnassian Rock that Mr. Mil-
lais was ascending, but the Tar-
peian. The change in the manner
from the year of Ophelia (1852),
and Mariana to 1857 is not merely
fall, it is catastrophe; not merely a
loss of power, but a reversal of
principle.” We then take the “ Sir
Isumbras.” as the final turning
point in Millais’ attitude. His in-
terpretation was henceforth to be
from a personal standpoint, that of
“truth to his own sensations.”
That in Millais’ case the change
has not always resulted in satisfac-
tory artistic conclusions we must
admit ; but the belief that the orin-
ciple is sound is but in accordance
with modern ideas. To have pro-
longed his “ Pre-Raphaelite” davs
beyond his vouthful enthusiasms
would have finally resulted in a
weariness to the svmpathetic pub-
lic. Millais’ limitations now be-
came apparent. We feel that the
imaginative quality of his mind was

109

not of a high order. The sustained
effort needful for the accomplish-
ment of a great composition with-
out outside influence was lacking.
In 1862 was painted * The Black
Brunswicker,” which repeated the
theme of “ The Huguenot,” with
slight variations. It is the last of
Millais’ romantic pictures, the sub-
jects of which are taken from an-
other society and another period
than his own. Henceforward, his
pictures’are to be of modern people
and things, landscapes and por-
traits. He is to paint the life of
the people about him ; the somewhat
limited. life of the drawing-room
the well-dressed children of fash-
fonable society: occasional land-
scapes, but, above all, portraits.
His inventive faculty was not often
called upon to fulfil the require-
ments necessary to satisfy a now-
applauding public. The mild sug-
gests of drama in such subjects as
“Yes or No,” the appeals to na-
tional sentiment as in the * North-
West Passage,” and the “ Boyhood
of Raleigh,” gave him sufficient op-
portunity for personal expression
and broad, dexterous handling.
He is now a painter “par excel-
lence.” We can only wish that he
had sometimes a keener sensihility,
a more subtle, delicate rendering.
In 1864, Millais was made an
Academician, and painted for his
diploma picture, the “ Souvenir of
Valasquez.” For artistic unity,
skilful though slight handling, it is
equal to anything Millais has done,
and in the force and modeling of
the head is not unworthy of com-
parison with the great Spaniard.
In 1871 was painted “ Chill Oc-
tober,” the best of Millais’ land-
scapes. But it is not the work of a
great landscape painter. It has not
the concentrated suggestiveness of.
as it were, the stored up knowledga
of a man who has delved below the
surface. It is but the work of a
good observer; of a man who loves
to be in the open air and occasion-
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ally likes to tell his friends with
great intelligence what he has seen
and felt there.

For the last twenty years Millais’
most important works were all
portraits. In them he took rank
among the great portrait painters
of England.  Gladstone, Beacons-
field, Newman, have sat to him
among a host of others. The fam-

ous “Red Cardinal,”’ that is, the
“ Newman” of 1812, is a most
wonderful performance. Millais”
enthusiasm was aroused by his sub-
ject, with the result that the fine
features and hands—such spiritual
hands—of the cardinal show as
jewels of splendid workmanship
and psychological insight in the
powerfully painted and daring col-
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our scheme of the pink and red
ecclesiastical robes.  Millais has
done nothing finer.

It is with the memory of such
things as these that we can forgive
the lapses of artistic integrity, the
oftentimes careless handling in the
stress and needs of a dominating
popularity.  That he painted too
often, as it were, upon the sur-
face of things we cannot deny.
That he has never grasped or felt
the tendency of modern art, is but
perhaps to say that a man’s life,
although with wealth of days, is
not long enough to be both at
the beginning and the end of a
movement, In thinking of his Pre-
Raphaelite work and some dozen
portraits we should be content. I,
for one, am grateful and rejoicz

that the highest official honour felt
to his lot.

I have no space to touch upon
Millais’ black and white work, his
illustrations to ‘ Barry Lyndon,”
his “ Parables,” and others. They
are often full of a most subtle line,
dramatic force and expression.

As to the man Millais, there is
little to say. His life is in his
work. A sturdy Englishman,
manly, fond of out-door sports; an
enthusiastic fisherman, a genial
companion, without anxiety or
search for the subtle refinement of
ideas in either life or art. Typical
of the positiveness of the average
Englishman, to whom he was
for more than a quarter of a cen-
tury the exponent and interpreter
of his artistic sympathies.

BRITANNIA,

BY LOUISE M.

DITHRIDGE,

‘““Longn oblivio Britannie ctiam in pnce.”—Tacitus.

Low-browed, haughty and dark, with his foot on the shore of the island,
Stood the Roman avenger and trampled the pride of his foe.
Sullenly frowned the sky and thundered the foaming ocean
From its dashing spray on the rock to the pearl:bright caverns below.
Dark ’gainst the cloudy sky upreared the crests of the forests,
Pale clung the mistletoe mystic on the swarthy limbs of the oak.—
Paler the ashen lips laid low on the Druid altar.—
Dark rose the mist and the storm like the blackness of battle smoke.
Stern he stood and proud, the Briton, the lord of the island,
Long he battled, unblanched, with hate in his deep, dark eye;
Mingled the Reman purple with his dreams of puissant freedom,
And woke from exultant slumbers in bravest battle to die.
Forget for awhile your hatred ; forget your dreams of possession;
Turn ye, proud Romun eagles, back from the rocky shore;
For the eonquered conqueror slumbers, to awake to a prouder glory
When the march of your vanquishing armies shall threaten the world no more.

Rest oa your well-earned laurels, O
Turn to your home foes, Romans,

vanquished tribes by the ocean;
there is peace on the starlit sea,

And the fiery Briton warrior dreams of the coming Saxon,
And turns in a trance prophetic to the centuries yet to be.

—T'he Independent.

«To him who in the love of natuze holds

Communion with her

vigible forms, she speaks

A various language.”—Longfellow.
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TENNYSON’S MINISTERS.

BY THE REV. T. E. HOLLING, M.A.

ERHAPS there is
no class of men to
whom the poetical
works of the late
Lord Tennyson have
been a greater help
than to ministers of
the Gospel, and no
poet of our time has
so many clerical
characters in his
poetry as the late
Poet Laureate. This is not surp:is-
g when one remembers that he
was the son of a clergyman of the
Church of England, and spent the
early years of his life in the rectory
of Somersby, Lincolnshire.  The
associations of his alma mater, to-
gether with strong love for Church
as well as’State, brought him into
contact with the various types of
clerical life which he has portrayed
in his works. Nor are evidences
wanting to show that, especially
during his younger days, he had
opportunities of studying the many
characteristics of Nonconformist
preachers and their theology, par-
ticularly Methodist ministers and
Methodist doctrines. The “ Meth-
ody chap” of “The Northern
Cobbler” is probably a reminis-
cence of the Laureate’s early days.
It ought not to be forgotten that
Tennyson’s ministers reveal to us
not only his own opinions, but also
how the parson is regarded by men
and women in different conditions
of mind and various walks of life.
He was well aware of the strug-
gles of the hard-working curate,
+-ho has to keep up appearances in
t. > social world on a slender

S» Iry.
¢ Why ? fur ’e ’s nohibut a curate, an’ weiint

niver git hissen clear;

An’ ’e maiide the hed as ‘e ligs on afoor
’e coom’d to the shere,

"¢« An’ thin ’e coom’d to the parish wi’ lots

o’ Varsity debt, .

Stook to his tadil they did, an’ ’e ’ant got
shut on ’em yet.

An’ ’e ligs on ’is back i’ the grip, wi’ noin
to lend 'im a shuvv,

Woorse nor a far-welter’d Yowe; fur,
Sammy, ’e married fur luvv.”

The “ Parson and Squire” in
the agricultural districts of Eng-
land together bore almost absolute
rule over the tenants and parish-
ioners, and are closely associated
in social life. In “Aylmer's
Field ” Tennyson tells of a village,

“ Where almost all the village had one
name ;
\VheroHAﬁlmer followed Aylmer at the
al

And Averill Averill at the Rectory
Thrice over ; so that Rectory and Hall,
Bound in an immemorial intimacy,
Were open to each other.”

The esteem and reverence in
which the villagers held - the
kindly-hearted, silvery-haired vicar
who is a minister of comfort to
them in sickness and sorrow, is
well expressed by the dying May
Queen:

¢¢ O blessings on his kindly voice, and on his

gilver hair !

And blessings on his whole life long, until
he meet me there!

O blessings on his kindly heart and on his
silver head !

A thousand times I blest him, as he knelt
beside my bed.”

The good man, who baptizes the
parishioners’ children, marries
their young people, buries their
dead, must of necessity gain an in-
fluence over their lives ecclesias-
tically, which accounts for the pre-
dominating influence of the State
Church in the agricultural districts
of England. The graiitude which
many a parishioner has felt to the
clergyman who has “ given him a
wife,” is well expressed by Tenny-
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son in playful verses (not pub-
lished in his poetical works), which
he wrote to his friend, Drummond
Rownsley, who married him to
Emily Sellwood, in Shiplake
church, on June 13, 1850. 1 give
two of the four stanzas:

¢ Vicar of this pleasant spot
Where it was my chance to marry,
Happy, happy be your lot
In the vicarage by the quarry ;
You were he that knit the knot.

¢ Sweetly, smoothly flow your life,
Never tithe unpaid perplex you,
Parish feud, or party strife,
All things pleaseand not.hinf vex you,
You have given me such a wife!”

Tennyson’s respect for ministers
was not the blind reverence some
men show to “the cloth,” regard-
less of character and belief. He
had such a high regard for the
sacred calling of a minister of the
Gospel that the unworthy occu-
pancy of so holy an office never
failed to rouse his anger.

His cordial invitation to the
Rev. F. D. Maurice to visit him in
the Isle of Wight gives us some
idea of the type of minister most
admired by him. Ever of broad
theological views himself, he found
in the humanitarian Maurice a
minister after his own heart. ~

<t Should eighty thousand college councils
Thunder ¢ Anathema,’ friend, at you ;
Should all our churchmen foam in spite
At you, 8o careful of theright . . .
Come, Maurice, come.”

He had scant respect for the

¢« Sabbath drawler of old saws,
Distilled from some worm-canker'd homily.”

In his sonnet to J. M. K., he is
impatient of
*¢ The humming of the drowsy pulpit-du'me,
Half God’s good Sabbath, while the worn-

out clerk
Brow-beats his desk below.”

But if the perfunctory perform-
ance of the beautiful liturgical ser-
vice of the Church of England ex-
cites his indignation, the “wordy
storm ” of the “heated pulpiteer ”

)
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in “ Sea-dreams” is no less carica-
tured and chastised. *

‘“ Not preaching simple Christ to simple
men,
Announced the coming doom, and ful-
minated
Against the scarlet woman and her creed ;
For sideways up he swung his arms, and
shriek’d
‘Thus,h tlll:;s with violence,’ ev'n as if he

e

The Apocalyptic millstone, and himself

Were that great Angel’; ¢Thus with
violence

Shall Babylon be cast into the sea.’”

" To a man like Tennyson, who
believed in the State no less than
in the Church, and who gave us

ALFRED, LORD TENNYSON.

the Odeon the Death of Wellington,
and the Charge of the Light Bri-
gade, it was repulsive to hear

¢ One who came to the country town
To preach our poor little army down. . .
This broad-brim’d hawker of holy things,
Whose ear is stuff’d with his cotton and
his rings,
Even in dreams to the chink of his pence,
This huckster put down war, can he tell
Whetherwar be a causcora consequence?™

One can almost imagine the
fiery lines Tennyson would have
written had he heard the pro-Boer
preachers of the past year at the
“ Stop-the-war ” meetings held in
England. His advice is to
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“ Put d?{"il the passions that make earth

. ell,
Down with ambition, avarice, pride.
Jealousy, down! cut off from the mind
The bitter springs of anger and fear;
Down too, down at your own fireside,
With the evil tongue and the evil ear,
For each is at war with mankind.”

Tennyson has seen the tempta-
tion to become obsequious before
wealth yielded to by ministers,
and hits off this evil in “The
Goose ;

¢« The goose let fall a golden egg
With cackle and with clatter.”

And now the

¢ 01d wife, lean and poor,
. . . feeding high, and living soft,
Grew plump and able-hodied ;
Until the grave churchwarden doff'd,
The parson smirk’d and nodded.”

Methodist Magazine and Review.

Tennyson’s poetry is character-
ized by a bracing optimism. He be-
lieves in

*¢ One far-off divine event
To which the whole creation moves.”
He trusts

““That good shall fall .
At last—far off—at last, to all,
And every winter change to spring.”

Consequently, pessimistic Par-
son Holmes, whom he found settled
down
¢ Upon the general decay of faith

Right \i,hfro’ the world, at home was little

eft,

And none abroad : there was no anchor,
To hold by—"

wearies him with his dismal doc-

TENNYSON'S BIRTBPLACE, SOMERSBY RECTORY, LINCOLNSHIRE.

Edward Bull, the fat-faced cur-
ate, who “was fatter than his
cure "—a type of well-fed, ease-
loving parsons—comes in for a
touch of scorn and sarcasm. His
doctrine is,

“¢ God made the woman for the man,
And for thegood andincreaseof theworld.” .

His boasted admiration for the
fair sex, being the result of such a
doctrine, jarred on Tennyson, and
“ scarcely hit his humour.”

¢ There scem’d
A touch of something false, some self-con-
ceit or over-smoothness.”

trine.  Of all men, a pessimist has
no right in the pulpit. A man
without a message of hope had bet-
ter be without any message at all.

It is not a long step from pessi-
mism to despair, and in one of
Tennyson’s poems he shows the
sad effects of the dark creed of
fatalism.

A man and his wife having lost
faith in a God and hope of a life
to come, and being utterly miser-
able in this, resolve to end them-
selves by drowning. ‘The woman
is drowned, but the man is rescued
by a minister of the sect he has
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.

abandoned, and in talking to his
deliverer, whom he upbraids for
not letting him drown, he says:

<¢ See, we were nursed in the dark night-
fold of your fatalist creed. . . .

Where you bawl’d the dark side of your '

faith and a God of eternal rage,
Till you flung us back on ourselves, an
the human heart, and the Age.”

It is perfectly plain that Tenny-
son’s. theology was a revolt against
the literal hell-fire theory which
was so fervidly preacired by the
Evangelicals of the first half of the
present century. His own views,
expressed in his “ In Memoriam,”
have not, however, the ring of cer-
titude, which was a marked fea-
ture of the belief he could not ac-
cept; he could only
¢ Stretch lame hands of faith, and grope,

And faintly trust the larger hope,

And wish, that of the living whole
No life may fail beyond the grave.”

Without a doubt there is a place
in our ‘theological systems for the
great fact of future retribution,
and men are not driven to despair
by it if it is preached as Muggins.
“the Methody chap” in “The
Northern Cobbler,” preached it.
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¢ An’ Muggins ‘e preiiched o’ Hell fire, an’
the loov o’ God to men.”

Muggins was a local preacher

and a farm labourer, and was evi-

dently more effective in the pulpit
than the parson under whom the
Northern Farmer sat
¢t An’ a ’eered ‘im a bummin’ awaiy like a
buzzard clock ower my ’eid,
An’ I niver knawed whot a’ mein’d.”

The cobbler knew perfectly well
what Muggins meéin’d, and though
he preached of hell fire he never
forgot the love of God to men.
His was no hard Calvinistic doc-
trine like that of “ John Ward,
Preacher.” The milk of human
kindness, as well as the glory of
divine compassion, was in it. If
you preach a man to hell, be sure
you preach him out—tell of God’s
hell, but tell of God’s love, as Mug-
gins did, and the mercy of God
will be magnified, if the awful na-
ture and consequence of sin are
proclaimed in this way. There
is deep meaning and profound
truth in the words of the dying
May Queen, who has already been
referred to. Speaking of the
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good, gray-headed minister, she
says:

¢ He taught me all the mercy, for he
Show’d me all the sin.”

I cannot close this article more .

appropriately than by relating a
circumstance which occurred on
the 26th of December, 1886. It
was a stormy day, and Isaac Por-
ter, a Wesleyan local preacher of
fifty years’ standing, was appointed
to preach at Freshwater, in the Isle
of Wight. Along with three other
local brethren, Mr. Porter pro-
ceeded on his journey. He had
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conversation, at once demanded to
be taken to the spot without delay.
With his own hands he helped to
carry Mr. Porter’s body to the
coach-house at Heathfield Lodge,
and then took charge of the dead
man’s watch, notes of sermons, and
other papers. The Poet Laureate
was profoundly impressed with the
circumstance that the two texts
selected for that day’s sermons
were, “And Enoch walked with
God; and he was not, for God
teok him;” and, “ The Lord God
is a sun and a shield.” The fol-
lowing letter, addressed to a rela-

some distance to walk after alight-
ing from the carriage; the rain
was pouring down, the wind blow-
ing half a gale, and Mr. Porter
was somewhat late, and unduly
hurried aiong the road. Feeling
faint, he turned in by the gateway
-leading to Heathfield Lodge. It
was here that Isaac Porter, the
veteran local preacher, fell dead.
At that moment Lord 7Tennyson
and Professor Ralston, who was
Iord Tennyson’s guest, were ap-
proaching. A good woman, well
knowing how such a sight as that
would shock the sensitive nature
of the poet, who was just recover-
ing from the sorrow occasioned
"by the death of his son Lionel,
called Professor Ralston aside and
advised him not to go farther in
that direction, explaining her rea-
son. Tennyson, overhearing the

tive of Mr Porter, will be read
with interest:
¢ FARRINGFORD, FRESHWATER,

‘“IsLE oF WIGHT,
“Jan. 1st, 1887.

““DEAR_SIR,—I thank you for your kind
letter and the photograph of your good
uncle. Altho’ his death must needs have:
heen a great shock to those that loved him,
I cannot but look on it as a happy one—
sudden, perhaps, while he was on his way
to his chapel to render thauks and praise to.
his Maker. Our Liturgy prays against
‘sudden death,” but I myself could pray
for such a sudden death as Isaac Porter’s.

¢ Believe me, yours very truly,
¢ TENNYSON.”

Alfred Tennyson himself has
also “ crossed the bar,” and if “ In
Memoriam >’ alone remained as his.
legacy to the world, he has left be-
hind one of the most fruitful
peetical productions that can en-
gage the thought of any minister
of the Gospel.
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A CENTURY OF ACHIEVEMENT.

BY JAMES H. COYNE, B.A.,

President Ontario Historical *Society.

II.

HEN we again
consider  the
achievements of
the century in
science and in-
vention, the
memory and the
imagination be-

come bewildered and
intoxicated.

In the earlier half of
the century there were no
reaping nor mowing
machines, no self-binders.
no drills nor horse-rakes.
none of the machinery now in use
uponfarms. In England,until quite
recently, if indeed the practice does
not continue to this day, grain was
cut with a sickle, bound by hand
with a wisp of straw, and threshed
with a flail.  American inventive-
ness early substituted the cradle
for the .sickle. The lost Roman
art of tile draining was just com-
ing again into use when the Queen
ascended the throne. In domestic
cconomy the sewing machine had
not been heard of, nor the carpet
sweeper, the washing machine, the
rotary churn, nor the creamery.
Flint and tinder were necessities in
most houses for lighting fires.
Candles were employed for illumin-
ating purposes—tallow or wax, ac-
cording to the need of economy.
Shops and larger buildings were
lighted with whale oil.  Coal oil,
as an illuminant, is of recent intro-
duction. The electric light is of
vesterday. Acetylene and the Auer
mantle are just coming into general
adoption. Lucifer matches are an

inventior of this century.
9

In the matter of locomotion,
whilst steamers and railways be-
gan to be known early in the cen-
tury, the later developments have
left Fulton and Stephenson far be-
hind. The invention of the screw
propeller, of iron plating for ships,
the marvellous extension of light-
hcouses and fog signals, the use of
revolving lights, the construction
of floating palaces of 17,000 tons,
the perfection of railway road-
beds, the express steamer, the
lightning express train, the use of
the telegraph and cable in connec-
tion with train and steamboat ser-
vice, the improvement of highways,
steel bridges, the bicycle, the steam
and electric motor—these are all
later innovations, adding to the
rapidity, the comfort or safety of
travel, to a degree unimagined
even a generation ago. Wireless
teiegraphy and the dirigible air-
ship are accomplished facts of the
closing years of the century.

In our houses and offices the
telephone, first publicly exhibited
in 1876, has become a necessity.

The phonograph surpasses, in
actual every-day life, Baron Mun-
chausen'’s story of the frozen words
dropped from the mouths of Arctic
travellers, and afterward picked
up, thawed out, and reproduced by
later visitors. Edison would have
been burned as a wizard a few
centuries ago. His later inven-
tion reproduces by telegraph one’s
actual handwriting a thousand
miles away. The cinematograph
parallels with its realities the wild-
est dream of the Arabian Nights.
The poet of the earlier 40’s,

*¢ Nourishing a youth sublime

With the fairy-tales of science and the long
results of time,”
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must have been, at least, startled
by the rapid and miraculous real-
ization of his day-dreams when he
looked back wupon them  sixty
vears after.”

Military and naval science has
been revolutionized. Mere muscle
and brute courage have been rele-
gated to a subordinate place. The
battles of the future are to be con-
tests of science, of wealth, of cool
heads rather than iery hearts and
brawny muscles.

In the Napoleonic wars and our
own war of 1812, men fought with
flint-locks and on wooden ships.
During the last generation the
navies of the world have been re-
placed with steel-armoured ships,
whilst nickel-plate is beginning to
be employed. Explosives of im-
mense destructiveness have come
into general use. The range of
artillery has increased to ten or
twelve miles or more. Torpedoes
and torpedo destroyers are of very
recent invention.  Search-lights
bewilder the enemy and expose
them to destruction by night as
by day. Gatling, Hotchkiss, and
Maxim’s inventions enable one
man, by the pressure of a button,
or the turn of a crank, to destroy
a regiment in a few minutes with a
ccentinuous hail of bullets from a
simple machine. Old fortifications
are worthless to-day. Infantry
rifles will kill at two miles. All
the conditions of warfare are
changed.
ception will be the next war be-
tween great military or mnaval
powers. The terrors and the un-
certainty of warfare under such
conditions are a mighty factor in
the preservation of the peace of the
world.

Turning from these nightmare
dreams to more peaceful aspects of
science, we find that the century
has witnessed the rise of sciences
previously unknown, and the re-
vival of others in new forms so as
to be practically new sciences.

Terrible bayond con-.
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I can only mention in passing the
advances made in chemistry, as-
tronomy, microscopy, acotstics;
the transformation of electricity
frem the amusing-experiment stage
to that of a science of amazing and
transcendent importance; the birth
of the science of bacteriology, the
growth of anthropology, with its
kindred or subordinate sciences of
archzology, craniology, ethno-
graphy, and comparative philology.
Electricity as a modern science
dates from the Centennial Exhibi-
tion of 1876. It has necessitated
in its practical operation such ad-
ditions to the English language,
that at the time of publication of
one of the recent dictionaries 8,000
new words belonging to this
science alone had to be included.

Science in general may be said
to have been revolutionized during
the last half of the century. The
whole field of antecedent science
is but a sand-heap in value com-
pared with the vast domain con-
quered by the researches of Lyell,
Darwin, Tyndall, Huxley, Spencer,
Haeckel, Helmholtz, Brewster,
Koch, Pasteur, Roux, Lister, Kol-
ler, Kelvin, Maxwell, Edison, Bell,
Kitasato, Roentgen, and others,
during the reign of Queen Vic-
tcria.

The doctrine of evolution, spec-
trum analysis, the conservation of
energy, the germ theory, the func-
tion of the white corpuscles in the
bluod, the X rays, belong to the
Victorian era, and distinguish it
from all that have preceded it.
The discovery of anasthetics be-
longs to this era.  Chloroform,
ether and cocaine have taken
away the terrors, and the employ-
ment of antiseptics, and, later, the
adoption of aseptic surgery, has
destroyed the dangers of surgical
operations.

Listerism, it would perhaps not
be too much to say, surpasses in
importance all previous discoveries
in medical science.
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It is pathetic and almost in-
credible, in these days, to read Lord
Lister’s statement that in his earlier
years, Mr. Sime, the safest surgeon
of the day, was of the opinion, on
the whole, that in all cases of com-
pound fracture of the leg, the wise
course was to amputate the limb
without attempting to save it.
Surgical operations were fatal in
very many cases. To-day in every
hospital in the world operations
are performed with almost uniform
sticcess, which until Lister’s dis-
covery, mno surgeon would have
dared to attempt; or if he had, the
patient would have died as the re-
sult. It has been asserted that
more lives have already been saved
during the last quarter of a cen-
tury through antiseptic and aseptic
surgery than have been lost in bat-
tle in all the wars of the century.
Amongst the benefactors of the
human race, through all the cen-
turies, whom shall we compare
with this man?

In the domain of literature the
century will bear comparison with
any past age.

In poetry, the great names of
Wordsworth, Keats, Byron, Shel-
ley, Scott, Tennyson, Browning,
Fitzgerald, Matthew Arnold, Swin-
burne, Morris, Rossetti, Watson,
and Kipling, in England; Bryant,
Longfellow, Poe, Lowell, Whittier,
Emerson, Holmes, Whitman, Ald-
rich, in the United States; Hugo
and Alfred de Musset, in France;
Goethe, Schiller, Heine, in Ger-
many; Leopardi, in Italy—would
confer distinction upon any epoch.

Canada, too, has its singers, and
William Kirby, Roberts, Mair,
Valancey Crawford, Lampman
(whose recent death we lament),
Bliss Carman, Wilfred Campbell,
Duncan .Cameron Scott, Drum-
mond, Bengough, Pauline Johnson,
Frechette, Dewdrt, Jean Blewett.
are names of which we may well
be proud. :

Macaulay made history interest-
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ing. It has become a new science
in the nincteenth century. We
can only mention a few names:
Macaulay, Carlyle, Grote, Buckle,

Frqude, _Mommsen, Niebuhr,
Guizot, Michelet, Duruy, Lecky,
Freeman, Bancroft, Parkman,

Motley, John Fiske, John Richard
Green, Justin  McCarthy., In
Canada we have Garneau, Scad-
ding, McMullen, Withrow, Kings-
ford, Brymner, Sulte, Casgrain.
Bourinot. *

In fiction, the novel is a nine-
teenth century product. ‘The
Wizard of the North still outranks
his successors. But the art has
reached a wide and wonderful de-
velopment since his death, in 1831.
It is only needful to name the fol-
lowing, as among the many repre-
sentatives of the Victorian era:
Dickens, Thackeray, Bulwer-Liytton,
George Eliot, Lever, Lover, the
Brontes, Charles Reade, Wilkie
Collins, Stevenson, Barrie, Mrs.
Steele, Tan McLaren, Mrs. Hum-
phry Ward, Hall Caine, Kipling,
in Great Britain; Balzac, Dumas,
Hugo, Flaubert, Daudet, Mau-
passant, Zola, in France; Manzoni,
in Italy;. Tolstoi, Turguenieff,
Pushkin, in Russia; Sienkiewicz, in
Poland; Emil Franzos, in Galicia;
Jokai, in Hungary; Bjornsen, in
Norway; Cooper, Irving, Harriet
Beecher Stowe, Holmes, Mark
T'wain, Bret Harte, Charles Egbert
Craddock, Dr. Weir Mitchell,
James Lane Allen, in the United
States; William Kirby, Robert
Barr, Gilbert Parker, Roberts,
Ernest Seton Thompson, Joanna
Wood, Ralph Connor, W. A. Fras-
er, Jean MclIlwraith, Wm. Mec-
Lennan, and Drummond, in Can-
ada, where the rich mine of his-
tery and tradition relating to the
French regime has begun to be
worked with most satisfactory re-
sults.

In the domain of art are such
names as Constable, Turner, Land-
seer, Leighton, Doré, Millais, Lady
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Butler, George Frederick Watts,
Holman Hunt, Whistler, in Great
Britain; Jean Francois Millet,
Gerome, Meissonnier, Rosa Bon-
heur, Bouguereau, Tissot, in
France; Bierstadt.
geant, Marx, Kenyon Cox, in the
United States; Israels, in Holland.
Germany, Sweden, Spain and Italy
have a splendid record for the cen-
tury. Russia startled the visitors
to the World's Fair by the power
displayed by its artists of to-day.
Canada need not be ashamed of
Berthon, Jacobi, Forbes, O’Brien,
Wyatt Eaton, Reid, Wyly Grier,
Brymmner, Patterson, Bell-Smith,
Atkinson, William Smith, Forster,
or Mrs. Schreiber. Ruskin’s rark
and precedence as an expounder
of art, its critic and interpreter, are

uvndisputed.
Music is represented by such
names as Beethoven, Rossini,

Verdi, Gounod, Balfe, Schumann,
Schubert, Mendelssohn, Wagner,
Liszt, Rubinstein, Mascagni, and
Svorak.

In oratory there are the names
of Gladstone, Disraeli, Bright,
Webster, Castelar, Spurgeon, Pun-
shon, Simpson, Phillips, Hyacinthe,
Brooks; and in Canada, Howe,
McGee, and Chapleau, besides a
number of distinguished speakers
amongst those of our own day.

If we leave out of view Colum-
bus’ achievement, no previous cen-

. tury can show such a record as our
cwn in regard to the discovery, ex-
ploration and opening for settle-
ment of vast unknown regions.
By the side of the great and daring
discoverers of the past may be
placed, without disparagement, such
men as Moffat, Livingstone, Stan-
ley, Emin Pasha, Speke, Grant,
Baker, Barth, Schweinfurth, Karl
Peters, Marchand, in Africa;
Burnaby, Kennin, Sven Edin and
Landor, in Asia; and on our own
continent, Lewis and Clark, Sir
Geo. Simpson, Douglas, Evans,
George and John

Church, Ser- .

McDougall,
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Fetitot, Lacombe, Ogilvie, Bell and
Tyrrell.  In Arctic and Antarctic
discovery we have Franklin, Kane,
McClintock, Ross, Greeley, Nan-
sen, Peary.,

I am only too conscious of the
utter inadequacy of ,these cata-
lcgues to convey any fair idea of
the achievement of the century. In
philosophy and theological and
biblical learning and exposition,
what century can compare with
ours?

On account of the limited space
at my disposal, whole classes of
subjects have been omitted from
the list. To those included, many
names might be added worthy to
be placed in the same category.
We may, however, venture to sum
up the general result in a few
words. It is true that former
ages produced immortal names,
whose supremacy none can ques-
tion—such names as Homer,
Plato, Demosthenes, Virgil, Dante,
Shakespeare, Milton, Bacon, New-
ton; but, taking the century’s pro-
duction as a whole, and with due
regard to the great masters of old,
it may be asserted, with some de-
gree of confidence, that no preced-
ing age has surpassed, if it has
equalled, the nineteenth century in
the departments of literature,
painting and music. Never, more-
over, have the fruits of civilization
been brought within the reach of
so large a proportion of the human
race. Never has the gospel of
altruism or practical Christianity
been preached and practiced more
earnestly, more effectually, or over
arnything like so wide an area; and
although many are disposed to
pessimistic views, there are ample
grounds for affirming that the men-
tal, moral and religious outlook has
never been so bright, so clear, so
full of hope for the future, as in
the closing years of the century.
Perhaps it may be profitable to
dwell for a little upon this feature
of our subject.
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It is nearly three hundred years
since Bacon suggested the modern
scientific method of investigation
and reasoning. -its greatest tri-
umph was reserved for our own
day, under the banner of Darwin,
his co-workers and successors. At
the present time, the doctrine of
evolution dominates cvery system
of thought and every phase of in-
quiry. It has included the entire
circle of knowledge in its all-em-
bracing sway—not merely biology
in all its departments, but astron-
omy, philosophy, philology, history
and jurisprudence.

Theology and religion itself, to
scme extent at least, have acknow-
ledged the universality of its in-
fluence.  The fact must be ad-
mitted, whether we approve or
not. Comparative theology and
comparative religion and folk-lore
are new departments of system-
atized knowledge, treated from the
scientific and historical standpoint,
and by the inductive process of
reasoning. So indeed are cos-
mogony and teleology.  The long
warfare between religion and sci-
ence has not been closed, it is true;
but there are indications of a com-
mon standing ground, of at least a
modus vivendi. A basis of armis-
tice may be found. There are
reasonable grounds for predicting
that, in the not distant future, re-
ligion and science as allies, not
enemies, each supplementing and
inspiring the other with its special
revelations of the everlasting pur-
pose of the Creator, will march to-
gether side by side to encounter
and overthrow the hosts of ignor-
ance, superstition and evil. That
ccmmon standing-ground is Evo-
lution, which John Fiske has so
tersely and aptly described as be-
ing merely “ God’s way of doing
things.”

Philosophers tells us that, be-
sides our ordinary consciousness,
our lives are largely controlled or
irfluenced by what they call sub-
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consciousness, acting as far as ap-
ptars automatically and independ-
ently of conscious effort on our
part. The problem that appeared
so difficult at night has solved it-
self by the morning, we know not
how : for we slept through the pro-
cess.  And there is a sub-con-
sciousness of nations. ‘The spirit
of the age differs essentially from
generation  to  generation. We
feel it, like,the wind, but know not
whence it cometh or whither it go-
eth.  Questions insoluble to-day
in the minds of the profoundest
thinkers are to-morrow settled and
clear to the untrained intellects of
the masses. The intellectual at-
mosphere, the language itself,
changes; new forms of speech and
thought come into use; old
thoughts assume meanings un-
dreamed of by our fathers; words
and the ideas they strive to repre-
sent act and react upon each other;
¢ Nothing of :...m that doth fade
But doth suuer a sea-change
Into something rich and strange.”

In a few years the entire civilized
hiuman race becomes suddenly
aware, without having been con-
scious of the process, that its out-
look upon life is essentially and
widely different from that of the
former time; its ideas of life and
death, of time,and eternity, f spacc
and infinity, of duty and responsi-
bility, have been revolutionized,
and solutions of the profoundest
problems of human thought ac-
cepted universally, which had been,
by the experts of the former time,
rejected with contumely and con-
tempt.

The general route of the vovage
of mankind from the old to the
new world of thought may be in-
dicated by a few landmarks. We
talk knowingly of the causes of
modern civilization, and we cata-
logue the fall of Constantinople,
the Renaissance, the Reformation,
the Council of Trent, the discovery
of America, and the route to the
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Tnidies, Bacon’s Novum Organum,
the English, American, and French
Revolutions, Napoleon’s wars, re-
fcrm and education bills, the ex-
pansion of the Empire, the con-
federation and consolidation of
states, trades’ umions, socialism,
modern science, atomic and germ
theories, Darwinism, and other
great facts of history, as explain-
ing its origin. They accentuate,
illustrate and describe its course,
but only in a very limited sense do
they explain it. The spirit of the
age carries mankind along in its
predestined course in spite of wind
and rudder. A nation suddenly
awakes 1o tiie fact that it has been
born again.  That is the meaning
of the word Renaissance, and it
may be appropriately applied to
the new phase of human thought
which renders the Victorian era
one of the great landmarks of his-
tory.

The immensity of the stellar
universe is in these later days re-
vealed by telescopes, powerful be-
yond the imagination of former
ages, stationed on prairies or moun-
tain tops by them undreamed of.
Along with infinite vastness is
revealed the infinite divisibility and

inuteness of space, matter and
life, now at length made known by
the progress of microscopic inves-
tigation. The outlook upon crea-
tion is enlarged. The mind strives
te grasp at once the infinitely great
and the infinitely little—the atom
and the universe. And now we
know, as never before, that there
is no great and no small; for the
small is infinitely great, and the
great is infinitely small.

The sciences of archzology and
geology are the creation of this
century. They have come as
special revelations of God to dispel
clouds of ignorance that have long
hung like a pall over the human in-
tellect, obscured its vision and mis-
led its thought and action. The
testimony of the rocks has carried
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the history of life upon this planet
back through countless ages.
Clay tablets unearthed in the
Euphrates valley extend the writ-
ten history of mankind to a period
six or seven thousand years be-_
fore the Christian era. * Even in
that early period, we find organized
nationalities, provided with cus-
toms, systems of government, and
appliances of civilization, which
necessitate a long previous history
of development, involving a long
series of ages; and ancient me-
morials even then existed of aons
long anterior, in the form of great
cities and temples, and old tradi-
tions. The investigations of Lay-
ard and Rawlinson, Burgsch and
Maspero, Palmer and Sayce,
Schliemann, and the various Ex-
ploration Funds, have furnished
overwhelming evidences of the im-
mensity of time required for the
full devclopment of man upon this
planet; and old established misin-
terpretations of sacred and other
historical records have vanished
before them like mist before ‘the
sun.

The study of primitive races in
their various stages of savagery
and barbarism has led to the fas-
cinating sciences of comparative
mythology and folk-lore and com-
parative religion, and we are en-
abled to trace in some measure the
successive steps by which the idea
of man’s relation to the Infinite has
been evolved by progressive re-
velations from the crudest panthe-
ism and fetichism to the purest
monotheism.

Reverent and learned scholars,
imbued with the age's inquisitive
spirit, have studied the sacred writ-
ings with a zeal and insight and
intensity never before known.
They have investigated with vast
research and erudition the develop-
ment of the human agency in their
composition. Illustrative facts
have been collected from many na-
tions and kindreds and tongues;
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words and phrases have been care-
fully collated and critically ex-
amined, the styles of writers and
dialects and periods of time dis-
tinguished and  characterized :
archaological remains have been
unearthed as if by miracle at op-
portune moments, to disprove or
confirm theories, and the result is
one of the crowning achievements
of the century, in the domain of
biblical learning. Many mistakes
have been and will be made by
higher critics, as by evolutionists,
working hypotheses must be re-
adjusted to harmonize with wider
knowledge; but the rapidity with
which the world’s mind has adapted
itself to new ideas and new revela-
tions is shown by the changed at-
titude, during the last ten or fifteen
years, of the religious world to
these new phases of thought. By
an almost unconscious process,
men of the most intense convic-
tions find themselves accepting as
of course new principles of inter-
pretation and new methods of his-
torical research, whose expounders
they ostracised a decade ago.

Tennyson, contemplating two
generations ago the conflict be-
tween religion and science, saw
with prophetic vision the *long
result of time.” In his prayer we
may join, with hope and confidence
of its progressive realization :

‘¢ Let knowledge grow from more to more,
But more of reverence in us dwell;
That mind and soul according well

May make one music as before,
But vaster.”

Science and learning have made
wonderful advances, but never has
religion reaped harvests so great.
Into what country on the surface of
the globe has Christianity not been
carried? What age of the world
has produced missionaries more de-
voted? Let Africa, India, North-
west Canada, Fiji, Erromanga,
Japan, and China answer. Many
heroic names have been added to
the martyr-roll.  Great religious

_the east or west.
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movements and organizations have
been initiated, and have extended
their influence over many lands.
The Bible Society spans the cen-
tury. The Oxford Movement has
profoundly affected the religious
thought of England and the world.
The successful missionary societies,
the Young Men’s Christian Asso-
ciation, the Salvation Army, the
Christian Endeavour, Epworth
League, and’ other young people’s
societies, are the product of these
hundred years. In the erection
of churches, schools and charitable
institutions, no century has equalled
this. Human nature has never
shown itself in a more favourable
light, whether we demand in-
tegrity, self-sacrifice, devotion to
duty, sincerity of purpose and con-
duct, or any of the other moralities.
Religion, as the motive power of
the good that is done in the world,
has never been more active or
efficient.

It is true that theological for-
mulas have gone down beneath the
waves of controversy. Some were
largely the product of storm and
stress periods of national life in
The causes have
ceased to operate. Dogmas based
on them have naturally and neces-
sarily disappeared. The pessimist
deplores the days when “the sea
of faith was at its full,” and in
fancy hears only “its melancholy,
lcng, withdrawing roar.”  But
this is illusion. Non-essentials in
creeds may perish. The faith that
removes mountains, that shows it-
self in its works, has put its hall-
mark on the century.  There is
high authority for the proposition
that true religion and undefiled
consists in altruism and clean liv-
ing. In the light of such a de-
finition, if we compare the century’s
closing years with its beginning,
how enormous is the advance
shown?

Nor is it necessary to close our
eyes to the vice and immorality
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that prevail. They have always
prevailed, especially as now in the
larger centres of population. On
the other hand, the moral forces
were never so well equipped or or-
%anized for the long warfare.

hey were never more resolute or
devoted. Never were they more
widely victorious.

What, then, is the final equa-
tion? What is the resultant of all
the mighty forces, religious, poli-
tical, scientific, literary and social,
that for the last hundred years
have interacted upon each other,
affecting the destinies of mankind
for weal or woe?

The wider outlook, the mor:
open mind, the deeper insight, the
broader sympathy, the more ear-
nest reaching after truth; these, in
their influence upon both the pres-
ent and future of mankind, are—
shall we say it?P—the sum of the
achievement of the nineteenth cen-

L suns.
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tury, and it is in its nature essen-
tially religious.

The religious, like the scientific,
thought of the future will Dbe
widened with the process of the
The stars in their courses
fight for the mnewer. learning.
There can be no real warfare be-
tween the revelation of God’s foot-
prints on the rock and in the stars,
and the true interpretation of re-
velation in the written word.
Their harmony entered into the
scul of the Psalmist of old, and has
been caught by the attentive ears
of the poets of every land. It
must ever appear more and more
clearly to each succeeding age, un-
til in fullest splendour it is re-
vtealed to

¢ The crowning race,
Of those that eye to eye shall look
On knowledge ; under whose command

Is Earth and Earth’s, and in their hand
Is Nature like an open book.”

St. Thomas, Ont.

THE CENTURY TO THE CENTURIES.

BY MISS EDITH M. THOMAS,

Yonder the last of thrice ten thousand days,
Through drift of the ethereal flame wide blown,
On phanix plumes descends the evening haze,

And as from embers and from ashes strown,
Rose on keen wing the Arabian wonder lone,
And shaped swift flight to Heliopolis,
And there did sleep an age-long sleep unknown ;
So thou, far in the under world’s abyss,
Shalt slumber unrecalled by prayer or vow from this.

O lapsing Year—of years Imperial Year!
Pass in extreme of glory to that bourne.
\WWe who now mourn thee never mourned thy peer,
Nor one of thy great race again we mourn:
Yet—mortals of brie: stay !—we have outworn
A century’s date, and Vale, vale, sigh;
While mourners of like greeting, half forlorn,
TFaintly and faintlier from the gulf reply—
The gulf where thou art fled, with thy dark peers to lic.

.

O thou our Century, with.yet radiant front,
Candid and fearless their tribunal greet;
To question and to answer was thy wont,
While on this earth thon held’st a regal seat;
For thou hast seen retreat, and still retreat,
Those outposts men had deemed were fixed for aye,—
Hast seen that none might bind the flying feet
Which bear world-messengers upon their way—
That arrows aimed at Truth do but return éx’) slay!
—Critic.
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FERDINAND FREILIGRATH.
THE POET OF FREEDOM IN MODERN GERMANY,

BY PASTOR FELIX,

WE have here inscribed a
name worthy of hon-
our wherever men
prizeliberty, wherever
noble aim and uncor-
rupt manhood are re-
spected — the name
of the Poet of Frec-
dom in modern Germany; a man
who could brave the displeasure of
royalty and the sons of privilege.
that he might lift the lives and for-
tunes of the commonalty of his
country, and teach her peasantrv
the worth of that for which the
brave of all ages have striven and
offered up their lives. He has
been spoken of in America as “ The
German Whittier,” and not with-
out reason, since his ringing fiery
lyrics are akin to the Quaker Poet’s
“Voices of Freedom;” for both
have had their part in breaking the
chains of slavery—political, social,
and intellectual,—and of hastening
the time when

¢ Man to man, the world o'er,
Shall brothers be for a’ tkat.”

He is also known as “The Friend
of America,” because he was 30
keenly alive to the progress and
triumph of the great Abolition
movement there, and so ardently
desired to see its full prevalence
in that Southland where so long
the negro race was enslaved; and
also, because he longed to see a
measure of civil liberty, like that
enjoyed on this side of the Atlantic.

- conceded to his own beloved lond.
So, when he was obliged to hasten
from his own country, Longfellow
invited him to come to the United
States, an invitation appreciated by
him, though circumstances arose
that prevented its acceptance.

Like TUhland and Herwegh,
poets of his own nation, he was not
only a writer of stirring lyrics, but
a man of action and of an adven-
turous spirit—a patriot, whose bold
notes, and resolute deeds as well,
made tyrants tremble. His songsw
weére regarded as incendiary by the
Government, and, upon publication
of the book entitled, “ My Confes-
sion of Faith,” action was taken
against him, and he was obliged to
fly to Brussels. There, in 1846,
he issued his “ Caira,” containing
songs that were like the sounding
of a trumpet. The poet then found
it necessary to move farther away;
so he went to London, and re-
mained there until the outbreak of
the Revolution, when he returned
to his country and put himself at
the head of the Rhineland Dem-
ocracy at Dusseldorf. Inspiring as
a singer, and brave as a leader, he
was incautious ; and, upon the pub-
lication of an inflammatory lyric,
“The Dead to the Living,” he in-
discreetly exposed himself to arrest
and imprisonment; but, upon trial.
a jury of his fellow-countrymen
acquitted him.

Yet he began his poetic career a
spinner of soft and silken lays.
that won him easy acceptance and
applause; while, according to the
spirit and fashion of the time, he
borrowed his subjects from abroad,
and wrought them elaborately, as
dia Bodenstedt in his dainty songs
of “ Mirza-Schaffy,” as did Platen.
Rupert, and the great Goethe him-
selff—with all the richness and
splendour of oriental colouring.
One reading such a poem as “ The
Lion’s Ride,” full of splendid vigour
as it is, would hardly anticipate the
after poems, which, causing his
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harshest rebuffs, procured him at
last his highest distinction.

THE LION’S RIDE.

What ! wilt thou bind him fast with «
chain?
Wilt bind the king of the cloudy sands?
Idiot fool ! he has burst from thy hands
and bands,
And speeds like Storm through his far do-
main,
See ! he crouches down in the sedge,
By the water's edge,
Making the startled sycamore boughs to
quiver !
Gazelle and girafte, I think, will shun that
river.

Not so! The curtain of evening falls,
And the Caffre, mooring his light canoe
To the shore, glides down thro’ the hushed
karroo,
And the watch-fires burn in Hottentot
kraals,
And the antelope seeks a bed in the bush
Till dawn shall blush,
And the zebra stretches his limbs by the
tinkling fountain,
And the changeful signals fade from the
Table Mountain.

Now look through the dusk! What seest
thou now ?
Seest such a tall giraffe ! She stalks
All majesty, through the desert walks,—
In search of water to cool her tongue and
brow.
From tract to tract of the limitless

waste
Behold her haste !
Till, bowing her long neck down, she buries
her face in
The reeds, and knceling, drinks from the
river’s basin.

But look again ! look ! sce once more
Those globe-eves glare! The gigantic

reeds
Lie cloven and trampled like puniest
weeds,—
The lion leaps on the drinker's neck with a
roar !

Oh, what a racer ! Can any behold
’Mid housings of gold
In the stables of kings, dyes half so splendid
As those on the brindled hide of yon wild
animal blended ?

Greedily fleshes the lion his tecth
In the breast of his writhing prey ; around
Her neck his loose brown maane is wound.
Hark ! that hollow cry! She springs up
from beneath,
And in agony flics over plains and
heights.
Sce how she unites,
Even under such monstrous and torturing
trammel,
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With the grace of the leopard, the speed of
the camel!

She reaches the central, moon-lighted plain,
That spreadeth around all bare and wide ;
Meanwhile, adown her spotted side

The dusky blood-gouts rush like rain—

And her woeful eyehalls, how they stare
On the void of air !

Yet on she flies—on, on—for her there is

no retreating ;

And the desert can hear the heart of the

doomed one beating :

And lo ! a stupendous column of sand,
A sand-spout out of that sandy ocean, up-
curls
Behind the pair in eddies and whirls ;
Most like some colossal brand,
Or wandering spivit of wrath
On his blasted path,
Or the dreadful pillar that lighted the war-
riors and women
Of Israel’s land through the wilderness of
Yemen.

And the vulture, scenting a coming carouse,
Sails, hoarsely screaming, down the sky 3
The bloody hyena, be sure, is nigh,—

Fierce pillager he, of the charnel-house ¢

The panther, too, who strangles the
Cape Town sheep
As they lie asleep,

Athirst for his share in the slaughter, fol-

ows ;

While the gore of their victims spreads like

a pool in the sandy hollows !

She reels,—but the king of the brutes be-
strides
His tottering throne to the last: with
nmight
He plunges his terrible claws in the bright
And delicate cushions of her sides.
Yet hold ! fair play ! she rallies again !
In vain, in vain !
Her .struggles but help to drain her life-
blood faster;
She staggers, gasps, and sinks at the feet of

R=2
her slayer and master!

She staggers, she falls; she shall struggle
no more ! :
The death-rattle slightly convulses her
throat ;
Mayest look thylast on that mangled coat,
Besprent with sand, and feam, and gore !
Adieu! The orient glimmers ’far,
And the morning-star
Anon will risc over Madagascar brightly—
So rides the lion in Afric’s deserts nightly. |

The publication of this book, in
which there was so much to charm
and so little to offend, elevated him
to popular and to royal favour
alike, and secured him recognition
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of literary and scholarly men; so
it was no chagrin arising from any
failure or disappointment which in
any degree determined his subse-
quent course. Like Charles Sum-
ner and Wendell Phillips of Amer-
ica, he forsook the blandishments
of a social and intellectual aris-
tocracy, to encounter the danger
and odium that always attends the
devotees of an unpopular or a per-
secuted cause. He was described
by Gutzkow—vith more propriety
than he knew—as “the German
Hugo;” for like the Frenchman he
became an inflexible hater of ty-
rants, and like him he became an
exile from the land he so passion-
ately loved. At last, and before he
had forfeited the royal favour,
through the influence of Alexander
von Humboldt, he obtained from
the King of Prussia a pension,
which rendered him independent of
the Amsterdam Bank, in which he
had begun a career which accorded
poorly with his taste and dispo-
sition. This windfall enabled him
to marry.

But the time in which he was to
declare himself and to assume his
proper vocation ripened. The call
came from without, which found
response in another rising within
his breast, to utter himself as he
saw and felt the public need re-
quired. The revolutionary pocts
had been already disappointed by
his acceptance of royal bounty,
which might have been supposed
bribe effectually to silence him; for
in him they discerned the qualities
of a leader, and they desired to sce
him in the van of Liberty. In this
they were not deceived ; nor was
their disappointment to be of long
standing. No complaining brother-
bard should ever be permitted -to
say of him,

“ Just for a handful of silver he left us,
Just for a ribbon to stick in his coat.”

Freiligrath had in him the great-
heartedness, the active vet discern-
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ing’ spirit, the martial forée and fire
and the fundamental manliness,
which enabled him to overcome the
handicap of his early literary stic-
cess; and which, when he was
stirred to it by Hoffmann von Fal-
lersleben, caused him to renounce
his pension, and announce and
define his position, and which
brought him over on the side of
popular government, as its most
uncompromising champion. He
was unfit to speculate and dream,
with Goethe, while the Fatherland
was torn and rent in pieces, and
the liberties” of the people were
trodden underfoot ; so he exchanged
the reed for a sterner-sounding in-
strument, while in his hand the
Iyric became what Wordsworth de-
clares the sonnet was in that of
Milton,—

¢ A trumpet, whenee he blew
Soul-animating strains,”

that caused all Germany to ring
“ from side to side,” so that the
echoes are not yet done sounding.

As a specimen of his political
songs we will give Lewis F. Star-
rett’s version of his ¢ Black, Red,
Gold,” which we wonder not had an
ill relish for the tyrants of that
time. Would the stanzas be more
pleasing to the czars and kaiscrs of
to-day ?

BLACK, RED, GOLD.

How long, in grief and darkness, we
Obliged were to conceal it !
Now from its grave we set it free,
And to the world reveal it.
Now shines and rustles each fair fold !
Hurrah, thou black, thou red, thon gold!
Powder is black,
Blood is red,
Golden the bright flame flickers.

It is the flag our fathers knew,
The same old colour showing,
Young wounds to gain, brave deeds to do,
Beneath it we are going ;
The conflict now so well begun,
Shall cease not till the ficld be won.
Powder is black, ete.

Maidens whose dainty fingers wrought
The flag we are upholding,
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While we the stock of lead we brought
Were into bullets wonlding,—
Not where men meet to dance and sing
"The banuer that you made shall swing.
Powder is black, ete.

Think you the land we can persuade
To be for freedom grateful,
\Whose towns, with each its barricade,
Your laws denounce as hateful ?
Electors, heed these words of ours,
Lest we usurp grand-ducal powers.
Powder is black, ete.

Freedom with us means something more

Than childish pastime— breaking,
With foolish rage, an arsenal dvor,

And sword and musket taking.
Marching a little while, and then
Bringing the weapons back again !

Powder is black, ete.

*Tis not, within a house of glass,
To draw distinctions pretty,
And judgment overstrained to pass
Upon offences petty,
And then down unconcerned to lie
Without while stones and bullets fly.
Powder is black, etc.

That will not stand for freedom long
Which makes the strange condition,
That subjects mmust endure a wrong,
Or fight with—a petition.
Good God ! petition, and then wait,
Parley and then—illuminate !
Powder is black, cte.

Freedom!—where men their rights must buy,
Or take them as a favour;
Where kings yield what, they would deny,
If stronger or if braver ;
Where men the thing they most do hate
Upen the throne will tolerate !
Powder is black, etc.

Away with freedom such as that,
Which rules but by compelling :
Of 2ach poor petty prince’s hat
freedom mean the sclling,
Away with spite, and craft. and stealth !
Freedom means one great commonwealth.
Pawder is black, cte.

A great republic, firm and frec,
None b-tter and none stronger,
Where chain, and whip, and galiows-tree,
Shall be endured no longer ;
The tinie has come to do or die :
Fly out, good German bamner, fly !
Powder is black, cte.

To battle, then, thou German flag,
To battle do we take thee;
- And com’st thou back a tatter’d rag,
Then new again we'll make thee.
See our fair German maidens smile—
That would be sewing worth their while.
Powder is black, ete.
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And he who makes for thee a song
Trusts that its fate will let it
The master find, who shall ere long
To stirring musie set it ;
Then shall ring out a chorus grand
From ocur united German lang.
. Powder is black,
Bload is red, 3
Golden the bright flame flickers.

If in dignity of style, and in that

cthical grandeur which distin-
guished the hest of Whittier's

* Voices of Treedom,” it excelled.
as in sincerit:, energy and martial
fire it does, as a lyric it must have
been irresistible.  Indeed, so bold
are Freiligrath’s assaults upon roy-
altv, that we marvel he did not
perish by bullet, axe, or halter, or
at least languish out his life in a
dungeon. He wrote another spirit-
rousing picce, entitled “ The Free
Press,” in which he describes the
printers of some revolutionary jour-
nal as they are engaged in melting
their types to mould them into bul-
lets. The opening stanzas may give
some notion of the whole:

*Sternly to his fellow-workmen, thus the
master-printer said ; )

¢ Muzkets will be used to-morrow, and there
will be need of lead.

Well our types will serve the purpose, be
it ours to spend the night

Melting them and making of them metal
messengers of right.

«¢«Here the crucible and forms are; now
the fire is burning clear ;

All the doors are barricaded, none can inter-
rapt us here.

Now, compositors and pressmen, lively to
your labours spring:

Help me Freedom’s manifesto to its feet to-
night, to bring.

< ¢ Fyven to the prinee’s castle, O my molten
types then fly, o

Soaring, sing the song of freedom till it ring
against the sky.

Strike the slaves and mercenaries—strike
the men bereft of wit,

They who wculda free press throttle—fools,
although they highest sit !

< Perish they and all their workings ! Freed
from interference then,

When their mission is accomplished, we can
get our types again,

Gather up the batter’d bullets, cast them
clearer than before—

Hark! I hear the trumpet sounding!
There’s a knocking at the door !’




Ferdinand Freiligrath,

He has a poem in which the
world is compared to a chess-board,
upon which he is moved from point
to point.

‘“Ever,” he says, ¢ this game goes for-
ward, in which Freedom contests with
Tyranny ; blow after blow is given, move
follows move, and never comes the order
for resting. Lately I dwelt in Holland ;
anon I found myself in Switzerland ; but
even from the land of Tell I feel that I
shall soon be hounded. But I am ready.
The free waves are dancing around the
homes of Norway, making sweet music.
T hear now a rattle out of France, that
sown.ds like a breaking of fetters. Never
yet dit England send away the exile who
fled iuto her shelter; and if she could,
the hand of one who would befriend me
is extended from the far Ohio. Plenty
of moves! Then what need I care how
far or how fast I am fated to go ? Though
they try it they cannot checkmate me:
Only the Ling can be checkmated !™

A certain nobleness of feeling is
mingled with the bravery of this
strain—rising toward the close al-
most to bashfulness—and an under-
tone of pathos also; for with all his
feigned (ndifference to time or
place, this absence pained him, and
his exile heart was ever longing
for his German land. Like our
American poet, Longfellow, he
gave a large place to the domestic
affections, and some of his choicest
lyrics express these mnative emo-
tions and sentiments common to
gentle hearts of every age and
clime. In one of his best pieces
he addresses a band of emigrants
who, with their goods and chattels,
are about leaving their native coun-
try for “the far wooded West,”
beyond the great ocean; and we
can read his own heart in the words
with which he questions them:

« Q say, why seek yec other lands?
‘The Nectar’s vale hath wine and corn ;
Full of dark firs the Schwarzwald stands ;
In Spessart rings the Alp-herd’s horn.

¢ Ah! in strange forests you will yearn

For the %reen mountains of your home ;’

To Deutchland’s yellow wheat-fields turn,
In spirit o’er her vine-hills roam.
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¢ How will the form of days gtown pale
In golden dreams float softly by,
Like some old legendary tale,
Before fond memory’s moistened eye.”

Bayard Taylor declared—

“ The bravest are the tenderest,
The loving are the daring 3
and so it proved in the case of
Freiligrath, for some of the tender-
est, sweetest heart-songs in the
German language—a language
abounding in terms of affection—-
are from his pen.

Full of tenderness is his lyric-
letter, addressed “ To Wolfgang in
the Field "—his own dear son, who
had taken up armss in his country’s
cause, and who was then on service
in the hospital :

¢ Be strong, my Wolf, be carnest,
As well thou mayest be;
Whichever way thou turnest,
Sad sights thine eye may sec.
Be glad thy help to render,
For those thou helpest feel ;

Nor let thy heart so tender
The sight of suffeving steel.”

Full of the same tenderness also is
his “ Rest in the Beloved,” begin-
ning—

‘ Oh, bere furgver let me stay, love !
Here let my rest forever be.”

And tenderness is mixed with re-
gret and sorrow in his “ Oh, Love,
so Long as Love Thou Canst,”
which seems like a versification
of Washington Irving’s beautiful
Sketch-book essay, imprinted on
our heart and mind in our child-
hood:
«“Qh, love so long as love thou canst !

So long as love thy soul can need ®

The hour will ¢: me, the hour will cone,
When by thegrave thy heart shall bleed!

¢ Thou kneclest down upon the grave,
And sink’st in agony thine cyes ;
They nevermore the dead shall see,—
The silent churchyard hears thy sighs.

¢ Thou mourn’st: ¢ O look upon this heart
That here doth weep upon thy mound !
Forgive me if I caused thee pain—
O God! it was not meant to wound !’

¢ But he - he sees and hears thee not 3
He comes not, he can never know :
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The lips that kissed thee once say not,
¢ Friend, I forgave thee long ago !’ °

Freiligrath was a fond lover of
friends, of home, and of wife and
children; a passionate lover of his
country ; a hater only of oppression.
wrong, tyranny, injustice and all
unkindness and unrighteousness —
for these man ought to hate. He wem
the reward at last of self-sacrifice
and self-denial, in the love and
csteem of his countrymen. He be-
came accepted at last, restored to
his beloved home, and died in his
own land, having seen the desire of
his heart in a larger measure of
iiberty granted to the German
people. The odium attaching to
his name amongst the aristocratic
classes gradually faded, and he
lived to know himself one of the
acknowledged masters of German
song. He is distinguished as a
translator; and some of the master-
pieces of French and English liter-
ature have by him been rendered
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into the language of the Father-
land—the grand speech of Luther
and Goethe—as only one true poet
can render the thought of another.
Longfellow appreciated his muse :
and he has reciprocated that appre-
ciation by his translation of * Hia-
watha,” which is described as “a
marvel of fidelity and beauty.”

Freiligrath was what Heine
claimed to be, and what Burns and
Whittier really became, “a soldier
in the war of the liberation of hu-
manity ;” for when a true ‘man
strikes a blow for human liberty
in any age or country, he does it
for all succeeding ages and for all
mankind.

This great-hearted poet was born
in the home of an obscure school-
master, at Detmold, June 17th,
1810; and he died at Cannstadt, in
Wurtemburg, March 18th, 1876—
a devotee of fame and freedom—

¢ One of the few, the immortal, names
That were not born to die.”

COULD WE BUT KNOW,

BY MISS FRANK L. DAVIS,

Did we but think that afier pain comes ease,
And after conflict gentle peace broods o’er

The scene of battle; would we not the substance seize
And after shadows vain reach out no more?

Could we but feel that darkness precedes light,
That day must die to bring sweet afterglow,

We'd clasp God’s hand that reaches through the night,

- That never fails,—could we but see and know.

Would it not give fresh courage for to-morrow,
To know there’s not one wasted hour of pain ?
That God has joys proportioned to our sorrow,
And earthly discipline will not be borne in vain?
Had we but faith to trust Him with to-morrow,
—Our Father’s smile makes up for many a tear,—
The joys He has in store will compensate for sorrow,
One golden day with Him redeem a weary year.

When mourning lost_ideals and faded hopes,
When life’s sad failures fret and shame us S0;
The tortured mind amidst dense darkness gropes
And yet grasps nothing—then if we could know,
What seem like failures to our finite minds,
God marks as patent eflorts for the goal,
Hec is directing, and our scattered sheaves He binds
Into one grand, complete, successful whole.

Haniilton, Ont.
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A PECULIAR PEOPLE.

BY THE REV. ROBERT WILSON, D.D.

ZIBOUT one-third
of the inhabi-
tants of Prince
Edward Island
are Presbyte-
rians. Includ-
edin this num-
ber is a small
denomination
generally spoken of as “ Macdon-
aldites,” who, while in full accord
with the others in doctrinal matters
and general policy, are entirely in-
dependent. They are the followers
of the late Rev. Donald Macdonald,
who for nearly half a century
played an important part in the re-
ligious life of the Province, and
whose memory is still held in high
repute by the people that bear lis
name.

This remarkable man was born
in Scotland on the first day of Jan-
uary, 1783, was educated at the
University of Saint Andrew’s, and
entered the ministry of the Scotch
National Church in the year
1816, After labouring as a mis-
sionary for some years in the
Highlands, he came to America, and
in 1826 took up his abode in
the Garden of the Gulf. Circum-
stances which need not now be nar-
rated led to his separation from the
church of his fathers, and, accord-
ing to a statement I heard him
make in his own pulpit, for some
ltime his life was somewhat irregu-
ar.

Suddenly all was changed, he
became intensely religious, and en-
tered upon the work of an evan-
gelist with a zeal and earnestness
that drew upon him the eyes of the
public. As the churches were not
open to him, he preached in private
houses, halls, school-rooms, barns,
or in the fields, and always had
crowds to hear him. He was

looked upon as a wonder, and
while warmly endorsed by some
was unsparingly denounced by
others. But with a zeal that knew
no abatement, and with a courage
that nothing .could daunt, he pur-
sued the not always even tenor of
his way, and at length found him-
self the head and leader of a people
who would have died in defence
of his opinions and person. Amid
the coldness and unspirituality of
the times, such a course as his was
regarded as unwarrantably sensa-
tional, and certainly some of his
methods were sufficiently strange
to be open to criticism.

In the pulpit he had wonderful
power, and, under his ministrations,

the wildest excitement was fre-
quently witnessed. Many who

came to scoff remained to pray, and
would leave the meeting his fast
friends. As he would look out
upon his hearers, fixing his keen
eyes upon their faces, as if reading

‘their very thoughts, the boldest

would cower before his glance.
Some declared he was in league
with the devil and consequently a
‘most dangerous character; somc
regarded him as skilled in some
occult art which enabled him to
wield the wild democracy at will,
while others hailed him as another
Luther raised up to do a special
work for God.

In many respects he resembled
that wonderfully eloquent man,
the late Rev. Edward Irving,
whose strange career excited so
much attention in the British me-
tropolis some years ago. But there
was this difference between the

" London preacher and the Prince

Edward Islander, that while the
former claimed to be specially in-
spired and supernaturally endowed
along the lines indicated in the
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Epistle to the Corinthians, the lat-
ter made no such pretensions,

¢ I have a very vivid recollection
of the first time I came in contact
with Mr. Macdonald. It was on a
glorious Sabbath in July when
nature looked her loveliest, and the
holy hush of the sacred day was
only broken by the sounds of feet
or of carriage wheels on the way
to the place of meeting. As he
only visited this neighbourhood
semi-annually 2 great crowd came
to hear, representing all ages,
classes and creeds. A few minutes
before the time announced for the
service to begin, a short, stout,
strongly-built man of some sixty
vears slowly walked up the aisle,
ascended the pulpit, and quickly
ran his eye over the congregation,
as if to ascertain if any of his own
were missing. The faces of those
before him were a study—some
were radiant with joy at being again
permitted :. ,ze “the old man elo-
quent;” some looked curious, as
if wondering what would be the
outcome of the gathering, and who
that day would be won over to his
side; while not a few seemed to be
bracing up their nerves in order
to resist any pressure that might be
brought to bear upon them.

As the day was very warm and
the church literally packed, he
threw off his coat, unbuttoned his
vest, and otherwise prepared him-
self for the work of the day. After
opening in the usual Scotch man-
ner; he spent nearly an hour in
commenting on some of the more
remarkable events that had trans-
pired in the world since his last
visit. He was particularly severe
on the then recently organized Free
Church, with which he evidently
had no sympathy, but spoke in very
kindly terms of the old Kirk, and
of the minister then in charge of
the Scotch Established Church in
. Charlottetown. After baptizing a
number of children, and attending
to some minor matters, he preached
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a powerful sermon from the words,
“TFor the wages of sin is death.”
And to the great delight of quite
a number of aged Highlanders, to
whom the English language was
not very familiar, he conducted an
afternoon service, which was wholly
in Gaelic. ‘

During the morning service both
preacher and people became greatly
excited. The theme dwelt upon
gave ample opportunity to arouse
the fears of the unsaved, and his
looks, tones and manner lent a ter-
rible earnestness to his words. A
young woman sitting near me “took
the work,” as it is called, and
writhed and moaned in a most dis-
tressing manner. The first act in
the strange drama was a twitching
and jerking of the liead, then the
whole body became convulsed, and
bent backward and forward, and
then came prostration and apparent
unconsciousness. Others were sim-
ilarly affected, strong ‘men seemed
as if in convulsions, and all felt
themselves in the presence of a
power concerning the character of
which there was a great diversity
of opinion. I have seen strange
things in revival services in differ-
ent denominations, and on both
sides of the Atlantic, which either
at the time or afterwards I have
been enabled to explain, but for
these manifestations I can offer no
solution.

Mr. Macdonald has long since
passed away, but his work remains.
Efforts were made at the time of
the union of the several sections of
the Presbyterians to induce his fol-
lowers to cast in their lot with the
others, but the efforts failed, and
here and there throughout the Is-
land Province congregations are
still found where his name is rever-
enced, his memory lovingly cher-
ished, and where “the work” is
reproduced in all its original phases
and with no abatement of its old-
time earnestness.

St. John, N.B.
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A FAMOUS ENGLISH PRISON.
THE OLD BAILEY.,

BY JOHN CHARLES THORNLEY.

A HE Old Bailey, doom-
hall of thousands of
most wretched wights,
is itself doomed. I
mean the building,
not the institution.
Adfter twenty years of
negotiation and con-
i tention between the
British government and the city
corporation of London an arrange-
ment has been completed for the
building of a new Sessions House,
wherein to hold the monthly sit-
tings of what in modern legal par-
lance is called the Central Criminal
Court—the highest crime tribunal
for London and the surrounding
district. As Newgate has ceased
to be used as a regular prison, one
of its wings will be pulled down
and a new Sessions House erected
in its place. Old Bailey is the
name by which the present building
and its predecessors have been pop-
ularly known for centuries, and ‘for
hundreds -of years to come, I doubt
not, the ancient designation will
cling to the new Sessions House
and any that may follow it.

Many readers of this magazine
have doubtless walked along the
curious, wedge-shaped street called
tke Old Bailey, which connects
Ludgate Hill with Newgate Street,
under the shadow of St. Paul's
Cathedral. But only a few of these.
1 venture to say, have stepped from
Old Bailey the street into Old
Bailey the court-house and there
witnessed a trial. Indeed, one may
easily pass by ‘and miss thg Sessions
House altogether. Like a prisoner
in the dock, it seems to shrink from
the public gaze, turning a .dingy

10 ®

flank to the street, and presenting
its best facade to a walled court-
yard, into which judges, civic dig-
nitaries, and other privileged folk
are driven in order that they may
alight from their carriages in pri-
vacy. The building is often con-
fused, too, in the public mind, with
the adjacent Newgate Prison,
though the two are administratively
distinct, the jail belonging to the
imperial government and the court-
house to the city corporation. Nei-
ther of those buildings is much
more than a century old, but both
stand on, or very near, sites that
have been consecrated these five
hundred years or more to the pur-
poses of investigating and punish-
ing crime,

‘Well, then, imagine yourseif
seated betimes one Monday morn-
ing in the box reserved for distin-
guished visitors. - You are, I see,

surprised and disappointed. I can,

for the nonce, read your thoughts
like a book, and this is their pur-
port: “ Can this low ceiled, ill ven-
tilated, unadorned chamber, this bix
square box, with every inch of its
floor penned, pewed, and gang-
wayed, this dingy third-rate justice
hall, inferior to nearly every assize
court I have seen in my tour
through England, not to mention
our courts at home—can this be the
famous Old Bailey?” Yes, such it
is; or, to be quite accurate, the
chief portion of it. However un-
comfortable and undignified it may
be, it, has somehow served the pur-
pose for which it was built, and
during 113 years more sentences,
whether of death or imprisonment,
have rung across from.that dais on

&
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NEWGATE PRISON TO-DAY, THE SESSIONS HOUSE INDICATED BY A CROSS.

our right to yonder dock on our
left than in any other court that I
can call to mind in the whole world.

Examine this dais. It monopo-
lizes one side of the hall and is
strewn with sweet herbs to prevent
a recurrence of the jail fever—pray
do not laugh—uwhich carried off
some of the bigwigs on two occa-
sions in the 18th century. At the
rear is a continuous cushioned
bench, faced by half a dozen mov-
able desks and partly overshadowed
by a canopy supporting thc royal
arms,

In front of the dais, on a slightly
lower level, is the table used by the
clerk of arraigns and his subordin-
ates. Right oppos:te us is the jurv-
box, and on our left the dock, above
and behind which is the cramped
public g:llery. Down below, in
what is called the well of the court,
lies truth—so the bewigged barris-
ters and unadorned solicitors who
sit there would have us believe.
On our side of the court seats re-
served for the press, for privileged
visitors like ourselves, and for jurv-
men in waiting, rise tier above tier
from the well to the level of the
dais,

While we have been looking

round barristers, solicitors, report-
ers, ofhc1als and loungers have
well-nigh s‘ﬁlled the body of the
court.  Half-past ten strikes and
simultaneously two or three loud
knocks are given upon the outer
side of one of the doors opening
upon the dais. Then every onc
stands up, and from time imme-
morial that sound has heralded the
approach of the dignitaries consti-
tuting the court. The lord mayor,
attended by his sword-bearer, the
city marshal, the sheriffs, the un-
der-sheriffs, some of the aldermen,
and the recorder, enters the court,
and, after an exchange of bows
with everybody present, takes the
seat of honor under the royal arms,
below which has been fixed one of
the ceremonial swords of the city,
with point studiously upturned in
token of his nominal supremacy.
The recorder takes the seat imme-
diately to the right of his titular
superior, and the aldermen and
sheriffs spread themselves out on
the left, according to seniority,
while such officials as the sword-
bearer and the city marshal disap-
pear. Each member of the com-
mission, as it is called, besides
wearing the robes of his rank or
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office, carries an exquisite bouquet
of Hlowers, welcome alike for color
and fragrance in such drab, stuffy
surroundings. -

“Qyez, oyez, oyez,” begins the
black-gowned usher, in the only
Norman-French he knows, and he
goes on, in unmistakable cockney
English, to declare the court open.
concluding his formula with “ God
save the Queen !” Then the lord
mayor considers the excuses-of, or
objections to, persons summoned to
sit on the grand jury, and, this duty
accomplished, he has nothing more
to say or do beyond looking orna-
mental. Nor does he do that long,
for he suddenly remembers, in ac-
cordance with the usage of recent
years, that he has a pressing en-
gagement, and resigus his chair to
the senior alderman present. Mean-
while the recorder, who is the high-
est law officer of the city corpora-
tion, charges the grand jury; some
true bills are returned ; the common
jury is sworn; a prisoner pops up
through a trap-door into the dock
from the cells below; and the first
trial of the Sessions commences.
‘The recorder, a greater man in re-
ality than the silent magnates who
pay him his salary, adjudicates
solely in the cases brought up on
this and the following day.

On the Wednesday one of the
judges of the High Court of Jus-
tice makes his appearance and
takes the seat hitherto occupied by
the recorder, but never that of the
Tord mavor, who remains chief com-
missioner throughout the Sessions.
‘While the Queen’s judge com-
‘mences to try the graver cases, the
recorder moves to the New Court
(new only by comparison) and
‘there takes good second-class in-
dictments. Another of the corpor-
ation’s law officers, the common;
<ergeant, presides over a third
court, and when the calendar is ex-
-centionally heavy a fourth court is
formed by Mr. Commissioner Kerr.
“T'he High Court judge continues to
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preside over the chief tribunal until
the end of the Sessions, which last
about ten days, though they have
been known to extend over six
weeks, overlapping the succeeding
Sessions. .

“ How comes it,”” asks the intel-
ligent stranger, “ that the notables
of the one square mile of central
London, commonly called ‘ the city,’
have so much to do with the cere-
monial part, at least, of a court that

NEWGAT

NEWGATE PRISON IN THE EARLY EIGHTEENTH
' CENTURY,

takes cognizance of all serious
crimes committed in the metropolis
or its environs?” It is a privilege
that dates back to the fourteenth
century, when it had become cus-
tomary to lodge all the felons of
the city of London and of the
county of Middlesex in one of the
gates that pierced the city wall—
New Gate. These prisoners were

.
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tried by various haphazard methods
until Edward II1. decreed, in 1327,
that the lord mayor for the time
being should be one of the judges,
and it is in that reign that we find
the first definite reference to a Ses-
sions House in the Old Bailey—a

of justice in the city and county,
holding themselves responsible both
for the gate-prison and the court-
house, which thev rebuilt and al-
tered from time to time. The
crown never quite relinquished its
hold upon the tribunal, and always,

name that some antiquarians hold
to be derived from the ballium, or
open space beyond the city wall
From that time forth the citizens,
who had already purchased from
. the crown the right to appoint a
sheriff of Middlesex, tightened
their hold upon the administration
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so far as I can make out, has the
power of enlarging the commission
at will, though the lord mayor usu-
ally kept his place at the head of it.

Thus we find that no fewer than
thirty-four commissioners sat at the
Old Bailey in October, 1660, to try
the twenty-nine survivors of the
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CHARLES MATTHEWS, A LEADING OLD BAILEY BARRISTER.

courtwhich had condemned Charles
I. to death eleven years before, and
city opinion, which was still repub-
lican in the main, was scarcely re-
flected at all on that commission.
The chief prisoners, notably Major-
General Harrison, Sir Hardness
Waller, Colonel Carew, Hugh
Peters, and Harry Marten, offered
a grand Ironside defence devoid of
legal subtleties, and were hanged.
Only the weaklings, who expressed
insincere coritrition, were spared.
Harrison had been one of the nar-
rowest of the Puritans, and had
even quarrelled with Cromwell
when the latter spoke of toleration.
but who can fail to admire him for

’

those last words of his? “If I had
ten thousand lives I could freely
and cheerfully lay them all down to
witness to this matter!” As a blow
to constitutional liberty the hang-
ing of Charles’ judges was as futile
as the burning of John Milton’s
“ Eikonoklastes” and * Defensio
Primo” by the common hangman
at the Old Bailey in the same year.

Many “legal murders” have been
perpetrated at the Old Bailey, and
one at least is known to every stu-
dent of English history. William,
Lord Russell was a man of heart
rather than of great intellect, whose
sturdy Whig instincts revolted
against the corruptions of Charles
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JUSTICE HAWKINS, WEARING AN UNDRESS WIG.

I1’s court. He associated himself
with a movement for purging the
government of the day of its gross-
er faults, About the same time
the- Rye House Plot, which was
really directed against the king's
life, was exposed, and unscrupu-
lous people linked Russell with the
conspiracy, of which he knew noth-
ing. The government sent orders
down to the Old Bailey for a con-
viction at any price. To their last-
ing shame, the sheriffs packed the
jury; the attorney-general, Sir
Robert Sawyer, obstructed the de-
fence, and the president of the com-
" mission, Sir Robert Pemberton.
only grudgingly allowed the pris-
oner’s wife to take notes of the
evidence. Sentence of death was

passed, and not even the £100,000
offered by the Earl of Bedford for
his son’s life mollified the king, who
probably did not happen at that
time to be hard up. Lord William
was beheaded in Lincoln’s Inn
Fields.

The people sentenced to death at
the Old Bailey in the eighteenth .
century were for the most part
scoundrels who richly deserved
punishment.  Prominent among
these were Jack Sheppard, a burg-
lar who raised himself into vulgar
heroism by escaping twice from
Newgate; Jonathan Wild, who
posed before the authorities as a po-
lice spy,but was in reality a receiver
of stolen goods, and Dr. Dodd,
a brilliant clergyman, who ran into
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JUSTICE WELLS, \VEARL\"G A FULL-DRESS WIG.

debt and forged the name of young
Lord Chesterfield (to whom the
famous “Chesterfield Letters” werc
written) on a bond for £4,200.
Then there was the poet Richard
Savage, sentenced to death for kill-
ing a man in a drunken brawl, hut
pardoned on the intercession of in-
fluential courtiers.

Until 1783 most of the murder-
ers and felons sentenced at the Old
Bailey were hanged at Tyburn,
then a lonely spot on the great high-
way to the west. Hogarth’s elev-
enth plate in the “ Idle Apprentice”
series is worth columns of descrip-
tion. There we see the culprit rid-
ing in a cart, sandwiched between
his own coffin and a Weslevan
preacher, while the state-paid chap-

lain is gloriously isolated in a
coach, and the crowd is holding a
sort of fair. Later on the hang-
man, having finished his pipe, will
descend from the triple gallows and
tie the rope around Tom’'s neck;
then the cart will be drawn away,
and his legs will dangle in the air.
In 1783 the gibbet was removed to
the Old Bailey, in which thorough-
fare thousands upon thousands of
people crowded to see the hangings
until 1868, when public executions
were abolished in England. The
present jail and court-house were
built shortly before the close of the
Tyburn days, and the gateway
formed part of the former until
1816. The Sessions House has
been added to at subsequent dates,
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and has become uglier and uglier.
Within its walls have been tried
Hadfield, for shooting at George
IIIL, in 1800; Bellingham, the as-
sassin of Primc Minister Spencer
Perceval, in 1812; the Cato Street
conspirators, for plotting to murder
the whole cabinet, in 1820; Oxford
and Francis, for shooting at the
Queen, in the early forties; and
the scum of London during the last
113 years. In one week, some few
years ago Justice Hawkins, popu-
larly known as “the hanging
judge,” sentenced to death thres
men and a woman.

In 1834 the jurisdiction of the
Old Bailey sessions was extended
to the nearer portions of the coun-
ties of Surrey, Kent, and Essex,
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and at the same time the constitu-
tion of the court was assimilated
somewhat to that of the provincial
assize courts, though the civic au-
thorities were allowed, as they still
are, to have .the semblance of
power. Down to the days of
Charles Dickens Old Bailey advo-
cates had an unenviable reputation
for bullying and trickery, but that
is all changed now. The tone of
the whole court is higher than it
ever was before, and the leading
practitioners there to-day—men
like Mr. Charles Matthews, M-.
Gill, Mr. Horace Avory, Mr. Bod-
kin, and Mr. Geoghegan—have
demonstrated that it is possible to
be keen in a gentlemanly way and
lucid without being superficial.

“A GLAD NEW YEAR.”

BY AMY PARKINSON.

“ A glad New Year”! Fit greeting this—
While Joy doth by the portal stand,
And many an eye with gladness glows
To see her beckoning hand.

¢ A glad New Year”? But fits it still,
"hough other eyes so bound must be,
With bands of grief, that they no sign
Of earthly joy can see?

Toronto.

Qut of the chill and the shadow,
Into the thrill and the shine;
Out of the death and the famine,

“Into the fulness divine ;
Up from the strife and the battle,
Oft with the shameful defeat,
Up to the palm and the laurel—
Oh, but the rest will be'sweet !

Leaving the cloud and the tempest,
Reaching the balm and the cheer;
Finding the end of our sorrow,
Finding the end of our fear;
Seeing the face of the Master,
Yearned for in ‘¢ distance and dream ;
Oh, for that rapture of gladness !
Oh, for that vision supreme !

¢ A glad New Year”: yea, even souls:
ts threshold in the dark who cross .
May in their Lord’s great love rejoice,
’Mid sorrow, suflering, loss.

¢¢ A glad New Year *’ !—glad with His cheer!
God grant it, though all else wa miss?
Until with His own hand He bid
To heaven and its years of bliss.

Meeting the dear ones departed,
Knowing them, clasping their hands,
All the beloved and trae-hearted,
There in the fairest of lands !
Sin evermore left behind us, -
Pain nevermore to distress ;
Changing the moan for the music,
Living the Saviour to bless !

Then we shall learn the sweet meanings
Hidden to-day from our eyes ;

There we shall waken like children
Joyous at fift and surprise.

Come then, dear Lord, in the gloaming,
Or when the dawning is gray !

Take us to dwell in Thy presence—
Only Thyself lead the way !
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BELGIUM: ITS HISTORY, ART, AND SOCIAL LIFE.*

BY WILLIAM ELLIOT GRIFFIS, D.D.

HE, delta-lands at the
mouths of the
Scheldt, Maas, and
Rhine—three of the
most important riv-
ers in Western Eur-
ope — have been,
from the dawn of
history, among the
most populous on
earth. It is no
wonder that they

have long been called “the cock-
pit of Europe,” for in these Low
Countries politics have always
churned plenty of war,
these plains armies have ‘met ever
since history has had a record.
Even before the lamp of written an-
nals had shed its light, this was
bloody ground ; for here Celt and
Teuton were ever struggling for
mastery, but neither was able to an-
nihilate the other. To-day, after
unnumbered centuries, they abide,
not as enemies, but as rivals ; in
peace, though separate and dis-
tinct.

When in 1815 “ the Dutch took
Holland ” from their French mas-
ters, a European congress joined
ultra-Roman Catholic Belgium and
ultra-Protestant Holland together
in one ; but the soldering did not
Jast. In 1830 the revolution which
overthrew the then Bourbon king,
Charles X. of France, communicat-
ed its force to the adjacent land.
Apparently by a spontaneous move-
ment the population in Brussels
rose against the Dutch Government.
The blue blouse of the Belgian
workman, worn as the uniform of
generals as well as of privates, be-
came the emblem of freedom and
associated with Belgium militarv
life. A new era of prosperity be-
gan.,

* Abridged from *“The Chautanquan.”

and on §

LEOPOLD IL, KING OF BELGIUM.

Long before, in 1648, when the
Dutch had conquered peace from
Spain after an éighty years’ war

_that exhausted Spain and reduced

her from a first to a third-class
power, they had closed the Scheldt
to navigation, thus paralyzing Ant-
werp as a comrfmercial city. The
Belgians in regaining their free-
dom in 1830 won also the naviga-
tion of the Scheldt. Under the
fertilizing rain of commerce, Ant-
werp, so Jlong commercially like
a desert,  became green and flour-
ishing, and is now one of the im-
perial seats of the world’s com-
merce. One of the noblest of the
Belgians’ modern triumphs of
sculpture commemorates in gor-
geous allegory this decisive event
in their history. The inscription on
the City Hall, “ Peace begets art :
art ennobles the people,” is heart-
ily believed in by these lovers of
beauty. Antwerp enjoyed the hon-
our of a successful international ex-
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positionin 1894. The
grounds, including
over one hundred
acres, covered the site
of the citadel once
erected by the noted
Spaniard Alva to
overawe the city.

The Netherlands
are rich in civic sym-
bols and heraldic de-
signs, the inheritances
and interpreters of
their past, all of which
throw a glamour over
the travail and strug-
gle of ages gone.
Some of thes,: are but
illustrated myths
which show how “ the
disease of language”

ANTWERP

takes on a hectic flush, which
makes even decaying things beauti-
ful. Let us-note this as we walk out
into the great square of Antwerp.
From the City Hall we sce the
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CATHEDRAL.

national flag flying. These stripes,
red, yellow, and black, placed per-
pendicularly beside each other, are
the old colours of the duchy of Bra-
bant. That fertile province in the
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EVEN THE DOGS MUST EARN THELR LIVING IN ANTWERP.

centre of Belgium, so long a state
by itself, containing over twelve
hundred square miles and a dense
population of over a million souls.
has Brussels for its star and crown.
even as of old (when not divided.
as novw, into two portions) it had
Antwerp for its seaport. The Bel-
gian national symbol is the stand-
ing lion of DPBrabant, with the
national motto, “ Union makes
strength ” (L’ Union fait la force),
which we see on all the coins, nick-
el, silver, and gold.

In the great square, with its im-
posing City Hall of Antwerp, which
fills all of one side, we see, not a
piece of lace-work in stone, as in
Louvain, nor the marvelous facade
and daring spire of Brussels, but
an edifice well suited for municipal
business. To the right rise quaint
and massive old edifices which have
looked upon the stirring scenes of
the sixteenth century. These were
the old guild halls of those medize-
val trades-unions which so power-
folly dominated local politics. Thev
existed until the French Revolution.
which swept away these strong-
holds of privilege in its flood-tide of
democracy. Here in this square
the very first martyrs of the Re-
formation, Heinrich Voes and Jo-
hannes Esch, were burnt by order
of the great ecclesiastical corpor-
ation whose centre was in Rome.

This square has again and again
been the burning-point of politics
and of war, even as the city has
repeatedly been the prey of foreign
robbers and oppressors, or as Bel-
gium has been coveted, seized, or
like a shuttlecock, knocked to and
fro by its various owners.

Now, however, in this great
space rises a work of art that sends
fancy flying back of the looking-
glass of history, turns the face to
smiles, and provokes merry laugh-
ter. It is the colossal bronze image
of the prostrate giant from which
Antwerp gets its name. Standing
over him, victorious, is the young
hero after whom, according to
popular etvmology and mythology,
Brabant is called. Ancient local
folk-lore delights to tell that long.
long ago there was a tyrannical
giant who had his castle by the
banks of the river Scheldt, and
who laid heavy toll upon all ships
and captains passing his castle.
The men who would not pay had

" their hands cut off and thrown into

the Scheldt. From the giant’s cus-
tom of casting hands (hand werp-
en) into the river, Antwerp got its
name. The young hero Brabo, hav-
ing attacked the castle and killed
the colossus, cut off his big hand.
Here in bronze he stands to-dav
holding in his right hand the giant’s
lopped-off member, and about to
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OLD FISH-MARKET, ANTWERP.

fling it into the Scheldt. It is the
Flemish version of Jack the Giant
Killer. Aleft on a huge rockery,
above and on which are various
marine monsters, mermaids hold
above their weed-robed heads an-
cient and dragon-prowed boats.
whereon rests a castle with four
towers. On each tower is a severed
hand, and on top of all is Brabo,
the hero of all the small boys of
Brabant.

Prosaic etymologists, however.
derive the name Antwerp from the
Flemish an t’ werf, that is, “ on the
wharf,” where traffic first began.
To-day the splendid city has over-
flowed far beyond the limits of its
old wall lines. With forests of
masts at its docks,- steamers from
the ends of the earth unloading or
anchored in the stream, and the
quaint, historic edifices still stand-
ing, there are also rows, blocks
and squares of new houses, with
high-priced vacant lots inviting the
builder out toward the vastly ex-
.tended fortifications ; all of which
remind us of a ““booming ” west-
ern city.

Even with the lands of art and

song enticing him southward, the
tourist lingers in the Antwerp gal-
leries, glowing with acres of pic-
tured canvas, and rich in groups of
almost breathing marble. The
great Antwerp cathedral is the gem
of Netherlands’ ecclesiastical archi-
tecture. In the Middle Ages the
art and devotion, the genius and
the consecrated wealth of Fleming
and Walloon made the ocean yield
up its treasures, and every land its
cunning art to adorn this fane, in
which the mine, the sea-caves, the
forest, and the starry skies seemed
transfigured in fretted roof, glor-
ious statuary, carvings, sculpture,
painting, and all the splendours of
religious symbolism. Here also the
fury of the fanatical iconoclasts
burst and swept like a storm,
cleansing the edifice with the besom
of destruction. When, after two
centuries the church, “all glorious
within,” had again put on new
robes of colour and gold,incense and
light, it was again inundated and
left like a devastated landscape
after the recession of a tidal wave,
by the outbreak of the French Re-
publicans in 1794. To-day, thrice
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renewed in splendour, it again chal-
lenges the admiration of sightseers
and the devotion of the multitude,
and is the shrine of art lovers. As
Holland is the land of Rembrandt,
and Amsterdam the place to study
the marvellous creations of this re-
alist and wizard-king of light and
shade, so Belgium is the land of
‘Rubens, and Antwerp is the treas-
ure-house of his triumphs in colour.
‘Wise were those rulers, Albert and
Isabella, who, in the early days of
the sixteenth century, knowing the
genius of the southern Netherland-
ers, covered the scars of war with
the canvases of this mighty colour-
ist. For two centuries, yea, for
three, the world has been delighted
with Rubens. In this city Motlev.
the man who, above all others who

A COMMON DEVICE IN ANTWERP
TO SHOW WHO CALLS.
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had ever attempted to do it, not
only told the story of the Nether-
lands in truest form, but also made
it most fascinating, drew inspira-~
tion not only from historic arch-
ives, but even more from the splen-
dours of Rubens’ art. For Motley.
himself a colourist in words, is an
artist and dramatist, even more than
an historian. To those who are sur-
feited, it may be.even to disgust.
with Rubens’ many flesh tints and
exuberant women, there is ¢ The
Descent from the Cross ” and “The
Annunciation” to show the nobler
side of the great Fleming’s genius.

THE LORD'S APPOINTMENT.

1 say it over and over, and yét again to-day
It rests my heart as surely as it did yester-

day :
“ It is{he Lord’s appointment ;”
Whatever my work may be,
I am sure in my heart of hearts
He has offered it for me.

I must say it over and over, and yet again
to-day, :

¥or my work is somewhat different from
that of yesterday :

¢¢ It is the Lord’s appointment ; »
It quiets my restless will
Like voice of tender mother,
And my heart and will are still.

I will say it overand over, this andevery day,
Whatsoever the Master orders, come what.

may,

¢ It is the Lord’s appointment ; ?
For only His love can see
What is wisest, best, and right,
What is truly good for me.



( 146 )

CHARLES GARRETT—THE BEST-LOVED

MAN

IN BRITISH METHODISM.”
AN APPRECIATION.

BY THE REV. SAMUEL \WILKES. .

THE REV. CHARLES GARRETT.

710 TENS of thousands
Charles Garrett’sdeath
is a sore personal loss.
almost a calamity.
How often we sought
. his advice and asked
for his sympathy, turning to him
as naturally as a child to his mother,
for comfort in trouble and help in

need. And whoever was denied if
worthy, and if the aid asked for
was in the generous-hearted man’s
power to give? “I'll walk to
Liverpool and go to Charles Gar-
rett to be told what I can do. If ke
refuses me, I don’t care how soon
1 die, for this world don’t hold
another friend.” So said a poor
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wretch in a country lane in the
West of England, with a sob that
told almost of heartbreak. Ah!
how many more have felt the same.
It is not too much to say that
Charles Garrett was the Father
Confessor of the Methodist Church
and of multitudes outside its bor-
ders. It is credibly stated that he
wrote in a year 20,000 letters!
They werc often short and written
on only half a sheet of paper, thus
economising both time and money;
but they were precious as gold, for
in a few terse sentences there would
be “a world of sanctified common
sense,” as the late Dr. Osborne said
of Mr. Garrett’s ordination charge.
Nor were his kindnesses spoiled by
reproaches; if he erred at all, it was
in a too-ready confidence, and an
uninquiring responsiveness to ap-
peals. That he was imposed upon
goes without saying, but it did not
“ freeze the genial current of his
soul.”

“] felt that this Christmas I
should go mad if I did not try to
make more people happy than I had
ever done in any Christmas before,
and I chose to do the last thing,
and by God’s grace I have succeed-
ed.” So said the veteran in Pitt
Street Schoolroom last January to
a company of lodging-house ten-
ants, who had had a good time with
the bounties his generosity pro-
vided. And children’s eyes glis-
tened with gladness as new six-
pences, shillings, and half-crowns
came for a Christmas-box.

While sympathy was his predom-
jnant characteristic, it would be a
mistake to suppose that Charles
Garrett's was a very simple char-
acter. In truth, it was a very com-
plex one, and included absolute
contradictions. Said he to me one
day, “ I am Conservative by nature,
and Liberal by conviction” ; and
the knowledge of this opposition of
qualities explained much. “If I
could not be firm and say ‘No’
sternly, where would my Mission

Thardness.
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have been ?” was the explanation
on one occasion of what seemed
Kindness itself, when
needed, he could flame with indig-
nation against what he considered
wrong. Indeed, it may be sur-
mised that the greatest victory of
religion in hi'mr was the subdual of
anger, and the conversion of one
who would otherwise have blazed
with hot feeling into “a son of con-
solation.” The transformation of
a constitutionally impulsive tem-
perament into a cautious, even
diplomatic one, was remarkable.
“1 have nevér failed in anything
I fairly undertook, for I always
look over the hedge before I leap.”
This, in great part, was the secret
of an experience perhaps unparal-
leled in our Church—that for
twenty-five years he superintended
a great city mission, at ever-in-
creasing cost, and never closed the
vear with a debt !

Few ministers of our Church
have rivalled Charles Garrett in
visitorial influence. How exten-
sively he travelled! And with what
a rapturous welcome he was every-
where received ! In city, town,or
village, Charles Garrett’s name
drew a crowd on any week even-
ing ; and cultured and untutored
alike were charmed and blessed un-
der his colloquial sermons replete
with wit and wisdom, and throb-
bing with pathos. Homes were
brightened by his presence, and
their dwellers have life-long ‘mem-
ories of brotherly kindness or of
fatherly counsel. Men and women
all over the land were bound to him
by the cords of love ; and his eag-
erly-expected visits to familiar spots
ended in informal “ receptions ” as
the multitudes pressed to clasp his
hand and catch his smile. His
keen faculty for remembering faces
then served him well, and not a few
have been startled into thought and
reformation by his recognition of
them even in sinful guise, and bv
his words “ fitly spoken.”
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What a fruitful ministry was his!
His children in the Gospel are in
every circuit and in many a land.
He clung to the old methods. of
evangelism, and preferred the Com-
munion rail or the penitent form to
the inquiry-room. Like Dr. Dale,
Charles Garrett considered that in
these days men lacked a true per-
ception of and sorrow for sin.
Hence his pungent, powerful, per-
suasive appeals for its abandon-
ment.

Rochdale, Preston, and Hull re-
alized Pentecost under Charles Gar-
rett’s ministry, for “believers were
the more added to the Lord, multi-
tudes both of men and women.”
His usefulness was somewhat
limited by the fact that he never
travelled to other lands ; for, while
he loved the sea, he loved not to be
on it. Official duties took him to
Ireland, but farther, I believe, he
was never induced to go. Our
Australian brethren sent him an
urgent invitation. “I would go,”
said he, “ were there a bridge all
the way.” But his addresses and
sermons were reproduced in the
world’s press and- multiplied his
ministry.

Of his temperance toils and tri-
umphs it were superfluous to speak.
His name is a household word in
every temperance home throughout
the world, and the man whom no
one would entertain when sent to
Conference for ordination because
he ‘was such a hot teetotaler, had
been for many years now a wel-
come guest in homes of every de-
gree. It was an inspiration to
weary workers to see Charles Gar-
rett’s reception at great temperance
demonstrations, and to hear his
optimistic, enthusiastic advocacy of
the principles he held so dear. It
is on record that ten years ago he
exclaimed : “ T anticipate that when
. the next Conference Temperance
meeting is held in Bristol everv
Methodist will be a teetotaler, and
the drink traffic be swept away as
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a foe to God and man” With
tact, conciliation, kindliness, and
zeal he sought to win the day, and
it will yet be won, for though
Charles Garrett’s body will lie
mouldering in the grave, “his soul
goes marching on.”

_Charles Garrett was eniinently a
pioneer. His shrewdness and quiet
pertinacity largely helped to found
the Methodist Fire Insurance Com-

pany, The Methodist Recorder
newspaper, and The Methodist
Temperance Magazine. Out of his

own personal afflictions sprang the
Homes of Rest for Ministers, and
the Invalid Ministers’ Rest Fund,
for which ministers and circuits
alike will bless his memory. His
presidential year was made mem-
orable by the erection of the Wes-
ley Memorial at Epworth, the funds
for which he largely helped to
raise.

Very few men have I ever known
who equalled him in the magnetic
manner of obtaining money in per-
sonal interviews. The present
Lord Mayor of Liverpool, himself
a Jew, called him “ my dear friend,”
and facetiously added, “for he
never called to see me but he went
away with something.” And peo-
ple were delighi.d to be asked to
give by Charles Garrett.

But his greatest work as a pio-
neer was done in Liverpool, the citv
in which he lived for more than
twenty-eight years, and where he
became a power in civic life. He
was consulted and trusted by ‘mem-
bers of Parliament, by mayors and
magistrates, and by chief constables.
by merchants and philanthropists,
as well as by bishop and clergy, and
ministers of all the churches. He
suggested the formation of the
Vigilance Committee, which has so
nobly aided the Watch Committee
and the police in the surveillance
of the drink traffic and the en-
forcement of the licensing laws.
That the Liverpool Licensing Bench
is in the van of temperance reform
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to-day is largely the result of his
work. The story of the establish-
ment of “The Liyerpool British
Workman Cocoa-Rooms ” is welil
known. Charles Garrett spoke in
Mr. Moody’s convention in Liver-
pool in 1875 on “ How to Reach
the Masses,” and propounded his
scheme which, while he spoke, the
practical Moody converted into an
accomplished fact, by obtaining, in
£1 shares, a subscription list of
£10,000. That company has-heen

the parent of many similar ones
throughout the land.
But his magnum opus is the

Liverpool Mission, known every-
where as “ Charles Garrett’s Mis-
sion,” which he founded a quarter
of a century ago. He was the first
Wesleyan minister appointed to es-
tablish and superintend a modern
city mission, and to be emancipated
from the three years’ rule. It was
confessedly an experiment ; but,
aided by his incomparable wife, he
succeeded in conciliating opponents,
winning friends, and making his
way. With real sagacity his help-
ers were chosen, the locales of his
efforts selected, and his methods
adopted. Some of his -earliest
workers have only just predeceased
him, and some continue to this
day.

So assured did Liverpool men
feel of his probity and power that
almost without the previous know-
ledge of committee and subscribers
he carried out his own plans. From
one chapel, Pitt Street, ill adapted
and burdened with a huge debt,
Charles Garrett’s Mission has
branched out into eight chapels and
halls, besides houses for men, wo-
men, youths, girls, and children,
and into many another ingenious
method of doing goo; and all
without debt !  This was all only
a natural sequence to his untiring
zeal and unquenchable sympathy
for the poor of Preston during the
terrible times of the Cotton Famine,
when, literilly, he kept many from

1
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death by starvation. No wonder
that Prestonians almost worshipped
him ! In Manchester, during a six
years' residence, he so endeared
himself that a cheque for £1,000
was presented to him in the name
of many subscribers by Bishop
IFraser in the Free Trade Hall.

But a life crowded with service
for God and man has ended, and
he will be mourned by multitudes
in both hemispheres. TFew men
have been more universally beloved,
and he will be held in everlasting
remembrance. The date-marks of
his eventful and useful life can now
soon be chronicled. He was born
in Shaftesbury seventy-six years
ago. When fourteen vears old he
became a Sunday-school teacher,
and made his first public speecly,
strangely enough, at a stirring po-
litical meeting.  Soon after he
signed the total abstinence pledge
at a meeting addressed by John
Cassell, the founder of the great
publishing firm, and he kept it for
sixty years. As a youth he was a
corresponding secretary for the
Anti-Corn Law. League, and assist-
ed, con amore, so'me of the Chart-
ist leaders. Converted through the
wise and kind words of a godly wo-
man, his name soon came on the
Local Picachers’ -Plan, and in 1846
he was accepted for the ministry.
Sent as a student to Richmond, he
inaugurated the Students’ Mission-
ary Anniversary, and distinguished
himself by lovableness and by
evangelistic zeal and success.

I may be permitted so far to lift
the sacred veil of his domestic life
as to say that in the late Mrs. Gar-
rett he found an ideal wife. He
and she were the perfect comple-
ment of each other ; theirs was a
marriage made in Heaven. When
she died, sixteen ‘months ago, the
light of his life went out; the
strong man bowed himself, and he
mourned for her and could not be
comforted. When he resigned the
superintendency of his mission it
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was plain to those who looked close-
ly that the last tie to earth was
riven. And now he has rejoined
her to whom his soul was knit, and
sees “ Him whom having not seen ”’
he loved, and, like Naphtali, he is
“ satisfied with favour.” He has
left ten children—three sons and
seven daughters, two of whom
bear names honoured in our Church,

A dark cloud fell over Liver-
pool when it became known that
Charles Garrett was no more. How
unique was the influence of this
Methodist preacher on the varied
public life of this great city ! In
the police court the stipendiary
magistrate paid a warm tribute to
the character and work of Mr. Gar-
rett. The Lord Mayor of Liverpool
expressed warm admiration for his
character. And the tributes of the
press have been as generous as they
were well deserved. The Liver-
pool Daily Post described “the
magical touch of Charles Garrett’s
infectious, exuberant, exhilarating
philanthropy. There was some-
thing in the very gleam of his coun-
tenance that would have shamed in-
difference to human forlornness
and spiritual need, only that such a
glance of kindliness and universal
affection and believing charity
shamed nobody, but won every-
body.”
reads like a romance of benevo-
lence.”

- At a great gathering of represen-
tatives of the Free Churches, held
in St. George’s Hall, Rev. Dr. Wat-
son (“JIan Maclaren”) said he
could not forget that one was ab-
sent from that place that night,
who was in Liverpool, beyond every
other man, by his age, by his
devotion, by his unselfishness, by
his brotherliness, the very type
among the Free Churches of a min-
ister of Christ. They all learned
with deep regret that it had pleased
God to receive Mr. Garrett from
earth to heaven, the regret being
for earth, which was poorer ; not

“ The story of his labours
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for heaven, which was richer.
Those of them who had seen his
work there, his abounding charity,
his pity for the poor and needy, and

.had heard his tongue of eloquence

ih pleading for all that was good
and tender and true, would be
stimulated to follow in his steps,
seeking grace to be as true, both to
the faith and to charity as their
father was, who had now entered
into his heavenly rest. By such
men as Mr. Garrett a city was made
richer, its life purified and cleansed.
its ideals lifted above what was
gross and material, and to the whole
Church of God was brought home
a living example of Christian faith
and of Christian service.

If any man in that city was en-
titled to be called a Bishop of Liv-
erpool, Charles Garrett was not less
entitled. A counsellor, a trusty
friend, a great-hearted citizen, and
a loyal preacher of the glorious
Gospel of the blessed God, Charles
Garrett’s life was an inspiration.
and in his death he greatly lived.
He had shown how a man could
blend the largest philanthropy, the
most passionate zeal for civic pur-
ity, the most determined insistence
on national righteousness, the whole
wide social Gospel with the most
fervent evangelical piety. Charles
Garrett was a social gospel walking
about the city streets, and his evan-
gelical fervour was the evangelical
fervour of them all. Charles
Garrett has done more than any
single man to change the reputa-
tion of the “black spot on the Mer-
sey.” One of the most pathetic and
moving incidents in the memory of
the writer was witnessed a few
months ago in Norwood Congre-
gational Church at the meeting
which inaugurated the ministry of
Rev. Thomas Yates. Mr. Garrett
began his address, speaking in his
simple fashion, wise and shrewd
counsel to the Church, when sud-
denly he faltered, and stood silent
with deep emotion. The old man
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had turned, and looked into the
eager, boyish face of the young
minister taking up that night 2
great pastoral charge. All the as-
sembly saw that suddenly the
sense of the contrast between his
own fast-closing labours and the
fresh onset of a new life-work in
his young friend had come upon
the old man, broken in upon the
thought of his address and left him
silent and in tears. In the solemn
stillness Mr. Garrett took the hand
of the young minister, and, with
trembling voice, said : * Dear bro-
ther, I have listened to you,and I
look into your eager face and thank
God. You stand in the beautiful
dawn. For me there i the curfew
bell, and it will not be long until I
shall hear it. Yet I would that I
could begin again, and go with
you freshly into the battle. I am
old, and presently shall answer
humbly, yet without fear, to the
Master’s call, which cannot be long
in coming, But I do not want to
die yet. I would rather live and
labour for my Lord and for His
poor in a Liverpool slum than sing
with angels.” Asthe feeble old
man spoke thus brokenly the whole
congregation was moved to tears.
and ‘many who loved him felt that
night as if they should see his face
no more. And so it was.

Charles Garrett was one of the
few Methodist preachers known by
everybody everywhere. The whole
British Press with most unwonted
unanimity agree in describing him
as the “Dbest-loved man in Meth-
odism.” That is the true, spontan-
eous, immortal epitaph of our
sainted friend. Himself the incar-
nate heart of Methodism, he won
the love of the “ people called Meth-
odists,” and of immense multitudes
of all sorts and conditions of men
of all creeds and no creeds through-
out the Eng.ish-speaking world.

Naturally the first sphere in
which Garrett’s deep sympathy ex-
hibited itself was the Temperance
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Reformation. He was one of its
earliest advocates, and became be-
fore the end its most venerable and
beloved patriarch. Above all other
men, he was the great Methodist
leader of the temperance party. A
striking evidence of the universal
love he inspired was the fact that
no one ever called him “Rev.
Charles Garrett,” or “ Mr. Gar-
rett.” He was always, everywhere,
simply “ Charles Garrett,” as in an-
other sphere the great Tribune of
the English people was always
“ John Bright” To use the lan-
guage of a femperance hymn which
Charles Garrett wrote, he was a
striking illustration of the fact that
“Love shall be the conqueror.”
Where reason, rhetoric, and all
other influences- failed, the love
which inspired him was more than
conqueror. He simply laughed at
impossibilities, and cried, It shall
be done. And it was done.

The late Charles Haddon Spur-
geon once exclaimed, “ You think
I shall reach you through your
head. I know a shorter, surer, and
better road. I will go straight to
your heart I’ That was the elo-
quent secret of Charles Garrett's
illustrious career. He was a man
of much natural ability, and quite
remarkable shrewdness. But his
great weapon was not intellectual
or academic, it was Christ-like ten-
derness. When he made his first
speech in Exeter Hall the witty Dr.
Waddy exclaimed, “ It may be Gar-
rett, but it.is not, Attic.” Yes, but
it achieved what has never been
done by Attic salt or Attic wit.
His pathos melted the hearts of his
audience ; they wept and they yield-
ed their wills to his. His was 2
supreme illustration of the pro-
found remark of Sir Walter Scott
that the heart is immeasurably
greater than the head.

Cardinal Newman in his great-
est works emphasized again and
again the fact that our Lord never
eulogized the human intellect, never
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took any notice of the extravagant-
ly praised brain, hut made the
heart the centre of all that is best
in man.  Charles Garrett was a
most impressive justification| of the
central and distinctive feature of
the Great Master’s moral philos-
ophy. The first lesson which we
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all should derive from this great
loss is that ability, learning, culture,
cloquence are nothing without love,
and that, on the other hand, as evei
the heathen Latin poet declares.
“Love conquers all.”—Methodist
Times, October, 1900. *

MISSIONARY OUTLOOK FOR

THE TWENTIETH

CENTURY.

BY THE REV. ARTHUR T. PIERSON, h.D.

ITH this new century
we confront a new
crisis in missions,
and the question is,
Who is to meet it,
and how is it to be
met? At least four

factors combine to constitute this

a new and critical emergency in

missions, quite beyond any previous

one in importance and appeal;
those factors are the vast unoccu-
pied area, the entire inadequacy of
the army of occupation, the lack of

a proper standard of giving, and

the lack of proper spirit of prayer

on the part of the Church at large.

Devout students of missions ur-
gently appeal in behalf of immense
areas and populations thus far un-
reached or neglected. Two great

Oriental empires are each a world

in itseli. India and China contain

half the total population of the
world. Yet, what has so far been
done among these seven hundred
millions is comparatively insignifi-
cant. When, in 1865, J. Hudson

Taylor organized the China Inland

Mission, eleven vast provinces of

inland China had no resident Pro-

testant missionary. Notwithstand-
ing the hundreds of missionaries in

India, the Decennial Conference of

Bombay, in 1893, appealed to the

Christian Church at large for help

in meeting “ an opportunity and re-

sponsibility never known before.”

Fach of the great native states has

been occupied by a missionary or
two, but many smaller states have
not yet been entered even by a
single preacher, teacher, or healer,
Nepal alone being shut to the Gos-
pel. Bengal has a non-Christian
population vaster than the whole
population of the United States,
and Bahar has but thirty mission-
aries, one-half being women, for
twenty-five million souls.

Lands to be Possessed.

Besides India and China, five
great districts are as yet totally un-
reached by Protestant missionaries:
three of them in Asia, one in Af-
rica, and one in South America:

1. There is the vast territory of
inner and lower Central Asia, in-
cluding Tibet, and reaching over
the entire heart of that vast con-
tinent. ‘Tibet is not therefore the
only unoccupied country in Asia,
but only a small part of what Cole-
ridge called the “ vast undone.”

2. Upper Asia, or Russian Asia,
is an immense field over most of
which only Greek priests have ac-
cess to the people.

3. Arabia, with its nomadic tribes
and shrine of the false prophet, is
practically unreached. There are
only four stations on the border.

4. The Sudan, reaching from the
Kong Mountains to the Nile Val-
ley, three thousand miles in length,
east and west, has a population
greater than that of the United
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States, and estimated at from sev-
enty to ninety millions, held under
the Crescent’s sway.

5. The central portion of South
America, the Amazon basin, with
millions of natives, is still marked
by paganism or has only a corrupt
papal system, as bad as paganism.

We need to feel the inadequacy
of our present working force amd
working funds. The labourers are
few. Protestant Christendom rep-
resents two hundred million mem-
bers, identified with the reformed
churches, yet has less than fifteen
thousand missionaries, one-third
being unmarried women. With
these are labouring a force of about
fifty thousand native ministers and
helpers, less than one-tenth of
whom are ordained. If we liber-
ally estimate the number of the
total force at work for Christ
abroad at sixty-five thousand, we
have one labourer for about twenty-
five thousand souls. Surely it
would be a small thing for the
Church of Christ to s.pply onc
white missionary for at least fifty
thousand of the unevangelized.

The gifts of the Church are
sadly, inexcusably small. The late
Dean Vahl, who erred on the side
of caution in his estimates, reck-
oned the total income of missionary
societies in 1891 at less than four-
teen million dollars. Yet, year by
year, embarrassment with debt is
the almost universal fact with mis-
sionary societies; and, as a conse-
quence, the fatal cry of “ retrench-
ment ”’ compels expenses to be cut
down, in some cases one-third.
This means nothing less than the
stoppage and blockage of all ad-
vance and aggressive movements;
and, still worse, the actual aban-
donment of advantages alreadv
gained, as if an army of occupa-
tion were forced not only to halt,
but actually to give up strategic
points, occupied after much loss of
blood and treasure, and to retreat
in the face of a jubilant foe.
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“T'he Wealth of the Church.

There can be no apology for any
lack of ample gifts to the cause of
missions, The Church can no
longer say, like Peter, “ Silver and
gold have I none.” Of the wealth
of the world a very large propor-
tion is in the hands of Christian
disciples.

We can not withhold our deep
conviction that the principle of the
believer’s stewardship in property
needs to be re-examined in the light
of the Word of God. Immense
sums, in the-aggregate, lie like a
dormant power, in the purses even
of God’s poor. Leaving out of ac-
count all the resources and respon-
sibilities of the wealthy, if the little
that God’s poorer saints possess
could be so administered as to econ-
omize for His cause what now runs
to waste, a great river of benefi-
cence, never dry but always abun-
dant, would overflow with blessing
to all mankind. From time to time
God gives us the secret biography
of some poor saint, like that needle-
woman of Norwich, Sarah Hos-
mer, who out of a few dollars a
week five times saved enough to
put a native convert of Armenia
through a theological school and
prepare him for the Gospel min-
istry; or like that crippled rheu-
matic widow of Dr. A. J. Gordon’s
church in Boston, who, having a
small income of twelve hundred
dollars, saved two-thirds of it for
God, and for herself and her son
reserved only the other third!
There is no greater reproach to the
Church of Christ than her low
standard of giving. It is a shame
that God’s cause should ever have
to make even an appeal.

Examples from Canada.

We need to learn a lesson as to
the possibilities of proper effort.
A singular example of the effect-
iveness of energy, self-denial, and
prudence in human enterprise is
found in that episode of Canadian



154

history, known as the Red River
Expedition, about which few, even
of Englishmen, know. When the
mercurial and excitable people of
Northwest Canada, the ¥rench and
French halfbreed of the population,
refused to concur in that transfer
of the Hudson’s Bay Company's
proprietary rights to the Canadian
Government, which they construed
as hostile to their interests; when
they rebelled and actually took up
arms, erected a provisional govern-
ment with Louis Riel at the head,
and gathered six hundred armed
men to sustain the dignity of the
new republic; when, furthermore,
they proceeded in defiance of all
iustice and righteousness to put to
death, after sentence by a mock
tribunal, a British subject, Scott,
for no worse crime than opposition
to their rule of usurpation—all hope
of amicable adjustment was gonc,
and no alternative remained. The
Canadian Government must punish
such rebellion and vindicate right-
ful authority. But Fort Garry,
where the insurgents made their
stronghold, was twelve hundred
miles from Toronto, and but half
this distance could be crossed by
any railcar or steamboat; the rest
of the way lay through a pathless
wilderness of forest, through which
ran a chain of lakes and rivers, with
perilous rapids and precipitous
falls, and on such waters no hoats
larger than an Indian canoe had
ever yet been seen. An adequate
force must make its way over such
a region with all the needful equip-
ment of modern warfare and suit-
able provisions for a long journey
to and fro.

Lord Wolseley, as he is now
known, was the officer who under-
took to lead this band of soldiers
against the rebels in Fort Garry.
He both organized and commanded
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the Red River Expedition, and won
himself a high reputation for skill
and persistence. This has been pro-
nounced to be the one solitary ex-
ample of an army advancing by a
lengthened and almost impracti-
cable route, accomplishing its task,
and returning home without the
loss of a single life either in battle
or by disease.*

Twelve hundred fighting men he
led, and they had two hundred
boats, Desides artillery and provis-
ions for two months. To pass
along the great lakes uatil they
reached Thunder Bay in Lake Su-
perior, was a comparatively easy
task. Dut it took six weeks to get
from Thunder Bay fifty miles ‘o
Lake Shebandowan, toiling up the
steep ascents to the ridge of the
watershed. Then they rowed along
the chain of small lakes, disembark-
ing at the portages, and carrying
on their shoulders what they could
not drag across the intervals of
land. Before they got to Lake
Winnipeg they had thus disem-
barked nearly fifty times, and per-
formed these labours. Yet they
did the work, and after three
months they reached their terminus.
Twenty-five times were the stores
unshipped and the boats drawn
ashore while going along the Win-
nipeg River, to avoid the numerous
and treacherous falls. No spirii-
uous liquors had been dealt out,
and not only was no life lost, but
order perfectly reigned, and the
fort was evacuated om their ap-
proach without firing a gun.

What results might crown mis-
sion enterprise if into our spiritual
service more of such daring, eun-
ergy, persistence, and heroism were
introduced!

* McKenzie's “ America,” p. 418.

« A foot of sky thro’ a dusty panc,
Yellow with sun, or grey with rain; i
Yet you never need look for the sky in vain.
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DAVID HILL: MISSIONARY AND SAINT.

Christian biography is not so
much read now as formerly.
“ Light literature”’ and adventures
absorb our young people, aye, and
our older people, too. This is to be
deplored, because contact with the
Christly self-sacrifice and leroic
deeds of good men and women not
only quickens the intellect and stirs
the soul to its depths; it excites
emulation and imitation. No one
can read this life of David Hill,
Wesleyan Missionary to China,
written by the competent hand of
Mr. Barber, without being re-
freshed in'soul and saying, “ wouid
- that I were like him.”

We could wish for our young
men (and young women, too) few
better things than the sympathetic
reading of this fine biography of a
saintly man— a man that for over
twenty years gave his means, his
powers, his very life to the Central
Chinese Mission, and was to it a
tower of strensth. He was not
only a Yorkshire man, he was born
in the “ hub " of the county, the old
Archiepiscopal city of York, in De-
cember, 1840, and was over fifty-
six years ‘of ace when he died in
Hankow in 1896. To come of a
“eoood stock ” is an ‘wnortant fac-
tor in any human life; to be not
only robust physically and of vigor-
ous mind, but strong and devout in
spirit. In this David Hill was
highly favoured; he had a godly an-
cestry. His erandfather was a
noble specimen of early Methodism,
known as “ Dicky Burdsall ”—(as
Samuel Hick was called “ Sammy
Hick,” and William Dawson, “Billy
Dawson”). He was a Methodist of
the primitive type, as was also his
mother, of the well-known Lyth
family. Not to make too much of
this, it is clear that his Christian
forbears, his upbringing, and his
home environment, were influential
factors in the making of the man,

The parting of the ways, however,
came when he was sixteen, in his
(to use the old phrase) “sound
conversion ” at a prayer-meeting 1n
the old Centenary Chapel, York;
then and there he irrevocably gave
himself to God and his service.

With an intellect of native vig-
our, an energetic character, and a
sympathetic soul, he was well dow-
ered. In addition to this, he was
born into a home of ample means,
and had the great advantage of
thorough scholastic training, so
that, making the best of his oppor-
tunities and his powers, he was not
ill-equipped for the battle of life.
When he was eighteen he began (o
exercise his gifts of public address
as a “local preacher,” in which
capacity he, by his fervour and win-
some speech, was not only popular
but useful in turning men from the
error of their ways. All this fully
warranted his being sent as a stu-
dent to the Richmond Theological
Institution.

One thing is worth noting, and
even emphasizing here—he adopted
a practice from which he never in
any circumstances swerved, the
daily reading of his Greek Testa-
ment for devotional purposes.
Many men read it for study or
criticism, but David Hill read it for
spiritual good. Had we the ear of
our young men we would distinctiy
say, “Do likewise.” His intellec-
tual achievements, his strong per-
sonality, his courage and fixedness
of purpose, and his intense relig-
iousness, impressed everybody at
college, but no one more than the
Principal, the revered Benjamin
Hellier, who discerned his out-
standing gifts of mind and char-
acter. His daughter, Miss Hellier,
says that he was the only student
who ever spoke to her of her soul's
salvation. He all his life “ button-
holed ¥ people about their spiritual
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welfare, vet no one thought him a
bore; manv gave no heed to him,
a few scoffed, but not a few were
arrested and won for Christ.

The Weslevan authorities fore-
saw the making of the right tvpe
of a foreign missionary in him, and
designated hin, for China, where he
was appointed to assist that veter-
an, William Scarborough, in the
establishing of a mission in the
heart of that wonderful land. Re-
maining in Ilankow for a time to
familiarize himself with the strange
language and the equally strange
life of the ncople, he met with a
check in the serious break-down of
his health. To recuperate, he went
to Japan for a time, and with the

most beneficial results.  He was
full of energy and enthusiasm

wherever he was and whatever he
had in hand. His gifts and his
energy attracted no less a man than
Sir Harry Parkes, who pressed lum
to enter the service of the Japanese
Government, with the sure prospect
of high pay and promotion. His
reply to the intermediary was
this characteristic fashion, * Thank
him for his kind consideration, but
at the same time sav that David
Hill's work is to
““ Preach Him to all, and cry in death,
Dechold, behold the Lamb '™

With returning health he was
sent as a pioneer missionary to the
prefecture of Wuchang, the chief
city of the immense basin of the
king of rivers, the Yangisze. What
a field for one man! What was he
among millions? .\ man of less
courage, faith, and praver, would
have sunk into despair. That he
was depressed for a time was only
human, but how bravely he toiled
and how nobly he succeeded is toid
in the biographv before us. Iis
first headquarters was a native
dwelling, a mere hut. In a vear I
had a colleaguc and coadjutor:
then came his first convert, and
shortlv after. the conversion of his
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teacher.  Alike in his work, his
sulferings, his successes and faii-
ures, prayer was his refuge and
strength: he praved about every-
thing. Ile founded the Centra
China Praver Union with now oo
members, all uniting in supplicatin,g
power and blessing upon the work.

It would be interesting to de-
scribe some of Mr. Barber's graphic
descriptions of his methods of
work, his difficulties, his journevs
and privations, did space allow.
With the arrival of helpers he
struck out into virgin fields, going
200 miles up the river, evangelizing
the regions of Kwang and Wusueh.
Over this region, with occasional
excursions into other cities across
tiie river, he continually tramped,
preaching, visiting, book-selling,
mostly by himself.  All this was no
small demand upsn his stock o1
nervous force, as well as of physicai
cnergy, with not a soul to consult
or to svimpathize. Dut the work
was not in vain ; the good seed then
sown ‘“appeared after many days,”
for the Weslevan Report of this
vear says: At Kung-tien the good
foundation laid by David Hill has
bheen tested and proved secure.”
* At Kwangchi the witness-bear-
mg of individual converts has re-
sulted, i more mstances than onc.
in the ingathering of whole fami-
liecs. Good fruit is also appearing
at Wusuch and Ta-ve.”

The terrible Shansi famine of
i877-8, was apnalling bevond de-
scription.  Into * relief work ™ Da-
vid Hill threw himself with unre
strained devotion. He organized a
band of relievers, which he himself
led (giving a large sum himself and
cetting larger from others) : they
were their own almoners and dis-
tributors; he sought out and veri-
ficd every case and gave succour
with his own hand.  How many
hves he was the means of saving
is impossible to sav. s custom
was to “ dive into the awful, fetid,
half-subterrancan dens where the
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streaming, naked, filthy, starving
people were, and bring them out.”
The recital of this tale of woe has
a grim fascination about it. No
wonder that afterwards all kinds of
hionours were offere ! him, and no
wonder, when vou kunow the man.
that he promptly refused them all.

In 1880 he was called home on
important business, not on fur-
lough, for, practically, he knew not
the meaning of the term; he worked
as ccaselessly at home as in China,
chiefly in deputation work. J\r.
Barber says that, ** Directly or in-
directly, for the next ten yveass,
nearly every one who went to Cen
trai China was a direct voluntcer
for that field through that visit
home.”  Like another Peter the
Hermit he went through the length
and breadth of the land calling for
self-denial, for voung men. for
money, for regular praver, worth
nmore than money, and that wouid
multiply the monev many-fold.

By 1882 he was in China again
toiling with his old enthusiasm, for
his ardour was not a fitful thing,
and increased rather than dicd
down. His senior colleagues fell
out of the ranks, some were inval-
ided home and some taken to the
eternal home, which served to sweil
the burden of his rsponsibility till
i1le became chairman of the district.
Nowhere does he appear so heroic
as in the Tehngan riot. He stood
in the midst of the wiid yelling mob,
never fearing, never flinching, till
his angel face and calm bearing
cowerd the infuriated mob; when,
however, his back was turned, theyv
renewed their violence and dashed
m the doors, smashed the windows
and broke the furniture. On his
return, as he stood surveving the
wreck, one of the rufians struck a
blow at him with a stick which
almost broke his arm ; he beared Li.
arm and showed it to him, quict:,
saving, " Don't vou think vou've
done enough now?”  Thev were
abashed, and retired.

In a subsequent outhreak at Wu-

>
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stich one of his colleagues was done
to death.  Dut though his life was
full of troubles and worries, and his
toil unceasing (which aged him
prematurely ), yet his faith, the pas-
sion of his whole nature, never
tailed, nor did his spirit ever flag;
self was never present; he deliber-
ately lived a celebate life for his
work's sake: he  was lenient to
others, but he was strict with him-
self, and yet he was no morhid
ascetic.

In 1888 the Confercnce conferved
its highest honour, save one, upon
him by making him one of e
Legal Hundred. But on and sull
on he pressed with apostolic zeal
and enterprise in his wo1 k—visnine
and dealing personally with all
sorts of people, erecting churches,
tramping over hundreds of miles
of country, sailing up the river m
native boats, preaching wherever he
saw a crowd, bookselling, nutting
new heart into different colleagues .
for his * presence was like a hene
diction.”

The end came all too sonn and
all too suddenly: the messenger
of death was malignant typhus,
brought to Hankow by a band of
starving refugees. Inside of four-
teen days he succumbed. ITis rul-
ing passion was strong in death.
In delirium he was often preaching,
either in Chinese or English. “We
want more of the Spirit’s nower,
we can do nothing without this,”
was one of his unconscious utter-
ances.  Soon delirium gave way to
coma, and on Saturday., April 18th,
1896, while the mission circle were
holding their weekly meetine for
praver, God teok him to himself.

In all that constituted a mission-
arv hero, in forgetfulness of self.
in moral courage and sustained en
thusiasm, in broad, strong sym-
pathv, i hunger for the salvation
of men, in praverfulness and toil.
he had few equals and no superiors.
—H. E. G.. in Primitive Methodist
Magazine.
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WHY GO TO CHURCH?

We go to church, first of all,
because, so going, we leave out-
side its doors our cares and per-
plexities and burdens. There is
something beautiful, if there is also
something  distasteful, in the

Roman Catholic symbol of the-

holy water in the church porch; in
that which it symbolizes, if not in
the symbol itself; in the idea that
we enter the church with a bath
that takes away the grime and
soot of the common toil; the idea
that we enter with a new conse-
cration and in a new spirit, and,
leaving the world outside, into a
new a divine fellowship. This
was at the heart of the Puritan
term “ meeting-house,” and of the
Puritan custom of coming with a
cordiai greeting to one’s friends
and neighbours.

Here in the meeting-house we
meet our fellowmen and fellow-
women on a higher than the busi-
ness or the social plane. Every
man is at least two men, and most
of us are half a dozen. We not
merely wear different clothes and
different faces, but we carry in
ourselves different heart-experi-
ences. The same man is a busi-
ness man and a father; here his
life is industry, there it is affection.
In the church it is reverence and
faith and hope and love. The
same man is one man on the ex-
change and another man in the
family or at the club. In busi-
ness we meet for the interchange
of our business thought; in society
for the interchange of our social
life; in our homes for the inter-
change of our higher domestic
affections; but in the meeting-
‘house we interchange our spiritual
life, we know one another as all
secking for righteousness and
goodness and truth and God. In
the stress of business it seems to

us as if every one was selfish and
grasping, and as if we must be
selfish and grasping in self-defence.

But on Sunday morning the
jangle of the factory bell is ex-
changed for the sweet chime of the
church bells, and we come into
the church, and, lo ! the man that
we brushed against in the ex-
change, the man that we encoun-
tered in the competitions of trade,
is in the adjoining pew, joining
in the same forms, singing the
same hymns, uniting in the same
prayer, turning a face heavenward
toward the same God, really has
says to himself, I am not alone;
this man that I thought cared for
none of these things has the same
spirit in him that I have, wrestles
with the same temptations, looks
toward thet same God, really has
at the heart of him the same divine
purpose and ambition. Men who
never go to church are natural
pessimists; men who go to church,
and breathe its atmosphere of
reverence, of fellowship, of love,
go out from church with a better
thought of their fellowmen and a
better expectation for themselves
and for their fellows.

But there are higher and more
sacred associations in the meeting-
house. We come into fellowship,
not only with those whom we cail
the living, but with those whom
we call dead. If the church walls
could only speak, what strange,
sweet voices should we hear! If
the congregations that have sung
these psalms and hymns and joined
in these prayers could be heard
again, what a choral would stir
the heart with celestial chords !
We have come unto the mount
that cannot be touched, and unto
the city of the first-born, and unto
the holy and sainted dead. Not
in the cemetery where we stand in
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the presence of the decaying dust
kindly covered by the grassy
mound, but in the sanctuary where
we were wont in olden times to
meet those that walk with us no
more—there do we meet our
loved ones.

We come here to the sanctuary
also to hear these voices of the
present and the past intcrpreted to
us by the ministry of the choir and
the preacher. The music in a
church is not, or at least it ought
not to be, like the playing in a
theatre, that whiles away the waits,
or helps to silence the conversa-
tion before the curtain rises; the
music of the choir is itself the in-
terpreter of worship, of prayer, of
praise. It is not a contrivance to
stir our emotions, a dramatic per-
formance to play upon the surface
of our feelings; but these thoughts
that burn within us, this reverence
that worships, this aspiration that
reaches for something better be-
vond our vision, finds oftentimes
its very best and noblest expres-
sion in poetry married to music.
. God’s two angels on carth to bring

us his sweetest messages are
poetry and music.  There is no
such interpreter of emotion as
these two conjoined; and no such
inspirer of spiritual life. More
people have been sung into the
kingdom of God than were ever
preached into the kingdom of
God. And the effect of this
sacred song does not depend
wholly upon the choir; it depends
as much upon the congregation.
He who comes to church to listen
to music as a performance and to
criticise it goes empty away. Such
critical hearers know music less
than the least. The power of
church music is the power of a
reverent choir conjoined with a
worshipping, a reverent, a sym-
pathetic congregation.

Not less is the preacher an in-
terpreter of the divine. 'What is
a preacher, and what his function ?
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Certainly he is not an orator. It
is inconceivable that a man should
deliver fifty-two eloquent orations
in a year. Nor is he a lecturer,
to interest the congregation by
new information which he gives
them—his pulpit a lecture plat-
form and the congregation pupils.
The press is a better teacher. If
the preacher be at all that which
the Old Testament and the New
Testament declare he ought to be,
he will be one who will gather up
the spiritual experiénces of his
own congregation and interpret
them to themselves; he will see in
these beating hearts a reverence, a
faith, a hope, a love, and their ex-
pression.

But, more than this, if he be a
true preacher, he will come from
communion with the invisible and
the eterna!l Father of ‘us all, and
he will bring something of that
Father into this worshipping con-
gregation; not, like Aaron, build-
ing the golden calf that his con-
gregation ask for, but, like Moses,
going up into the sacred mount
and coming down his face aglow
because his heart is full of God.

"All the great preachers have this

onc quality in common; they do
not all preach good English,
they do not all preach sound
theology, they are not all scholars,
but they have this in common :
they have God in their hearts, and
the power so to utter him that
gleams of the divine glory flash
out on the hearts of their listening
congregation.

It is a great and blessed thing
to go once a week into a meeting-
house and leave the world outside;
to go once a weck and to see the
best side of your neighbour and
vour friend; and hear the silent
voices of the sainted dead; atid
hear these sacred influences inter-
preted by voice of ‘choir and by
voice of preacher; and have your
own better nature interpreted to
vourself; and yourself think for a
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little while of the highest things,
and live in the highest and divinest
and noblest light. And yet all
these are nothing compared with
the one supreme blessedness of
meeting with God. Is not God
everywhere? Yes! Equally every-
where ?  That is not so certain.
The heaven of heavens cannot
contain Him, but He dwells in the
hearts of such as are contrite and
broken at His word; and if we
come into church where are men
and women who are contrite, or
even have a little contrition, we
come into an atmosphere that is
divine, we come into the presence
of God Himself.

We counsel, then, our readers
to go to church : not with laggard
and delaying feet, driven by duty,

but with glad expectation that they
may meet sacred associations of
the past and sacred fellowships of
the present, that they may have
developed their own higher and
better selves, that life, the true life,
may be interpreted to them by
the voice of poetry, by the voice of
song, and by the voice of the
preacher; above all, that they may
meet the God and Father who is
the life of all that is good in life,
the secret and the source of hope
and faith and love, and we counsel
this not as an irksome duty from
which a conscientious Christian
cannot rightfully excuse himself,
but as a privilege which he ought
not willingly to forego.—Christian
Union.

ASIA.
BY LEW(S WORTHINGTON SMITH.

We have come back to thee, mother of nations,

Bringing thy wisdom the strength of our youth ;
Back from our wandering sea and land over,

Back from pursuit of the day-star of truth.
Age after age in the portals of silence,

ourning the loss of thy youngest and best,

Give us, returning, a tear-smiling welcome,

Sign of the prodigal joy in thy breast.

We have come back to thee, mother of nations,
Bringing thee knowledge for wisdom of thine;
Knowing the love that grows warm with devotion,
Knowledge and wisdom at ouce, and divine,

Veiling thine eyes with remembrance no longer,
Mother-love hunger a tear-mist no more,
Smile through the gloom of the prison of sorrow,
Waken to laughter and song as before.
—The New Voice.

My pluce is not amid the battle’s brunt,
Where charging lines are pressing hard the fight;
For others is reserved the surging front—

To them ’tis given to storm the gun-crowned height.

The Captain of the hosts assigns to me
A post to guard, unseen by public eye ;

And though unknown my weary watch may be,
T'll stand my ground, or like a soldier die.
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THE REAL DINAH EVANS.*

BY DR. ABEL STEVENS.

Dinah Evans, wife of Seth
Evans, himself a useful local
preacher, commenced her public la-
bours in Derbyshire. The hand of
genius has portrayed her almost
angelic character truthfully, though
in a work of fiction; and has won
for her admiration and tears where-
ever the English language is used.*
She is described as “one of the
most pure-minded and holy women
that ever adorned the Church of
Christ on earth.” In her child-
hood she was remarkable for her
docility, conscientiousness, and
sweet disposition. Her early girl-
hood was consecrated to religion,
and when Wesley’s travels and la-
bours had raised up, throughout
the land, societies, in the social wor-
ship of which women were allowed
to share, her rare natural talents
found an appropriate sphere of use-
fulness which no other denomi-
nation except Quakerism then
afforded.

She preached in cottages, and
sometimes in the open air; her ap-
pearance, her womanly delicacy,
and her affecting eloquence sub-
dued the rudest multitudes into
reverence and tenderness towards
her; and she assisted in an extraor-
dinary degree in laying the founda-
tions of the Church in many be-
nighted districts.  She avas a con-
stant visitor to the abodes of the
poor and wretched, to prisons and
almshouses ; she penetrated into the

*¢Adam Bede.” By George Eliot. It
will be a satisfaction to most readers of this
popular fiction.to know that the heroine
married, not Adam Evans, as the author
ropresents. but his brother Seth. The ser-
mon of Dinah, on the Green, is no exag-
gerated example of her talents and beautiful
character, if we may judge from more au-
thentic accounts. See ‘‘Seth Bede, etc.
Chiefly written by himself.” Tallant & Co.,
London.

dens of crime and infamy, the
charm of her benign presence and
speech securing her not only pro-
tection but welcome among the
most brutal. men.  She even fol-
lowed the penitent murderess to the
gallows; ministering the word of
Life to her till the last moment,
amid the pitiless and jeering
throng. Elizabeth Fry, the Quaker
philanthropist, could not fail to
sympathize with such a woman ; she
became her friend and counsellor,
and encouraged her in her bene-
ficent work. Dinah Evans repre-
sented, in her gentle but ardent
nature, the best traits of both
Quakerism and Methodism.

Seth Evans, then a class-leader,
heard her at Ashbourne, and has
left a brief allusion to the occasion ;
“The members of my class invited
me to go to Ashbourne with them,
to hear a pious and devoted wo-
man, from Nottingham, preach.

.Truly it. may be said of her, she

was a burning and shining light.
She preached with great power and
unction from above, to a crowded
congregation.  Her doctrine was
sound and simple.  Simplicity,
love, and sweetness were blended in
her. Her whole heart was in the
work. She was made instrumental
in the conversion of many sinners.
The morning of the resurrection
will reveal more than we know of
her usefulness.”

She became his wife, and assist-
ant in humble efforts for the re-
ligious improvement of the rustic
inhabitants of Royston, and in
neighbouring villages. A great
religious interest soon ensued in
that town, where there were but
few Methodists, and in  Snelston,
where there were none. Hundreds
flocked to hear the Gospe! from her
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lips, in the open air or in barns,
for the cottages could not accom-
modate the crowds. Classes and
prayer-meetings were established
in many houses, the village ale-
houses were deserted, and a visible
change came over the whole region.
Her example of interest for the
poor excited the charity of her
neighbours, and the afflicted found
sympathy and relief such as they
never before received.

Seth and Dinah Evans removed
from Royston to Derby. It is said
that old men, who were then little
children, still. recall the sorrowful
day of their departure, for it was
mourned as a day of bercavement
not only to the poor but to all.
They founded Methodism in Derby
by forming a class. They preached
out of doors in all the adjacent
villages. At Millhouse, about
thirteen miles from Derby, Seth
Evans organized a society of four
members, which soon increased to
between twenty and thirty, and
afforded two preachers to the Con-
ference, one of whom became a

missionary to the West Indies. .

Seth and his wife frequently
walked fifteen miles on Sunday, to
preach in neglected hamlets.
“Never,” he wrote, years after
her death, “did I hear my dear
wife complain.  On the contrary,
she always held up my hands, and
urged me to take up my cross and
not grow weary in well-doing. A
few years after our arrival at Mill-
hcuse, a great revival broke out in
Wirksworth, and also at our fac-
tory. There was a most powerful
shaking among the hardest and
worst of sinners. These were in-
deed happy days. There are a few
left who witnessed those happy
scenes ; but the greater part of the
converts are gone to their rest.”

Methodist Magazine and Review.

Dinah FEvans died, at Wirks-
worth, of a lingering disease, dur-
ing which it is said that sermons
were heard, from her death-bed,
more “ eloquent than ever fell from
her lips on Royston Green.,”  She
passed away with the meek, un-
utterable peace which had given so
much dignity and grace to her life.
Her husband could not but suffer
deeply from the loss of such a wife.
It shattered his health; his faculties
began to fail; and he could seldom
allude to her without tears. Un-
able to preach any more, he spent
the remaining years of his life in
visiting the sick and the dying, and
at last, with unfaltering hope, de-
parted to rejoin her in heaven. So
exemplary and beautiful with holi-
ness had been their united lives,
that one who knew them well, but
cared not for his own soul, said he
“ did not believe that our first par-
ents in Eden were more pure than
they.”

Such examples of rare character
and usefulness, in obscure life, are
seldom favoured with the recogni-
tion of the historian; but the truer
instinct of higher genius perceives
their peculiar, their beautiful, and
often sublime significance to our
common humanity; and Dinah
Evans and the Dairyman’s Daugh-
ter live in our literature, teaching
and consoling hundreds of thou-
sands, for whom most of the great
names of history have little or no
meaning. No history of Method-
ism that omits such cases can be
just; they are among its most
genuine historical facts. Lowly
labourers like these have not only
exemplified its best spirit, but have
promoted its progress hardly less
effectively than its more eminent
representatives.

Were mine the best means? Did I work aright
With powers appointed me? since powers denied

Concern me nothing,

—Browning.
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THEOLOGY AND BIBLICAL SCHOLARSHIP
IN THE NINETEENTH CENTURY.

BY THE REV. JOSEPH RITSON.

1HAT the nineteenth cen-
tury has witnessed consid-
erable modifications in the-
olegy none will venture to
deny. The changes have
been greater in some quar-
ters than in others. Modi-
fication will describe the change in some
cases ; in others, revolution would be a
more correct term to employ. But even
whevre there has been the most strenuous
opposition to change it has been impos-
sible altogether to escape the influence of
the time-spirit. It will be understood
that our outlook in the present article
has reference to the Church as a whole,
and that the writer is not attempting to
do more than indicate what seem to him
the more important changes which have
come over the theological world during
the century. That is to say, he is not
setting forth his own views, hut describ-
ing the various trends of theological
opinion at the end of the century as com-
pared with its beginning.

Theology is, of course, a science— the
loftiest of the sciences, yet still a science.
We apply the word science to any depart-
ment of knowledge, the facts or prineiples
of which have been investigated and
arranged as an harmonious whole. Chris-
tian theology is the system of Divine
truth taught in the Bible. "It is not
given there as a system, but the materials
are furnished from which a system may
be formed. The aim of theology is to
present the truth of the Bible in such a
form that its full significance and rela-
tions may be gathered up by the general
reader. Its accuracy as a science, there-
fore, depends on a correct interpretation
and synthesis of the original materials.
Defect in these respects has led to the
deduction from the Scriptures of the
most frightful dogmas. Too often the
theologian has come to the Bible, not so
much to learn what it taught, as to find
support for some preconceived theory or
doctrine, and has thus read into the text
what it was never intended to teach. Or
into the original materials he has cast an
assumption which, like an acid in chem-
icals, has changed the character of the
final result.

This method could not long find accep-
tance in an age like our own. Every-

thing is brought to the test of criticism.
Men no longer take on trust the beliefs of
their fathers; they must examine every-
thing for themselves, and what is unsup-
ported by sufticient evidence will be dis-
carded. In such an age we should nat-
urally expect some considerable theo-
logical modification. And, as a matter
of fact, it has long been not a question of
what theology -teaches, but of what is
taught in the Bible. Aythority will not
secure the acceptance of any theological
system, if it be found to be out of
harmony with the Word of God.
Methods of interpretation which passed
muster at the beginning of the century
have long since been discarded. Under
these circumstances some modification in
theological statement was inevitable.
The searching criticism which has suc-
cessfully assailed so much, was bound to
have some effect upon systems built up
under widely difterent conditions, and in
times when the Church possessed less
critical and historical knowledge.

Perhaps the most revolutionary change
of the century, so far as theology is con-
cerned, is that which has made the
Fatherhood of God the keystone of the
arch of this loftiest of the sciences.
While the Divine Sovereignty occupied
that position, it was diflicult to resist
even the most frightful conclusions of
Calvinism. The most pitiless elements
of that cast-iron creed have their origin
there. Having accepted the premise, the
Calvinist of the olden time might wince
in assenting to the inevitable conclusion,
but he assented all the same. The shift-
ing of the centre has modified the entire
circle of the sacred secience, Reaction
has, no doubt, played its part here, and
possibly the pendulum has swung too far
in the opposite direction ; but the most
potent influence has been the new start-
ing-point furnished by the rediscovery of
the }l))ivine Fatherhood.

That change of emphasis which is one
of the modifications which the century
has effected, i8 especially noticeable in
relation to the person of Christ. At the
beginning of the century the emphasis
was all laid on the Divinity of Jesus;
His humanity was largely lost sight of.
This was no doubt due in good part to
the controversies of the time ; but it was
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wischievous all the same. The century
has undoubtedly corrected this error.
The humanity has been emphasized, not
to the extent of depreciating the Divinity,
but in the measure which was necessary
in order to give each its truc place. In
this, as in nearly every other respect,
theology has been humanized. The
clearer apprehension of Christ’s true
humanity has, along with the realization
of the Divine Fatherhood, given & naw
tenderness and sympathy to theology
and religion. If we hold substantially
the creed of our fathers, that creed has
lost much of its undue sternness and
severity. Our conceptions have been
areatly humanized and broadened.

But if there has been gain there has
also been losss That terrible sense of
sin which Calvinism fostered, was one of
the sources of its extraordinary moral
power. Men almost invariably began
the Christian life in an agony of convic-
tion which powerfully influenced their
whole after-life. This had its influence
even on those who did not accept Calvin-
ism ; it was an atmosphere insensibly
affecting the entire religious thinking of
churches. It cannot be denied that a
great change has taken place in this
respect during the last fifty years. That
deep sense of sin which was such a
prominent element in the religious con-
sciousness, has been largely lost. We
remember hearing the late Professor
Drummond refer to this as having struck
him greatly in his dealing with penitents
in the inquiry-room. With the modifica-
tion of that awful sense of the Divine
Sovereignty which filled the Puritan with
such unspeakable awe and reverence,
there has come a type of Christian char-
acter which, if less severe, and stern,
and forbidding, is also apt to be lacking
in the strength and grandeur of an earlier
time. Theve are also signs of a reaction,
and perhaps the next swing of the pen-
dulum will bring us nearer the golden
wmean. There is, after all, a certain truth
‘at the bottom of Calvinism, the clear
apprehension of which might serve asa
wholesome tonic to the religious thought
and life of the time, and produce a
stronger and more robust type of Chris-
* tian character.

In passing, it may be observed that
Calvinism must not be supposed to be no
longer existent as a living force in the
-churches. It is true you hear little of it
in the pulpit, even in Scotland ; and the
last of the Puritans, Mr. Spurgeon,
robust Calvinist as he was, presented his
creed in a somevwhat sugar-coated form.

Methodist Magazine and Review.

Still, formally, at least, Calvinism re-
mains the creed of Presbyterianism ;
and although the change in the method
of its presentation has been great, it still
exercises a potent influence. But it
must be admitted that the Rabbi San-
dersons of the first half of the century
would scarcely recognize their terrible
creed in its modern pulpit forms.
Whether any revision of that creed will
be seen in the near future it is impos-
sible to say, but it is certain that it does
not: harmonize with its pulpit expression,
and is a stumbling-block to many who
cannot feel themselves at liberty in the
matter of creed subscription, to read into
the ancient forms a modern interpreta-
tion.

In relation to the doctrine of the
Atonement there has also becn some
modification. With that lessened sense
of sin to which reference has been made,
this was inevitable. Compared with the
early part of the century the doctrine
does not hold as prominent a place in
religious thought. But theological con-
troversy has had regard, not so much to
the fact of the Atonement, as to the
various theories that have been advanced
in relation to it. There is, however, a
growing disposition to recognize that,
after the human intellect has done its
utmost, the nexus between the death of
Christ and the forgiveness of sins is a
mystery kindred with the mystery of

_God ; and that it is not on the accept-

ance of a theory, but the acceptance of a
fact, that salvation depends. The cen-
tury has produced & considerable litera-
ture on the subject, in which Dr. R. W.
Dale’s great work holds a deservedly
high place.

The doctrines of grace stand practically
where they did. Our statement of them
has been necessarily modified with the
changing times, but the doctrines them-
selves remain the same. The Methodist
doctrine of sanctification is no longer
confined to Methodisn. Thousands out-
side its pale hold the doctrine in one
formn or another ; and influential associa-
tions of Christisus belonging to all the
Protestant churches, exist for the spread
of holiness through the land. That of
Keswick is specially notable.

Perhaps the century has witnessed the
greatest amount of change and unsettle-
ment in the doctrine of Last Things.
The change, however, is not so much in
the recognized doctrinal standards of the
churches as in the general attitude and
consciousness of the Christian world.
At the opening of the century the doc-
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trine of eternal punishment was held
almost universally, and in its most literal
and absolute form. The doctrine was
not only in the creed, but very promi-
nently in the pulpit. It is still in the
creeds, and in some form is still held by
many in all the churches ; but it cannot
be denied that comparatively little of it
is heard in the pulpit. On the future
punishment of the wicked there is no
uncertain sound. Materialistic descrip-
tions of that punishment may be rare,
L .t the dread reality is all the more real-
ized by the modern preacher. There
has been a voluminous literature on the
subject in recent years, and while many
have argued for the *‘larger hope,”
others, and even some of the most recent
and the most able, like Dr. Salmond’s
¢ Christian Doctrine of Immortality,”
are frankly orthodox.

The influence of the doctrine of Evolu-
tion on theology is undoubtedly growing.
It has, of course, modified profoundly
our conceptions of creation, and has also
afforded side-lights in regard to all the
doctrines of the faith ; but so far its pro-
vince has been that of illustration and
restatement, rather than of fundamental
change. ¢ Natural Law in the Spiritual
" World” was a brilliant essay towards an
evolutionary conception of Christian
dogma ; but it has not been as revolu-
tionary as was anticipated, and there is
reason to believe that many of its posi-
tions were abandoned by its author
before the close of his life. Things
material can, after all, be only types and
figures of "things spiritual, and any
attempt to make a rigid application of
evolution to theology is likely {to be
mischievous and misleading.

Turning to biblical scholarship, we find
enormous progress has been made during
the century. It would be diflicult to
exaggerate the extent of the change that
has«taken place. This change is directly
due to the scientific spirit of the time.
The application of the scientific method
has here produced the most remarkable
results. ¢‘That method consists,” if we
may quote the words of Sir William Tur-
ner in his inaugural addressat the British
Association, ‘‘in close observation, fre-
quently repeated so as to eliminate the
possibility of erroneous seeing; in ex-
periments checked and controlled in
every direction in which fallacies might
arise ; in continuous reflection on the
apg‘eamnces and phenomena observed.”

'he applicat’on of this principle to the
Bible as a body of sacred literature, has
given us the results of what are called
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the higher criticism. The scientific
method has not always been pursued,
and to this we owe, in large measure, the
crude speculations which have awakened
so much prejudice against the higher
critics. But in the end the movement
will serve the interests of truth. ‘It is
nob too much to say,” to quote the words
of Dr. Fairbairn, ‘‘that for the first time
since the collection of our sacred books
was formed, a serious, and on the whole,
progressively successful attempt has been
made to analyze the process of its forma-
tion, to pursue a search into what may
be termed the evidences within the Bible
as to how the books of the Bible came to
be, how they stand related to their con-
temporary history, and what special mes-
sage each several part brought to its own
age, and has preserved for all time.”
That this work has always been carried
out wisely, or with becoming reverence,
none will pretend, still less that the
critics have not made innumerable mis-
takes; but then it is by the blundering
of the discoverer that the truth is ulti-
mately served.

While many questions remain unset-
tled, the points generally accepted among
scholars are of great importance, and
mark an enormous advance on the posi-
tion of biblical scholarship at the begin-
ning of the century. It is not surprising
that the work of the higher critics is
regarded in many quarters with hostility
and suspicion. Apart from the fact that
évery new departure meets with more
or less suspicion and opposition, a lack
of caution and reverence on the part of
some of the critics themselves has tended
to discredit their work as a whole. Hap-
pily, however, the majority of hiblical
scholars are profoundly spiritual and
truly reverent. They seek only to serve
the interests of truth, believing that,
after criticism has done its best or its
worst, the Bible as a Divine revelation
will commend itself with force and intel-
ligibility to the hearts and minds of men.

The modification of the doctrine of in-
spiration which has taken place in recent
years, is one of the results of modern
Bible scholarship. That modification
has been in the direction of a fuller
recognition of the human elements of the
Bible. The writer of any book of Serip-
ture is no longer regarded as a mere
channel through which the Holy Spirit
pours His teaching. The human con-
sciousness and the idiosyncrasy of the
writer are recognized as playing their
part, and as giving their colour to the
result. The modern conception of in-



166

gpiration is less mechanical and more
reasonable than that of a former time,
and more consonant with the facts,

In accordance with the new scientific
spirit, the modern training of the minis-
try has more direct bearing on the book
the minister is appointed to teach. In
addition to being trained in those
branches of knowledge caleulated to aid
him in his work, special attention is
given to the book which is the basis of
all his teaching. This includes & work-
ing acquaintance with the original lan-
guages, and a thorough grounding in Old
and New Testament Introduction, Old
and New Testament Theology, and the
History of Doctrine.

Methodist Maguzine and Review.

The century will be seen, therefore, to
have left its impress alike on theology
and biblical scholarship. The time-spirit
has modified the human expression of the
great truths of revelation ; but the great
essentials still vemain, The foundation of
our God standeth sure. The ‘Bible has
nothing to fear from the most searching
criticism, and the truer our apprehension
of its teaching as the result of the brush-
ing away of the merely human accretions
which have obscured its meaning, the
nearer shall we approach the standard of
intellectunl and spiritual perfection to-
wards which it is intended to lead us.—
Princeton dethodist Magazine.

NINETEENTH CENTURY THEOLOGY—ITS TENDENCIES AND
PROBABLE OUTCOME.

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

Dr. Amory H. Bradford, a writer who
ably represents many of the best tenden-
cies in our latest theology, has just pre-
sented through the Riverside Press
(Houghton, Mifflin & Company) a new
work entitled ¢ The Age of Faith,” which
is well worthy of careful perusal. Inan
attractive volume of twelve condensed
chapters, he has so touched on the vital
questions in religion as to give us an out-
line system of Christiun doctrine, while
we seem to be reading but a few brief
essays on great questions of undying
interest, His treatment of these ques-
tions is so thoroughly in touch with the
prevailing tendencies in philosophy and
science, and hence in theology, that the
work opens up to us a most convenient
conspectus of what the century has done
and what it has failed to do for the
world’s religious thought.

He begins, as we think quite rightly,
by designating this close of the century
as an Age of Faith. This could scarcely
be said to be the case of its beginning.
After running the gauntlet for the three
generations of the century of pantheism,
materialism, and historical criticism, the
careful observer cannot but see that the
world holds a truer, stronger, and more
universal faith in Christianity than it did
a hundred years ago. The number of
living spiritual Christians is multiplied
far beyond the increase of the world’s
population, while in all Christian lands
the truth of religion, as set forth in the

New Testament, has & hold upon the
hearts, the lives, and the intelligence of
men far beyond the past both in power
and extent of influence.

But while this is true, it is no less true
that the form in which this truth is held
has undergone very marked change. Tais
change is manifest in two directions. In
the intellectual character of the world’s
faith there is less of rigid logical defini-
tion than in the older time, or as some
would say, less dogmatism, or as others
would describe it, less clearness. Religi-
ous faith is recognized as a matter of the
affections and moral nature ; and while
it may hold with stronger assurance than
ever to the righteousness and goodness
of God, it is perhaps less confident than
of old of its philosophical or rational
explanations or definitions. The limita-
tions of reason are far more clearly
recoghized. Faith is distinguished from
science. And yet faith in this new form
is perhaps none the less powerful in its
influence over human life.

This result of the century is very fully
manifest in the work before us. Its
moral tone is pure, lofty, and strong. Its
religious faith is deep, reverent, and
bright with a beautiful optimism. It
delights in believing in all the best. Its
charity is broad and comprehensive. But
when it comes to express this faith as a
rational conception of truth, it is satisfied
with reasonableness, and rests short of
the logical system of the older divines.
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The second change which the century
has wrought consists_in the elimination
or modification of many of the elements
which entered into the old dogmatic
systems, The changes in this direction
may be fairly said to have destroyed the
Calvinistic system as it existed in the
seventeenth and eighteenth centuries,
In this theology of a descendant of the
Puritans you cannot find a trace of it.
All that refuses to be reconciled with the
moral sense and religious charity which
are 80 clearly presented in the New
Testament seems destined to elimination
from the Christian theology of the future.
Many conceptions also, which are not
completely eliminated, are at least seri-
ously modified by the same influence.
God is interpreted in the light of father-
hood rather than of kingship. The doc-
trine of Providence and the treatment of
the problems of suffering and of sin,
atonement and the future state, are dealt
with in the same spirit.

It would be, perhaps, too much to ex-
pect that in the reaction of human
thought. the pendulum would not swing
beyond the exact point of the harmony
of right with love ; and the student
would make o serious mistake who would
expect the thought of the future to move
indefinitely in the direction of the larger
hope 8o plainly manifest in the work be-
fore us, and 8o marked in the theology
of the last few years. An extreme move-
ment in this direction must be followed
by a new reaction.

But the danger of the century has not
lain in the influence of its ethical spirit
and religious charity in the purification
of its theology, though there is serious
danger in the divorce of these two from
each other, or in magnifying one at the
expense of the other; but the serious

danger lies in the attempt which char-
acterized some movements of the century
to build theology upon the basis of reason
alone, .., to convert it into religious
philosophy. It is now quite clear that
many of the elements, which an en-
lightened conscience and a larger measure
of tlie spirit of Christ are to-day elimin-
ating from our theology, weré introduced
under the influence of the prevailing
philosophy at or after the time of the
Reformation, *

To all attempts to reconstruct our
theology upon the basis of even the
latest philosophy, it may be said that
the liability to error to-day is scarcely
less than it was three hundred years ago;
and that in overlooking or neglecting
any religions truth which clearly formed
a part of the religious faith set forth by
Christ and His apostles, we are building
upon a false foundation. Reason has
indeed done much to purify our theology,
eliminating elements of error which have
crept into our dogmatic teaching in the
course of the ages. But if we trace these
to their origin we shall find that a false
philosophy is responsible for the greater
purt of them ; in other words philosophy
is but undoing its own work.

One of the most remarkable results
of the rationalistic tendency of the cen-
tury has been the reactionary movement
which builds faith solely upon ecclesiasti-
cal authority and rejects all efforts of
either renson, conscience, religious in-
tention or biblical exposition to regain a
purer and more perfect form. But in
spite of this reaction in one branch of
the Church the movement of the century
as a whole is certainly towards a more
perfect apprehension of the spirit and
teaching of our Lord Jesus Christ.

-

GOD IS NOT DUMB.

God is not dumb, that He should speak no more;
If thou hast wanderings in the wilderness

And find’st not Sinai, ’tis thy soul is peor,
There towers the mountain of the Voice no less.

Which whoso seeks shall find; but he who bends
Intent on manna still, and mortal ends,

Sees it not, neither hears its thundered lore.

Slow],

the Bible of the race is writ,

And not on paper leaves nor leaves of stone;

Each age, each kindred, add a verse to it,
Texts of despair or hope, or joy or moan.

While swings the sea, while mists the mountains shroud,
While thunder’s surges burst on cliffs of cloud,

Still at the prophets’ feet the nations sit.

—James Russell Lowell.
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ANNA MALANN.*

BY ANNIE

“1 don’t know how it come about,
my taking to dumb creatur’s, as they
call them—though 1 must say 1 never
see one that was anyways dumb
myself. 1 lived over to Danvers, in
the east part of the State, you know.
Pa was a real good man, kind to his
fulks. a church-member, and one of
the sclect-men of the borough. He
was brought up in the strict up-and-

down old-fashioned way as to Tre-
lizion. and had some pretty hard

notions about some things. He had

a good deal of stock—horses and
cows and oxen. and =o on—and he
took good care of them, gave them

plenty of food and drink and good
sieeping-quarters, and never  beat
them. or let his hired men do it. But
he had views about animals that he'd
picked up from his father before him,
and from old JMr. Luther, his lﬂllllbtel.

* 1 suppose they. was all right. ‘cause
pa held them, but even when 1 was
a mite of a girl they struck me as
queer and  sort of  ha'sh.  He was
cood to his stock., as T said hefore,
but he insisted that was only just be-
cause they was useful to him, and he
wanted to keep them that way.,  He
was hkind to Leo. the collie-dog, but
he said that was becaus. e was so0
handy about driving ne cows and
findine the sheep, and he  couldn’t
spare him. He was dreadiul good to
the cats, but, aceording to him, that
was because of their catching the rats
and mice. But he was pleasant to
the squirrels, too, and the robins, and
the brown thrashers—i~d them, d
all—and he couldn’t give no other
reason for that than this—that he
wanted to.

“cPat)
vui no rights
fact. The Bible don’t give them
any : the church don’t aive them
any ; the cateehism don’t give them
any. 1If I'm made €0 soft like anid
nervons myself that I ean’t see
ereatuy’ hurt or abused without its
making me uncomfortable and fidgety,
Why. that's my lookoui. Tt don't go
to show I'd onght to feel that way. I
tell ve. if folks go to preaching that
kind of doetrine. that creatur’s have
richts. and I'm hound to treat them

" Abrideed from c Dumb Foxglove and
Other Stoview”™ New York @ Harper Bros

‘animals haven't
well-known

savs he,
that's a

TRUAMBULL SLOSSON.

as well as I do folks, why, I'll just
turn abeut and abuse them, spite of
my creepy, nervous feeling uabout it.
Same rights as folks ? Why didn't
God make them folks, then ”

“ So he'd go on and over with such
talk, and I'd listen and bother my poor
little head trying to make it sound
right and reasonable. ¢ Why ain’t
they folks, anyway 2" I says to
myself. *What makes the differ-
ence ?  They act like folks : they're
good or they're bad; theyre lazy or
industrious ; they're noisy or quiet,
pleazant or ugly, seltfish or {ree-
handed. peaceuble or snarly. In
short, they've got ways. There’s no
two creatur's just alike, no more than
there is folks.,  They 1ake sick like
folke, too. and they Jon't like to suffer
no more'n folks do : and, come to the
last. they die like folks And why
does pa put them all together, and
say none of them havent got any
rights

* Sometimes I'd ask ma—T1 didn't
quite dast to ask pa; children didn’t
use to talk so free to their fathers as
they do these times—I'd ask ma why
animals wasn't folks, anyway. And
she'd tell me “twas “ecaunse of their not
having souls—immortal sonls. At
first I used to go on and ask how
folks knew creawur’'s hadn’t got im-
mortal souls, but =she shit me up
directly abont that, and showed me
right off that that was given up to by
everyvbody—"twas onc of the doctrines.
and wasn't to be argued over ; ‘fwas
settled for good an® all.  So I never
brought up that part again.

*PBut I'd bother and pester ma to
know why, anyway—even agreeing
‘twas that way—they wasn't folks just
the same, and all the more to be pitied
and done good to and made much of
bhecause they didn’t have everything
we had—souls and all them things.
So whenever 1 got the chance T'd treat
them that way, and try to make other
people do it jut 1 conldn’t make
much headway. I had {wo hrothers
and one sister, and they all followed
pa and ma’s lead, and didnt worry
themselves abont the *lower heings,’
as pa called then:.

“ Bime-by pa died, and a spell after-
wards ma went, too. And we four
children had the farm and stock, and
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all to divide even. Well, maybe
‘twas foolish, but I'd been thinking
and bothering my head so long about
animals and the awful things that
was always being done to them, ]
couldn’t get on any other track. I
suppose I took after pa in being soit
and nervous about such things, and
seemed to me there wasn’t a minute of
the whole living day that there
wasn’t something -ruel and unjust
and dreadful done to poor helpless
creatur’s even right around me ; and
what must it be, take the whole world
over ? I says.

“I was nigh about crazy, and I’d
seem to hear such a noise of whips
swishing and sticks poundiang and
Kicks sounding hollow against crea-
tur’s sides, and then a whining and
moaning and whimpering and crying
out of the beings folks ecalls dumb.
and my ears ached and buzzed all the
blessed time. I couldn’t stand it any-
how.

*“1 was always a meddler and fus-
ser, different from the rest of the
family., and I made up my mind I'd
got to have a finger in this pie. 1
talked to Mary, my sister, and to Elam
and John, and tried to explain my
views. I wanted—well, T don't be-
lieve I had any real settled plan laid
out, and I don't wonder now they
thought I'd gone c¢lean out of my wits.
But I tried to get them to let me try
what I could do on the farm and in
Danvers generally to make creatur’s
more comiortable and get people not
to put upon them so. But, my ! they
got dreadful worked up over it.

“You see, the Ellises had alwavs
been a respectable, quiet, contented
kind of family, holding the same ideas
from generation to generation, with
nothing upsetting in their religion or
politics  or  schooling. They'd ali
thought alike for a hundred years or
more, and they bhoasted there'd never
been a schismatic or a heretic or a
turncoat of any sort i» the whole tribe.
And now to see an Ellis. and a fe-
male one, too, set up for a stirrer-up
and overthrower. a sort of a horse-
doctor and dog-missionary mixed up.
why, they wouldn't have it. We had
words, and, to make a long story
short, we settled it this way : I was
a sort of a mean-spirited, easy-going.
anything-for-peace woman myself. and
g0 I just told them I'd give up every
hit of my share of the old farm to
tuem three for nothing, and o nff
somewhere to try my plan.  And they
agreed to that. and Iet nue go.
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“Then I begun to look about to find
the right kind of place. I wanted to
see If there was such a thing as
bringing over a whole community to
my way of thinking. If I could be
the means of getting everybody in just
onoe town or village to try treating
animals as if they was folks, why—
well, "twas something to live for, any-
way. I considered and considered,
and bime-by this notion came to me:
I must find a small enough place so's
I could work it all up before I died ;
the Ellises ain't a long-lived family,
and I wanted dreadful bad to see the
whole thing done in my lifetime.
*Why I says to myself, * it would be
almost like a little millennium of my
own,’

“ Then I heard one day about Wil-
son’s Gore, and it appeared to me just
what I wanted. Six families in all—
that's what there was then—and not
very big  ones, neither. 1 had a
little money besides my share of the
farm I'd give up—some left me by the
Aunt Ann I was named after, so I'd
got something to start with. And
here I come, and here I he.

“It's a good many vears now, for
‘twas dreadful slow work. But it's
done.  Every single one of the Gore
familics—and, as I said before, theres
nine now—has come to my way of
thinking, and yet I ain't reached the
average Ellis Iimit of age vet. So
I've got my little millennium. you see.
But I must tell the whole truth. and
own up to one thing. 1 don’t helieve
I've had much to do with it. after all
Come to think of it. I believe the
Gore folks would have come to the
same p’int if T hadn’t been here at all.
For I've never preached about it or
scolded and fretted at them orv any-
thing.  They must have had a lean-
ing that way themselves, and found it
all out without my help.

“Sometimes I wish I'd 'a’ taken a
harder place, with crueller folks in it;
there’d have heen more ceredit in that.
For I've had an easy. comfortable time
of it. after all. doing for the dogs and
horses and cats that was sick or hurt
or old or lost or left out some way.
You see, T like them, and so it's dread-
ful interesting.  And I like showing
them to folks, ton, particnlar the
hoys and girls.  And the bovs «all me
Animal Ann.”  (This I had mistaken
for a proper name.)  * And they'li
spend hours at a time watching me
take care of them and talk to them
and treat them my way. But as for
preaching at them about it, or to their
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fathers and mothers, I hadn’t got time
for it.

“But there ain't 2 man or woman
or a boy or girl now in the Gore that
would do a cruel thing to a horse or a
dog or a cow or an ox or any four-
footed thing ; and, what's more, they
wouldn’t stone a bird or break up a
nest—and children do like that kind
of thing, you know ; and there even
appears to be a feeling among the
babies themselves against pulling off
flies’ wings and squeezing them to
hear them buzz, and little amusements
like that. They're terrible good chil-
dren by natur’, you see, and I'm afraid
I'll have to move. There ain’'t no
satisfyin’ field for real missionary
work here.”

Before this little autobiography was
ended we were walking out among the
““ creatur’s,” and I had many an object-
lesson to illustrate Ann Ellis’ mode ot
treating her friends.

Such odd friends they were, but I
would not wish for truer, more loyal
ones. Dumb! Why, every soft
wistful eye, each pricked-up silky ear,
each tail that wagged or thumped the
ground at the sound of her gentle
football, each pawing eager hoof and
quivering dilated nostril, spoke
clearly, sharply out of love and trust
and willingness to serve. Here in
the little pasture-lot grazed a blind
horse ; there, a little away, an old
and grizzled one, passing his last days
—his happiest ones, poor fellow !'—in
peace and comfort. There were dogs
with bandaged, splintered legs, dogs
that were hurt or ill, lying on soft
beds in basket, box, or barrel. There
was a lame hen hobbling about on an
awkward wooden leg; there was a
blind canary in a rough home-made
cage, singing his little heart out as he
heard the voic: of the one he had
never seen, but loved.

It was, as the landlord had said,
‘“ dreadful amusin'” to hear Animal
Ann talk, but it was more. There
was to me something strangely pa-
thetic. touching, in the way she spoke
of and to these creatures. Certainly
there was in her words or tones or
looks nothing that could hint to these
friends of hers that she thought them
anything but “ folks.”

. “Do you know how to talk
I'rench ?” she asked, suddenly, one
day. As 1 owned to some knowledge
of the language, she said: “Oh, I'm
real glad. You see, the children
come over one day last month to telt
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me that the old monsheer, as they
called him round here—him that used
to learn the young folks to dance over
in Danvers—was dead, and he'd left a
dog unprovided for. The town had
buried the old man, and the poor lit-
tle creatur’ was crying herself to
death over the grave. I went over
with them, and we fetched her away,
dreadful vrawilling, but too weak from
mourning and going without victuals
and sleep to make much fuss.

“I've brought lots of sorrowing
young things through their troubles, ,
homesickness and lonesomeness and
disappointment and grief, but I never
had a wourse case than this. ’'Twas
a poodie ; Fan Shong, the old man
used to call her; sounds kind of
Chinee, don’t it, now ? And she was
the miserablest being! She wouldn’t
make friends, she was scary and ter-
rible bashful, and she just about cried
her eyes out after that old master
of hers—an outlandish, snuff-taking,
fretful little man to most folks, but
the best and dearest in the world to
Fan Shong.

“I tried to help her, to make her
feel at home, and show her there was
something to live for still, but she
didn’t take any notice. I’'d make a
good deal of ler, praise her up, and
call her * good dog, good dog,’ but she
didn't appear to care. And then,
bime-by, it struck me she didn’t un-
derstand ; she was French, and ‘ good
dog’ was no more than foreign talk
to her. Of course, 1 had to do some-
thing about it or she'd ’a’ died on my
hands.

“I inquired about, and found there
was a lady over in East Thacherville,
about four miles from here, that
knew some French—used to learn it
to children in the academy. So I
went over there. ’'T'was a real hot
day in July, and there’d been quite a
spell of dry weather, and ’'twas ter-
ribly dusty. I'd been up all the night
before with Charley, the old white
horse there, and didn't feel very rug-
ged that day, and I thought I'd never
get there. But I found Miss Ed-
wards, and she was real good, took
quite an interest, and sho learnt me
to say ‘good dog' in French— hong
shang,” you know.

‘1 practiced it over and over till I
said it real gcod, and then I started
home. Well, will you believe, time 1
got there it had gone clean out of my
head. You see, I'd got it mixed up
with the poor dog's Chinee name, Fan
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Shong, and for the life of me I couldn’t
say it right. So back I had to go
through that dust and all, and learn
it again. But my! it paid, for she
was so pleased when I told her she
was a ‘bong shang,’ just as her old
master done it. She’s bashful yet,
though, and lonesome, and she’d ad-
mire to hear her native language.”

You may be sure I aired my best
Parisian French for the benefit of the
homesick foreigner, greatly to the de-
light of my good old friend. Noting
how careful she was lest any word of
ours should hurt the feelings of her
proteges, I asked her if she thought
they understood what was said.

“Well, I don’t really know,” she
answered ; “and so I go on the plan
of acting as if they did. It don’t do
any harm, you see ; and just suppos-
ing they do know our language, why,
they’d be dreadful cut up sometimes.
So I act as I do with folks, and mind
my words when they're around.”

It was a good while before I became
used to this peculiarity of the old wo-
man, and I was puzzled and startled
again and again by a warning word,
look, or gesture when about to speak
freely of those about us.

“That looks like a good hunting-
dog,” I said one day, pointing out a
fine Irish setter near by. A signifi-
cant look from Ann, a loudly époken—

“ Ain’t he a nice dog ? Yes, Jack’s
a good dog”—which words set the
silky tail of golden-brown waving
like a banner—and then the old wo-
man whispered in my ear:

‘“ He's gun-shy, poor fellow. He
can't help it; it's born in him. He's
tried and tried, but he says he can’t
stand it. Just the very sight of a
gun of any sort, loaded or not, scares
him to death. That’s how I got him.
Jim Merrill had him, and was bound
to train that trick out of him. He
beat him till he 'most killed him, but
it only made him worse. And so I
bought him.”

I shall never forget the confusion
and shame which overwhelmed me one
day at a reproof—a pretty sharp one
—from the good old philanthropist.
Peering out at us from behind a shed
was the oddest creature. It was in-
tended, doubtiess, for a cat, but was
such a caricature of one. One ear
stood sharply erect, the other lopped
limply down ; the eyes, because of an
injury done to one of them, had a
chronic squint; and there was a
twist upward to each corner of the
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wide mouth that suggested the grin
of the proverbial cat of Cheshire. It
was irresistible, and I—laughed.

‘“ Animal Ann clutched my arm.
‘““Stop laughing,” she  whispered,
sharply ; “or if you can’t hold it in,
go away.” I was sobered at once.

“Poor Jinny,” said the old woman,
after we had left the spot, ““ she’s ter-
rible homely, and she knows it as well
as we do. Nobody'll have her, she
looks so bad. And the worst of it is
she's just aching to be made much of
and coddled. There’s the lovingest
heart in that poor outlandish-looking
body. She’s real touchy about her
looks, particular her eyes—maybe you
took notice there’s a mite of a cast
in them—and I do all I can to make
her forget about it.”

The good woman even attributed to
these animals theological creeds of
their own, or rather, perhaps, adher-
ence to those of the particular sect to
which their former masters or owners
belonged.

“Don’t say anything about Jews,”
she once whispered, as we drew near
the rough kennel of a gaunt yellow
cur; ‘“he don’t know any other re-
ligion ; he’s been with them all his
days. I took him after Miss Levy
died. He set everything by the fam-
ily, and I don’t want him to think we
disapprove of their beliefs.”

“I suppose I need not ask you,” I
said, one day, “with your views of
animals and their being like folks, if
you think there’s a future for them
after death ?”

To my surprise, the old woman
shook her head sadly, and the soft
brown eyes grew moist. “ No,” she
said, in a low, mournful voice, “I'm
afraid there’s no chance of that. I've
give it up. I did hold to it as long as
I could, and it 'most broke my heart
to let it go. But so many of the
folks I look up to tell me it isn’t so
that I've had to give up that p'int.
Even Elder Peters, that's so fond of
dogs and horses himself, he always
said there wasn’t any chance of meet-
ing them anywhere in the next world;
and Dr. Church held that too; and
good old Mis® Holcombe, that left
money to take care of destitute cats.
They was all one way, proved it from
the Scriptures, you know—like the
bheasts that perish,” and all that. They
all say there,ain't a single word in
the Bible that gives them a reason-
able hope. There's most everything
else spoke of as being there—folks
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and angels and martyrs and saints
and trees and flowers and fruit and
streams and precious stones, But
nothing about creatur’s, except—well,
sometimes I think there’s a chance for
white horses—just a chance.”

“ For white horses!” I exclaimed,
in amazement.

“Yes; in Revelation, speaking
about heaven and the saints, it tells
about their being dressed in white
robes and riding on white horses.
But there’s another—a dreadful verse
in that book—I never like to think of
it. After telling all the beautiful
things that’s inside of heaven, it says,
¢ But without are dogs.’ Now, ain’t
that a terrible mournful piectur’ ?
It’s as if the other animals all give
up when they was told there wasn’t
any place for them up there, and just
died for good, instincts and all—if
you don’t want to call them souls—but
dogs, why, they just couldn’t do it;
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they must follow on after their mas-
ters, room or no room, And so I al-
ways seem to see them hanging about
the door, waiting and waiting, getting
a peek in when it opens to let some-
body go inside, and maybe catching
sight of their masters—oh! .I can’t
stand it, anyhow. I wish it wasn't
writ there, ¢ Without are dogs.’”

In vain I tried to show the poor wo-
man that the dog of Revelation, ban-
ished from bliss with murderers,
idolaters, and others of the wicked,
was not one of her four-footed friends.
She had looked at the harrowing
vision too long to be able to banish it
at once.

‘“ But there’s one thing I won't give
in to,” she said, “and that is that
Scriptur’ don’t go to show that folks'd
oughter be kind and merciful to
creatur’s. It does—I say it does.
There’s heaps and heaps of things
that shows it.”

/ THE BLANK LINE.*

BY JOHN ACKWORTIL

Everybody who knew anything about
the case agreed with absolute and em-
phatic unanimity, that there never was
such a body of trustees as that which
built the Floxton Common new chapel.

But after all it was a noble thing these
people had done; they were not a rich
church nor a very numerous one, yet
they had by hard work and wonderful
self-sacrifice built a beautiful edifice at a
cost of nearly £7,000, which they in-
tended to open free of debt, and the
super, in spite of his many troubles with
them, was full of admiration for the way
they had acted, and was prompted to say,
as he had often done before, that there
\\lwlere no people like the Methodists after
all,

And just at the time when they thought
they had got through all their trials, they
were plunged into one that was worse
than any they had come through. When
the day came for selecting the places they
would occupy in the new building, it
turned out there were two applicants for
one pew—the back pew in the chapel.

. Old Mr. Bottoms had sat in the back
pew in the old chapel, and thought he
ought to have the same place in the new
one, and James Higson, who had a deli-

*From “The Making of the Million.”
New York: Eaton & Mains.

cate wife who sometimes wanted to goout.
before the service was concluded, had set
his heart upon it, and had stated twenty
times over, he declared, that he should
want that particular seat.

Eventually the matter came before the
trustees, andafter the usual long wrangle,
was decided against Higson. As soon as
the decision was announced, he rose to
his feet, took up his hat, bowed with
mock ceremoniousness to the chairman
and then to the meeting, and walked out
of the room.

One or two went after him and did not
return. Those who remained behind took
no further interest in the business, and
when a few minutes later the super and
his colleague called at Higson’s he refused
to see them, and next day sent all his
books in, and signified that he was done
with the Wesleyans once for all and for
ever.

The super, though not given much to
sentiment, was quite touched to sce the
distress of the trustees when they found
that Higson’s defection was serious and
apparently final; they refused even to
discuss the question of filling his offices,
and old Bottoms, in spite of terrible
threats from his aggressive daughter, sent
at least two notes to Holly Villa, where
Higson lived, to ask him to take the pew
he wanted. But all was in vain.
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As the great duy of the opening dvew
near all sorts of clumsy attempts were
made to bring about a reconciliation, and
Billy Clipston, the shoemaker, declared
again and again that when the time came
Higson would not be able to stay away,
but would turn up ‘‘as sure as heggs is
heggs.”

But the day came and went, and the
offended one did not appear, and the
super heard in the vestry and in the aisles
of the chapel a great deal more about the
absent man’s many past services than he
heard about the event they were actually
celebrating. They told of what he had
endured for the sake of the good cause,
and altogether the éclat of one of the
greatest days in the history of Floxton
Common Methodism was spoilt by the
constant lamentations of the chief men
about the place because their old fellow-
worker had not taken part. Theopening
services were continued for three Sun-
days, and it was confidently prophesied by
Billy and others that Higson would never
be able to hold out to the end.

But he did; and when they sang the
final doxology at the last of the opening
services, because it was not only opened,
but free from debt, two or three of them
told their minister afterwards that they
had not enjoyed their great victory at
all, and would rather have a thousand
pounds debt with Higson than all the
triumph of the day without him.

Well, at any rate it was a notable
achievement, and the super was more
than pleased with the noble way in which
the people had carried out and finished
their great undertaking.

And then something else began to
trouble him. He had said as little as
possible about the great Million Scheme
whilst the good folk of Floxton Common
were straining cvery nerve and almost
punishing themselves to clear their chapel,
and now it seemed exceedingly hard upon
them to ask them to look at another
effort. But circumstances left him no
option ; he had already made a definite
promise of £2,000 for the circuit ; they
had held the meeting at the circuit
chapel, and the contributions had some-
what disappointed him, so that there was
now nothing for: it but to have the meet-
mg as soon as possible at ‘‘The Com-
mon.” He was almost ashamed to name
the matter to them, but to his surprise
the good folk expressed a great interest
i the scheme, and were not at all in-

clined to shutile it. Infact, as old Bottoms

said in his sententious way: ¢ We've
gotten a grand chapel-church, Mester
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Shuper, an’ we mun show az we appre-
ciate it, sir,”

This was at the final trustees’ meeting
when the accounts had been presented,
and the votes of thanks given to those
who had borne the lion’s share of the
burden, a special resolution being sent to
Higson. After all the regular business
had been concluded, the super, in a
regretful, almost apologetic way, intro-
duced the thing that was just then rest-
ing somewhat .heavily upon his mind.
Yes, they would go into the subject at
once, as far as unofticial suggestions were
concerned at any rate. Names were
mentioned of those who would make the
most effective officers for the local fund,
and a time was fixed for the holding of
the meeting.

And then, Blamires, the youngest trus-
tee, had an inspiration, and suggested
that as they had all worked together so
harmoniously in this grand chapel build-
ing effort, and were all so proud of the
finished work, they should have their
names down on the roll together in the
same order as they came in the trust
deed. Coming from this juvenile and
impetuous source the proposition was
received with hesitation, but presently it
seemed to catch their imaginations, and
they insisted upon its being so.

The super, whose chief anxiety had
been the fear that they would resent be-
ing appealed to again so soon, was only
too glad to acquiesce, and so the meeting
adjourned for a couple of days to enable
the super to bring the roll that they might
all sign it in order as agreed upon.

Just as they were leaving the vestry,
old Bottoms made a loud exclamation of
dismay, and then rising to hisfeet, for he
was still sitting at the far end of the room,
he said mournfully : ¢‘There's one thing
az yow've forgot, Mester Shuper.”

Indeed! What's that, Brother Bot-
toms ?” and the super stepped up to the
table.

¢ There'll be one name missing.”

Everybody looked suddenly very sober,
little sighs escaped them, and they
glanced at each other in sorrow and dis-
appointment. But the super’s train was
due, and so he was compelled to ask them
to think the matter over until the ad-
journed meeting should be held.

There was much debate and questioning
amongst the trustees about what should
be done in this difticulty. The more they
thought of it, the more they liked the
idea of all signing together, but the less
likelihood did they see of getting the
missing signature. Moreover, it occurred
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to one of them that it would look & very
mean sort of thing to try and get Higson
back, just in order to get his subscription
to the Million Scheme, and so nobody
could suggest any way out of the difticulty,
and the super could not help them.

The minister had informed them that
as they would all give more than the mini-
mum amount, there was no reason why
their names should not head the list for
Floxton Common contributions, though
nobody had as yet named the sum he was
intending to give, that being reserved for
the great meeting in the church.

It took them half an hour, however, to
make up their minds to enrol themselves
in the absence of their estranged colleague,
and at last it was decided that a line
should be left blank for Higson in the
hope that something might occur in the
meantime to bring the wanderer back.
Young Blamires signed readily, but old
Bottoms, who was next, hesitated con-
siderably, and then at last put down his
pen, and in a tearful voice faltered: ¢ T'll
gi’ me money, bud 1 don’t want to be on
if he isn't ”

Whilst the old man was recovering him-
self and getting persuaded to do his part,
the next man signed, and then the old fel-
low tremblingly followed  The next in
order was Higson, and a blank space had
to be left, and hard though it had been to
sign before, it was much harder now with
that blank line staring them in the face.

The super went home that night in a
brown study ; whatever could he do to
reach Higson ? for he felt that this effort
would be shorn of nearly all its sweetness
to the good people if Higson’s name were
not on the list, and they had really done
so nobly that he coveted the pleasure of
this reconciliation. And he got up next
morning with the same feeling in his
mind.

It took him an hour or so to dispose of
his correspondence, but when that was
done he drew the precious roll out of his
gafe and began to look once more at the
names that had been signed the night
before. In a moment or two it dawned
upon him that that biank line looked
very awkward indced, and if it were not
filled up it would be more eloguent than
all the names that went before or came
after. What a mistake he had made in
allowing those whimsical trustees to have
their fad. It would, perhaps, be the
only blank line in the whole roll, and
how strange it would look. Besides, he
had a reputation for neatness and order-
liness, and that would be there as a
witness against him forever.
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The thing bothered him and then an-
noyed him, and he was just sitting down
in a sort of pet with himself when a
blessed thought occurred to him. It was
not absolutely necessary that a contribu-
tor should sign his own name. He liked
Higson, and greatly valued him, both for
his work and himself. He would keep
his own counsel, and if nothing occurred
to change the state of affairs, he would
write Higson’s name in himself and sub-
seribe the extra guinea. He had a large
family, and every shilling counted with
him, but he would do that, whatever he
had to sacrifice in other ways. The
super was pleased with the idea, and
pleased with himself for thinking of it,
and he was just laughing at his own self-
complacency, when a knock came at the
study door and Brother Bottoms was
announced.

The senior trustee shambled into the
room in his characteristic manner, and
shook hands limply with his ecclesiastical
superior.

He took off his hat and placed it shyly
on the floor by the side of his chair, and
then, taking a red pocket-handkerchief
out of the tail pocket of his antique black
coat, he commenced : ‘I thought I would
just call and pay my Home Mission Fund
collection, sir,” and he fumbled in his
pocket and produced a little wash-leather
bag, from which he drew two half-crowns,
which he placed in the minister’s hand.

The super reached out a report, which
serves in these cases as a receipt, and
handed it to his visitor, wondering what
was the old fellow's real reason for call-
ing. Bottoms took the report without
glancing at it, and then began to discuss
the weather. The subject provided an
interesting topic for a minute or two, for
atmospheric conditions were just then
very trying, and then there was an awk-

- ward pause.

“1 see you've got the great roll there,
Mr. Shuper,” said Bottoms after a while,
and he glanced round as though he would
like to look at it.

The Super opened it upon the desk,
and the old man got up and carefully
examined it inside and out. ¢ H-u-m!
Ha! wonderful dockyment, Mester
Shuper. We must all have our names in
that,” and the minister noted that his
visitor was looking very dreely at the
blank space where Higson'’s signature
should have been. He seemed to have
nothing further to say, however, and in a
few moments rose to go.

* Well, good morning, sir, and thank
you; I hope you will get all the names
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you want,” and then, just as he was go-
ing out of the door, *“Oh! beg pardon,”
and he came back and drew out the wash-
leather bag again. 1t took him some
time to find what he wanted, but presently
he pushed a sovercign and a shilling into
the super’s palm, saying as he did so:
¢ Just put Higson’s name down there, sir;
we can’t have him off, you know,” and
hefore the minister could stop him he was
gone.

The super was u little nonplussed and
disappointed ; but Bottoms was better
off than he was, and—well they might
make it two guineas perhaps. The same
afternoon as he was going to his class he
heard some one calling after him, and
turning round saw Waites, the corn factor,
hastening towards him.

Waites was always in a huiry, and on
this occasion he appeared more than

usually so. ‘‘ Here, Mr. Super, take that.”

It's a fiver; put it into that fund and
drop Higson's name in, will you? Ah,
here’s the tram. Good day, sir.”

The super was amused and touched ; it
hegan to dawn upon him that Higson's
contribution promised to be a pretty large
one, if things went on like this, and when
he got home that night another of the
trustees was waiting for him.

““I've come” he said, ‘‘about Higson
and that roll. He must be on, sir, he
must ; he’s done more for Methodism in
this place than any other three of us, and
his family is the oldest in the circuit.
Why, his grandfather was at the opening
of the first Methodist chapel there ever
was in the Common.”

But the super intended to keep his
seeret, at least for the present, and so he
sald : ““ Yes, but we can’t make the man
contribute, you know.”

¢ No, but we can do it for him, and we
will? Iwill! Me! Why, sir, he got
me the first situation I ever had. He led
me to the penitent form, he helped me to
get my wife. He'’s injured his business
to look after that chapel. He must be on,
whoever else is.”

¢“Well, but how are we to manage it ?
We've tried everything we could think of.”

¢ Manage it! We must manage it.
Look here, sir ! I'll pay his share mysclf.”

“But ’I’ve already got a guinea for him
and—-'

““A guinea! A guinca for the best
man among us'!  Why, sir, it would be
a sin and a shame for Higson’s name to
ouly represent a guinea. Look here, sir,
it must be twenty at least! Yes, twenty !
and I'll find it myself.”

When he had gone the super told his
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wife, and she put on an air of confidence
which was always rather aggravating to
her husband, and said : ¢ Neither your
money nor anybody else’s will be needed.
Higson will put his own name in, you'll
see.”

At last the time for the holding
of the Floxton Common meeting came,
and the super told his colleagues that
they must not be disappointed if the
results were not what they might expect,
as the ¢ Common’ people had really
done so well thet they couldn’t do much
more, however good their intentions.

As he had prophesied, the meeting was
not largely attended, and even he felt
depressed as he noticed how few there
were who could give much. The chair-
man was a ** Common ” man, and started
the meeting with a rousing, confident
speech, which he crowned with a promise
of fifty pounds.

The super stared from the speaker to
his colleagues in amazement as the sum
was named. Presently old Bottoms rose
to his feet. At last he announced thatas
the Lord had been so good to them in
the chapel scheme, he could not give less
than a hundred pounds.

The meeting applauded this to the
echo, for Bottoms had a reputation for
nearness. Then they sang a hymn,
and were just sitting down again, when
the man who was acting as temporary
chapel steward suddenly opened the
inner door and threw up his arms with a

"gesture of wondering triumph, and the

next moment who should walk into the
chapel but Higson.

He was a short, ruddy man, and now
looked redder thin ever. He held his
hat in his hand and gazed wonderingly
about the chapel, which he had never seen
since it was finished, and walked stagger-
ingly up towards the front. Presently he
stopped, his hat dropped out of his hand,
and he lifted a red, agitated face towards
the platform and cried :

“I hed to come, Mr. Super, 1 had to
come ! I've been the wretchedest man in
Floxton parish this last two months, but
I couldn’t miss this. My father laid the
foundation-stone of the last chapel, and
my grandfather was the first trustee of the
oldest chapel of all. Everything I have
I owe to this church, and my own bairns
have been converted here. I've heard
what you are thinking of doing with my
name, and that brought me here to-night,
that killed my pride. God forgive me.
Put me down for a hundred pounds, Mr.
Super, if I'm not too bad, and I'll sit in
the free seats if you'll let me come again.”
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/ DARKNESS BEFORE THE DAWN.

BY LORNE LANDON.,

ARJORY ATKINSON
had suddenly awakened
to the fact that her life
had hitherto been aim-
less and unsatisfactory.
It was not that she had
been lacking in her re-

ligious duties. She had always been a
devout girl, attending to all the reyuire-
ments of her sacred obligations as they
were generally understood and practised
by those about her. It is unnecessary to
state just what conditions and circum-
stances brought about this feeling of
dissatisfaction. But on this particular
day to which we allude, she had resolved
that her life should no longer be barren
of results. Her energies, which, in the
light of her new inspiration, seemed
formerly to have been wasted, must
henceforth be directed into channels
that would bring to her the stimulus of
active results achieved.

As she carefully weighed these mat.
ters, she could not recall even one life
which had received a lasting impression
for good at her hands. Marjory had
resolved. And when she did, it was no
idle turn of mind to be as soon forgotten
in gayer moments. The changed pur-
pose was ready for immediate action.
She had not yet settled in what particu-
lar kind of work she would engage, but,
as she moved about this morning attend-
ing to some household duties, the enthu-
siasm of her new resolve found fitting
expression, as in a low voice she sang :

- ¢ Down in the human heart,
Crushed by the tempter,

Feelings lie buried that grace can restore,
Touched by a loving heart,
Wakened by kindness,

Chords that were broken will vibrate once

more.”

She wondered what opportunities would
present themselves that day to put these
thoughts into practice.

Just then came a vigorous ring from
the door-bell. Marjory answering the
call herself, found a tired and hungry-

. looking tramnp upon the front steps. A
slight frown passed over her face, and
she was about to close the door with a
peremptory command to ‘ Move on,”
when she remembered her fixed resolve.

It had not before occurred to her that
such a creatureas this should be a proper

object for her new endeavour. ‘She sur-
veyed him leisuvely. He seemed & man
of forty, rough and forbidding in appear-
ance. Though unkempt, unshaven, with
tattered clothes and shoes, he was quiet
and respectful in manner, and gave one
the impression that his earlier advantages
had been above the ordinary. Marjory
was still hesitating, when the memory of
an event in the past came up and visibly
saddened her countenance—but it de-
cided her.

¢ Will you please step in, sir.”

He had only asked for something to
eat, and this unusual invitation confused
lim for a second or two.

With a short ¢ Thank ye, ma’am,” he
followed her. She led the way directly
to the dining-room and seated her pro-
tege, where the breakfast table was still
arranged.

She knew that tramps were usually
entertained in the kitchen, and there no
longer than absolutely necessary, and
solely for the purpose of getting rid of
them. But new ideas required new tac-
tics. Her plans would never fail for
lack of thoroughness. Patronizing char-
ity and glove-handed kindness were una-
vailing. Besides, was not confidence in
those you seek to reach a prime neces-
sity? It was a bold and hazardous ex-
periment, but she had forgotten fear.

Slippery Bill was dazed for a little.
It had been several years since he found
himself in such an apartment as this.
Marjory’s return to the voom with his
breakfast was his first intimation that
she had left him alone for a few moments.
He now remembered that he was hungry,
very hungry, and quickly set to work
with more energy than decorum to rem-
edy that state of affairs.

It would be unfair to Slippery Bill not
to mention that his first impulse was &
resolve not to abuse in any way such
unusual kindness and confidence. But
then he had a reputation to sustain, and
would he ever forgive himself for letting
such a fortunate opportunity go? No-
body cared for him, and he had a right
to look out for himself.

Marjory sat down opposite to him, and
watched with astonishment the viands
disappear. Soon there came a lull in
this performance, and Marjory seized
the opportunity, and sympathetically
asked something about his past history.
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Slippery Bill was not in the: mood to
give away confidences, and a story of
early neglect and hardships, of a later
careér filled with disaster and ill-luck,
was concocted for the occasion.

“ But surely,” continued his ques-
tioner, ‘*‘you are not going to spend your
life in this way. I would say you haed
talents that would raise you above the
ordinary.” .

As Marjory looked aside to see what
else might tempt his appetite, the tramp’s
lip curled in scorn at' the thought of any
one trying to reform him.

“ But this kind of life must crush all
the good out of a man,” ventured Mar-
jory again.

““ Ah, madam, it's on occasions like
this we pay up for it,” said the tramp,
as he slipped a silver teaspoon up his
sleeve, where two others had alveady
been conceunled.

“But you have certainly wished for
something higher "

*“Fellows like us have to take what
they can get and be thankful.” A nap-
kin ring had just been safely hidden in
his cou * pocket.

Slippery Bill's meal was now over, and
his eye quickly took in all the valuable
articles within easy reach.

Let it not be thought that Marjory
was neglecting proper caution, A more
wary eye than hers might not detect the
dexterous hand of the tramp, which was
practised at this art. His attitude was
one of concern and attention. He con-
tinued apparently in deep earnestness.

“TIt is all very well for you folks to
talk who know mnothing aboutit. Time
after time I've tried tostop. You know
nothing of the wild tempestuous passion
for drink. I've given it up now. It'’s
pretty dark when a fellow loses all hope
and confidence in himself.”

He meant this. It was all true, and
he was reckless as to what he did and
what he would come to. Marjory pitied
him. But while she did, he contrived to
drop a few more articles into his hat by
his side.

‘““Have you ever heard of a Higher
Power and trusted in it? Do mnot
despair,” protested the girl. Whatever
suspicions she had were now completely
allayed, and she bowed her head, and
Slippery Bill heard the first prayer for
him since many long years. He was not
slow to improve the time. A hearty
Amen even escaped him, as he placed a
silver salt cellar beneath his coat.

There was the faintest suspicion of
tears in his eyes as Marjory looked up.
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The tramp had alveady put his hat on,
and now arose to go. She followed him
to the door, and could not refrain from
giving him some parting advice, evidently
well taken.  She even held out her hand
to say good-bye, but Slippery Bill was
suddenly seized with a violent twinge of
pain in his arm which made him grasp it
with the other.

‘A fellow that has slept out as often
as Iecan’t hope to escape the rheumatiz,
ma'am.”  And bowing his acknowledg-
ments, he proceeded down the steps with
a hearty **May the good Lord reward
you, ma'am,” and was gone.

Marjory went back to her work with a
light heart. She had come in contact for
a few minutes with something of the
world’s misery, and she had done her
best. She was serious now as she tried to
picture to herself the probable life of this
man,  What effect her kindness could
have upon one in whose lot so much of
contempt, hardship and brutality seemed
to be mixed she could not know, but she
was glad she made the attempt.

“Marjory ! came a voice from the
dining-room, disturbing these medita-
tions.

“Yes, mother,” she said, and hurried
thither.

‘“ Where are the rest of the breakfast
table set ? I cannot find them anywhere.”

A horrid suspicion flashed over Mar-
jory’s mind, and with it a lessening of
confidence in humanity. Could it be pos-
sible ? She stood confused and flushed.

“Who was that you let out the front
door a few minutes ago?” asked the
mother,

¢TIt was a tramp, mother.”

“Atramp! And what was he doing
in here?”

Marjory quickly told her all.

Mrs. Atkinson stood looking at Mar-

jory too surprised to know what to say.
Then realizing that if anything was to be
done to recover the lost articles it must
be done quickly, she hurried out to send
someone in pursuit.
When Slippery Bill left the house, he
did not follow the street. Wishing to
avoid detection, he found an entrance
into the lot hehind the row of houscs,
and was making down a lane towards the
railway track, inwardly chuckling to
himself, and feeling safer every step he
placed between him and the Atkinson
hone.

He soon descried his companion,
¢“Dusky Ben,” who had been on a
similar foraging expedition to one of the
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neighbouring houses.  He was now lean-
ing ona fence rail impatiently awaiting
his partner’s arrival.

“Say, pard, Ive struck the biggest
snap out,” said Slippery Bill in a hoarse
whisper, when he got near enough, and
burst out into & subdued ironical laugh.

But Dusky Ben did not stop then to
inquire the particulus.  With a warning
cry to his companion he made rapid
strides down the lane. Lion, the big
mastiff at the Atkinson howme, had
entered the yard in time to see the
tramp disappearing. Sceing this sus-
picious character hurrying off, with a
bound he cleaved after him.

When Slippery Bill looked around he
saw him in pursuit not three rods off.
The tramp, somewhat handicapped with
his spoils, had reached the top of a gate
in the lane when he was suddenly seized
from behind and fell in a heap upon the
ground. The naturally savage animal,
seeing the articles concealed beneath his
coat, became infuriated. Dusky Ben
now ventured back, and several others
arriving, the brute was driven off. But
Slippery Bill was fearfully torn and bit-
ten. Blood was flowing profusely from
his wounds. He staggered to his feet,
but fell through weakness, groaning with
pain.  Something must be done, else the
tramp would die on their hands. He
was carried to a shed near by. A sur-
geon soon arrived and his wounds were
dressed.

In this small town of Westboro', formed
at a junction on the railway in New
Brunswick, there was no public hospital.
But the leading physician, owing to the
unsanitary condition of many of the
homes of his patients, had built a small
private hospital where they might be
treated, with far better chances of recov-
ery. To this place the tramp was taken,
because it was the only alternative. To
the outward transformation necessary
for his reception, Slippery Bill was too
exhausted to offer any objections.

. - . . . .

Marjory had to submit uncomplain-
ingly to some sage advice from her
mother, and was compelled to acknow-
ledge failure in her first attempt. She
did not, however, forswear hospitality to
all tramps for the future, nor consider
-herself under no further obligation to
treat with any measure of kindness this
class of individuals, as many would have
felt justified in doing. The following
day she even paid a visit to the hospital.
Pity for the unfortunate wretch, curi-
osity to know whether this man was
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really puast all reach of kind treatment,
an opportunity to return good for evil,
were among the motives she would have
acknowledged in going thither. One
other she would not have, the strongest
of all with her, uuwillingness to admit
defeat.

Slippery Bill was busy meditating upun
present prospects when Marjory arrived.

¢ A lady to see you, sir,” said the nurse
to the only occupant of the ward. When
le looked up, he wasastonished to sce the
fair young girl wliose hospitable treat.
ment he had abused so shamefully only
yesterday., To his credit, be it said, he
cl(])sed his eyes, heartily ashamed of him-
self.

Marjory moved quietly about the
apartment, and as he apparently did not
wish to hold any conversation, she did
not venture to break the silence. When
she softly glided out again, the tramp
looked up, and was surprised to see some
delicacies and a bouquet of flowers upon
a table close by his side. He was too
weak to think much, but he kept won-
dering why she did it. He could not
solveit. But he remembered something
about the existence of angels, and con-
cluded she must be one of them.

Another visit two or three days after
found him much stronger. It was so
long since Slippery Bill apologized in any
form, that his attempt this time was
somewhat of a failure, but he stammered
through and asked the girl’s pardon.

Following this man up was all an
experiment to Marjory, and she looked
forward as eagerly to the results as any
botanist among his plants. She had
heard over and over again that it was
impossible to do anything with such
characters. They were hopelessly be-
yond reform. Gladly, therefore, she
noticed that, deep down in this tramp’s
heart the man was still there and was
struggling to the surface.

¢ Why are you so kind to me, ma’am,”
abruptly asked the tramp.

Bill was really much impressed with
the conversation that ensued. When
she left that day, he knew that there was
at least one person in the whole world
who really cared for him. He could not
mistake it now. There were thousands
who would scorn him, but one, only one,
he knew who felt fer him. Marjory
could lead him where she wished. He
was completely tamed.

‘When some weeks afterwards, William
Woodsward, for this was his true name,
left the hospital, he was filled with a new
resolve, and trusted in a power not his
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own.  The tramp fraternity would searce-
ly recognize him from his vutward appear-
ance. A new suit of wearing apparel
arrived for him. Whence it eame he
knew not, nor was he particular to
inquire.

Marjory had not informed her mother
of these visits until they were an assured
success. She even then met with no
commendation, only a warning in respect
to the dangerous nature of such an
undertaking.

‘T wonder,” continued Marjory, **if
someone will ever be so kind to poor
John.”

Her mother’s face certainly showed
annoyance,

““Did T not say,” she, however, calinly
and firmly replied, ‘“that his name was
to be no more mentioned in this house 7°

Marjory thought it prudent to think
the rest of her thoughts in silence. She
could not understand this firm resolve on
her mother’s part. She was not so sure
of her own judgment in these matters,
however, as to think hard of her mother’s
course. But she must plan, even if it
were to end in failure. Then a new iden
struck her mind. She spent some few
minutes considering its feasibility, and
the more she turned it over the more
hope she saw in it.

That evening, previous to Woodsward’s
discharge from the hospital, she had a
long conversation with him, during
which her plan was discussed, and
heartily approved of by him. On the
morrow he sct out, entrusted with a
mission he felt as sacred as life. He
wondered as he walked down the street
what a change a few weeks had really
made in his appearance. It was in the
early morning, as he desired to leave
with the least public notice possible.
He looked up with more than usual
interest at the house where he was so
lately an honored but unworthy guest,
but no vision of that angelic form was
given him. He soon came to the cross-
ing, where he paused a moment, appalled
at the undertaking before him. Months,
perhaps years, would pass before he
returned. But he felt strong again and
determined. With aresolve to be honest
and courageous he turned up the track.

It was three days after this, late in the
evening, when Woodsward had almost
reached the Maine border, that he heard
a well-known voice behind him. *‘8ay,
boss, what time is it?” The speaker
was emerging from a clump of bushes by
the side of the track.

‘I don’t know,” replied the other.

!
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The unknown now approached.  ** Say,
mister, give us ten cents,” was the neat
modest request.

“Don’t own it, sir.”

The stranger started and looked seru-
tinizingly at the man befove him.

‘‘ By shakes ! if it isn’t Slippery Bill.
How are you, old fellow 77 exelaimed
Dusky Ben in rapture, as he extended
his open palm.

““That hound didn’t finish you then.
By jinks, he ‘was a savage 'un. DBut,
hello ! goin’ to run for governor, old
man { or is it candidate for the legislater?
My, but you're a dude ! ”

Woodsward stood quiet and respectful,
and then briefly related the events of the
past few weeks without acquainting him
of his changed purpose.

“Thunder ! you struck it rich after
all.  Now share with your partner in
distress, old fellow.”

‘ Have nothing to share,’
other. ‘¢ Don’t own a dime.”

“Huh! but you are soon down to
rock-bottom again, I tell you,” and he
placed his hand in contidence upon his
arm.  “Over in the hollow yonder isa
house all alone, and if we wait till dusk
we can scare the old woman and her
tenderfoot son into deliverin’ up their
valuables.”

**T'Il be partner with ycu no longer in
such disgraceful doings,” was the unex-
pected reply.

“Hello! Fallen in love, eh, with
that pretty angel with the blue eyes.”
And he nudged him with his clbow as he
said it. '

¢ Never ; that is above the likes of me
now,” Woodsward began.  When he
was done, Dusky Ben looked sober.

¢Oh, going to turn parson, eh ! You
may keep your sermons and your cant.
I know you too well.”

The two soon parted. Woodsward
knew that Ben was too big a coward to
enter that house alone, so he passed

* replied the

" along.

Several times already Woodsward had
regretted starting out on this weary,

erhaps fruitless tramp, and almost
glamed his fair benefactor for imposing
it upon him, who was yet weak and
needed separation from his old haunts.
The life was distasteful to him now.
The old temptations turned up again and
again, But it was to him after all a
labour of love, not too much to expect in
return for what he received.

He would not beg. Each favour
received was paid for with his strong
arms. More than once he turned aside
from his pursuit to labour for a few
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weeks, and then continued his journey
to better advantage with the reward of
bis toil. It was very disappointing and
disheartening, Once or twice he had
received a clue, but America is a big
place, and he was not sure that he was
nearer success than when he started.

Late in October found him out in Col-
orado. Weary with travel, discouraged,
much more like a real tramp in appear-
ance than when he set out, he was enter-
ing a small mining town. He felt in
his pockets and found he had a dime
left. In desperation he made for the
neavest saloon. The glass was already
to his lips, when there arose before him
the figure of a fair young woman with
carnest blue eyes of tender sympathy,
that now reproved him strongly. Ie
dashed the glass to the floor and walked
out. The tipplers present looked up for
a moment. He was quickly gone, flee-
ing as if pursued. Outside the town he
passed the railway bridge, cavefully scan-
ning the approaches at both ends, just
as he had done with every railway struc-
ture since he left Westboro’. At the far-
ther end his cye caught this: ‘‘Arizona
Jack, 10/6/97.” He fairly jumped with
delight. The transition from despond.
ency to the highest hope was sudden,
and Woodsward’s lips moved in a prayer
of gratitude. He must go back through
the town. But he could face anything
now.

Several miles out he had passed a
junction. Jack must have gone to the
south there. He had almost three weeks
the start of him. But for the first time
he had a definite clue and muast follow it
up. He was correct in his surmise as to
the direction Arizona Jack had taken.
About fifty miles farther, on a water
tank, he discovered evidence that Jack
had passed that way two wecks before.

Three scedy individuals, who slipped
from a freight train that had pulled into
the small town of Garden City in Kansas,
were hurrying away to escape detection,
when one of them collided with Woods-
ward. Ina moment he was recognized.
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They were old acquaintances. It was
Arizona Jack.

Woodsward had plans to propose, and

Jack accepted them, mainly because he
had none just then, and was ready for
anything. “The two started.  Jack had
a mind of his own, as was svon apparent,
and it required all of Woodsward's
ingenuity to lead him in the direction he
wished. Ho managed, however, more
by skilful suggestion than entreaty to
direct him ever nearer the goal.
One afternoon in May two wearied and
rather ill-favoured individuals left the
railway track, proceeded up the lane
behind the Atkinson home, and cautious-
ly, with hand on hip-pocket, entered the
yard. The mastift was securely tied,
however.

‘ John Atkinson,” cried Marjory, after
casting a look of deep gratitude at Woods-
ward. Arizona Jack was surprised be-
yond measure when the arms of this
beautiful young lady were thrown about
his neck, and still more so to find in her
his only sister. He completely broke
down.

The former Atkinson home was on the
shores of Lake Ontario. It was only
three years since they removed to West-
boro’.” John Atkinson had no idea he
was nearing the home he left years
before. He looked at Woodsward, who
stood smiling in satisfaction, much elated
with the success of his mission.

“And you, Mr. Woodsward, how can
I ever sufliciently thank you for this great
service. I am sure I will always feel
grateful to you,” said Marjory, grasping
his hand with both hers.

John seemed now to understand some-
thing of the plan and was deeply affected.

The sign of Atkinson & Woodsward is
a new vne in Westboro', and from present
indications the firm seems destined to
prosper.  Marjory still continues with
the same perseverance and success to
brighten and make useful the lives of
others. Her mother's silent but sympa-
thetic consent is given tu her every
undertaking,

¢ Our fathers’ God, from out whose hand
The centuries fall like grains of sand ;
We meet to-day, united, free,
And loyal to our land and Thee,
To thank Thee for the era done,
And trust Thee for the opening one.

¢¢ Oh, make Thou us through centuries long,
In peace secure, in justice strong ;
Around our gift of freedom draw
The safeguards of Thy righteous law,
And, cast in some diviner mould,
Let the new cycle shame the old:”
— Wkittier.
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PROGRESS OF AIR NAVIGATION.

« The floating house ob
Lake Constance.

COUNT VON ZEPPILIN'S AIR-SHIP.

The chief unsolved problem of the
nineteenth century is that of air naviga-
tion. There have been many attempts
at its solution, many disastrous failures,
and some efforts which have approached
very near success. To some of the latter
we shall briefly refer, collating the infor-
mation chietly from an excellent article
by René¢ Bache in the Christian En-
deavour World, from which we reproduce
a couple of the cuts; from the Scientific
American, and from other sources.

The most remarkable air-ship ever
known, says M. Bache, was built by Count
Von Zeppilin on ti.. Lake of Constance.
It embodies several important new depar-
tures in agérostation, and has so practical
an appearance that many level-headed
students of such matters are inclined to
believe that it will really prove a success.
Perhaps its most striking feature is its
enormous 8size, its dimensions comparing
with those of the largest battleship.
Exactly speaking, it is 410 feet long, and
was built in an immense floating house
on the lake aforesaid, this situation being
chosen "because a large space entirely
clear of obstacles can be found only on
a hig sheet of water. The floating house

13

was anchored, and was made in such a
way that the inner part of it could be
towed out of the external shell, tugether
with the flying machine itself, so that
the latter, when ready, could be easily
launched into thé air.

Imagine a series of huge rings of alumi-
num, each one thirty-nine feet in diam-
eter, and provided with steel spokes like
a hicycle wheel. Arrange these so as tu
form the frame of a great cylinder, join-
ing them together with bars running
horizontally.  Add to this metal frame-
work, in such a way as to give it the
shape of a cigar pointed at both ends,
and then cover the whole with a gas-tight
rubber composition on a basis of cotton
fabric. There are sixteen of the rings,
and each of the seventeen compartments
thus formed contains a balloon. The
arrangement is like that of water-tight
compartments in a ship, the idea being
that, if one or two of the balloons are
injured, the others will do the necessary
work. This gigantic cigar, 410 feet in
length and 39 feet in diameter, is
expected to uphold in the air Count Von
Zeppilin’s apparatus which, for the rest,
comprises some machinery and a couple



of aluminum cars.  The inventor says
that failures to direct air-ships hitherto,
have been due to insuflicient motive
power and inadequate steering appliances,
but he claims that both of these faults
are remedied in his machine. He will
drive it forward or backward with four
aluminum propellers, and will steer with
rudders, which are placed at the front
and rear, The cus hang beneath the
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On the day of trial the machine was
taken out to the centre of the Lake of
Geneva, and anchored to a large pontoon.
The inventor, with four companions,
entered it, and the orvder was given to
cast off. The machine slowly rose to a
height of 1,200 feet, and guided by the
steersian, sailed over the lake to the
shore.  An accident to the steering gear
cut short the experiment there, but it

THE ANDREE BALLOON.
One of the best. equipped ‘ever constructed, never heard of since Andvée’s
departure from Dance's Island, of the Spitzbergen group..,

great cigar-shaped agrostat, 5 cach of them
is 21 feet long, and carries a benzine
motor of fifteen  horse-power, which
drive the propellers.

Benzine is considered 1nost suitable as
asource of power for agrial locomotion,
clectricity being out of the question,
hecause of the great weight of storage
batteries. Five men compose the crew
of this wonderful vessel.

was found that the air-ship had travelled
three and a half miles in seventeen min-
utes, and during thint time had been per-
fectly under controi  Count Zueppilin
declared hi-aself fully : -tisfied with the
result of the trial, and said that when the
steering-gear had been repeived and im-
proved, he would make ane het ascent.
The air-ship is the result of thirty years
of study and cxperiment; it cost

——
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Progress of Air Nuvigation.

quarter of a million dollars, of which the
German Government has, it is under-
stood, contributed a part. The inventor
is enthusiastic over his success, and is
convineed that eventually he will solve the
problem of agrial navigation. His object
primarily is that of twrning his vessel to
military use, the advantages of balloons
having been repeatedly demonstrated in
recent campaigns.

The World (New York) remarks:
“The fact that this huge machine has
actually navigated the air in a high wind
for cighty-one minutes, does not prove
that it will be immediately practicable
to establish air-ship lines between New
York and Liverpool or Hamburg., That
a machine has been constructed capable
of being steered at all, however, even for
five minutes, against the wind, is an
immense step forward. The dream of a
century that men should some day trav-
erse the air as easily as they now traverse
land and sea, may be within measurable
distance of realization.”

The Providence Jownal asserts:
‘ Whatever later accounts may prove
regarding the success or non-success of
Count Von Zeppilin’s air-ship, it is evi-
dent that he has made an advance over
other inventors, and has constructed a
dirigible balloon that sailed six miles
against the wind at a great height above
the earth. That makes his performance
extraordinary. . . .7

Hiram Maxim, the gunmaker, has spent

immense sums of money in the construc-’

tion of a.huge aéroplane, on the principle
of the soaring Dbird, with an inclined
ailway track for it to run up and get a
start for flight. It is propelled by steam,
with great revolving faus, and carries
several men.  Up to date it has nov sue-
ceeded in starting on a voyage, the last
attempt having resulted u a smash-up.
At present Mr. Maxim is waiting for
more money to spend on his invention.

The way to success in a matter of this
sort must be through many failures and
discouragements. Professor Langley, of
the Smithsonian Institute, believes that
Maxim is on the right track, though his
own method is somewhat different. Won-
derful things are yet expected from the
Langley machine, which was actually
flown on May 6th, 1846, on the Potomac
River.

Professor Alexander Graham Bell, who
witnessed the trial, described it as fol-
lows : ¢ The flying-machine was of steel,
driven by a steam-engine of one horse-
power, the whole contrivance weighing
twenty-five pounds.  Jts light steel
= framework held,- extended horizontally,
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three sheets of thin canvas, one above
the other, the length over all being fif-
teen feet. The engine ran two propel-
lers.  The machine resembled an enor-
mous bird, svaring in the air in large
curves, and sweeping steadily upward in
a spiral path, until it reached a height of
about one hundred feet, at the end of a
journey of about half a mile, when the
steam gave out and the propellersstopped.
Then, to my surprise, the air-boat, in-
stead of tumbling down, settled as slowly
and gracefully as any bird, touching the
water without damage.”

Professor Lungley says that this ma-
chine was only a model; he is now
engaged in building a large one, which
will carry a proper wechanieal equip-
ment and be capable of extended flight.
A flyer of this type, eighty feet long,
would have a sufficient area of planes to
sustain a powerful steam-engine, and a
car carrying a number of passengers.
The steam may be obtained from liguid
fuel, or by burning gas that has been
compressed into reservoirs. Such reser-
voirs can be made to hold one hundred
times their ordinary cubical contents of
gas, and thus the air-ship is able to take
on board a great quantity of fuel in a
very small compass. The tiny engine
employed on the model was not of the
condensing pattern, and had no means of
using the same water over and over.

For some time past, theorists in aérial
navigation have been divided into two
schools, the aéronauts, who believe in
balloons, and the *‘aviators,” who reject
the balloon altogether and advocate me-
chanical means in imitation of birds.
The latter declare that the gas-bag must
go; it is unscientific, ummanageable, and
not to be relied upon. Yet the aéro-
nauts assert with truth that cigar-shaped
balloons have been run recently on cahin
days in any desired direction by means
of propellers at the rate of fourteen miles
an hour. But the bird men reply that,
though this may be true, even such
balloons could not carry many passengers
or much cargo; nor could they go up at
all in unpleasant weather.  In short, for
real practicability, resort must be had to
another form of apparatus.

LascrLey's MeTnon.

Professor Langley is the leader of the
schools of aviaters, his machine being
wmodelled after the hird.  In this line of
adronautic work, the first thing to be
studied, obviously, was the various
metheds of flight adopted by different
winged creatures, in order to ascertain

[ ]



184 Methodist Magazine und Review.

PROFESSOR LANGLEY'S AIR-SHIP MAKING

which was best adapted for a model.
The swallow is, perhaps, the most per-
fect flier among birds.  In speed he out-
strips the pigeon; as to puwer, he can
rise vertically to considerable heights ; as
to journeys, he equals other members of
the feathered tribe. But his feats of
flying are accomplished by an expendi-
ture of cnergy and skill which man can-
not reproduce. Much study of the sub-
ject has made it evident that the correct
model for man to imitate is the large
soaring bird, such as the vulture, which
is able to sail all day long in the air
without moving a muscle, poising itself
like & kite, and using the breezes to sup-
porg it. It is believed that the vulture
sometimes sleeps on the wing.

It used to be supposcd that birds were
in some degree indebted for their flying
powers to their hollow hones, but this
idea has been exploded. They weigh as
much, bulk for bulk, as land animals,
and their specific gravity is the same as
that of man.  Deprived of their feathers,
they sink in water. Mechanizal science
finds no serious difticulty in equipping
human being with wings as eflicient as
those of a bird ; but the trouble is, that
the wearer lacks the knowledge which
inherited experience has given the fowl
of the air as to how to adapt the angle of
the wings to the atmospheric currents.
Inasmuch as & start can be made from a
height, power to flap the wings is not
what is required : it is the knowing how.

Professor Langley’s aiotion is that his

ITS TRIAL TRIP OVER THE POTOMAC.

‘“agérodrome,” or air-runner, as he cails
it, would have no trouble to uphold it-
self while in motion if its engineer knew
how 1o deflect the supporting wings.
But here lies the difliculty, inasmuch as
even the most intelligent human being
has no knowledge whatever of the art
which the birds have transmitted to their
progeny for thousands and thousands of
generations. Does this make the problem
hopeless? The famous scientist thinks
not. He is of the opinion that it is pos-
sible for men, with practice and fortified
by their superior intelligence, to use
wings in this way, just as small boys
acquire the art of walking upon stilts,
although such wmembers are altogether
artificial.  Already man has invented,
out and out, two new methods of getting
about, for which nature offers no sugges-
tion, namely, the skate and the bicycle.
Why, then, should he not adapt to his
own purposes & mode of locomotion long
familiar, being furnished with countless
models ready at hand to copy from ?

By comparing the progress of birds
with that of railway trains, it has been
determined that the large sailing birds in
full flight get over about thirty-seven
miles an hour ; thus it may reasonably
he inferred that flying man will attain a
speed of at least a mile in two minutes.

The start is one serious difliculty.
Sailing birds, especially the very large
kinds, find this troublesome. Even the
tawny vulture has to take quite a run
before rising into the air, and so this
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king of soarers may be kept a prisoner in
a cage without a roof, provided the sides
or walls are twenty yards high or twenty
yards apurt. Similarly, the rapid-flying
swift is securely caged in a box without a
cover. The birds which have the most
trouble in getting a start are the large
water-birds, which, in setting off from
water or ground, are compelled to run a
long distance, using both feet and wings
in order to gain the speed required for
support. The vulture’s preliminary run
merges into a series of leaps before it
rises.

To come safely toastop will e another
difticulty for flying man. That is always
a serious business for a large and heavy
bird. The bird stops himself by opposing
his wings and body to the wind, which
thus brings him to @ pause. If there is
no wind, he avoids a jar by gliding up-
wards at a steep slant, thus opposing
gravity to speed. By such manceuvres
the eagle is enabled to alight without
shock.

Aérial locomotion for human beings, in
order to e practical and useful, does not
necessarily require that the tlight shall
be very high. An elevation of one hun-
dred feet would be wholly suflicient, in-
asmuch as only very tall buildings ex-
ceed that altitude. It may be that the
air-runner of the future for passenger
traflic will be modified on the plan of a
trolley for the sake of safety. Suppose
a line of poles carrying a trolley wire to
be erected from New York to Chicago.
The air-ship overhead would be connected
by two wires with this trolley-wire below,
and the connecting wires would travel
along the trolley wire. By means of this
arrangement the power for running the
propellers of the machine could be fur-
nished from dynamo stations at suitable
intervals along the route, and thus all
necessity for carrying an engine would
he obviated. )

One fact that has been discovered only
recently is that a flying machine built on
the agroplane principle requires very
little sustaining force to uphold it when
it goes fast.  In fact, the faster it travels,
the less sustaining power it needs. This
principle is illustrated by the boy who
finds that he can skate rapidly over ice
which would break beneath him if he
went slowly. Here is a4 very important
discovery, obviously, and another one is
that, contrary to notions hitherto accept-
ed, the atmosphere is by no means too
tenuous a wmedium for propellers to act
upon.

In their way, the most successful ex-

periments in human flight were made by
Professor Lilienthal, who lost his life
shout three years ago while engaged in
his experiments. He used. wings having
» span of twenty-three feet, and with
their help jumped from high places, such
as steep hillsides. He did not flap his
wings, but used them for soaring, and,
starting from an elevation of one hundred
feet, he made trips of six or seven times
that distance. Unfortunately, something
happened to his apparatus one day, the
wind catching him from an unexpected
quarter, and he was thrown violently to
the ground, receiving fatal injuries.

A flying-machine patent.d not long
ago in Australia  weighed nineteen
pounds. Its backbone was a long
copper cylinder two inches in diameter,
filled with compressed air. The com-
pressed air supplied power for a small
engine which worked a fan propeller.
To the backbone were attached great
wings of light materinl, so that the
whole affair resembled a big butterfly.
This contrivance was made to fly hori-
zontally three hundred and sixty feet.

Not long ago one James S. Cowden
wanted $15,000 to build an air-ship on
the mechanical principle of the fish.
The machine of another genius, R. F.
Moore, is a counterfeit of a bat on «
gigantic scale, the wings being of alu-
minuny, and the frame covered with gold-
beater’s skin. Propulsion is accom-
plished by the flapping of the wings.
Yet another inventor proposes to make
wings of enormous artificial feathers
composed of tin and silk. Lastly may
be mentioned the idea of a woman
named Margaret Martin, who wants to
run an air-line from Dover to Calais.
An endless rope is to be suspended
for the entire distance, at an clevation
of four hundred feet above the sea,
and is to be run by steam, carrying
passenger air-ships.

Tue Roze DIRIGIBLE AIR-SHIP.

The competition for the Henri Deutsch
prize of $20,000 for dirigible balloons,
promises to be of great interest, and
next spring will, no doubt, see the first
contest, as at present no less than three
dirigible balloons are being constructed
at Paris, and will probably be finished
before the end of the year. M. Roze,
who has been occupied with the subject
for & number of years, has finally decided
upon & type of dirigible balloon, with
which he expects to solve the problem.
He cmplays the principle of a balloon
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THE ROZE AIR SHIP.

heavier than air, which is lifted by the
ascensional power of two horizontal
helices driven by petroleum motors, and
propelled by two vertical helices. The
balloon is thus able to rise or descend at
will, and may be placed in the most fav-
ourable region to take advantage of air
currents. The apparatus consists essen-
tially of two immense cigar-shaped bal-
loons, side by side, joined by a frame-
work in the middle, which supports a car
containing the propelling and steering
devices. The total weight, including
eight persons, is 6,800 pounds, and the
ascensional power of the balloons is cal-
culated so as to make the wholeapparatus
220 pounds heavier than air. Above the
caris a parachute of special construction,
which also serves the purpose of an aéro-
plane. The two cigar-shaped balloons
are of considerable size, heing about 140
feet long and 22 feet in diameter in the
middle. ‘They are constructed upon a
skeleton frame of aluminum tubes and
rods, made up of a series of circles and
longitudinal brace-rods; at each end is a
point made of sheet aluminum. This
frame is very rigid, and at least 15,000
feet of tubing and rods have beer ased in
its construction. The framework is cov-
ered with varnished Pongee silk to form
the balloon. .

The car, which is divided into an-upper
and lower part, is made of light wood

and aluminum.  The lower part, will hold
eight persons seated, including the aéro
naut, whose station is in front, where he
has at hand all the controlling devices.
Two or more gasolene motors of light
patterns are to be used, giving a total of
twenty horse-power, ten for the lifting
and ten for the propelling helices. The
propellers are formed of aluminum tubing,
over which varnished canvas is stretched ;
they revolve at the rate of two hundred
revolutions per minute, and will displace
about 450 cubic yards of air per second ;
M. Roze thus counts upon a speed of
forty to sixty miles an hour in calm

weather. )

Signor Marconi, it is reported, fecls
confident that, by his system of wireless
telegraphy, he will soon be able to speak
across the Atlantic. This belief is not
based on experience, but must be
founded on the speculative theory that a
distance of three or four thousand miles
offers no further obstacle to wireless
telegraphy than as many hundred yavds.
When gradually increased distances have
been successfully coped with, if they
ever will be, the foundation of Marconi's
belief will have been widened to that
extent, and the possibility of talking
across the Atlantic, without a cable, may
by degrees reach the probable stage. and
ultimately become an established fact.

“UNDER THE SUN.”

The men who liave gone before us
Have sung the songs we sing ;

The words of our clamorous chorus,
They were heard of the ancient king.

The chords of the lyre that thrill us,
They were struck in the years gone by,

Aud the arrows of death that kill us
Ave found where our fathers lie.

The vanity sung of the Preacher
Is vanity still to-day ;

The moan of the stricken creature
Has rung in the woods alway.

But. the songs arc worth vesinging
With the change of no single note,

And the spoken words are rirging
As they rang in the years remote.

There is no new road to follow, Love!
Nor need there ever be,

For the old, with its hilland hollow, Love!
Is enough for you and me.

—Charles R. Bacon, ix January *¢ Century.”
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The World’s Progress.

A MESSAGE OF PEACE.

BY SIR EDWIN ARNOLD.

Brirannia ro CornuMsia.

Daughter and uncrowned Sister Queen
and Friend !
The year wanes, and with that the
hundred years.
New on thy brow the centuries descend ;
On mine the frost and sunlight, tri-
umphs, tears,
Leave trace of many. Louk ! what sil-
vered locks
Mingle with gold under my diadem ;
While thy fair braids, unfluttered by all
shocks,
Shine hyacinthine, Great Land ! fasten
them
Fearless, with fresh stars, 'neath thy
Phrygian cap.
I send thee motherly kiss and benison ;
Love me or love me not ; hap what may
hap.
My pride and prayers watch thy bright
course begun ;
Thou dost uphold the lessons learned
from me,
And speak’st my Shakespeare’s speech—
God go with thee !

CoruMera 10 BRITANNIA.

Mother ! I send thy proud kiss back to
thee .
By subtler wire than whatsoever tics
Thy shores and mine, beneath the sever-
ing sea,
The bond of breed, of kindred blood
that flies
Glad to my cheek at this thy salutation,
I have been self-willed—I shall be
again ;
But thine to me is not another nation ;
My knee, not wont to bend, to-day is

fain
To make thee courtesy for all thine
ages ;
For ;;h:}t same reverend silver in thine
1air,

For all thy famous worthies, statesmen,

sages ;
God go with thee!

much dare

I think we shall no more be kept
asunder

Than two great clouds in heaven that
hold the thunder.

If thy foes too

A NartioN Borx.

Notwithstanding the clouds and shad-
ows that surrounded the birth of the new
century, it was not without its happy
auguries. One of the brightest of these
is that on that day came into existence,
with the blessing and good wishes of the
Motherland and sister colonies, the
Commonwexlth of Australia—the Greater
Britain of the southern seas. With boom
of cannon, blare of trampets, hymns of
praise and shouw, of a loyal people this
great event was heralded. Not out of
strife and bloodshed is this new nativn
born, but like our own Canada, as a
peaceful evolution of high statesmanship
and the good-will of the members of the
new commonweal and of the whole
cmpire.

One hundred years ago Australia was
a penal colony, & name of abhorrence
and disgrace. But all that was long
since swept away.  Great cities—among
the greatest in the empire—have sprung
up like magic; free institutions every-
where prevail. The young giant of the
Aatipodes has in many things set & pre-

cedent and example for the older col-
onies. Free churches in i free state,
the purest voluntarisin and the largest
liberality have wmde the schools and
universities, the halls of commerce and
the marts of trade among the most note-
worthy in the world. Australia was the
first of the colonies to create a navy for
local defence, and the first of the colonies
to send a contingent to aid the Mother
Country in the South African war.
Canada bids her welcome to the sister-
hood of nations, and sends lier Premier
to convey her loving greetings at the
opening of the tirst Parliament of the
Australian Commonweal.

ANGLO-AMERICAN Goob WiLL.

One of the noblest twentieth century
poems that we have seen is by Dr. George
Lansing Taylor in the New Yorl: Christian
Adrocate. One of its stanzas countains
the following prophecy of the unification
of the Anglo-Saxon race:

““Roll on, Great Age! Long ere thy course
is run,
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Anglo-America, one race, one speech,
One vast Republie, vastest ‘neath the sun,
Shall span the globe with its stupendous
reach ;
And freedom, justice, brotherhood shall

teach

To Sla\l' and Mougol! New-found Afric
then

Shall prove that right for all is right for
cach,

And join the song of universal man,
All races’ upward march—the Aryan in the
van ¢

In all bur form the Government of
Great Britain is more thoroughly demo-
cratic than that of even the United
States. The ministry of the day is more
directly amenable to the will of the
people.  The great seers and sages of the
nation on both sides of the sea breathe
only sentiments of peace and good will,
as in Mr. Gladstone’s noble article on
“Our Kin Beyond the Sea,” and Alfred
Austin and Dr. Taylor’s tine poem quoted
in this number. Perish the hand and
palsied be the tongue that would stir up
strife and ill-will between these great
and  kindred nations. May their only
rivalry throughout the century be a hal-
lowed rivalry as to which can most pro-
wote the glory of God, peace on earth,
good will to men.

Krvcer UNMASKED.

Mr. Paul Botha, & Free State DBoer,
who has been for thirty years a member
of the Volksraad, is publishing at Cape
own 2 book on the war. The London
Duily Mail reprints large sections from
this book, which would be an eye-opener
to Mr. Stead and his pro-Boer friends
were it not for the truth of the adage that
noneareso blind as those who will not see.

¢T have been told,” says Paul Botha,
“that there are people in Europe, in
England, and in America who admire
Paul Kruger.

¢¢I can understand our ignorant Boers
heing misled by a man of powerful per-
sonality, who, knowing them well, can
play upon their weaknesses and preju-
dices like an expert player on the strings
of a violin. But that Qom Paul should
dupe well-educated people, that I can-
not understand.

¢ He made the burghers bhelieve that
he was a prophet, who, like Moses, was
the means of communication between
God and his chosen people. This is lit-
crally true. In the early days he often
-anished for long periods, and when he
came back he made the people believe
vlat e had been communing with God.

dMethodist xliagazioze and Review.

It wasabsolutely believed by the burghers
that Kruger, who was in Heidelberg at
the time, a hundred miles from the scene,
kitew the result of the battle of Majuba
on the very morning on which it was
fought.

¢ Let me tear this veil of false romance
from him, and let me try to show the
man to you as he really is, and as those
Boers whom he has not succeeded in
duping always knew him to be.

*We know him—an avaricious, un-
scrupulous and hypocritical man, who
sacrificed an entire people to his cupidity.
His one aim and object was to enrich
himself, and he used every means to this
one end. His ambition for power was
subordinate to his love of money. He
used the Transvaal as a milch cow for
himself and his following.

EX-PRESIDENT.

THE ULTIMATUM.

I ask his admirers to show me one
good thing he did for his country during
all his years of power. He spent, mil-
lions of the country’s money in pretended
benefits, millions which were in reality
expended for the purpose of feeding up
acrowd of greedy favourites and aasvogels
(vultures), men who were necessary to
him for the furtherance of his own ends.

““Paul Kruger has been accused of
creating many monopolies, but the great-
est of all was the monopoly, on a truly
impudent and colossal scale, for swind-
ling the Transvaal—at the head of which
he himself stood. Are there any insti-
tutions for the public benefit in the
Transvaal, such as schools, universities,
industrial institutions, public works,
roads, or railways to justify the vast ex-
penditure of money ? No'!

“If you want to know where the
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money has gone, search the pockets of
Paul Kruger & Co.

“When I now see the country around
Kroonstad made into a desert, the farms
burned, and the Boer nien, women and
children huddled together in refugee
camps absolutely destitute, and living on
the charity of the British, then I tingle
with indignation to hear that the cruel
author of all this avoidable misery, rich,
smug, and safe, is on his way to Europe,
and going to be received by the Queen of
Holland and made a hero of—a hero who
was known in the Free State thirty years
ago, hefore he found better means of en-
riching himself, as & swindling dealer in
oranges and tobacco, and one whom we
strongly suspected of being a very cute
slave-dealer. . . .

“ This gang, which I wish to be clearly
understoad, spread over the whole of
South Africa, used the Bond, the press
and the pulpit to further its schemes.

““Reitz, whom I believe to have been
an honest enthusiast, set himself up as
second sponsor to the Bond, and voiced
the doctrine of his gang: “‘Africa for
the Afrikanders” ; **Sweep the English
into the sea.” With an alluring cry like
this it will be readily understood how
casy it was to influme the imagination of
the illiterate and uneducated Boer and to
work upon his vanity and prejudices.

‘“ When I come to think of the abuse
the pulpit made of its influence I feel as
if T cannot find words strong enough to
express my indignation.

“God’s word was prostituted; a re-
ligious people’s religion was used to urge
them to destruction ; a minister of God
told mie himself, with a wink, that he had
to preach at the English because other-
wise he would lose favour with those in
power. These parsons who snorted fire
and destruction from the pulpit, how-
ever, carefully stayed at home during the
war. I heard one anxious parson in a
war sermon urge his burghers, ¢ Go forth,
meet the enemy; I shall remain on the
mountain top praying for you like Moses
of old ;’ solemnly adding that his dear
wife, who felt for them as much as he
did, would take the place of Aaron and
support_him when he got tired.”

Paul Botha exhorts his countrymen to
surrender in these wise words: “We
have fought for the maggat in the brains
of a few unscrupulous politicians, and
now we capr surrender with honour because
we have fought gallantly. I am con-
vinced that the people of Great Britain
recognize this, and bear us no ill-will.
They are willing to scttle down along-
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side of us as friends. They hold out
their hands, and it is our duty to shake
the outstretched hand, and let bygones
be bygones.” But De Wet, Delarey and
their fellow bandits, like reckless gam.-
blers, have staked their all, and fight on
not to save their country, but to destroy it.

THE CURSE OF SLAVERY.

Some worthy people have been misled
by the so-called “‘piety ” of the Boers,
by the fact that Kruger used to preach
from the Dopper pulpit. In all the two
hundred years this Church has been in
Africa it has made not one effort to
evangelize the natives, and has not to-
day one native church. Indeed the old
Dutch Boers told Moffat he might as well
preach to the dogs as to the Hottentots.
‘¢ Nevertheless,” replied the missionary,
‘¢ even the dogs eat of the crumbs which
fall from the master’s table.” According
to Boer morality the negroes were fit
only to be beasts of burden and slaves,
and were treated with the most atrocious
cruelty.

But some of us can remember when
similar sentiments were held, and even
uttered from pulpits on this continent.
But the seer-like Lincoln, in a memorable
State paper, declared that it might be the
purpose of God that every drop of blood
drawn by the taskmaster’s whip should
be expiated by blood shed by the sword.
And what an expiation it was when for
four long years the besom of war swept
over the south, devastated its fairest
fields, and at a cost of untold millions of
money, and agony, and tears, and blood,
slavery was abolished for ever from the
American continent. Small wonder that
the indignant muse of the Quaker Whit-
tier denounced those who attempted to
fling the garb of religion over the great
crime of the age. His burning words
are equally applicable to Mr. Kruger and
the Boer defenders and patrons of
slavery. The so-called republie, based
on the denial to the hative races whose
lands they have seized, whose persons
they have enslaved, and whose bodies
they have scourged with the cruel lash,
are alveady smitten with the blight and
curse which has followed every slavery
system in the world. Having outworn
the patience of Heaven, they have been
swept away from the earth, and give
place to equal rights, protection and
liberty of Boer and Briton, of white and
black. In this connection Whittier's
indignant words have a marked signifi-
cance.
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What ! preach and kidnap men?
Give thanks—and rob Thy own afllicted
hoot ?
Talk of Thy glovious liberty, and then
Bolt hard the captive’s door ¥
Paid hypocrites, who turn
Judgment aside, and rob the Holy Book
Of those high words of truth which search
and burn
In warning and rebuke.
How long, O Lord ! how long
Shall such a priesthood barter truth away,
And, in Thy naee, for robbery and wrong
At Thy own altars pray ?

Is not Thy hand stretched forth
Visibly in the heavens, to awe and smite?
Shall not the living God of all the earth,

And heaven above, do right ?

Methodist Magazine and Review.

They now go from court to court like
firebrands, willing to kindle the flames
of a general war if only this tyranny can
be perpetuated

A leading Vienese journalist clearly
sets forth this guilt and crime.

““If Mr. Kruger were a prisoner or
refiigee, like Themistocles, or Haunibal,
merely seeking safety on foreign soil,
nobody would refuse him the compassion
to which he would be entitled. But that
is not the case. Mur. Kruger is a trader
in politics, who was poor when he took
oftice, and now possesses several millions,
as was seen at the Brussels trial. The
man who ealls the English barbarians
leaves his wife and family quietly in their
midst. The man who, with insane blind-
ness, plunged his country into war, urges
others to fight to the bitter end, but him-

self abandons the land

.I.LE_\.'.Q:. "

which he has led toits
ruin. He was not con-
tent with that. Mr.
Kruger did not come
to Europe to end his
days in peace, but to
provoke a general war,
so that he and his
cligue may, in the
name of freedom, con-
tinue to tyrannize
over, plunder, and en-
slave the majority of
the Transvaal popu-
lation, which consists
of the energetic Ult-
landers and the hum-

ble Kaftirs.”

JOHN BULL (TO THE POWERS): ‘‘EVES RIGHT!”

Waoe, then, to all who grind
Their brethren of a common Father down !
To all who plunder from the immortal
_mind
Its bright and glorious crown !

. . . . . . . .

Their glory and their might
Shall perish ; and their very names shall be
Vile before all the people, in the light

Of a world’s liberty.

Oh ! speed the moment on
When Wrong shall cease—and Liberty, and
Love,
And Truti, and Right, throughout the
carth be known
As in their home above.

A SerrisH CrivE.

We regard Kruger, Steyn and Leyds
as among the great criminals of the age.

DeE WET'S SAVAGERY.

—d msterdammer.

The reported cruelty and treachery of
De Wet in seizing the persons of envoys
of peace, one of them a subject of the
Queen, of cruelly flogging them with the
dreadful rawhide used for scourging
cattle, and shooting the unarmed British
envoy, is an act of barbarism which puts
him outside the conventions of civilized
war. It was a wanton murder akin to that
of the Boxers of Pckin in murdering the
German ambassador. This is the man
whom Mr. Stead would see preferred to
a high place in the colony. He certainly
deserves a high place, as high as Haman’s,
and under any but & long-suffering Brit-
ish Government, would in due time
receive it.

General De Wet, it is alleged, not only
flogzed and shot peace envoys, but avows
he will shoot Kitchener and Botha, the
latter author of the book * From a Boer
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to the Boers,” from which we quote.
That is De Wet's way of meeting argu-
ment—~with a bullet; not a ballot. The
skill of De Wet in running away is not
so marvellous afterall. A thousand times
has o fox escaped though followed by the
whole field of hunters and a pack of
hounds. De Wet knows the runs and
warrens, and with fleet horses in a
friendly country can for a long time
evade pursuit, but will be run to earth
at last.

We were told that the Boers were too
honourable to countenance assassination,
but their hirelings in secret service pay—
whose expense was greater than the secres
serviceof the whole British Empire—avow
that they were pa*d to assussinate Rhodes.
The double attetapt on Lord Roberts is
another illustr.tion of the same un-
chivalric conduet. The tools employed
were foreign mercenaries, but the crime
was theirs.

Another piece of Boer treachery is
wearing the khaki uniform and pretend-
ing to be British soldiers. Prisoners
captured from DeWet say that he has a
number of foreign mercenaries whose
business it is to ride in the rear and on
the flank and shoot down any Buers try-
ing to_ escape, many of whom would
willingly swrrender if they were not ter-
rorized into keeping up the fight by this
desperado.

The whole conduct of the war by
Cronje, Kruger and De Wet, not includ-
ing the high-minded Huguenot, Joubert,
and a few—too few—others, is a survival
in the twentieth century of the barbarisin
of the seventeenth. The Boers have
been out of touch with the march of
civilization.  Their treatment of their
native races has bartarized and degraded
them. No more blood-curdling atroci-
ties were ever wreaked on hapless victims
than those by Krager and the Boers on
hundreds of blacksghe were corralled in
a great cave and ruthlessly shot down as
they attempted to procure water to
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quench  their parching thirst.  Some
hundreds of men, women and children
were thus wantonly done to death.

Tue Srruarioy 1§¥ CHINA.

THE CHINESE EMPRESS-DOVWAGER.
From a picture in the Peking Palace.

The representatives of the Chinese

‘Government have at last, after many

delays, signed the treaty with the powers,
agreeing to pay large indemnities and
give securities for the maintenance of
peace. Already it is reported this pay-
ment has begun. The BEmpress still
remains obdurate, but she has appar-
ently lost her inflpence, and the Emperor,
whom she so long kept under her thumb,
seems to be asserting his authority. The
only hope for the petmanence of peace is
the entire suppression of this treachercus
and truculent. woman., Her portrait,
given here, does not indicate philosophy
so much as a lackadaisical expression,
although there lurks a very sinister look
in her narrow, cruel eyes.

A PRAYER FOR THE

NEW CENTURY.

Thy will to do, Thy work to make
More forceful on this fallen earth,
Thy Iwe in sume lonc hecart to leave,
Thy word to give where spirits grieve,
To teach a downcast soul its worth;

Into some fettered life to take

Thy freeing power; for some one’s sake

To give of self as Thou didst give,—

For such a mission let me live!
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THE DEATH OF BISHOP NINDE.

BISHOP' W. X, NINDE, D.D., LL.D.

After one of our week-night services
in the Metropolitan Church we noted a
clerical-looking gentlemnan, and remarked,
“If 1-did not know that Bishop Ninde
was in China, I should say you were he.”
“T am he,” was the reply.  On his way
home over our Canadian Pacific he turned
in modestly to worship with God’s people.
We walked with him to his hotel and had
a very pleasant reunion, and cenjoyed
a4 very instructive conversation on the
subject of Methodist missions in the
Flowery Empire.

Bishop Ninde’s very countenance, so
benign and saintly, was a  perpetual
benediction. He captured all hearts at
the Cleveland Epworth League Conven-
tion. He was four years President of
the League of the Methodist Fpiscopal
Church. His was the true apustolic
suceession.  His  grandfather, James

Ninde, was a circuit-riding preacher
under John Wesley in 1775 ; two of his
sons became Methodist ministers, one of
them the father of the late William X.
Ninde. The Embury’s bishop began to
preach when he was nineteen. He spent
seventeen years’ faithful service in the
pastorate, eleven as professor and presi-
dent of Garrett Biblical Institute, Evan-
ston, I1l., and sixteen as a bishop of the
Methodist Episcopal Church. In the
interest of Methodist missions he visited
Japan, China, India, South America, and
almost every part of the great republic.
He laboured on till he had rounded out
his threescore years and ten, returned
from an episcopal visitation for the new
year, on January 2nd attended the
funeral of an old comrade in arms and
made a touching prayer, retucned to his
home and retired to rest, and during the
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night passed away from labour to reward.
He walked with God, and was not, for
God took him. Surely his lot was one
to be envied in death as in life. He was
one of the nost saintly men we ever
knew, a wise counsellor, a firm friend, a
diligent chief pastor and over-shepherd
of souls.

A few years ago his son, of the fourth
generation of Nindes in the ministry,
was accepted by the Conference. *‘Don’t
give me an easy appointment because I
am the Bishop’s son,” he said, ‘“‘but send
me to the hardest field you have.” The
Conference took him at his word and sent
him to a remote wmission in the heart of
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the lumber woods. His sister, an accom-
plished lady who had been for months
the guest of Mrs. Sheriff Lycett, of Lon-
don, and who travelled Europe from
Norway to Naples, from London to
Moscow, went to the lumber woods to
keep house for her brother. When the
good Bishop went to open a church he
had to purchase long rubber boots to
reach the site through the spring floods.
That is the material of which Methodist
bishops are wnade now as in the days of
Asbury and Coke.

So may the bright succession run
To the last courses of the sun.

RELIGIOUS INSTRUCTION IN THE SCHOOLS.

An influential deputation waited upon
the Ontario Government a few weeks ago
to urge upon it this important subject.
We have the Bible in the schools, and
that isan incomparable hoon. The daily
reading of the Word of God, as a religious
exercise, is a recognition of its place as
the foundation of morals ; but something
more is needed—some definite and syste-
maetic instruction. This it ought not to
be difticult to secure. The great mass of
our Canadian teachers are persons of
excellent moral and religious character,
indeed it is difficult for any others to
gain access to the teaching profession.
But they have in the past been handi-
capped in the endeavour to give religious
instruction by the fear of offending de-
nominational prejudice. Thank God
these prejudices are less strenuous than
they once were.

That great Canadian, Dr. Ryerson, the
founder of our Ontavio Public School
System, prepared a text-book on Chris-
tian morality for use in the schools. It
received the commendation, we believe,
of all the churches of the land, including
the Roman Catholic Church, except that
of our Baptist friends. The Baptist
Church, having strong scruples against
anyconnection between Church and State,
even to the extent of teaching the great
basal principles of religion, prevented, if
we remember the history of the question
aright, the adoption of this book. We
hope the time has come when such a book
of Christian morality as shall be accep-
table to all the churches may be adopted
in the schools.

At Toronto University over thirty years
ago a book of a great Baptist teacher,
‘“Wayland’s Moral Science,” was on the

curriculum~—an admirable book, and no
one that we ever heard of objected to its
teaching. We think it was a misfortune
that it was dropped fron: the course.

When as a boy we attended the
Toronto Academy, the excellent Irish
National School series of reading-books
was in use. It gave an excellent outline
of the books of the Bible and their broad,
ethical teachings; and that instruction
was an invaluable part of the mental and
moral training received.

President Thwing has shown the
appalling ignorance of a number of
college students on Biblical themes.
Our great writers, Shakespeare, Bacon,
Spenser, Milton, Macaulay, Tennyson,
Longfellow, the Brownings, Lowell,
Whittier and Bryant, abound in Biblical
phrases and allusions. No one can com-
prehend English literature without un-
derstanding these allusions. Yet large
clusees of university students, supposed
to be the élite of the country, exhibited
the wmost lamentable ignorance of that
‘“well of English undetfiled,” the Bible.
Such ignorance of classical or historical
allusions would have been thought un-
pardonable. Per contre, we are glad to
note that the coloured students of
Tuskegee Industrial Institute and other
colleges for the race, many of them
brought up in the Black Belt, which was
the very heart of slavery, early inured to
toil and deprived of almost all early ad-
vantages of schooling, yet exhibited a far
more intimate acquaintance with the
Word of God and its wealth of literary
illustration than these élite of the white
men’s universities. So much for the
influence of the almost ubiquitous Sun-
day-school instruction of the poor blacks.



1
N

194

The best trained group of buys and
girls in the Word of God we ever saw,
the order of its books, their contents,
their spirit, was a coloured Sunday-school
taught by black teachers and catechised
by a black preacher, in the city of
Atlanta, Georgia. On the desk stood a
bust of the great hero of their race, the
slave-born Fred. Douglass, who became
a marshal of the United States Govern-
ment.

What has been done for the coloured
people of the South can be done for the
white people of Canada. Our confréve,
the Westminster, strongly urges that
religious instruction be imparted, not
only in the public schools, but in the
high schools, colleges and universities,
and especially in the schools of pedagogy.
We strongly support the suggestion, but
we deein it unwise to wait till & new
class of teachers shall have been trained
in these institutions. Let the beginning
be made at once in them all.

A few years ago Paul Bert, a French
Minister of Public Instruction, not only
cast the Bible out of the public school,
but erased the name of God from all
text-books, even from the translation of
Robinson Crusoe. What religious in-
struction there was was given into the
hands of the Jesuits, and the result is the
fierce bigotry and intolerance of the anti-
Semites and the low grade of social
morality and declining population of the
once noble and chivalric I*Prench nation.

In the United States the schouls are,
we believe, thoroughly secularized. To
meet the objections of a small minority
of infidels, agnostics and Jews, the Bible
is ruled out of almost all the schools.
This is a tyranny of the minorities that
we deemr intolerable. A conscience
-clause would protect them from any con-
tamination by the religious instruction
which they seem to dread. The Roman
Catholic Church has a great system of
parochial schools where they train their
young people in the tenets of the Church.
Even so sturdy a body as the Lutherans
have four thousand parochial schools,
many of which, in regions where they
are too poor to have a day-school teacher,
are taught by the clergy. We think it

would be a disaster to have a denomina-
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tional school system existing in Canada.
But better this than an ignoring of the
great principles of Biblical morality.

In Newfoundland, such. are the social
and religious conditions, you will find
in' some small villages distinct Roman
Catholic, Church of England and Meth-
odist day schools, where the whole school
population is only enough for one good
school. Such a condition of things main-
tains denominational fissures in society
and lessens the chances for proper school
training.

The people of this Dominion and this
Province have the remedy in their own
hands. They make governments, they
can mould them. Let them but rise to a
sense of their duty and responsibility in
this matter, let them but exhibit large-
hearted, broad-minded, catholic liberality,
and agree upon the essential principles
of religious instruction without sectarian
teaching, and they may have it in five
years or less. Nothing will so elevate
the tone of public and private morality,
nothing vill so broaden the intelligence
of our peaple; nothing will so strengthen
their intellectual faculties and sharpen
their mental acumen, as the study of
the sublimne teaching affecting both worlds
of the Book of books.

Three hundred years ago John Knox
and the Scottish reformers determined
on having a school in every parish and a
Bible in every school. The result has
been that development of moral and
intellectual character which has given
the Scot his industrial and commercial
supremacy in all lands. Let us lay
broad and deep and stable the founda-
tions of our Canadian commonweal in a
knowledge of the letter and the spirit of
the Word of God, that which liveth and
abideth for ever, and the future of our
country during the successive decades of
the twentieth century shall be assured in
largest plenitude. Then shall be fulfilled
the benediction of Holy Writ: ¢That
our sons may be as plants grown up in
their youth ; that our daughters may be -
as corner-stones, polished after the simili-
tude of a palace. Happy is that people,
that is in such a case: yea, happy is that
people, whose God is the Lord.”

FAITH DIVINE.

O God, how great Thy faith, Thy patience, too,
How great, since Thou who seest all earth’s shame,

1ts cruel wrongs, its dec
Its sclfish sins committec

unuttered woes,
in Thy name,

Canst wait in hope, without a breaking heart,
Through all the years, and trust that he who came
From thee will conquer yet, will win the fight
And through the pow'r of love sct all things right.
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. Book Notiees.

The Story of Nineteenth-Centwry Science.
By Hexry Saurn Winniams, M.D.
INustrated. New York and London :
Harper & Brothers. Toronto: Wil-
lciam Briggs. 8vo, pp. viii-475. Price,
2D 50

S,

No feature of the nineteenth century
is more marked than the great progress
of physical science. Man has learned
more of this wonderful world in which he
lives dQuring the last hundred years than
in all the previous centuries of the world’s
history. The sciences of paleontology,
geology, chemistry, biology, are almost
entirely the creativn of the last century.
In this handsome volume, Dr. Williams
passes under review the most noteworthy
of the discoveries of these sciences.

Probably in no department has this
progress been more marked than in that
now known as physics,and probably to few
are we more indebted for this progress
than to Thomas Young, who, in the first
year of the century, began to practise
the profession of medicine in {:mdon.
He was a precocious scholar who, in his
fourteenth year, could write fourteen
languages. In 1801 he presented the
first convincing proofs of the undulatory

theory of light, which has universally -

taken the place of Newton’s corpuscular
theory.

Our author describes Michael Faraday,
““the man who added to the powers of
his intellect all the graces of the human
heart,” as the ‘‘greatest experimental
philosopher the world has ever seen.”
Nevertheless, he just missed the wonder-
ful doctrine of the conservation of energy,
which is described as “the greatest gen-
eralization ever conceived by the mind of
man.” This wonderful result wasreached
by different methods almost simultane-
ously, by Mohr, Mayer, Helmholtz and
Joule. The doctrine of the dissipation
of energy, as expounded by Professor
Thomson (now Lord Kelvin), also leads
to far-reaching results. The theory of
an interstellar ether—as rigid as steel,
more permeable than the ambient air,
so perfectly elastic as to be absolutely
frictionless—suggested by Young, has
been practically demonstrated by Lord
Kelvin and Professor Maxwell. But one
of the most important hypotheses of the
age is that of Lord Kelvin, namely, the
vortex theory of atoms, ¢ that profound
and fascinating doctrine which suggests

that matter in all its multiform phases is
nothing more or less than etherinmation.”

Professor Maxwell's kinetic theory of
gases throws a tlood of light on moleculay
dynamics. According to this theory all
the phenomena of guses are due to what
our author calls “ the helter-skelter flight
of the showers of widely-separated mole-
cules of which they are composed.”

An interesting chapter is devoted to
some unsolved scientitic problems of the
century. One of those is the destiny of
the earth and solar system. Lord Kelvin
shows that the system is like a clock
which is running down, and which must
eventually come to a standstill. But it
is like a clock with its compensation pen-
dulum. While-the sun enormously dissi-
pates its energy in radiation, its heat is
in part maintained by its contraction, and
in part by the rain of meteorites upon its
surface. A comprehensive generalization
is, that light, electricity, magnetism and
gravitation are conditions of strain, tor-
sion, or quiver of the universal ether
which ex hypothese rules the universe.

These sentences but indicate the ab-
sorbing interest and profound importance
of the problems which are discussed in
this book. Of course, in traversing the
whole circle of the sciences, very great
condensation is absolutely necessary.
The uvrogress of scientific medicine, for
instance, which is treated in a couple of
chapters, might alone fill 2 volume. The
book is illustrated by a large number of
portraits of the great scientists of the
century and ocher important illustmtioqs.

Arabia: The Cradle of Islam. Studies
in the Geography, People and Politics
of the Peninsula, with an account of
Islam and Mission Work. By Rev. S.
M. Zwemer, F.R G.S. Introduction
by Rev. JaMEs 8. Desxis, D.D.  New
York, Chicago, Toronto: Fleming H.
g;vell Company. Pp. 434. Price,

.00,

It is & curious fact that Arabia, one of
the oldest lands on earth, is one of the
least known. We have better maps of
the North Pole and of the moon than
of large parts of this great peninsula.
Much of 1t is ‘‘as utterly unknown as if
it were an undiscovered continent in
some polar sea.” It has never been
crossed by a European traveller nor
entered by an explorer.
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Yet this Arabia is the source and centre
of one of the great dominant religions of
the world. Seventy millions of people
speak the Arabic language, and nearly as
many more accept the faith of Islam.
The muezzin’s cry calls to prayer from
Pekin across ‘‘the roof of the world”
and plains of India and Persia, and over
a greater part of Africa—from the Red
Sen to Morocco, from the Mediterranean
to the Soudan. The Arabic Koran is the
text-book of mosque and school through-
out vast regions of island and continent,
and Islam is the only rival of Christianity
for the possession of the race. The
Arabic language is one of the most
copious, flexible and richest in the world.
It has 5,744 names relating to the camel,
500 for the lion, 1,000 for the sword. It
is the Koran which has given unity and
vitality to this marvellous tongue.

Qur own good Queen Victoria rules over
more Moslent people than any sover-
eign in the world, over vastly more than
the Sultan of Turkey. The surveys of
the entire four thousand miles of Arabian
coast were the work of British naval
ofticers. Britain is the only power which
has established lighthouses on these
coasts and in the Red Sea. Her deep
sea cables, her consuls, her ships make
its trade her own. Aden is another Gib-
raltar. Not a spool of thread, not a
jack-knife is used throughout these vast
dominions that is not made in Britain
and brought in a British ship. Even the
rice that supports the life of most of the
Arabs comes in British ships from Ran-
goon. A Euphrates Valley railway will
soon shorten thé journey between Lon-
don to India to eight days.

But the special interest of Arabia is its
missions. Those among the Moslems are
the most difticult and discouraging of any
undertaken by the Christian Church.
While Islam, in its rejection of idols, was
a greatadvance upon the paganism which
it superseded, it yet presents special
obstacles to the success of the Gouspel.
Polygamy, divorce, and slavery are inter-
woven with religion. * The sword of
Mahomet,” says Sir William Muir, ‘“‘and
the Koran are the most stubborn enemies
to civilization, liberty, and truth that the
world has ever yet known.”

The forty-five illustrations and eight
maps and diagrams of this handsome
volume greatly enhance its value. Chap-
ters are given on Arabian art, science,
music, commerce, history, pearl fisheries,
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and date industries, its problems and its
prospects. It is & book full'of interest
and of those truths which are stranger
than fiction.

Forbidden Puaths in the Lund of Oy, New
York, Chicago, Torontv : Kleming H.
Revell Company. Pp. 268. $1.25.
Thousands of pilgrims every year,

chiefly Russian, American, English and

Germun, make the tour through the

Lord's land west of the Jordan; but

compuratively few visit the little-known

country to the east of the sacred river.

This lively narrative records the adven-

tures of three Presbyterian missionaries

in a journey through the lands of Og,
once filled with walled cities, and still
abounding with most remarkable ruins of
historic and pre-historic times. The fer-
tile region of the Hauran, says our author,
produces grain and insurrections. Fully
one-half of the harvest is seized by the

Turkish official for taxes, No wonder the

Druse population are in continual revolt.

““The Hauran is one of the few districts

in Syria whose chief crop is not stones.”

Its waving fields of grain in harvest time

resemble a great wheat field in Manitoba

—more than we expect under Turkishrule.
Our tourists; familiar with the language

and ways of the Arabs, were able to visit

the most important sites and scenes’ of
this trans-Jordan region, notwithstanding
the ban of the Turkish authorities. The
whole region has been the scene of battle
and conquest age after age. It abounds
with ruins of the most interesting char-
acter. Not the least stupendous of these
are the castles of the Crusaders found at

Ajlun and elsewhere. The one we saw

at Banias we judge is vastly larger than

either Edinburgh or Heidelberg castles. -

The ruins at Jerash have two great Greek

theatres, temples, colonnades and forum

on a stupendous scale. Thousands of
columns still stud the briar-grown waste
or lie prostrate in the sand. Some of
these are thirty-eight feet high and six
feet indiameter. ‘A forest of standing
columns fills the plain. It seemed as if
some giant had sown broadcast the seed
from which had sprung a plentiful har-
vest of columns.” This gives us some
idea of the wealth and splendour of the

Greek cities of Decapolis, spoken of in

the Gospels. The writer of this fascin-

ating narrative makes a strong plea for

Christian missions among these ignorant

and wretched people.



