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THE DIAMOND JUBILEE OF QUEEN VICTORIAX

BY THE REV. DR. CARMAN,
General Superintendent of the Methodist Church.

Silent forces are mightiest.
Spiritual, moral, social, politi-
cal changes are wrought for the
most part by hidden enecrgies.
Spasms, convulsions, sudden re-
volutions, come not of the regular
action of the forces, but from in-
terruptions, diversions, and ob-
structions. In mnature, the life-
force, the growth-force, the health-
force, are quiet in operation, but
stupendous in results.  Fibre and
bark, trunk and limb, sinew and
nerve, muscle and bone, are built
up without display and noise.
Disorder, disease, entail deformity,
weakness, agony, and cries; but
life-product is symmetry,
beauty, strength. ¢

Ac in the body-physical, so in
the body-social and the body-
political, what is least observed is
generally the most important and
effective.  “ The things which are
seen were not made of things
which do appear.” “The things
which are seen are temporal, but
the things which are not seen are
eternal”

Before the world, in the open
gaze of mankind we have in the
closing years of the century the

* The eut we use as frontispiece is by kind
permission of the publisher Y)orm\\'cd from
the ¢ Kings and Queens of England.” This
little book gives an admirable résumé of the
history of England in a rhyme, thus en-
abling the reader to remember with ease
the succession and characteristics of the
British Sovereigns. It is copiously illus-
trated and a very attractive little book.
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most interesting political develop-
ment and most impressive and in-
structive national lesson of human
history. That armies should
march forth from the capital of a
warlike race, subdue peoples and
enlarge kingdoms, is not wonder-
ful; it has often been done. That
ships should go by the way of the
seas, found cities, extend trade,
and enrich the parent state, is not
wonderful; it has often been done.
That devastating and fanatical
hordes should demolish national
ramparts, overturn thrones and
dynasties, and agglomerate tribes
and tongues in a barbaric and
tyrannic civilization, is not won-
derful; for it has often been done.
Aggression and blood, power and
conquest, have in all ages been the
delight of millions of men. Broad
domains are laid under tribute,
and the sword cleaves the warrior’s
way to the crown.

-But that in little isles of the sea,
far remote from the original seats
of men, beyond the boundaries of
vast empires, there should grow
up through the centuries a system
of government, not of terror and
force, not of standing army and
imperial decree, but of law and ad-
ministration, of parliament and
court, is indeed a study, a wonder.
That not the will of the monarch,
but the voice of the people, should
be supreme; that, indeed, the voice
of the people should be the will of
the monarch; and that it should
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be the chief joy and glory of the
monarch to learn and enforce the
voice of the people, here is some-
thing new under the sun, revealing
a new time, and ushering in a new
age. .
Considering the run of human
history, it is indeed a wonder the
people should have a voice, a
united voice, and that they should
have organic life enough to utter
it  That this insular British
nation, itself composed of various
tribes and tongues, shut in by it-
self, should, through the centuries,
advance from step to step in the
problems of self-government, till
the question is solved in liberty
and progress on the one side, and
security and stability on the other,
and honour and happiness on both,
is a marvellous benediction under
divine providence, and an object
lesson to mankind.

The throne of Egbert and Alfred
was Saxon, and popular; the
throne of William the Conqueror
and Richard the Lion-hearted was
French, and absolute. = Whatever
other nations are doing, the Brit-
ish people are building constitu-
tion, institution and law. They
are fixing the limitations of regal
power and extending and settling
the rights of the people. They
are evolving parliaments from
primal germs of freedom, and ex-
panding courts from the healthful
stock of sovereign grace and
power.

Sometimes it was compulsory
grace, of course; but benefactions,
charters, and privileges came
down from the Crown, as well as
that right and claim and power
rose up from the ranks of the
commonalty. “ Mercy and truth
met together; righteousness and
peace kissed each other.” It may
have been after battles on bloody
fields, and after sharp contests in
determined parliaments; but with
the advance of the generations
the liberties of the people grew,
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and the prerogatives of the Crown
were further and further defined.

John was waked up by an early
note at Runnymede, and the
Henries and Edwards, the Plan-
tagenets and Tudors, heard the
call, shrill, ,well-sustained and
clear, as the morning brightened
into day. The Stuarts strove to
stifle its clarion shout, defied its
warning, denied its summons, and
went down under the forces it
rallied for national progress and
popular right.  Charles, with the
loss of his head, and James, with
the loss of his kingdom and crown,
were possibly lessons enough for
absolutism in Britain. Ecclesias-
tical aggression and exaction re-
ceived their rebuke and chastise-
ment, as well as proud assump-
tions of royal prerogative.

The British people vastly prefer
a monarchy, but they will have
only a monarchy with its consti-
tutional limitations. The British
people are true to religion and to
the Church of God; but they will
not have a Church ruled from
foreign parts, intermeddling in
national affairs, and receiving its
dictates and offices {from alien
potentates. A Crown with the
people and for the people, and a
Church from God among the peo-
ple, are about the British ideas,
and in them is the vitality of
national regeneration.

William the Conqueror brought
in a continental, absolute mon-
archy, and planted it solid. Wil-
liam of Orange, again a continent-
alist, brought in a limited con-
stitutional monarchy, a parlia-
mentary monarchy into which the
centuries had ripened and mel-
lowed. This was the precious
heritage of our noble Queen Vic-
toria. After the instructive career
of the Georges and another Wil-
liam, it was there to mar or to
magnify. What was required was
a ruler that would give constitu-
tional, parliamentary government
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fair and full swing; that would
learn how to check it in; where to
allow ease, and when to prompt
energy of action.  Such a ruler
has the nation found in Queen
Victoria. God bless the Queen.

Edwa-d III. reigned irom 1327
to 1377, fifty years. George IIL
reigned from 1760 to 1820, sixty
years. Queen Victoria enters up-
on her 61st year on the zoth day
of next June. 1837 to 1897!
Twc generations of men! What
a segment of British history ! In
the providence of God, a golden
segment with glittering diamonds
set! The mind is overwhelmed
in the contemplation of the
national growth and progress of
these sixty years. All the chron-
icles of all the nations record
nothing else equal to it.  There
has been removal of many ills and
ancient disabilities, and the attain-
ment and enjoyment of innumer-
able advantages and improve-
ments.

The shades of old barbarisms
disappear, and brighter civiliza-
tions set the skin all aglow, and
flash upward to the zenith
Science, art, literature, philosophy,
government, commerce, and col-
onization blend their rays in the
common effulgence. A broaden-
ing and liberalized imperial policy,
humanity, philanthropy, and re-
ligion shine forth with increasing
radiance and strength, like the sun
in the firmament. To every de-
partment of human life faithful
men and true women have con-
secrated their service, and phy-
sically, morally, and intellectually
ennobled the human race, and
given the family of man a new
meaning and a hitherto wundis-
covered power. Liberty is the
mother of genius and nourishes
the universal mind. Names im-
mortal, in army and navy, in par-
liament and court, in Church and
school, in counting-house and fac-
tory, in commercial enterprise, and
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ambitious exploration, in industrial
development and scientific pursuit,
all contribute to make this reign
the most illustrious of our history,
shining clearest in a firmament of
glories.  And in her sovereignty,
revered of all, brightest star 1is
Britain’s Queen.

In this paper, viewing her main-
Jy as a censtitutional monarch, let
us observe how her every power
has been devoted to the well-being
of her people. It is not that
Queen Victoria did it all, achieved
all the successes and merits all the
praises; but it is that she always
had encouragement for the worthy
and the good, and always checks
and repression for the wrong and
the evil.

She was raised up of God for
a great life-work, and a great life-
work has she accomplished. The
innocence, purity, and filial affec-
tion of her childhood and girthood
are a quiet, impressive pattern for
every young lady under her jewel-
led sceptre’s sway. That she had
a mind of her own from the begin-
ning is proved by her preference
for Lord Melbourne, her first
Prime Minister, and the inability
of Wellington and Peel to form a
ministry because of her unwilling-
ness to change the ladies of her
household. Her marriage with
the Prince Consort involved con-
stitutional questions of much de-
licacy, and implied relationships of
so tender susceptibility, that noth-
ing less than her noble husband’s
wisdom and prudence, and her
own fidelity to the people and to
genuine British interests, could
have borne them through the per-
plexities of the situation. Above
all, and more than all, her life and
example as wife and mother won
and kept the loyalty and love of
all British peoples in the world.

Is it asked, Why is the British
throne so stable ? It is because
the British crown is so faithfully
and grandly worn. From her
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girlhood she has reigned for the
girls of the kingdom; a mother
with sons, she has ruled for the
boys. One of the united head of
a family, she has seen her people,
in the goodness of God, set in
families; the mistress in a' home,
she has realized that the pure
home is the strength of the State ;
a leader in society, she has felt
that society must be incorrupt
and incorruptible, and has done
her best to make and keep it so.
Her standards have been high, and
they have been well enforced.

The Queen is a lover of parlia-
mentary constitutional govern-
ment, and for long years has been
well equipped in all knowledge
and experience concerning it.
There can be no doubt she is now
as well informed in political mat-
ters as her Ministers of State, and
in all internationai concerns she
is fully abreast of the times, and
manifests the keenest interest.
Her influcnce has more than once
preserved the peace of Europe,
and perpetually fosters the spirit of
amity among the nations. From
her many years of felicitous gov-
ernment, and the many b-anches
of her family, she has Lecome a
sort of Queen-mother among the
royal houses of the Conti:ent, and
kinship is often a power in the
palace as well as in the cot.

Her reign has well shown how
much the character of the sover-
eign has to do with imperial ex-
pansion and national power.
Britons all around the world are
proud to say “Our Queen”
Cicero said character, moral worth
has much to do in making the
orator; it certainly has much to do
in making the successful ruler.
Despite all speculations and theo-
ries, intelligent humanity respects
moral worth. Despite all counter-
blasts and countercurrents, the
hearts of men from the ends of the
earth are drawn to the obedient
daughter, the faithful wife, the
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noble mother, the splendid woman,
and we have all these in our most
gracious Queen Victoria.

Aye, more, far more. The
very sorrows that have pierced
her heart, in the way of their bear-
ing, with strong tides of sym-
pathy and love, have made her one
with her people in all quarters of
the globe. Her widowhood in
the death of Albert the Good, and
her stricken motherhood in the
death of children and grand-
children beloved, have united
royal palace, stately mansion, and
humble home in purest affection
in every land under the folds of
Britain’s flag.

It is easy in scine circumstances
to be loyal. In our circumstances
it would argue a base and un-
grateful nature to be disloyal, to
be regardless of affection and
duty to crown and throne. The
silent forces proceeding from the
life and character of Queen Vic-
toria make mightily for imperial
unity. A tyrant enthroned would
drive us asunder. It has oc-
curred in the past, and would be
repeated. But a careful, discreet,
intelligent, loving, earnest, consti-
tutional sovereign, forever study-
ing the welfare of the millions
under her sway, ever devoting her
best thoughts, and warmest love
for their good, ever uniting in her-
self the strong bands of daughter,
wife and mother, and these of the
highest type known to the race,
ever herself a glorious example of
respect for authority and law, a
pattern of a pure morality and a
generous religion, must attract to
a common centre, to the heart of
the mother land the colonies of
kindred sentiment and liberty,
kindred race, institution and law.
While sinister forces from without
may in a way compel us to seek
the strength, wealth and peace of
a united empire, happily energics
from within lend effectuaily to the
same glorious consummation.
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EAST TERRACE, WINDSOR CASTLL.

One of the most delightful ex-
cursions from London is that to
Windsor. When weary of the
rush and the roar, the fog and the
smoke of the great city, a half-
hour’s ride will take one through
some of the loveliest pastoral
scenery of England to the quiet
and ancient royal borough, where
everything speaks only of the past.
When the sun does shine in IEng-
land, it lights up a landscape of
richest luxuriance and most vivid
verdure.  Nowhere have I seen
such magnificent oaks and elms,
such stately beeches and chestnuts,
as in Windsor and Bushy Parks ;
nor such soft, springy, velvet-
looking lawns. “ However can I
get such a lovely lawn as you
have ?” said an American lady to
an Oxford Fellow. *‘ Nothing is
easier, madam,” he replied; “ you
have only to roll it and mow it for
a couple of hundred years.”

Before one enters on the rural
paradise thkat surrounds London,
he must pass through a dreary re-
gion of hideous deformity. For
some distance the railway passes
on a viaduct over the suburban

streets. Anything more ugly than
the hundreds of acres of blackened
chimney-pots and red-tiled roofs
and narrow alleys and crowded
dwellings of London’s poor, in the
manufacturing district on the south
of the Thames, it would be hard
to conceive. But soon we emerge
from this Arabia Petraea of Lon-
don’s stony streets to the Arabia
Felix of her engirdling parks and
villas and hedgerows and gardens.
Soon the mighty keep and lofty
towers of Windsor Castle, one of
the largest and most magnificent
royal residences in the world,
come in view as we skirt its noble
park.  The most striking feature
is the great round tower, dominat-
ing from its height on Castle-hill,
like a monarch from his throne,
the grand group of lower build-
ings. Dating back to the days of
William the Conqueror, what a
story those venerable walls could
tell of the tilts and tourneys, and
banquets and festivals, marriages
and burials of successive genera-
tions of English sovereigns! And
over it waves in heavy folds on the
languid air that red cross banner
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which is the grandest symbol of
order and liberty in the wide
world. Here to this winding
shore—whence, say the anti-
quarians, the name Windleshore,
shortened to  Windsor—came,

eight hundred years ago, the Nor-
man Conqueror, and during all the
intervening centuries here the
sovereigns of England have kept
their lordliest state—the mighty
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castle growing age by age, a
symbol of that power which
broadens down from century to
century, firm as this round tower
on its base, when thrones were
rocking and falling on every side.

I
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“1t is a fair sight to see.  Rightregally
does it crown the summit of the beautiful
hill. Proudly its towers and turrets stand
out against the blue sky. Peacefully
floats the royal standard over dome and
battlement.  What stirring scenes it
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brings to mind ! What grand pageants
in the days of old! HMow the world has
changed since William the Conqueror
first built his hunting-lodge in these wild
woods, and since he laid the foundation
of that grand old donjon, from the top
of which is unfurled to-day the same
noble flag that flaunted in the breeze high
above its battlements eight hundred years
ago! The sons of William contributed
their share to its enlargement. All the
Henrys, Edwards, Jameses, Charleses and
Georges added their contingents. Here
kings and queens of Eungland were born,
married and buried. Hence the royal
histories of the British Empire radiate,
and hither they converge. The luminous
haze of centuries of romance and legend-
ary chivalry haloes this high place of
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flanked by the lovely Gothic St.
George’s Chapel, and the Dean’s
Close—a delightfully quiet and
sequestered group of Dbuildings
with timbered walls in the old Eng-
lish style—and a long range
of *‘knights’ apartments.” The
chapel dates from 1474. In the
chancel are the stalls of the
Knights of the Garter emblazoned
with their arms, and overhead
hang their dusty baunners. Ad-
joining the chapel is the royal
mausoleum, in which, surrounded
by the splendours of their palace
home, repose the remains of Henry

ST. GEORGE'S CHAPEL, SOUTH FRONT.

kinghood and knighthood. Its walls
register the rising tide of English civili-
zation through a score of ages, the slow
transformation of religious and political
institutions, the gradual growth of the
British Constitution, and the rights and
recognitions it brought with it at different
stages of its development. Here lived
James 1I., and Charles I., and Cromwell,
not divided from each other by long in-
tervals of time, but sundered like the
poles in ideas that have shaken the world
in their struggle for the mastery. Itisa
castellated palace of the illustrious living
and the illustrious dead.”

One enters first through a
frowning gateway in a massive
tower into an irregular quadrangle,

VI, Edward I, Henry VIII,
Charles I, George IIL, George
- IV,, William IV, and other royal
personages—a perpetual reminder
that “sic transit gloria mundi.” The
deathless love of the sorrowing
Queen has made this chapel an €x-
quisite memorial of the virtues and
piety of the late Prince Consort.
The Upper Ward is a large and
rather gloomy quadrangle, en-
tered through a Norman gateway,
surrounded by the state chambers
and the Queen’s private apart-
ments.  The former only may be
seen.  Visitors are conducted in
groups by an attendant. Our
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guide pointed out the room in
which Sir John Thompson, Pre-
mier of Canada, died, and said that
he, the speaker, had helped him
from the dining-room where he
was stricken with his mortal ill-
ness.

We are led in succession
through the Queen’s audience
chamber, and presence chamber,
and guard chamber, and many an-
other, filled with elegant tapestries
and the like. St. George’s Hall,
in which state banquets are held,
is 200 feet long, and is gay with
the gold and gules and azure of
royal and knightly arms.  The
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as a prison—herc James I. of
Scotland was confined. From the
leads is obtained one of the finest
views in England, extending, it is
said, into twelve counties. At the
base is the deep moat, once filled
with water, now planted with gay
beds of flowers. Like a map be-
neath us lie the many suites of
buildings, the Royal Gardens, the
Home Park, the Great Park, and
the Long Walk and Queen Anne’s
Ride—two magnificent avenues,
nearly thrce miles long, of majes-
tic elms. Under the bright Sep-
tember sunlight it was a grand
symphony in green and gold.

LONG WALK, WINDSOR CASTLE, LOOKING NORTH.

Vandyck room is rich in royal por-
traits, that almost speak, by that
great painter. The noble terraces
—one is a third of a mile long—
command lovely views of the royal
gardens and park—rich in flowers,
fountains, statuary, and stately
trees. Herne’s famous oak, cele-
brated in Shakespeare’s “ Merry
Wives of Windsor,” a few years
ago blew down, but the Qucen
planted another in its place.

One climbs by a narrow stair in
the thickness of the solid wall to
the battlements of the ancient keep,
long used as a castle palace, then

Our friend, Mr. Canniff Haight,
had the good fortune to be present
at Windsor when the Queen re-
viewed the troops in honour of the
Shah of Persia. He thus de-
scribes his visit in. his admirable
volume, “ Here and There in the
Home Land,” to which we are in-
debted for the cuis which illustrate
this article :

However agreeable it would be
to linger around this grand old
castleburg, we must turn from it,
and join the vast multitudes that
are surging into the park. Thou-
sands upon thousands of people of
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all ranks and conditions are press-
ing their way on foot, other thou-
sands are-hurrying on to the sanme
point in all kinds of vehicles, from
the humble cart to the stately ca
riage and four. The tide of
human beings, perhaps at its cbb
when we reached the town, had
been flowing into the park since
early in the morning.

Gaining a position slightly ele-
vated, we secured for ourselves
probably as good a view of this
magnificent old park as could be
had. I wish I were able to con-
vey an adequate conception of the
splendid scene spread out before
us. The extensive lawns, the
broad and far-reaching avenues,
the magnificent trees rising in ram-
parts of deep foliage, embracing
in themselves all that is beautiful
in landscape, and presenting to the
beholder one of the fairest pictures
of nature the eye can look upon.

“ Here hills and vales, the woodland a

the pluin,

Here earth and water seem to strive again :

Not chaos-like, together crushed and
bruised ;

But, as the world, harmoniously confused ;

When order in variety we see,

And when, though all things differ, alt
agree.

Here waving groves a chequer’d scene
display,

And part admit, and part exclude the
day.”

But when you fill in this picture
with more than a hundred thou-
sand people, you have a combina-~
tion beyond the ken of the painter’s
brush. Along the great lawn or
square, as far as the eye can reach,
a sea of human heads crowd up to
the barriers in the form of a semi-
circle, many of whom have been
standing along the line since early
in the morning.

Leaving our position, we worked
our way slowly, and with much
difficulty, towards the saluting
point—indicated by two tall flag-
staffs, from one of which floated
the royal standard of Britain, and
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from the other the royal standard
of Persia. Trom this point, ex-
tending both ways, there were a
number of stands to accommodate
the houschold of Her Majesty—
the suite of the Shab, forcign min-
isters, and other favoured person-
ages.

While we are waiting for the
coming of the Queen and her cor-
tege, we may amuse ourselves by
watching the movements of the
immense concourse of pcople that
stretches away to the right and to
the left as far as the eye can sec.
To me it was a wonderful sight. I
had often been in crowds befdre,
both in Canada and the United
States, but they were but as a
drop in a bucket in comparison to
this.  Another thing that struck
me was the good-nature that
scemed to predominate, and the
universal respectability in appear-
ance and deportment. It was a
grand gala day, and the people had
come there to do it honour.

A little after five, the Scots
Greys, who formed the van of the
royal procession, debouched from
the trees, :he staff and the grey
horses of the Queen’s carriages
could be seen, and now the mur-
mur took wing and rolled on
through the vast multitude, “ They
come 1”  Steadily the procession
made its way across the green, to
the right of the line, the artillery
on the left flank firing a royal
salute. The boom of the guns
had scarcely died away when a
hundred thousand voices broke
forth in patriotic chorus, and a
hundred thousand hands, moved
by love of Queen and country,
waved and clapped with wild de-
light. It would be impossible for
Canadian blood to witness such an
ovation without imbibing its spirit;
impossible to hear the roar of
human voices swelling and rend-
ing the air without joining in the
shout; impossible to look over the
swaying sea of men and women
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waving hats and clapping hands
without cutting circles in British
.air with a Canadian “tile”—
utterly impossible; and we did it,
too, with a will, because our heart
was in it.

The Quecen’s carriage paused
between the flagstaffs. The Shah,
who rode a white Arab, took up
his position on the side of the
Queen’s carriage nearcst the
troops. Her Majesty was dressed
in black; at her side was seated
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the Princess of Wales. The Shah,
a thin man, with dark features and
prominent nose, wore a blue
riband across his breast; a large
gold saddle-cloth and large silver
stirrups were conspicuous, while
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Dbrilliants and précious stones glit-
tered on bit and bridle of his Arab
horse.  The Czarewitch wore a
Russian cavalry uniform, and the
Prince of Wales his uniform of
colonel-in-chief of the Rifle Bri-
gade. Besides these, there were
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stars and ribands and decorations
without number. Her Majesty
having reeecived the royal salute
from the whole of the troops, who
presented arms while the bands
played the National Anthem, and
the colours were lowered, the
royal party now made for the right
of the line to begin the inspection.
While the carriages of the Queen
and Princesses passed along the
line, the bands played the “Persian
March.” They now returned to
the saluting point, and the march
past began at once.

There were but seven thousand
men on the field, and as a gallant
show of a small force of picked
soldiers of various arms, the parade
was perfect. ILEvery man and
horse upon the ground was a thor-
oughly taught and drilled unit,
turned out in perfect order. The
scene was not wanting in any ac-
cessory which could give it dignity
and beauty. Its elements were an
historic and lively landscape,
sovereigns, princes, princesses of
various royal families, a crowd of
nobles, a great gathering of Eng-
lish gentlemen and ladies, and a
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greater gathering of those who are
not free to all drawing-rooms, but
in whom lies the strength of the.
English nation.

Soon after the review, the great
lawn, which had been reserved for
the manocuvring of the troops,
was swept over by an eager multi-
tude who pressed onward to get,
if possible, a nearer look at the
Shah, for to most of the English
people he was the principal centre
of attraction. We did not wait
long before the royal carriages
came in sight. We could not
have desired a better glance at our
noble Queen and those who ac-
companied her, than we got. The
expression of the face seemed to
indicate benignity and gratifica-
tion. Next came the Shah on his
milk-white charger, a beautiful
creature, which won our admira-
tion as it moved on with the caval-
cade, gently curvetting and pranc-
ing. After the Shah came his
numerous attendants.  Then the
grand pageant moved on through
the gates of the castle and dis-
appeared.

JUBILEE—1897,

Strike off, strike off the fetters
That chafc the captive’s limb;
Spell out the golden letters
Of Jubilee for him.
From sorrow, gloom and sadness;
From deep, depressing woe,
The voice of joy and gladness
Cries, ** Loose, and let him go.”

Break up, break up the rigour
Of sin’s oppressive rod ;
Restore the former vigour
That mark’d man’s walk with God.
From viees, grim and hoary ;
From drink, man’s direst foe,
The kingdom, power, and glory
Cry, ¢ Loose, and let him go.”

Bind up, bind up and brighten
The wounded hearts that bleed 3
Thy burdened brother lighten,
And succour in his need.
From sullen griefs that gather,
Where cares their shadows throw,
The voice of God our Father
Crics, ““ Loose, and let him go.”

Bring back, bring back the banish’d,
\\’Tlo o'er far countries roam ;

Nor let the light, long vanish’d,
Be longer miss’d at home,

With songs of joy returning,
Let every exile know,

Forgiveness, sought through mourning ;
Cry, *“ Loose and let him go.”

Tell out, tell out the tidings
Of world-wide Jubilee,

That God forbears His chidings
And makes redemption free;

That man no more may falter,
Nor wander {o and fro,

Since Christ, from Calv’ry’s aitar,
Cries, ** Loose, and let him go.”

Then light, light up the nations
With life’s reviving rays;
Aund let carth’s habitations
Resound with songs of praise.
To pilgrims, heavy-laden,
Where sacred rivers flow ;
To every man and maiden
Cry, ‘“Loose, and let him go.”

—Wiltiam Stewart.
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SUNDAY WITH QUEEN VICTORIA.

BY MARY SPENCER WARREN.

Sunday with Her Majesty Queen
Victoria is always a very quiet
day. Whether worshipping in her
beautiful private chapels of Wind-
sor and Osborne, or in the simple
Scottish kirk of Balmoral, the for-
mal State title, “ Defender of the
Faith,” is true in word and deced
when applied to Queen Victoria.

From the time of the accession
of Her Majesty the Queen, there
has been no single incident to
whichh the strictest amongst us
could take exception, or nothing
to which Le could point in proof
that the first lady in the land has
not duly and devoutly followed
the observances entailed upon true
members of the Christian Church.
No personal amusement has ever
been indulged in on the Sabbath,
and against the transaction of all
business on that day the Queen
has steadfastly set herself.

In former years it wus custom-
ary for Her Majesty to rise quite
early on the Sunday morning—as,
in fact, she did every day in the
week.  Of late years, however,
she seldom leaves her room much
before ten, at which hour break-
fast is taken with any members of
the Royal Family who may be
there. After breakfast, the Queen
has a turn round the grounds in
her donkey carriage, this carriage
much resembling a Bath chair in
appearance, and having Cee-
springs and rubber tires.

The donkey is quite a prize
specimen; its coat a glossy black.
It was originaliy a poor, hali-
starved, over-worked, and ill-
treated aninial, the property of a
native of Florence. One day,
when the Queen was driving in the
outskirts of that city, she saw the
poor donkey being shamefully be-
laboured by two boys who had it

in charge. Her Majesty had her
carriage stopped, and expostulated
with the wurchins, subsequently,
after due inquiries, purchasing the
animal and sending it to England.
Aater a season of good feeding
and careful grooming few would
have recognized it, and it was then
and there promoted to its present
position of drawing the Queen out
for her morning airings. Her
Majesty always takes the reins, a
trusty groom walking at the head,
and a Highland attendant in the
rear. One of the Princesses, or a
lady-in-waiting, walks at the side,
in converse with the occupant of
the carriage. By the time this
ride has been taken it is nearing
the hour for morning service, at
which Her Majesty malkes a point
of being present.

To preach before the Queen is
the ambition of many a young
clergyman, but few attain the
coveted hunour. Her Majesty, in
speaking of the first sermon de-
livered in her presence by Dr.
Macleod, says : “ Anything finer I
never heard, the sermon, entirely
extempore, was quite admirable ;
so simple and yet so eloquent, and
so beautifully argued and put”
Dr. Macleod’s own account is as
follows : “J preached without a
note—and I never looked once at
the roval seat, but solely at the
congregation. I tried to forget
the great ones I saw, and remem-
ber the great ones I saw not.”

No personal reference to Her
Majesty is permissible, a pure
Gospel discourse being de rigueur,
delivered as though Her Majesty
was not present. The Queen
likes and enjoys a plain, practical
discourse, seclected from the les-
sons or Gospel of the day. Ques-
tions of the day, and, above all,
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politics, must be entirely excluded.
A celebrated divine broke this rule
one Sunday, and preached a very
strong political sermon ; he of
course could not be interrupted,
and so had his say and way, but
it was his last opportunity; the
royal pulpits have ncither of them
been filled by him again.

Perhaps the Queen has really
more enjoyed her Sundays at Bal-
moral than she has elsewhere, be-
cause there everything is so essen-
tially homelike, and so perfect in
its simplicity. ~ During the life of
the late Prince Consort, the Sun-
days seem to have been spent in
much the same way as were those
of the most humble of Her Ma-
jesty’s Scottish subjects : due at-
tendance at the kirk in the morn-
ing, and a quiet family walk dur-
ing part of the afternoon. It was
invariably the late Prince’s custom
10 spend some of his time with his
children, when they would read
the Bible verse by verse in turns,
the father expounding passages
not clear to the children, while Her
Majesty would spend some of her
time 1 holding a Bible-class,
which was attended by the young
servants in the castle.  This cus-
tom the Queen has kept up till
quite recently, only breaking it by
reason of her increasing age. A
pleasant picture is drawn by one
writer, descriptive of the service at
Craithie kirk. “On a fine day
in summer it is a pleasant sight
to stand on the green sward out-
side.  As the hour of twelve ap-
proaches, the people come flock-
ing in from all directions: plainly-
dressed peasants, farmers in their
gigs, kilted gillies, devout-looking
old women with their Bibles in
their hands. They group them-
selves around the building, and
engage in friendly converse with
one another.  Mingled with them
are strangers who have come

through from Ballater and Brae-
mar.”
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“ Nothing can possibly be of a
simpler character than the service
in Craithiec kirk. Church and
service are, however, very dear to
the Queen. Here she has wor-
shipped with those who have been
taken from her, and here she has
heard the heart-stirring and elo-
quent words of some of the great-
est of Scottish preachers.”

Here the Queen worshipped in
quiet fashion until she was driven
away by the immense number of
visitors, who ultimately became an
extreme annoyance. Sunday after
Sunday saw long strings of con-
veyances waiting  outside, the
church itself being crowded almost
to suffocation. This, however,
was not the greatest infliction, for
unmindful of the sacredness of the
place and day, as well as the re-
spect due to the Queen, the ma-
jority of the visitors persistently
and rudely stared at her through-
out the service, many even going
to the length of Dbringing opera
glasses.

For some time Her Majesty ob-
jected to any change, but at last a
service-room was built within the
castle grounds. Here the same
order of service is observed, the
Princess Beatrice or a lady-in-
waiting playing the organ, the
singing being led by some of the
servants of the «castle  The
Queen’s seat is a large arm-chair,
the leather seat and back being
embroidered with the Scotch
thistle.  Near it stands a small
table with cushions of silk for Her
Majesty’s Bible and hymn-book.

Dinner, of course, is somewhat
stately.  Very often the Queen
partakes of it with only the mem-
bers of her own family present, or
any royal guest who may be stay-
ing there, save and except that
the officiating clergyman of the
day, and the Minister in atten-
dance, gencrally receive an invi-
tation ; as a rule, other guests are
not asked.
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It is not necessary here to de-
scribe the etiquette of the dinner,
but at its close Her Majesty re-
tires direct to her own special
drawing-room, where, together
with any of her family who.may be
present, she will enjoy some music
of the old masters, preferably
Beethoven and  Mendelssohn.
The Queen herself often takes
part in duets with one of her
daughters, and the Duke of Edin-
burgh, when present, contributes
with his violin. When the Prince
Consort was alive, he was most
devoted to the organ, which in-
strument he had played upon
from a boy. On Sunday evenings
he would often play, while the
Queen and the children would
gather round and sing: a fair pic-
ture of a happy English family.

Those of you who care to may -

Methodist Magazine and Review.

fill in notes to my account of our
Queen’s Sundays; may imagine
that royal lady’s thoughts of Sab-
baths in past years when some of
her dearest were still with her;
may picture her, if you will, quiet-
ly reading her well-used Bible or
her favourite divines; these things
are of Her Majesty’s private and
inner life, and must be respected
as such.

Her Majesty has ever been to
her people an example of an ear-
nest and God-fearing woman, con-
sistent in all her words and ac-
tions. In the words of Tenny-
son—

‘“ Her court was pure, her life screne;
God gave her peace ; her land reposed,

A thousand claims to reverence closed
In her as mother, wife and queen.”

—The Quiver.

WHERE THE QUEEN WORSHIPS.

BY ARTHUR H. BEAVAN.

From earliest childhood, the
Queen has been an assiduous at-
tendant at divine worship. In
whatever part of the country she
hagpened to be with her royal
mother, she was regularly taken
to the parish church, and, no
doubt, joined in the loyal prayers
for King George the IFourth and
“all the royal family,” little realiz-
ing, as her small-voiced “ Amen?”
arose to heaven, that her own
name would one day be substi-
tuted, throughout the British em-
pire, for that of her uncle.

Neither at the Chapel Royal, St.
James’, nor at the private chapel
at Buckingham Palace, has the
Queen been present at divine wor-
ship since the death of Prince
Albert. But in her early married
years, and while the chapel at
Buckingham Palace was being ar-
ranged, she used regularly to at-

tend the Chapel Royal, where so
many a sovereign before her had
worshipped.

Perhaps the most touching, be-
cause the most national, associa-
tions of the place, are with George
III., whose unceasing attendance
at early prayers in all weathers
wore out not only his wife and
family but every one else, and
some sympathy must have been
felt for the unfortunate equerry
compelled to be present even
when half-frozen with the cold.
Everybody has heard how the old
king used to beat time to the
anthem with his music-roll, letting
it drop upon the powdered heads
of the pages below if he saw them
talking or inattentive.

From St. James’ is but a short
walk to Buckingham Palace.
Formerly there stood in the gar-
den two conservatories, built in
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Ionic style.  One of these, the
southernmost, was converted into
a chapel.  Its origin accounts for
the very light and unecclesiastical
appearance it presents. The aisles
are formed by two rows of fluted
columns with gilded capitals, and
the Queen’s gallery is supported
by some of the Ionic pillars from
the screen at Carlton House. The
altar is perfectly plain, but over it
hangs a panel of magnificent
tapestry representing the baptism
of Christ.

At Windsor, 1in days gone by,
Her Majesty’s custom on Sun-
days was to drive—though some-
times she walked—irom the Upper
Ward to the Deanery, passing by
way of the ancient cloister to the
royal pew in St. George’s Chapel,
where, except in vy severe
weather, she always worshipped.
Many are familiar with the glori-
ous choir in St. George’s Chapel,
and the ornate gallery jutting out
high on the north wall over the
altar, looking likc one of the pro-
jecting latticed windows so com-
mon in Egypt.  This gallery is
fitted up for the accommodation
of the sovereign, and is very beau-
tiful.  Gazing at it from below,
who does not recall the memor-
able day in March, 1863, when a
solitary figure in deepest mourn-
ing stood there so bravely and
nobly to witness her eldest son’s
marriage, while the greatest sor-
row of her life was tearing at her
heartstrings ?

But for t..irty-five long years the
Queen, when at Windsor Castle,
has exclusively used the private
chapel there, or the Prince Albert
Mausoleum; never, it is said, hav-
ing been present at St. George’s
on a Sunday since 1862, The
private chapel is easily accessible
from the domestic portion of the
castle, and only a little over one
hundred yards from the Queen’s
private apartments in the Victoria

7
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Tower. It has no windows, and
is lighted entirely from above, so
that in the absence of sunshine the
effect is rather gloomy.

The Queen often attends morn-
ing prayer at the Mausoleum,
Frogmore, where the dean fre-
quently preaches, or—as at the
private chapel—one of the bishops
who may be visiting the castle.

Overlooking the pleasant valley
of the Medina, in the Isle of
Wight, where “the salt sea-water
passes by, and makes a silence in
the hills,” stands the parsonage of
Whippingham Church. A stranger
to the place, on approaching the
church would find it hard to dis-
cover any sign of the town or
village whose spiritual needs the
sacred edifice is intended to sup-
ply, the dwellings of the scanty
population being widely scattered.
Yet for over seven centuries its
bells have summoned generations
of simple-minded country-folk
from far and near to worship the
God of their forefathers. = The
south end of the chancel is re-
served for Her Majesty’s use, and
excellent arrangements have been
made to ensure her a certain
amount of seclusion and protec-
tion from the too obtrusive gaze
of strangers, who come from afar
on the mere chance of obtaining a
peep at the Queen at her devo-
tions. Her Majesty, however,
now seldom attends Whipping-
ham Church, more often using the
private chapel at Osborne.

In the north aisle rests the mor-
tality of poor Prince Henry of
Battenberg, whose sad home-
bringing across the ocean must
have recalled to many an aching
heart Lord Tennyson’s pathetic
lines upon his friend Hallam :

¢ Calm as the seas, and silver sleep,
And waves that sway themselves in

rest,
And dead calm in that noble breast
Which heaves but with the heaving
deep.”



410

But Prince Henry’s tomb is not
the sole reminder of the gaps
made by death in the Queen’s
family circle during her long
reign. To the right of the royal
pew, and also at the back, are
memorials to the Prince Consort,
Princess Alice, the Duke, of
Albany, and to the Princes Sigis-
mund and Waldemar, aged re-
spectively two and eleven years,
sons of the Emperor and Empress
Frederick of Germany.

At the parish church of Craithie
at Balmoral, for nearly fifty years,
the Queen, and those near and
dear to her, had joined with the
lowliest of her subjects in partak-
ing of the Lord’s Supper on Com-
munion Sundays. Her Majesty
sits in the middle of the front row,
in a richly upholstered oaken seat
adorned with the royal arms. She
is thus in full view of the congre-
gation, who occupy the nave.

At the dedication of the new
church, Dr. Donald Macleod,
Moderator of the General Assem-
bly of the Church of Scotland,
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gave a most eloquent discourse,
concluding with these words :

“ To-day, the lincal descendant
and represemative of our ancient
Scottish monarchs, the most re-
vered of sovereigns, follows the
example of bygone times, and is
with us here as we dedicate this
church to God. It is a story
which will be told by generations
yet unborn, how she who has
loved our IHighlands and their
traditions, had added to the dig-
nity of her high office the beau'y
of kindliest interest in every home-
stead scattered among these grand
hills and glens; how she had
shared in the joys and sorrows of
those around her, and ministered
to their well-being; how she, with
those dearest to her, had year after
year joined in the simple rites in
which her people loved to worship
God; and how with her own
hands had laid the foundation, and
had by her presence graced the
dedication, of this church. We
thank God for it all”>—Sunday
Magazine.

HONOURS.

BY GEORGE ALWAY,

‘When God shall call the muster-roll,
As heroes he’ll mark off

Some who ne’er charged at Waterloo,
Or stormed the Malakoff.

Stars, garters, crosses, ribbons fade;
New orders here unfold 3

The widow’s mite, St. Martin’s cloak,
The cup of water cold.

The hearts that saved the world by love
And hourly Calvaries bore,

‘The mother-martyrs, queenly host,
Are marshalled to the fore.

Earth’sblack robed throngsarecladinwhite,
Their brows a light adorns—

A radiance of diamond,
Crowns of transfigured thorns.

Some humble folk we knew quite well,
But passed with scarce a nod,
Now rank as Heaven’s nobility—
The chivalry of God.

Imperial names of History
Omitted from the list;

In paradise, preferment shows
A hidden satirist.

The Heavens are taken by surprise ;
Archangels hold their breath ;
Through audienve multitudinous
A stillness reigns like death.

Then flutterings of seraphs’ wings—
Applauding cherubim—

With joy long pent the skies are rent—
A million eyes grow dim—

And down far-peopled spaces rolls
A surge of gratitude,

That God from bitter grapes of Life
Should crush Beatitude.

*Tis thus, with irony divine,
Earth’s judgment’s are reversed ;
When God shall call the muster-roll,
The last will be the first.

—Qutlook.
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THE ROYAL PALACE OF ST. JAMES.

BY MARY SPENCER WARREN.

R <
ARyt ;Y ;

s ey

(N
LS

1. JAMES’ PALACE.

St. James’ Palace—it is no ex-
aggeration to say—is better known
by name than any other palace
throughout the world. The very
mention of it—in countries remote,
and amongst peoples who speak
other languages and have different
manners and customs—wins in-
stant respect and recognition; for
does not its court wield a mightier
mfluence than any other court,
and are not its accredited emis-
saries the representatives of a
power than which none is
mightier ?

Being, then, what we may term
the official headquarters of a
nation on whose realms the sun
never sets, St. James’ Palace must
ever possess a singular interest to
the great majority. This is fur-
ther enhanced by its past associa-
tions, connected as it i1s with mon-
archs, statesmen, and generals
famous to history.

. To go back to the beginning :
it was probably about the year

1100 when the first building on the
present site of the palace was put
up as a sort of hospital, being a
lazar house for women. Henry
VIII, liking the position, pur-
chased the ground, turned the oc-
cupants out, razed the hospital, put
up a mansion on the spot, and,
enclosing the neighbouring fields
with a brick wall, surrounded him-
self with a fine park, at that time
well stocked with game. This
was at the time he married Anne
Boleyn, and some of the interior
still shows evidences of their joint
residence within its walls.

The building, of course, has
been much added to at later
periods, chiefly by Charles I,
Queen Anne, George II, and
George III. It has a somewhat
rambling appearance, and is of
mixed architecture—chielly Gothic.
The front centre shows much of
the original, comprising the clock-
tower and gateway, and the Chapel
Royal.
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This chapel, apart from its ar-
chitectural interest, has many as-
sociations which make it more in-
teresting still.  In the first place,
the Liturgy, as now used in the
Church of England, was rendered
here for the first time.  Secondly,

King Charles I. attended in these
walls his last service on earth, just
prior to setting out for his journey
to Whitehall and the executioner’s
block. Here were married George
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George III. attended the Roya?
Chapel every Sunday morning in
state, but so long was the service,
and so devout was he, that the
Queen and family were in the
habit of dropping off one by one,
leaving the King, the parson, and
His Majesty’s equerry to freeze it
out together.

Certain it is that not all the at-
tendants were so devout as the
King, for the historian goes on to
tell how a celebrated
duchess and her daugh-
ter, coming hither one

CHAPEL ROYAL, ST. JAMES' PALACE. is
y

IV. and Queen Caroline; and,
coming down to our own times,
here it was our beloved Queen was
both confirmed and married.
Later on, the Princess Royal and
Crown Prince of Prussia were also
married here; and at a still more
recent date the marriage ceremony
of His Royal Highness the Duke
of York, and Her Serene High-
ness the Princess May was per-
formed.

Sunday,foundthe chapel
quite full—not a seat to
be had! Looking round
and finding the case
hopeless, the duchess
somewhat audibly ob-
served—“ Come away,
Louisa; at any rate we
have done the civil
thing 1”

The interior of the
chapel isoblong in shape,
with a roof- divided into
small painted squares,
termed panelled renais-
sance, showing Tudor
emblems and mottoes.
The H. and A. which
are evident, are by some
supposed to refer to
Anne Boleyn, and by
some to Anne of Cleves;
at any rate, the date in-
scribed in these panels
1540. The entire

decoration was designed
by Hans Holbein.

The servies are open to the
public; but the accommodation for
such is extremely limited—consist-
ing of one small gallery only—ad-
mission to which is by an order
from the Lord Chamberlain.

The choir, known as the “ Gen-
tlemen and children of the Chapel
Royal,” sit in stalls on either side
of the chapel, the organ being in
a gallery on the left.  The dress
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of the boys is picturesque in the
extreme, the scarlet and gold of
their long coats, and the Eliza-
bethan ruffles at neck and wrists
giving them a quaint and old-
world appearance. This choir
performed the first oratorio ever
heard in England, namely, Han-
del’s “ Esther,” in 1731.

The Levees are still held in St.
James’ Palace. From the window
of this .vom the accession of a
monarch is proclaimed, and it was
here so many years ago that our
Quecn stood and looked out on
the surging, cheering crowd who
had assembled to listen to the pro-
<lamation of her accession. In
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this palace died Queen Mary, two
children of Charles I, Queen
Caroline—wife of George Il., the
Princess Elizabeth—daughter of
the Duke and Duchess of Clar-
ence, and other celebrities.  Here
also were born Charles 11 and
George IV.

The Palace of St. James’ is one
of the most valuable relics of old
London, but its interior is very
little known to the public. Who,
on looking back upon the happv
and prosperous reign of Queen
Victoria, will not join me in the
wish that she may long be spared
as Sovereign of “ Our Court of St.
James’ ?"—Cassell’s Magazine.

VICTORIA’S TEARS.

BY ELIZABETH BARRETT BROWNING.

¢ 0 Maiden ! heir of kings!
A king has left his place !
The majesty of death has swept
All otheT from his face !
And thou upon thy mother’s breast,
No longer lean adown,
But take the glory for the rest,
And rule the Iand that loves thee best
She heard and wept—
She wept to wear & crown !

1

They decked her courtly halls ;
They reined her hundred steeds ;
“They shouted at her palace gate,
¢ A noble Queen succeeds !”
Her name has stirred the mountain’s sleep,
Her praise has filled the town !
And mourners God had stricken deep,
T.ooked hearkening up, and did not weep.
Alone she wept,
Who wept, to wear a crown !

She saw no purple sheen,
For tears had dimmed her eyes ;
She only knew her childhood’s flowers
Were happier pageantries !
And while her heralds played the part,
For million shouts to drown—
¢ Gad save the Queen” from hill to mart,
She heard through all her heating heart,
And turned and wept—
She wept to wear a crown !

God save thee, weeping Queen !
Thou shalt be well beloved !

The tyrant's sceptre cannot move,
As those pure tears have moved !

The nature in thine eyes we see,
That tyrants cannot own—

The love that guardeth liberties !

Strange blessing on the nation lies,

Whose sovereign wept—

Yea ! wept to wear its crown !

God bless thee, weeping Queen,
With blessing more divine!

And fill with happier love than carth’s,
That tender heart of thine!

That when the thrones of carth shall be
As low as graves brought down;

A pierced hand may give to thee

The crown which angels shout to see!

Thou wilt not weep

To wear that heavenly crown?
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A VISIT TO BALMORAL CASTLE.

Osborne House, on the Isle of
Wight, and Balmoral Castle, in
the Scotch Highlands, are the
two private residences of the
Queen of England. They are
rigidly guarded from the public.
Especially has this been the case
during the last few years, when
dynamite scares have been so com-
mon; and the Queen, although a
brave lady, has no mind to give
dynamiters a chance at her.

The Queen’s apartments at her
official residences are likewise
secluded from sight-seers; but
there are parts of these residences
that are open on certain days to
the public.

Osborne House and Balmoral,
though, are strictly private pro-
perty, and when the Queen is “in
residence,” there is no stranger
within her gates. We, however,
were befriended by one of the
gentlemen-in-waiting  to  the
Queen, and spent a lovely August
morning wandering through Bal-
moral Castle and its grounds.
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Our coachman was almost over-
come with astonishment when we
directed him to turn from the
highroad between Ballater and
Braemar into the lodge gates of
Balmoral. The lodge-keeper in-
spected our letters of admission
very carefully before admitting us,
but we were allowed to pass.

The first view of the grounds
and castle is a charming prepara-
tion for what follows. The broad
road winds through the park and
across an arched stone bridge over
the Dee, rippling merrily over its
bed of pebbles.

Prince Albert, in 1848, per-
suaded the Queen to lease Bal-
moral for a term of thirty-eight
years. In 1852 it was bought out-
right of the Earl of Fife, and the
Prince, out of his private fortune,
built the splendid granite castle.

The estate comprises ten thou-
sand acres of arable land, and
about thirty thousand acres of
deer forest. The great white
castle, with its airy pinnacles and
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BALMORAL CASTLE, FROM THE REAR.

stately towers is visible at intervals
through the whole drive, from the
park entrance to the open plateau.

The park itself is a beautiful
stretch of trees, shrubs, moss-
covered rocks, wild-rose hedges
and heathery hillsides. Macada-
mized roadways and pretty bridle-
paths lead in every direction, but
it has maintained its air of sim-
plicity and natural beauty in spite
of these.

At last the castle is reached, set-
ting upon its broad terraces slop-
ing down to the Dee, which
dashes along at the foot of the
hills. Around it tower the purple
mountains, clothed with giant furs
and larches, anl the August sun
glints upon great masses of pink
heather, as far as the eye can fol-
low. Such a lovely, stately, ma-
jestic scene it was! We could
scarcely tear ourselves away from
it to enter the castle.

There are two principal en-
trances. Ome, a splendid porte
cochere, opens into the grand hall,
and is used only when the Queen
is “in resilence” The other is a
smaller coor, under the clock
tower. We very naturally alight-
ed at the smaller door ; but the
housekeeper, on meeting us, apol-
ogized for not admitting us
through the grand entrance, mak-
ing some civil excuse about its be-
ing boarded up.

We entered first a long corridor,
which is very commonplace except
for the fact that the carpet is of
the Stuart tartan.  The Queen is
very fond of her Stuart descent,
and the Stuart tartan is the regu-
lation one for all of the royal
household and visitors to wear at
Balmoral.

Along the walls of this corridor
are numerous engravings, among
them many Landseers. It is a
strange circumstance that there is
not a particle of colour in any pic-
ture on the walls of Balmoral
Castle.  Every one is an engrav-
ing, and consequently all are re-
productions.

Turning to the right, toward ihe
ball-room, there is a sitting-room
for the gentlemen of the Queen’s
household. It is simply fur-
nished; indeed, simplicity is the
keynote of the whole interior of
the castle. This room has an open
Franklin stove, and leather-cov-
ered furniture. There are a few
good busts and engravings—a
bust of Sir Walter Scott, a copy of
Detaille’s “ Passing Regiment,”
and some of the inevitable Land-
seers—notably Sir Edwin’s famous
“ Deer Family”

There is also an engraving of
Napoleon III, with an autograph.
Indeed, all the portraits at Bal-
moral have autographs. The
Qucen and Prince Consort were
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personal friends of the last French
Emperor and the Empress
Eugenie, and the ex-Empress
often visits the Queen at Bal-
moral.

ROYAL DA1S, BALMORAL.

Back of a crimson dais are two
niches, in which are huge
branched candlesticks, eight or
nine feet high. Around the hall,
at intervals, are hung “ claymores”
—the ancient Scottish swords—
draped with the tar-
tans of the various
clans. One and all,
the rooms might be-
long in any fine family
residence.

The drawing-room
is immense,sunny and
cheerful, and over-
looks the terrace.
The curtains, chairs,
and carpets are of the
Victorian tartan. In
one corner is a grand
piano. The Queen s
passionately fond of
music, and is an accomplished per-
former on the piano.

The only thing noticeable in the
decorations is the great number of
statuettes of the Queen’s children.

Methodist Magazine and Review.

A statuette represents the Queen
on horseback, wearing the long
riding-skirt which was the fashion
in her day. The Queen was a
fine rider in her youth, and till re-
cently she rode her favourite old
donkey, Jessie,, about the park at
Balmoral.

From the drawing-room one
passes on again to the especial
rooms of the Queen, where she
really lives. The first of these is
the library, which has a very large
collection of books. The Queen
is one of the best informed of wo-
men. There are a few good en-
gravings, as in the rest of the
apartments, and busts of Scott and
Burns. There is also a large
table which answers as a dining
table for the Queen and her ladies
when she chooses to dine in the
library.

One door of this room opens
into a fine corridor which leads to
the grand hall. On each side of
this door is a statue—one of
Burns’ “ Highland Mary,” and the
other of Scott’s “ Ellen Douglass.”
There is also an admirable marble
statue of the Prince Consort in
this corridor.

HALL IN BALMORAL CASTLE.

Communicating with the corri-
dor is the Queen’s music-room,
where she spends much of her
time. It has two upright pianos
and an organ. On the walls are
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numerous portraits, notably of two
empresses who formerly pos-
sessed great beauty—the Empress
Eugenie of France and the Em-
press Elizabeth of Austria. Each
has an autograph—‘ Eugenie,”
and “ Elizabeth.”

There is also a portrait of the
Princess of Wales, made at the
time of her marriage, and an en-
graved copy of the celebrated pic-
ture of the Queen riding over the
field of Waterloo with the Duke of
Wellington.

The hall is orna-
mented with antlers,
the hunting trophies
of the Queen’s hus-
band and sons; and
there is a splendid
wild boar’s head which
was won in the chase
by the Prince Consort
in Germany.

On the same floor
are rows of bedrooms,
with dressing-rooms
adjoining, for the
Queen’s suite and for
guests. All are very
simply furnished, as
English bedrooms
usually are.

The largest suite of
roomsis that intended
for the Primc Min-
ister when he is called to Bal-
moral; and the Queen very often
calls for him.  All are very small,
and simply furnished in chintz.
The walls of the sitting-room are
decorated with engraved portraits,
with autographs, of all the Prime
Ministers during the Queen’s reign.

The apartments of the Prince of
Wales are up-stairs, and are direct-
ly over the library and music-
room. Three feathers, the in-
signia of the Prince, are carved in
the stone wall of the castle, on a
level with his windows.
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It took us two hours to stroll
through the castle, and two hours
more to walk about the terraces,
visit the dairy, and drive through
the park.

Everything was exquisitely kept,
and the dairy a delight to the eye.
The dairymaid offered us milk,
which was accepted. A little way
on, not very far from the dairy, is
a cross erected to the memory of
the late Princess Alice, the
Queen’s daughter. There is also
a memorial to the late Prince

WAKING THE QUEEN AT BALMORAL.

Leopold, and a statue of John
Brown, who was the Queen’s
faithful body-servant for many
years.

Never was there a sweeter spot
than Balmoral Castle, or one more
eloquent of peace and domestic
charm. No wonder the Queen
likes it. She has always desired
to have her daughters arrange the
sentimental part of their marriage
engagements at Balmoral; for,
like a true and womanly woman,
she believes in marriages of affec-
tion.
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CORONATION OF QUEEN VICTORIA.

ORR.

QUEEN VICTORIA AT HHER CORONATION.

There are thousands still living
who were born under the reign of
George the Third, who died in
1820. But few of them can re-
collect the close of his long reign,
seventy-seven years ago, as they
were then too young to know
much about public events. Such
persons have the distinction of hav-
mg lived under four British mon-
archs. The short reigns of George
the Fourth, and William the
TFourth are remembered by many.
But the vast majority of British
subjects have never known any

other ruler than Victoria. Vener-
abie grandsires and grand-
mothers have been born, and lived
all their lives under her benignant
sway.

Queen Victoria was crowned
June 20, 1837. A little more than
a year after that date, The Chris-
tian Guardian published a supple-
ment, dated August 1, 1838, con-
taining a full account of the
coronation ceremonies. Egerton
Ryerson was then in the prime of
carly manhood. For forty-four
vears after that date he lived &
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loyal subject of the Queen, and a
benefactor of his country. In in-
troducing the subject, he re-
marked :

¢ As it is not likely that we will live to
furnish, or many of our subscribers to
read, an account of the coronation of
another British monarch, we present
them with the following narvative of the
whole ceremony connected with the cor-
onation of our present gracious Queen
Victoria. May the United Kingdom of
Great Britain and Ireland be happy and
prosperous under her reign! May the
North American colonies ever be among
¢ the most precious jewels of her crown !’
May the sceptre of Ler government be
a sceptre of righteousness, and be only
surpassed in lustve by the splendour of
that imperishable crown with which we
pray Almighty God she may be adorned,
elevated and ennobled in the Kingdom of
Heaven. TFor the Empire,

¢t With laws and liberties that rise,
Man's noblest work beneath the skies,™

we would earnestly pray:

< O may thy wealth and power increase !
O may thy people dwell in peace !
On thee the Almighty’s glory rest,
And all the world in thee be blest.”

The narrative is credited to the
New York Commercial Advertiser.

How f{ully have the patriotic
wishes of the distinguished writer
been realized ! The event mark-
ed the beginning of the longest
and most illustrious reign in Brit-
ish history; the British American
colonies are as firmly attached to
the mother country as they were
then, and the British Empire is
vastly more extended and prosper-
ous; the arts of peace, and the
triumphs of trade, manufactures,
and science, have made such pro-
aress as the world had never seen
before.

Of all the distinguished person-
ages who took part in the Queen’s
coronation, the Queen herself is
the only survivor. The ambas-
sadors, soldiers, bishops, and clergy
have all long since mingled with
the dust. The beautiful women,
who were present in throngs, have
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joined the silent majority. Doubt-
less some survive, who, as chil-
dren or youth, witnessed the great
pageant, and many who, like the
present writer, read, or heard read,
with interest the published ac-
counts of the proceedings.

AT BucrIiNgHaM PaLace.

From an early hour, indeed long
before daylight, numbers of persons were
to be seen gathering in little knots in the
immediate vicinity of Buckingham Palace,
and as the day advanced considerable
additions to that number continued to
be made, until the hour of eight o’clock,
when the whole line on either side of the
road leading up Constitution Hill was
crowded with well-dressed persons. Spa-
cious galleries were erected, which were
filled principally by elegantly dressed
ladies.

The Foreign Ambassadors, of France,
Turkey, Portugal, Sweden, Sardinia,
Hanover, Prussia, Spain, the Nether-
lands, Austria, Belgium, Russia, and
Sicily, occupied conspicuous places. Their
very names and titles remind us what
political changes have taken place in
Europe since that day. Among them
were Marshal Soult, Prince Schwartzen-
burg, Count Strongoff, the Marquis of
Mirafiores, and other world-famous
celebrities.

The ministers of the United States,
Mexico, Brazil, Greece, Sardinia, Ba-
varia, and many Continental kingdoms
now merged into greater integrations,
gave splendour to the august procession.
After them came the royal dukes and
duchesses of Great Britain, the House-
hold Brigade, the Queen’s Bargemaster,
the Queen’s Forty-Eight Watermen,
Her DMajesty’s twelve carriages, each
drawn by six horses; the oflicers of the
royal household, the Royal Huutsmen,
Ycomen Prickers and Foresters, and
other feudal ofticers. Then came the
state coach, drawn by eight cream-col-
oured horses, conveying the Queen, at-
tended Ly the Gold Stick, Yeomen of the
Guard, graoms, footmen, ecte., followed
by the Mistress of the Robes, the Master
of the Horse, the captains of the Royal
Archers, and a squadron of Life Guards,
in stately pageantry. The various mem-
bers of the Royal Family were loudly
grected as they passed in succession, and
when the youthful Queen appeared the
loudest plaudits rent the air.  The salu-
tations hich appeared most to gratify
the young Sovereign were the shouts
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with which a people, passionately loyal,
appeared anxious to ratify, as it were
by anticipation, the solemn compact she
was about to make with them.

About seven o'clock the House of
Commons had assembled, and soon after-
wards the members began to throng its
benehes, some in court dress, many in
naval and military uniforms, with orders,
and thence proceeded to the Abbey, the
approaches to which were covered with
gallevies and balconies.  Early in the
day a cold, damp atmosphere and a
murky sky gave token of very unfavour-
able weather.  In truth,

“The dawn was overcast, the morning

lowered,
And Heaven in clouds brought on the
day.”

But these ill omens did not abate the
ardour of the people.  After a few sharp
showers the sun appeared, and the rest
of the day, if not brilliant, was calm and
placid. The rapid succession of guy
equipages of the nobility and gentry,
with footmen and servants in state
liveries, some of them exceedingly splen-
did, formed a moving panorama, such as
no other metropolis of Europe could
present. The Duke of Wellington was
received with honest and well-earned
applause. The discharge of twenty-one
guns intimated that the great procession
had left the palace, and shortly before
eleven o'clock the sound of the trumpet
amnounced that the grand pageant ap-
proached the Abbey. The Queen, to
whom all eyes and all hearts were turned,
at length appeared, attended by the
Duchess of Sutherland (Mistress of the
Robes), and the Earl of Albemarle
(Master of the Horse). No sovercign
could wish or hope for a more heartfelt
and enthusiastic greeting than she re-
ceived. Having entered the Abbey, the
solemn and sacred ceremony procecded.

THE CoRONATION SERVICE.

Crimson and cloth of gold made
the entire sceue one of rare beauty and
magnificence. The officers of the Army
and Navy, the deans and prebendaries
of Westminster, habited in full canon-
icals, contributed to the splendour of the
pageant. Every part of the venerable
Abbey save the choir was filled. Never
had it been the scene of a more stately
ceremomial.  The members of the House
of Commons, and naval and military
ofticers, dressed in every variety of uui-
form known to the service of the country,
the peers and peeresses of the realm,
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the foreign ambassadors and ministers,
made a moving mass of glittering gran-
deur. As Hers DMajesty entered the
Abbey, the soul-stirring anthem, blended
with the applauding shouts of the spec-
tators, cchoed to the very voof. The royal
regalin were borne by high dignitaries.
The Queen, meanwhile, passed through
the choir and made her humble adoration,
and, kneeling before her chair, used some
short private prayers. The Archbishop
of Canterbury then advanced from his
station, accompanied by the Lord Chan-
cellor, Lord Great Chamberlain, Lord
High Constable, and Garter King of
Arms, and made the Requisition thus :

«Sirs, I here present to you Queen
Victoria, the undoubted Queen of this
reahn, wherefore, all you who are come
this day to do her homage, are you will-
ing to do the same 27

The Queen, meanwhile, stood by her
chair—

¢ Opposing freely

The beanty of her person to the people,”

on each side, as the vecognition was
made, and the assembled people shout-
ing with great enthusiasm, **God save
Queen Victoria.”

The trumpets sounded, the drums beat,
and the band struck up the National
Anthem.

The Queen, kveeling on the steps of
the altar, made her first oblation of an
altar-cloth of gold, and an ingot or wedge
of gold of a pound weight, and the Arch-
bishop then said this prayer:

0 God, who dwellest in the high
and holy place with those who are of an
humble spirit, look down mercifully upon
this Thy servant Victoria, our Queen,
here humbling herself "efore Thee at
Thy footstool, and graciously receive
these oblations, which, in humble ac-
knowledgment of Thy sovercignty over
all, and of Thy great bounty unto her in
particular, she hath now offered unto Thee
through Jesus Christ, our only Mediator
and Advocate. Amen.”

The communion service followed. The
sermon was preached by the Bishop of
London, the text being taken from Second
Chronicles xxxiv. 31. * And the king
stood in his place, and made a covenant
before the Lord, to walk after the Lord,
and to kecp his commandments, and his
testimonies, and his statutes, with all his
heart, and with all his soul, to perform
the words of the covenant which are
written in this book.”

The Archbishop then administered the
coronation oath, as follows :
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* Will you solemnly promise and swear

to govern the people of this United |

Kingdom of Great Britain and Treland,
and the dominions thereto belonging,
according to the statutes in Parliament
agreed on, and the respective laws and
customs of the same ¢

The Queen.— “*T solemnly promise so
to do.”

Archbishop.~-Will you to your power
cause law and justice, in mercy, to be
executed in all your judgments ¢’

Queen.—** T will.”

The Queen also took the oath to main-
tain the laws of God, the true profession
of the Gospe’ and the Protestant re-
formed religiv ;. <stablished by law.

LHE ANOINTING.

The Queen then proceeded to King
Edward’s chair,* and the Archbishop
anointed her in the form of a crosson
the crown of her head, and on the palms
of both her hands, with words of solemn
conseceration, followed by this prayer :

¢ Qur Lord Jesus Christ, the Son of
God, who by His Father was anointed
with the oil of gladness, above His fel-
lows, by His anointing pour down upon
your head and heart the blessing of the

Holy Ghost, and prosper the works of '

your hands, that by the assistance of
this heavenly grace you may preserve the
people committed to your charge in
wealth, peace, and godliness; and after
a long and glorious course of ruling this
temporal kingdom, wisely, justly, and
religiously, you may at last be made par-
taker of an eternal kingdom through the
merits of Jesus Christ our Lord. Amen.”

* This chair, on which for centuries the
coronaiion of the sovercign has taken place,
was made by order of Edward I ¢ In the
capital of the Scottish kingdom,” says Dean
Stanley, ‘“was a venerable fragment of
rock, to which, at least as carly as the
fourteenth century, the following legend
was attached : ‘The stony pillow on which
Jacob slept at Bethel was hy his country-
men transported to Egypt, 'Thither came
Gabelus, son of Ceerops, King of Athens,
and married Scota, daughter of Pharaoh.
He and his Egyptian wife, alarmed at the
rising greatness of Moses, fled with the
stone to Sicily or to Spain.”™ Thenee it was
taken to Tara, where it became < Lia I%ail,
the Stone of Destiny, on which the Kings
of Ireland were pliced.™ “Thenece again,
according to Scoteh tradition, it was borne
to Scotland.  TFirst placed in the walls of
Dunstafinage Castle, it was moved, in the
middle of the ninth century, to Scone, there

THE CORONATION CHAIR.

Tur INVESTITIRE.

The imperial mantle, or dalmatic robe
of cloth of gold, lined or furred with
ermine, was then delivered to the Dean

incased in a chair of waood, upon which the
Kings of Scotland were enthroned by the
Enrls of Fife. *On this precious relic
Idward fixed his hold.  On it he himself
was crowned King of Scots. . . West-
minster was to be an Euglish Scone. It
was his latest carve for the Abbey. Inthe
last year of Edward’s veign the venerable
chaiv which still encloses it was made for it
by the orders of its captor ; the fragment of
the worlld-old Celtic races was imbedded in
the new Plantagenet cak.” The Dean
states that from the character of the stone
there is little doubt its origin is from the
sandstone of the western coast of Scotland,
and that ““of all explanations concerning
it, the most probable is that which iden-
tifies it with the stony pillow on which
Columba rested, and on which his dying
head waslaid, in hisabbey of Tona; and if so,
it helongs to the minster of the fivst authentie
coronation in Western Christendom.™
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of Westminster, and by him put upon
the Queen. 'The orb with the cross was
delivered into the Queen’s right hand by
the Archbishop, pronouncing this bless-
ing and exhortation :

*“ Receive this imperial vobe, and orb,
and the Lord your God endue you with
knowledge and wisdom, with majesty
and with power from on high ; the Lord
clothe you with the robe of righteousness
and with the garments of salvation. And
when you sce this, orb under the cross,
remember that the whole world is sub-
ject to the power and empire of Christ
our Redeemer, for He is the Prince of
the kings of the earth, King of kings
and Lord of lords. So that no man can
reign happily who dervives not his author-
ity from Him, and direets not all his
actions according to His laws.”

The Archbishop then put the royal
ring on the Quecen’s finger, saying :

‘“ Receive this ring, the ensign of
kingly dignity, and of defence of the
‘Catholic faith; and as you are this day
solemnly invested in the government of
this earthly kingdom, so may you be
sealed with the spirit of promise, which
is the earnest of a heavenly inheritance,
and reign with Him who is the blessed
and only Potentate, to whom be glory
for ever and ever. Amen.”

The Archbishop then delivered the
sceptre with the cross into the Queen’s
right hand, saying :

** Receive the royal sceptre, the ensign
of kingly power and justice.” Then he
delivered the rod with the dove into the
‘Queen’s left hand, saying: ¢ Receive
the rod of equity and imercy, and God,
from whom all holy desires, all good
counsels, and all just works do pro-
ceed, direct and assist you in the admin-
istration and exercise of all those powers
which He hath given you. Be so merci-
ful that ye be not too remiss ; so execute
Justice that you forget not mercy. Judge
with righteousness and reprove with
equity, and accept no man’s person.
Abase the proud and lift up the lowly ;
punish the wicked, protect and cherish
the just, and lead your people in the way
wherein they should go. Thus, in all
things following His great and holy ex-
ample, of whom the prophet David said,
‘Thou lovest rightcousness and hatest
iniquity ; the sceptre of thy kingdom is a
right sceptre,’ cven Jesus Christ our
Lord. Amen.”

THz CROWNING.

The Archbishop, standing before the
altar, then took the crown into his hands,
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and laying it again before him on the
altar, said :

0 God, who crownest Thy faithful
servants with mercy and lovingkindness,
look down upon Thy servant Victoria,
our Queen, who now in lowly devotion
boweth her head to Thy Divine Majesty
(heve the Queen bowed her head); and
as Thou dost this day set a crown of
pure gold upon her head, so enrich her
loyal heart with Thy heavenly grace, and
crown her with all princely virtues,
which may adorn the high station in
which Thou hast placed her, through
Jesus Christ our Lord, to whom be
honour and glory for ever and ever.
Amen.”

The Avchbishop then reverently placed
the erown upon the Queen’s head., Im-
mediately Her Majesty was crowned the
peers and peeresses put on their coronets,
bishops their caps, and kings-of-arms
their crowns. The effeet was magnificent
in the extreme. The shouts which fol-
lowed this part of the ceremony were
really tumultuous, and all but made
“the vaulted roof resound.” A signal
being given, the instant the crown was
placed on the Queen’s head the great
guns at the Tower fired a royal salute,
which gave an additional but somewhat
startling solemnity to the accasion. The
acclamatica ceasing, the Archbishop said :
‘¢ Be strong and of guod courage, observe
the commandments of God, and walk in
His holy ways, fight the guod fight of
faith, and lay hold on eternal life; that
in this world you may be crowned with
success and honour, and when you have
finished your course receive a crown of
righteousness, which God, the righteous
Judge, shall give you in that day. Amen.”

Tur Presextine oF tur Houy Bisie.

The Holy Bible, which had been borne
in the procession, was next presented to
the Queen, saying :

¢ Our gracious Queen, we present you
with this Book, the most valuable thing
that this world affords. Here is wisdom,
this is the royal law ; these are the lively
oracles of God. Blessed is he that read-
cth, and they that hear the words of this
Book : that kkeep and do the things con-
tained in it. In these are the words of
eternal life, able to make you wise and
happy in this world ; nay, wise unto sal-
vation, and so happy for evermore,
through faith which is in Christ Jesus, to
whom be glory for ever. Amen.”

Then the Archbishop solemnly blessed
Her Majesty, all the bishops, with the
rest of the peers, fullowing every part of
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the benediction with a loud and hearty
Amen. The choir then sang the Te Deum.
A gleam of sunshine which now broke
through the south great rose window,
lighted on Her Majesty's crown, which
sparkled like a galaxy, and lent a still
more dazzling brilliancy to the scene.

~ . . .- e e

THE QUEEN ENTHRONED,

The Te Deum being ended, the Queen
was lifted up into her throne by the
Archbishop and bishops, and other peers
of the kingdom, and being placed therein,
all the great ofticers stood round about
the steps of the throne, and the Arch-
bishop, standing before the Queen, said :

‘Stand firm and hold fast, from hence-
forth, the seatand state of royal, imperial
dignity, which is this day delivered unto
you in the name and by the authority of
Almighty God, and by the hands of us
the bishops and servanis of God, though

OUR WIDOWED QUEEN.
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unworthy. And the Lord God Ahmighty,
whose ministers we are, and the stewards
of His mysteries, establish your throne
in righteousness that it may stand fast
for evermore, like as the sun before Him,
and as the faithful witness in heaven.
Amen.”

Tue HomacE.

The exhortation being ended, all the
peers did their homage publicly and
solemnly to the Queen, the Archbishop
saying: ‘I, William, Archbishop of
Canterbury,” (and so cvery one of the

rest, I, , Bishap of ), will
be faithful and true, and faith and truth
will bear unto you, our Sovereign Lady,
and your heirs, kings or queens of the
United Kingdom of Great Britain and
Ircland. And I will do and truly ac-
knowledge the service of the lands which
I claim to hold of you as in the right of
the Church. So help me God.”
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Then the other peers of the realm did
their homage in like manner, all putting
oft their coronets, the first of each class
beginning, and the rest saying after him :

‘I, N——, Duke or Earl, etc., of
N——, do become your liege man’ of life
and limb and of earthly worship, and
faith and truth. I will bear unto you to
live and die against all manner of folks.
So help me God.”

This part of the ceremony was pecu-
liarly affecting. When the Duke of
Wellington knelt before Her Majesty a
prolonged shout was raised. The peers
then stood together round the Queen,
each class or degree by themselves in
order, putting off theircoronets, and singly
touched the crown on Her Majesty’s
head, engaging by that ceremony to be
ever ready to support it with all their
power, and then each kissed the Queen’s
hand. While the peers were thus doing
their homage the medals were thrown
about, producing something like disorder
in parts of the Abbey.

When the homage was ended the
drums beat, the trumpets sounded, and
all the people shouted, ‘‘ God save Queen
Victoria !” ‘¢ Long live Queen Victoria!”
¢ May the Queen live forever!”

The solemnity of the coronation being
thus ended, the Queen,leaving her throne,
proceeded to the steps of the altar, when,
taking off her crown and delivering it to
the Lord Chamberlain, she knelt down.
The Queen then offered bread and wine
for the communion, and made her sec-
ond oblation, a purse of gold, and then
received the Holy Communion.

Her Majesty then proceeded through
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the choir to the door of the Abbey,
wearing her crown, and bearing in her
right hand the sceptre with the cross,
and in her left the orb, amid most en-
thusiastic cheers. Her Majesty went
through the long and even most fatigu-
ing services with ‘the most perfect com-
posure, self-possession and dignity. -

The old crown made for George I1V.,
and which was worn by William IV,
weighed seven pounds, and had to be
broken up, as it was much too large for
Victoria. The new crown weighs little
more than three pounds. In the Maltese
cross which is in front of the crown is
the enormous heart-shaped ruby once
worn by Edward the Black Prince. The
estimated value of the ecrown was
£111,000.

The reign of Queen Victoria is
unique in British history, the long-
est anl most glorious. How well
has she kept her coronation oath !
How admirably has she heeded the
exhortations addressed to her on
that momentous occasion! How
fully have the prayers then, and
since, offered for her, been an-
swered !

* Under Thy mighty wings,
Keep her, O King of kings ;
Answer her prayer ;

Till she shall hence remove
Up to Thy courts above,
To dwell in light and love,
Evermore there.”

Cookshire, Que.

TO THE QUEEN.

I sang thee in my childish days,

Girl minstrel to a Royal girl,

When all the strange delightful whirl
Of life was full of joy and praise:

I sing thee now with a full heart;
Both having known life’s change and loss,
Both taken up its heavy cross,

Its bitterer and yet better part.

Womanliest woman ! queenliest Queen !
Thy country’s Mother, as it sces
Four gencrations round thy knees,

And all that was and might have been.

¢ The best revenge is love; disarm

Anger with smiles; heal wounds with balm ;

Give water to thy thirsty foe.

O generous Heart, that, bleeding, fed
Her people ‘neath her sheltering wings,
Taught pity for all suffering things

Out of the very breast that bled.

True, trusted, tried ; gold thrice refined
In the fierce fire that all doth prove—
These sixty years of England’s love

About thy lonely bosom bind.

Live, blest with all that blessing brings,
Die, full of peace and fraitful years,
To live again in happier spheres,

The Crowned of the King of kings.

The sandal tree, as if to prove
How sweet to conquer hate by love,
Perfumes the axe that lays it Jow.”



"VICTORIA, QUEEN AND EMPRESS.*

BY SIR EDWIN ARNOLD.

One of my carliest and most dis-
tinct boyish recollections is of the
proclamation of Her Gracious Ma-
jesty as “ Queen Victoria” I did
not know—and probably could not
have understood—how the young
Queen came out into the balcony
from the window of the Presence
Chamber at St. James’s Palace, be-
tween Lords Melbourne and
Lansdowne, and was hailed with
thunderous cheers by vast crowds
of her people; and how she was
observed to shed tender and wist-
ful tears at the moment of that
great spectaclee.  'When she re-
tired to her mother's apartment,
being proclaimed Sovereign, she
held that conversation and made
that request of which the world
afterward heard with so much
sympathy.

“I can scarcely believe, mamma,
that I am really Queen of Eng-
land.”?

“You are really Queen, my
child,” replied the Duchess of
Kent; “listen how your subjects
still cheer your name in the streets
and cry to God to bless you.”

“In time,” said Her Majesty, “I
shall perhaps become accustomed
to this too great and splendid
state.  But, since I am Sovereign,
let me, as your Queen, have to-day
my first wish—let me be quite
alone, dear mother, for a long
time” And that day Victoria
passed the first hours of her reign
on her knees, praying to heaven
for herself and her people, with
supplications innocent and noble,
which have surely been heard. It
was not wonderful indeed that a

* We have pleasurc in reprinting from the
Forum this sympathetic tribute to Queen
Victoria by a veteran journalist who has
itnd wuvswal opportunity of knowing Her
Majesty personally.—ED.
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reign so commenced has been fol-
lowed by happy and famous years.

The total revenue of Great Brit-
ain and Ireland in 1837 was £47,-
240,000; last year it stood at over
£100,000,000. The punishment of
the pillory was still sometimes en-
forced, and the criminal law was
cruel and sweeping. There was
no railway open bhetween Liver-
pool and Birmingham until some
weeks after the youthful Queen’s
accession.  Later still was tried
the first experiment with the elec-
tric telegraph Detween FEuston
Square and Camden Town.

The reign was not a year old
when the Sirius steamer, earliest
of her class, left Cork harbour for
New York, followed by the Great
Western.  Duels were still of no
uncommon  occurrence. Grace
Darling had yet to add her sweet
name to the record of British wo-
manhood by rescuing the crew of
the Indiaman TForfarshire, and
initiating with her heroism the sys-
tem of our coast lifecboats. India
was reached only by the long
Cape route, and not until October
12, 1838, did that memorable
meeting assemble at the Jerusalem
Coffee Ilouse, which first con-
sidered the possibility of steam
communication with the East by
way of the Mediterrancan and the
Arab Sea, cherishing moreover the
then wild dream of arriving at
Bombay in forty-two days, and at
Calcutta in forty-three days. We
had practically no use as yet of
railroads, telegraph wires, and of
steam navigation, and were only
beginning to get the new machine
of our popular representative in-
stitutions into order at the time
when the coronation trumpets
sounded.

Without too closely pursuing
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the comparison—intensely attrac-
tive though it might become-—be-
tween then and now, it is worth
while to dwell a little longer upon
those wonderful advances charac-
terizing the period to which the
name of the Victorian cra will al-
ways hereafter be given. Tor the
Queen has borne an immense per-
sonal part in moulding her age,
and the age has reflected back up-
on her name and her greatness a
lustre beyond the glory of all other
reigns, re-establishing the ancient
ideal of monarchy, and, in an
epoch of wild change and much
political commotion at home and
abroad, displaying to the world
this ancient throne of England
securely planted amid falling
dynasties and failing republics,
like a vast rock in the stormy sea.

In foreign trade our advance is
more than 450 per cent.; the out-
put of coal is twenty-five times
greater; the import of tea is 420
per cent., and of tobacco 150 per
cent., more than in 1837 ; while
our shipping has risen by 700 per
cent, and to-day, by an immense
proportion, dominates all the wa-
ters of commerce. In 1837 our
colonial population was under
4,000,000, but it now stands over
18,000,000, of course excluding
India,—which country, under the
“ pax Britannica,” has well-nigh
doubled its native census. The
total area of the British Empire,
previously colossal, has grown to
10,000,000 square miles; and the
subjects of Her Majesty, all direct-
ly leoking to lher as their sover-
eign, and ruled by her benignant
hand, may be estimated en bloc
to-day at mre than 320,000,000
of human beings.

In locomotion, transport, and
intercourse, Queen Victoria has
seen a most marvellous progress.
Her age has been the age of steam,
as the next will probably be that
of electricity. Not until 1836, as
I have remarked, did the railwayv
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period really commence, and now
morc than 4 1,000,000,000 arc in-
vested in iron lines, making a net-
work over the realm, worked with
more than 20,000 locomotives,
which earn ovér £80,000,000 a ycar
and employ nearly 400,000 people.
A glance has been given to the
prodigious increase of British ship-
ping, and in this iron has sup-
planted timber for construction, as
steam has almost too thoroughly
supplanted canvas for those who,
like the present writer, love the
poetry and passion of the ocean.

To mention the post-office is to
speak of an absolute social revolu-
tion, for in 1837 only 80,000,000
letters were carried during the
year, while now 2,000,000,000 pass
almost without a single miscar-
riage. The electric telegraph and
those submarine wires which
abolish time and distance, swifter
than Ariel engirdling the world,
are wholly Victorian; and Vic-
torian also are those numberless
mail steamers by which we easily
pass to all ports and parts of the
habitable globe, most of them
under the flag of England. If
one would know what value may
be added to iron by human
manipulation, it is enough to
cogitate the single fact that a ton
of Bessemer steel costing £60
makes up into 40,000,000 springs
worth £400,000, or three times the
value of the same quantity of
gold ! .

Who can overestimate the effect -
of Torster’s Act, which in fifteen
vears raised the number of pupils
in day-schools from 1,152,389 to
3,371,325 Dy the same date the
public grants for schooling, which
had been barely £200,000 in 1837,
were enlarged to more than £4,-
000,000.

Reflect a moment upon the
superb march of science during
this unparalleled reign. Huxley.
a calm observer, looking back
from the heights of his later years,
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called the Victorian period “a re-
volution of modern minds.” He
cnumerates, as three physical dis-
coveries sufficient to immortalize
the reign, the scientific doctrines,
first, of the molecular constitution
of matter; secondly, of the conser-
vation of energy; thirdly, of evolu-
tion as divined by Darwin.

Remember, too, how the benign
arts of medicine and remedial sur-
gery extended their borders. From
the sanguinary fields of the
Crimean war arose, like an angel
of compassion and redemption,
Florence Nightingale, with all
that train of skilled and gentle
nurses, afterward following her
example, who have altered the
history of the sick-room and re-
generated our hospitals.  Lister’s
antiseptic treatment of wounds,
founded on the wonderful infor-
mation obtained by the micro-
scope, and such experiments as-
Pasteur’s about infinitesimal life,
stripped operations of their pre-
vious deadly peril by reason of
septic organisms, while—as if
science would bestow a fitting
boon on the vouthful Queen—
Simpson in Edinburgh, simultan-
cously with Wells and Morton in
the United States, early in the Vic-
torian age, performed those mer-
ciful experiments with chlorcform
which terminated the epoch of un-
avoidable anguish for sick and
wounded patients, robbed even
war of its worst features, and com-
menced the present blessed era of
anaesthetics.

If there were space to indicate,
in addition, the glories of the
literature of the reign; the achieve-
ments of its art; the large steps
taken in the promotion of the love
and study of music; the gradual
clevation of the drama; the ani-
mated pursuit of philosophy; the
sustained cultivation of learning :
and the opening up of unknown
geography, greatly, as of old,- by
British enterprise,—the conviction
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would be yet more deeply stamped
upon the intelligent mind that
such a period in our history
needed and has received a pro-
vidential head. Africa has yielded
up almost all her immemorial
secrets  to  Victorian  explorers.
The vast island of Australia—only
a little unveiled by Van Diemen
and Cook—Kkept its treasures of
gold and of natural marvels for
this favoured time. The arrow-
headed slabs and cylinders of
Assyria, and the larger part of the
Egvptian hieroglyphics, with their
precious indications, were de-
ciphered for the same fortunate -
generations.  They witnessed also
that sudden transformation of the
navies of the world from its old.
material of timber to the new
armour-clad pattern and fabric
which has given to Great Britain
a real and visible sovereignty of
the seas. We are as yet, appar-
ently, far from the millennium, and
our period has unhappily been
checkered by many wars, i1 most
or all of which, however, that flag
has been upheld, upon many a
sanguinary field, by the soldiers of
Her Majesty, with a faithful valour
recognized and admired by all the
world ; so that neither the vast
armed multitudes of Russia, nor
the Sepoy in rebellion, nor any
enemy in any conflict, has serious-
1y broken the haughty tradition of
Sritish victory, embodied and sus-
tained in the Queen’s dear name.
The august and illustrious figure
which has been the centre, the
token, and the imperial presiding
genius of all this progress and
prosperity can never be detached
in history from the magnificent re-
cords of her time. The story of
her life and the story of her peo-
ple's life have flowed onward to-
gether, inextricably blended, in-
dissolubly connected. At the bot-
tom of the might and energy and
cuterprise illustrated by all ma-
jestic chapters in the chronicles of
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England have cver been from the
first the deep religious instincts
and the strong family affections of
the people, both of which the
Queen’s royal nature was created
to embody, reflect, and exemplify.
Among the wives of England this
sceptred wife; among the mothers
of the land this crowned mother ;
among the widows of her people
this throned Lady Victoria, whose
sorrow seemed the sorest, as her
burden was the greatest,—has
been always one of the women of
the realm, representing them all,
leading them all, understood by
them all.

At the root of her greatness has
surely been her gentleness. The
half-forgotten court gossip of the
past is full of little tales of the
tenderness which underlies the
well-known force and firmness of
Her Majesty. When, on the death
of King William the Iourth,
Queen Adelaide wrote to the
young Victoria announcing the
event, the acceded Princess replied
by a gentle and respectful letter
which she addressed to “The
Queen of England” ; and when a
lady of the court humbly remon-
strated, saying, “ Your Majesty,
you only are Queen of England,”
the pretty reply was given : “ Yes,
but Aunt Adelaide must not be re-
minded of that by me.”

And when, at taking the oath of
allegiance, the two Royal Dukes
bowed low before her to touch her
hand with their lips, she kissed
them gravely, raising them from
the ground, s.ying to the Duke of
Sussex, “Do mnot kneel, dear
uncle; if T am Queen, I am also
your niece 1?

The royal marriage and the
happy married years ensuing, for a
while made the heavy circlet of
empire lighter on that most gra-
cious and noble brow. The Prin-
cess Royal was born (since, in her
own exalted turn, an Empress and
a widow), and a year later the
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birth of our Prince of Wales re-
joiced the whole country.  The
Queen then, as always, possessed
two Empires, that of Great Britain
and of her own household, and a
month after the coming of the
heir apparent she wrote to King
Leopold of Belgium : “ My hap-
piness at home and the love of my
husband, his kindness, his advice,
his support, his company, make
up for all.”

See how the Queen loved and
loves that thoroughly English
word ‘ home,”—the secret of the
story of mnation and sovereign
alike! Ilome love and home
joys—nay, indeed—home sorrows
also—have fed the Queen’s heart
with the forces and the faith neces-
sary to enable her to bear her ma-
jestic load of care and toil for
England. In all her words and
deeds and thoughts the sacredness
of these sentiments and of simple
human love shines within the pre-
cincts of her sovereignty like a
golden lamp in a palace of marble.

There befalls no disaster to the
mining or industrial classes ; no
dreadful wrecks at sea; no sad rail-
way accident on land; no striking
sorrow; no sudden public loss,—
but the motherly love of the
Queen is promptly shown in ten-
der and graceful words of pity and
sympathy which she knows so well
how to employ; and many a sor-
rowful soul has been thus com-
forted.  For her army and her
navy, whenever and wherever they
serve herself and the country, her
solicitude is, and has ever been, in-
tense and vigilant. A thousand
instances might be adduced of
this, which needs indeed no other
proof than the ardent loyalty of
those who—from the barrack to
the ficld-marshal’s tent, from the
fcrecastle to the admiral’s cabin—
wear “the Widow’s uniform.”

When, in 1853, Her Majesty’s
heart was weighed down with
anxiety for her soldiers in the
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Crimea, who were severely suffer-
ing, it was her own hand which
wrote again and again to head-
quarters directing or suggesting
ameliorations. And when Lord
Raglan was leaving Windsor to
return to his command in the
Crimean camp, it is reported that
one of the little Princesses said to
him : “ You must hurry back to
Sebastopol, please, Lord Raglan,
and take it, or mamma will die of
her anxiety.”

Not merely in name has our
Sovereign Lady been Commander-
in-Chief of the naval and military
forces of the realm. I have
watched with amusement and ad-
miration before now, at a levee in
the palace, some general officer of
proud renown and superb warlike
achievements, crumpling up his
white gloves into a ball, and ner-
vously fidgetting from head to
foot, with a tremour never -felt in
the presence of death or of the
enemy, as his turn came to pass
the barrier and be announced by
the Lord Chamberlain to his mili-
tary superior, Ifer Majesty the
Queen.

I doubt if a better proof could
be furnished of this wide and com-
prehensive royal interest in all her
subjects than the fact—slight but
significant—that the Queen should
have set herself to learn Hin-
dostani, the language of her In-
dian people, and should have so
mastered it as to be able to read
and write, as well as to converse
in, this lingua franca of the
Oriental Peninsula.

There would be risk of being
suspected of exaggeration if I at-
tempted to say—as I might speak
from my own knowledge—how
widely this mark of sincere sym-
pathy and concern has affected the
Princes and the peoples of India.
The Mohammedans especially, of
whom the Queen rules more than
sixty millions, and to whom
Hindostani as a tongue particu-
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larly belongs, have heard with de-
light and pride of the diary which
Her Majesty keeps in Urdu, and at
this day ‘ Victoria the IEm-
press ” is for the mass of her sub-
jects in India a power, an in-
fluence, absolutely immeasurable
for the service of peace and
obedience, almost touching, among
the reverential and susceptible
Hindus, the region of the gods.

If these appear to any demo-
cratic critic to be appreciations
which go beyond fair limits into
regions of flattery, I would tell
him that both he and I should
cqually fail in estimating the
national and historical values of
such a life and such a personality
as Queen Victoria’s, He may ob-
ject on principle to the immense
and probably the enduring revin-
dication which the reign has given
to the monarchical principle. He
may feel it almost fatal to his
radical theories to see illustrated
by this unparalleled reign how
national and international history
may be modified and controlled by
the love, the purity, the datiful-
ness, and the piety of one woman’s
heart and soul, hecause a diadem
sate upon her brow, and because
her shining, sweet, and angust ex-
ample was set like a city upon a
hill.

But, in proportion as he is in-
telligent and reasonable, he must
accept facts ; and if he knows
something of the science of dyna-
mics in the physical world, he will
be the readier to confess the pro-
digious social, moral, and political
results which cannot but flow from
the concentration, upon one sub-
ject so near the ideal as this one
has grown to appear, of the love,
loyalty, and gratitude of the whole
Anglo-Saxon race. There are ac-
complished mathematicians who
can compute so nicely the celestial
and cosmic forces which, on this
side and that, hold planets in their
place, that new worlds have been
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discovered, not by searching the
sky, but by manipulating the cal-
culations.  But who shall give us
the calculus by which God’s bless-
ing to England through this good
Queen can be worked out in all
its human ramifications and far
social effects ?

In abdicating actual power—
because in our crowned republic
the sovereign rules but does not
govern—Victoria found and en-
nexed a whole new Empire for the
occupants of the English throne,
that of influence.  ““ Let me make
the songs of a people,” said a
shrewd statesman, “and anybody
who will may make the laws.” So
might a monarch say : “Let me
reign in the hearts of a people, and
anybody may be Ministers of the
Government !”?

I should deem it disrespectful to
offer too particular an analysis of
the character, too close a picture
of the person, of this beloved mis-
tress, whose Imperial individuality
is besides so w1l known from her
life, her acts, her books, and the
“fierce light which beats upon a
throne.”  The heart of gold, the
will of iron, the royval temper of
steel, the pride, the patriotism, and
the deep piety of Victoria have
been enshrined in a small but
vigorous frame, the mignonne as-
pect of which especially strikes
those who behold her for the first
time in these her “chair-days.” It
was reported how, when Prince
Albert was dying, he roused him-
s-If from a period of wandering to
turn with ineffable love to his
spouse and sovereign, saving to
her with a kiss, “Good little wife 1”
And when the Prince Consort was
actually passing away, after those
twenty-one years of wedded hap-
piness, it was told how the Queen
bent over him and whispered, “ It
is your little wife,” at which last
words the angel of death staved
his hand while once again the dear
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eves opened and the dying lips
smiled.

But though this be so, no one
who has been honoured by ncar
approach to IHer Majesty, or has
ever tarried in lier presence, will
fail to testify to the extreme ma-
jesty of her bearing, mingled al-
ways with the most perfect grace
and gentleness.  Her voice has,
moreover, always been pleasant
and musical to hear, and is so now.
The hand which holds the sceptre
of the seas is the soitest that can
be touched; the eves which have
grown dim with labours of state
for England, and with too frequent
tears, are the kindest that can he
seen. Not for a day nor for an
hour did the Queen ever suspend
the performance of her royal and
imperial duties during the many
sorrows which have fallen upon
her, nor in the comparative seclu-
sion which she has sometimes kept.

The Duke of Argyle truly wrote
once : “Tt ought to be known to
all the people of this country that
during all the years of the Queen's
affliction, and those when she has
lived necessarily in much retire-
ment, she has omitted no part or
portion of that public duty which
constantly concerns her as sover-
eign of this country; that on no
occasion during her grief has she
discontinued work in those royal
labours which belong to her ex-
alted position.”

How great and experienced a
statesman she shows herself, every
competent British Minister has
testified.  She is, in fact, the high-
est living authority upon the prac-
tical politics of Europe, and knows
and understands  constitutional
problems with an intellectual

. grasp which has never been re-

laxed. It is from a radical and
republican source that the sub-
joined tribute has been culled :
“ Broadly speaking, it may be fair-
ly said by all her Ministers,
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Liberal and Conservative, that she
has more knowledge of the busi-
ness of governing nations than
any of her Prime Ministers; more
experience of the mysteries and
intricacies of foreign affairs than
any of her IForeign Secretaries; as
loyal ana willing a subservience to
the declared will of the nation as
any democrat in Parliament; and
as keen and passionate an Im-
perial patriotism as ever beat in
any human breast.”

Such, and so great, so useful, so
benign, so faithful,—sketched in
these most imperfect outlines,—
has been and is the Sovereign
Lady upon whom sixty years ago
the vast burden of the Dritish
Empire was laid, and to whom,
amid trials and losses as great as
could bhe bhorne, sorrow and death
and destiny have constantly cried :

THE

BY TIHE REV.

The present age may be desig-
nated, and that in a very special
sense, bhoth commemorative and
monumental.  The past thirty
years have been distinguished for
the number and variety of celebra-
tions which have been held, and
still new occasions are upon us
pristling with fresh demands for
recognition and appropriate re-
view; and calling with increasing
emphasis for large expressions of
our loyalty and love. The cvent
of the current vear, which is al-
ready arresting the attention of the
world, is the auspicious comple-
tion of the sixtieth year of Her
Majesty’s reign.

The vast and varied populations
within the DBritish dominions
throughout the globe, are pre-
paring to honour this grand way-
mark in a manner worthy of an
occasion which commemorates not

VICTORIAN

WILLIAM
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¢ Breuk not, O woman's heart ! hut still en-
dure ;
Break not, for thou art Royal, but en-
dure t”

The noble heart has not broken,
because the faith which made Vie-
toria begin this reign upon her
knees has sustained the Queen ;
because the fervent love of the
people, given in exchange for her
love, has brought her daily
strength; and because a mighty
and majestic charge, not yet com-
pleted,—an Imperial charge in-
volving for her nation immense
blessings, and entailing for herseli
eternal rewards,—was committed
by the Almighty God to her chosen
and most competent hands, for
divine purposes, and with destined
ends.

ERA,
HARRISON,

only the longest reign of any Eng-
lish sovereign, but the longest and
best reign in the history of the
world. All loval hearts through-
out Victoria's widely extended em-
pire are being moved, as never be-
fore, with a deep and genuine
gratitude, and the universal en-
thusiasm with which the memor-
able event promises to be sig-
nalized will be richly expressive
of the strong attachment which
still binds about one-fourth of the
population of the globe to her per-
son and her throne.

We are inclined to believe that
the sixty years of Her Majesty’s
reign represent more of real pro-
gress and substantial achievement
all along the lines which affect a
people’s true well-being, than can
be shown by any similar period in
the whole history of the race.

During the vears under review,
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what changes in  the shifting
drama of national affairs have oc-
curred, and what an array of once
prominent characters have disap-
peared from the public stage !*

Among the first facts which in-
dicate something of the marvel-
lous advancement of the British
nation under our beloved Queen’s
happy and Dbeneficent reign, we
place the immense territorial ex-
pansion of the Empire and corres-
ponding increase of population
which have marked the past sixty
years now under review. A writer
in The Nineteenth Century has put
the matter clearly and strongly
thus :

‘* The acquisition of foreign territory
by Great Britain is without a parallel in
the history of the human family. She
bears rule over one-third of the surfoce
of the globe (and over nearly one-fourth
of its population.) Her possessions abroad
are in area sixty times larger than the
parent State. She owns three millions
and a half of square miles in America,
one million each in Africa and Asia, and
two and a half millions in Australia.
There are thirty-eight different colonies
or groups of colonies, varying in area
from Gibraltar with its two square miles,
to Canada with her three millions and a

* A vecent writer in London Puliic Opinion
is authority for saying that the Queen has
outlived ““all members of the Privy Council
who were alive in 1837. Al the peers who
held their titles in 1837, except the Earl of
Darnley, who was ten, and Earl Neilson,
who was fourteen in that year. All the
members who sat in the House of Commons
on her accession to the throne, except Mr.
Gladstone, Charles Villiers, the present Duke
of Northumberland, the Earlof Mexborough,
the Earl of Mausticld, and John Temple
Leader. Her Majesty has seen eleven Lord
Chancellors, ten Prime Ministers, six Speak-
ors of the House of Commons, at least three
bighops of every sec, and five or six of many
seces.  Five Archbishops of Canterbury, and
six Archbishops of York and five Com-
manders-in-chief.  She has scen five Dukes
of Norfolk succeed cach other as Earls Mar-
shal, and has outlived every duke and duch.
ess and every marquis and marchioness who
bare the rank in 1837,  She has seen seven-
teen Presidents of the United States, ten
Viceroys of Canada, fifteen Viceroys of
India, and France successively ruled by one
king, one emperor and six presidents of a
Republic,”
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half. The populations of the colonies
aggregate eleven millions and stesdily
continue to increage.”

In 1837, the subjects of the
Queen numbered 127,000,000, now
they number nearly 300,000,000.
The population of the United
Kingdom was 26,000,000; now
38,000,000. It is also estimated
that 6,000,000 emigrants of British
and Irish origin have left Great
Britain during the sixty years of
Her Majesty’s reign.  Add these
and we find that the rate of in-
creasc in the United Kingdom
would have been as much as 653
per cent.

The imports of the United King-
dom have increased in sixty years
from £66,00,000 to £374,000,000,
and the exports from £58,000,000
to £271,000,000. During the same
period the imports of the British
possessions have increased from
£26,000,000 to £216,000,000, and
the exports from £30,000,000 to
£218,000,000. The public revenues
of the United Kingdom have
grown since the Queen’s accession
from £47,240,000 to over £100,-
000,000 in 1806, and of the British
possessions from £23,000,000 to
£115,000,000. In 1837 the ship-
ping entered and cleared at ports
of the United Kingdom was
0,000,000 tons; this year it will
reach 64,000,000 tons. In the
sixty yecars the average entered
and cleared at ports in the British
possessions has increased from
7,000,000 tons to 80,000,000 tons.*

Another writer on British pro-
gress has summarized the material
and general advancement which
has taken place as follows :

“Siuce Her Majesty came to the throne
her subjects have more than doubled in
number ; the trade of the mother country
has increased five-fold, and of the British

* It is not claimed that the statistics here
given are absolutely accurate, it being dith-
cult to get figures up to date. They arc,
however, sufficiently exact for the purpose
of comparison.—Eb.
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possessions eight-fold. The public reve-
nue has nedrly doubled at home, and in-
creased five-fold in the possessions of the
Empire. The shipping has increased
in the British Isles nine-fold, and in
the Colonies eleven-fold. In the same
period railway, telegraph, steamboat con-
struction, improvements in machinery,
and the appliances and facilities for travel
and trade have grown to gigantic propor-
tions. These are marvellous figures of
material progress within one reign. But
what is quite as important is the fact that
the enlightenment, enfranchisement, and
bottered condition of the masses, the
growth of civil liberty, of art and culture,
have kept pace with the vast strides in
population, trade and wealth.”

But the most vital and influential
elements in a nation’s life and his-
tory are the moral and religious.
The record in Church work, Sab-
bath-schools, Home and Foreign
Missions, and the various depart-
ments of Christian activity, during
the Victorian era, stands unex-
ampled by any similar period in
the past. The givings of the pco-
ple for the support of definite re-
ligious objects have increased year
by year, and the rapidity with
which additional humane and re-
ligious agencies have sprung into
existence has been truly surprising.
In the list of anniversaries held in
London in the month of May, we
counted about two hundred differ-
ent benevolent and religious or-
ganizations meeting for review of
the year’s work and for the further
development of the various noble
ends they have in view. In 1837
the expenses of the British and
Foreign Bible Society were in the
vicinity of half a million of dollars;
for the present year the outlay will
reach necarly one million and a
quarter of dollars.  And of the
total issues of about one hundred
and fifty million copies of the
Scriptures, about one hundred and
forty millions have been sent forth
during the same period.

In a special sense Great Britain
may be said to be the great mis-
sioner of the globe, and its capa-

bility for larger endeavours for the
world's evangelization is increas-
ing from year to year.

¢‘The legislative achievementsof the last
sixty years in England are most imposing,
as they are sketched by Mr. Gladstone.
Slavery has been abolished, the rigours
of the old Criminal Cude have disappear-
ed, the combination of laws which pre-
vented the working population from ob-
taining the best price for their labour
have been repealed, the abuses of the
Poor Law have been done away with, the
Inbourer has better security for life and
limb, and fuller assurance of the compen-
sation of survivors in case of death, the
scandals of labour in mines and factories
have been removed or reduced, the people
have good schools, and are under legal
obligation to use the privilege. Postage
has been cheapened, and information
through & free press, which was formerly
cut off from the multitude by a stringent
tax, is now at easy command. They are
more lightly taxed, and taxes are paid to
the State for needful government, instead
of to the wealthy classes. Added to these
are the removal of religious disabilities,
the abolition of Church rates, reform in
the laws of marriage, abrogativn of the
University tests, benefits conferred on
farmers by the Ground and Game Act,
flogging abolished in the Army, and the
press-gang  in  the Navy, purchase has
ceased to be the means of obtaining mili-
tary promotion, posts in the civil service
have been opened to character and talent,
without distinction of class, and right
has begun—though with a checkered his-
tory—to asseit itself against wrong in the
government of the Ivish people.”

With these glowing descriptions
of the wvaried achievements and
advancements secured under Her
Majesty's reign, it is not for us to
say whether the future shall be as
the past, or whether events tran-
spire which shall arrest the onward
and upward movement of the most
powerful nation in the world to-
day.  With its national life and
character so deeply rooted in the
s0il of a grand historic past, and
perpetually nourished by the rich
spoils of past generations and the
progressive influences and prin-
ciples of to-day, there is no danger
of exhaustion or decay. On the



434 Methodist Magazine and Review.

contrary. the ever-widening ten-
dencics of the time seem to indi-
cate a still firmer consolidation
and unity of the Empire which, if
realized. will give additional fustre
to the Pritish throne and secure
for it a still larger increase of au-
thority and power among the pco-
ples of the world.

Our beloved Queen has fur-
thered to the utmost of her power
all the elements of progress which
have distinguished her lengthened
and auspicious reign.  She has
given a bright personal example,
which every sovereign may well
copy.  The people will celebrate
her jubilece in thankfulness for the
past aind hopefulness for a still
more glorious future.

We cannot better close our ar-
ticle than by quoting the National
Anthem. as adapted for the cur-
rent vear :

God save our gracious Queen,
Long live our noble Queen,
God save the Queen,
Send her victorious,
Happy and glorious,
Loug to reign over us;
God save the Queen.

Thy choicest gifts in store,

On her be pleased to pour,
Long may she reign.

May she defend our laws,

And ever give us cause

"T'o sing with heart and voice,
God save the Queen.

Seed sown throngh sixty years,

Seed sown in smiles or tears,
Grant her to reap ;

Her heritage of fame,

Her pure and stainless name,

Her people free from shame,
Guard Thou and keep.

Q'er Tands and waters wide,
Through changing time and tide
Hear when we eall 5
Where’er our English tongue
To wind and wave hath rung,
Shall be our anthem sung :

God save us all.

Bathurst, N.B.

REJOICE !

BY AMY

Rejoice ! rejoice !

PARKINSON.

Though there hangeth a dark cloud o'er us,

Rejoice ! rejoice !

For the hope that beams before us,—

The bright, bright hope of a blissful life,

In the Iand where can enter no sin nor strife ;
Where death is not known, neither weakness nor pain :
And voices of grief will be never again—

But songs of deep joy, as the sound of a river,

Shall flow on, unbroken, forever and ever!

Rejoice! rejoice !

The clonud hath a golden lining !

Rejoice! rejoice !

And yield no place to repining,

In the hearts whose affections are centred above,
With Christ, our Redeemer, whose wonderful love,
In that land where no evil thing ever can come,
Prepareth for us an enduring home—
And will give us a part in the anthems of gladness
Which well up from hearts that shall know no more sadnesst

Rejoice ! rejoice !

Yea, even through tribulation!

Rejoice ! rejoice :

In the God of our salvation,

Who will lead us, at last, from life’s darkened way,
To the shadowless glory of heavenly day,
Through ages unending with Him to abide
Where the river of praise pours its jubilant tide—
And the cloud, now so sombre, shall show the clear shining,
Yeo after blest vear,—of its marvellous lining !
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THE

BY MISS M.

PRINCESS

ALICE.

MURRAY.

1 take her for the flower of womankind.”

PRINCESS ALICE.

Among the beautiful characters
which grace the history of the last
fity years, none illumines its pages
with a more peculiar lustre than
does that of the second daughter
of the Queen, and the mother of
the present Czarina of Russia. In
the truest meaning of the word a
Princess,—a King's daughter—
from her life on every side shines
that beauty which finds its highest
expression in the character of an
ideal woman.

Born April 25th, 1843, she
passed her early years happily and
uneventfully among the merry
group in the royal nursery. The
Queen and the Prince Consort
spared no trouble in the education
of their children. Despite the
pressure of state duties, they
found much time to be among
them, to mould lovingly and wisely
these yvoung souls so especially

committed to their care.  \We find
the Queen writingy of her second
little Princess as a bright, sunny
little fairy, all smiles and dimples,
““the Dbeauty of the family, and a
very vain little person”  Again
she calls her “ the very dearest lit-
tle bijou.”

This wee morsel of rovalty soon
began to win all hearts.  For,
while her abundant vitality found
full vent in out-door sports and
fun of all sorts, from the first she
showed that heart overflowing
with love and tenderness which so
strongly characterized her maturer
vears. A pretty story is told of
her, night after nipht, on going
to bed, slipping under her pillow a
tiny silver box, containing a bit of
the tail and of the manc of her
favourite horse.

Although she mnever had the
brilliant intellectual activity of her
clder sister, the Princess Royval.
like her father, she showed an in-
tense love for the beautiful in
nature and in art. combined with
remarkable powers of observation.
In her studies she always excelled
in music and painting rather than
in other branches.  As she grew
older, her adoration for her father
led her to be his especial com-
panion.  Whenever possible. she
was with him, riding or walking,
until she became thoroughly im-
bued with his spirit.

When the marriage of the Prin-
cess Victoria to Prince Frederic of
Prussia (afterwards Emperor of
Germany), made the first break in
the family circle, the Drincess
Alice, although only fiiteen years
old, and still

“ Standing with reluctant feet .
Where the brook and river meet,
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bravely filled the vacant place of
eldest daughter.  She became
more than ever a companion to
her father and mother. When re-
leased from the rigid discipline of
the schoolroom, she often went
with the Queen to see the poor or
sick, and thus early ‘learned the
luxury of doing good.” On her
father’s Highland excursions, she
was always by his side, ready to
climb the steepest mountain. From
this time on, she studied, under the
guidance of both parents,
many problems of national life in
Furope, which were constantly de-
manding their deepest thought,
and some of which were after-
wards to mean so much to this
gentle girl.

In the spring of 1860, the Prince
Consort, writing to a iriend, says,
“ Alice has become a handsome
voung woman of graceful form
and graceful presence, and is a
Iielp and stay to us all in the
house”  Is it then any wonder
that when, that same summer,
Prince Louis of ldesse and his
brother came over on a visit to
Windsor Castle, love once more
proved himself “lord of all,” and
the close of the year found “ two
hearts bound fast in one with
golden chains.”

The betrothal was not one to
satisfy an ambitious girl.  Prince
T.ouis was neither wealthy nor in-
fluential. e had, however, a
warm, noble nature, and as the
Princess desired a happy home life
rather than wealth or power, the
voung couple were, in the words
of the Prince Consort, “ As happy
as mortals could be,”

¢ Love took up the glass of Time and turned
it in his glowing hands;

Every moment, lightly shaken, ran itself

in golden sands.™

Jut the dark cloud, as yet “no

bigger than a man’s hand,” was

gathering on their bright sky. In

March, the Queen’s first great per-

sonal loss came in the death of her

the -
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mother, the Duchess of Xent. The
grief of the Queen was naturally
very deep.  During this first trial,
the Princess Alice showed the
combined strength and tenderness
of her nature. «+ And well it was
that she could be such a support
and comiort to her royal mother,
for the shadow of a great sorrow
was approaching, which was soon
to darker that happy home.
During all this spring and sum-
mer the Prince Consort was far
from well, although unwilling to
give up social and public duties,
evein after the doctors had pro-
nounced the case low fever.
Through all his illness the Princess
was with him much, reading softly
with that *“sweet, penetrating
vuice, so like the Queen’s,” or
playing and singing his favourite
hymns. The afternoon of De-
cecmber 8th, his last Sabbath on
earth, she spent alone with him,
while the rest of the family were at
church.  She felt that she must
soon lase this beloved father, but
through it all the young heart was
very brave. Despite the agony
of spirit, she read and sang on
with calm face and unbroken
voice, leaving the burning tears
and bitter cries of anguish for the
cye of the Heavenly Iather alone.
On December 14th, 1861, the
end came. Then, indeed, it was
that the Princess Alice showed the
marvellous strength and seli-con-
trol of her nature. Putting aside
all feelings of personal loss, she
stood between the world and her
broken-hearted mother during
those days when the weight of
grief seemed about to crush the
widowed Queen to the earth.
By loving care and tactful draw-
ing out of her sympathies towards
others, she won the Queen back to
life and some degrec of activity.
How the pcople at large appre-
ciated this, and how dear she was
becoming to them, may be scen
from an extract from The Times :
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“It is impossible to speak too
highly of the strength of mind and
self-sacrifice shown by Princess
Alice during these dreadful days.
Her Royal Highness has certainly
understood that it was her duty to
be the help and support of her
mother in her great sorrow, and it
was in a great measure due to her
that the Queen has been able to
bear with such wonderful resigna-
tion the irreparablc loss that so
suddenly and terribly befell her.”

At last, on July 1st, 1862, after
so many months of waiting, Prince
Louis received his bride. The
ceremony took place very quietly
in the dining-room at Osborne,
and, a few days later, after a short
honeymoon at St. Clare, came the
parting from the old home and the
old life. Many a blessing and
many a heart-felt prayer for her
happiness followed the English
Princess as she set sail for her
new home in a foreign land.

On their arrival in Darmstadt,
Prince Louis and his bride re-
ceived a royal welcome. Where-
ever they went they were met by
addresses, music, or flowers. For
a while they made their home in
the palace of Prince Charles. The
rooms prepared for the Princess
were small, but very pretty, and,
as she says, “quite English”
How full her cup of happiness was
during this summer may be gath-
cred from an extract from a letter
to the Queen : “ If I say I love my
dear husband, that is scarcely
enough—it is a love and esteem
which increases, daily, hourly ;
which he also shows to me by
such consideration, such tender,
loving ways. What was life be-
fore to what it has become now ¥’

That winter was passed in Eng-
land, cheering the loneliness of the
Queen, and when the Princess and
her husband returned home in the
spring, they took with them a little
daughter lovingly named Victoria.
Motherhood and a free, happy,
home life daily enriched this deep,
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loving nature. DBrought up in the
strictness of the English court, she
found it delightful to come and go,
to market or elsewhere, as she
pleased. She visited much among
the needy and suffering, and, on
one occasion, with her own hands,
tidied up the sick-room of a poor
woman, smoothed down her bed,
cooked some food for her, and
even bathed the sore eyes of the
wee baby.

So passed on these bright days,
the quiet of her domestic life
broken only by a trip now and
then to England, or by a visit
from her sister, ““ dear Vicky,” the
Crown Princess of Prussia, or from
other members of the Royal
Family. Once again, however,
the angel of death was hovering
over them. First went her sister-
in-law, Princess Anna, “Das
Prinzesschen,” as she was fondly
called by all; then her Russian
cousin, the Czarewitch. These
sad partings only called from the
Princess the carnest prayer : “ Oh,
that I may die having done my
work, and not sinned with omis-
sion to do what is good, the fault
into which it is easiest to fall”
After that came the death of
“Uncle Leopold,” King of the
Belgians, to whom the Queen had
always looked as to a father, and
the Princess was constrained to
write to her mother : “ The future
world seems so like a real home,
for there are so many dear ones to
meet again.”

In March, 1866, Prince Louis
and his family moved into their
new palace, “which,” the Princess
writes enthusiastically, ‘‘ reminds
me a little of Osborne, Bucking-
ham Palace, and even of Bal-
moral”  Scarcely had she begun
to feel secttled in this new home,
where, for the first time since her
marriage, she could indulge fully
her artistic tastes, when the war-
cloud broke over Prussia and
Austria. As one looks at the
great power of the united Ger-
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many of to-day, it is hard to rea-
lize that such a short time ago it
was for the most part broken up
into a number of small duchics,
reled by independent sovereigns.
At this time a number of thgse
were allies of Austria, and in the
event of war between that country
and Prussia and her allies, would
be compelled to draw the sword
against many of their own coun-
trymen.  This was particularly
painful to the Princess Alice and
her husband, as Hesse-Darmstadt
belonged to the Bund, and duty
compelled Prince Louis to fight
not only against his brother-in-law
of Prussia, but even against his
own two brothers.

Bravely did the Princess, al-
though in delicate health, help on
the preparations for war, getting
teady the hospitals, collecting beds
and even sending to her mother
for a supply of linen. The war
c.me almost to their doors, and
awhile the Princess lay ill in bed,
she could hear the firing of the
guns, and knew that her husband
was in the thickest of the fight.
On July 3rd, Austri. was de-
cisively beaten, and made peace
with  her conqueror. Prussia
would not, however, even make a
truce with the smaller German
states. Thc Hessians suffered
terribly, as the Grand Duke was,
for a long time, unwilling to give
way, and recognize the supremacy
of Prussia. Still the struggle
went on.  The Princess, like a
brave soldier's wife, although weak
and lonely, never thought of her-
self. Wives and mothers daily
brought their sorrows to her sym-
pathizing heart, which was never
so filled with its own anxieties that
it was not ready to hear and help
the troubles of others. The end
we all know. Prussia, thence-
forth. was supreme.

This comparatively miniature
war seemed but a preparation for
the terrible conflict which took
place in 1870-71. when war was

declared between France and Ger-
many. In this struggle private
wrongs were forgotten and all Ger-
many rose as one man, knit by a
common love for the fatherland.
Once more the Princess must part
from her husband. We see her,
like any other soldier’s wife, late
in the evening, walking with him
to the outskirts of the village,
where he was quartered, bidding
him a faltering good-bye.

The Crown Princess was very
anxious for her sister to go to Ber-
lin and stay with her during this
time, but she received the charac-
teristic reply : “ My place is here.
I am in beloved Louis’ home, and
nearer to him if I remain here. I
hope and pray for the best, and
bear what is sent to mie in com-
mon with so many others.” Once
more she took her place in caring
for the wounded, both French and
German, and preparing waggons
and nurses to go to the battlefield.
All winter this cruel war went on,
and it was not until March, 1871,
that the victorious German troops
returned home, and this faithful
wife was reunited to her husband.

In June of the next year, the
Princess writes to her mother of
the arrival of her fourth daughter,
whom she describes as “ a nice lit-
tle thing like Ella, only smaller,
and with finer features, though the
nose promises to be long;” and
she adds, “ We think of calling our
little girl Alix Helena Louisa
Beatrice.” She it is who now
holds the exalted position of
Czarina of all the Russias, and
who is brightening the life of one
of the most hard-working and re-
sponsible of earthly sovereigns.

The Princess Alice was passion-
ately fond of her children, and on
a beautiful May morning, in 1873,
the mother’s heart suffered that
terrible blow which was in reality
“the beginning of the end.” Her
darling. Frittie, the little boy who
had come to her during that lonely
winter of the Franco-Prussian war,
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was running between her bed-
room and- dressing-room, playing
with his elder brother, Ernest,
when a cry was heard, and before
the Princess could reach the win-
dow, her baby was lying a little
lifeless white heap on the terrace
below.

In 1877, Prince Touis became
Grand Duke of Hesse, and with
the increasing cares and responsi-
bilities of position, the Princess’
health did not improve.  Still she
was bright and cheerful, ever first
in all good works, and living
under the inspiration of her Mas-
ter's words: “Inasmuch as ye
have done it unto the least of
these, ye have done it unto me.”

Soon aiter, her little daughter,
Princess Victoria, was taken ill
with what the doctor pronounced
the dreaded scourge diphtheria,
and a few days later the rest of
the children and the Grand Duke.
The Princess Alice was over-
whelmed with grief, but. like
David in his sore bereavement,
when they told her that her
“sweet Maysie” was gone, she
bowed with meek submission and
said, “ It is God's will.”

The other children were so ill
that she dared not tell them that
they had lost their little sister.
When Prince Ernie would talk of
May,” and send his love and his
prettiest toys, the Princess would
smilingly answer him, although it
tore her very heart. Buf, as they
bore her darling babe away, the
mother overcame the Princess,
and we see a heart-broken woman,
weeping bitterly.
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In spite of all her care, by some
chance or other, Irince Ernie
learnt that his little sister was dead.
He was still very weak, and his
suffering on hearing of the loss
was so Intense that his mother in-
stinctively, in utter forgetfulness of
the doctor’s warnings, pressed him
to her heart, and gave him the
“kiss of death” She was soon
taken ill.  From the first there
was little hope of her recovery,
and the doctors had to tell her
husband, who was now but par-
tially recovered, that she must die.
When he came in to see her, she
smiled brightly. That evening,
after reading a letter from her
mother, she lay back, saying,
“ Now, I will go to sleep again.”
Early the next morning, she mur-
mured, “ May—dear papa,” and
the beautiful spirit passed away.

All that was mortal of England’s
darling Princess was taken to the
mausoleum at Rosenhohe, and
placed between “little Frittie” and
“ sweet Maysie.”

Never was woman more truly
mourned. By the force of her
own sweet, strong, womanly char-
acter, she made a place for herseli
in the hearts of all who knew her,
so that even now she “being
dead, yet speaketh,” and wherever
the English tongue is spoken, the
words “Princess Alice” carry
with them the thought of

¢ A perfeet woman, nobly planned,

To warn, to comfort and command ;

And yet a spirit still and bright,
With something of an angel light.”

Kingston, Ont.

THE PALACE AT DARMSTADT.



( 440 )

THE MORAL TEACHING OF THE OLD TESTAMENT.

BY EDWARD HARTLEY DEWART, D.D.

It is an indisputable fact, that
the trend of a good deal of the
theological thought of our times
is in the direction of depreciating
the inspiration and authority of
the Holy Scriptures. The current
disparagement of doctrinal beliefs,
even though based on Scripture,
the exaltation of the heathen re-
ligions, the theory that the Scrip-
tures are the product of natural
evolution, and the claim that every
believer may go to the living
Christ and receive direct revela-
tions of truth—all are exaggera-
tions of truth which tend to sub-
stitute something else for the writ-
ten word, in a way that depreci-
ates its value and authority.

It is easy to see how any one of
these theories may be presented in
a manner that would free those
who accepted it from depending
on the Bible as the only rule of
faith and conduct. It is not going
too far to say, that the chief dan-
ger to Christian faith in our day
comes from the acceptance of
theories which indirectly under-
mine the authority of the Bible.

Prominent among the signs of
this tendency are the assaults on
the moral teaching of the Old Tes-
tament. It is alleged that it pre-
sents unworthy conceptions of
God, and that actions are re-
corded as being done with divine
approval, which indicate a low
moral standard, inconsistent with
the claim for the Book of being
divinely inspired and containing a
revelation from God. The alleged
unscientific character of the Bible
need not be referred to here, as
this objection has often been an-
swered.

The Christianity of the New
Testament is so largely built upon

the Old Testament, and the divine
authority of the latter is so fully
recognized by our Lord and the
inspired writers of the New Testa-
ment, that it cannot be thrown
overboard, as if it was a weight
that it was desirable to cast off,
and to cut loose from which
would be an advantage to Chris-
tianity. This is a grave error;
the two Testaments must stand
or fall together.

A suggestive controversy on
this subject took place not long
ago in The North American Re-
view., That able writer, Prof.
Goldwin Smith, who in late years
has done much more to give pub-
lic expression to sceptical objec-
tions, than to strengthen faith, or
help the benighted into the light,
published an article in- which he
characterized the Qld Testament
as “ Christianity’s Millstone” 1In
this article he furbished up those
objections to the Old Testament,
which have been regarded as the
special stock-in-trade of sceptics
and infidels, and presented them
with unsparing vigour and fulness
of arraignment.

A reply to this article was pub-
lished in the same periodical by
Dr. G. C. Workman. The main
line of this reply was to the effect
that Dr. Smith’s objections only
applied to certain views of the
Bible, but were without force
against scholars who accept the re-
sults of scientific Biblical criticism.
Dr. Smith admitted the main con-
tention in this reply. He inti-
mated that "t was not against those
who hold Dr. Workman’s views of
Bible inspiration that his objec-
tions were directed; but against
those who hold the belief of the
orthodox Churches.
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T have no intention of here en-
tering into” a discussion of the
points raised in this article. This
would involve an examination of
the whole question of inspiration.
I may say, however, that the
theory of plenary verbal inspira-
tion, which assumes every word in
the Bible, in historic chronicles as
well as in prophecy, to be dictated
by the Holy Spirit, is open to
serious objections. It is not
affirmed in the Scriptures. It is
inconsistent with the use made of
historic documents, and with the
varying accounts of the same
events, and the different styles of
the sacred writers. This view,
which is not now very widely held,
gives undue force to objections
that are based on some special in-
cidents recorded in Scripture,
which are deemed unworthy or
immoral. But of this theory,
even so sound a critic as Principal
Cave says: “Whatever be the
popular conception of inspiration,
it would be difficult to find ad-
herents of this mechanical theory
among theological writers of to-
day.” From this it may be scen
that such objections as those re-
ferred to are mainly based on as-
sumptions as to what Christians
believe about the Bible, which few
theologians will accept or defend.

On the other hand, the theory
which regards the Old Testament
as the product of evolution, and
the inspiration of prophets and
apostles as similar to the afflatus
of the poet, breaks the force of the
sceptical objections against the
divine inspiration of the OId Tes-
tament, by surrendering those
characteristics which constitute'the
ground of its claim to inspiration
in the Scriptural and historic
sense. If we lower the Bible to
the level of the sacred books of
heathenism, only claiming for it
some dccree of superiority, and
magnify the human element in
Scripture and minify or ignore the
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divine and supernatural, in order
to evade the force of sceptical ob-
jections against the OId Testa-
ment, we pay a great price for
an empty victory. Such a victory
is defeat; for it gives up the very
claim against which the heaviest
artillery of the cnemy has been
directed; viz., the divine authority
of the teaching of the Bible.

The question. whether the Old
Testament teaching is immoral or
not, should be decided apart from
all theories of inspiration.  If its
religious precepts were shown to
be immoral, this would be a legiti-
mate argument against the divine
inspiration of such teaching. Dut
some things being in the Bible,
which do not comport with a
modern unbeliever's ideas of what
it should contain, is not a proof
that its standard of right and duty
is immoral and false. The alleged
immoral teaching must be first
fairly proved, before it can be used
as an argument against the divine
msp1rat10n of the Book.

It is worthy of being noted,
however, that the obJectlons to the
morality of the Old Testament are
mainly based on incidents in the
narrative portions of Scripture,
which were either reproductions
of previous records, or statements
of things within the personal
knowledge of the writers. No
theologian maintains that these
chronicles were special revelations
from heaven. We believe these
historical writers were truthful and
trustworthy; but even if these re-
cords contained a mistake or error
on any point, this would certainly
not disprove the inspiration of the
prophets, who proclaimed great
religious truths and predicted
coming events, which only God
could have revealed to them.

We are not shut up to the ac-
ceptance of either the rationalist
or the verbal theory of inspiration.
Tt is better to come to the studv of
the Bible without any preconceived



442

theory; and to form our judgment
of it from the character of its con-
tents and the testimony of the pro-
phets and apostles, as to the way
in which they received their re-
velations of truth. An eminent
Biblical scholar, who has written
with learning and rare discrimina-
tion on the inspiration of the Old
Testament, says : “The prophets
represented themselves as pecu-
liarly the confidants, and therefore
the messengers, of Deity; and our
entire examination of their posi-
tion has strengthened our convic-
tions of the truthfulness of these
speakers for God.” Every un-
biased student of the Hebrew pro-
phecies will be led to a similar
conclusion.

The methods by which some
writers have tried to show that the
moral teaching of the Old Testa-
ment is “crude and low,” cannot
be commended for their fairness.
To select as proofs of this charge
exceptional events, like those of
Jael and Sisera, Samuel and Agag,
and the slaughter of the Canaan-
ites, and to pass over the moral
and religious teaching of “the
Law and the Prophets,” is certain-
ly not the way to get a true idea
of the ethical standard of the
Hebrew Scriptures. It is freely
admitted that there are incidents
in the Old Testament which indi-
cate a lower moral standard than
that of the New Testament or the
present time. But though we do
not regard the Scriptures as a pro-
duct of evolution, we admit that,
as time went on, the Old Testa-
ment itself shows a development
of doctrine and moral teaching.
The fuller revelation of God’s will
shed clearer liglit on the duties of
life. It is not generally deemed
just to judge the acts of even good
men, by the standards of a time of
greater light than that in which
they lived.

We would not accept the deeds
of wickedness, which take place in
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Christian countries, as an evidence
that the moral standard of the
New Testament was “low and
crude.”  The conduct of people
generally falls below their stand-
ard of right. Why should a dif-
ferent rule be applied to the people
of Israel ? Our Lord, though He
appeals to the authority of these
Scriptures, intimates that some, at
least, of these laws were given by
Moses, in consideration of the con-
dition of the people for whom they
were intended.

Those who uphold the moral
teaching of the Old Testament are
not disposed to imitate the prac-
tice of the “higher critics,” and
declare that every passage which
does not agree with their views is
an interpolation. But we do say,
when we have the mind of God re-
vealed in clear statements of
human duty, we cannot easily be
justified in ascribing to Him an
approval of deeds, which His own
laws and precepts positively forbid,
even though some things may be
hard to explain. These moral
precepts and truths are so numer-
ous and explicit, that we are not
left to exceptional and ambiguous
incidents to know what the God of
Israel approved, or to judge of the
standard of morals among the
Hebrew people.

We can best judge of the moral
ideas of a people by their con-
ceptions of God and duty. Tried
by this standard the ethics of the
Hebrew people were far from be-
ing low and crude. First of all,
there should be a just recognition
of the high ethical code embodied
in the Ten Commandments. Even
critics, who dislocate the Penta-
teuch into conflicting fragments,
admit the early date of the “ten
words.”  Here the worship of the
one living and true God is en-
joined : idolatry and irreverence
are forbidden; the observance of a
day of sacred rest and obedience
to parents are commanded; mur-
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der, dishonesty, adultery, and
falsehood are solemnly forbidden;
and even selfish covetous desires
are branded with divine condem-
nation. No one can truthfully
say, that a people recognizing
their obligation to observe such a
moral code had a low ethical
standard.

Men’s conceptions of God in-
dicate the character of their mor-
ality and religion. We know that
ancient nations whose claims to
culture and intelligence were not
small, represented their deities as
revelling in the same guilty vices
as their worshippers. But what
is the character of the God of the
Old Testament? “A God of truth
and without iniquity, just and right
is He” (Deut. xxxii. 4)
am the Almighty God, walk before
me and be thou perfect” (Gen.
xvil. 1.) It is admitted that the
imperfection of language may
have sometimes caused the ascrip-
tion of human feelings to God.
But in the eagerness of some to
represent the God of Israel as a
cruel tyrant, the glorious repre-
sentations of His mercy and good-
ness, contained in the Hebrew
Scriptures, are thrust out of sight.
To Moses He revealed Himself as
“the Lord God, merciful and
gracious,  long-suffering  and
abundant in goodness and truth.”
(Ex. xxxiv. 6.) The fatherhood
of God was not, as some say, un-
known till revealed by Christ.
‘These Hebrew saints rejoiced to
know that, “ like as a father pitieth
his children, so the Lord pitieth
them that fear Him.” (Psalm
ciii. 13.) They knew that “the
Lord is nigh unto them that are of
a broken heart; and saveth such
as be of a contrite spirit.” (Psalm
xxxiv. 18) One of the early
writing prophets says : “ Who is
a God like unto Thee, that pardon-
eth iniquity, and passeth by the
transgression of the remmnant of
His heritage ? He retaineth not
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His anger forever, because He de-
liégl)lteth in mercy.” (Micah vii.
18.

The Old Testament ideas of the
duty of men to each other are
worthy of their divine source.
The same prophet just quoted
gives this comprehensive summary
of duty : *“ What doth the Lord re-
quire of thee, but to do justly and
to love mercy, and to walk humbly
with thy God ™  (Micah vi. 8)
To the question: “ Who shall
ascend into the hill of the Lord,
and who shall stand in His holy
place ? the answer is : “ He that
hath clean hands and a pure heart,
who hath not lifted up his soul
unto vanity, nor sworn deceitfully.”
(Psalm xxiv. 16)) The Hebrew
prophets faithfully condemned all
forms of wrong-doing, because it
was a settled principle of their
faith, that “the face of the Lord
is against them that do evil”
(Psalm xxxiv. 16) They de-
nounced all unrighteousness with
such searching power, that there is
no form of wickedness in the
earth to-day which does not come
under their righteous denuncia-
tions.

We fully recognize the “grace
and truth” that came by Jesus
Christ. It is not, however, neces-
sary to disparage the Old Testa-
ment, in order to honour the
greater light of the dispensation of
the Spirit. The Old Testament
representations of the majesty and
goodness of God—its denuncia-
tions of all oppression and injus-
tice—its rich treasures of godly
experience—its lofty conception of
personal righteousness—its sym-
pathy with the poor and down-
trodden—its prophetic revelations
of great truths—and its inspiring
predictions of the world’s Re-
deemer, disprove, as with a voice
from heaven, the unjust allegation
that the moral teaching of the Old
Testament is “low and crude”
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THE DOGGER.

J. G. ANGWIN.

A PASTORAL CALL IN THE DOWNS,

M. D. S. F.  There has been
developed in these latter days an
almost infinite number and variety
of combinations in capitals, the
meanings of which are not by any
means upon the surface. The
little daughter of the fisherman,
who had found Christ * Nor'ard
of the Dogger,” and had brought
the Saviour home in his heart, to

sweeten and beautify
the family life in the
cottage by the sea,
translated the mys-
tery as—“Mother
Doesn’tScold Father”
when she saw the let-
ters embroidered on
the breast of a new
guernsey which the
father wore. This
translation was a tri-
bute to the value of
the “Mission to Deep
Sea Fishermen,”
which was originated
by Mr. E. J. Mather
in 1881, and is still
prosccuted with zeal
and success. A re-
cent article in this
magazine, from the
pen of Dr. Grenfcl],
indicates that the
work of the mission
has been extended to
this side of the occan,
and has, under car-
nest labours of the
missionaries, been
made a blessing to
many of our own peo-
ple of Canada and
Newfoundland.

We are scarcely to
be blamed if, largely,
we are ignorant
that the North Sea is one of the
most important fishing grounds off
the British coasts; and that more
than twelve thousand men are em-
ployed there in prosecuting deep
sea fisheries during every month
of every year. The magnitude of
the fresh fish trade of London is
scarcely to be estimated by thosc
who dwell inland, nor indeed by
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those who may, on our own coasts,
be interested in similar industries.
We can least of all estimate the
peril and danger which surround
these men, when, too far from land
to run for shelter, they are com-
pelled, in the dreariest winter
weather, to ride out the severest
gales or founder.

Inquiry and examination elicited
the fact that in one of the fleets,
manned by 1,500 men and boys,
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“Could anything be done for
these men ?” was the question
which agitated Mr. Mather’s mind
and which at last launched the en-
terprise, some of the incidents of
which it is our pleasure to
chronicle.

Something could have been done
by distributing among the smacks-
men, as they left their home port,
a few thousands more or less of
tracts and other religious publica-

¢ BOOKS

scarcely a score of professing
Christians were to be found—that
the men when at sea were subject
to temptations to drink and gamble,
and brought ashore with them the
habits they had contracted on
board their smacks—that at all
seasons they were in constant dan-
ger of severe maiming, and often
of instant.death, through accidents
of various kinds, some arising
from the perils of the sea, some
from the frenzy of strong drink.

.

AND

'BACKEY.”

tions, But such work would
have been ineffectual as cheap.
Earnest, honest labour, rightly
directed and wisely brought into
operation, by which humanity’s
helpful hand might actually touch
the needs and encounter the diffi-
culties of the situation, was needed.

Not the least of these difficulties
was the presence with each fleet
of one or more “copers) A
coper is a floating grog-shop and
gambling hell, which at times
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covers up its nefarious trade with
the more honest sale of tobacco
and a few articles of clothing.
These copers were, for the most
part, Belgian, and providing the
fisherman’s luxury, tobacco, at a
much cheaper rate than it could
be purchased on English soil, used
the article as a decoy duck. The
fisherman, coming on board the
coper for his tobacco, was tempted
with strong drink, and not often
in vain.  The results were always
sad, and somietimes tragic. One
of the men tells a ferrible tale.

Methodist Magazi
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stop an’ think it over, and collect
myself when I tells this ’ere yarn.
As I was sayin’, some of ’em were
just like maniacs with the drink
they'd stowed aboard, and present-
Iv one of 'em goes tearin’ and
swearin’ about the deck, an’ then
tuk a leap straight bang over into
the sea !

“We, all of us as were sober,
rushed to the side the very moment
he jumped overboard, but quick
as we were, we were only just in
time to see him right away down
in the clear blue water, just like a

FERRYING THE FISH—BAD WEATHER.

“Well,” he says, “it came
about in this way. The weather
was very calm, and one fine morn-
1’ six skippers came aboard carly
and spent the hours drinking
spirits, 3y about midday several
of ‘em were Ivin® about the deck
dead drunk; others were muddled
and stupid, but some of ’em
seemed as if the drink had all gone
to the' - brain. and turned “em rav-
ing mad. T wish that was the end
of the storv. It always makes me

tiny speck far below us, an® in an-
other second he was gone out of
sight forever.”

To cope with the coper, or
trader, as the word means, was a
difficulty of colossal magnitude,
but it was successfully met—met
by the use of the same decoy duck.
After many cfforts the mission
sccured from the Customs the
privilege of taking tobacco out to
the fleets in bond, that is, without
duty, and as if for export. This
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permitted_the sale of the weed to
the smacksmen at as cheap a rate
as the coper.

A visitor to Bridge House, the
mission headquarters, would be in-
terested to notice a procession of
men, cach of whom carries a
heavy tobacco case down the steps
to Blackfriars Pier, and presently
a wherry is observed, putting off
into the stream, rowed by a couple
of stout Thames watermen. If we
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Tobacco cases are promptly burst
open, bags of books, illustrated
papers and magazines, are f{reely
distributed, and there is a brisk
al fresco sale of woollen mufilers,
mittens, and so forth. It not un-
frequently happens that the cruis-
ing library is all cleared out within
an hour of the steamer’s arrival.
Here is a smacksman's opinion
of the whole matter : “In the
whole fleet there wont be no

BRINGING 1 ATIENT ON ROARD.

follow the boat we shall see her
pull alongside the tier of fish-
carriers, and her load of cases
hoisted out upon the stcamer’s
deck. Two days later, they arrive
at their destination and are trans-
ferred from the steam carrier to the
mission-smack.  This process is
not unobserved by the crews of
surrounding vessels.  They scent
the prey from afar, and presently
swoop down in cager crowds upon
the vessel bearing the blue label.

church, no Gospel. no book to
read, not a bit of help noway to
the poor fellows—nothin® but the
coper, | astways not unless one of
the mission-ships has joined the
fleet.  If vou'd been among the
trawlers as long as I've been. and
knew their life as  well. you'd
wonder they weren't ten times
coarser nov they hbe. No home,
no church, no preacher, no Bible
—leastways not save the Christian
men, and there are some good
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‘uns—no anything but the coper.
That’s what trawlers nced, some-
thin’ better nor the coper.  If you
want to help the trawlers you must
do it at the fleets.”

That fisherman was right. The
best time to help the trawlers is
when they are cnt off from every
other source of help.

The presence of the men on
beoard the mission-smack for their
supply of books gives opportunity
for holding many an impromniu
prayer-mecting and for much quiet
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prized and often brought into re-
quisition. Broken limbs, mangled
hands, crushed in handling trawl
gear, or bruised between the car-
rier and boat in the attempts to
transfer fi<h trunks in a heavy sea
—contusiors and wounds of many
kinds are all too common.

The skipper of the mission-ship
Cholmondeley writes : “ Last voy-
age a great deal of medical work
was done in the fleet. In one
case a poor lad came on board
who had been struck by a rope,

A~
B

RSECED,
e

TEA AFTER SERVICE.

personal work.  Under such cir-
cumstances, the seed is frequently
sown which afterwards bears fruit
unto life everlasting.

Every mission-smack is fitted up
with a well equipped dispensary.
The captain is always trained n
“How to give first help to the
wounded,” and has been taught to
prescribe for ordinary ailments, so
that in the absence of a properly
qualified physician the suffering
need not remain without efficient
help. This is a boon highly

which had made a terrible gash in
his cheek, and he had at the same
time fallen on a picce of iron and
cut his head badly. e dressed
his wounds, and by doing so the
skipper was able to keep him at
sca, for in a day or two he was
well enough to be back at his
work.”

From the Albatross the follow-
ing is reported : “A man was
brought on board with his ankle
disiocated. T put the poor fel-
low’s leg up, and sent him away to
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his own_vessel much relieved, and
very thankful for what we had
done for him.  After No. 1 patient
had left, another came with his
wrist strained and badly swollen ;
then a man came aboard with his
hand poisoned; after dressing it I
gpoke of the Lord Jesus Christ.”

“JACK, WHAT ABOUT YOUR RELIGION Now {”

TFrom these brief reports it will
be seen that while care is given to
the body and its sufferings are re-
licved, the soul is not neglected.
Occasionally as the opportunity
may offer, as well week day as
Sabbath—vhen the air is still and
the sea like oil, the men gather
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from far and near for a North Sea
session of worship.  Oh, ye dille-
tante dwellers on terra firma, who
weary with a service that much
exceeds an hour in length, here is
a genuine protracted meeting.
The congregation is composed of
rough fishermen, seated on fish
boxes on the deck of
a sixty ton smack. The
leader of the service is
the founder of the mis-
sion, and he has with
him two or three others
who have come to sce
and enjoy the new ex-
periences connected
with missioning on the
North Sea.

“All hail the power
of Jesus' name” rolls
over the sea, and is fol-
lowed by an extempore
prayer and the petition
taught by our Lord
himself, all joining, as
they  devoutly  kneel
upon the deck. Several
other hymns and pray-
ers follow, and at the
suggestion of a fine old
skipper, the service is
turned into an “experi-
ence  meetin’,”  which
proved by far the most
mteresting part of the
day’s proceedings. First
the old skipper rosc and
said :

“ Bless the Lord, I've
been on llis side for
forty years. As I stand
here to-day and look
around on this large
congregation gath-
ered willingly together on the deck
of this floating house of God, and
then in my mind’s eye look back
to the time, not so very long ago,
when there were only two besides
myself in  this great fleet who
*knew the joyful sound,” I am lost
in wonder, love, and praise.
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Friends, my heart’s too full to say
much to-day, but this I say before
you all, I rejoice that I've been
spared to see this day, and I feel
inclined like Simeon to say, ‘ Now,
Lord, lettest thou thy servant de-
part in peace, according to thy
word, for mine eyes have seen thy
salvation.” ”

Then Skipper Joe burst forth in
a song of praise. In quick suc-
cession, testimony after testimony
is given to the good which had
been wrought on board the Bethel-
ship.  One told that at a valedic-
tory prayer-meeting, at a close of
a two months’ voyage, out of
nineteen skippers who were pre-
sent, seventcen had learned to
trust the Saviour on board the
Bethel ship. Prayer followed tes-
timony, and testimony succeeded
to prayer, while praise, heartfelt
and soulful, welded testimony and
prayer together.

The hours had flown by. With
the exception of a brief hall-hour
for refreshment on deck, there had
been a continuous seivice from
10.30 am. The evening is draw-
ing on, and the protracted meet-
ing closes with the Scriptures,
read from the capstan head. As
the clock struck seven, the congre-
gation separated. In the bright
moonlight the company on the
mission-ship talk over the won-
drous day and its events.

Gladly would we linger over
these triumphs of the Gospel on
the stormvy waves of the German
Ocean.  Results we cannot tabu-
late or even guess at. Lvery voy-
age of the mission-ships,—tlicre
are many now engaged,—the little
one has grown, not into a thou-

‘¢ Stern daughter of the voice of God!
Duty ! if th.t name thou love,
Who art a light to guide, a rod
To check the erring and reprove ;
Thon, who art victor and law
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sand, but into a sturdy strength,
successes multiply, souls are saved,
homes are Dbrightened, God is
glorified.

One of the best features of the
work is found in the complete vic-
tory gained over the prejudices of
the smack owners, who at first
were, if not opposed to, scarcely to
be considered in sympathy with
the mission and its work. Now,
year by year constantly increasing
subscriptions are forthcoming, and
in various ways sympathy with the
work is showa.

The right to bear the title
“Royal” was not early accorded
to the enterprise. In 1887, Her
Majesty became, through the in-
fluence of the Princess Christian,
interested in the work, and sent in
her first donation of £g0. This
was followed in the same year by
the Queen becoming a patron,
which honour was upecifically
stated not to “carry with it the
right of * calling the society
‘Roval”’” Subsequently this privi-
lege was bestowed, and now the
mission is known as the “ Royal
National Mission to Decp Sea
Tishermen”  These proofs of
roval sympathy have produced
deep thankfulness in the pro-
moters of the mission, and also
have an undoubted effect upon the
public mind, in quickening exist-
ing intcrest, and awakening in-
quiry in quarters where the Mis-
sion to Deep Sea Fishermen is at
present unknown.  The effect up-
on the smacksmen, true and loyal
subjects already, will be to deepen
their devotion to Her Majesty’s
person and the realm.

Durlington, N.S.

When empty terrors overawe,
From vain temptations dost set free,
And calm’st the weary strife of frail
humanity !”
— Wordsworth.
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A WELSH MINING STORY.

BY HARRY LINDSAY.
Author of ** Adam Carlright's IVill,” ete.

CHAPTER V.
THROUGI" THE PARK,

While we have been looking at
George Ford quite another scene
has been enacting in the firen:an’s
cottage.

In accordance with his expecta-
tion, Edward Trethyn had found
the fireman at home and alone.

“Come in, Mr. Edward, and
welcome,” exclaimed Seth Roberts
on answering Edward’s knock at
the door. “ I’'m right glad to see
you. Take this chair, Mr. LEd-
ward, and draw it close up to the
fire; it’s summat raw to-night.”

“ Thank you,” said Edward, and
immediately placed his chair on
the opposite side of the fire to
Seth’s.

“Youwve brought me some
news ? queried the fireman pre-
sently.

“Yes ;
Edward.

The fireman’s face was a study,
and its quickly changing colours
spoke volumes for what he felt
within.  Both surprise and fear
expressed themselves in his coun-
tenance, and he could scarcely
find words to speak. When he
did his voice was hoarse and
broken.

“ Can it be possible ?” he gasped.

“I'm more than sorry to say
that it is,” answered Edward, toy-
ing with his hat and gloves. “And
the worst of it is that nothing on
carth or in heaven will alter my
father's determination once he has
made up his mind. He’s as—but
there, I mustn’t say all I feel.”

“We have the purchase-money
all ready,” said the fireman in a
pleading voice, yet with a startled

bad news,” answered

tone. “The plot is hardly worth
£50, but we have £200 in hand al-
ready. Our people never contem-
plated another refusal. Under no
conditions, will he not sell it ?”

Edward shook his head de-
murely.

*“ His mind is made up,” he said.

“Will he not, then, lease it for
a number of years, say g9 ?”

Again Edward only shook his
head.

“The trueth is,” he replied, “if
the truth must be told, he’s dead
set against Dissent.”

“ Bigotry,” muttered the fireman
fiercely, his passion suddenly get-
ting the better of him, and then
immediately apologizing to Ed-
ward for his hasty criticism.

But Edward did not speak. The
fact was he thoroughly concurred
in the fireman’s abrupt observa-
tion. For a little while he sat
cogitating.

*“Was the rector at Trethyn
Manor Jast night ? asled the fire-
man, at length breaking the
silence.

“Yes,” replied Edward, in great
surprise, and looking up quickly.
“Why do you ask ?”

“Was he present when you
mentioned this matter to the
squire 7

“Yes,” said Edward, still won-
deringly.

“Was his influence against us

Edward thought a moment, as if
tryving to discover whether he was
justified or not in answering the
question.  But he soon imade up
his mind, and at once replied can-
didly and unreservedly :

“ I confess that his influence was
against you,” he said, “though I
firmly believe Squire Trethyn’s de-
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cision would just have bheen the
same even were the rector for
you.”

“No,” exclaimed Seth Roberts
emphatically; “ Squire Trethyn is
a fair enough minded man when
he is not egged on.”

“Youre quite mistaken, Seth,”
said Edward; ‘“the blank refusal
is altogether the squire’s own do-
ings.”

“ I’Il never belicve it,” cried Seth
angrilv. “He’s led by the nose
by the parson, a man of sin and
the devil”

“Hush,” cautionct Edward,
“ don’t say that”

“T do say it, and will continue
to say it,” answered Seth stub-
bornly.

“No, no,” said Edward, depre-
catingly, “TI don’t think you will
You are angry now—"

“And always will be” inter- -

rupted Seth; “ until this wrong is
righted.”

“Well, well, let it pass,” said
Edward, anxious to keep the
peace.

“The parson wants converting,”
persisted Seth, “and perhaps then
he’d he a bit more charitable.
Wait till T meet him; I’ll preach
him a sermon that’ll go straight
home. T will”

“1If you do,” said Edward, “ I’ll
be very much annoyed with you.
I'm talking to you in confidence
now, and I don’t want any words
of mine to cause any unpleasant-
ness between Mr. Thornleigh and
myself. You are speaking an-
grily, but I feel sure you’ll look at
things more reasonably and calm-
ly when youw’ve had time to think
them over.”

“Well, there’s nothing sinful in
being angry,” sullenly replied
Seth; and then, suddenly firing up
again: “ Wouldn’t you be angry if
your people were continually
downtrodden and treated ever-
lastingly this ’ere way? TFor
vears and years now this dispute
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has been goin’ on, and it's as far
as ever from the ending of it
Here we are, treated as an inferior
order of beings. It’s nothing but
class hatred. But were men for
all that, of the *same flesh and
blood as the parson and the squire,
and I tell you, and if you like, Mr.
IEdward, you can tell them
straight, the time has long gone
by for us to calmly submit to this
odious oppression.”

“What do you mean ?” queried
LEdward, looking up quickly, as he
caught some covert meaning in the
fireman’s words.

“Mean ™ cried Seth angrily,
his eyes flashing and his fist
clenched; “ I mean that we’ll com-
pel—" He stops abruptly; in
his passion he is lost for words, or
it may be that he is suddenly
alarmed at his own fierce vehem-
ence, for the next minute he
speaks more quietly, though not
less emphatically. “ Look here,
Mr. Edward, are we slaves?
Didn’t the same God who created
the squire create me and all our
people ?  And, therefore, haven’t
we a right to live ? Nay, haven’t
we a right to use God’s earth as
well as the parson and the squire ?
You needn’t speak; I know just
what you’re goin’ to say. You're
goin’ to tell me that the squire
owns the land, and therefore he
can do just what he likes with it.
Let the squire keep his land, but I
tell you -straight we’ve got to live
on it, and when we ask merely for
foot-room we're not going to be
denied any longer.”

Edward Trethyn was amazed.
He hardly knew what to say. The
fireman spoke so determinedly
that he was just a little bit fright-
cned. And he was convinced that
Seth did not speak merely from
impulse. What he now so forcibly
expressed was evidently the set
purpose of all his people.

“T hope you’ll do nothing rash,
Seth,” said Edward presently, as
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he lookcd down upon the fireman,
for he himseli had risen from his
seat and was now standing with
his back to the fire. “ There can
cnly be one kind of ending to
what you contemplate.  IEnglish
law, you know, is strong, and it is
against you.”

“1 know it,” said Seth, “but
Iinglish law must be altered.”

Edward slowly shoolk his head.

* Be careful, Seth,” he said, “ be
careful.  Youll certainly come to
grief and get the worst of it.”

“Would you blame us, Mr. Id-
ward—would you blame our peo-
ple-—if in their anger they razed
‘the manor’ to the ground #”

Edward was now indeed startled,
but he strenuously endeavoured to
keep his sang froid.

“Let me answer your question,
Seth,” he said, *“ by asking you an-
other. You're a religious man—
would your Bible blame you?
What is it that it says about every
soul being subject to the higher
powers

That was a splendid home-
thrust, which completely changed
the fireman’s opposition into docil-
ity. Xe immediately became amen-
able to this argument, founded as
it was upon his much-loved Bible,
and answered in a quieter tone.

“Yes,” he said, thoughtfuily,
“p'raps it would be wrong ; but
the other is wrong too.”

“But you must never do wrong
that right may come,” said Ed-
ward.

“No,” he assented, “but surely
there mus. be some way of
altering all the wrongs of the
world, all these oppressions, and
if T knew it I wouldn’t rest a mo-
ment until it was done.”

Edward resumed his seat, placed
his feet on the fender, took up the
poker, and stirred the fire.

“Well,” he said, “ what will you
do in this matter? Of course
vou'll have to first report to your
people”
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“Most decidedly, and without
delay,” answerer! Seth.  “I must
call at once a meeting to consider
the question.”

“Well, Seth,” said Edward,
“you must act judiciously ; you
must prevent any serious bother
arising.  If any of the fiery spirits
talkk of fighting it out, you must
put in the religious argument and
stop them.”

Seth looked annoyed.

“I can’t make you out, sir,” he
said.  * Sometimes I’'m inclined
to think you’ve got good inten-
tions toward wus, and then you
grow flippant again.”

“ Nay,” said Ec.ward, somewhat
sternly, “I’'m never flippant. From
your standpoint I’ll admit I may
appear irreligious, but 'm not
flippant in speaking of Bible sub-
jects.  I'm a good Churchman.
I rarely miss the services, and I
assist in every good work.”

Seth looked as if he would like
to preach the young squire a ser-
mon upon the text, “Yet one
thing thou lackest,” but his late
exhibition of bitter feeling was not
conducive to religious instruction.

“When our people meet to-
gether,” he said, “I shall leave
them to deal with the matter.”

“ Now, you must not do that,”
said Edward solemmly. “I’m on
your side in this matter, and I
should not like to see any of you
come to grief over it.  But, de-
pend upon it, the law is strong,
and if the squire is compelled to
put it into action, he'll show no
mercy. I know him, so be
warned. What you must do,
Seth, is to play the part of a good
arbitrator.  You must influence
your people to moderation, and
not let them go and kick against
the pricks. It won’t do, Seth, it
won’t do.”

“1 don’t think I’ll act any such
part,” doggedly replied Seth; “I've
got no inclination that way, and
would therefore have no heart in it.”
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“ But, Seth, won't you do it for
my sake P urged the young man.

*“Well, I dunno,” answered Seth,
hesitatingly; *“ mebbe I will, but I
don’t think it'll be possible to' re-
strain them.”

“Will you do your best ?”

The fireman remained silent and
did not answer. He thought well
of the squire’s son, and was anxi-
ous to humour him, and keep him
on the side of the people. But
Seth was naturally of a stubborn
temperament, and did not like to
yield a point. Though he was a
chapel man, and one of the leaders
of the people at the little con-
venticle, Seth Roberts possessed a
peculiar and unenviable disposij-
tion, and was by no means a
perfect example of the Christian
virtues. But the scorners did not
sufficiently know Seth, nor how
terribly bitter were his tears and
repentance after such outbursts.

“Will you do your best ?” urged
Edward.

A little more thought, and then
Seth gave the squire’s son his un-
equivocal promise.

“T will,” he said, “ God helping
me.”

It was not a rash promise made
in. a hasty moment, but one given
after calm and solemn deliberation
in his own mind. Yet it was a
promise made with great hesita-
tion, and one which in days to
come proved irksome to him; one
which he would gladly have avoid-
ed if it had not been for his word’s
sake, and one which in the future
often thwarted and baulked all his
own inclinations and opinions.
But he was faithful to it

Edward did not wish to with-
draw unceremoniously, and there-
fore he lingered awhile chatting
with the fireman upon topics in
general. An excuse, however,
was soon afforded him for taking
his departure. A knock came to
the door, and before Seth could
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rise to open it, several of the
miners—all chapel people, and
probably bent upon chapel busi-
ness—walked into the little room,
and Edward, quickly seizing
the opportunity, bade the fireman
adieu and went out.

It was almost quite dark when
he got into the street, and would
have been intensely dark but for
the silent shining stars above.
Which way should he take? A
moment’s hesitation, and then he
struck straight for the park. Did
any subtle influence lead him to
that decision, or was it only his
own unbiassed thought ? Which-
ever it was, had his resolution been
different much of this narrative
would not have been written.

“ Where was Rhoda to-night ?”
he whispered to himself as he went
leisurely along ; “strange that she
wasn’t at home.”

He had hoped to have seen
Rhoda at home, and was much
surprised at her absence. It
seemed to him most unusual, for
whenever he had called at the fire-
man’s cottage before she was al-
ways there. But he asked Seth
no question concerning her. After
all he had no special reason for
wishing to see her, and certainly
nothing in particular to say to her;
indeed, he hardly realized that he
was disappointed in not seeing her
until he was out of the house and
far on the road home.

By this time he had entered the
park and was in sight of the
manor, the lights from its windows
gleaming brightly through the
trees.  Suddenly, near the great
beeches which grew at the bottom
of the avenue which led up to the
squire’s house, Edward saw a wo-
man’s form come hurrying in his
direction. It was too dark to
clearly distinguish who she was,
but a certain instinct told him that
it was the fireman’s daughter. A
few moments and they were to-
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gether. _‘“Good evening, Miss
Roberts,” he said, lifting his hat ;
* whither away so hurriedly ?”

“I’m going home,” she said.
“I've been sitting with George
Ford alittle, reading to him to re-
lieve the tediousness of the long
hours of suffering, but it has
grown later than I thought, and
I'm afraid that father will be get-
ting anxious.”

“Oh, you needn't kill yourself
at that breakneck pace,” said Ed-
ward laughingly. “ I’ve just come
from your father’s house, and I'm
quite sure that he hasn’t missed
vou vet or noticed the lateness of
the hour. His mind is troubled
just now with more serious mat-
ters, and your safety, Miss Roberts,
he can always depend upon.”

“ Troubled ?” echoed Rhoda in
alarm, and catching at the word.
“Troubled about more serious
matters ? | What can you mean,
Mr. Trethyn ?”

“Father’s blank refusal to let
your people have that piece of
ground for your new chapel,” re-
plied Edward; “but let us walk
along, and I'll tell you all about it.”

“Oh! pray,” exclaimed Rhoda,
“don’t accompany me.  Just tell
me in a few words what has hap-
pened, and then I’ll hurry on alone.
I’'m not at all afraid, and I know
my way.” -

“It's a very long story,” an-
swered Edward, “and you'll chill
standing here.  Besides, I could
not consent to be guilty of such
ungallantry. I must see you
home, at least clear away from the
park.”

“ Please, no,” pleaded Rhoda ;
“ 1t isn’t far, and I shall be home in
a very little time. Really, I do
not need you to accompany me.”

“Then I must defer telling you
the story of the squire’s refusal,”
said Edward, “ or leave it to your
father.”

She was in a dilemma, and hesi-
tated a moment. She was anxi-
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ous to hear the story, yet loth to
permit him to accompany her.

“Come,” he said, *“to the park
gates at least, and on our way I'll
run_quickly over the whole story.”

Yielding to his persuasion; they
were soon walking along slowly
together, and LEdward was telling
her the news. But in spite of her
strong interest in the story her
heart was palpitating wildly, and a
nameless feeling thrilling her—a
feeling which was a strange mix-
ture of fear and pleasure.  What
if any one met them coming thus
slowly through the park, and in
the dark?  What would they
think and say ? Would not her
situation be mistaken, misjudged,
and perhaps the origin of scandal?
Jut what could she do?  Except
by pointed rudeness she could not
now dismiss the squire’s son?
He was only acting the part of a
gallant, and she could not be dis-
courteous to him. Nor did she
wish to make him return, for his
company was congenial to her.
Somehow, association with him
seented to exalt her and to lift her
to her true level. She was a col-
lier’s daughter, but she had been
so educated and trained that she
was equal to any society, and, like
the half-hidden flower stretching
out towards the sun, her secret
nature yvearned for a higher and
better companionship than that
which her lot commonly brought
to her. Therefore it was far from
her wish to dismiss the squire’s
son from her side, and though she
knew, or at least thought, it was
unseemly to be thus walking with
him through the park alone, she
consented to listen to his story, as
they slowly journeyed towards the
gates.

Soon he felt her trembling at his
side.

* Why are you trembling ™ he
asked anxiously.

“T’'m not trembling now,” she
answered. “I'm strong again
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now. I was only thinking of what
might corme of this refusal.  Qur
people have the sympathy of the
whole townsfolk, you know, and it
might mean—" '

She paused.

“ Might mean what ?” he urged
gently.

“QOh, I dare not think what,”
she cried, releasing her arm from
his. “But I do hope the squire
will be reasonable.”

“What is your fear ?” softly per-
sisted Edward.

“I really don't know,” she falter-
ingly replied, “ but such treatment
as the squire’s can only end in
strife.”

“Miss Roberts,” pleaded Ed-
ward, ‘“do be more explicit,” and
his voice had suddenly grown
husky. *“ You appear to know of
some fearful action already re-
solved upon. I want to help you
and to help your people. If I
only knew the workmen’s inten-
tions I might yet influence the
squire.”

But he had urged her too far.
He had imagined that some dark
plot was already in hatching to in-
jure his father, but as yet none
such existed. She had spoken of
fears, but only of fears which
naturally rose to her mind—fears
of indefinite form and shape—but
she knew of nothing arranged and
fixed upon. Nor was anything
fixed, and she assured him of this,
to his intense relief.

“Whatever happens in the
future,” he said presently, “ always
believe, Miss Roberts, that T am on
vour side and the side of your
people.”

They walked ‘slowly onwards in
silence for a little while, absorbed
in their own thoughts, until at
length Edward spoke again.

“Will vou remember that ? he
whispered.

“71 will,” she said.

“You will trust me ?”?

“Yes,” she answered lowly.
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They had now reached the park
gates, and were shaking hands for
parting. But their separation was
not yet.  As if loth to part from
her, Edward held her little gloved
hand in his and pressed it gently.

“If ever I can be of any service
to you in any way,” he said with
marked decliberation in his tones,
‘“do not hesitate to command me.”

He was plainly speaking in ter-
rible earnestness.

“Disputes may arise,” he went
on in the same deliberate tone,
“complications may occur through
onec thing or another, and it may
be impossible for me to see you—
to be near you to assure you that
I am one in heart and feeling at
all times with you and your people;
but whatever happens, Miss
Roberts, never doubt me.”

His serious manner greatly im-
pressed Rhoda, and she was grow-
ing somewhat alarmed. His words
were mysterious. Did he foresee
trouble? But what of that to her?
Their interests were so very much
divided, so very much apart, that
she was at a loss to understand
him. Yet he had evidently some
hidden meaning. And besides
this, the deep pathos of his voice
troubled her and touched her
heart. He spoke to her as if she
were his confidante, and on equal
terms with himself.

“You may need my help some
day,” he said.

Ah! he did not know it then,
but a time was coming when he
would be more in need of her help,
and when he would realize that
her influence and power were the
only things on earth that could
save him from the direst calamity
and from a fearful death. But
now he spoke as if he himself
were the only possible helper, and
as if he were forever above the
need of it.

“And now I won’t detain you
longer,” he went on. “ You'll be
able to find your way safe home?”
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“Oh, yes,” she replied, “I will
be there m a few minutes.”

“Very well; good night, Miss
Roberts I”

Yet still he held her hand. A
moment’s silence ensued.

“ Good night, Rhoda ;
Rhoda, good night 1”

As he spoke, fervently and pas-
sionately, with a meaning now
only too clear, he stooped and
affectionately kissed her upturned
face.

Then he was gone.

dear

CHAPTER VI

SQUIRE TRETHYN’S THREAT.

Rhoda scarcely knew how she
got home that night, but, for-
tunately for her, she reached it
long before the men who had
called to see her father on chapel
business had finished their de-
liberations, and she was therefore
able to stcal away to her own
room without her flushed face be-
ing noticed, and which, had it
been observed by her indulgent
father, might have occasioned
some awkward questioning.

Once safely in her own room
she flung herself upon the bed and
burst into a flood of tears. There
she lay for almost an hour, sob-
bing bitterly, her mind torn with
distracting thoughts, and her agi-
tation almost indescribable.

What had she done ? Had she
proved a rebel to all her upbring-
ing ? In the weakness of the mo-
ment had she disgraced her train-
ing ?  Why, oh, why, did she per-
mit the squire’s son to walk by her
side through the park? Worse
than all, why did she let her heart
dwell upon his honeyed words-?
She called herself a score of hard
names, and severely blamed her
own weakness,

“I ought to have been firm,”
she moaned; “T ought not to have

30
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countenanced him. Oh! what
would the world say if they knew
it?  What would the folk at the
chapel say ?  And have I broken
faith with Dick ?”

In the sight of God and man
she felt a guilty, undone creature.

It was impossible for her not to
realize the feelings of the squire’s
son towards her. He loved her—
of that she was convinced. He
loved her ardently and sincerely.
It was no light thing, his love, not
the mere passing fancy of a school-
boy, but something larger and
deeper, as proclaimed in the
pathos of his tones and in the
trembling and fervent earnestness
of his voice.  And she knew it in
a more sure way too. Her wo-
manly instinct divined it—it was
intuitionally known to her.

It was Rhoda’s intuition that
discovered for her young Edward
Trethyn’s love, and opened to her
a new world. And the discovery
troubled her; but what troubled
her most was her ccnscious recip-
rocation of that love.  Yet, could
she help it? If the squire’s son
had touched some latent chords
in her heart which no one else had
touched, which another had failed
to touch, could she help it thus
vibrating in response to that
touch? But Dick—poor Dick
Fowler, what of him? Had she
not promised herself to him, and
was it now honourable on her part
to have thus encouraged—was it
encouragement P—another to tell
or show his love? But stay!
Had she promised Dick Fowler ?
Had she indeed made such a
specific promise ?  She felt she
had not, though she now saw that
her words on one occasion could
be thus interpreted. It was after
the last camp-meeting on the hills,
when she went slowly homewards
arm-in-arm with Dick. She could
recall the scene distinctly. Dick
was agitated and excited, and
spoke fearfully of an imagined plot
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of Edward Trethyn to rob him of
her love. She had ridiculed his
fears, but what had she said after-
wards ?  Was there not some
binding promise given ?

No, she was sure of it. No pro-
mise which related to a betrothal,
though there was a promise, a
solemn and an emphatic promise,
made by her of undying love to-
wards Dick. But of what kind of
love had she then spoken ? A few
moments’ deep thought, and then
she could easily remember of v-hat
she had spoken ; she had said
something to the effect of ever be-
ing faithful in her love towards
him, but the image in her mind at
that time was mnot Dick, the
matured man and the suitor for
her hand, but Dick as the child,
and as the companion of her
school-days.

But what were her true feelings
now ?  Did she not love Dick?
Yes, she did love him, and she
could not help confessing it to her
beating heart. Yet, oh the vast
difference in the character of her
love for him and in that of the
newly awakened love towards the
squire’s son! Dick she loved
with the first blush of maiden sim-
plicity; as one of her own order
with whon she was long and in-
timately acquainted, and whom she
had known and played with in
childhood—a matter-of-course kind
of love; and somehow she had
drifted—yes, that was the expres-
sion—into a courtship with him
without even the usual formalities
of asking; courtship and a be-
trothal which everybody seemed to
plan for her, while she herself had
very little thought of its real mean-
ing. It was only of recent date
that she had suspected the serious
purport of Dick’s words, and then
;chey had started and frightened
her.

And, after all, was Dick’s love
of the profoundest character? To
her thinking at that moment she
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had felt nothing special in it. It
had not touched any deep chord
in her heart. Until that night,
that mysterious, strong, undividad
love which a woman gives to a
man of her choice had not been
called forth from her heart. And
now he who had used the magic
words, who had thrown such a
spell over her, had suddenly be-
come to her her ideal. How
courteous, noble, kind, and good
he was! Good? The word
caught her breath ; was he indeed
good, as she had been taught to
lookk upon goodness > Was le
not merelvy a child of the world
and of sin? Had he ever known
the regenerating influences of the
Spirit of God ? The very thought
hushed for a time all her question-
ings, and stilled her ardent pas-
sion. Then came another thought,
a troublous one, and one which
she considered long and painfully;
one which she could not lightly
put away from her. What did
the blessed Book say about it?
She rose from her bed, lighted a
candle, and sought her Bible.
Quickly, almost feverishly, she
turned over its sacred pages, until
at last her trembling finger rested
upon these solemn words, “ Be ve
not unequally yoked with unbe-
lievers.”

The words terrified her.  What
had she done? Olh! how unear
the precipice of evil she had ap-
proached ! Her face burned with
shame, and horror filled her soul.
She felt a guilty, guilty wretch.
How ungrateful she had been!
How prone to wickedness!
Though not in act, in heart and
thought she had sinned, and
grievously too. To love a child
of sin,.to contemplate a marriage
with a worldling '—oh ! how base.
how wicked her heart !

“It all comes,” she whispered
penitently to herself, “ of not first
consulting God’s Word, and of fol-
lowing my own carnal judgment.
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1 amt humiliated. Gracious IFather,
pardon thy wayward, erring child!”

For another hour or so she sat
there in the darkness, her candle
having burned out, her weary head
resting upon her hand, and her
arm on the edge of the small
dressing-table~=thinking, thinking,
thinking. She “was full of re-
criminations towards herself, and
blamed her own wilfulness. She
looked upon herself as a back-
slider from grace, and under God's

displeasure.  Oh'! how her poor,
throbbing, aching brain was
plagued and distracted!  What

should she.do? To tear this new
passion from*her heart went sorcly
agaiust her will, but her duty was
plain, and in the end her training
triumphed.  She would forswear
Edward Trethyn’s love; she would
crush it out of her sou: at its very
commencement, and she would be
true to her father’s pcople and her
father’'s God. Nor would she
listen to the suggestion which then
came into her mind of the possi-
bility of Edward Trethyn’s conver-

sion. No, she was done with it.
So she thought. Then she went
to bed.

Hours after she had fallen asleep
Seth Roberts, sitting lonely in the
kitchen, his friends all having de-
parted, bethought him of his
daughter, and wondered why she
had gone so quietly to bed. It
was their usual custom to kneel
in prayer together before they
kissed each other good-night.
Years ago, when Rhoda’s mother
was alive, they had begun this
thing, and in the fifteen years
which had passed away since her
death Seth could not remember
having once failed in this duty, and
her unusual procedure therefore
fidgeted him. But he presently
put it down to his daughter’s con-
siderate thought.

‘“She found me busy with the
friends from the chapel, and I sup-
pose she thought it best not to dis-
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turb me,” he said to himself; “and
certainly it has grown very late.
She was evidently tired, poor dear,
sitting yonder reading to George
Ford.  Ah, well, she’ll get her re-
ward.”

He took his candle and went
himself upstairs to bed, just paus-
ing a moment at his daughter’s
door to listen to her regular
breathing, and to breathe a prayer.

But he could not sleep. His
mind had not rested since Edward
Trethyn’s visit, and his long argu-
mentative talk with his friends had

not increased his chances for
sleep.  Old Moses Watkins, a re-

tired miner, and one of the pillars
of the Church; Jesse Smith,
check-weigher at the Big Pit, and
one of the officers of the chapel ;
Stephen Harris, engineman and
Sunday - school  superintendent ;
Philip Matthews and young Joe
Williams, both lay-preachers and
miners, had all called to hear first-
hand the news, which had mys-
teriously spread like wildfire
through the little town, of the
squire’s stubborn refusal to sell the
land.

“ How did you know it ? asked
Seth.  “The young squire, as
you've seen, has just gone out.
knew nothing of it until he told me
just now.”

“ Some one brought it from the
manor,” said Joe Williams ; “no
matter who; but is it correct ?”

“I'm grieved to say that it is,”
answered Seth.

“Then it’s nothing but a down-
right piece of bigotry,” exclaimed
Joe Williams, angrily.

“And persecution,” said Stephen
Harris.

“Such as we’ve read of happen-
ing in the Middle Ages,” said
Jesse Smith, who was a bit of a
politician and a fairly well-read
man.

“But,” said the fireman, with
considerable vehemence, and a
strange light in his eve, “this is
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the nineteenth century, and not
the year of the Conventicle Act,
and Squire Trethyn must be taught
the lesson of toleration for all
sects and creeds, and that liberty
of thought and action must be ac-
corded to all classes of men alike.”

“What would you propose
quietly asked old Moses Watkins.

“I hardly know,” said Seth; “I
can scarcely trust myself to think.
My very spirit boils within me,
and, left to my own unrestrained
judgment, I might suggest some-
thing extreme.”

“We must carefully avoid that,”
said Moses Watkins.

“Yes, yes,” replied Seth; “ that’s
just what I’m anxious tc do.”

“ But this is an extreme case,”
urged Joe Williams, displaying a
little of the fighting spirit in his
face and tone.

“Quite true,” replied Moses,
“ but we must act discreetly. We
must give no occasion to the other
side to charge us with folly.”

“Folly I exclaimed Joe Wil-
liams. “If my way were had, we
should all march to-morrow in a
body to the manor and demand
the sale of the land; and we should
refuse to do another stroke of
work until the purchase was com-
pleted.”

Old Moses Watkins shool his
head in dissent.

“ We shall win the battle in the
long run,” he said emphatically.
“T've no fear of that. If were
all of one mind and resolute, we
shall finally effect our purpose, but
swagger will gain nothing.”

This thrust at the redoubtable
Joe went straight home to that
young gentleman’s heart, and
caused him to reply with asperity.

“Bah P he said, “ such namby-
pamby ways will never win any-
thing, and if our old friends here
are afraid to stand up for their
rights, they’'d better clear out and
leave the matter entirely to us
yvounger men.  We ain’t afraid of

Methodist Magazine and Review.

the squire, of the parson, or of
nothing.”

“You'll never succeed,” quietly
persisted Moses, “by demanding
your rights. Besides, English law
permits—” '

“ But not English opinion,” re-
torted Stephen Harris, at once
guessing the purport of the old
man’s words.

“Mebbe not,” answered Moses,
“but until English opinion be-
comes English law we must act as
law-abiding people. Pray, who is
to keep and respect the law if we
don’t ? We are to be examples
to others, living epistles read and
known to all men. Are we to dis-
grace our <ualling

The grey-headed veteran’s coun-
sel produced a moment’s cessation
to the angry contest of words, but
for not longer than a moment.
Every man’s soul there was filled
with great indignation at the
squire’s refusal, and the younger
men could not bridle their tongues
or subdue their feelings. Soon
they returned with bitterness to
the subject. But no agreement
was come to and no concerted ac-
tion planned.

“The best thing to do,” said the
fireman, “is to have a committce
meeting upon the subject.”

“Yes, at once” agreed Philip
Matthews, “and lay the whole
matter before them. We cannot
act ourselves. Will you convene
it, Seth ?”

“Yes—will
suit

“Very well, I should say,” re-
plied Jesse Smith.

“Then that's settled, friends ?”
queries Seth. “ No need to in-
form you again

“ No,” chorused several. “Sum-
mon the.others; we’ll be there.”

“Time ?” queried Joe Williams.

“ Oh! 7.30 p.m,, and at the usual
place”

And then the men went home.
But their going was no relief to

Friday evening
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Seth Roberts’ harassed mind, for
all through the long, dreary night
he lay tossing in his bed, continu-
ally reviewing all the circum-
stances of the trouble, and debat-
ing it with himself in every con-
ceivable light.

It dawned upon his mind that
his position was going to be a try-
ing one. The promise he had
giveu to the squire’s son was go-
ing to hamper him—a silly pro-
mise, he told himself, but ne would
be faithful to it, though now he
sincerely wished he had never
made it.  If the heavens fell Seth
Roberts would not go back on his
word; he had made the promise,
and he would keep it.

Earlier in the same evening an-
other scenc was transpiring at the
manor. Edward Trethyn, who
had left Rhoda at the park gates,
had arrived home within half an
hour afterwards, and had instantly
received a message from his father
to at once repair to the library.

He found the squire alone, sit-
ting at his open secretaire, his pen
in his hand, a sheet of paper before
him, on which, however, he was
not writing, and which Edward
seemed quickly to divine was only
intended to serve as a mask of a
plainly evidenced ill-humour. Ed-
ward had thought that his father
had sent for him to reconsider
with him his refusal to sell the
chapel people the paltry plot of
ground, but one glance was suffi-
cient to dampen and extinguish
any such hope.

“ Shut the door after you.” said
his father, as Edward entered,
“and then take that chair a few
minutes.”

Edward did so wonderingly.

“ Now,” said the squire, “ there’s
no need beating about the bush in
this matter, and, if I were ever so
much inclined to do it, I'm too
angry to waste time in doing it.
Yca know me, Edward: vou know
how I like to go straight to the
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bottom of the thing. I hate cir-
cumlocution, and therefore I'm
not going to practise it. What I
want to know is this—Is it true
that you have disgraced yourself
with Seth Roberts’ daughter »”

The question fairly took Ed-
ward’s breath away.

“ Goodness gracious, father!”
he exclaimed, “whatever do you
mean "

“Just what I say,” sternly an-
swered the squire. “Is it true, or
is it not true, that you've been
making love to that mincing
Rhoda Roberts and disgracing
vour name and family

“No, it is not true,” emphatical-
Iy replied Edward. “I have not
disgraced either myself or my
family in any way. What has put
this into your head

“Silence 1 cried the squire.
“ How dare you, sir, cross-ques-
tion me ?  As your father, I ask
you that question, and I want to
know whether it is or is not true ?

“And I have answered you,”
said Edward haughtily.

“Then I say” storined the
squire, all his half-smothered pas-
sion now bursting out, “that you
have not answered me. Have you
or have you not been making love
to the schoolmistress ?

“When ™

“When? Now, an hour ago,
vesterday, last week, a month ago,
any time? Iswt the question
plain ?”

“No; I've not been making love
to the schoolmistress,” said Ed-
ward coldly.

“Sir I exclaimed Squire Tre-
thvn, “let’s have no lying”

“Then you mean to force me to
say that I have been making love
to Miss Roberts, though I dis-
tinctly deny it >

“ 1 mean to force you to tell the
truth,” shouted the squire.

*And I have told you it,” said
Edward.
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“You
squire.

*“ But I have,” persisted Edward.

“1 say you have not, sir.”

“Then that’s an end of it,” said
Edward, warmly, and permitting
himself to speak much more freely
to his father than he was accus-
tomed to, “ and there’s no need for
further talk upon the matter. I’ve
given you my word of honour: if
vou won't accept it, why trouble
to ask me at all

“Js it not a fact, sir, that
vou've engaged yourself to Miss
Roberts

“ No.”

“Who, then, are you engaged
to 2

“No one.

*“ Not even Miss Montgomery?”

13 NO.”

The squire rose from his chair
and paced the room in great
wrath, breathing out harsh words
all the while. Presently he stopped
suddenly.

“ Look here, Edward,” he said,
shaking his finger warningly ;
“ I've got it on the best of author-
ity that you are habitually in Miss
Roberts’ society ; that you shun
Miss Montgomery and slight her;
that you turn your back upon our
church and people, and prefer
herding with colliers and frequent-
ing their camp-meetings; that the
rector—"

“Oh! that's it,” cried Edward,
not suffering his father to finish
the sentence; “the rector is at the
bottom of all this &lander, is he ?”

“It is not slander P thundered
the squire.

“Very much. of it is nothing
else,” said Edward, “but I’ll be
free and open with you if you'll
allow me

“Frec and open!” sneered Squire
Trethyn; ** do you know how to be
free and open? Do you call it
open to go clandestinely courting
with a wench who is immeasurably
your inferior, and bringing dis-

have mnot,” fumed the
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gracec uponus al ?  You, the heir
of Trethyn, contemplating to
bring home to the manor a low
collier’s daughter, and setting her
mistress over your sister’s home !
Do you call that freec and open ?
You—where are you going ?’ he
queried, stopping abruptly in his
sneers, for Edward had risen and
was moving towards the door.

“ Qut,” replied Edward; “I'm
not going to stay here to be ac-
cused like this on baseless charges;
I'm willing to be perfectly open
with you, and to tell you every-
thing, but not to be thus insulted.
I tell you there’s scarcely an atom
of truth in all you've said.”

Squire Trethyn was taken aback
by the outspokenness of his son,
and stood silent.

“1 have not neglected our peo-
ple,” went on Edward; “I have
not slighted them, or given them
any cause to think so. Nor does
any one so think, excepting it be
Mr. Thornleigh, and he most un-
justifiably.  Neither do I frequent
the preaching on the hills. I've
been there once or twice, and
p’raps will go again, but I do not
frequent the place. As for mak-
ing love to Miss Roberts, I have
not yet—"

“Not yet I’ gasped the squire,
aghast.

“ Not yet,” deliberately repeated
Edward, “but I hope to do so
some day. You may oppose i,
and spurn me for it, but that can
make no difference, for my heart
has gone out after her, and—"

“ Sufficient I testily exclaimed
Squire Trethyn; “I will hear no
more of it. That’s what yvou call
being open? You come here
with a dagger in your hand, and
strike a murderous blow at all my
hopes, and then you pose as the
candid, open-hearted son! You
—conie in, come in,” cried the
squire, stopping suddenly in his
strong indictment as a low tap-
ping was heard at the door, and
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the next -moment Lady Trethyn
and her daughter Alice entered the
room. ‘* Listen to this, Matilda,”
resumed the squire, addressing his
wife; “ Edward here vows his in-
tention of marrying Seth Roberts’
daughter.”

“That is not what I said,” re-
plied Edward. “Things have
not gone—"

“Sir,” thundered the squire,
*“don’t contradict me. None of
vour playing upon words. If I
did not exactly repeat your words,
I said just what you intend. And
it is not a time for hair-splitting.
He is going to make love and pro-
pose to Rhoda Roberts, Matilda.
Praps, sir, you’ll contradict that
next ”

“No,” quietly answered ILEd-
ward, “for that is much more in
harmony with what I did say.”

“You hear him, Matilda ?” cried
the squire. “ There you have it
for yourself. \Vhat do you think
of it ?

Lady Trethyn threw up her
hands in dismay, while her daugh-
ter Alice stood white and trem-
bling.

“My son,” she said, “youll
never do us this wrong, surely.”

“ What does he care,” cried her
husband, “ what injury he inflicts
upon us > If the family name is
disgraced and its prestige ruined,
what does he care? If our
heads go down dishonoured to the
grave, what does he care?  So-
ciety may spurn us, old acquaint-
ances shun us, friends slight us,
the doors of the gentry be barred
against us, and our mnames be
struck off the Court list; but what
does he care? Oh, that we
should have lived, Matilda, to see
this day. Why, its enough to
make one's ancestors turn in their
graves.”

Poor Edward was dumbfounded
at his father's vehemence, but re-
solute and determined.  His
mother’s dismay and his sister’s
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terrified face disturbed his mind
and tortured him, but there was
no hesitation in his mind as to his
duty. That, he felt, was to hon-
esily follow the dictates of his
heart, and to be faithful to his love.
But his speech was stopped. He
felt he could not reply to his
father’s hard words, for, though he
did not merit them, he knew too
well the pain his contemplated ac-
tion must have given his father.

*“ And that's what he calls being
open,” sneered Squire Trethyn,
still harping upon the words.

“It’s what you would have
wished me to do,” said Edward
meekly but firmly. “You would
not call me your son were I not so
open.”

“Open ¥ repeated the squire
with a slur.  “Then I'll be open
with you also. Listen. Miss
Montgomery ought to be your
wife; it has been my wish for
vears and years, as it has also been
Sir Charles. We have often
talked the matter over, and,
though neither of you knew it, we
have hoped and longed for it.
You have often been thrown in
cach other’s society, and if you
have been so insusceptible to Miss
Montgomery’s charms, she has not
been to yours. Hush ! cried the
squire, as he observed that his son
was about to speak; “when I've
done. But you cannot contradict
it.  What I tell you is true, and
you know it to be true—"

“Indeed, father, 1 do not,” ex-
claimed Edward.

“Don’t tell me that,” retorted
the squire; “I know better. She
loves you, and you have drawn
her into it.  To neglect her now
is mere trifling—”

“ Father ! cried Edward, “you
misjudge me—cruelly misjudge
me.  And I must really decline to
listen further to this—”

“I’ve done now,” interrupted his
father; “T've only just a word
mere to say, and then you can go.
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If you persist in your ridiculous
love-making and disregard my
wishes in reference to Miss Mont-
gomery, Ill—let me say the word
slowly and dispassionately, so that
you may understand that I’'m not
trifling with you—if you do this
thing, I say I’ll disinherit you and
will the estates to another.”

At the words, Lady Trethyn's
dismay was a thousand times in-
creased, and Alicc gave a sharp
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scream, while Edward’s face paled
with blank amazement.

“ Father !’ he exclaimed.

“You may stare,” quietly, but
with plainly marked wrath, said
the squire, “ but I mean just exact-
ly what I say. And P'll go fur-
ther. Unless you give me an
assurance in twenty-four hours’
time that you'll end it forever, I
shall at once send for Jeffries and
alter my will. Now you can go.”

THE CRUCIFIXION

OoF

PHILLIP STRONG.

BY CIHARLES M. SHELDON.

CHAPTER VII

The door of the class-room was
closed and Phillip and the trustees
were together. There was a mo-
ment of embarrassing silence and
then the spokesman for the Board,
a nervous little man, said :

“Mr. Strong, we hardly know
just what to say to this proposition
of yours this morning about go-
ing out of the parsonage and turn-
ing it into an orphan asylum.
But it is certainly a very remark-
able proposition, and we felt as if
we ought to meet you at once and
talk it over”

“It's simply impossible,” spoke
up one of the trustees. “In the
first place it is impracticable as a
business proposition.”

“Do you think asked
Phillip, quietly.

“Tt is out of the question,” said
the first speaker, excitedly. “ The
church will never listen to it in
the world. Tor my part, if
Brother Strong wishes to—"

At that moment the sexton
knocked at the door and said a
man was outside very anxious to
see the minister and have him
come down to his house. There
had been an accident, or a fight,
or something. Some one was
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dying and wanted Mr. Strong at
once. So Phillip hastily excused
himself and went out, leaving the
trustees together.

The door was hardly shut again
when the speaker who had been
interrupted jumped to his feet and
exclaimed :

“ As 1 was saying, for my part,
if Brother Strong wishes to in-
dulge in this eccentric action he
will not have the sanction of my
vote in the matter ! It certainly
is an entirely unheard-of and un-
called-for proposition.”

“Mr. Strong has, no doubt, a
generous motive in this proposed
action,” said the third member of
the Board; “ but the church will
most certainly oppose any such
step as the giving up of the par-
sonage. He exaggerates the need
of such a sacrifice. T think we
ought to reason him out of the
idea.”

“We called Mr. Strong to the

.pastorate of Calvary Church,” said

ancther; “and it seems to me he
came under the conditions granted
in our call. For the church to
allow such an absurd thing as the
giving up of the parsonage to this
proposed outside work would be
a very unwise move.

“Yes, and more than that,” said
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the first speaker, “I want to say
very frankly that I am growing
tired of the way things have gone
since Mr. Strong came to us.
What business has Calvary Church
with all these outside matters,
these labour troubles and unem-
ployed men and all the other mat-
ters that have been made the sub-
ject’of preaching lately ? I want
a minister who looks after his own
parish.  Mr. Strong does not call
on his own people; he has not
been inside my house but once
since he came to Milton. Breth-
ren, there is a growing fecling of
discontent over this matter.”

There was a short pause and
then one of the members said :

“ Surely if Mr. Strong feels dis-
satisfied with his surroundings in
the parsonage or feels as if his
work lay in another direction, he
is at lberty to choose another
parish. But he is the finest pul-
pit-minister we ever had, and no
one doubts his entire sincerity.
He is a remarkable man in many
respects.”

“Yes, but sincerity mav be a
very awkward thing if carried too
far.  And in this matter of the
parsonage 1 don’t see how the
trustees can allow it. 'Why, what
would the other churches think of
it ? Calvary Churcli cannot allow
anything of the kind, for the sake
of its reputation. But I would
like to hear Mr. Winter’s opinion;
he has not spoken yet”

The rest turned to the mill-
owner, who, as chairman of the
Board, usually had much to say,
and was regarded as a shrewd and
careful business adviser. In the
excitement of the occasion and
discussion the usual formalities of
a regular Board-mecting had been
ignored.

Mr. Winter was evidently em-
barrassed.  Ie had listened to
the discussion of the minister with
his head bent down and his
thoughts in a whirl of emotion
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both for and against the pastor.
His naturally inclined business
habits contended against the pro-
position to give up the parsonage;
his feelings of gratitude to the
minister for his personal help the
night of the attack by the mob
rose up to defend him. There
was with it all an under-current of
self-administered rebuke that the
pastor had set the whole church
an example of unselfishness. He
wondered how many of the mem-
bers would voluntarily give up
half their incomes for the good of
humanity. He wondered in a
confused way how much he would
give up himself. Phillip’s sermon
had made a real impression on
him.

““There is one point we have
not discussed yet,” he said at last.
“ And that is Mr. Strong’s offer of
half his salary to carry on the
work of a children’s refuge or
something of that kind.”

“How can we accept such an
offer?  Calvary Church has al-
ways believed in paying its min-
ister a good salary, and paying it
promptly; and we want our min-
ister to live decently and be able
to appear as he should among the
best people,” replied the nervous
little man who had been first to
speak.

‘“ Still, we cannot deny that it is
a very generous thing for Mr.
Strong to do. He certainly is
entitled to credit for his unselfish
proposal; no one can charge him
with being worldly-minded,” said
Mr. Winter, feeling a new interest
in the subject as he found himself
defending the minister.

‘“ Are you in favour of allowing
him to do what he proposes in the
matter of the parsonage P asked
another.

“I don't see that we can hinder
Mr. Strong from living anywhere
he pleases. The church cannot
compel him to live in the parson-
agC-”
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“No, but it can choose not to
have such a minister 1” exclaimed
the first speaker again, excitedly ;
*and I for one am most decidedly
opposed to the whole thing. [
do not see how the church can
allow it and maintain its self-re-
spect.”

“Do you think the church is
ready to tell Mr. Strong that his
services are mnot wanted any
longer ?” asked Mr. Winter coldly.

“I am, for one of the members,
and I know others who feel as 1
do if matters go on this way much
longer. I tell you, Brother Win-
ter, Calvary Church is very near
a crisis. Look at the Goldens
and the Malverns and the Albergs.
They are all leaving us, and the
plain reason is the nature of the
preaching. Why, you know your-
self, Brother Winter, never has the
pulpit of Calvary Church heard
such preaching on people’s private
affairs.”

Mr. Winter coloured up and re-
plied angrily, “ What has that to
do with the present matter ?  If
the minister wants to live in a
simpler style I don’t see what
business we have to try to stop it.
As to the disposition of the par-
sonage, that is a matter of busi-
ness which rests with the church
to arrange.”

The nervous, irritable little man
who had spoken oftenest rose to
his feet and exclaimed, “ You can
count me out of all this, then! I
wash my hands of the whole
affair ” and he went out of the
room, leaving the rest of the
Board somewhat surprised and
confused by his sudden departure.

They remained about a quarter
of an hour longer, discussing the
affair, and finally, at Mr. Winter's
suggestion, a committee was ap-
pointed to confer with the minis-
ter the next evening and see if he
could not be persuaded to modify
or change his proposition made in
the morning sermon.  The rest
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of the trustees insisted that Mr.
Winter himself should act as.
chairman of the committee, and
after some remonstrance he witly
great reluctance agreed to do so.

So Phillip next evening, as he
sat in his study mapping out the
week's work and wondering a lit-
tle what the church would do in
the face of his proposal, received
the committee, welcoming them in
his bright, hearty manner. He
had been notified on Sunday even-
ing of the approaching confer-
ence. The committee consisted
of Mr. Winter and two other
members of the Board.

Mr. Winter opened the conver-
sation with considerable embar-
rassment and an evident repug-
nance to his share in the matter,

“Mr. Strong, we have come, as
you are aware, to talk over your
proposition of yesterday morning

concerning the parsonage. [t was
a great surprise to us all”
Phillip smiled a little. . Mrs.

Strong says I act too much on im-
pulse, and do not preparce people
enough for my statements.  But
one of the greatest men I ever
knew used to say that impulse was
a good thing to obey instantly if
there was no doubt of its being a
right one.”

“And do you consider this
proposed move of vours a right
one, Mr. Strong ?” asked Mr.
Winter.

“I do,” replied Phillip, with
quiet emphasis. “I do not re-
gret making it, and I believe it is
my duty to abide by my original
decision.”

“Do you mean that you intend
actually to move out of this par-
sonage ?” asked one of the other
members of the committee,

“Yes” Phillip said it so
quietly and yet so decidedly that
the committece was silent a mo-
ment. Then Mr. Winter said :

“Mr. Strong, this matter is
likely to cause trouble in the
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church, and we might as well un-
derstand it frankly, The trustees
believe that as the parsonage be-
longs to the church property, and
was built for the minister, he
ought to live in it.  The church
will not understand your desire to
move out.”

“Do you understand it, Mr.
Winter ¥ Phillip put the ques-
tion point-blank.

“No, I don't know that I do,
wholly”  Mr. Winter coloured
and replied in a hesitating manner.

“I gave my reasons ycsterday
morning. I do not know that I
can make them plainer. The
truth is I cannot go on preaching
to my people about living on a
simpler basis while I continue to
live in surroundings that on the
face of them contradict my own
convictions.  In other words, I
am living beyond my necessities
here. 1 have lived all my life
surrounded by the luxuries of civi-
lization. If now I desire to give
the benefit of them to those who
have never enjoved them, or to
know from closer contact some-
thing of the bitter struggle of the
poor, why should I be hindered
from putting that desire into prac-
tical form ?7

“The question is, Mr. Strong.”
said one of the other irustees,
“whether this is the best way to
get at it  We do not question
your sincerity nor doubt your hon-
esty; but will vour leaving the
parsonage and living in a less ex-
pensive house on half vour pre-
sent salary help your church work
or recach more people and save
more souls 7

“T am glad you put it that way,”
exclaimed Phillip, eagerly turning
to the speaker. “ That is just it.
Will my proposed move result in
bringing the church and the min-
ister into closer and more vital re-
lations with the people most in
need of spiritual and physical up-
lifting ?  Out of the depths of my
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soul I believe it will.  The chasm
between the Church and the peo-
ple in these days must be bridged
by the spirit of sacrifice in material
things. It is in vain for us to
preach spiritual truths unless we
live physical truths. What the
world is looking for to-day is ob-
ject lessons in self-denial on the
part of Christian people.”

For a moment no one spoke.
Then Mr. Winter said :

“ About your proposal that this
house be turned into a refuge or
home for homeless children, Mr.
Strong, do you consider that idea
practicable ?  Is it business ? Is
it possible ?”

“1 believe it is, very decidedly.
The munber of homeless and
vagrant children at present in
Milton would astonish you. This
house could be put into beautiful
shape as a detention house until
homes could be found for the chil-
dren in Christian families”’

“ It would take a great deal of
money to manage it.”

“Yes,” replied Phillip, with a
sadness which had its cause deep
within him, “it would cost some-
thing. But can the world be
saved-cheaply > Does not every
soul saved cost an immense sum,
if not of money, at least of an
cquivalent ?  Is it possible for us
to get at the heart of the great
social problem without feeling the
need of using all our powers to
solve it rightly ?”

Mr. Winter shook his head.
He did not understand the minis-
ter.  His action and his words
were both foreign to the mill-
owner's regular business habits of
thought and performance.

“What will you do, Mr. Strong,
if the church refuses to listenn to
this proposed plan of yours ?”

“1 suppose,” answered Phillip,
after a little pause, “the church
will not object to my living in an-
other house at my own charges ?”

“ They have no right to compel
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you to live here” Mr. Winter
turned to the other members of
the committee. “1I said so at our
previous meeting.  Gentlemen,
am 1 not right in that #”

“It is not a question of our
compelling Mr. Strong to live
here,” said onc of the others. “It
is a question of the churcl’s ex-
pecting him to do so. It is the
parsonage and the church home
for the minister. In my opinion
there will be trouble if Mr. Strong
moves out.  People will not un-
derstand it.”

“That is my feeling, too, Mr.
Strong,” said Mr. Winter. It
would be better for you to modify
or change, or better still, to aban-
don this plan. It will not be un-
derstood and will cause trouble.”

“Suppose the church should
rent the parsonage to some party,
then,” suggested Phillip; “it would

then be getting a revenue from

the property. That, with the
‘thousané dollars on my salary,
could be wisely and generously
used to relieve much suffering in
Milton this winter. The church
could easily rent the house.”

That was true, as the parsonage
stood on one of the most desirable
parts of B. Street and would com-
mand good rental.

“Then you persist in this plan
of yours, do you, Mr. Strong "
asked the third member of the
committee, who had for the most
part been silent.

“Yes, I consider that under the
circumstances, local and universal,
it is my duty. Where I propose
to go there is a house which I can
get for eight dollars a month. It
is near the tenement district, and
not so. far from the church and
this neighbourhood that I need be
isolated too much {rom my church
family”

Mr. Winter looked serious and
perplexed. The other trustees
looked dissatisfied. It was evi-
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dent they regarded the whole
thing with disfavour.

Mr. Winter rose abruptly. He
could not avoid a feeling of anger;
in spite of his abligation to the
minister. He also had a vivid re-
collection of his former interview
with the pastor in that study.
And yet the mill-owner struggled
with vague resistance against a
feeling that Phillip was proposing
to do a thing that could result for
himself in only one way,—in suf-
fering.  With all the rest went a
suppressed but conscious emotion
of wonder that a man would of
his own free will give up a luxuri-
ous home for the sakc of anybody.

“The matter of reduction of
salary, Mr. Strong, will have to
come before the church. The
trustees cannot vote to accept
your proposal. I am very much
mistaken if the members of Cal-
vary Church will not oppose the
reduction. You can see how it
would place us in an unfavourable
light.”?

“ Not necessarily, Mr. Winter,”
said Phillip, eagerly. *“If the
church will simply regard it as my
own great desire and as one of the
ways by which we may help for-
ward our work in Milton, I am
very sure we need have no fear of
being put in a false light. The
church does not propose this re-
duction. The proposal comes
from me, and in a time of peculiar
emergency both financial and
social. It is a thing which has
been done several times before by
other ministers.”

“That may be. Still, I am
positive that Calvary Church will
regard it as unnecessary and will
oppose it.”

“It will not make any differ-
ence, practically,” replied Phillip,
with a smile. “I can easily dis-
pose of a thousand dollars where
it is needed by others more than
by me. But I would prefer that
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the church would actually pay out
the money” to them, rather than
myself.”

Mr. Winter and the other trus-
tees looked at Phillip in wonder;
and with a few words of farewell
they left the parsonage.

The following week Calvary
Church held a meeting. It was
one of the stormiest meetings ever
held by the members. In that
meeting Mr. Winter again, to the
surprise of nearly all, advised cau-
tion, and defended the minister’s
action up to a certain point. The
proposal of some that the minis-
ter be requested to resign was
finally overruled, and it was de-
cided not to oppose his desertion
of the parsonage, while the matter
of reduction of salary was voted
upon in the negative.

But feeling was roused to a
high pitch. Many of the mem-
bers declared their intention of
refusing to attend services. Some
declared they would not pay their
pledges any longer. A small ma-
jority, however, ruled in favour of
Phillip, and the action of the meet-
ing was formaily sent him by the
clerk.

Meanwhile Phillip moved out
of the parsonage into his new
quarters. The daily paper, which
had given a sensational account
of his sermon, laying most stress
upon his voluntary proposition re-
ferring to his salary, now came
out with a column and a half de-
voted to Phillip’s carrying out of
his determination to abandon the
parsonage and get nearer the peo-
ple in the tenements. The article
was widely copied and variously
commented upon. In Milton,
Phillip’s action was condemned
by many, defended by some.
Very few seemed to understand
his exact motive.  The majority
took it as an eccentric move, and
expressed regret in one form and
another that a .man of such
marked intellectual power as Mr.
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Strong seemied to possess lacked
balance and good judgment.
Some called him a crank. The
people in the tenement district
were too much absorbed in their
sufferings and selfishness to make
any demonstration. It remained
to be seen whether they would be
any better touched by Phillip in
his new home.

So matters stood when the first
Sunday of a new month came, and
Phillip again stood before his
church with his Christ message.
It had been a wearing month for
him.  Gradually there had been
growing upon him a sense of al-
most isolation in his pulpit work.
He wondered if he had interpreted
the Christ aright. As usual an
immense congregation thronged
the church,

“The question ‘ What is church
work ? has come to me lately in
different forms,” began Phillip.
“I am aware that my attitude on
this question is not shared by
many of the members of this
church and other churches.
Nevertheless, I stand here to-day,
as I have stood on these Sundays,
to declare to you what in deepest
humility would seem to me to be
the attitude of Christ in the matter
before us.

“What is a church? It is a
body of disciples professing to
acknowledge Christ as Master.
What does he want such a body
to be? Like Himself in spirit,
in daily life. =~ What does he want
such a body to do? Whatever
will most effectively make God’s
kingdom come on earth, and His
will be done as in heaven. What
is the most necessary work of this
church in Milton? It is"to go
out and seck and save the lost. It
is to take up its cross and follow
the Master. And as I see Him
to-day He beckons this church to
follow Him into the tenements
and slums of this town and be
Christs to those who do not know
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Him. As I see Him He stands
beckoning with pierced palms in
the direction of suffering and dis-
ease and ignorance and vice and
paganism, saying, ‘ Here is where
the work of Calvary Church lies’

“I do not believe the real work
of this church consists in having
so many meetings and socials and
pleasant gatherings and delightful
occasions among its own mem-
bers; but the real work of this
church consists in getting out of
its own little circle in which it has
been so many years moving, and
going in any way most effective
to the need of the world’s wound-
ed, to bind up the hurt and be a
saviour to the lost. If we do not
understand this to be the true
meaning of our church work then
I believe we miss its whole mean-
ing.  Church work in Milton to-
day does not consist in doing
simply what your fathers did be-
fore you. It means helping to
make a cleaner town, the purifi-
cation of our municipal life, the
actual planning and accomplish-
ment of means to relieve physical
distress, a thorough understana-
ing of the problem of labour and
capital, in brief, church work to-
day in this town is whatever is
most needed to be done to prove
to this town that we are what we
profess ourselves to be, disciples
of Jesus Christ. That is the rea-
son I give more time to the tene-
ment district problem than to call-
ing on families that are well, and
in possession of great comforts
and privileges.  That is the rea-
son I call on this church to do
Christ's work in His name and
give itself to save that unhappy
part of this town.”

This is but the briefest of
sketches of Phillip’s sermon. It
was a part of himself, his experi-
ence, his heart belief. He poured
it out on the vast audience with
little saving of his vitality. And
that Sunday he went home at
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night exhausted, with a feeling of
weariness partly due to his work
during the week among the peco-
pte. The calls upon his time and
strength had been incessant, and
he did not know when or where
to stop.

It was three weeks after this
sermon on church work that Phil-
lip was again surprised by his
strange visitor of a month before.
He had been out making some
visits in company with his wife.
When they came back to the
house, there sat the Brother Man
on the door-step.

At the sight of him Phillip felt
that same thrill of expectancy
which had passed over him at his
former appearance.

The old man stood up and took
off his hat. He looked very tired
and sorrowful. But there breath-
ed from his entire bearing the ele-
ment of a perfect peace.

“ Brother Man,” said Phillip,
cheerily, “ come in and rest your-
self.” '

* Can you keep me over night?”

The question was put wistfully.
Phillip was struck by the differ-
ence between this almost shrink-
ing request and the self-invitation
of a month before.

“Yes, indeed !
spare room for you.
welcome !  Come in”

So they went in, and after tea
Phillip and the Brother Man sat
down together while Mrs. Strong
was busy in the kitchen. A part
of this conversation was afterwards
related by the niinister to his wife:
a part of it he afterwards said
was unreportable,—the manner of
tone, the inflection, the gesture of
his remarkable guest no man
could reproduce.

“You have moved since I saw
you last,” said the visitor.

“Yes,” replied Phillip. “ You
did not expect me to act on your
advice so soon.?”

“Yes, yes, vou are beginning to

We have one
You are
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You
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live on your simpler basis.
are doing -as you preach.
must feel good.”

“ Yes,” smiled Phillip, “it does
feel good. Do you think, Brother
Man, that this will help to solve
the problem ?”

“ What problem

* Why, the problem of the
church and the people, winning
them,—saving them.”

“Are your church-members
moving out of their elegant
houses and coming down here to
live ¥ The old man asked the
question in utmost simplicity.

“ No: I did not ask them to do

s0.”
* You ought to.”
“AVhat ! Brother Man, do you
believe my people ought literally
to leave their possessions and live
among the people

Phillip could not help asking
the question, and all the time he
was conscious of an absurdity
mingled with a strange, unac-
countable respect for his wvisitor,
and his opinion.

“Yes” came the reply with the
calmness of light. ‘ Christ would
demand it if he were pastor of
Calvary Church in this age. Has
your church done what you have
wished ¥

*“No,” replied Phillip, with a
sigh.

“Will it do what you preach
ought to be done ™

“T do not know.”

“ Why don’t you resign ?”

“Would vou resign if you were
in my place ?

“No.” Tt was so quietly spoken
that Phillip almost doubted ii his
visitor had replied. Then he said:
“What has been done with the
parsonage ™

“It is empty. The church is
waiting to rent it to some one who
expects to move to Milton soon.”

“Are you sorry you came
here

“XNo, T am happy in my work.”
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" Do you have enough to eat
and wear ?”

“Yes, indeed, Brother Man.
The thousand dollars which the
church refused to take off my
salary goes to help where most
needed; the rest is more than
enough for us.”

“Does your wife think so ?”
The question from any one else
had been impertinent.  From the
Brother Man it was not.

“ Let us call her in and ask her,”
replied Phillip, with a smile.

* Sarah, the Brother Man wants
to know if vou have enough to
live on.”

Sarah came in and sat down by
Phillip.  She answered bravely,
“Yes, we have food and clothing
and life’s necessaries. But, oh,
Phillip, this life is wearing you
out.  Yes, Brother Man,” she
continued, while a tear rolled over
her cheek, “ the minister is giving
his life blood to these people, and
they do not care. It is a vain
sacrifice.”  She had spoken as
frankly as if the old man had been
her father. There was a some-
thing in him which called out such
confidence.

Phillip soothed his wife, clasp-
ing her to him tenderly. “ There,
Sarah, you are nervous and tired.
I am a little discouraged, but
strong and hearty for the work.
Brother Man, you must not think
we regret your advice.  'We have
been blessed by following it.”

And then their remarkable
guest stretched out his arms
through the gathering gloom in
the room and seemed to bless
them.  Later in the evening he
again called for a Bible, and
offered a prayer of wondrous
sweetness.  Phillip showed him
to his plainly furnished room.
The old man looked around and
smiled.

“ Good-night, Brother Man,”
cried Phillip as he went out.

“ Good-night, Christ’s man,” re-
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plied his guest. And Phillip went
to his rest that night, great ques-
tions throbbing in him and the
demands of the Master more dis-
tinctly brought to his attention
than ever.

Again, as before when he rose
in the morning, Phillip found that
his visitor was gone. His eccen-
tric movements accounted for his
sudden disappearances, but Phillip
was disappointed. He wanted to
see his guest again and question
him about his history. He pro-
mised himself he would do so next
time.

The following Sunday Phillip
preached one of those sermons
which come to a man once or
twice in a whole ministry. It was
the last Sunday of the month and
not a special occasion. But there
had surged into his thought the
meaning of the Christian life with
such uncontrollable power that
his sermon reached hearts never
before touched. He remained at
the close of the service to talk
with several young men, who
seemed moved as never before.
After they had gone away Phillip
went into his own room back of
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the platform to get something he
had left there, and to his surprise
found the church sexton kneeling
down by one of the chairs. As
the minister came in the man rose
and turned to him.

“Mr. Strong, I want to be a
Christian. I want to join the
church and lead a different life.”

Phillip clasped the man’s hand
while tears rolled over his face.
He stayed and talked with him
and prayed with him, and when
he finally went home the minister
was convinced it was as strong
and true a conversion as he had
ever seen. He at once related the
story to his wife, who had gone
on home to get dinner.

“Why, Phillip,” she exclaimed
when he said the sexton wanted to
be baptized and unite with the
church at the next communion,
“ Calvary Church never will allow
him to unite with us 1”

“Why not ?” asked Phillip, in
amazement.

“Because he is a negro!” re-
plied his wife,

Phillip stood a moment in
silence with his hat in his hand,
looking at his wife as she spoke.

THE OPENING OF THE COLONIAL EXHIBITION.

BY LORD TENNYSON,

Welcome, welcome with one voice !
In your welfare we rejoice,
Sons and brothers that have sent,
From isle and cape and continent,
Produce of your field and flood,
Mount and mine and primal wood ;
Works of subtle brain and hand,
And splendours of the morning land,
Gifts from every British zone ;
Britons, hold your own !

May we find, as ages run,

The mother featured in the son ;

And may yours forever he

That old strength and constancy

Which has maﬁc your fathers great

In our ancient island State,

And wkerever her flag fly,

Glorying between sea and sky,

Makes the might of Britain known
Britains, %old your own !

Britain fm\ghb her sons of yore—

Britain fail'd ; and never more,

Careless of our growing kin,

Shall we sin our fathers’ sin,

Men that in a narrower day—

Unprophetic rulers they—

Drove from out the mother’s nest

That young eagle of the West

To forage for herself alone;
Britains, hold your own !

Sharers of our glorious past,

Brothers, must we part at last ?

Shall we not thro’ good and ill

Cleave to one another still ?

Britain’s myriad voices call,

Sons, be welded ecach and all,

Into one imperial whole,

One with Britain, heart and soul !

One life, one flag, one fleet, one Throne !
Britons, hold your own !
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OUR GRACTOUS QULEEN,

In commemoration of the **Diamond
Jubiles” of our gracious Sovereign we
have endeavoured to give to this number
of our loyal MEeTHODINT MAGAZINE AND
RevieEw a specially patriotie character.

Every consideration of chivalry, of
love and loyalty should lead us to join in
heartiest acelaim with our fellow-subjects
of the world-wide British Iwmpire in
thanksgiving to Almighty God for the
long and prosperous reign of our revered
and honoured Queen. The occasion is
perfectly unique in the history of the
great nation of which we form a part.
It is not without an element of the
pathetic. Of the great statesmen whe
stood around her when Victoria ascended
the throne not one remains.  The friends
of her youth and many of her riper years
have passed away. It must be with a
sad sense of isolation and loneliness that
she looks upon the younger gencration
by whom she is surrounded.

Methodists are everywhere character-
ized by their conspicuous devotion to the
person and crown of their rightful ruler.
Without reserve they recognize their duty
to fear God and honour the king. This
they did in troublesome times, when their
loyalty was sorely tried by civil and re-
ligious disabilities, by petty persecutions
and groundless aspersions.  This they do
with an added zest and a more enthusi-
astic devotion when all disabilities are
removed, and when the Sovereign is one
whose private virtues and personal attri-
butes, no less than her official dignity,
are calculated to call forth the truest
fealty of soul. And never was Sovereign
more deserving to be loved, never had
ruler stronger claim upon the loyal sym-
pathies of her people, than our revered
and honoured widowed Queen. Of all
the tributes to her character, none, we
think, is nobler than that paid by the
Laurcate, over forty years ago, to which
the passing years have only added em-
phasis and trath.

Revered, heloved,—O you that hold

A nobler oftice upon earth

Than arms, or power of brain or birth
Could give the warrior kings of old. . .

May you rule us long,
And leave us rulers ofyour blood
As noble till the latest day !
May childrven of our chikilren say
¢ She wrought her people lasting good ;
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¢ Her court was pure ; her life serene ;
God gave her peace ; her land reposed ;
A thousand claims to reverence closed
In her as Mother, Wife, and Queen ;

“ And statesmen at her council met
Who knew the scasons, when to take
Occasion by the hand, and make
o "
The bounds of freedom wider yet,

¢ By shaping some angust decree,
Which kept her throne unshaken still,
Broad based upon her people’s will,
And compassed by the inviolate sea.”

But not the splendours of roysl state,
not the vietories of arms, not even the
conspicuous virtues of her life, are the

THE PRINCE CONSURT.

chief claim upon owr loving sympathies ;
but rather the sorrows through which her
woman’s heart hath passed. To these
royalty affords no shield, the castle
wall no bulwark. With the meanest of
her subjects .he wistress of an empire is
exposed to the shafts of bereavement and
sorrow. This touch of nature makes us
all akin. The undying devotion to the
memory of the husband of her youth has
touched the nation’s heart as nothing else
could have done.
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And worthy was he to be loved. Ina
position of extreme delicacy and ditticulty
how wisely he walked ; what a protecting
presence ; what a sympathizing friend to
his Royal consort ; what a godly example
to his household, to the nation, to the
world ! Let Tennyson again record his
virtues :

We see him as he moved,
How modest, kindly, all-accomplish’d, wise,
With what sublime repression of himself,
And in what limits, and how tenderly ;
Not swaying to this faction nor to that:
Not making his high place the lawless perch
Of wing’d ambitions, nor a vantage-ground
For pleasure : but thro’ all this tract of years
Wearing the white flower of a blameless life,
Before a thousand peering littlenesses,
In that fierce light which beats upon a throne
And blackens every blot ; for where is he
Who dares foreshadow for an only son
A lovelier life, a more unstain’d, than his?
Or how should England, dreamingof /i~ sons,
Hope more for these than some inheritance
Of such a life, a heart, a mind as thine,
Thou noble Father of her Kings to be,
Laborious for her people and her poor—
Voice in the rich dawn of an ampler day—
Far-sighted summoner of War and Waste
To fruitful strifes and rivalries of peace—
Sweet nature gilded by the ﬁracious gleam
Of letters, dear to Science, dear to Art,
Dear to thy land and ours, a Prince indeed,
Beyond all titles, and a household name,
Hereafter, thro’ all times, Albert the Good.

Can we wonder that his untimely death
left the world forever poorer to the sor-
rowing Queen ; that the pageantry of
State became irksome, that her heart
pined for solitude and communion with
the loved and lost, that for well-nigh a
score of years she wore unrelieved her
widow’s sombre weeds. Well might the
Laureate say :

Break not, O woman’s-heart, but still endure ;

Break not, for thou art Royal, but endure,

Remembering all the beauty of that star

Which shone so close beside thee, that ye
made

One light together, but has past and left

The crown a lonely splendour.

Yet even this touching fidelity to the
dead has been construed into a fault by
the mercenary instinct that considers a
sovereign’s chief duty to be to lead the
fashions of the hour, to stimulate trade
by royal pomp and splendours. The dis-
charge of duties of State the nation has
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a right to expect, and these the Queen,
with indefatigable zeal, has fulfilled with
a devotion, a wisdom, a watchfulness, a
firmness, a sympathy with her people, an
appreciation of international relations
and of the responsibilities of the times,
that have commanded the approval of the
shrewdest statesmen and the respect of
foreign powers. The Queen has ever
shown herself the friend of peace, and by
her earnest remonstrance against war has
not infrequently won the beatitude of
the peace-maker.

Her personal and womanly sympathies
are another conspicuous characteristic.
Her autograph letters to the bereaved
widows of President Lincoln and Presi-
dent Garfield smote chords of feeling that
vibrated in the remotest hamlets of two
continents. Nor are her sympathies re-
stricted to the great. They extend alike
to the humblest of her subjects. To the
stricken wives of shipwrecked mariners
or fishermen, of death-doomed miners
and pitmen, to the sick children in the
hospitals, and in homes of want, her
heart goes forth with loving sympathy,
her private purse is opened in generous
aid. These are truer claims to a nation’s
love than the material splendour of a
Semiramis or a Zenobia. And that love
has not been withheld. Upon no human
being have ever been converged so many
prayers, so many blessings and benedic-
tions. Throughout the vast Empire that
with its forty colonies engirdles the world,
wherever prayer is wont to be made, go
up petitions for England’s Queen. In
Australian mining camps, in far Canadian
lumber shanties, in the remotest hamlets,
and in the fishing villages that line almost
every sea, the patriotic devotion of a loyal
people finds utterance in the words, “*God
save the Queen!”

At this auspicious period, the comple-
tion of sixty years of a prosperous reign,
it is eminently fitting that the nation
should rejoice and bring its thank-offering
unto God for the blessings so bounteously
vouchsafed. For our gracious Sovereign
we can offer no more fitting prayer than
that voiced by the sweetest singer of her
reign :

May all love,
The love of all thy sons encompass thee,
The love of all thy daughters cherish thee,
The love of all thy people comfort thee,
His love unsecen but felt o’ershadow thee,
Till God’s love set thee at his side at last.

¢ A sacred burden is the life ye bear,
Look on it, lift it, bear it solemnly ;
Stand up and walk beneath it steadfastly.

Fail not for sorrow, falter not for sin ;
But onward, upward, till the goal ye win.”
—Francis A. Kemble,
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Tie GREAT SEAL oF ENGLAND.

Many people doubtless know that upon
the accession of a new monarch to the
throne of England 2 new Seal is struck,
and the old one is cut into four picces
and deposited in the Tower of London,
In former times the fragments of these
great Seals were distributed among cer-
tain poor people of religious houscs.
When Her Majesty Queen Vietoria as-
cended the throne of Eugland, the Jate
Benjamin Wyon, R A., the chief en-
graver of Her Majesty's Mint, desioned
the beautiful work of the present Great
Seal of England.  The details of the
design are : obverse, an cquestrian figure

iy

OF ENGLAND.

€ @1

of the Queen attended by a page, Her
Majesty wearing over a Dabit a flowing
and sumptuous robe, and a colour of the
Order of the Garter.  In her right hand
she bears the sceptre, and on her head
is placed a regal tinra.  The attendant
page, with his bonnet in his hand, looks
up to the Queen, who is gracefully re-
straining the impatient charger, which is
richly decorated with plumes and trap-
pings. The legend ** Fielosie Jrei Gratia
Britoierion” Reqine,  Fidei Defensor,”
is engraved in Gothic letters, the spaces
between the words heing filled with
heraldic roses.  The reverse side of the
Seal shows the Queen, royally robed and
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crowned, holding in her right hand the
sceptre, and in her left the orb, seated
upon a throne beneath a niched Gothic
canopy ; and on each side is a figure of
Justice and Religion ; and in the exer-
gue the royal arms and crown, the whole
encircled by a wreath or border of oak
and roses.

The Seal itself is a silver mould in two
parts, technically called a pair of dies.
When an impression is to be taken or
cast, the parts are closed to receive the
melted wax, which is poured through an
opening at the top of the Seal. As each
impression is attached to a document by
a ribbon or slip of parchment, its ends
are put into the Seal before the wax is
poured in, so that when the hard im-
pression is taken from the dies the
ribbon or parchment is neatly fixed to it.
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The impression of the Seal is six inches
in diameter and three-fourths of an inch
in thickness. The great Seals of Eng-
land are interesting from their bearing
portraits of the sovereigns, as in the
Seals of Offa and Ethelwolf, and that of
Edgar with a bust in profile. * After
William L all the kings are on one side
on horseback, the face turned to the
right, except that of Charles I., which is
turned to the left. Edward IV. first
carries the close crown; Edward the
Confessor and Henry I. and Henry II.
are seated with the sword and dove.
Wax was not uniformly used for Seals, as
impressions occur in gold, silver and
lead, also in various other substances.
The colours have varied at different
periods, but red seems to have been the
most ancient.

CROWNED AND WEDDED.

BY MRS. BROWNXNING.

When last before her people’s face her own fuir face she bent,
Within the meek projection of that shade she was content

To crase the child-smile from her lips, which scemed as if it might
Be still kept holy from the world to childhood atill in sight—

To erase it with a solemn vow,—a princely vow—to rule;

A priestly vow—to rule by grace of God the pitiful ;

A very gadlike vow—to rule in right and righteousness,

And with the law and for the land !—so God the vower bless!

II.

The minster was alight that day, but not with five, -I ween,

And long-drawn glitterings swept adown that mighty aisléd scene.

The priests stood stoléd  their pomp, the sworded chiefs in theirs,
And so, the collared knights, and so, the civil ministers,

And so, the waiting lords and diwmes—and little pages best

At holding trains—and legates so, from countries cast and west.

So, alien princes, native peers, and high-horn ladies bright,

Along whose brows the Queen’s, new ciowned, flashed coronets to hght.
And so, the people at the gates, with priestly hands on high,

Which bring the first anointing to all legal majesty.

And so the Deap—who lic in rows bhencath the minster floor,

There, verily an awful state maintaining evermore;

The statesmun whose clean paln will kiss no vibe whate'er it be.

The courtier who for no fair Queen will rise up to his knee.

The court-dame who for no court-tire will leave her shroud behind.
The Taureate who no courtlier rhyme than **dust to dust™ can find.
The kings and queens who having made that vow and worn that crown,
Deseended into lower thrones and darker, deep adown !

Dicu o mon drott—what is't to them?—what meaning can it have?
The King of kings, the right of death—God’s judgment and the grave.
And when betwixt the quick and dead, the youuyg fair Queen had vowed,
The living shouted ““May she live! Victoria, live!™ aloud.

Aund as the loyal shouts went up, true spirits prayed between,

““The hilessings happy monarchs have, be thine, O crownéd Queen!™
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But now before her people’s face she bendeth hers anew,

And calls them, while she vows, to be her witness thercunto.

She vowed to rule, and, in that oath, her childhood put away.

She doth maintain her womanhood, in vowing love to.day.

0, lovely lady !—let her vow !—such lips beeome such vows,

And fairer goeth bridal wreath than crown with vernal brows.

0, lovely lady !—let her vow! yea, let her vow to love i—

And though she be no less a Queen—with purples hang ahove,

The pageant of & court behind, the royal kin around,

And woven gold to cateh her looks turned maidenly to ground,
Yet may the bride-veil hide from her a little of that state,

While loving hopes, for retinues, about her sweetness wait,

SuE vows to love who vowed to rule—(the chosen at her side)

Let none say, Uod preserve the Queen !—but rather, Bless the bride!
None blow the trump, none hend the knee, none violate the dream
Wherein no monarch but a wife, she to herself may seem.

Or if ye say, Preserve the Queen !—oh, breathe it inward low—
She is a woman, and beloved t—and 'tis enough but so,

Count it enough, thou noble prince, who tak’st her by the hand,
And claimest for thy lady-love, our lady of the land !

And since, Pr .cc Albert, men have called thy spirit high and rare,
And true to truth and brave for truth, as some at Augsburg were,—
We charge thee by thy lofty thoughts, and by thy poet-mind
Which not by glory and degrec takes measure of mankind,

Esteem that wedded hand less dear for sceptre than for ring,

And hold her uncrowned womanhood to be the royal thing,

IV.

And now, upon our Queen’s last vow, what blessings shall we pray?
None. straitened to a shallow crown, will suit our lips to-day.

Behold, they must free as love-—they must be broad as free,

Even to the borders of heaven’s light and carth’s humanity.

Long live she !—send up loyal shouts—and true hearts pray between,—
““The blessings happy PeasaxTs have, be thine, O crownéd Queen !”

Reecent Seience.

Coast DEFENCE.

About the most legitimate military ex-
penditure that we know is that for de-
fensive purposes. It is the insurance
premium paid for the protection of great
cities, which, in time of war, would ofter
iv lucements for pillage and plunder. The
Prussian general, Blucher, when he be-
held the vastnessand weaith of the world’s
metropolis, London, exclaimed : *“ What
a city for looting this would be " Inter-
national arbitration has made even coast
defence much less necessary than it has
often been thought.

Our engravings show some of the latest
scientific applications for this purpose.
Each of the guns is about twenty-three
feet long, and weighs fourteen tons. Each
is capable of throwing a three-huadred-
pound shot eight miles. At a distance of
four miles the shot would penetrate nine
inches of the hardest steel.

But the peculiar merit of these great
rifles is the fact that they are mounted on
‘“disappearing” carriages. When the
gun is fired the force of the recoil throws
it back till it is no longer in balance ; both
gun and carriage then fall merely hy the

GUN IN THE TRENCH.

force of gravity, till they are entirely con-
cealed, leaving an enemy nothing to bom-
bard but a barren hillside.
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To prevent the great weight of the gun
from falling back with a shock, a cylinder-
and-piston arrangement is attached to
each side of the carringe. This checks
the force of the fall just as a cylinder-
and-piston attachment at the top of a
door with a heavy spring prevents the
door from slamming. The cylinder on
the door-frame contains nothing but air,
but the cylinders on the gun carriage are
filled with oil.

The rifles are mounted in a great semi-
circular trench twenty-fivefeetdeep, paved
with conerete. In front of them is a wall
of concrete twenty-five feet thick, and in
front of that again is an earth embank-
ment from twenty-five to forty feet thick.

Behind this friendly barrier, and below
the level of its upper edge, the great gun
isloaded in safety. Ingenious mechanical
devices enable the men to handle the
monster—to load and move and direct it
—as easily as if it were a child’s toy.

GUN IN POSITION.

A lift attached to the gun itself raises
the three-hundred-pound shell, the gun-
ners push it into the breech, follow it
with two fifty-pound bags of powder,
attach the primer and adjust the Jan-
yard. The machinery is set in motion,
and the gun slowly rises till it clears the
{,)op of the embankment and sweeps the

Y.

There is no necessity for a pause, even
to take aim. The gun has been sighted
before it was raised to the firing position.
The lanyard is pulled, there is a roar that
can be heard twenty miles, the great gun
settles gracefully back, and the gumers
are already putting in a second charge
while the officers watch through their
field-glasses for the effect of the first shot,
far down the bay.

The aiming of the gun before it is raised
to the firing position is accomplished by
the range-finder, an ingenious device
which determines the distance of the tar-
get. As cxperiments have shown just

Methodist Magazine and Review.

how mnehr a projectile will ‘“drop” in
travelling o given distance, the angle of
elevation at which the gun must be dis-
charged is easily determined. The car-
riage is so constructed that before it rises
it can be set to leave the gun poised at
the desired angle.

MELTED SNow POWER.

Besides a considerable number of large
water power installations Switzerland is
full of small power plants, nearly every
town in that land of mountains and
waterfalls being supplied with power from
the *‘ white coal,” as the melting snow
on the mountain sides has well been
called. 'When there are no large streams,
many small ones are impounded and col-
lected in reservoirs on the hillsides, and
it is rare to find a place of any size which
is not well lighted by the power of some
mountain stream.

At Montreux the electric tramway
gets its power in this way, and from the
old Roman town of Vevey to the me-
dieval castle of Chillon one may ride in
a trolley car propelled by the power of
an insignificant Jittle stream which may
or may not be noticed when climbing up
the hillsides just above.

The capabilities of this general util-
ization of natural power are beginning to
be understood cverywhere, and, with the
appreciation of the possibilities of the
best methuds of long distance trans-
missioz, the development of many moun-
tain streamns must surely come. There
are innumerable streams, which, while
very small, are yet very high, and these
can with comparatively little difficulty
be impounded and carried down many
hundreds of feet, thus making up for
their lack of volume by the great pres-
sure readily obtainable, and, either by
the use of electricity or compressed air,
the power may be transmitted to many
points of application with but little loss.
—Cussier’s Magazine.

Quite a novel method is adopted to
convey passengers to the baths known
as Bad Reichenhall at the top of the
Hochstaufien Mountain in the Austrian
Alps. A balloon is made to glide along
a track up the mountain slope. A trailer
with many wheels clasps the wooden
road-bed and to this the passenger car
is attached. Between the operator who
sits in the car and the balloon a cord
swings by which the gas is regulated.
Brakes and safety devices provide against
accident. The gas tank and gencrator
are at the mountain foot where the
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balloon is charged for the ascent. For
the return a portion of the gasis released,
the rest being retained to check a too
rapid descent.

Grass Bricks.

Talconnier’s blown glass bricks are
very light and strong. *They are, in fact,
hollow chambers, so shaped as to facilitate
their being put together like other build-
ing blocks, and are laid so as to present
an ornamental appearance. The bricks
fill successfully the part of double win-
dows with an air-chamber incased in a
double glass wall, and they are con-
sequently an eflicient preservation against
cold as well as against heat, and good in-
sulators of dampness and noise. The
bricks are hermetically sealed while yet
hot, thereby preventing foreign substances
or dust from soiling the interior, and
they are then anncaled to increase their
powers of resistance. The glass bricks,
it is said, are used with good results in
the construction of greenhouses and con-
servatories, as they retain the stored heat
for a long time ; consequently a consider-
able economy of fuel is realized.”

A TerescorE A Hunprep Feer Wibk.

The object-glass of the Lick telescope
measures thirty-nine inches in diameter.
According to Ciel et Terre, a Mr. Gathman,
of Chicago, proposes to construct one
with a diameter of one hundred feet!
The princip'e on which the new object-
glass is to be made is altogether different
from that which governs the construction
of the lenses now inuse. Mr. Gathman’s
object-glass is formed by combining nu-
merous small lenses whose shape and
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clearness can be brought to the last
degree of perfectivn. Of course a large
object-glass furmed thus by juxtaposition
of small lenses would cost much less and
be very much easier to make than an
object-glass of similar dimensions shaped
in a single piece from a mass of glass of
uniform purity. So the object-glass pro-
posed by Mr. Gathman will cost bu}
$50,000, while that of (he Lick Obser-
vatory cost $200,000. It remains to
know whether a large object-glass thus
made will fulfil its duty in respect to the
definition of its images. Mr. Gathman
has made an object-glass seven feet in
diameter, composed of thirteen small
lenses, and it seems that the images that
he has obiained are more satisfactory
than those given by an objective of thir-
teen inches. If this is so, the invention
of Mr. Gathman will mark « considerable
progress in the optician’s art.

Rome, the “city of the seven hills,”
city of Peter and of Ceesar, is again in-
vaded, this time by the ubiquitous trolley
car. It runs from the main railway sta-
tion to the centre of the city.

Sir Walter Scott hooted the idea of
‘“sending light through street pipes ” and
“lighting London by smoke.” His own
house was subsequently lighted with this
same ‘' smoke.”

What is said to be the smallest electric
light installation in the world is to be
found in the village of Bremen, Thuringia.
It comprises a single arc lamp installed
in a chureh, the lamp being operated by
a small dynamo driven by the wheel of
the village mill.

THE TRUCE OF GOD.

BY HARRIET PRESCOTT SPOFFORD.

Blow, trumpets, blow heaven:high your swelling strain,
You, who, indeed, shall blow for war no more;
Rampart to rampart do - the Atlantic shore !

Sound from old Crown Point and along Champlain,

And sound where Marion’s men fell fierce and fain !
Where shook the wilderness with your uproar,

Wherever valour gave you breath to pour,
Blow now your mighty music out amain !

And over IFlodden Field and Marston Moor,
Wihere Wolfe’s, where Clive’s, where Marlborough's clarions wound,
Call, you great trumy s overseas, nor cease !
While the dear Mother Land and we endure,
While day breaks over Honour’s camping-ground,}
Blow the long reveille of tcemless peace !
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GLADSTONE’'S TRUMPET

CALL.

FOUR TIMES THE QUEEI\"S PRIME MINISTER.

One of the most conspicuous features
of the Queen’s long reign is that she has
four times had as her first minister one
of the noblest and most honoured states-
mex the world has ever known. Even
in his old age and retirement his word
outweighs that of many kings and poten-
tates. His late letter to the Duke of
Westminster has cilled forth the warm-
est commendation of English and Amer-
ican papers.

The New York Tvilnne says: ¢ The
sentences sound not like the voice of a
politic statesman secking the advantage
of his own country or striving to keep
the peace among the Powers, but rather
like that of a seer to whom all things are
vanity save eternal trath, Ibisaddressed
to the conscience ; it must be answered
by the soul.”

The Brouklyn Eugle says: ¢ He who
stands on the eternal right stands not
aloune, though aluue he stands, for with
him is the Unseen, and under him are
the Everlasting Arms. There stands
William E. Gladstune to-day, with his
hands outstretched toward Crete and
with his face upturned toward God. As
thus he stands, the prophet, the psalmist,
the evangel, the philusupher, the states-
man, the reformer, the liberator, and
the philanthropist, which he is, all stir m
him and find voice in him and theme in
his cause. By him have been spoken the
words which can never be recalled and
whigh can never be confuted. By him
have been formulated the moral rights,
and by him have been loosed the moral
energies whereof the world had need to
take notice.”
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The New York Independent makes
this the subject of & noble eulogy, from
which we quote as follows :

““In his latest eve of life, in his phy-
sical infirmity, in his retirement, the
voice of Gladstone sounds stronger and
clearer than the total voice of Europe
beside. Wordsworth sung :

¢ ¢ Milton ! thoun shouldst be living at this
hour :
England hath need of thee . . .
We are selfish men ;
Oh ! raise us up, return to us again,
And give us manners, virtue, freedom,
power,’

“But the soul of Milton revives in
Gladstone. In his old age Gladstone
makes of a plain letter to a friend such a
thing of power as was the sonuet to the
blind Puritan poet :

¢ ¢ When a damp
Fell round the path of Milton, in his hand
The thing became a trumpet, whence he
blew
Soul-animating strains —alas, too few !’

‘“Such trumpet tones as Gladstone
sounds in his letter to the Duke of West-
minster England has hardly heard since
Milton prayed :

« ¢ Avenge, O Lord, Thy slaughtered saints,
whos¢ bones
Lie scattered on the Alpice mountains
cold !’

‘* We are glad to give space to Glad-
stone’s full letter. We would make room
for it at the expense of every other
writer that uses the English speech.
There is not another one that commands
his majesty of utterance.

‘“How small the world of common
statesmen lovks beside Gladstone! It
is not that he has had an experience of
public life and power paralleled by that
of no other man ; nor is it that his ninth
decade preserves a matchless intellectual
virility and versatility, but it is that he
speaks as if he stood on Sinai, and were
the mouthpiece of God. Behind his
words stands the record of a transperent
public life, tested before the world for
two generations ; and no man can point
to one word or one act that was not
dictated by a sense of duty. Truth,
Jjustice and liberty have been his law.

¢ The night has a thousand eyes,
And the day but one;
Yet the light of the bright world dics
With the dying sun.
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Others might swerve or bend ; he knew
not how ; one of those

¢« ¢ Blest sonls, without reproach or bLlot,
Who do Thy will and kuow it not ;’

who follow the straight path of right, not
by careful intention, but by the force of
high nature ; who not only do the right,
but who cannot do aught else. When,
therefore, smne great need compels him
to break the gracious silence of age,
he utters the total verdict of the world’s
awalened conscience, and 1o man can
sy him nay.

*“What an arraignment is his of the
nations! Beside him how small look
the two childish Emperors whose fear of
freedom and whose insane spite are
silencing the free voice of suffering Crete !
Before his bar how contemptible stand
the four Powers whose servile feet follow
the cruel lead of Russia and Germany !
There he shows us the Great Assassin,
beside a sea of blood of a hundred thou-
sand Christian men—blood yet unavenged
—and this Assassin’s tottering steps ten-
derly supported by these six Christian
Powers as he reaches forward to slay
fresh victims. Then he shows us the
impotence of this boasted ‘concert of
the Powers’ for any good purpose and
its potency only for wrong and oppres-
sion. Then he exposes the pretence that
it is necessary to maintain the integrity
of Turkey, and shows how in Europe
alone, during these seventy years, Greece,
Rumania, Servia, Montenegro and Bul-
waria, with eighteen million people, have
veen successively freed from the degrad-
ing yoke of Turkish servitude ; and do
we still pretend that we cannot violate
that ‘integrity of Turkey,” which has
been violated every ten years, and each
time to the incalculable benefit of the
people? Shall Great Britain hold to a
concert of the Powers for such a cause as
this, to serve a cruel purpuse to main-
tain the Assassin and crush liberty ?

“We fervently pray that this voice of
England’s conscience may be heard and
obeyed. Would that England might de-
serve such an encomium as Mr. Glad-
stone gives to little Greece, ‘a David
facing six Goliaths,” whuse sole action
thus far has made it sure that Crete will
not be handed back to Turkish tyranny.
¢I can remember,’ says Mr. Gladstone,
‘no case in which sv small a State has
conferred sv great a benefit.’”

 The mind has a thousand cyes,
And the heart but one ;
Yet the light of a whole life dies
When love is done.”
—Irancis W. Bourdillon.
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The World’s Progress.

OUTSIDE THE COURT.

P.C. Joux BuLL: “No, it is not settled yet, cxcept that you've to go.”
TURKEY : Please, sir, mayn't I stay on as a policeman?”

Tae War Croun or EUROPE.

The Great Powers of Europe have re-
ceived very severe criticism for their
attempt to suppress the insurrection in
Crete, and the plucky little kingdom of
Greece has won general sympathy by its
reckless dash and daring in playing the
part of David against the Goliath of
united Europe. But there is another
side to the question. It is an invidious
thing for a big, burly policeman to have
to arrest the obstreperous small boy who
is disturbing the general peace. General
sympathy may be with the small boy,
but he may need suppression and cor-
rection all the same, to prevent his em-
broiling the whole neighbourhood. Italy
sides strongly with Greece, but an Italian
paper says: ‘It is very funny that the
International Peace Society does not ap-
prove of the conduct of Burope in carry-
ing out its own views. It has always
been demanded that arbitration be sub-
stituted for war, and to-day the European
states are combining to prevent war.”

—The Westminster Gazette, London.

If the Powers, as affirmed, will give
Crete autonomy under Prince Waldemar
of Denmark, it is pretty evident it is not
from chivalry but from selfishness that
Greece insists on fighting. They may be
lawless bandit-patriots who have invaded
Macedonia, but Greece has evidently
winked pretty hard at the invasion. 1f
Greece is allowed to seize Crete without
the sanction of the Powers, what is to
restrain Bosnia, Servia, Montenegro,
Bulgaria, and the Great Powers from the
game of grab, which would precipitate
that direst disaster of the century, »
general European war.

An acute French writer, Pressense, in
the Nineteenth Century, strongly defends
the action of the Powers in preventing
the spread of the conflagration when so
much gunpowder is lying around. He
calls attention to the fact that the mas-
sacres in Greece which caused the out-
break have not been of but by so-called
Christians, not by but of Mohammedans.

Mr. W. T. Stead regards the armed
intervention of the Powers as the most
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hopeful augury of perpetual peace. **If
there is one principle which needs to be
kept perpetually before the eyes of man-
kind, it is that the only road to peace
lies, not in the disuse of force, but in the
elimination of all right to appeal to the
sword on the part of any unit smaller
than that of federated humanity. Out
of all the weltering chaos of anarchical
militarism we have emerged, not by for-
swearing the use of force, but by aggre-
gating all forces into the hands of the
central government.”

So the concert ¢f the Powers he con-
siders a prophecy of the federated
United States of Euvope for the supres-
sion of war. This gives promise, too,
of the coercion of the Sultan and the re-
organization of Turkey, and the relief of
EBurope from that chronic nightmare,
the Kastern Question. But the pity of
it is, that these Powers, so jealous now
for the protection of the Turk, have been
so impotent for the last two years for the
protection of the hapless Armeniang
against the most ruthless slaughter of
the Christian centuries.

ARBITRATION.

This concerted action of the Powers, it
seems to us, is a brighter omen of the
substitution of arbitration for war than
the petty quirks and quibbles of the
American Senate, which has eviscerated
the Arbitration Treaty and made it scarce
worth the paper on which it was written.
At all events, Great Britain has shown
an earnest desire for peace, and upon the
American Senate will recoil the shame
and disgrace which the American press
largely express for this frustration of one
of the brightest hopes of the c.atury.

If Mgr. Merry del Val, the Papal
Ablegate, came to Canada to settle the
Manitoba school question, he came too
late. That question is already settled,
and if it were not, the free province of
Manitoba would not submit to have it
settled by any papal envoy.

The munificent generosity of Great
Britain and her forty colonies towards
the stricken British dependency of India
has demonstrated a new aspect of the
unity of the Empire. The generous
sympathy of the United States has also
added a new tie of fellowship and good-
will with our kinsmen beyond the line
that will be remembered when the jeal-
ousy of hostile tariffs shall be forgotten.
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The high-handed proceedings of the
so-called Republic of the Transvaal in
muzzling the high courts of the State and
gagging its press, but serve to emphasize
its Incapacity to conceive the very prin-
ciples of civil liberty. "The Governwment
is an oligarchy as tyrannous in spirit as
ever was the Council of Ten of Venice,
or the Vehmgerechte of mediceval Ger-
many.

The protracted revolts in Cuba and the
Philippines are exhausting the strength
of Spam and 1uining the commerce of the
colonies. The Latin races seem incapable
of the successful colonization whereby the
Anglo-Saxon peoples have so subdued
wide realms to civilization and filled the
world with their renown,

THE METROPOLITAN SILVER JUBILEE.

That was a very significant series of
services held in connection with the
twenty-fifth anniversary of the erection
of the Metropolitan church. Next to
City Road Chapel, London, there is,
perhaps, no church in Methodism more
widely known. TIts erection was the be-
ginning of a new era in church building
in Canada. Itis, in large degree, 2 mon-
ument to the energy and eloquence of
the Rev. Willinm Morley Punshon. It
is, within and without, one of the most
beautiful specimens of church architect-
ure in Methodism, and its position in the
Metropolitan Square is not rivalled by
that of any church that we know in the
werld.

Few churches have been more liberal
than this. In a quarter of a century it
has raised an aggregate of nearly half a
million dollars. It has been = great cen-
tre of relicious influence which has
reached all parts of this land. Many have
gone up from its congregation to enrich
the skies, and any sacred and hallowed
associations invest its walls.

The sermon by Dr. Carman, our be-
loved General Superintendent, at the
Anniversary, was, for sweep of thought,
for spiritual power and eloquence, one of
the grandest sermons to which we have
ever listened. Chancellor Day’s dis-
courses were also worthy of the occasion.
The evenings of reminiscences and out-
look were of special interest, and the
congregation expressed its sympathy by
raising the sum of nearly six thousand
dollars to reduce the debt.
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Bools Notiees.

The Personal Life of Queen Victoria.
By Saran A. Toorky. London:
Hodder & Stoughton. Tovounto: Wil-
liam Briggs. Price, $2.25.

One effect of the Queen’s Diamond
Jubilee is to launch a fleet of books and
boollets on the sea of litorature, some of
which may float for & time, but most of
which will soon sink and be forgotten.
An exception to this, however, is the
volume under review. For interest of
subject-matter, and clegance of pro-
duction, it is one of the few that will
possess permanent value. The writer
had special sources of information as to
the home life of the Queen, much of it
derived from those personally acquainted
with Her Majesty, who had the oppor-
tunity for observing the attractiveness
and dignity of her character in private.
An unsuspected vein of humour and
vivacity is indicated, as well as strength
of moral character that is very delightful
to notice.

Fifty years ago duelling in Great Brit-
ain had somewhat the prestige which
it possesses in Germany to day. But
the Queen and Prince Consort put an
end to this barbarous custom. It was
the Queen who set the vogue which has
been followed by society women for
association with objects of philanthropy
and good works, also for the purification
of public and domestic life. She also
Inrgely led the way to the adoption of
that out-of-door life which has become so
much the fashion of recent times. The
Queen, we learn, had such a dislike for
the smell of cigars and tobacco that
smoking bas been for many years. pro-
hibited in Windsor Castle, a restriction
in which the Prince Consort fully con-
curred. Cards requesting that gentle-
men would not smoke were neatly
framed and hung in the roums of the
Lords-in-Waiting and Equerries of the
royal suite, and the servants and work-
people were forbidden to smoke inside
the castle.

The Queen has given much attention
to music, and has been herself an ac-
complished pianist, and specially fond of
good music. Her skill with pencil and
etching needle are well known, and her
goud tuste as art critic. This book is
issued by Hodder & Stovghton in elegant
style, with numerous portraits of the
Queen and other members of the Royal
Family.

The Complete Poctical Works of Oliver
TWendell Holmes. Chambridge Edition.
Boston: Houghton, Mifttin & Co.
Torontu: William Briggs. Pp. 352.
Octavo, gilt top. Price, $2.00.

Dr.- Holmes’ distinguished reputation
as a prose writer, novelist, critie, and
essayist has, to some degree, obscured
his merit as a writer of verse. Moreover,
his veputation as humourist makes it
difficult at times to take him seriously.
Yet the serious, pathetic, and stirring
patriotic poems of this volume far out-
number the humorous ones. The latter,
of course, are very funny and stick like
burrs in the memory. ‘“The Deacon’s
One-Hoss  Shay,” the ¢ Stethoscope”
song, and ** Nux Postcenatica™ are very
funny. The blending of science and
humour is unique, as in the following :

“I was sitting with my microscope, upon

my parlour rug,

With a very heavy quarto and a very
lively bug ;

The true bug had been organized with
only two antennz,

But the humbug in the copperplate would
have them twice as many.”

The following tribute to the medical
profession should endear Dr. Holmes
forever to every lover of his kind :

As life’s unending column pours,
Two marshalled hosts are seen, —

Two armies on the trampled shores
That Death flows black between.

One marches to the drum-beat’s roll,
The wide-mouthed clarion’s bray,
And bears upon a crimson scroll,
¢ Qur Glory is to Slay.”

One moves in silence by the stream,
With sad, vet watchful eyes,

Calm as the patient planet’s gleam
That walks the clouded skies.

Along its front no sabres shine,
No blood-red pennons wave ;

Tts banner bears the single line,
¢ OQur Duty is to Save.”

Two paths lead upward from below,
And angels wait above,

Who count each burning life-drop’s flow,
Each falling tear of love.

Though from the hero's bleeding breast
Her pulses Freedom drew,

Though the white lilies in her crest
Sprang from that scurlet dew,
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While valour's haughty chamnpions wait
Till all their scars are shown,

Love walks unchallenged through the gate,
To sit beside the throne.

The poems in ‘** War Time” reveal an
intense moral earnestness bursting
through his light humour and persitlage,
as lava through Altna’s vine-clad slopes.
See ¢ A Puritan War Song.”

Where are you going, soldiers,
With banuer, gun, and sword ?
We’re marching south to Canaan
T'o battle for the Lord?
What Captain leads your armies
Along the rebel coasts ?
The Mighty One of Israel,
His name is Lord of Hosts!
To Canaan, to Canaan,
The Lord has led us forth,
To blow before the heathen walls
The trumpets of the North'!

See, also, ‘‘ Thus Saith the Lord.”

The stake is lanid ! O gallant youth
With yet uusilvered brow,
If heaven should lose and hell should win,
On whom shall liec the mortal sin,
That cries aloud, It might have been
God calls you—answer now.

““ A Mother’s Secret, a Legend of the
Virgin Mary,” and some narrative poems
reveal a tender pathos which is seen
to perfection in tbe immortal ¢ Last
Leaf.”

The mossy marbles rest
On the lips that he had prest
In their bloom,
And the names he loved to hear
Have been carved for many a year
On the tomb.

But the finest of the Autocrat’s poems,
we think, is that on *‘The Chambered
Nautilus,” the following verse of which
Dr. Holmes, in his last visit to Eng-
land, wrote in the album of the Princess
of Wales :

Build thee more stately mansions, O my
soul,
As the swift seasons roll !
Leave thy low-vanlted past !
Let cach new temple, nobler than the last,
Shut thee from heaven with a dome more
vast
Till thou at length art free,
Leaving thine outgrown shell by life’s un-
resting sea !

No man was more often in request for
writing occasional verses, birthday and
anniversary poems, college and class
poems, songs of welcome and farewell
and memorial lines, than Dr. Holmes,
and no man ever did it better. They
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had not the stately dignity of Long-
fellow’s or Lowells, but they have the
light and delicate touch and sparkling
epigram which made them ideal after-
dinner recitation.

The publishers have made this book—
in readable type, excellent press work,
careful editing and introduction, steel
etched portrait and vignette—an ideal
volmue.

At Minas Busin and Other Puems. By
TrHeovorg H. Ranp, D.C.L. Methodist
Book-Rooms, Toronto, Montreal and
Halifax, Price, $1.00.

We spent a very delightful evening in
reading the manuscript of this book.
We regard it as one of the strongest and
tenderest volumes of verse which has
appeared in Canada. We do not know
what it is that wakes the Maritiine Pro-
vinces such a nest of singing birds. The
Roberts family, Bliss Carman, Dr. Rand,
and others, have found there their in-
spiration, and described in exquisite
verse its noble scenery. They have made
the Basin of Minas, Blomidon, the swirl-
ing tides of the Bay of Fundy, the diked
meadows of Tantramar and Grand Pré
classic forever.  The following sonnet is
a type of many which celebrate the
scenes which Longfellow has invested
with the

¢ Light that never was on sex or shore,
The consecration and the puet’s dream.”

Ar MixNas Basiy,

About the buried feet of Blomidon,

Red-breasted sphinx with crown of grey

and green,

The tides of Minas swirl,—their veiléd

queen
Fleet-oared from far by galleys of the sun.
The tidal breeze blows its divinest gale !

The blue air winks with life like beaded

wine !—

Storied of Glooscap, of Evangeline—
Each to the setting sun this sea did sail.
Opulent day has poured ite "iving gold

Till all the west is belt with crimson

. bars, .
Now davkness lights its silver moon and
stars,—

The festal beauty of the world new-old,
Facing the dawn, in vigil that ne’er sleeps,
The sphinx the seeret of the Basin keeps.

There is an carnest moral purpose and
deep rveligious spirit in many of Dr.
Rand’s poems, as in the fine sonuet on
¢ Arbitration™ which we recently quoted,
and in the poem ““To W.” which strikes
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us as as fine in its philosophical spirit as
Tennyson’s ‘‘ Two Voices.” His *‘ Easter
Tdyll” is also very touching, as is the
tender story of ** Nora Lee.”

The Breath of God : A Sketch of the Doc-
trine of Juspivation. By the Rev.
Frang HarpaMm. Thomas Whittaker,
Publisher, 2 and 3 Bible House, New
York. 12mo, cloth. Price, 75c.

This is another of the many books
which owe their birth to the newer criti-
<cism.  Mr. Halluu here gives us an
historical review of the doctrine of the
inspiration of the Holy Scriptures. After
an interesting treatment of the different
theories of inspiration, which have heen
held by various schools of thought within
the Church, he reaches the conclusion
that these theories may be reduced to
two—the traditional and inductive. He
pronounces in favour of the inductive as
the one tenable theory.

Our author accepts many of the con-
clusions of the advanced school of Bib-
lical critics ; indeed, in our judgment,
he admits as proved more than the
facts warrant. ‘This does not, however,
weaken his attachment to and reverence
for the Sacred Volume, which he regards
as ‘‘an infallible guide to life and right-
eousness, to immortality and eternal joy."”

Mr. Hallam’s style is pleasing and
popular. Indeed, he has not written a

- scholar’s book, but gives the general
reader a view of the situation in reference
to the proper sphere and authority of the
Bible, from the standpoint of one whose
sympathies are manifestly with the mod-
erately radical findings of modern criti-
cism. S.P. R.

Literary Landnuwoks of Rome. By Lavu-
rexce Hurrox. [Illustrated. New
York : Harper & Brothers. Toronto :
William Briggs. Price, S1.

Few places in the world have so many
literary asscciations as the Eternal City.
Apart from its classic and mediceval
writers it has been a favourite place of
:sojourn of the poets, novelists, historians,
and artists of every land. In this little
book Laurence Hutton recalls the mani-
fold associations of this “land of all
men’s past " in a very graphic manner.

Methodist Magazine and Review.

It lends marvellous interest to the pic-
turesque Spanish Stairs, still the haunt
of artists’ models, to know that in the
house on the left Shelley lived, and in
that on the right Keats died. Amid the
ruins of the Forum the genius of Cicero
lives again, and in tle picturesque en-
vironment of Rome the spell of Horace
and of Virgil is felt once more. The
haunts of Dante, of ‘‘the starry Galileo
with his woes,” of Tasso and Petrarch,
have an undying interest. N_ foot-
prints are better known than those of
Martin Luther. We follow him fiom
the Augustine Convent to Pilate’s Stair,
where, toiling up painfully upon his
knees, he felt the soul-emancipating mes-
sage, *‘The just shall live by faith,” and
the Reformation was begun. Other more
recent memories are those of Milton and
Montaigne, of Gcethe and Byron, the
Brownings, Longfellow and Lowell, Scott
and Storey, Thackeray and Dickens. The
beautiful illustrations of Keats' and Shel-
ley’s graves, the house of Andersen, and
‘“ Hilda's Tower,” Tasso’s garden, the
Forum, etc., enhance the value of this
elegant little book.

Tobias Smollett. By OLIPHANT SMEATON.
¢ Famous Scots ? Series. Edinburgh :
Oliphant, Anderson & Ferrier. To-
ronto : William Briggs. Price, 50c.

A very different character from such
‘ Famous Sgots ” as Carlyle, Hugh Mil-
ler, John Kuox, Thomas Chahners, in
the preceding numbers of this series, is
the unfortunate subject of the present
memojir. Smollett in his youth saw hard
service as a surgeon’s assistant in the
British navy, of which he gives very
graphic pictures in his sea novels. Ttis
little over a hundred years ago since he
died, but he seems to have lived in
another world than ours. Smollett’s
great literary work was his histories of
England, France, ltaly, and Germany.
From these he derived considerable in-
come, but was hampered by debts and
lawsuits to pay the costs of which he had
to borrow money at sixty per cent. But
his novels, history, and his poetry are
now out of date, and his life story is that
of a typical Grub Street publisher’s hack
which we read with mingled pity and
blame.

“¢ The world is wide in time and tide,
And God is guide; then do not hurry.

That man is blest who does his best
And leaves the rest; then do not worry.”
—Dr. Decems.
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Religioas and Missionary Intelligenee.

BY THE REV. E. BARRASS, D.D.

WesLeyaN METHODIST.

Rev. Marshall Hartley, one of the
General Sccretaries, and also Secretary
of Conference, is to visit the missions in
Ceylon and the principal missions in
India, and also in China, between the
Conferences of 1897 and 1898,

Rev. George Lowe describes an en-
couraging work at Johannesburg, South
Africa. One Sabbath the natives, with-
out help from others, contributed $370
towards the cost of a new church. At
one of the services fully 1,000 natives
were present, ‘‘ representing every prin-
cipal tribe from Capetown to beyond the
Zambesi.”

Increased attention is being paid to the
local preachers, who supply hundreds of
pulpits on Sabbath days in England.
Not only is there a fund provided to aid
those who are in needy circumstances,
but facility is afforded them in respect
to their studies. BMore than 400 of these
useful servants of the Church recently
underwent a Connexional examination in
respect to the course of study provided
by the Conference.

The accumulated debt on the Leys
School, Cambridge, is very near $300,-
000. Sir G. H. Chubb, and other friends,
have resolved to make a vigorous effort
to reduce this incubus. A wealthy friend
has promised 825,000, providing that
$125,000 ;s raised.

A great effort is being made on behalf
of Methcdist soldiers and sailors. It is
intended to raise some thousands of
pounds to provide homes in various parts
of the United Kingdom, as well as in
some of the colonies. This will be a
Methodist memorial of the Queen’s long
reign.

There are said to be over 30,000 Kalr
members in the South African mission,
and they are all abstainers from intox-
icating liquor.

MerHonist Eriscoral, CHURCH.

Bishop Thoburn says that the famine
in India is increasing ; eight millions are
suffering and there are 80,000 orphans
to be cared for.

The foreign missions are in Germany,
Switzerland, Norway and Sweden, Den-
mark, and Finland ; in Bulgaria, Mexico,

South America, and Italy; and in the
heathen and non-Christian countries of
Africa, India, Malaysia, China, Japan
and Corea. TForall these the Missionary
Society expended last year §569,372.84.

In 1873, the mission was opened in
Mexico, and now there ave 600 congre-
gations, 192 foreign and 585 native
workers, over 7,000 scholars in the day-
schools, nearly 10,000 in the Sunday-
schools, with a Protestant community of
over 60,000 souls. Ten small publishing
houses are turning out milliuns of pages
each year. The Church propercy is
valued at uearly a million and a quarter
dollars. Let it be remembered that for
nearly three hundred years the country
was governed by a clerical misrule with-
out a parallel on carth.

The Michigan Advo -atestates thas, from
the reports published in seven papers,
10,176 conversions took place in 197
churches.

Another contemporary says: ‘* Last
year three thousaud joined our Church
on probation every Sunday in the year.
This is Pentecost every week.” The fact
is wonderful.

The American University has received
855,000 from a donor who withholds his
name.

Meruopist Eriscorar CHURCH, SOUTH.

The Methodists of Nashville have de-
clined to partic pate in the Centennial
Exposition, or have the Church repre-
sented, because of the arrangement to
sell liquors on the grounds.

Dr. Palmer, of the Missionary Society,
Methodist Episcopal Church, delivered 2
lecture on missions, at Roanoke, Va.,
during the sessions of the Conference of
the Southern Church.

PriMiTivE METHODIST.

Dr. Hatherley has been accepted as a
medical missicnary to Central Africa.
Two other ministers have volunteered
for mission work in Africa.

The attendance at Elnfield College is
so large that it has been resolved to
enlarge the building at an expense of
$10.000.

The Lads’ Institute, Whitechnapel,
London, has come into the hands of the
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Primitive Methodists for the sum of

$£40.,000, though the cost was $90,000.

The Connexion owns 4,725 churches
which seat a million people. The cost of
the whole was $18,100,320, and the
liabilities slightly exceed §5,000,000. .

Rev. Joseph Johnson has been invited
to remain at Stoke Newington for the
tenth year.

The vote has been taken on Methodist
union in Australia, which showed that
out of a total membership of 44,500,
30,000 voted in favour, with 6,500 against,
and 8,000 not voting.

Tue METHODIST CHURCH.

Among the students attending Vie-
toria College is an Indian from Rice
Lake, whose name is Pash-a-geezh-ik. He
belongs to the Chippewas, and has spent
some time in the Indian schools, and is
now taking bhis second and third years’
work in theology, intending to labour in
the ministry among his people.

In addition to the above there is a
young man from Japan, whom it is hoped
will become a useful missionary among
his own people in the Empire of the
Rising Sun. His name is Mitzutaro
Tekagt.

There is a Persian student, Mr. Yuaef,
from Oroomiah, a brighe, intelligent
young fellow.

There is also, at McMaster Hall, an
Armenian youth, by the name of Mr.
Mesrob Baghdasarian. His father is an
Armenian lawyer, a refugee. He is a
good student. ’

Dr. Potts has been appointed Chair-
man of the International Sunday-Scheol
Lesson Committee. Canada, and Meth-
odism in particular, is honoured in the
appointment.

Methodist Magazine and Review.

REeceENT DEATHS.

Rev. J. Van Wyck, B.A., President of
Hamilton Conference, and pastor of the
Gore Street Church, was called to his
roward on the evening of the 8th of April.
Tie had only bcen ill ten days. Bro.
Van Wyck was greatly beloved both by
his brethren in the ministry and the
people generaily. While he was always
independent in his views, he was at the
same time courteous end kind towards the
opinions of others.

He entered the ministry in 1868, first
in the Methodist Episcopal Church, with
which denomination he travelled until
the union. In all his circuits he was
useful. He sought the spiritual welfare
of his people, and had many seals to his
ministry.

"Important circuits were glad to secure
his services. Only a few weeks ago he
received a call to Broadway Tabernacle,
Toronto, and was anticipating a success-
ful term of service, but the Master has
called him higher. A widow and two
children survive him.

Rev. James E. Clapham, Wesleyan
minister, aged 54, has finished his course.
His death was a great loss. For several
years he took an active part jn evan-
gelistic movements, and since 1885 he
was General Secretary of the Home
Mission and Contingent Fund, in con-
nection with which he performed Her-
culean labours.

Erratum.—In the issue for April, page
392, inside column, sixteenth line from
top, for ¢‘step-daughter” please read
‘“second daughter.”

TO OUR SOVEREIGN

Queen, that from spring to autumn of thy
reign,
Hast taught thy people how’tisqueenlier far,
Than any golden pom:p of peace or war,
Simply to be a woman without stain !
Queen whom we love, who lovest us again !
We pray that yonder, by thy wild Braemar,
The?or?l of many legions, the White Czar,
At this red hour, hath tarried not in vain.

¢¢ If Jesus Christ is a man—
And only & man—1I say
That, of all mankind, I cleave to Him,
And to Him will I cleave alway.

LADY.

We dream that from thy words, perhaps
thy tears,
Ev'n in the King’s inscrutable heart shall
grow
Harvest of succour, weal, and gentler days!
So shall thy lofty name to latest years
Still loftier sound, and ever sweetlier blow
The rose of thy imperishable praise.
— William Watson.

S,

¢ If Jesus Christ is a God—
And the only God—I swear
I will follow Him thro’ heas en and hell,
The carth, the sea, and the air.”



WHY SHOULD | USE
—Pur¢e @old saxne

BECAUSE—

It is made from Chemically Pure Cream Tartar and
Soda.

BECAUSE—

It is made on Scientific Principles.
BECAUSE—

It will not injure the Stomach or Cause Indigestion.
BECAUSE—

It will produce the lightest, sweetest, and nicest biscuits,
pastry, etc., etc., that can possibly be made.

I d

PURE GOLD MFG. CO.,

31 and 33 Front Street East, - - TORONTO.
98-1

THE BENNETT & WRIGHT Co., LTD.

e

Our SHow RooMs are now fitted with the latest and best
SANITARY SPECIALTIES,

Showing complete BATHROOMS in various styles.
& INSPECTION INVITED. wa

VVNAAA
GAS AND ELECTRIC LIGHT FIXTURES
IN GREAT VARIETY.

Gas Stoves and Fan Motors.

The BENNETT & WRIGHT Co, Ltd,,
HEATING ENGINEERS AND SANITARY PLUMBERS,
72 QUEEN STREET EAST, TORONTO.



ASK FOR THE

JH. HOMBURG and SAVOY
ROGERS LATEST SOFT FELT HATS

IN THE MARKET.
105 IN ALIL COLORS.
KING & CHURCH: SUITABLE FOR YOUNG AND OLD.

JAMES H. ROGERS,
Cor. King and Church Streets, - - TORONTO.

Faith in Footwear.

OUR reputation as handlers of reliable
makes of footwear has been created b
years of steady adherence to a very high
standard of quality. Every shoe we sell must
measure up to this high standard. The people
have come to know this, hence their faith in
our footwear.

We carry every variety of

Summer and Outing Footwear,

Bicycle Boots, Shoes and Leggings,

Tennis Shoes, Lacrosse Shoes, ganvas Shoes,
Tan Boots and Shoes in all popular shades,
Walking Boots and Shoes in all the new shapes.

H. & C. BLACHFORD,

7 83 to 89 King St. East, - - TORONTO.
N.B.—MAIL ORDERS CAREFULLY ATTENDED TO.

G AS FIXTURES
COMBINATION FIXTURES
ELECTRIC FIXTURES

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

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

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

The Keith & Fitzsimons Co.
111 KinQ%_SStréet West, - (mfmm.)) - - TORONTO, ONT.

-



HEADQUARTERS FOR

Stationery and Office Supplies.

Account Books. Full assortment, all descriptions.

B()Okbinding- Every style. Moderate prices.

Leather Goods. Great variety, unsurpassed, close prices.

AGENTS FOR "'
WIRT FOUNTAIN PEN. “Get the best.”
CALIGRAPH TYPEWRITER. ¢ Stands at the head.”
EDISON MIMEOGRAPH. ¢ Perfect Duplicator.”

BROWN BROS,,

STATIONERS, BOOKBINDERS.

Manufacturers of Account Books, Leather Goods, Etc.

64-68 King St. East. - - TORONTO.
Established 1856

K=" NOW READY. =3

BY MRS. FLORENCE M. KINGSLEY.

Author of ** Titus'® and *' Stephen.”
PRICE, - - PAPER, 50 Cents; CLOTH, - - $1.00.

The story represents the extension of Christianity among the Gentiles through the
appointed herald of the *“glad tidings.” It is not a novel in the ordinary sense of the word.
but in a series of dramatic scenes introduces the prominent characters with whom the
Apostle had to do in the Acts, with ample and accurate historical accessories. The author’s
power of vivid and picturesque narrative makes us familiar with the varied life of the
Empire in Rome, in Antioch, in Ephesus, in Athens, in Jerusalem. We gain a clear im-
pression of the Cesars, of Agrippa, of Antipas, of Felix; of the different fellow-labourers of
Paul, Barnabas, Luke, Titus; of the Apostles Peter and James. The distinction between the
Church at Jerusalem and the Christianity that was preached to the Gentiles is finely presented.
The great darkness and need of the pagan world is powerfully contrasted with the light and
fulness of the new faith. The most conspicuous events in the famous missionary journeys
are thrillingly developed. We face death with Paul at Lystra and at Ephesus; sit with him
at his tent-making in Corinth; stand beside him on Mars Hill; confront the mob with him
at Jerusalem ; go with him to shipwreck, imprisonment and death. The book follows closely
the order of events in the inspired narrative, and invariably adds new light and interest to
the record. It will appear quite opportunely in March, since the International Sunday-school
Lessons take up the study of Paul at that tjme, covering his entire history within the year 1897.

WILLIAM BRIGGS, - 29-33 Ricemonp St., WEST, - TORONTO,



Points Discussed.

You are aware that you can-
not go without food and still re-
tain your strength; yet you do
neglect the exercise and recrea-
tion necessary to perfect health
and long life.

Why don’t you buy a bicy-
cle, ride it and add ten long

years to your life? You can
then, with clear brain and

added energy, accomplish more
than you now, and in less
time.

With an easy-running Stearns
bicycle you can save lenough
time to enable you to make de-
lightful outings.

The Stearns is called the
Yellow Fellow because of its
orange finish; we have it in
black if you prefer.

Ask our Agent, or send di-
rect for beautiful ’97 “Year
Book.”

E.C. STEARNS & Co.,
MAKERS, TORONTO.

SYRACUSE, N.Y., -
SUFPALO, N.V., -

PARIS, FRANCE,
SAN FRANCISCO, CAL.

American Rattan Co., Toronto,

C.A.A. CANADIAN SELLING AGENTS. e0.

TORONTO SALESROOMS,
17 Yonge St. - 208 College St.

THE GREAT TWINS

K.D.C.
PILLS

Relieve and Cure the
g Great Twin Ilis
INDIGESTION and
> OONSTIPATION
Write for samples, testimonials and guarantee

K.D.C. COMPANY, Ltd., New Glasgow, N.8.
and 187 Stale St., Bostem, Mass..

N

The Standard American Brand : : : : Established 1860

SPENCERIAD

DROP US A LINE

If you wish to select a STEEL
PEN suitable for your handwriting

Sample Card SIXTEEN PENS, different patterns,

for every style of writing, includin

the VERTICAL
SYSTEM, sent prepaid on reccipt of

EN CENTS. .

SPENCERIAN PEN COQ.
4.co Broome Street, New York, N. Y.
97-7

DO YOU USE

Leather Belting ?

IF S0 send your address to

ROBIN, SADLER & HAWORTH,
TORONTO.

BARBARA HECK,

A STORY OF

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

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

Few Canadian books have been so cordially wel-
comed as this inspiring and spirited story from Dr.
Withrow’s practised pen. Principal Grant, of Queen's
University, makes 1t the subject of a four-page
article in the Methodist Magazine and Review, in
which he says: ““ Reading it, a window was open
through which I saw glimpses into the early history
of our people.”

The Montreal Witness gives it nearly three columns
of space, and says: * We could wish that thousands
besides. Methodists would read it to kindle and fan
the flame of Canadian patriotism, and that all might
learn the imperishable power and beauty of Godli-
ness and true religion in humble life.”

WILLIAM BRIGGS, 20-33 Richmond 8¢. W., TORONTO.

97-7




Rboda = Roberts

A Welsh Mining Story.

BY HARRY LINDSAY.

Rev. H. 8. Barton in the Brynmawr Record.—* We commend this book to those who are
providing rewards and books for Sunday-school libraries, and to readers who want a thrilling
story, yet healthy and helpful.”

Liverpool Post.—* The characters are firmly drawn.”

The Methodist Times.—‘ Harry Lindsay has produced a book which should command a
wide circulation. . . . Itisastrong book. . . . Rhoda Roberts, the heroine, is a beautiful
character. . . . aminiature Dinah Morris. The ‘wicked' Stephen Grainger, a monster of
villainy, is powerfully portrayed. It is a strong, healthy, noble romance. If it does not at
once become remarkably popular we shall be much disappointed.”

The Methodist Recorder.—It has an absorbing plot. . . . The book is well worth
reading. The sketches of Welsh Methodist life are evidently drawn at first hand, and the
heroine, Rhoda Roberts, the village school-mistress, is charmingly depicted.”

The Christian World.—*‘ The descriptions of the various Methodist services are excellent,
and the characters are strongly drawn.”

PRICE, $1.25. POSTPAID.
BOOKS BY REV. H. R. HAWEIS, M.A.

American Humourists: WASHINGTON IRVING, OLIVER WENDELL HoLMEs, JAMES Rus.
SELL LOWELL, ARTEMUS WARD, MARK TwaIN, and BRET HARTE. Third Edition. Crown
8vo, cloth extra, $2.10.

Travel and Talk, 1885-93-83: My Hundred Thousand Miles of Travel Through America
—Canada—New Zealand—Tasmania-—Australia—Ceylon—The Paradises of the Pacific.
With Photogravure Frontispieces. Two Vols., crown 8vo, cloth, $4.20.

BY REV. DR. PARKER.
Might Have Been: Some Life Notes. Crown 8vo, cloth, $2.10.

EARLY ENGLISH POETS.
Edited, with Introductions and Annotations, by REV. A. B. GROSART, D.D. Crown 8vo,
cloth boards, $1.25 per Volume.
Fletcher's (Glles) Complete Poems. One Vol.
Davies’ (Sir John) Complete Poetical Works. Two Vols.
Herrick’s (Robert) Complete Collected Poems. Three Vols.
sidney’s (8ir Philip) Complete Poetieal Works. Three Vols.

WORKS BY R. LOUIS STEVENSON.
Post 8vo, cloth limp, 90 cents each.

Travels With a Donkey. With a Frontispiece by WALTER CRANE.
An Inland Voyage. With a Frontispiece by WALTER CRANE.

Crown 8vo, buckram, gilt top, $2.10 each.
Familiar Studies of Men and Books. Virginibus Puerisque, and other Papers.
The Silverado Squatters. With Frontispiece Rallads. (| Prince Otto.
by J. D. STRONG. Across the Plains, with other Memories and
The Merry Men. ’ Essays.

Underwoods: Poems. Welr of Hermiston. (R. L. STEVENSON’S LAST
Memories and Portraits. WORK.)

LONDON: GHATTO & WINDUS, 111 ST. MARTIN'S LANE, W.C.

THE ABOVE BOOKS CAN BE ORDERED THROUGH WILLIAN BRIGGS,
: 29-33 RICHNOND ST. WEST, TORONTO,




The Newest Books.

Mrs. Keith Hamilton, M.B.

By Axsie 8. Swav, Iustrated...........ooooiioi oo $1 00
A Stormy Voyager.

By Axsie 8. Swax. Hlustrated............... oo 1 00
Hero Tales from Sacred History.

By Rrv. Lours ALsert Baxks, D.D. Ilustrated .................. .. 15
The Children’s Study.

England, Ireland, Scotland. Each....................... ... PR 0 90
Clog-Shop Chronicles.

By JOHN ACKWORTH ...........c. ioiiiiiinianein i, 125

The Genuine Writings of St. Patrick,
The Apostle of Ireland, with Notes. By Rev. C. H. Wricnr, D.D. Paper o0 10

The Child, the Wise Man, and the Devil.

By CouLsoN KERNAHAN. Paper ............... ..ooooooioiiii 0 35
The Conversion of Armenia to the Christian Faith.

By W. St. CLaIR TispaALL, M.A,, CM.S. Cloth ..ot oo, 125
Three Boys in the Wild North Land.

By E. R. Youse. lllustrated.......... e e 125
Around the Camp Fire.

By Cuas. G. D. Roserts. Ilustrated.............................. .. I25
Saddle, Sled, and Snowshoe.

By Joux McDouveanL. THustrated....................... ... ... .. .. 1 00
Waliter Gibbs, the Young Boss.

By E. W. Tromsox. Tlustrated........ ................. ... ..... . 125

Tools for Teachers.
A Collection of Anecdotes, Illustrations, Legends, etc., for Teachers of

Sunday Schools, Bible Classes and the Boys’ Brigade. By WiLLiam

MoODIE oo 175
The Tool Basket.

For Preachers, Sunday School Teachers, and Open Air Workers. Being

a Collection of Sermon Outlines, Pegs of Thought, S, S. Addresses, etc. o0 35
The Warden of the Plains.

Stories of Indians and Cowbhoys of the Canadian North-West. By John

Macvean, PH.D. Illustrated ........................... ... .. .. . 125

Overiand to Cariboo.
By MaRGARET McNavcHToN. Illustrated. ....... ...... e e 1 00

WILLIAM BRIGGS,
Methodist Book & Publishing House, Toronto.
. W. COATES, Montreal, Que, S. F, HUESTIS, Halifax, N.S.



Subscription Books.

History of the Dominfon of Canada; From the Discovery of America to the Present Time. By
Rav. W. H. Witerow, D.D,, F R.8.C. It includes a History of the Provinces of Ontario, Quebec,
New Brunswick, Nova Scotia, Prince Edward Island, British Columbia and Manitoba, of the North-West
Territory, and of the Island of Newfoundland ; also, a Full and Correct Account of the late Rebellion in
the North-West. ‘

The Story of Methodism Throughout the World. By A. B. Hrog, 8.T.D., Professor of Greek
in the University of Denver, Member of American Philological Association, etc. To which is added
s The Story of Methodism in the Dominion of Canada.” By Huer JonxstoN, M.A., D.D,,
and ““The Story of the Epworth League.” By Rev. JosgpH F. BErrY, D.D. Embellished
with nearly 600 Portraits and Views. With Classified Index of nearly 8,000 references.

Our Own Conntm Canada Scenicand Descriptive. By W. H. Wirarow, D.D., F.R.S.C. Thisis not a
History of Canada, but a copiously illustrated account of the scenic attractions, natural resources and
chiet industries of Canada. It describes every city and almost every town in the Dominion. All persons
who possess the author’s * History of Canada” should also have this volume, which treats an entirely
different aspect of the country’s progress and resources.

The Farmer's Friend and Account Book. Presenting Separate Accounts for all Farm Transac-
tions, with Yearly Balance Sheet, Forms of Notes, Receipts, Due Bills, Orders and Contracts, Miscel-
laneous Rules, Interest, Valuable Recipes, Hints on Humanity to Animals, Log Table, Table of Wages
and Price of Wood per Cord.

The Child’s Life of Christ. By Hessa STRETTON, Author of *‘ Jessica’s First Prayer.” A simple and
graphio narrative of the pathways trodden, the scenes visited, the burdens borne, the help rendered,
the blessings bestowed, and the lessons taught by Jesus the Christ when on his earthly pilgrimage.
Containing a complete set of the celebrated engravings by Plockhorst and Hofmann. A Child can read
this whole story from the pictures. Size of Book, 8 x 10 inches. Illustrated. 253 pages,

New Pictorial Parullel and Self-Pronouncing Bible. Two Bibles in one volume, including
Bible helps of Bpnoeleu value, never before published in one vol , the whole forming a complete
qclowdn of Biblical knowledge. Our Bibles surpass all others in the beauty and durability of their
bindings ; in the amount and value of the collateral matter they contain; in richness of illustration,
including colored plates ; and for the satisfaction they give to subscribers.

New Edition of the Sacred Seriptures: Sclf-Explanatory Reference Teacher's
Bible. Prepared for Sunday-School Workers, Ministers, Students, the Family and the Pew, Marginal
Readings and Parallel References throught. Of all editions of the Scripture none are so well fitted as
this for the pupil, the class-room, home study, family devotion, public worship in the church and the
various osher forms of Christian activity. Beside the excellent arrangement o the contexts in ‘p.nllel
columns with the text itself, we have in ‘* The Self-Explanatory Teacher’s Bible ” many additional features
of marked interest. These have been added by the most competent Biblical scholars.

Turkey and the Armenian Atrocities, A graphic and thrilling history of the events that have
led up to and of the terrible massacres that have occurred in Armenia, 8o bloody and brutal in character
and 80 vast in numbers as to shock and appal the entire Christian world. By Rev, Epwix M. BLiss,
thirteen years a resident of Constantinople and son of the revered Isaac Bliss, forty years Missionary in
Turkey, Assisted by Rxv. Dr. CYRus HamuiN, D.D., founder ot Roberts College, Constantinople ;
Pror. E. A. GROSVENOR, of Amherst College, and several eye-witnesses of the massacres. With an
Introduction by Miss FRANCEs E. WILLARD.

Mr. Gladstone. An Illustrated Biography, with pictures trom cover to cover. Size 11 x 14}.

Beautiful Pictures: *'The Lord's Prayer.” Size16x%l. ‘ The Ten Commandments,”
Size 16 x 21. The Beatitudes. 8Size 15 x 21. Christ in the Temple. B8ize 15 x 21,
Memorial Tablet. Size15x2l. 1'he Angelus; or, the Vesper Hour. Size 22} x 26}. By
J. F. MiLLer. Printed on heavy plate paper. The Family Record. Size 15 x 21.

The Little Giant Cyclopsedia. A treasury of ready reference. 1,000,001 figures and facts, with 82
colored maps and plates. A glance at this little book will convince the most skeptical of the truth of
our claim that never before in the history of book-making was 80 much valuable information condensed
in a single volume. 5138 pages. Leather.

Beautiful Songs and Star Singers. Designed expressly for the home circle. 200 pieces of Musi
24 Portraits and Biographies of the great ainggr.; and n‘x’usioiana. P e,

The People’s Encyclopsedia. Published in Six Large Super-Royal Octavo Volumes. 88,727 articles.
21,876 more articles than in the Encyclopzdia Britannica. As a general Cyclopadia it is most compre.
hensive in scope, most thorough in scholarship, most systematic in arrangement, most convenient for
use, most practical in information, most complete in topics, most attractive in appearance, most recent
in publication. You can get this splendid Cyoclopedia delivered complete, and pay for it at the rate of
Seven Cents per day. A rare chance to secure a first-class Cyclopmdia at low cost and easy payment.

The Earth Girdled. The Latest and the Greatest Book of Travels, by the Eloquent and Distin,
Author, T. DaWrrr TALMAGE, D.D. 4 q guished

The Story of My Life. By WiLLiaM TAYLOR, Bishop of the Methodist Episcopal Church for Africa. A
full account of what he has thought and said and done in his ministry of fitty-three years with ple of
his own race and among the heathen. Written by himself. Embellished with more than One Hundred
Original Illustrations. -

Character Sketches; or, The Blackboard Mirror. By Rev. G. A. LorroN, A M., D.D. With an introduc-
tory Chapter by BisHop O. P. FirzesraLp. It is a museum of living characters set forth in a series of
illustrated discussions. It also presents a large number of moral, practical and religious subjects,
examined from the standpoint of every-day observation, taking the facts just as they are found and

lt]l‘l)ldin‘ them up to the gaze of the world with the mask torn off and the light of truth beaming full upon
om.

AGENTS WANTED. : &x Write for Circular and full
Information.

WILLIAM BRIGGS, Publisher,

Wesley Buildings, - - TORONTO, ONTARIO.




Che Life and Cimes

0

Jesus the- Messiab,

By DR. ALFRED EDERSHEIM.

Two volumes, royal octavo, pp- 1,568, at $2.00 net, postpaid.

This extraordinary offer may suggest old stock, or reprints from
old plates. But, no, this is a new revised edition, printed from
entirely new electrotype plates, on excellent paper, and neatly and
strongly bound in cloth boards.

T HE author of this remarkable book was a clergyman, who, educated in the

Jewish faith, was subsequently converted to Christianity. He has written

& history of our Lord which so presents the laws, customs, habits, topography
of places, and situation of temples and other historic buildings synchronous with
His life on earth, that the reader is transported into that time, and feels that the .
Gospel presents a real historical scene. Accordingly, the reader will find in this
work all of that learned and careful study and grouping of particulars which
makes a rationalistic life of Jesus so interesting, and in some respects instructive,
combined with that larger, loftier, and nobler comprehension of Jesus Christ
which harmonizes, not only with that class of representations in the Gospels which
are arbitrarily explained away and got rid of by the rationalist, but also with the
effects in the world that have been produced by him.

*“The Literary World,”" London, says :

If we ask for a Hebrew of the Hebrews as our guide to the national peculiarities of
the Son of David, what better one could we meet with than Dr. Edersheim? So to
Archdeacon Farrar's and Dr. Geikie’s Life of Christ a third was required to complete the
series. He must be described as a Jew to the Jews as well as a Gentile to the Gentiles.”

** The Congregationalist,” Boston, in its review, says :

* The time has come at last when a life of our Saviour—among the many—has been
written which competently treats His career after that exhaustive historic fashion which
has done so much of late years to shed light upon eras and personages. . . . . Ina
remote country home, he has been able to give days and even weeks of investigation $o
difficulties which resisted immediate solution. The result, we cannot help thinking, is that
he has accomplished more than any other man, or all other men put together, for the life
of lives.”

*“The Independent, New York, says :

‘ Edersheim’s book is & work sui generis. The title is characteristic of the work,
The author has seen the importance of studying the life and work of the Saviour in
connection with His whole age ; and in this feature lies the strength and peculiarity of this
book. . . . . Tbisa picture of His life set into the historical background of the times

in which He lived. It is & book which all can read only with great profit to themselves, and
is as successful an effors as it i unique.”

WILLIAM BRIGGS, - WESLEY BUILDINGS, - TORONTO ONT.
O. W, OOATES, Montreal. S, ¥. HUHESTIS, Halifax,



A BOOK FOR BOYS.

$1ap Stots rm Boy Lfe.

By F. C. T. OHARA.
With Illustrations by Mr. ASTLEY PALMER COOPER.

Beautifully Printed and Handsomely Bound, with Cover Design as
shown herewith, printed in Ink and Gold.

Price, - - 75 cents.

The group of boy faces on the cover of this book will attract the yoting folk, and the
racy reading and vignette pictures will'retain it. TFhe writer is Private Secretary to Sir
Richard Cartwright. He writes well on such subjects as Being a Boy,” ‘Right and
Wrong Sort of Reading,” *How to Study,” **School-boy Days,” Smoking and Drink-
ing,” *“Learning a Trade,”  Town and Country Life,” * Brains vs. Industry.” It is full
of wise counsel, and is a capital book for any father to place in the hands of his son.

The Forge in the Forest.
Being the narrative of the Acadian Ranger, Jean de Mer, Seigneur de Briart, and how

he crossed the Black Abbé, and of his adventures in a strange fellowship.

By Charles G. D. Roberts, .

Author of *Around the Camp-Fire,” **Earth’s Enigmas,” etc.

ILLUSTRATED BY HENRY SANDHAM, R.C.A.
Paper, = - - 60 cents; Cloth, - - - $1.25. Postpaid.

e P S S O WV

From the New York Independent : * ¢ The Forge in the Forest’ is a romance pure
and simple, told with quaint grace and diction. The characters are, most of them,
Acadian creoles, and the main incidents of the story have a pleasing, melodramatic effect.
Mr. Roberts’ kill as a tale teller shows well in the handling of scenes which, if presented
less cleverly, would have been too savagely bloody for the taste of refined readers. His
art stands out admirably, too, in depicting characters as despicable as Satan, and yet
Wwith such reserve that they leave no marring shadows upon the brilliancy of the romance.
The story is clean from beginning to end in spirit and in substance. Its good people
live good lives ; its bad people are not used to gain favour with a prurient taste. It
can be read openly at the family fireside, and every page will have its charm. The clos-,
ing chapters contain some strong sketching of battle-scenes in an assault upon Grand Pré
by the French. Snow breast-deep lay upon the ground, and the fighting is deseribed so
faithfully that one sees it as if by the light of the burning houses and with the cold wind
whistling in one’s ears.” '

WILLIAM BRIGGS, Wesley Buildings, Toronto.
C. W. COATES, Montreq.l, Que. 8. F. HUESTIS, Halifax, N.S.v




twenty years, or a stranger?
in auy communi. | YOUu may have little health
tyisa fimtclass | left. Wil you risk it with
sosp. Youhave| a stranger? -If you have a

€1 weak and pale, if consump-
LUECLIPSE | tion stares you in the face,
SOAP-. lean on Scétt’s Emulsion.
=——" | It has been a friend to thou-

grooer has it years. ‘They trust it and
o you can trust it.
Let us send you a book:

iporvetit telling you all about it:
JOHN TAYLOR & CO., Free for the asking.
‘ mum:/“ , - TORONTO |SCOTT & BOWNE, Belleviia, Onts R

l‘ f‘&mﬁ POET."” - :
AtMinaS ,BaSin And Other Poems.
‘By THEODORE H. RAND, D.C.L.

(OF NcMASTER UNIVERSITY, TORONTO.)

Printed on fine laid \per. and tastefully bound in n cioth with title on side
o popen * and back in gold. ° '

Price, = - - - .$1.00V, Posigpald.

) Dn. BAND has struck the true and dominant note in Canadian life, His verse is
- o= the equal of Browning’s in spiritual insight. "¢ AT M1NAS Basin ” is, as migh; be
e , local in its colouring; . . . but the m of this book is npt.loeal. It is
1’ - national in its import and universal in its essencé. Its pregmant phrases are satyrated
- with what, for want of a better name, we must call spiritnalism, as over /Against
sensualism or gensationalism . . . ., Canadian literature breathes a growing dépth and

.} " richness in spiritual weight and experience.— Z'oronto Qlobe.

4 TR RAND is s ‘poet’s poet. His fine opulence of mind, his profound religious and

.o "poetical feeling, his pregnant and nervous English remind one continually of Robert

' Browning, Indeed, without injustice, he may be.called the Browning of Canada. . . .
From begining to end.it is a splendid protest against that modern school of sensualists =~
who treat disease and deformity as thouﬁh they alone were truth. . . . The author turns
~his back squarely upon all that makes the genius of a Swinburne, and declares his belief
in the beauty of holiness. . . . In the midst of the thin and discordant -echoesof this

Eaxow, in the Conadian Baptist, .

B . ? > o * . B i 4 AT

C. W. YOATES, Montreal, Que. . ' 8. F. HUESTIS, Halifax, N.§;, '

i S M“L : +Which, 'would you rather.
. X Peed Y| trust An old, true friendof *
Kin - cough, are losing flesh, 1f~o;

Try it. Your | $ands for more than twenty

“threadbare time, how refreshing to hear these deep, pure notes.—REV. CHARL S §

WILLIAM BRIGGS, - WESLEY BUILDINGS, - TORONTO, ONT.
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