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CHRIST TALKING TO THE CHIEF PRIESTS AMD SCKIBES IN THE TEMPLE, AFTER HIS
TRIUVMPHAL ENTRY INTO JERUSALEM.

And when the chief priests and scribes saw the wonderful things that he did,
and the children crying in the temple, and saying, Hosanna to the son of David;
they were sore displeased.

And said unto him, Hearest thou what these say?  And Jesus saith unto them,
Yea ; have ye never read, Out of the mouth of babes and sucklings thou hast
perfected praise?
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MR. ADDISOXN has

APRIL, 1905,
THE STORY OF MISSIONS IN JAPAN.

BY MAUDE PETITT, B.A.

met a
long-felt want in |his
“Heart of Japan.” It
was said of JMr. Gale's
book on Corea that, bril-
liant and racy though it
was, it was a book of
travel and adventure,
rather than a hook on
missions. Mr. Addison’s
book is distinctly on mis-
sionary lines.

In this age, when every magazine

Vor. LXI. Na. 4.
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and newspaper has articles on Japan,
when things Japanese are becoming
as much a part of sur education as
botany or rhetoric, here is, neverthe-
less, a danger of our seeing only the
material, not the spiritual, side of
Japan. There is a tendency to see
only fair Japan, with her mountains
and her flowers, her sill-clad ladies,
her dainty tea-houses, her parks in
cherry bloom, the lotus sleeping on
her lakes, and the kites flying in the
air.
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With so many clever writers exer-
cising their imaginations at a range
of eight thousand miles, there is a
danger of our coming t look on' the

the decper needs of Japan as we leok

at her through the halo of victory.
At such a time Mr. Addison's boolk

is most opportune, showing us some-
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country as a cluster of happy isles in
a sunny sea, inhabited by a people all
clever-brained and  smiling-faced.
There is a danger of our forgetting

thing of the real state of Japan's re-
ligious life, of the pressing need and
the great importance of mission work.
Nor is it a tale of need merely, It is
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ong of .achievement.  The founda-
tions of Christianity have been laid
in the land. There is already a story
of success that ought to be an answer
to the most doubting heart.

There is little question that the
three great religions of Japan, Shin-
toisp, Buddhism and Confucianism,
with their broken glints of light, have
in some measure prepared the people
for the fuller light of Christianity,
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plain.  The central object is a metal mirvor
which is believed to urge the worshipper to
look into his own heart for purity of belief
and of practice. Around are hung strips of
paper notched or folded, in which the spirits
are supposed to reside. , Of these spirits
there are many ; they are commonly spuken
of as the eight hundrad myriads of gods.
When at a temple, the worshipper stands
without and rings the bell to call the atten-
tion of the god. After washing the hands
and vinsing out the mouth, the worshipper
vepeat: prayers, of which the following is an

NAGANO

CHURCH.

Farewell Mceting for one of the Teachers.

for it is said that in the seventh cen-
tury, when Buddhism was introduced,
the Japanese were a people of  bar-
baric simplicity and possessing a very
low grade of culture.”

But the insufficiency of each and all
of these religions is readily seen by
even the most casual student. Speak-
ing of Shintoism, our author says:

“Tn the true Shinto shrine there are no
images nor idols, and the shrine is severely

example : ‘O god that dwellest in the high
plain of heaven, who art divine in substance
and in intellect, and able to give protection
from sin and its penalties, to banish im-
purities and to cleanse from all uncleanness ;
hosts of gods give ear and listen to these
our petitions. And this I say with awe,
deign to bless me by correcting the un-
witting faults, which seen and heard by you
I have committed, by blowing off and clear-
ing away the calamities which evil guds might
inflict, by causing me to live long, like the
hard and lasting ruck, and by repeating to
the gods of heavenly origin and to the gods
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of earthly origin, the prayers which I present *These temples are planted often amid
every day, aleng with your breath, that they  @ivtves of ancient trees, on the sides of dark
may hear with the sharp-earedness of the  valleys, and in out-of-the-way places, but
forth-galloping colt.” ‘ many of them are in the midst of the cities,

r. Hiraiwa.
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Buddhism, teaching that existence S e of the most beautiful pl.ces in Japan
is an evil. and holdine forth as its are the groves and gardens connected with
P e _ Buddhist temples. Massive bells struck on

reward practical annihilation, has over  §) . 'oitciqe by @ picce of timber suspended

eighty theusand temples in the land. by ropes so as to swing like a battering-ram,
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flood the air with their deep, mellow tones.
The altars within the temples arve gorgeous
with gilded images, candelabra, and the
other paraphernalis of worship. The air is
heavy with incense. Priests in gorgeous
robes chant Sanscrit prayers, whose meaning
is unintelligible to the hearers and even to
most of the priests themselves.  Inthe yards
of some of the temples there are seen wooden
pillars ineribed with prayers, and having a
little iron wheel attached. The wheel can
easily be set in motion by the hand, every
revolution bringing as much merit to the
w:u-shipper as though he had repeated the
prayer.’

Confucianism, on
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ber of Japanese Protestant Christians
may seem insignificant (35,315 in a
population of 350,000,000), but their
effect upon the fife of the nation
leads us to ask what wonderful things
may we not expect when the harvest
has been greatly multiplied?

By no means the least interesting
chapter in the history of missionary
progress in Japan is that on the work
done by the Roman Catholic Church
nearly four centuries ago and the
attendant  persecutions. [t affords

the other hand, has
no temples and no
priests. Itis propa-
gated by teachers.

Shintoism teaches
no code of morals,
and nothing of the
life hereafter.  Ttis
largely an instru-
ment of the govern-
ment, inculcating
reverence for the
Emperor. Buddh-
ism satisfies the
emutional cravings.
Confucianism gives
rules of moral con-
duct  “Yet,” says
our text-boolk,

““We must not for-
get that the average
person in Japan dves not analyze or separate
the three systems. To him they are an
amalgam forming one method of life. Ex-
cept the severely bigoted sectavians, the mass

. of the perple use various temples, and the
rending classes get their mental pabulum
alike trom the books of the writers or
teachers of the native Japanese, the Aryan,
or the Chinese systems.”

So much for the darker side of the
religious problem in Japan. But there
is another, a tenfold brighter side.
The leaven is working, and already
the world perceives the flavor of
Christianity in the nation. The num-

RKOMAGOME CHURCH, TOKIO.

abundant illustrations of the kind and
quality of Japanese Christians,
Says Mr. Addison:

** Thirty years after the landing of Xavier
it was esttmated that the Roman Catholics
had two hundred churches and one hundred
and fifty thousand cunverts in Japan.

¢“The priests had great success till 1587,
when the Shogun, thinking he had discovered
a plot of the priests to overthrow his govern-
ment, decreed the banishiment of all foreign
teachers of religion.

“Ten years later, twenty-six persons were
publicly crucified in Nagasaki for defying the
edict.  The great persecution, however, came
in 1614, when Ieyasu, believing he had dis-
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covered a plot of the Christinns to overthrow
his power, sunt all religives teachers, both
native and foreign, out of the country, and
Toture and

ordered all converts to reeant,

death followed them everywhere, and it is
estimated that over two hundred thousand,
clergy and lay, perished for their faith in
this persecution.  The persecution continued
through many years, growing in intensity

Methodist Magazine and Review.

and horribleness.  The Christians were tur-
tured in the most barbarous wanner in the
presence of each other, were hurled frum the
tup of precipices, burned alive, turn asunder
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MR, ‘'NORMAN'S SISTER AND LITTLE GRACE.

Who attended Mrs. Norman's Conking Class.

by vxen, tied up in rice bags, heaped together
and the pile set on fire, and by many vther
ingenivus refinements of horrible cruelty.
Yet even these forms of death did not make
them recant, indeed, the1. were many who
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rather courted martyr-
dom. The persecution
was fiercest in the city
of Nagasaki.

¢ But terrible as was
the persecution, and
successful as it seemed
to be, yet the Roman
Catholic priests, who
entered Japan  im-
mediately on the sign-
ing of the treaty in
1868, found in the vil-
Inges around Nagasaki
several Christian com-
munities which had vs-
caped the general de-
struction. There, with-
out teachers, churches,
or sncraments, they
had preserved through
two centuries certain
prayers, the rite of
Laptisin, and a fuw
books.”

TR ot N

NI .

OUR MISSION HOUSE ROW, TsUKI]JI, TOKIO.

What other na-
tion can boast a
Christianity that has survived two
and a half centuries of persecution
and still preserved the faith. If the
blood of the martirs is the seed of
the Church, surely we may expect a
great fruitage from Japan.

With the entrance of Commodore
Perry, in 1852, and the subscquent
opening of treaty ports, began a new
era for Japan. DBetween this time and
1873, in spite of the fact that cdict
boards posted along the highway still
prohibited Christianity, twenty-four
men and nine women were sent out
as missionaries,  Though for some
years the harvest was not visible, yet
the people were outgrowing their
aversion to foreigners. The Bible and
Christian literature were being cir-
culated and the Christian world was
awakened to pray for Japan.

But the years of expectancy were
to give place at last to {fulfilment.
Says the “Heart of Japan”:

** During this period, up to the spring of
1872, five persons had been baptized in the

(Three houses.

End only of third can be seen.)

north of Japan, and five persons in the south,
In January of that year, auring the week of
prayer, the wmissionaries and the English-
speaking residents of all denominations in
Yokohama uuited in services which drew in
some students of the classes taught by the
missionaries.  The meetings grew in interest
and power, and were continued till the end
of February., The Japanese were deeply
stirred, many of them found the Light, and
as a direct fruit of these mectings the first
native church was orgeuized in Yohohama on
March 10th, 1872, with eleven members.
The days of expectiney, of tedious waiting,
of prejudice and opposition were over. The
harvest, the day of wonders, was hegin-
ning. With 1873 the history of missions
throughout the whole of Japan enteved on a
new phase, which Mr. Verbeck calls ** the
period of progressive realization and per-
formance.” And in the year 1873 the Meth-
odist Church of Canada, called of God to
the work, sent her first workars through the
now vpen dour's into the harvest and the new
sowing.”

The Rev. Geo. Cochran, D.D., pas-
tor of the Metropolitan Church, To-
ronto, and the Rev. Davidson Mac-
donald, M.D., were the first to re-
spond to the call of the Church, and
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were appointed leaders of the new Said Dr. Cochran, with his charac-
mission in Japan. They were warmly  teristic energy: *“ After coming cight
welcomed at Yokohama, but from the  thousand miles to preach the Gospel

TOYAMA,

ACHOLARS,
Rev. W, W. Prudham, Mrs, Prudham and Merrill in backeround.
g

SUNDAY-SCHOOL

begimning Dr. Cochran turned long-  to the heathen, 1 think it poor policy
ing eyes upon the great city of Tokio,  to stay within twenty miles of them.”
with its unshepherded millions. Yoko- An opening came  opportunely for
hama was but a small city and there  Dr. Macdonald at Shizuoka, one hun-
were already missionaries there. dred miles in the interior, where he
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was to begin his long carcer of glori-
ous service.  About the same time a
residence was found for Dr. Cochran
at Tokio.

But before leaving Yokohama God
set His seal upon their work by the
baptism and reception into the Church
of two young men, the first-fruits
of their labors.
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asking a grant of $20.000 for the
erection of an institute of lcarning
for the training of a native ministry.

1t was about this time, 1878, that,
finding opportunities for work of a
kind with which they were powerless
to grapple, a request was sent home
that women be sent to Japan to assist
in the work, Dr. Sutherland laid the

HAMAMATSU CHURCH, SHIZUOKA DISTRICT.

REV. R. €, ARVNTRONG, B.A.; MINSIONARY,

In 1876 the Rev. Dr. Ebv and the
Rev. Dr. Meacham arrived in Tolkio,
the one to initiate a successful work
in the city of Kofu, the other in
Numadzu. .\t the end of this decade
there were five preaching places in
Tolio, successful work being carried
on in Shizuoka, Numadzu. and KNofu.
and a total membership in the mission
of 282, The missionaries were now

REV. K. SHIRAISHI, FASTOR.

proposition  before the Methodist
women in Centenary Church, Hamil-
ton.  And to that city belongs the
honor of organizing the Woman's
Missionary Society in the year 1881,
and the very fortunate choice of one
of their number, Miss Cartimell, as
thetr first missionary.

A\ boarding-school for girls was
opened in Tokio, Miss Cartmell was
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at first alone in the management of
the school, but so carefully and wisely
did she lay the foundations that it
almost seems as though she had some
foregleam of the splendid Azabu
school of to-day, with its commodious
buildings and accommodation for one
hundred and fifty scholars, ninety-six
of whom may be boarders.

In view of the hampering of the
educational work of the General

Methodist Magazine and Review.

lives, at a time when their hearts are
most susceptible, these girls live in
the atmosphere of a Christian home,
The Bible is studied daily. The
Christ-life is lived before them.
“ Small wonder that the great major-
ity of those who remain any consid-
erable time in the school become
Christians, or that the one school
should have fifty of its pupils bap-
tized in one year.”

THE NEW MISSION HOUSE, SHIZUOKA.
Rev. R. Emberson, Missionary.

Board by govermment hostility, the
marked success of the work of the
Woman's Society along the same line
is the more worthy of note.

TFrom the beginning the school re-
ceived as pupils the daughters of the
nobility and of the most influential
classes. A wise policy was thst of
charging the pupils such fees as would
meet a large degree of the expenses.

Here, for several years of their

A testimony from the Japanese
themselves as to the success of Azabu
School, Tokio, is seen in the fact that
when it was proposed to open a
similar school in the city of Shizuoka
—there being no high-grade school
for girls in the entire province—* the
principal men of the city proposed to
the ladies in Tokio that if they would
assume the management of such a
school as was then in Azaby, they
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would provide buildings and become
responsible for all the expenses other
than the salary of the missionary ‘in
charge.  They were to be business
managers only, and were not to inter-
fere in the discipline, or in any way
dictate as to the subjects taught or
the manner of teaching.” i

Similar schools have since been
opened in Kofu, Kanazawa and
Nagano, and from the graduating
classes of these schools come the
trusted DBible-women who are best
fitted to carry on evangelical work.
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* Last Friday I started on my regular fort-
nightly trip to Komoro, two hours by train.
.. The snow, wiich had been cleared
away to make a track wide enough for jinri-
kishas, was piled from four to five feet high
on each side, and what remained in the track
was melting fast. Even under such circum-
stances the two little men had no protection
for their feet but the ordinary rope sandals.

“ After buying my ticket, which cost forty-
two sen (twenty-one cents), and waiting half-
an hour for the belated train, I finally took
my seat in a third-class car full of people,
about thirty-five in all. I always sit next a
window if possible and keep it open all the
time, sv as to get a little fresh air to dilute
the clouds of smoke from
pipes and cigarettes used

SHIZUOKA CHURCH.

REV. R. EMHBERSON, MISSIONARY,

Most of the native teachers in these
same schools have likewise been
trained in them. We do not need to
dwell on the influence of these young
girl graduates as they return to their
homes all over the land to fill the
place of daughter, wife and mother—
this, too, in a land whose women have
been taught for centuries that they
know nothing and are too stupid to
learn.

Equally important is the evangelis-
tic work as carried on by our women.
We quote a description of a little
journey by Miss Wigle:

REV. ®. MURAOKA, PASTOR.

so freely by men and
women.

*“The floor, as is gen-
erally the case, was very
divty, quite wet with
melted snow, and not
favored even with the hot-
water cans on which the
passengers in the firstand
second class cars are priv-
ileged to rest their feet.
But with a weapand trav-
elling rug one manages to
keep quite warm, especi-
ally on the sunshiny
days. Soun I wasreading
a tract which, as I in-
tended, drew the atten-
tiom of my fellow passen-
gers, so, of course, Ishared
wy . reading matter with
them, and sovon nearly
every one was read-
ing a discourse on ‘ Tem-
perance,’ or on ‘¢ Tobacco,’
oron ‘The New Birth,’ or something equally
protitable. At every station some left the
cars and others entered, and were in turn
supplied with literature. One old man asked
nme to explain a sentence he could not under-
stand about the Jewish sacrifices; while
they were efficacious at one time, though
now salvation can be obtained in no way
save through belief in Christ. There was
just time for a brief explanation before we
reached Koworo, and so our conversation
ended. The Father only knows how many
of these forty or fifty or more written mes-
sages will reach the hearts of those who re-
ceived them.

*Mr. Hashimoto, the pastor, met me at
the station and we went to visit a family
where one of the daughters is a Christian.
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After a little general conversation T asked if
I might give a short Bible talk, to which
they readily agreed, and brought their
mother and six guests from an adjoining

room. We talked about ‘Light in Dark-
ness.” Tive of the number were from a

neighboring village and knew nothing about
Christianity. We had a very interesting
time together and gave them some printed
explanation to supplement what had been
said. I could not help thinking that the
Spirit had led us to that house, for I had not
intended to go there at first.”

A special feature is the work
among the girls in the silk factories,
who labor from twelve to sixteen
hours a day, seven days in the week,
most of them earning less than five
dollars a month.

Methodist Magazine and Review.

the Christian world was the splendid
and sweeping revival in Japan at the
beginning of this century, when
nearly twenty-five thousand souls
were added to the Church of Christ.
There were five thousand conversions
in Tokio alone. A striking thing
about this revival is that it was initi-
ated by the Japanese themselves and
under their own leadership. TFor a
vear before, the Christians of Japan
were prayving carnestly for a revival.
This proves the wisdom of the
policy of our General Board, that of
developing a strong native ministry.
The evangelization of Japan must be
done largely by the Japanese. Tor
one thing no foreign missionary ever
becomes so thoroughly

GIRLS’ BOARDING SCHOOL, W.M.S |

On the children’s meetings, kinder-
garten, and many other phases of the
work, we have not space to dwell.
Says Mr. Addison:

“The women’s work in Japan has been
and is work which the missionaries of the
General Society have not done and cannot
do. The social custor:s, the language and
the position of women make it 1mpossible
for the missionaries of the General Board,
even though they be Japanese, to reach the
women and children of the land, and to do
them the good they need. God has led the
Woman's Missionary Society of the Canadian
Methodist Church out intv a large place of
usefulness, and has given itabundant success
throughout all the years.”

A cause for rejoicing throughout

—————
PR

a master of this most
difficult of languages as
does a native of the
country. Then, too,the
cost of supporting a
Japanese is much less
than that of supporting
a foreigner. Moreover,
the native minister is
better equipped for the
pastoral work.

¢¢The social customs of the
country and their family life
are such that it is difficult
for the missionary to enter into their spirit
or to come into intimate contact with the
real life of the pevple. Put the native pas-
tor is one of themselves, and as he sips the
tea and eats the cakes offered, he is able to

“talk freely and frankly of the matter of God

and of the Christian life. For this reason,
in those places where the foreign missionary
is settled, a native winister is usually sta-
tioned, and has the pastoral vversight of the
established congregation, while the mission
ary gives himself more largely to evangelistic
work, and to those forms of work which
bring him into direct contact with the non-
Christian masses.

**The question immediately arises, Why,
then, are we sending out more missivnaries
if the native ministry have these advantages
and can be supported at so much less cost to
the missionary funds? The answer lies in
two directions, first, the necessity of super
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vision and oversight, and, second, the neces-
sity of the evangelistic work.”

The foreign evangelist, with his
Anglo-Saxon prestige, draws a larger
crowd and is more readily listened to
than is the native worker

Just here is revealed the great need
of the educational work among the
Christians.  Young men offering
themselves for the ministry have vet
to be * rooted and grounded " in the
doctrines of the Church. To be sure.
Japan has her educational system—
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Such schools are not fitted to direct
the minds of those who are to shape
the religious thought of the nation.
Indecd, experience has shown that the
voung Christian exposed to such in-
fluences is in danger of making ship-
wreck of his faith. Hence the need
of dictirctively Christian educational
work. even in a land of such enlight-
enment. as Japan.

Undoubtediy the tie between the
mother Church in Canada and the
daughter Church in  Japan was

‘one of which any country might
well be [!lulhl The lowest ﬂ.ulc I~
the kindergarten, of which there are
three or four hundred, public and
private, in the Ewpire. These arce
specially valuable, as most wothas
do not give satisfactory home in-
struction, At the age of sixn the
child enters the elcmem.uy schoul,
and there remains for an eight years'
course. Next comes the middle
school for five years, then the higher
school for two or three years, and
finally the Imperial Universities at
Kyoto and Tokio, with their various
colleges.

«There are also over tifty Normal
Schools and a Normal College in
Tokio, schools of agriculture and
forestry, techunical ~schools and
schools of manual training, business
colleges and schools of foreign
languages. There are ten schools
for the b‘md the deaf, and the dumb.
There are teachers’ associations, e(]qu.tll)ll.lI
societies, and summer institutes.’

But when we look at the following
religious census of two of the govern-
ment schools, we see readily the need
of schools and colleges where voung
converts may be trained under Chris-
tian influences:

«¢1. In a school of two hundred students,
average age 18} years—Christians 2, Bud-
dlnsbs 9, Shmtmsts 1, Agnostics 14() Athe-
ists 27, non-committal o1

2. Ina school of 130, average age 213
years—Christians 0, Buddhists 3, . Shintoists
0, Confucianists 1, Agnostics ‘)o, Atheists
26, noncommittal, 5.7

DINING-ROOM, GIRLS’ SCHOOL, TOKI1O.
Misses Morgan, Killam, Craig, Hargrave, .\rmstrong.

strengthened by the visits of Drs.
Carman and Satherland to that land.
Many matters were readjusted. im-
portant legislation effected, and re-
ports on topics of interest brought
back to our Board. \lore than this,
the bonds of fellowship and brother-
hood were deepened. \We are pleased
that the Deloved President of the
W.ALS., Mrs. Ross, is now on a visit

to the mission field. The Young
People’s Forward Movement, the

svstematic study of Japan and its
missions, the maintenance of a num-
ber of missionaries by our Epworth
Leagues, with the hving links of
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their correspondence in The Mission-
ary Bulletin, are omens of brightest
augury for the future of our missjons
in Japan and the promotion of the
missionary spirit at home.

And now, after thirty years of labor
in Japan—now, while the eyes of the
world are turned toward the Island
Empire, what of our prospects to-
day? Says our text-book:

Methodast Magazine and Review.

American missionary, and a more favorable
reception of the Gospel message. For this
we are most thankful.”

The Methodist Church has now
thirty-seven foreign workers in Japan
(including the W.M.S. and the mis-
sionaries’ wives). Said one of the lady
workers in a personal letter not long
ago: “We are busier than usual. We

DORMITORY, TOKIO.

‘¢ At present the sympathy and friendli-
ness with Japan on the part of the English
and American peoples has given to our mis-
sionaries a most favorable reception from the
people. Japan is very grateful for the kind-
ness of the Anglo-Saxons in their time of
need, and the influence of these two coun-
tries in that land is growing. This means
that English will be more and more the
dominant foreign language, and that through
this language the missionary has many circles
opened to his influence, and will have an in-
creasing number of opportunities to do mis-
sionary work. It will mean largerand more
sympathetic audiences for the English or

are entering as many of the homes of
the soldiers as possible in these days.”
Says our author:

¢t It seems to be universally conceded that
whatever the effect may be on mission work
in Japan, the success of Japan means a new
day for missionary activity in the great East.
If Japan wins it will be a great step to the
opening up of Corea, Manchuria, and China
to the Gospel and to Christian ecivilization
It is one of the strange anomalies of history
that Japan, the heathen nation, with per-
haps about 60,000 Christians in a population
of 50,000,000, should stand for liberty and
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civilization, while the sou-called Christian
Russia should stand for oppression and con-
quest.”

Contrary to common opinion, Japan
is far from an easy mission field.

“Dr. Eby thus describes the difference
between Japan and Canada: ¢ When you
come to live in that country (Japan) you feel
that in the atmosphere, with its lack of
ozone, and among the people, you are giving
out all the time, of body and mind and soul
and morals, your strength of every kind ; it is
an everlasting breathing out and out and
getting nothing in from any source whatever.
In thisland (Canada) when I come here and
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breathe in the air, I feel that it is giving me
strength with every breath I draw. 1 get
among the people and feel that they are
giving me strength, and every time I come
in contact with them and stand and face our
congregations and can pour out myself in
English upon them, this is an inspiration as
from heaven. It is only by the power of
will that God has given me thav ¥ have stood
all these years in Japan and done the work
that I have done.”

Let us not forget our beloved mis-
sionaries in this nerve-tiring land of
heauty.

*“ Though sundered far, by faith they meet
Around onc common mercy-seat.”

ECCE HOMO.

BY SYDNEY HOPE.

With swords and staves, the throng,
Guarding their captive as a vile offender,
Hurry His feet along.

OVER the hills and down the checkered valloy,

Serene He walks amid the wild disorder,
& 3 Speechless amid the brawl;
Holding His peace before the priestly council,
Mute in the Judgment Hall.

Up from the Judgment Hall to Herod’s presence,
Mocked and in scorn arrayed,

Back to the seat of Pilate’s Roman office,
Silent but undismayed.

Coward and traitor to his pleading conscience,
By rabble threat defied,

Seeking his favor at the price of honor,
Pilate his power denied.

«¢ Behold the Man! Before this crowd assembled,
On crucifixion bent;

I wash my hands of guilt in His destruction
Or any wrong intent.”

Behold the Man! Bencath the cross ascending
Golgotha’s naked side ;

Suffering the nails, the spear, the bitter water,
Tongues that in scorn deride.

Behold the Man! Upon the cross uplifted,
Praying with parting breath
Forgiveness for a world whose bitter malice
Yielded His soul to death.

Past is the night and flel the shades of darkness,
Morning in glory shines ;

Risen in triumph over death and sorrow
Behold the Christ—divine!

Bloomfield, Ont.
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JAPAN IN WAR TIME.*

BY J. H. DEFOREST, D.D.

AT course everything centres
d around the war. As to
the war itself, the causes
that led up to it, the bold
manner in which it was
begun, the uncxpected
weakness of Russia on
land and sea, the *‘ cease-
less battles, with victory
every time” on the part
of the Japanese, the
destruction of Russia’s
fleet in the East, the driving back into
Manchuria of Russia’s army with
terrible losses, and the downfall of
the strongest fortress that has ever
been successfully invested—these are
all too well known to be repeated
here. But how this war affects the
home and society and the nation, how
it all looks from the interior of Japan,
is not so well known. I shall, there-
fore, confine myself mainly to the in-
side view of things.

The most conspicuous proof that
war is being waged is in the erection
of temporary hospitals on a huge
scale in the suburbs of the great
cities. Imagine dozens of shingled
sheds, about 40 x 150 feet, connected
by covered passages, each shed cap-
able of holding comfortably some
sixty men, the buildings massed to
resemble a village, and you have a
faint idea of what the last ten months
have cost in human suffering. Per-
haps the largest mass of these clean,
airy sheds is on the old exposition
grounds in Osaka, where there are
over two hundred new buildings, that
look like a large town. In Sendai
there are three hospital villages, in
which 9,773 sick and wounded have

* Ahridged from The Independent.

entered from the one division that
went from this place, and this gives a
reliable clue to the number that have
come back to Japan from the twelve
divisions at the front. There are
several cities in which over ten thou-
sand are being treated, and that num-
ber is increased by thousands every
week. The spacious hospital villages
are unable to hold the growing num-
bers, and those who can get along
without much medical help are sent
off by hundreds to villages in the in-
terior, and especially to the hot
springs.

Almost daily a train of sick and
wounded arrives in Sendai, the num-
bers varying from thirty to one hun-
dred and eighty. Officials, repre-
sentative people and schools go to the
station to welcome the sufferers.
Among these active sympathizers is
the Governor’s charming wife, dressed
as a Red Cross nurse, and she takes
her arms full of soldiers’ bundles and
carries them to the waiting jinri-
kishas.  The wives of the generals
and other noble ladies do the same
kind of work day after day. The
women everywhere are organized to
aid soldiers and their families. They
build pretty tea-houses and club-
rooms in the centre of the hospital
villages, make bandages, knit socks,
and make comfortables, contribute
blankets, and in various ways show
their practical sympathy. This wide
hospital service is worthy of all
praise.

Every soldier is taught to bind up
his own wounds. Each one has a
carefully prepared antiseptic bandage
done up in oil paper, carried in a
special pocket, ready for instant use.

Among the sick and wounded that
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reach Japan the proportion of deaths
is astonishingly small. Out of 9,773
in Sendai there were only twenty-
four deaths so far. Eighty per cent.
of sick and wounded will get back
into battle line or become a portion
of the Home Guards. Already of
these 9,773, 5,525 have fully recov-
ered and left the hospitals, It is
hardest on the poor fellows who
develop kakke, the beriberi of India.
They feel ashamed to come back
sick, Some at the front conceal sick-
ness and wounds, hoping yet to meet
a soldier’s fate in the line of battle.

I recently met in a station near
Tokio a finely dressed soldier of the
Imperial Guards. After a little con-
versation in Japanese, he slowly said
in English: “I hope——to die—in
Manchuria—next spring,” and smil-
ingly gave me his parting salute.”

There has been but one general
killed so far. Colonel Yamamoto
had just been promoted and then fell
at Liaoyang. His military funeral
was held in Sendai, the services being,
as all have to be, without the body of
the dead.

In recognition of our presence at
this funeral, the widow called at our
house. She had received most pre-
cious condolences from the Emperor
and Empress, and had said, with dry
eyes and a smile, as all these women
say: “I count it an honor that my
husband fell in battle” But back of
that she felt as every true woman
feels, that her home was broken and
her children fatherless. And it was
with deep feeling that she asked
whether Western nations would not
soon intervene and put a stop to this
fearful strife.

As to intervention, it is apparent
that neither party cares for it yet.
Japan is putting forth new strength
and showing unexpected resources in
men and money. Having gained from
the start virtual command of the sea,
with comparatively few disasters, she
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has poured her troops into Korea and
the Liaoyang peninsula, where she
has won fifteen important battles, un-
til, in spite of the 100,000 killed,
wounded and sick, we may be sure
there are more Japanese troops ready
for battle than Kuropatkin commands
in his Russian camp. It does not cost
one-fifth of the time nor half the ex-
pense to get a Japanese in battle line
that it does for a Russian. And while
the vast majority of Japanese sol-
diers are unused to severe winters,
owing to their ample preparations,
supplemented by a popular gift of
300,000 blankets, they will pull
through as easily as their enemies.
They have an excellent prevention
against frozen feet in a thick straw
boot, of which 200,000 pairs have
already gone to the Manchurian
army.

Will Japanese finances stand the
strain of another year of war, is a
question often raised. Everybody
knows how three domestic loans,
totalling 280,000,000 yen, were in-
stantly oversubscribed, and two for-
eign loans of 220,000,000 yen were
as easﬂy made. The people are cheer-
fully responding to the call for 780,-
000,000 yen for next year’s war ex-
penses, of which already 320,000,000
yen is in sight. Moréover, there is no
suspicion of any rottenness in army
contracts.  And Japan has also in-
visible resources of which foreigners
know very little. In past ages of in-
security, and when capital could no*
well be put to productive purposes, it
was the custom to hoard silver and
gold, and secretly pass the growing
treasure on from age to age. There
is, near where I am writing, a deep
hole cased in solid masonry in which
until recently $30,000 in gold bars
and coins was concealed. ILast year
one such place was unexpectedly un-
earthed near Kyoto, revealing 60,000
yen of precious metals. The stability
of family lines is supposed to be con-
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nected with the secret passing down
of these treasures unimpaired, and as
yet the new age of banks and credit
and the rise of industries have not
absorbed these heirlooms. But if the
Emperor needs them they will be
forthcoming.

Moreover, the crops of the year
are exceptional and the hearts of the
people are filled with joy over the
abundance of grains and fruits, The
rice crop is estimated at ¢6,000,000
ven more than the average. So that,
with fat harvests, ready loans at
home and abroad, a navy that con-
trols the sea, an army of half a mil-
lion on the field, and a national spirit
educated and ready for any sacrifice,
Japan is not in the mood to court in-
tervention, and never will listen for
a moment to any intervention that
tends to rob her of the fruits of her
sacrifices. ““ The final issue is yet far
distant,” said the Premier to the
House of Representatives on Decem-
ber 3rd.

But the new atmosphere is still
charged with the old sentiment, as is
seen from the following incidents,
which have occasioned one of the
great discussions of the year: When
the Vladivostok fleet went around in
pirate style, sinking harmless vessels
here and there,” and barbarously kept
up firing on the helpless ‘‘ Hitachi
Maru” at close range, so that some
two hundred men were killed at a
single discharge, the anger of the ex-
citable people turned against one of
the bravest men of the navy, Admiral
Kamimura, who was supposed to have
the responsibility of watching the
Vladivostok fleet.  Fortunately for
him, the Vladivostok feet came out
once more, and the joy of Kamimura

must have been great when he sent -

the “ Rurik” to the bottom and so
badly damaged the rest of the fleet
that it has not since ventured out of
its retreat.

Methodist Magazine and Review.

The moral idea, however, that life
is sacred and that suicide is a belated
method of proving courage or inno-
cence has gotten a hold of the public
mind, and Japan can never go back
to the old idea that self-destruction
under certain circumstances is one of
the highest of moral acts. It belongs
at best to semi-civilization.

Undoubtedly the moral and re-
ligious sensibilities of the nation have
been quickened by this war. No one
again will call the Japanese a people
without a religion. Temples and
shrires are thronged at times with
soldiers buying charms and bidding
farcwell to their ancestral graves, or
with parents who pray for the safety
of their soldier children. There is
very little of that flippant feeling of
former years among scholars that
religion is not needed by educated
men, but may be good for the ignor-
ant and for women. The nation has
become serious at last. The degart-
ure of soldiers and their victories
abroad are not celebrated with any-
thing like the excesses of ten years
ago. There has been but one little
outbreak of the anti-religious senti-
ment, and that was called out by
Admiral Togo’s report of his victory
over Russia’s fleet.

The Japanese are not at bottom dif-
ferent from other people. They have
a religious nature, which is asserting
itself in this national crisis and finds
comfort in turning toward heaven.
Some, to be sure, have the old pan-
theistic faith, but others have caught
the newer thought of a Great Per-
sonality who knows men and hears
prayer. It is a significant fact, told
me on perfectly reliable authority,
that the Emperor, feeling the burden
of responsibility and pained beyond
measure hearing of the cruel suffer-
ings and horrible deaths of thousands
of his soldiers, recently spent, with
only one attendant, an entire night in
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prayer. - Indeed, religion is one of
the great thoughts of this year, and
it has come now to stay.

The whole attitude toward Chris-
tianity, owing to the wise leadership
of such great statesmen as Counts
Katsura and Okuma, has markedly
changed, so that many meetings here
and there of all kinds of religionists
have been held, in which Buddhists
have spoken warm words of Christ,
and Christians have praised the Great
Pity of Shaka, who sought the salva-
tion of all men. One priest, standing
with a Christian pastor, said to the
audience: ““ Jesus also is a Buddha.”
This mutually friendly attitude is one
of the immediate results of the war
and is the very best atmosphere in
which to search for truth. About
300,000 Gospels, with flags of Japan,
England and the United States on
the covers, have been circulated
among the soldiers, with every en-
couragement from their officers. Y.
M. C. A. work, endorsed by the high-
est military authorities, has been most
successfully begun in the rear of the
battle lines and warmly welcomed by
officers and men.

The war has brought unspeakable
calamities on both combatants; but
there are magnificent blessings com-
ing out of this struggle. The West
is learning that the FEast must be
treated with respect. A yellow peril
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is no worse than a white one. The
talk about the partition of China has
ended once for all. International law
will be advanced to a far more per-
fect stage. The liberties and love of
knowledge of the Anglo-Saxon race,
embodied in New Japan, will be im-
parted to the millions of China, three
thousand of whose young men, with
two hundred young women, are al-
ready in the schools of Japan prepar-
ing to be the leaven of the coming
China.  The sympathy of the best
part of the West for an Eastern
nation of alien faith is absolutely new
to history. The extension of despot-
ism and ignorance has been signally
checked and driven back. Belated
Russia will awake to claim the light
and freedom that make life worth
having. Already her zemstvos are
boldly demanding some form of re-
presentative government. Moreover,
this war has called out the true
nobility and devotion of Japanese
women on a large scale, and has been
the occasion of their advancement to
a share in the national life. It has
also awakened the religious life of the
nation. Indeed, no war has ever be-
fore brought such signal blessings to
the whole human family in so short
a time as this has already done. It
is one of the great wars that seem to
be worth all they cost.

NOT DEATH,

Men call me Azrael.
I come this blessed Easter day,
My robes of darkness laid away,
To stand beside each grave to say,
With yearning love for souls
Of men, who sorrowing wait
In shadows dim, and faint with fear
And shuddering pain, when’er they hear
My trailing garments sweeping near,
¢ All hail! Took up and see
The beauty of my face !

‘Within that little rock-hewn room,
Beside His heart in fragrant gloom,

BUT LIFE.

I watched all night in Joseph’s tomb.
The morning broke with light
O’er Eastern hills, and I,

No longer Death but Life, await

The hearts, with watching long and late

Too weary grown, through Heaven’s gate
To bear with tenderest love.

The fairest children lie
Upon my breast. With lullabies,
Unearthly sweet, I hush their cries.
Look up, O men, with tear-filled eyes,
And greet me—Gabriel !

—Julia Redford Tomkinson.
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THE TRAILS OF THE NORTH-WEST,.

BY THOMAS OVENS, M.D.

N examining a map of the
North-West Territory a
casual observer might in-
fer that a straight line
joining any two points
indicated on the map
would be the proper
course to take in order
to go from the one point
to the other. In theory
and on the map this is
perfectly feasible, but

in practice and on the prairie it is im-
practicable. On the great prairies of
the West there are many obstacles
to encounter, though there are no lofty
mountain-chains, high rocky ridges or
great lakes. There are many sloughs,
small lakes, rivers, creeks, coulees,
muskegs, and alkaline swamps, which
make it absolutely necessary to follow
winding courses rather than straight
lines. These winding roads or paths
are called trails, and follow the course
of least resistance.

The age of many of these trails is
wholly unknown. As the ancient
trails were not laid out by the Hud-
son’s - Bay Company traders, the
French-Canadian wvoyageurs, or the
present Indian population, but possibly
by a race antedating the Mound
Builders, consequently the history of
the old trails is as much a matter of
conjecture as is the time and fate of
the prehistoric races of the North-
West. '

In modern times the Hudson’s Bay
Company fur-traders and the French-
Canadian woyageur followed well-
known trails in travelling over those
vast regions, for the purpose of trad-
ing with the Indian hunters and trap-
pers. For more than two centuries since
the granting of the charter by King

Charles II. to the Hudson's Bay Com-
pany, their traders and employees have
made use of them, Their vehicles
were wooden-wheeled ox-carts, and
many hundreds of them went together,
forming large caravans, so as to be
able to resist possible attacks from
bands of hostile Indians. The cara-
van moved slowly; ten weeks was
the usual time required to make the
journey from Fort Garry to Edmon-
ton, and as many more to return. On
the westward journey the carts were
heavily laden with supplies for the
Indian trade, on the return with furs
to be shipped to England. The pas-
sage of countless thousands of these
wooden-wheeled vehicles wore deep
ruts into the ground, and in some
places there are many parallel tracks.

As before pointed out, while
the French-Canadian wvoyageur and
the Hudson’s Bay trader made use of
these trails, the ancient ones were not
laid out by them. Ages before the
coming of the first paleface trader
they were in existence. When Cham-
plain was erecting a citadel on the
rocky crags of Cape Diamond, and
founding the city of Quebec, the Cree,
the Blackfeet, the Piegan, and the
the Sarcie were warring along these
trails. When beautiful Mary Stuart
swayed the Scottish sceptre at Holy-
rood, and her more talented cousin,
Elizabeth Tudor, sat upon the Eng-
lish throne, the Indians were hunting
on these trails! When the Norman
Conqueror battled at Hastings against
gallant Harold for the crown of Eng-
land these trails were old!

When the imperial Caesars wore the
Roman diadem, and their brass-mailed
legions had subjugated the ancient
Britons, these trails were not new!
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When Sheba’s queen was visiting
King Solomon, and admiring the mag-
nificent temple crowning Moriah’s
brow, the Indian hunters were tramp-
ing along these trails! When a trem-
bling, awe-stricken nation was stand-
ing around the shaking base and
smoke-enveloped slopes of Horeb’s
lightning crowned summit, and stood
listening to the Law delivered to them
in thunder tones, these trails were
ancient !

So remote is the time when the
oldest of these trails were marked
out, that while some of the Indian na-
tions have a more or less correct tradi-
tion of the Deluge, they have none
whatever respecting the origin and
early history of the ancient trails.

But while it may be interesting to
speculate upon the origin of these
trails, and of the character of the
Mound Builders, or even of peoples
antedating them, it is useless until
more data are obtained upon which to
base our opinion. Doubtless, in the
future discoveries may be made
which will throw some light upon a
subject now so completely shrouded
.n darkness.

People Who Use the Trails.

While the Hudson’s Bay fur-trad-
ers and the wvovageurs are no longer
seen ofi some of the trails, many other
classes of travellers are met. First,
there are the immigrants who have
just arrived, and are wending their
way to homesteads or reservations
given them by a generous Govern-
ment, in the freest and happiest coun-
try in the world. Coming as they do
from every country in Europe, from
every province of Canada, and from
almost every State in the neighboring
Union, each dressed in national
costume, or else according to his own
peculiar ideas, they present an ap-
pearance as picturesque as it is ir-
teresting.  Speaking many different
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languages the North-Western immi-
grants are a truly polyglot community.
The one great redeeming feature of
this invasion is that, as a rule, each is
anxious to learn to speak English, to
obtain a home of his own, and to have
his children taught in a public school.

The freighters are a numerous and
indispensable class. Composed as they
are chiefly of Indians and halfbreeds,
with a sprinkling of whites, thev might
be said to live on the trails. Where
no railways exist they do all the haul-
ing of merchandise and produce.
Differing as they do in complexion,
from the copper color of the Indian,
through the tawny shades of the half-
breeds, to the purest white of the
Scandinavian, they are as dissimilar in
dress and appearance as they are alike
in their mode of life. All freighters
are at home wherever night overtakes
them,

Experts at pitching tents and pre-
paring meals, life to them on the trail
is not by any means one of hardship.
All freighters have voracious appe-
tites, engendered by their out-of-door
life in the healthiest country in the
world; all food to them is welcome, no
matter how roughly prepared.

The resident settlers are also met
on the trails, coming home from the
market towns with heavily laden wag-
gons, containing all sorts of house-
hold goods, farming implements, and
building material, or going to the
towns with farm, dairy or ranch
produce. The dress of the residents
differs almost as much as does that of
the immigrants. On the one hand
vou may meet a gentleman dressed in
the latest styles of English tailoring,
on the other a Russian peasant dressed
in tanned sheepskin, with the wool side
turned in, as his forbears dressed for
generations on the banks ef the Volga
or the Don.

Tourists, land-seekers, homestead-
ers, hunters, sportsmen, explorers, sur-
vevors, missionaries, and the ubiquit-
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ous land-agents are always journeying
on the trails. .

Of all these classes the missionary
is by far the most weicome visitor
to the homesteader, rancher, or farmer.
None is harder-worked than he.
Preaching twice or thrice on Sunday
to congregations many miles distant
from one another, visiting, advising,
exhorting or praying with his widely-
ccattered flock throughout the week,
comforting the sick, assuaging the
grief of the bereaved or distressed,
ministering to the spiritual wants of
all, oftentimes travelling more than
two hundred miles a week in making
calls, fulfilling appointments, or in
other beneficent work he is never idle.

The missionary not only ministers
to the spiritual wants of the people,
but often assists them in their tem-
poral affairs. In a country where
post-offices may be from twenty to fifty
miles apart he brings the mail with him
to many a lonely homestead, cr posts
letters for them, and does many other
acts of kindness which eudear him to
the people.

To the Church the services of the
missionaries are invaluable. In a new
country, in by far the greater num-
ber of instances, the people have little
or no church affiliation. The Church
which has the vitality, energy, and
thoroughly missionary spirit to occupy
all new territory as soon as settled,
will assuredly be the Church of the
future.

The Nethodist Church is aggres-
sive, and her missionaries seem to he
fully alive to the importance of look-
ing after the spiritual welfare of the
people in this new country. Wher-
ever a new settlement is formed there
a missionary should be stationed to
look after the interests of the Church
and form the nucleus of a congrega-
tion. A congregation formed. a
church edifice will follow: a number
of such nuclei, and we have the germ
of a future Conference; a number of
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Conferences and we have a great
Church; a great Church in a great
country is the greatest, noblest, and
most beneficent institution in the
world.

The importance of establishing the
Sunday-school wherever a congrega-
tion is formed, or even before, cannot
be overestimated. I am glad to say
that the Method'st missionaries in the
North-West fully recognize the im-
portance of the Sunday-school.

Wherever congregations are fornred
and Sunday-schools established, an
effort should be made to supply them
with church and Sunday-school papers
and literature. The value of good,
wholesome church literature cannot
be overestimated. The literature
issued from the church presses to-day
is very much superior to that coming
from the same sources two or three
decades ago. The missionary in in-
ducing the people to subscribe for the
papers recognized by the Church is
sowing seed from which an abundant
harvest will be reaped. )

Last summer when I was travelling
through that vast, fertile region, ex-
tending westward from Battleford, and
known as the Cut Knife country, I
was much pleased to note how thor-
oughly the spiritual welfare of the
settlers is looked after by the Aleth-
odist missionaries.

To me the Rev. Thomas Lawson
is an ideal missionary, a valiant, un-
flinching soldier of the Cross, a man
who spares neither life, limb nor health
in his efforts to teach the people
the way of salvation. Deterred by no
danger, no obstacle, no difficulty, he
earnestly endeavors by word and deed
to lay the corner-stone, sure and deep.
of the great Methodist Church of the
future in that vast region of which
Dattleford is the centre. A preacher
of great power and no little clo-
quence, he would be welcomed as a
pastor in any congregation. A day
will come when it will be found that
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the Methodism of the future in the
great Battleford District owes a last-
ing debt of gratitude to the labors of
its early pioneers, the Rev. Thomas
Lawson and his zealous assistants.

In this connection I might mention
the name of the Rev. Charles Thomp-
son, an earnest, efficient helper in the
great work now being done in this
district. Young in years, he is never-
theless an eloquent preacher and zeal-
ous worker.

In the absence of railways the
stream of immigration follows the
trails, spreading out on either side. TIt,
therefore, behooves the Methodist
Church to plant her missionaries along
these trails, and well in advance o. the
flowing tide of immigrants, so as to
be able to reach them immediately they
have sccured homesteads.

T was very much pleased to see how
well the new system of selecting sites
for churches and other church
property is working out under the
supervision of local superintendents.
The new system is virtually working
as a committee of experts.

Now, while land is cheap and easily
procurable, the Methodist Church
should lose no time in securing a
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sufficient quantity of land in suitable
localities upon which to erect churches,
schools, parsonages, hospitals, or-
phanages, etc. Nor should any delay
be made in establishing Methodist
hospitals wherever needed. The
Church of the future must take care
of the temporal ailments of the body
as well as look after its spiritual wel-
fare.

The need of Methodist Book Rooms
or agencies in each of the Territories
is alrcady becoming a necessity.
Mecthodist nurses and deaconesses
should be available for service where-
ever a Methodist community is found.

The Methodist Church. in order to
fulfil its high destiny, should not only
build churches, colleges, schools, but
also hospitals, dispensaries, training-
schools for nurses, deaconesses, or-
phanages, and homes for the aged and
infirm. To obtain the funds an appeal
should be made, in the first instance, to
the people of the older provinces; later
the North-West will not only support
Fer own institutions, but will furnish
funds to spread the Gospel to other
and less favored lands.

Londeni, Ont.

COULDST THOU

BY R

Couldst thou not watch with Me one hour,
Could’st thou not watch with Me?

I seck the shady olive bower,
In prayer, O watch with Me,

But heavy slumber held theiv eyes,
While He, in agony

Came forth, and gently hade them rise,
Could ye not watch with Me?

The tempest smote upon His soul,
He felt His foe’s dread power,
A storm of horrors o’er Lim roll,

They could not watch one hour.

Dawn rose with awful fect of gold.
And touched the far-off sea;

West Montrose.

NOT

WATCH WITH ME?

TOAL.

No hearts of sympathy upheld
Christ in Gethsemane.

No, not one hour, as star by star
Gleams o'er each olive trec:

There came an angel from afar,
In His extremity.

O dust and ashes, slambering deep,
Frail watchers would ye be;

O tired cyes in heavy slecp,
Ye could not wateh with Me.

O spirit willing, flesh too weak,
To watch one hour of three;

Great Heart of Love, so kind and meek,
They could not wateh with Thee!
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CHURCH HYMNODY.
ITS RISE AWD DEVELOPMNENT.

BY THE REV. A. E. HAGAR, B.A.

L

* R USIC, like poetry, had its

2 origin in legend. Both
were primarily the gift
of the gods. As far back
as we may go are to be
found the old-txme war-
songs of the earliest no-
madic and fetish tribes
and the hymmns in which
they celcbrated the deities
of their imagination. It
has Dbeen sald that even
the iame of Homer, that light in the
darkness of early Attlc hlstor), rests
more upon the beauty and number of
the hymns he composed than upon
his legendary heroes or their marvel-
lous adventures. India, Greece, Persia,
Arabia, and other nations, have all
contributed their quota of speculatxon
as to the origin of melody, ascribing
it to Lrahma, to the god Thant, to
ilermes. Marvellous demonctratxons
of supernatural power, attributed to
the sweet cadences of their celestial
melodies, Orpheus and Amphion
were  followed by trees, stones and
wild animals that suddul]\ lost their
ferocity. The very walls of Thebes
springing up as if by magic, and
those of Jericho f'lllmfr down before
the blast of rams’ homs in the days
of Joshua. It is.altogether probable
that, go back as far as we may to the
dim eras of the past, we should find
the earliest races of mankind singing
or chanting their rude war-songs or
hymmns of pralce to the gods tne_y Wor-
clnpped Singing, in one form or an-
other, is probably as old as the race
itsclf.

For the origin, however, of church
music as such, or music and singing
in their religious sphere, we must go
back to the primitive Hebrews. It is
from them that the especial use of
sacred song arose in the worship of
that God who is at once its Inspirer
and its Fountain Head. 7That the
Hebrews were an eminently religious
and musical people—perhaps the most
musical of all the Oriental peoples,
as the most religious—no one who
has at all studied their history or
read the Old Testament can deny.
Their literature is a monument of this
fact.  While not themselves laying
claim to the invention of music or of
musical instruments, yet it is certain
that with them sacred melodies and
psalmody reached an exalted stage of
development unknown to any other
of the Oriental nations. No people
cver made such extensive use of
music or hymmody in religious wor-
ship as did the Hebrews, especially in
the time of their greatest prosperity.
1n the Tewmple, in the synagogue, and
in thc r homes, the Jews celebrated
the praises of God with sacred hymns,
and it was from them principally that
the use of music and choral singing
was adopted by the Christians, though
the early Christian hymns were cast

in a Greek, and not in a Jewish,
mould. L
The first mention of music i

Hebrew literature, after the deluge,
is that found in the narrative of
Laban’s interview with Jacob (Gen.
xxxi. 27.) Even at that far-distant
time music and song and musi-
cal instruments were in use among
the ancient family Dbeyond the
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Euphrates, and the art had al-
ready a high state of develop-
ment. The Exodus, which has, not
inappropriately, been called their
national hirthday, was celebrated by
an outburst of poetry and lyric song
beautiful in its native sxmphcxty as in
its utteranc®s of gratitule. The Song
of Deliverance on the banks of the
ed Sea (Ex. xv.) is the oldest speci-
e of choral song in all literature, a
marvel of construction and hterary
finish, and one which has been, to
some extent, a model for all succeed-
ing generations.

The period of Samuel, David and
Solomon forms a new era of Hebrew
music, as of Hebrew poetry, and is
called its golden age. The establish-
ment of “ Schools of the Prophets ”
appears in large measure to have sup-
plied a long-felt want, and at once
there arises the very renaissance of
Hebrew literature and of Hebrew
song.

At Bethel, at Jericho, Gilgal, and,
perhaps (though it is not certain), at
Jerusalem, such institutions of learn-
ing and instruction were established,
upon somewhat the same plane as our
modern theological seminaries, and
from thence went forth the profes-
sional bards and trained musicians
who swept the country with their
melodies. David gathered around
him “singing men and singing
women ” who could celebrate his vic-
tories and lend a charm and soothing
influence to his hours of peace. Solo-
mon, who was himself a composer of
no mean merit (1 Kings iv.), by his
patronage of art gave a mighty stim-
ulus to the cultwatmn of music as
a profession, and under him the
service of the Tabernacle achieved
an unsurpassed magnificence.  The
Temple was the great school of music
and singing. The very best and
greatest that the country had to give
in money and ability was unsparm“]v
used to make the service and ritual
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as elaborate, as ornate, and as mag-
nificent as the exalted purpose mlcrht
demand. David made eclaborate
arrangements for a temple choir in
which the threc great divisions of the
tribe of Levi had each a representa-
tive family, and of the thirty-eight
thousand who composed the tribe in
the reign of David, four thousand
were appointed to praise Jehovah in
the service of the Temple with in-
struments, for which the sweet singer
of Israel composed a special chant
which for ages was known by his
name. It was sung by the Levites
before the army of Jehoshaphat and
on laying the {foundation of the
second Temple, and again by the
Aaccabean army after their great vic-
tory over Gorgias.

The appropriations made for the
maintenance of so great a choir, and
for the conduct of a ritual service on
a scale as vast as that which obtained
in the palmy days of Solomon, are al-
most beyond belief.  One thousand
dresses were provided for the high
priest alone; ten thousand linen gar-
ments and girdles of purple for the
priests themselves; trumpets, two
hundred thousand; psalteries and
harps of electrum, forty thousand.

From the golden age of Hebrew
poetry and music, as in the case of
the golden age of Attic literature at
the time of Pericles, the art of the
people gradually sank into compara-
tive me(110c1 1t\, at least as comp'lrcd
with its former magnificence, nor did
it ever again attain that splendor and
opulcnce of artistic clegance which
for so many yvears marked the high-
water level of its classic history.
Henceforth, till the beginning of the
Christian era, the services remained
somewhat as they are found to-day in
the far East.

The rising of the Star in the East
bids us turn our eyes to a new era.
The word “ music” now takes on a
new meaning, and sacred song clothes
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itself in terms that are the very cli-
maxes of spiritual adoration. At the
time of Christ we find an elaborate
Temple service, a choir whose magni-
ficence was exceeded only in the time
of Solomon, composed of men, boys
and women, with a ritual of psalms
specified for each day of service for
the year, while others were indicated
for festivities and similar special
times, and all culminating in the last
day of the Feast of Tabernacles,
“ that great day of the feast,” the day
of the great Hosanna, when the
choir led the multitudes in chanting
the eighty-second Psalm, “ while the
priests blew their trumpets at inter-
vals and the people bowed in solemn
worship.”

In these songs Jesus himself was
trained from early boyhood, and
often, no doubt, He and His disciples
joined in them together. The hymn
spoken of in the closing verse of the
twenty-sixth chapter of S$t. Matthew
as having been sung at the conclusion
of the Paschal Supper, was, in all
probability, the second portion of the
Hallel, comprising Psalms cxv.-
cxxviii., and at the close of the mod-
ern ritual of the Jewish Temple ser-
vice this same psalm is still to be
found.

That the use of music and choral
singing, the singing of spiritual
songs, constituted from the beginning
an intercsting and important part in
the worship of the primitive Church
is obvious alike from the history of
the times and from the monument of
Christian poetry, Latin and Greek,

which has come down to our own.

day, much of which, in the beautiful
translations of Neale, Palmer and
Alexander, is still sung, though it is
to be feared unknowingly to many,
in our modern services.

Grotius insists that in Acts iv. 24-
30, we lLave an cpitome of an early
Christian hymn. Munter, an eminent
Biblical archwmologist, declares it as
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his opinion that the gift of the Holy
Spirit at Pentecost was accompanied
by poetic inspiration, to which the
disciples gave utterance in rhapsodies
of spiritual song (Acts ii. 4, 13, 47),
Other New Testament passages like-
wise scem to indicate the use of re-
ligious songs in the worship of God.

Is not the use of “ psalms, and
hymns and spiritual songs ” directly
enjoined by the Apostles as an essen-
tial part of religious devotion, ‘‘ sing-
ing and making melody in your hearts
unto the Lord ”? And James advises
the merry to sing psalms. As this
latter epistle is a circular letter to the
Gentile churches of Asia, from refer-
ences in the epistles to the churches
at Colossz and Ephesus it will be seen
that there is explicit authority, even
command, for the use of song in the
religious worship of the Apostolic
churches.

If many of our modern churches,
so prone to relegate this important
and sacred part of religious worship
to members of the choir, could but
see their duty in the light of Biblical
truth and apostolic injunction, much
of the dearth of devotional singing in
our own day would, it is to be hoped,
give place to a heartier participation
in so essential a part of the worship
of God.

The hymns of the primitive Jew-
ish-Christian churches, it must be re-
membered, were cast in a Greek, not
in a Jewish, mould. Their content,
likewise, was distinctly Christian.
Later on, as the new religion spread
to the Roman provinces, where the
Latin tongue was the vehicle of ex-
pression, many of the most beautiful
specimens of hymnody of that or any
other age were written in the dialect
of Virgil and Horace. Of all these
sacred hymns, perhaps the most
famous is the “ Gloria in Excelsis,”
called the Greater Doxology, to d}s-
tinguish it from the “ Gloria Patri,”
or Lesser Doxology. Another name
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by which it is known is ** The Angel’s
Hymn,” so called from its opening
words, which are taken from the
angel’s song at Bethlehem. Its author
is unknown, but it has been traced
back to the early years of the second
century. Its English form is:

 Glory be to God on high, and on carth
peace, good-will to men. We praise Thee,
we Dbless Thee, we worship Thee, we glorify
Thee, we give thanks to Thee for Thy great
glory, O Lord God, Heavenly King, God the
Father Almighty. O Lord, the Only-Be-
gotten Son, Jesus Christ; O Lord God,
Lamb of God, Son of the Father, that takest
away the sins of the worl I, have mercy upon
us. Thou that takest away the sins of the
world, have mercy upon us. Thou that
takest away the sins of the world, receive
our prayer. Thou that sittest at the right
hand of God the Father, have mercy upon
us. For Thou only art holy ; Thou only art
the Lord; Thou only, O Christ, with the
Holy Ghost, art most high in the glory of
God the Father. Amen.”

The “Gloria Patri,” referred to
above as the Lesser Doxology, is the
next most noteworthy, and perhaps the
one of these earliest Christian chants
most familiarly known in our day.
Its first portion, “Glory be to the
Father, and to the Son, and to the
Holy Ghost,” was from the very
carliest times the common doxology
of Christendom. The Western Church,
after the rise of the Arian contro-
versy, which, it will be remembered,
concerned the unchangeable nature of
our Divine Lord, added the closing
portion: “ As it was in the beginning,
is now, and ever shall be, world with-
out end. Amen.”

The “Nunc Dimittis” is a hymn
with which at least all of Episcopal
persuasion are made familiar. When
sung to the modern music that accom-
panies it, it is one of the sweetest of
chants. As it was gencrally sung at
vespers, it came to be known as the
“Evening Hymn.” The “ Magnifi-
cat,” so called from the Vulgate’s ren-
dering of the opening words of the
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song of the Virgin Mary, as given in

the first chapter of Luke, was in

conunon use among the early and
medizeval churches, and in his ac-
count of Robert of Sicily (“ Tales of

a Wayside Inn”) Longfellow speaks

of it as forming a conspicuous por-

tion of the service:

* Robert of Sicily, brother of Pope Urbane,
And Valmond, Emperor of Allemain,
Apparalied in magnificent attire,

With retineu of many a knight and squire,
On St. John’s Eve at vespers proudly sat
And heard the priests chant the Magnificat.”

The ** Te Deum " is of very ancient
origin. The Latin version is in all
probability Dbased wupon a Greek
original, and in this form may date
from the second or third century.
There is a very interesting tradition
comnected with the authorship of this
sublime monument of early Chris-
tianity, which makes St. Ambrose and
St. Augustine its joint authors.
The story goes that in A.D. 387 St.
Ambrose stood before a Christian
altar in Milan.  St. Augustine, but
recently converted to the Christian
faith, was by his side, and in joy of
the latter’'s conversion St. Ambrose
broke forth into praise, using spon-
taneously the opening words of this
noble hymn, “We praise Thee, O
God; we confess that Thou art God,”
and St. .\ugustine took up the strain
with equal inspiration, following with,
" All the ecarth doth worship Thee,
the Tather everlasting.”  And thus
they sang the lines alternately through
this hymmn, the sublime words of
which have, since that day, rung forth
from many a cathedral choir in all
ages of the Church.

It may be possible that both Am-
brose and Augustine were previously
acquainted with the hymmn in its Greek
form, as both were men of acknow-
ledged scholarship, and, being Latins,
they may have, almost instinctively,
rendered the words of the Greek
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original into the familiar phraseology
of their own tongue. .

As time passed the number and
quality of these Christian hymns in-
creased. Fusebius tells us that in the
first half of the third century there was
a profusion of sacred song, but little
of it has come down to us. Indeed,
the only entire hymn of this period
is one attributed to Clement of Alex-
andria, cir. A.D. 220. The earliest Latin
hymn writer was probably Hilary of
Poitiers, who became bishop of his
native city in A.D. 350, and whose
poetical work was adopted by Am-
brose, Bishop of Milan.

Following Ambrose is Prudentius,
the “First Christian Poet,” born cir.
348 AD. The author of several
hymns of much merit, his fame rests
chiefly upon ome of considerable
length, dealing with the miracles of
Christ. It has long been a favorite
with translators, but by far the most
acceptable and popular version is that
beginning, “ Of the Father’s love be-
gotten,” the joint work of Dr. Neale
and Sir Henry Baker. FEach is said
to have translated the hymn inde-
pehdently, comparing the results.
From the two translations the best
verses were then chosen, and of the
nine stanzas composing the hymn in
its present form, Dr. Neale contri-
buted five and Sir Henry four. It
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generally, in the several collections
in which it appears, goes with a very
sweet, plain song, “Corde Natus,”
from the first two words of the Latin
original. With this tune, it appears
as No. 56 in “Hymns Ancient and
Modern,” the hymnal of the Church
of England, in which it first appeared.
Two verses are subjoined:

¢ Of the Father’s love begotten,
Ere the worlds began to be,
He is Alpha and Omega,
He the source, the ending He,
Of the things that are, that have been,
And that future years shall see,
£vermore and evermore.

¢¢ Thee let old men, Thee let young men,
Thee let boys in chorus sing ;
Matrons, virgins, little maidens
With glad voices answering ;
Let their guileless songs re-echo,
And the heart its praises bring,
Tvermore and evermore.”

From this time till the eleventh or
twelfth century is “ The Golden Age
of Latin Hymnody.” During this
period Latin hymns increased, both in
number and quality, and many of the
very sweetest and most beautiful of
sacred lyrics were written at this
time, and they still live, not only in
the Latin Church, but in our own, in
the eclegant translations that are the
work of some of our most scholarly
and pious writers.

Portage-du-Fort, Que.

CHRIST LIVES TO BLESS.

BY SUSAN R. G. CLARK,

They shut Him in a lonely tomb—
They placed the stone, and said :

“ Now let Him show His mighty power!
The Nazarene is dead !

Ho, lily hid in datkest soil,
Rear high thy loveliness

To mock such impotence of speech—
Churist lives again to bless!

Sad mourner by some empty cot,
All nature bids thee see

That hidden in the deepest night
Is morning’s prophecy.

Worn toiler, battling with the wrong,
Muake brave thy heart and sing ;

All right hath immortality,
For Right, death hath no sting.

As that new tomb in old Judea
Served but His power to prove,

Who broke the iron bars of death
And rescued us by love.

So, Truth shall rise o’er all defeat,

And I%ood o’er ill prevail.

Hail ! Resurrection-bloom of God !
Hail, Risen Christ ! All hail !
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SOCIAL BETTERMENT.

WT is not alone for selfish
or utilitarian ends that
employers are creating
better physical and moral
conditions in their fac-
tories and workshops,
about their works, and in
the homes of their work-
men. In a large number
of instances great cor-
porations are employing
experts in humanitarian
and sociological work, and giving
them carte blanche in providing for
the improvement of the physical con-
ditions and the moral well-being of
their people. Rest-rooms have been
provided in stores and factories,
schools are conducted, hospitals, doc-
tors, even chaplains, are provided.
The workshops are quite different
from what they used to be.

Here is a new factory building
going up to-day for a well-known
watch concern. Contrast that build-
ing with another, erected for similar
purposes a few years ago. You will
find that one is costing, by the square
vard of working area, twice as much
as the other, and that more than half
of this additional cost is in order
that perfect hygienic conditions may
be secured for employees. Many men
and women work in the factory
under much more cheerful, healthful
and educating circumstances than they
find in their own homes. The fac-
tory may be a refuge in such cases
from the home. It certainly will have
its effect in improving the conditions
in the home.

In the large cities it is safe to say
that the sweat-shop evil is practically
abolished. The factory inspector in
Chicago, for example, finds few, in-
deed, of the dirty, fever-laden dens in
which the clothes of the people used

to be made. The worst places to-day
are the homes where the family does
the work. Some large concerns have
erected gymmasiums and play courts
for their people. Sometimes we find
a perfectly appointed bath-house,
where employees wash and are clean
at the expense of the firm and on the
firm’s time. A bare list of the great
manufacturing enterprises which pro-
vide such benefits for their people
would occupy all our space. Some
may be mentioned. The Illinois Steel
Works, at Joliet, Illinois, provides a
club-house, the Athenzum, bath-
houses, gymmasium, library, art
classes, and co-operative clubs. The
Elgin Watch Company offers, in addi-
tion to most of the foregoing, a well-
appointed hotel for its work-people.
The plan and the many benefits of
the Dayton Cash Register concern are
too well-known to need enumeration.
In addition to the better-known pro-
visions for employees, the Acme
Sucker-Rod Company, Toledo, Ohio,
gives a park and pays dividends;
Ferris Brothers Company, seaside
cottages; Waltham Watch Company
makes loans to build homes; nearly
all the great railroad systems have
sick-benefit, hospital and pension de-
partments operated at the expense of
the road.

But it must not be supposed that
the improvement is all on this con-
tinent. Two remarkable, out-standing
examples of industrial betterment are
the soap works of the Lever Brothers,
near Liverpool, England, and the
cocoa factories of Cadburys at Bir-
mingham. It has been estimated that
each of these firms has over a million
and a half of dollars invested in its
social work alone. Plans quite simi-
lar to those followed in this country,
with some novel features, are in use
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at the great Krupp Works in Ger-
many, and with the Van Markens in
Hollana. In most European countries
the governments began this work
long ago, but to-day their factories
and arsenals fall far behind those of
private enterprises in the provisions
they make for the welfare of their
people.

Within this movement there are
certain very hopeful indications. This
work is no longer undertaken as a
charitable enterprise, or looked upon
as so many gifts bestowed on the
people by wealthy employers.  The
men are helped and led into self-gov-~
ernment of their own benefits. Per-
haps there were some firms that
soaght to cover up long hours and
short pay with petty benefits of
libraries, with coffee for the men and
candy for the children. But the spirit
of the workman, straightening out
his bent back and standing upright
for the first time in many long cen-
turies, demands to-day, not charity,
but simpie justice. And now these
benefits talke on rather the aspect of
mutual co-operation between employer
and employee, so that a man’s life may
be lived and his work accomplished
under the best physical, mental and
moral conditions. Who can say how
large a contribution these better con-
ditions shall make, not alone to our
industrial supremacy, but to the ele-
vation of our manhood and woman-
hood, and to the coming of the King-

domn in which character shall be
supreme.
There have Dbeen several grecat

strikes during 1904, the most notable
being the Stock Yards strike, or
rather series of strikes. It resulted
in a defeat for the men and a loss of
certain things that common humanity
would seem to insist should be theirs.
But it showed that right and just de-
mands must be enforced by right and
honorable methods; it may take a

better.
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long while to learn it, but we shall
some day realize that it never pays to
fight for the right with crooked
weapons.  Similar and even more
striking lessons com¢ from the build-
ing trades strike in New York.
Neither labor nor capital find it a
paying investment to sink character
in conspiracies, briberies and graft.

There has been even a greater
house-cleaning in the realm of what
they call “practical politics.” Nine-
teen hundred and four has been a
year of fear and trembling for many
of the men who needed no other stock
in trade than brass face and a glad
hand—together, usually, with a zinc-
lined throat. It is a grand thing when
so chaotic a city as Chicago can stand
and say, We have a fairly clean, de-
cent and honest City Council. Min-
neapolis, St. Louis and Buffalo have
all had a tremendous house-cleaning.
Baltimore has a strong business ad-
ministration. Denver, Philadelphia,
and not a few other cities stand in
line.

Again, in city life, there is a notice-
able inward movement of the tide.
Once the sole aim of any American
city was to be bigger than her rivals;
now, many are sincerely trying to be
Clean streets, adequate sew-
ers, pure water, ample breathing-
places, artistic edifices—all these claim
public attention. Men take pride, not
onlv in saying: “We have morz
people than ;7 but, “ We have
larger and better parks.” The cheap
politician, the saloon-keeper, the graf-
ter, all cry: “The parks pay no
freight.” But the people know better;
they carry the freight of sunshine,
flowers, health and happiness clear
into the heart of the city at practically
no charge. Attempts are also being
made in many large cities to get more
good out of the public schools. For
one thing, thev are heing made to
give manual training; the curriculum
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is being revised to meet the needs of
our changing life. Then, the build-
ings are being used for neighborhood
purposes, classes, social gatherings,
clubs and meetings. We are coming
closer together; we are thinking a
little more of men as minds and
hearts, of other men as just such
beings as we know ourselves to be.
Contrasted in splendor against the
wave of commercialism and industrial
greed there is this splendid tide of
altruism, of social service and help-
fulness. Our cities get to look less
like big factory yards and more like
dwelling places.

Take one little indication ; how
long is it since the prospect from the
railroad station in any city outside
of the few very large ones was that
of cinders, refuse, and freight-cars ?
To-day the people take pride in their
depot parks, with flower beds and
grass. Even in the mining regions of
the west, one cannot but notice the
attempt to hide the grit and the cin-
ders of our commercial and manu-
facturing life, and show and share
a little of tlie life of beauty. When-
ever men show their love for more
beautiful things, whenever they seek
better conditions, we know they have
turned their faces toward the light.

To-day’s paper spoke of a railroad
ticket-agent having a Bible in his
desk ; yesterday’s paper would have
offered this as a splendid subject for
some infidel jester ; to-merrow we
shall wonder that any man would hope
to conduct his business without the
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Bible at its base. We are deploring
the emptying of our churches, the
depleting of our congregations ; but
we find the spirit of religious work
really going out into the world. And
it is vastly more important to get
people doing religious service than
it is to get them attending religious
services. Although depleted congre-
gations show but a temporary ebb in
the tide ; the multitude will turn to-
ward the house of God again. This
is a period of advance, a movement
on from the religion of contemplation
to the religion of service, from the
religion that ended with the prayer-
meeting to the religion that goes out
into the primary, the office and the
factory. Once we had to cry aloud
to men to get them to think of re-
ligion at all ; does it not mean some-
thing that to-day we find them in-
quiring, not only, “ What must I do
to be saved ?” but, “ What must we
do to save the world ?” It will mean
much if we are learning to give
utterance to our doctrines in deeds.

What shall we say, then ? Is the
Kingdom coming? What are the
signs ? In the measure that His will
is being more perfectly done; in the
measure that men are learning to love
one another with life-giving sacrifice;
in the measure that this sad old world
takes on the glory of that other
world ; in the measure that men realize
and express their sonship to the
Father, the Kingdom is coming, the
tide is setting in.—Service.

LUX.

BY R. ROAL.

The poet laid his laurel’d head

Upon a rosy, thorny bed ;

With tears his piercing eyes were red,

His lips and cheeks were as the dead,
While Scorn, and Sorrow, and Fear,
Kept watch as o’er a bier!
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Night fled, and smiling Dawn
Dispelled those watchers wan,
His face with morn grew bright
Eyes full of glorious light.
In Aarkness, Sorrow may reign,
Glad Day brings joy again!
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BHE recent British expedi-
tion to Lhasa, the long-
sealed capital of the for-
bidden land of Thibet,
has opened the door to
civilization, and com-
merce, and Christianity
of this last stronghold of
superstition and ignor-
ance. It was the one
place in the world from
which missionaries, and
merchants, and travellers of everv sort
were rigidly excluded.

The success of Colonel Younghus-
band’s expedition, says The Outlook,
or mission, as it is called, adds another
to the many dramatic incidents in the
Far Fast during the past few years.
The British purpose in sending an
expedition to this ancient city was
two-fold: To establish closer trade

THIBETAN PRAYER WHEEL.

relations and to compel the Thibetans
to live up to their agreements. Their
retirement from ILhasa shows that
they had no intention to occupy per-
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THE WALL OF THIBET.—ENORMOUS PEAKS CAPEPED WITH ETERNAL SNOWS,

manently the country. Russian influ-
ence has had much to do with the
vexatious avoidance and negation of
trade agreements of the Thibetans.
Thibetan commissioners met DBritish
commissioners on the border of the
country, but they scemed to possess
neither the authoritv nor the willing-
ness to make any satisfactory arrange-
ments, and the British Ministry de-
cided that a mission in force was the

only method of bringing the Thibet-
ans to terms,

This expedition involved a march
of three hundred miles from the In-
dian frontier, the entrance through
precipitous passes of the most danger-
ous kind at a great clevation, and hard
fighting above the snow line, on what
has been called *the roof of the
world.”  The Dritish have met with
determined but unsuccessful  opposi-
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tion on the part of the Thibetans,
who, with their antiquated weapons
and lack of organization and milifary

training, had not even a fighting
chance against the scientific warfare
of the British.

THE FORTRESS OF GYANGTSE, IN THIBET, STORMED BY THE BRITISH ON THE WAY TO LHASA,

Methodist Magazine ana Lieview.

‘T'he hostility of the Lama was due
to the influence over him of his favor-
ite tutor. This man is a Mongolian
who has entered the service of Russia.
He is a man of considerable education,
who has repeatedly visited St. Peters-
burg, and is a member of the Russian
Geographical Society. He is known
as the Lama Dorjieff. When the
Dalai Lama declared his independence
of China, he was perplexed by the ad-
vice of his ecclesiastical counsellors,
who knew nothing of the outside
world, and who gave him contradic-
tory counsel. They were hopelessly
opposed to onc another, and the poor
voung ruler found himself forced into
opposition with powerful ministers,
no matter what course he adopted.
His position was all the more difficult
because these priestly counsellors had
no scruple about murdering a Lama,
and had. with good reason, been sus-
pected of having killed his predeces-
sors. He therefore gave himself up
completely to the guidance of the
Russian, Dorjieff, who poisoned his
mind against the British, and con-
vinced him that Russia was his most
powerful and reliable protector. Qver-
tures were made to St. Petersburg,
and were received with assurances of
friendship.

Lord Curzon. the British Vice-
roy of India, recognizing the
danger of having on his fron-
tier a principality that was be-
coming practically a Russian province,
applied for similar commerecial privi-
leges to those granted Russia, but
under the advice of Dorjieff, who
apparently did not know how absorh-
ing the Japanesc trouble was becom-
ing, the Lama sent an insolent reply
to the Viceroy’s request, and brought
upon himself the attack in which his
capital has been penetrated. In a
recent address the Viceroy of India
said: “No one regrets more than [
the fighting which has occurred. We
did our best to avoid it. We hope to
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introduce a measure of enlightenment
into that monk-ridden country.”
After the passage of the Karola, a
delegation of commissioners met the
negotia-

expedition and asked that

eiiii OO

tions might be resumed at a distance
from the city, as the Dalai Lama
might die of shock if the capital was
profaned by the feet of the stranger.
The British leader replied that as the
expedition had already been halted

once for negotiations, which had
proved futile, and as it had been at-
tacked by Thibetan troops, he felt it
incumbent to proceed to Lhasa and
have the treaty signed there.

On entering the city,
the British troops
showed respect for the
prejudices of the
Thibetans by encamp-
ing in an open space a
mile away from the
sacred mount of Potala,
on which the Iama’s
palace is built. They
were informed that the
Lama, with M. Dorjieff,
his  Russian adviser,
had quitted the city,
and were at a monas-
tery cighteen miles off.
He had, however, left
authority with his re-
presentatives  to  con-
clude an arrangement
with the British, and
had also deposited the
royal seals in the palace,
so that the treaty might
be duly signed and
sealed.  The Ambam,
who is the representa-
tive of China in Thibet,
had remained at Lhasa
to take part in the ne-
eotiations.  As Thibet
is nominallv  tributary
to China. the Ambam’s
endorsement of the
treatv will give it bind-
ing force.

The surroundings of
the city are fertile, but
the streets are filthy, The
palace consists of an imposing mass
of buildings on the mountain in the
north-west quarter of the city, which
commands a view of the great plain
surrounded by mountains, on which
cluster innumerable temples and mon-

FIRST PHOTOGRAPIH OF THE SACRED PALACE OF THE DALAI LAMA IN LHASA.
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Methodist Magazine and Review.

THE THIBETAN TOWN OF LEH. .

asteries. The rooms are richly decor-
ated in Chinese style. There is no
regularity about the streets, which
divide the city proper into blocks of
many shapes. In this district are the
houses, huts, and shops of the com-
mon people. It can boast of only one
important temple, and that is the
Great Cathedral, at its south-west
corner. The street fronts not taken
up by houses are chiefly occupied by
shops, bazaars, and markets of all
kinds.

Potala, the “ Mountain of Buddha,”
on which the palace of the Dalai Lama
stands, has played a most interesting
part in the historv of Asia. For the
past twelve hundred years it has been
the most hallowed spot in Asia.

The Dalai Lama is twenty-eight
vears of cge. He is the first in a cen-
tury to attain that age. His predeces-
sors were secretlv put to death before
they emerged from bovhood, by the
Buddhist priests, who found it to their
advantage to be regents under the
nominal rule of a hoy, rather than
ministers of a ruler of responsible age.
It has been his ambition to hecome

“ renounced

independent of China. He contended
that China ought to have gone to war
with Great Britain in 1890 to prevent
the scizure of Sikhim, shich he
claimed as Thibetan territory, and as
China did not interfere. he practically
his allegiance. He ac-
cepted the tutelage of Russia, in the
hope that Russia would protect him
from the vengeance of China,

Signs of the theocratic character of
the Thibetan government are found
cvervwhere in the country. The Dalai
Lama himself is reverenced more as
the representative of Buddhism and
the reincarnation of Buddha than as
the ruler of Thibet. Around the city
of Lhasa are many monasteries, in
some of which there are said to
be as many as six thousand inmates.
Many of these are not priests or
monks. but students preparing for the
priesthood. The people themselves
are ignorant and superstitious. Their
observance of their religious rites, in
many instances, consists in little more
than the turning of the cylinders
which form the prayer-wheels of the
coantry. A turn of the wheel is sup-
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A BORDER THIBETAN CHRISTIAN AND WIFE.

posed to bring the prayer contained
in it vo the notice of the Supreme
Being, and to be equivalent to a
prayer uttered by the lips of the wor-
shipper. The adherents of the Lama
are far less intelligent than the
Buddhists of Ceylon, over whom he
exercises little if any influence.

One of our pictures is from the first
photograph ever taken of the Lama’s
palace. It is described as a majestic
mountain of building, rising far above
the roofs of the city. The road to it
is free from stones, and very broad.
‘The foundations of the palace rise
from the base of the hill, and on these
is erected tier on tier of white
masonry. In the centre are two red
edifices, crowned by five golden
domes, which glitter in the sunlight.
Between this and the city is a dense
wood and cultivated fields. The city
itself covers an area about a square
mile in extent. The most conspicuous
object in it is the Buddhist cathedral.
four stories high, surmounted by
¢ilded domes and pinnacles. It may
be heped that the terms wrung from
the Lama by the British, include not
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only commercial concessions, but the
right of missionaries to enter and pro-
claim in this, almost the last unevan-
gelized land on earth, the glad tidings
of salvation.

The significance of the unfurling of
the British flag in the capital of Thibet
is to be found in the dramatic evi-
dence which it furnishes of the open-
ing up of Asia to Western trade and
influence. For centuries Thibet has
been foibidden country. Scores of
crafty and courageous men have per-
ished in the endeavor to invade its
privacy and discover what lay behind
the closzly guarded front which it
presented to the world. It is thirteen
hundred years since Lhasa was
founded, but in that time, so far as
records have been preserved, not more
than twenty foreigners have been
within the walls of the Thibetan
capital, and most of these were
Hindus. Several Englishmen have
been in Thibet, but only one had ever
seen Lhasa before the arrival of the
Dritish troops on August 3, and this
IEnglishman was Thomas Manning,
who entered Thibet in 1811, and, asa

WOMEN OF LEH IN FULL DRESS.
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off his predecessors in
their early youth for
many . generations past,
but no important mystery
will be found in his keep-
ing. Methods, systems,
and craftsmanship are
sometimes esoteric; truth
is always diffusive and in
the open, and the fall of
Lhasa will dispel one of
the last illusions that
remain regarding the ac-
cumulation of hidden
truths in sacred localities.
The world becomes every

THE MORAVIAN MISSION DISPENSARY AT LEH.

physician, periormed some cures on
Chinese troops and was allowed to
accompany them to Lhasa, where he
stayed several months. From that
date until the present only two Euro-
peans have been in Lhasa—French
missionaries who were able to reach
the city in disguise in 1844, and the

story of whose adventures and
privations is most fascinating anid
thrilling.

Not only has Thibet been shut off
from the rest of the world by a sys-
tem of espionage and of rigorous
penalties so thoroughly and so con-
sistently applied that the country has
been protected by something far more
impregnable than the Chinese wall,
but it has been the centre of a
mysterious cult. The letting in of
light and air by the rude hand of the
Western invaders will show an
empty shrine. There will probably
continue to be communications from
Mahatmas living in the solitudes of
tiue Thibetan mountains, but no great
new truth will reward the British ex-
plorers. )

The Grand Lama, who is said to
have secluded himself in a monastery
not far from the city. has escaped
the mysterious fate which has cut

day more and more an
open field, and knowledge
and  experience  tend
steadilv to be the capitalized posses-
sion of the whole race.

There is another campaign going
on in Thibet, which possesses a deeper
significance than Colonel Younghus-
band’s military operations. Not with
sword and cannon, but with the Word
of Life, and with hearts overflowing
with love and brotherly kindness, a
Gospel band stands knocking at the
gates of Thibet. For many years a
cordon of brave Christian mission-
aries has been drawiny its lines closer
and closer to the borders of “the
Sealed Land,” awaiting for the
propitious moment to carry the Word
of Life to its benighted people. From
two of these missionaries letters full
of hope and encouragement have been
received. One of the writers, Mr.
Ernest Shawe, of the Moravian Mis-
sion at Leh, in western Thibet, has
forwarded, with his brief communi-
cation, a number of  photographs.
which are probably the first illustra-
tions from that strange and far-away
land that have ever appeared in the
Western world. They are presented
in this article.

One of the photographs shows 2
typical Ladak village of western
Thibet., with a monastery in the back-
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MISS TAYLOR IN THIBETAN DRESS.

The cap is of fox-skin, made for her in the
Mongol encampment.

ground. In another, a group of
Thibetan lamas or priests are seen
reading the sacred books ““for the
good of the country.” Mr. Shawe
explains that the object is to read as
much as possible, and the loose leaves
of the books are divided among the
lamas, and all read simultaneously. In
the photograph of the town of Leh--
the mission headquarters—is seen the
old palace of the former kings of
Ladak, an ancient-looking and some-
what extensive building in the rear.
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The other pictures show types of this
long-isolated  people, who seem
destined shortly to become Dbetter
known to the world.

Mr. Shawe writes: “Leh, from
where I write, is the capital of the
province of Ladak, which is now un-
der the rule of the Maharajah of
Kashmir; but as the Ladakis are
Thibetans by race, religion and lan-
guage, it is quite fair to count the
Moravian Mission in Ieh as a
Thibetan mission, though here we are
still some one hundred miles from the
porders of Chinese Thibet.

*“Leh is probably the highest mis-
sion station in the world, being 11,600
feet above sea level. This great alti-
tude is very trying for Europeans, and
some travellers have died from the
cffects of the rarcfied air. The
Moravian Mission was first perman-
ently established here in 1885, but
alrcady ten graves of missionaries and
their children are to be found in the
little graveyard by the side of the
desert. Leh was the third mission
station to be started by the Moravian
Church in the Western Himalayas, the
two former being Kyelang in 1856.
and Poo in 1865. Now there are
seven stations and out-stations be-
longing to our Church in this mission
field.

“The town of Leh is not a large
one, according to our ideas. The
population consists of only about
2,500, but still it is the largest town
for hundreds of miles around, and as
it is the meeting-place for traders
from all parts of Central Asia to
India, it has an importance far bhe-
vond its size. In the trading season
(August to October) the population
becomes doubled or trebled; and in
the bazaar, people from Turkestan
jostle those from India and Kashmir,
and traders from Afghanistan bargain
with traders from ILhasa, and one
may hear six or eight languages or
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MRS,

dialects s’poken in as many minutes.
This increases the difficulty of mis-
sion work, especially medical mission
work, but our preaching is done in
the Ladaki dialect of Thibetan.

“The Ladakis, like other Thibetans,
are ‘Lamaists’ (demon worship-
pers), with a thin veneer of Duddhist
ideas and ceremonial. About Buddha
and his teaching they really know
very little. Work among them is slow
and difficult, and there is often much
opposition, generally secret, from the
lamas or priests. Still the sowing of
the seed has not been in vain, and now
there are nearly forty Christians m
Leh. Thibetan gospels and tracts
have been widely distributed, and in
many cases have done their silent
work in human hearts.

“'The great peculiarity in the cos-
tume of the Ladakis is the head-dress
worn by the women. This consists of
a strip of red cloth, on which tur-

RIJMHART.

quoises and silver ornaments are
sewn. From either side of the head
project great ear-flaps of lambskin,
or, in the case of wealthy ladies, of
sable. The value of such a head-
dress may be several hundred rupees,
and the wealth of a woman is known
by the number of turquoises and orna-
ments she has. The Ladakis are gen-
erally lively and good-natured, and,
compared with many other Asiatics,
easy to get on with. Pray God that
their hearts may be more easily
opened to the Gospel.”

Another correspondent. the Rev.
James Johnston, A.T.S.. writes as fol-
lows of the work of the missionaries:

“Since 1856, the Moravian mis-
sionaries have vainly endeavored to
penetrate the loftiest mountain passes
and sterile wastes, for the evangeliza-
tion of the Hermit Nation. In the
wild and picturesque provinces of
Dritish India. bordering on the West-
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ern Himalayas, their record of ¢ work-
ing and waiting,” has perennial charm,
To strike a blow at the stronghold of
Buddhism they have left no stone un-
turned, and, as ~ne of their number
writes, ‘any missionary working on
the borders of the Great Closed Land,
would almost be prepared to start for
Lhasa at five minutes’ notice, if the
way were unexpectedly thrown open.’
To their oldest and the highest niis-
sion stations in the world—Poo and

Leh—the Moravians have added six

more points of evangelical light.
‘Thibet is partially encircled by
missionary bands, on its eastern,
western, and southern borders. On
the northern frontier of Thibet pro-
per, neither man nor beast can live.
Mr. O. T. Crosby, the American
traveller, who has lately returned
from Central Asia, describes it as con-
sisting of hundreds of miles of tragic
and desolate wastes, where even the
camels of well-equipped caravans
perish of cold and hardship. Upwards
of eight missionary societies have sta-
tions on other than the northern fron-
tiers of Thibet, embracing the Kash-
garian Mission (Swedish) N. W.,and
the Church of Scotland Mission, S.,

Methodist Magazine and Review.

associated with the Scottish Universi-
ties Mission. The London Missionary
Society’s strategic base at Almora is
identified with the names of Miss
Turner and Miss Rutledge, the latter
declaring, ‘We mean to be amongst
those who are to be first in Thibet.’
Two ‘other ladies, Dr. Sheldon and
Miss Brown, have made the north-
easgern part of Kumoan their special
field.

“On the southern border, at
Yatung, near the main route to the
Chumbi Valley, Miss Annie R. Tay-
lor, of Thibetan mission fame, persist-
ently remains at her post, though, of
late, she has had a hard time from the
strong anti-foreign feeling existing
among the wilder class of Thibetans.
In the same region, the Assam Fron-
tier Pioneer Mission, amid the fierce
Abor tribes, tells of unusual difficul-
ties and marvellous escapes.

“The famous Thibet Prayer Union,
of the China Inland Mission, east and
north-east, has its centre at Ta-chien-
lu, ably superintended and led by
Cecil Polhill, who writes in glowing
terms that Litang, the second town of
altitude 1n the world, and containing
one thousand families, on the high

A THIBETAN CONVERT.
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road to Thibet, is now opened to the
missionary. )

“Of honored names interwoven
with Thibet’s Christianization, the
Canadian missionary, Susie Carson
Rijnhart, M.D., takes a foremost
place. This lady has returned to the
land where she has previously suffered
the loss of husband and child. Her
missionary volume, “ With the Thibe-
tans in Tent and Temple,” a nar-
rative of four years’ residence on the
Thibetan border, and of a journey
into the far interior, recounts thrilling
adventures such as few women have
gone through and lived to tell the
tale.”

This brave Canadian girl, born
near Toronto, was one of the very
first to penetrate this remote region
and to dispense the healing simples
of medicine and the healing doctrines
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of the Cross. She was, however,
brutally treated, her husband was
murdered, and she was compelled to
return to Canada. But she has gone
back to the borderland of Thibet,
waiting an opening to resume her mis-
sion consecrated by the blood of her
husband and the loss of their only
child.

The delay has been turned to
account in familiarizing themsclves
with the Thibetan language, so that
there might be no delay in beginning
work when the way was open. DBibles
also have been sent into Thibet by the
waiting missionaries, who have found
the ‘traders willing to carry and cir-
culate them. Thus the way has been
prepared for the entrance of the mis-
sionary, and, by the blessing of God,
a harvest of souls may be looked for.

CROSS

AND CROWN.

BY REV. C. FLEMINGTON.

Teach me Thy hallowed cross to bear,

Teach me Thy sufferings to share,

Be magnified, O Lord, in me,

Till I in heaven Thy glory sce.

For who the crown of life would gain,

Must share with Thee the cross of pain,
Point de Bute, N.B.

And faithful to the end abide,

Till thou shalt call them at Thy side.
O God, Thy strengthening Spirit give,
And let me, daily, die and live:

_Be dead to sin and all its power,

Alive to God, from hour to hour.
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FRANCIS BONIVARD, THE PRISONER OF CHILLON.*

BY THE REV. JOHN WILSON, M.A., AND W. H. WITHROW, D D.

A OST visitors to the shores
# of the Lake of Geneva
have made a pilgrimage
to the famed Castle o1
Chillon; they have de-
scended into its gloomy
vaults and seen the hol-
lows worn in the rocky
floor by the feet of pris-
oners who were chained
of old to the pillars;and
have shuddered at the
sight of the mysterious oublictte and
other relics of medieval cruelty.
That grey pile, with its square cen-
tral tower and round, pointed four-
elles, is not without its picturesque
aspects, but its celebrity is mainly due
to its  Thistorical associations, its
matchless surroundings, and, above
all, to Byron's poetiy. Every reader
of the poet knows the lines:

** Lake Leman lies by Chillon’s walls:
A thousand feet in depth below
Its massy waters meet and flow;
Thus far the fathom line was sent
Frowm Chillon’s snow-white battlement.”

This gloomy tower, which rises in
sullen majesty from the waves, has
been used as a prison for over a thou-
sand years. What bitter memories of
wrong and sorrow could its rude
walls tell!  Over the gate are the
mocking words, “ Gott der Herr
segne den Ein- und Ausgang ™—
“ God bless all who go in and come
out.” An intelligent and pretty girl
conducted us through its vaulted dun-
geons, the torture chamber, with its
pulleys and rack, and wooden frame
burned black by red-hot branding-
jrons, and the ancient Hall of Jus-
tice, with its quaint carvings.  She

* Reprinted in part from The Leisure Hour.

CASTLE OF CHILLON.

showed us the pillar to which Boni-
vard, for six years, three centuries
ago, was chained; the marks worn by
his footsteps in the floor, and the in-
scriptions of Byron and Victor Hugo
on the walls. As the afternoon light
streamed through the narrow loop-
holes on the arches and columns, and
on the fair face of the girl, it made a
picture in which Rembrandt would
have revelled.

<« Chillon! thy prison is a holy place,
And thy sad floor an altar,—for ’twas trod
Until his very steps have left a trace,
Worn, as if the cold pavement were a sod,
By Bonivard ! —may none those marks cflace,
For they appeal from tyranny to God.”

We cross a yard and enter a



Francis Bonivard, the Prisoner of Clillun.
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DUNGEON OF CHILLON.

gloomy-looking tower. Looking down
a well-like aperture in the floor, we
gain a dim glimpse of the oubliettes,
or grim dungeons, where contuma-
cious prisoners found their tragical
fate. Looking through the window
we saw the little Isle of Peace, only
thirty paces long and twenty wide,
with its three elm-trees, of which the
poet sings:

¢ And then there was a little isle,
‘Which in my very face did smile,
The only one in view.”

Here, to the everlasting disgrace of
the Republic of Switzerland, in the
year of grace 188y, an act of tyranny
was enacted, as outrageous in its way
as the imprisonment of Bonivard. A
young English girl. a memuver of the
Salvation Army, for daring to preach
Jesus and the Resurrection, was
arrested, condemned to prison for
one hundred days, and thrust into a
cell. She was permitted to go out on
parole, went to England, and was
urged to break her parole, the result
of which would have been to forfeit

about $100, which would gladly have
been given her; but she refused, re-
turned to the castle, and completed
her term of imprisonment. Small
wonder that an indignant rebuke
of such intolerance was inscribed
on the wall. The prison matron
spoke with the greatest respect
of the fair young English girl
for whom the prison had no terrors.
It seems to us that this was a suitable
occasion for a remonstrance from the
Tnglish Foreign Department, akin to
that which Cromwell thundered
against the Vatican for the persecu-
tion of the Vaudois.

It is unfortunate that Byron, when
he wrote his ** Prisoner of Chillon,”
was unacquainted with the story of
Francis Bonivard, the real prisoner of
Chillon, and that he drew upon im-
agination for the graphic details of
his poem. That story belongs to a
stirring  epoch of the Reformation
period, and is well worthy of being
recalled. The mediceval and the
modern spirit were then at deadly
warfare, and this old stronghold, be-
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VIEW FROM
TERRETET-GLION,

DENT DU MIDI IN THE
BACKGROUND,

CHILLON IN THE MIDDLE~ DISTANCE.
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longing at that time to the Dukes of
Savoy, represented all that was des-
potic and merciless in feudalism.
Though Chillon looks upon a land-
scape whose main features are essen-
tially unchanged——the mountain-range
of Neye and Arvel still rising
abruptly behind it, the grand craggy
contours of the Savoy Alps looming
dark in front across the smooth mir-
ror of the lake, and the snowy slopes
and glaciers of the Dent du Midi,
with its seven summits, overlooking

it on the south—yet it has a tale to
tell of mighty change which has come
over the social and political condition
of the district. In the conflict which
brought about this happy change
Francis Bonivard played a part of
considerable importance, and the racy
narrative he left behind him shows
him to have been a man of keen in-
sight and quaint humor, as well as
of bold, patriotic spirit.

Bonivard was born in 1493 of a
noble Savoyard family, and being
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CABLE RAILWAY AT TERRETET-GLION.

destined to succeed his uncle, who
was Prior of St. Victor, near Geneva,
he received a superior education. His
mind was further matured by foreign
travel: he studied law for a time at
Freiburg, in Germany, and he lived
for some time at Turin, as well as at
Rome.  His uncle having died in
1514, he had barely attained the age
of twenty-one when he became Prior
of St. Victor. A high-born, high-
spirited youth, with superior miental
endowments and training, eager to
take part in the great movements of
the time, he was one likely to win dis-
tinction in almost any sphere, though
he was more fitted to shine in the
political than the religious arena.
22
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At that period Charles III., Duke
of Savoy, whose territories sur-

rounded those of Geneva, was en-
croaching more and more on the
liberties of that city with an eye to
its complete absorption. From the
first Bonivard identified himself with
the Genevese in this struggle, and his
part in the drama was to begin very
carly. On his arrival at St. Victor
he found, among other inherited
chattels, three culverins which the
militant prior, his predecessor, had
used in war with a neighboring
baron. These cannon, in accordance
with the deceased prior’s will—he
having been evidently smitten with
some remorse about them on his
deathbed—were about to be melted
and transformed into church-bells;
but some of the Genevese leaders,
foresceing the coming storm, begged
that they should be handed over for
the defence of the city. It was by
agreeing to this that young Bonivard
first incurred the displeasure of the
Duke, who had vainly demanded the
cannon for himself.

An association, headed by Philibert
Berthelier, was straightway formed
for the maintenance of the liberties
of the city. Charles, seeking to lay
hold of its leading members, was only
able to seize upon one Pecolat, who
was tortured and *lifted several
times a day by a rope put round his
neck.” By the skill of Bonivard a
warrant was procured for this man’s
trial at the archiepiscopal see of
Vienne rather than the episcopal see
of Geneva, but the difficulty was how
to “Dbell the cat,” and deliver that
warrant into the hands of the Duke
of Savoy or his tool the Bishop of
Geneva.  Both these dignitaries
chanced to be attending mass at the
church of St. Peter’s in Geneva, and
a clerk was deputed tc deliver the
warrant to one of them on retiring
from church. When the critical
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moment arrived, the clerk took fright
and was about to hurry off, when
Bonivard, then only twenty-three
years of age, standing by him with a
drawn dagger, compelled him to de-
liver the warrant into the hands of
the Bishop, who was as much fright-
ened as the clerk. Straightway a high
quarrel arose between the Archbishop
of Vienne and the Bishop of Geneva,
who was instructed by the Duke to
refuse compliance with the warrant,
but in the end Pecolat was set free.
Bonivard, writing of this period,
says that in his youthful rashness he
feared neither Duke nor Bishop; but
Berthelier, with more experienced in-
sight, prophesied that he himself
would lose his head and Bonivard his
benefice in the cause of Genevese
liberty. As many of the leading citi-
zens had entered into a bond of alli-
ance, called combourgeoisie, with
some of the warlike Swiss cantons,
whose pikemen were at that time so
formidable on the battlefields of
Europe, there was danger of stirring
up a hornets’ nest if Charles openly
attacked Geneva. Therefore, as Boni-
vard, using a different metaphor,
quaintly puts it in his “ Chronicle,”
“the Duke tried every means of
catching the fish without wetting his
paws.” He tried to get the ecclesi-
astics of Geneva on his side, but in
this he was circumvented by Boni-
vard; then he intrigued with the
Swiss cantons, and at a favorable
moment invaded the Genevese terri-
tory and seized the city. Bonivard
was thrown into the prison of Grolée
for two years, and Berthelier was
arrested and belieaded ; but on tidings
of the advance of a Swiss army, the
Duke prudently withdrew his forces.
On the 25th March, 1529, the
famous “Journée des Echelles,”
which is still annually celebrated at
Geneva, the Duke tried to carry out
a plot to capture the city by means
of a force disguised as peasants and
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furnished with cannon and scaling-
ladders. The details of the plot, how-
ever, did not work smoothly, and the
Duke was baffled in this coup d’ctat.
In the following year Bonivard, who
was now at large, had been furnished
with a safe-conduct to go to Moudon
to visit his mother; but in spite of
this he was waylaid and captured In
an armed band under Antoinc de
Beaufort, captain of Chillon, who
waited in ambush among the wooded
heights of the Jorat near Lausannc
He was bound and carried “ gar-
rotté ” to the Castle of Chillon, where
he was imprisoned for the space of
six years.

In 1532 the Duke of Savoy paid a
visit to Chillon, where his privalt
chamber and that of the Duchess arc
still shown. He found his prisoner
more considerately treated than he
approved, and gave orders that he
should be chained to a pillar in the
dungeon. Here, in the words of the
old writer Froment, “in the depth~
of the fortress beneath the rock near
the water, Bonivard wore a pathway
in the rock whilst walking (round the
pillar) and composing many detachel
thoughts and ballads in Latin and
French.”

Meantime the Reformation doc-
trines were being preached at Geneva
by William Farel, and the Bernesec,
having also embraced the reformed
faith, were still more disposed tn
thwart the Duke of Savoy in his pro-
jects against Geneva. In 1536 they
concluded an alliance with the lafter
city at a time when the Duke of
Savoy was embroiled with his
nephew, Francis I. of France. In the
same year the Bernese, aided by the
Genevese, laid siege by land and
water to the Castle of Chillon. .\
flotilla was prepared, many of the
boatmen and vessels being provided
by Geneva; and, after a brief siext,
the garrison capitulated. Bonivard
and several companions were found in
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the vaults and restored to freedom.
On returning to Geneva he found a
new order of things prevailing: the
Reformation had been established;
the monasteries had been destroyed
and their revenues confiscated to the
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TY—ON LAKE LEMAN,
State. Bonivard, however, was re-
ceived with honor, and a compensa-
tion was voted to him in the form of
a pension of one hundred and fifty
golden crowns.

That was a memorable year in the
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history of Geneva and of the Refor-
maticn, for then it was that John
Calvin arrived and began the work
which resulted in the memorable
attempt to establish a Christian state
with laws directly drawn from Scrip-
ture. It must be noted, however, that
this idea did not originate with
Calvin, for on the 21st May of the
year 1536, shorily after the return of
Bonivard, a General Council held at
Geneva under the influence of Farel
entered into a Solemn Engagement to
give effect in the lives of the citizens
to Evangelical doctrines and morals.
It was Calvin, however, who sought
to carry out the idea with rigorous,
logical consistency. The preachers
were to expound the Scriptures; the
magistrates were to carry them into
effect in the laws and penalties of the
republic; and the people were to give
due obedience in their lives down to
very minute details.

How then did DBonivard comport
himself under this Calvinistic regime?
He found himself in sympathy with
it so far as opposition to the papacy
and adoption of popular representa-
tive government were concerned; but
he was a human’st and a lover of
good cheer and pleasant company,
rather than a religious zealot or an
austere ascetic. There were thus ele-
ments of natural antagonism between
him and such a man as Calvin,
Accordingly, we find him absenting
himself from the preaching, and not
seldom cited before the Consistory for
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irregularities. e occupied himself
with literature, and wrote controver-
sial and other work, and in 1542 the
City Council employed him to write
the history of the struggle against
the Duke of Savoy. This work was
undertaken by Bonivard in the true
historical spirit: he faithfully con-
sulted the official documents, besides
drawing in his own personal know-
ledge.

The “ Chronicle” of Bonivard is
the work, no doubt, of an ardent par-
tisan, but it displays graphic power of
narrative. A hint of its racy charac-
ter has already been given, and an-
other example may be cited in con-
nection with the disappearance of the
Duke of Savoy’s coat-of-arms, which
had been affixed in a prominent posi-
tion in the city. Who had removed
it could never be discovered. * Per-
haps,” remarks Bonivard, slyly, “ St.
Peter, the patron saint of the city,
was jealous of that emblem, having
no wish to see a secular prince reign-
ing in Geneva, and had, therefore.
miraculously removed it.”

Calvin, on examining Bonivard’s
“ Chronicle,” found it “trop wif et
familier ” in style, and it is remark-
able that the manuscript lay unpub-
lished for nearly three centuries. It
did not appear in printed form till
1831.

Such, in outline, is the story, and
such were the times of the real
‘“ prisoner of Chillon.”

AN ANGEL’S VISIT.

BY THE REV. W. A, THOMSON.

An angel came our wav last night,

With flowers plucke m hills of light,
His radiance over. .;

We sought to stay him in his flight,

And rest beneath that presence bright ;
He let a Llossom fall.

Another heart, another home,
Last night perceived the angel come,
And shuddered at his call :

Baie Verte, N.B.

He bathed their sadness in his grace,
But plucked their blessom, to replace
The one to us let fall.

So one receives, another gives;

One feebling dies, another lives;
And God is over all.

You'll praise, that in His garden fair

Your lily blows, and I in prayer
Must: guard what He let fall.
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‘WATCHERS ON THE

WETWEEN ninety and one
g hundred missionary men
and women belonging to
different branches of the
Church universal, says
Dr. Otis Dwight, in The
Missionary Review of
the World, are estab-
lished as near as may be
to the frontiers of Thibet.
They are watching, as
they have watched for
vears, to see some crumbling of the
barriers that shut them out of the
“ Great Closed Land.”

These watchers attract notice by
their personal qualifications. Some of
them are eminent linguists, like
Jaeschke and Heyde, whose researches
the British government of India has
used for the instruction of its own
officials. Some are daring explorers,
like Miss Annie Taylor and many
other less-known workers, who have
reconnoitred the slopes, valleys and
passes of the Himalayas. Some, both
men and women, are highly educated
physicians, whose skill draws patients
from places hundreds of miles within
the border. Others are skilled writers,
eloquent preachers or teachers, whose
classes train native men and women
for important service to their race.

The watchers are also worthy of at-
tention because of the strange, out-
of-the-way, and generally unkrown
places which their purpose requires
them to inhabit. The most of these
places are on barely accessible routes
of Thibetan trade. Shrewd traders
there are among the people of the
highlands of Asia—men whose calling
is fixed by their ingrained lov= of bar-
gaining. They carry into India gold
and silver from their wester: mining
region, and salt in crystals from the

BORDERS OF THIBET.

weird lakes of their northern plains.
They buy, in India, cloth, indigo,
sugar, spices, rice, and tobacco, and,
in China, hardware, silk, and tea by
the thousands of yak loads. To
Lhasa, the holy city, all their trade
routes finally lead, and the chief of
them reach that city from east or west
by skirting on the southern edge
rather than by crossing the broad,
sparsely inhabited northern plains.
The watchers on the border, with-
out exception, suffer intense discom-
fort. In Kailang and Poo, for in-
stance, from April to October every
year the Moravians are shut up by the
snows in those clefts of the mighty
mountains. In all of the border sta-
tions the missionaries are isolated as
to social privileges, are deprived of
numberless things which we deem
necessaries of life, and are surrounded
by people who rarely sympathize with
and often despise them. Withal, they
face a dead wall which permits no
passage. The reason why these cul-
tured, able men and women stand and
wait in these forbidding places is their
belief that the Bible message can help
Thibetans as it has helped “multitudes
belonging to other races, and that
barriers made by humaningenuity can-
not stand against the Divin: purpose
to bless all sorts of men through
Jesus Christ. 'When Gutzlaff, in 1850
urged the Moravians to send a mission
to the western border of Thibet, he
thought it a way of access to China
quite as hopeful as approach from the
sea-coasts of the great empire; for in
1850 the interior of China was as her-
metically closed to foreigners as
Thibet now is. The tremendous
change which, since then, has dotted
all China with little groups of Chris-
tians, confirms our confidence in the
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fulfilment of present-day hopes as to
Thibet. When the set time comes the
walls of Jericho must fall.

Meanwhile it is well to know what
these watchers on the border are
doing. The general principle is by
every means to try to win the confi-
dence and regard of Thibetans who
come over the border for trade. The
means used are the familiar means—
preaching, personal work of man with
man, schools, publication of books,
tracts, and even a newspaper (by the
Moravians), and medical work. In
some places the stereopticon is used
with good results. In other places
knitting-schools for Thibetan women
have proved a means of gaining influ-
ence. All this work is recognized as
preparatory; it calls for endless
patience, and it yields small results,
for the lamas are everywhere to warn
people against the foreigner, and to
organize a reclentless boycott against
all converts to Christianity.

The missionaries give much time to
touring, seeking out the people in their
inaccessible acries among the moun-
tains, that they may win them to trust
the Christian. Two devoted women
of the London Missionary Society
have established themselves with a
tribe of Thibetan Bhotivas, travelling
with them as they wander higher up
the mountains in the summer, and
coming back with them as they
descend again when winter is near.
All this wearisome homelessness is
submitted to for the sake of winning
the women and teaching the children
to read!

The missionaries on the border do
not limit their efforts to the Thibetans
and Buddhists, for Mohammedans,
Hindus, and spirit-worshippers are
among their converts. The mission-
aries are daily learning to know the
Thibetans better, and all acquaintance
adds stress to the impulse to help this
wretched people. The common peo-
ple are held like serfs under the iron
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rule of the lamas. It is almost im-
posswle to conceive of the filthy state
in which they live. They are bldck
with the smolke of unchimnied houses.
They never have washed, and, except
they be taught, they never will wash
themselves. They are degraded in
life, mechanical as their prayer-wheels
in religion, and possessed by a most
unspeakable folly of superstition.
When some of the China Inland mis-
sionaries visited a Thibetan encamp-
ment, and with infinite difficulty had
induced a little group to hear what
they had to say, they sang a hymn,
thinking to impress the people. Be-
fore the first line ended the whole con-
gregation had fled in terror, thinking
the singing a sorcerer’s spell that
would harm them. Other missionar-
ies have found the Bible on a shelf in
a Thibetan house, but the people had
not read it; they lighted candles be-
fore it in worship. Nevertheless,
some Thibetans have been converted,
some have been trained in mission
schools, and are doing good service as
itinerant preachers. At one of the
Moravian outstations in Kashmir, the
pastor of the little Christian congre-
gation is a lama from Lhasa, who was
formerly pastor of the Buddhist con-
gregation in the same place.

One may ask how long these watch-
ers will wait amid the discouraging
and repelling circumstances of the
Thibetan border. The question would
not be asked if they were land-hungry
“rustlers ” waiting for the opening of
an Oklahoma. It is curious that these
missionaries are mnot discouraged.
They are there to stay! Ten years
the Moravians at Kailang waited be-
fore they won a single convert. Now,
after fifty years of diligent effort.
they have but one hundred and
twenty-three baptized Christians alto-
gether in the Thibetan border stations,
and most of these are from the serf
class.

The missionary Hevde, one of the
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founders of the Thibetan mission, who
is eminent in language and letters, has
just returned to Germany for the first
time since he was appointed in 1853.
To him fifty years is not much %o
sacrifice if thereby Christianity may
gain firm footing in the Forbidden
Land. With such persistence behind
them, the labors of the missionaries on
the Thibetan border are slowly telling
upon the exclusiveness to which the
people are brought up. At the same
time the raising up of native Christian
Thibetan preachers powerfully rein-
forces the agencies at the disposal of
Christendom. Thibet will open before
all these steady efforts in the name of
the Lord, and the missionaries will
not turn back from their circle of in-
vestment on the border until access to
the land is free.

Why should we of the West take
notice of these watchers on the Thibe-
tan border? The question, whether or
not a nation has a right to view con-
tact with Christendom as a calamity
has been settled in China, in Japan,
and in Korea. In all the world no
Jands but the Mohammedan holy land
of Arabia and the northern Buddhist
sacred territory of Thibet absolutely
refuse to let Christian feet press their
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noble soil. A Buddhist can enter the
cities of Arabia, and Mohammedans,
Hindus, fetish-worshippers, and what
not, can roam at will through Thibet.
Christians only are bhoycotted, ordered
away, and refused food, save on the
principle applied to ironclads that seek
to buy coal of neutrals in time of war.
The honor of Christian nations re-
quires that this unreasoning prejudice
be overcome. Those prudent and
skilful missionaries on the borders of
Thibet are the ones more than any
others fitted to overcome it, and it con-
cerns us all to see and know how they
progress.

But another reason is found in the
command “ Go teach!” given by the
Master. It is a command whose ful-
filment is duty to all in this sense;
that if all disobey, all are guilty;
while if a sufficient number perform
the duty, all who will to obey are held
1o have fulfilled the command. These
devoted workers on the Dorders of
Thibet, whether Moravians, British,
or Americans, are our representatives
in the duty of teaching the Thibetan.
Let us, then, carry these lonely watch-
ers in our hearts, and plead their
causc as our own in our prayers.

THE

I knew Thou wert coming, O Lord divine ;

I felt in the sunlight a softened shine,

And a murmur of we'come I thought I heard
In the ripple of brooks and the chirp of bird:
And the bursting buds and the springing grass
Seemed to be waiting to feel Thee pass ;

And the sky, and the sea, and the throbbing sod
Pulsed and thrilled to the touch of God.

I knew Thou wert coming, O Lord divine,

To gather the world’s heart up to Thine;

I knew the bonds of the rock-hewn grave
Were riven, that, living, Thy life might save.
But, blind and wayward, I could not see
Thou wert coming to dwell with me, e'en me;
And my heart, o’erburdened with care and sin,
Had no fair chambers to take Thee in.

EASTER GUEST.

Not one clean spot for Thy foot to tread,

Not one pure pillow to rest Thy head :

There was nothing to offer—no bread, no wine,
No oil of joy in this heart of mine.

And yet the light of Thy kingly face

IMumed for Thyself a small, dark place,
AndIcrept tothe spot by Thy smilemadesweet,
And tears came ready to wash Thy feet.

Now, let me come nearer, O Lord divine;
Make in my soul for Thyself a shrine;
Cleanse, till the desolate place shall be

Fit for a dwelling, dear Lord. for Thee.

Rear, if Thou wilt, a throne in my breast ;
Reign—I will worship and serve my Guest.
While Thou art in me—and in Thee I abide—
No end can come Lo the Eastertide.
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ON THE YANGTZE.*

BY ROBERT M'LEOD.

R. W. E. GEIL’S new
§ volume giving an account
of his journcy from
Shanghai up the Yangtze
to Chungking, and over-
land to Bhamo in Burma,
is one of great interest.
The journey occupied
ninety-nine  days, and
would have taken a much
longer period but for the
good-will of the Chinese
authorities, and the energy of the
traveller, who was ever forcing the
pace. Dr. Geil’s graphic narrative
vividly reflects the scenes through
which he passed, and records the ad-
ventures of the way, as well as the
character, the superstitions, and the
religion of the people with whom he
came into contact. It was wriiten
“on the wing, parts in native iras at
night, parts while riding in a moun-
tain chair, parts in the snows of lofty
passes, parts on the hot lowlands, parts
in the homes of missionaries, parts on
boats sailing up the mighty Yangtze.”
Consequently there is no lack of move-
ment, variety, virility in the story.
The traveller’s attitude towards Chris-
tianity and missionary toil arouses in
us gratitude; while his endeavor to
understand the genius of the vellow
race, and his treatment of the different
classes with whom he had relations,
from the governors of provinces down
to boatmen and carriers, marks him
out as an open-minded, kindly man.
Of course he is thoroughly American,
ever ready with his opinions, brusque,
emphatic.

*«QOn the Yangtze,” being a narrative of a
journey from Shanghai through the Central
Kingdom to Burma. By W. E. Geil, with 100
illustrations. London: Hodder & Stoughton
Price, 6s.

The Yangtze is a magnificent river,
rising three thousand miles away on
the borders of mystical Thibet, “ en-
gaged in the manufacture of territory,
robbing the West to enrich the East.”
Large tracts of land, where there was
formerly sea, now bearing rich crops
and densely inhabited, have been
formed by the mud hrought down by
the saffron-hued stream. It is a busy
crowded highway into the heart of the
empire. Shanghai, Dr. Geil’s point of
departure, is the metropolis of the
Fast, an Oriental Liverpool, more
beautiful when viewed from the river
than our Lancashire emporium, for
the forest of masts is interspersed with
well-grown trees and a margin of
green creeps down to the water’s edge.
The flags of all nations float over the
town; the life is increasingly cosmo-
politan, but the natives cling to their
own civilization, ““ walking with their
backs to the future, pushing on to the
past.”

Despite the hardness of the field
Christian missionary enterprise has
struck a deep root in Shanghai. At-
tached to the respective Churches are
colleges and schools patronized by
wealthy natives who are wise enough
to see the priceless value of these in-
stitutions to their country. English
translators and the press are doing ex-
cellent work, the Presbyterians alone
turning out over 80,000,000 of pages
of literature in 1903. The visit to
Shanghai gladdened the traveller; but
Shanghai, he remarks, “is only an
infinitesimal part of this great em-
pire, and only 100,000 persons freed
by the Gospel from the bondage of
demons!”

Dr. Geil’s purpose was to see China
and the Chinese; he, therefore, se-
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cured a cabin in the native quarter of
a triple-deck river steamer. Among
the passengers were several mission-
aries—university men and ladies—
all travelling Chinese style to save the
funds of their societies ; and every-
where he noted the same careful
husbanding of the moneys with which
they were entrusted by the Churches
at home. Economy, not comfort, was
ever kept in view. The fare on board
was not appetizing, things being done
in native fashion. To hear the mis-
sionaries sing grace was a strange
interlude in the midst of heathen sur-
roundings. We cannot delay over the
doctor’s humorous vignettes of the
delightful servants who supply him
with the text from which to make
favorable comments upon the Chin-
ese generally, not always to the advan-
tage of the people of the West. “In
courtesy they are Chesterfields, we are
troglodytes.” “They are not of the
jelly-fish type.”  “They have the
qualities which if rightly used will
make them eminently Christian.”
“They are a nation of scholars; they
love literature.” ¢ The Chinaman is a
family man.” And the pathetic note
is struck agair and again as he realizes
the spiritual destitution of a fine race.
“ Think,” he says, “ of their cities, dis-
tributing centres for millions, without
a ray of the Gospel, thousands of
great towns without churches or
schools for girls, an empire without
colleges for women.”

At Nanking, politically the second
city in the empire, Dr. Geil found four
missionary societies at work, above
eight hundred native Christians, sev-
eral hundred young men in Ciris-
tian schools, a fine college in course
of erection. The student population
which gathers here for the Triennial
Examinations affords a fine field of
labor. A prominent Chinese official, a
pronounced Confucianist, who had
been educated in an American univer-
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sity, told the doctor that what China
needed more than new learning was a
new spirit, and he suggested that if
twenty thousand youths could be sent
to the United States, and then returned
to China with a new spirit, it would do
his native land incalculable good ; and
that there was a tendency among the
mandarins to give to the missionaries
and native Christians a generous con-
sideration hitherto unknown.

At Hankow, Dr. Geil tells us, seven-
ty-one Protestant missionaries have
their headquarters, from which many
of them make long and laborious jour-
neys throughout the provinces of
Hunan and Hupeh. One native
church here has a congregation of five
hundred Chinese, while in Hanyang,
across the river, there is a Baptist
chapel with a congregation of six hun-
dred. Around this centre over ten
thousand Protestant Christians are to
be found. ‘“The Chinese are clamor-
ing to join the Christian Church, vil-
lages and clans en bloc.” Ever since
the Boxer movement there has been
this decided leaning toward Christian-
ity, induced by the belief that the
Christian Church is a stable institution.
If the missionaries take proper advan-
tage of the present situation and direct
the movement, Central China will be
evangelized in the near future.

Tuan Fang, the enlightened and
humane viceroy of Hukuang, who
saved the lives of so many foreigners
during the Boxer outbreak, showed
special kindness to Dr. Geil, extend-
ing to him a hearty invitation to visit
him at his yamen. In conversation
the Viceroy expressed himself in favor
of native Chinese missionaries if only
they were sufficiently educated. Medi-
cal missions were welcome, and he
thought the educational work for the
most part commendable, but that it
was a mistake to require the scholars
in mission schools to attend church
services. At the close of the inter-
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view, lasting -an hour, the Viceroy
made Dr. Geil some valuable presents
as a token of confidence, promising to
telegraph orders to Ichang that all
courtesy and needful protection should
be accorded him.

Proceeding up the Yangtze, through
mounotonous scenery, he enjoyed “ the
clevating society ” of the missionaries
on their way to .onely and dangerous
posts in the Western Provinces. He
notes groups of vellow men on the
deck listening to the story of Jesus of
Nazareth, from the lips of the white
man standing in their midst—the
Chinese as eager to hear as the mis-
sionary to speak. Shansi is reached,
where a crowd in blue gowns gathered
to meet the boat. Here he met a Cen-
sor holding a high literary degree, who
having embraced Christianity, had be-
come a voluntary apologist, devoting
himself to the removal of doubts from
the minds of his Confucian friends.

Leaving Shansi and the alluvial flats
of the lower Yangtze, they enter pic-
turesque undulating country with lofty
mountains in the distance. Handsome
Taoist temples and pagodas are
perched on the hills, white goats graze
in the riverside pastures. The stream
is rocky and dangerous and they have
to thread their way cautiously. Reach-
ing Ichang, a place of thirty thousand
inhabitants, where the river was alive
with boats, a Chinese gunboat came
promptly alongside, and a mandarin,
dressed in his best silk, deputed to
meet the traveller, stepped on board.
This gunboat, by the courtesy of the
Viceroy, was placed at Dr. Geil’s dis-
posal, who was te continue his voyage
escorted by a mandarin, under the pro-
tection of the Chinese flag. She also
hore the American flag. Before pro-
ceeding, Dr. Geil spent a pleasant
evening at the headquarters of the
China Inland Mission, meeting here
representatives of several missionary
sncieties. He worshipped on Christ-
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mas Day at the Chinese Presbyterian
church, over four hundred being
present. Casually he heard from a
native house the notes of a familiar
Christmas hymn, sung to Chinese
words, and thanked God that in dark
places the Light of the World was
beginning to shine.

Dr. Geil, parting here with his mis-
sionary friends, proceeded on his
voyage through the great Yangtze
gorges in *“No. 7 of the Advance
Squadron of the Ichang District,”—
a ten-oared, one-masted, high-stemmed
craft, some forty feet in length, and
about nine feet beam, carrying a huge
leg-of-mutton sail of extreme light-
ness and armed with one cannon and a
stack of rifles and horse-pistols for
the crew—a fine lot of young China-
men. The scenery was sublime,
perpendicular cliffs rising in solid
walls to colossal heights of from
2,000 to 4,000 feet, where soaring
eagles build their nests. Dangerous
rapids, along which the gunboat was
swept half-buried in scething foam,
lent excitement to days of solitude.

They arrive at Wan, a city of 200,-
000 souls, in which culminates the
wealth of the rich province of Sz-
Chuan. No foreigners live here save
three missionaries of the China Inland
Mission, who have erected buildings
well adapted for mission work. The
native church, severely tested during
the Boxer persecution, now stands
high in the respect of the community,
some of its members being well-to-do
and marked by unusual generosity to-
ward the Church which has brought
them light and deliverance from the
opium slavery. In the hinterland of
Wan, salt is produced, and there is
coal and iron and sulphur mining.
In the shops of the city are exhibited
the products of our Lancashire
looms, European clocks, candles, soap,
matches, called “ foreign fire.” The
consumption of opium here is an awful
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scourge, more than half the population
being victims.

At Luchi the river widens into a
lagoon. FHere Dr. Geil left the gun-
boat, hiring a boat with a picked
crew. On the river-side they ob-
served, as they sailed up the stream,
conspicuous houses, the palatial resi-
dences of wealthy tillers of the snil.
Landing from the boat, they pro-
ceeded overland, up terraced hills, by
rice patches and graveyards, and
finally down steep stone stairs to the
river bank, where they crossed by ferry
to Chungking, a bustling emporium
of Sz-Chuan, a city of 300,000 people.
Mission work here is of the most
gratifying character, conducted by a
band of fifty missionaries, refined and
cultured men and women; and among
them Sorensen, a gifted Norwegian,
a pioneer to the savage tribesmen
on the Thibet frontier, who for six or
seven years had labored with little
apparent fruit, but had met a Thibetan
priest who professed great interest in
the truth, and said to him, “I have
been seeking peace all my life, and
maybe your religion has it for me.”
The China Inland Mission is here in
force, having excellent premises, and
well-organized work. The Friends’
Mission carries on the largest schooi
for native boys in the city. The Lon-
don Missionary Society has a staff of
strong men who combine evangelical
preaching with medical work. The
American Methodists are devoting
their attention to the training of native
ministry, and are erecting a “ monster
hospital.” TLast vear cighteen thou-
sand native patients were treated by
the American medical missionaries.
Great energy is evinced by all the
societies.

Chungking was soon left for Chen-
tu, en route for Luchow, where Dr.
Geil was welcomed by Australian mis-
sionaries on whose self-sacrifice, hos-
pitality, and admirable teaching he
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comments.  Their mission has 30
stations, 104 church members, 5,000
professed inquirers. ‘I'en native evati-
gelists are employed. But Luchow is
a hcathen town of 40,000 inhabitants,
dominated by sixty-six temples and a
host of priests of indifferent reputa-
tion. The cruelties, to which we can-
not refer in detail, inflicted on prison-
ers in the jail inside tiie yamen, where
poor wretchies are tormented beyond
human endurance, cast a horrible
shadow over the place.

Soon the conflux of the Min, the
river of golden sands, and the
Yangtze hove in sight, the water of the
former stream crystal clear, contrast-
ing with the yellow hue of the latter.
Suifu was in the midst of a frantic
cflort {o procure rain after long
drought by an appeal to the rain god.
The city officials repaired daily to the
temple, walking barefooted and bare-
headed, exposed to the fierce rays of
the midsummer sun, to the place of
prayer, where enveloped in clouds of
incense they Dbowed before the idols.
Mission work is actively carried on
here, chiefly by the Baptists and China
Inland Mission.  Thousands of na-
tives are anxious for spiritual guid-
ance. Several of the villages on the
way contained a Gospel Hall, repre-
senting perhaps only two or threc de-
cided Christians, but a hundred or
more inquirers.

Sometimes by boat, sometimes over-
land the journey was completed, now
passing through a region of wondrous
sculptured rock caves, the abodes of
men of a former age, and now through
a country of costly tombs and mighty
pagodas, whose architecture rivals the
finest structures of the West. Again
his way is by the fortified villages of
half-wild people, in impregnable situa-
tions, with the snow gleaming over-
head on lofty mountains, and with the
roar of turbulent rapids ever filling the
air. In a mountain village he finds a
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solitary evangelist; in another an old
man, not a Christian, who reads to the
people the new doctrine; in a third he
sees on the wall of a shop the Lord’s
Prayer in English. His faithful Chen,
one of his bodyguard, is ever in at-
tendance. This was a remarkable
man, in red coat and blue trousers,
with straw sandals, and a hat two feet
in diameter, whose story deserves to be
printed in gold, but we have no room
for it.

We have already exceeded our
space, and must leave untouched the
most interesting part of the journey,
through the Switzerland of China,
over mountains and across ravines,
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spanned by great chained suspensioint
bridges, to Tashui Ting, Tongchuan,
Yunnan City- the scene of many a
bloody episode in the days of the fam-
ous Viceroy Ts’en (where Dr. Geil
was favored with an interview with
the acting Viceroy), Talifu, built on
the margin of a beautiful lake.

Then rest of the way was through
the country of the Shans to Bhamo
and British soil, where he was wel-
comed by American Methodist mis-
sionaries. The pictures in the volume
are, many of them, unique, and are
of great value in illustrating little-
known ways of Chinese life.

“LIFT UP YOUR HEADS, YE GATES.”

BY MARGARET E. SANGSTER.

Lift up your heads to-day, ye gates,
Lift up your heads to-day !
The King of Glory comes again,
His feet shall pass this way.
Ob, late we saw Him crowned with thorns,
Wo saw Him crucified ;
But on this morn of hallowed morns
Let none our King deride.

Lift up your heads, ye gates of brass !
Make room ! all hearts of men'!

For He, who bowed in death for you,
Is now alive again.

Oh, late we laid Him in the tomb,
And at its door a stone !

He rose and rifted all that gloom,
And conquered death alone.

Lift up your heads, ye iron gates,
That hide earth’s gathered dead ;
Beneath your sullen arches He
Steps with the victor’s tread !
The countless armies of the saved
With broken fetters come.
The King of life who death has braved,
Leads all its captives home.

Lift up your heads, ye gates of time !
Through all the lasting years

No other King so vanquished hath
Your change and toil and tears.

The gates of time before him ope,
Who in the final strife

For every soul wins endless hope
And pledges endless life,

Lift up your heads, ye gates of pearl t
The saints, a radiant throng,

March on with Christ, the Risen One,
They march with shout and song.

‘¢ Lift up your heads,” all angels cry,
They strike exulting chords,

The King of kings who passes by
On earth is Lord of lords,

Lift up your heads, ye gates, to-day t
Yeas, lift them up in pride,

The King of glory comes this way,
Who late was crucified.

For men He bore the nail, the thorn,
For men he comes with power ;_

All heaven is glad this Easter morn,
In this, Love’s crowning hour.
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ELIJAH’S GOBLET.

BY ISRAEL ZANGWILL.

L

3 ARON BEN AMRADM removed
from the great ritual dish
the roasted shank-bone of
lamb (symbolic residuum
of the paschal sacrifice)
and the roasted egg (re-
presentative of the ancient
festival offering in the
Temple), and while his
wife and children held up
the dish (which now con-
tained only the bitter herbs
and the unleavened cakes)
he recited the Chaldaic pre-
lude to the Seder,—the long domestic
ceremonial of the Passover evening.

“This is the bread of afiliction which
our fathers ate in the land of Egypt.
Let all who are hungry come in and eat:
let all who require come in and celebrate
the Passover. This year here, next year
in the land of Israel! This year slaves,
next year sons of freedom!”

But the Polish physician showed
nothing of slavishness. Wihite-bearded,
clad in a long white robe and a white
skull-cap, and throned on white pillows,
he made the rather a royal figure ; indeed,
for this night of nights conceived of him-
self as “King,” and of his wife as
“.Queen.”

But “ Queen” Golda, despite her silk
gown and flowery cap, did not share her
consort’s majestic mood, still less the rosy
happiness of the children who sat around
this fascinating board. Her heart was
full of a whispering fear that not all the
brave melodies of the father, nor all the
quaint family choruses, could drown. All
very well for the little ones to be uncon-
scious of the hovering shadow, but how
could her husband have forgotten the
horrors of the Blood-Accusation in the
very year he had led her under the
canopy ? And surely he knew as well as
she that the rumor was gathering again ;
that the slowly growing Jew-hatred had
reached a2 point at which it must find
expression ; that the nobles in their great
houses and the peasants behind their
high palings alike sulked under the
burden of debts. Indeed, had not the
Passover market hummed with the old,
old story of a lost Christian child? Not
murdered ye,, thank God ! nor even a

corpse. But still if a boy should be found
with signs of violence upon him, at this
season of the paschal sacrifice, when the
Greek Church brooded on the crucifixion
—O God of Abraham, guard us from these
fiends unchained !

But the first part of the elaborate
ritual, pleasantly punctuated with cups of
raisin wine, passed peacefully by, and the
evening meal—mercifully set in the
middle—was reached, to the children’s
vast content. They made wry, humorous
mouths—each jest endeared by annual
repetition—over the horseradish that typi-
fied the bitterness of the Egyptian bond-
age, and ecstatic grimaces over the soft,
sweet mixture of almonds, raisins, apples
and cinnamon, vaguely suggestive of bhe
bondsmen’s mortar ; they swallowed with
avidity the eggs sliced into salt water,
and settled down with more prosaic sat-
isfaction to the merely edible meats and
fishes, though even to these the special
Passover plates and dishes and the puri-
fied knives and forks lent a new relish.

By this time Golda was sufficiently
cheered up to meditate her annual theft
of the “ Afikuman,” that segment of Pass-
over cake under Aaron’s pillow, morsels
of which, distributed to each as the final
food to be tasted that night, replaced the
final mouthful of the paschal lamb in the
ancient Palestinian meal.

IL

But Elijah’s goblet still stood in the
centre of the table untasted. Every time
the ritual cup-drinking came round, the
children had glanced at the great silver
goblet placed for the Prophet of Redemp-
tion. Alas! the brimming raisin wine re-
mained ever at the same level.

They found consolation in the thought
that the great moment was still to come,
the moment of the third cup, when,
mother throwing open the door, iat_her
would rise, holding the goblet on‘h')gh,
and sonorously salute an unseen visitor.
True, in other years, though they had
almost heard the rush of wings, the great
shining cup had remained full, and
when it was replaced on the white
cloth, a vague resentment, as at a spurned
hospita'ity, had stirred in each youth-
ful breast. But many reasons could be
found to exculpate Elijah-—not omitting
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their own sins. And now when Ben Am-
ram nodded to his wife to.open the door,
expectation stood on tiptoe, credulous as
ever, and the young hearts beat tattoo.

But the mother’s heart was palpitatling
with another emotion. A faint clamor in
the Polish quarter at the back, as she
replaced the samovar in the kitchen, had
recalled all her alarms, and she merely
threw open the door of the room. But
Ben Amram was not absent-minded
enough to be beguiled by her air of obed-
ient alacrity. Besides, he could see the
shut street door through the strip of
passage. He gestured towards it.

Now she feigned laziness.
never mind.”

“ Simeon, open the street door!” The
eldest boy sprang up joyously. It would
have been too bad of mother to keep
Elijah on the doorstep.

“No, no.” Golda stopped him. “It is
too heavy; he could not undo the bolts
and bars.”

“You have barred it ?’ Ben Amram
asked.

“And why not? In this season you
know how the heathen go mad like street
dogs.”

“Pooh! They will not bite us.”

“But, Aaron ! You heard about the lost
Christian child !”

“1 have saved many a Christian child,
Golda.”

“ They will not remember that.”

“But I must remember the ritual.”
And he made a movement.

“No, no, Aaron! Listen!”

The shrill noises seemed to have veered
round towards the front of the house.

He shrugged his shoulders: “I hear
only the goats bleating.”

She clung to him as he made for the
door. “ For the sake of our children!”

“Do not be so childish yourself, my
crown.” -

“But I am not childish! Hark!”

He smiled calmly. “ The door must be
opened.”

Her fear lent her scepticism. “It is
you that are childish. You know no
Prophet of Redemption will come through
the door.” ,

He caressed his venerable beard. *“ Who
knows ?”

“1 know. It is a destroyer, not o rve-
deemer of Israel who will come. Listen!
Ah, God of Abraham ! Do you not hear ?”

Unmistakably, the howl of a riotous
mob was approaching, mingled with the
reedy strains of an accordion.

“Down with the Zhits ! Death to the
dirty Jews !”

“Oh!
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“God in heaven!" She released her
husband and ran towards the children
with a gesture as of seeking to gather
them all in her arms. Then, hearing a
bolt shot, she turnéd with a scream.

‘“ Are you mad, Aaron ?”

But he, holding her back with his gaze,
threw wide the door with his left hand,
while his right upheld Elijah’s goblet,
and over the ululation of the unseen
mob and the shrill spasms of music rose
his Hebrew welcome to the visitor:
“ Baruch habaa !”

Hardly had the greeting left his lips
when a wild, flying figure in a rich furred
coat dashed round the corner and almost
into his arms, half spilling the wine.

“In God’s name, Reb Aaron!” panted
the refugee, and fell half dead across the
threshold.

The physician dragged him hastily
within and slammed the door, just as two
Russian moujiks—drunken leaders of the
chase—lurched past. The mother who
had sprung forward at the sound of the
fall frenziedly shot the bolts, and in an-
other instant the hue and cry tore past
the house and dwindled in the distance.

Ben Amram reised the white, bloody
face and put Elijah’s goblet to the lips.
The strange visitor drained it to the
dregs, the clustered children looking on
dazedly. As the head fell back, it caught
the light from the festive candles of the
Passover board. The face was bhare of
hair: even the side curls were gone.

“ Maimon the Meshumad!” cried the

mother, shuddering back. ‘“You have
saved the apostate.”
“Did T not say the door must “te

opened?” replied Ben Amram gently.
Then a smile of humor twitched his
lips and he smoothed his white beard.
“ Maimon is the only Jew abroad to-night.
and how were the poor drunken peasants
to know he was baptized ?”

Despite their thrill of horror at the
traitor, the children were secretly pleased
to see Tlijah’s goblet empty at last.

IIT.

Next morning the Passover liturgy rang
jubilantly through the vast crowded syna-
gogue. No violence had been reported,
despite the passage of a noisy mob. The
Ghetto, then, was not to be laid waste
with fire and sword, and the worshippers
in the moss-grown, turreted quadrangle
drew free breath and sent it out in great
shouts of rhythmic prayer, as they
swayed in their fringed shawls, with
quivering hands of supplication. The ark,
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at the end of the great building, over-
brooded by the Ten Commandments and
the perpetual light, stood open to mark
a supreme moment of devotion. Ben Am-
ram had been given the honor of uncur-
taining the shrine, and its richly clad
serolls of all sizes, with their silver bells
and pointers, stood revealed in solemn
splendor.

Through the ornate grating of their
gallery the gaily clad women looked
down on the rocking figures, while the
grace-notes of the cantor on his central
dais and the harmoniously interjected
‘“poms” of his male ministrants flew up
to their ears, as though they were indeed
angels on high. Suddenly, over the
blended passion of cantor and congrega-
tion, an ominous sound broke from with-
out—the complex clatter of cavalry, the
curt ring of military orders. The sway-
ing figures turned suddenly as under an-
other wind, the women’s eyes grew
astare and ablaze with terror. The great
doors flew open, and—oh, awful, incred-
ible sight !—a squadron of Cossacks rode
slowly in, two abreast, with a heavy thud
of hoofs on the sacred floor, and a rattle
of ponderous sabres. Their hlack con-
ical caps and long beards, their great
side-buttoned coats and pockets stuffed
with protrusive cartridges, their pranec-
ing horses, their leaded knouts, struck
a bicod-curdling discord amid the prayer-
ful white-wrapped figures. The rumble
of worship ceased, the cantor, suddenly
isolated, was heard soaring ecstatically ;
then he, too, turned his head uneasily
and his roulade died in his throat.

“ Halt !” the officer cried. The moving
column froze. Its Dbristling length
stretched from the central platform,
blocking the aisles; the courtyard echoed
with the clanging hoofs of its rear,
which backed into the school and the
poor-house. The shamash (beadle) was
seen to front the flamboyant invaders.

“Why does Your Excellency intrude
upon our prayers to God ?”

The congregation felt its dignity re-
turn. Who would have suspected Red
Judah of such courage, such apt speech ?
Why, the very rabbi was petrified, the
elders stood dumb. Ben Amram, him-
self, their spokesman to the government,
whose praying-shawl was broidered with
a silver band, and whose coat was satin,
remained immovable between the pillars
of the ark, staring stonily at the brave
beadle.

“First of all, for the boy’s blood.” The
words rang out with military precision
and the speaker’s horse pawed clangor-
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ously, as if impatient for the charge. The
men grew deathly pale, the women wrung
their hands. “ Ai, vai!” they moaned.
“Wo, wo!”

“What boy ? What blood ?"
shamash, undaunted.

“Don’t palter, you rascal! You know
well that a Christian child has disap-
peared.”

The aged rabbi, stimulated by the
shamash, uplifted a quavering voice.

“The child will be found of a surety—
if indeed it is lost,” he added, with bit-
ter sarcasm. “And surely Your Excel-
lency cannot require the boy's blood at
our hands ere Your Excellency knows it
is indeed spilt.”

“You misunderstand me, old dog, or,
ratheir, you pretend to, old fox. The
boy’s biood is here—it is kept in this very
synagogue—and I have come for it.”

The shamash laughed explosively. O
Excellency !”

The synazogue, hysterically tense,
caught the contagion of glad relief. It
rang with strange laughter.

“There is no blood in this synagogue,
Excellency,” said the rabbi, his eye a-
twinkie, “save what runs in living
veins.”

“We shall see.
beneath the ark.”

‘“That!"” The shamash grinned, almost
indecorously. “That is the consecration
wine—red as my beard.”

‘“Ha ! ha! the red consecration wine,”
repeated the synagogue in a happy buzz,
and from the women’'s gallery came the
same glad murmur of mutual explana-
tion.

“IWe shall see,” repeated the officer with
iron imperturbability, and the happy
hum died into a cold heart-faintness,
fraught with an almost incredulous ap-
preheunsion of some devilish treachery,
some mock discovery, that would give the
Ghetto over to the frenzies of fanaticul
creditors—nay, to the vengeance of law.

The officer’s voice rose again. ““Let no
one leave the synagogue—man, woman,
or child. XKill any one who attempts to
escape.” The screams of fainting women
answered him from above, but impas-
sively he urged his horse along the aisle
that led to the ark: its noisy hoofs
trampled over every heart. Spring-
ing from his saddle, he opened the liitle
cupboard beneath the scrolls, and drew
out a bottle, hideously red.
_““Consecration wine, eh?”
grimly.

“IWhat else, Excellency ?” stoutly re-
plied the shamash, who had followed him.

said the

Produce that bottle

he said



352

A savaee laugh broke from the officer’s
lips. “ Drink me a mouthful.”

As the shamash took the bottle, with
a fearless shrug of the shoulders, every
eye strained painfully towards him, save
in the women’s gallery, where many cov-
ered their faces with their hands. Every
breath was held.

Keeping the same amused, incredulous
face, Red Judah gulped down a draught.
But as the liquid met his palate a hor-
rible distortion overcame his smile, his
hands flew heavenwards. Dropping the
bottle, and with a hoarse cry, “ Mercy,
O God !” ‘he fell before the ark, foaming
at the mouth. The red fluid spread in a
vivid pool.

“Hear, O Israel!” A raucous cry of
horror rose from all around, and was
echoed more shrilly from above. Almighty
Father, the Jew-haters had worked their
fiendish trick! Now the men were be-
come as the women, shrieking, wringing
their hands, crying “Ai, vai!” The
rabbi shook as if with palsy. ¢ Satan!
Satan !” chattered through his teeth.

But Ben Amram had moved at last, and
was stooping over the scarlet stain.

“ A soldier should know blood, Ixcel-
lency,” he said, quietly.

The officer’s face relaxed into a faint
smile.

“ A soldier knows wine, too,” he said,
sniffing. And, indeed, the spicy reek of
the consecration wine was bewildering
the nearer bystanders.

“Your Ixcellency frightened poor
Judah into a fit,” said the physician, rais-
ing the beadle’s head by its long red
beard.

His Excellency shrugged his shoulders,
sprang to his saddle, and cried a retreat.
The Cossacks, unable to turn in the aisle,
backed cumbrously, with a manifold
thudding and rearing and clanking ; but
ere the congregation had finished rubbing
their eyes, the last conical cap and leaded
knout had vanished, and only the tarry
reek of their boots was left in proof of
their actual passage. A deep silence hung
for a moment like a heavy cloud, then it
broke in a torrent of ejaculations.

But Ben Amram’s voice rang through
the din. *“Brethren!” He rose from
wiping the frothing lips of the stricken
creature, and his face had the fiery gloom
of a seer’s, and the din died under his up-
lifted palm. *“ Brethren, the Lord hath
saved us.”

“Blessed be the name of the Lord for
ever and ever.” The rabbi began the
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phrase, and the congregation caught it
up in thunder.

“But hearken now. Last night at the
Seder, as I opened the door for Elijah,
there entered Maimon the Meshumad !
'"Twas he quaffed Elijah's cup !”

There was a rumble of imprecations.

“ A pretty Elijah ! cried the rabbi.

“Nay, but God sends the Prophet of
Redemption in strange guise,” the physi-
cian said. ‘‘Listen! Maimon was pu-
sued by a drunken mob, ignorant he was
a deserter from our camp. When he
found how I had saved him and dressed
his bleeding face, when he saw the
spread Passover table, his child-soul
came back to him, and in a burst of tears
he confessed the diabolical plot against
our communrity, hatched through his in-
strumentality by some desperate debtors,
how, having raised the cry of a lost child,
they were to have its blood found beneath
our holy ark as in some mystic atonement.
And while you all lolled joyously at the
Seder table, a bottle of blood lay here,
instead of the consecration wine, like a
bomb waiting to burst and destroy us
all.”

A shudder of awe traversed the syna-
gogue.

“But the Guardian of Israel who per-
mits us to sleep on Passover night with-
out night-prayer, neither slumbers nor
sleeps. Maimon had bribed the shamash
to let him enter the synagogue and re-
place the consecration wine.”

“Red Judah !” It was like the growl
of ten thousand tigers. Some even pre-
cipitated themselves upon the writhing
wretch.

“Back, back!” cried Ben Amram.
“The Almighty has smitten him.”

‘“ Vengeance is mine, saith the Lord,”
quoted the rabbi, solemnly.

‘“ Hallelujah !” shouted a frenzied
female voice, and “ Hallelujah !” the men
responded in thunder.

“Red Judah had no true belief in the
God of Israel,” the physician went on.

“May he be an atonement for us all !”’
interrupted the cantor.

“Amen!” growled the congregation.

“TFor a ‘hundred roubles and the
promise of personal immunity Red Judah
allowed Maimon the Meshumad to change
the bottles while all Israel sat at the
Seder. It was because the mob saw the
Meshumad stealing out of the synagogue
that they fell upon him for a pious Jew.
Behold, brethren, how +the Almighty
weaves his threads together. After the
repentant sinner had confessed all to me,
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and explained how the Cossacks were to
be sent to catch all the community as-
sembled helpless in synagogue, I deemed
it best merely to get the bottles changed
back again. The false bottle contained
only bullock’s blood, but it would have
sufficed to madden the multitude. Since
it is I who have the blessed privilege of
supplying the cousecration wine, it was
easy enough to give Maimon another bot-
tle, and armed with this he roused the
shamash in the dawn, pretending he had
now obtained true human Dblood. A
rouble easily procured him the ikeys
again, and when he brought me back the
bullock’s blood, I awaited the sequel in
peace.”

“ Praise ye the Lord, for he is good!”
sang the cantor, carried away.

“ Tor his mercy endureth for ever,” re-
plied the congregation instinctively.

“1 did not foresee the shamash would
put himself so brazenly forward to hide
his guilt, or that he would be asked to
drink. But when the epikouros (atheist)
puvt the bottle to his lips, expecting to
taste blood, and found instead good red
1vine, doubtless he felt at once that the
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God of Israel was truly in heaven, that
he had wrought a miracle, and changed
the blood baek to wine.”

“And such a miracle God wrought
verily,” cried the rabbi, grasping the
physician’s hand, while the synagogue re-
sounded with cries of ** May thy strength
increase!” and the gallery heaved fran-
tically with blessings and congratula-
tiong.

“What wonder,” the physician wound
up, as he bent again over the ghastly head
with its pious ringlets writhing like red
snakes, “ that he fell stricken by dread of
the Almighty's wrath !”

And while men were bearing the con-
vulsive form without, the cantor began
to recite the “ Grace after Redemption.”
And then the happy hymns rolled out,
and the choristers cried " Pom,” and a
breath of jubilant hope passed through
the synagogue. The mighty hand and the
outstretched arm which had redeemed
Israel from the Egyptian bondage were
still hovering over them, nor would the
prophet Elijah for ever delay to announce
the ultimmate Messiah.—The Sunday-
School Times.

OPEN THE DOOR.

PEN the duor, let in the air;
The winds are sweet and the flowers are fair.
Joy is abroad in the world to-day ;
If our door is wide, it may come this way—
Open the door!

Open the door, let in the sun;
He hath a smile for every one;
He hath made of the raindrops gold and gems,
He may change our tears to diadems—
Open the door!

Open the door of the soul, let in

Strong, pure thoughts which shall banish sin;

They will grow and bloom with a grace divine,

And their fruit shall be sweeter than that of the vine—
Open the door!

Open the door of the heart, let in
Sympathy sweet for the stranger and kin;
It will make the halls of the heart so fair
That angels may enter unaware—

Open the door -
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MISS MINERVA’S GERANIUM TREE.
AN BASTER STORY.
BY ANNIE HAMILTON DONNELL.

S HERE’S another wagon turn-
¥ ing in—that's Amos Bly’s

spotted horse. I didn’t
kzow Laviny Bly ZRept
plants.”

Miss Minerva peered wist-
fully across the width of
roadway into the little
yard that surrouaded the
churca. It was unwontedly
lively over there to-day. All
the forenoon and the after-
noon pedestrians and car-
riages had heen furning in
there with loads of potted plants. Miss
Minerva knew just how many geraniums
there had been in the .nads, and how
many Dbegonias and fuschias and calla
lilies. She had counted them all.

“No, I'm sure I didn’t know Laviny
Bly—Dbut, there, she must, for Amos is
lifting out a plant this minute. It's a
geranium, a master big one, too; but it
isn’t a tree.”

The slender little figure wheeled about
toward the magnificent plant on the other
side of the room, and Miss Minerva's
sad eyes lightened with pride. There
might be geraniums and geraniums in
Far Acres, and some of them might be
‘“master big’ ones, like Lavinia Bly’s
hut there was only one tree—only Miss
Minerva's. It towered up to the ceiling.
Its rich green foliage was snowed over
with beautiful white blossoms. Miss
Minerva crossed to it and touched it lov-
ingly. The lonely little woman went
often to it for comfort.

“You vpeautiful, beantiful thing!” she
murmured. “You'd make an Easter all
by yourself! They can bring all their
poor little plants and pile ’em up in a
heap, but all of ’em put together can't
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come up to you—just you ! And you
won’t be there—" She turned back to the
window with 2a little sigh. Another

wagon was unloading in front of the
vestry door, and -'mechanically she
counted the pots as they were lifted out.

“ Those are Peace Potter’s callas. There
hasn’t anybody else in IFar Acres got fwo.
One, two—four Dblossoms out. Weli,
they’ll Lelp out. Everything does, I sup-
pose. I remember the last Iaster I
helped decorate—""

Miss Minerva broke off with a greaa.
She did not want to remember. Hadn't
she been trying not to all day ?

The last time she had been across there
in the church, getting ready for Easter
Sunday, was a dozen years ago. Twelve
—that is not a short time. In twelve
years a little lonely woman can grow old.
Miss Minerva’s hair had whitened, and
drooping lines had deepened and settled
into permanent position at the corners af
her lips. She had sat beside her window
twelve years of Sundays and watched Far
Acres go to church, with homesick long-
ing in her eves. Twelve Easter Sundays
—would she never get used to it ?

The trouble had begun on that Satur-
day afternoon so long ago. There had
been a deacons’ meeting in cne of the
class-rooms, and Nathan had got his feel-
ings hurt in some way. What did it mat-
ter how ? There had been fault-finding
and bitter words. Some one had begun it.
some one had kept it up—oh, what did it
matter 2 What did it maiter 2 Nathan
was—Nathan, so there would be no end
to it. The Trouble—Miss Minerva spelt
it with a capital T in her sad thoughts—
the Trouble would go on and on. Some-
times Miss Minerva wondered if it would
end when she died—if Nathan would let
them carry her across there into the dear
old church to lie a little while before the
altar while the minister prayed and they
sang her funeral hymns. She would like
to go to church once more.

It was no use trying to remember.
Everything stood out clear and pitiless in
her mind. She remembered what dress
she had on when Nathan came striding
into the church—what coat Nathan had
on, and how the women had stared in
wonder. She remembered that Peace Pot-
ter had smiled.

“ Come, Minervy, I guess we’ll go home
and siay there,” Nathan had said shortly.
and how well she remembered the little
well-known click in his voice, like the
tureing of a key in a lock. They had
gone home together across the street, and
stayed there.

“I won't have part nor passel with the
whole lot of them hereafter, nor you
won’t, Minervy.” Nathan had said: “1
guess it’s a sister’s place to stan’ by her
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brother—I guess so. I guess you and me
can manage to shack along alone. Now
I've had my say and we’ll drop it.”

Nathan was—Nathan. There had been
no thope from the beginning. Miss
Minerva had realized that and made no
opposition. In Far Acres there was a
saying that a “ Greeley grudge extended
unto the third and fourth generation, and
died hard then.”

“There won’t be any third and fourth
generation to this one,” Miss Minerva
smiled sadly. *“I guess the Lord knew
best not to ‘set’ me and Nathan in fami-
lies. It wouldn’t have been safe. It
would have broken my heart to have bhe-
queathed a grudge against the house o’
God to my little children and grand-
children. To think of them staying
away from church, year in and year out,
like this! Oh, it’s terrible lonesome—
I guess the Lord knew best.”

At first the neighbors had been inclined
to ignore the ‘“ grudge” out of kindness
of heart. It seemed a pity fo visit
Nathan Greeley’s sins on poor little
Minervy—she hadn’t ought to be boy-
cotted because of his pigheadedness. So
they had gone on running in of an after-
noon with their Knitting-work, and invit-
ing her to return their visits. But Nathan
Greeley controlled the atmosphere in his
own house, and gradually the chill of it
crept into the kindly, neighborly bones
and discouraged further attempts at hos-
pitalities. At the end of the first year
the Greeley household was quietly
dropped from the “calling list” of Far
Acres. Then had begun the long, weary
loneliness of living for little Minerva
Greeley. It had told sadly on her
strength and courage. There had been
times—only two—when she had rebelled
secretly. And at one of the times she had
even put on her church clothes and tied
her bonnet strings. She had got as far
as the front door—no farther. This Sat-
urday afternoon before Easter there was
no rebellion in her gentle soul for her-
self. But she rebelled against the decree
that kept her beautiful plaut from_ its
place over there among the flowers that
were to celebrate His rising. She coveted
the place of honor for her tree, her beau-
tiful great geranium tree. All day she
had hoped some one would come and ask
her for it, but now she had given that
up. She might have known—of course
they would not ask any one who had not
heen to church for twelve years to help
trim the altar for the Iaster service.

The afternoon trailed out into the
twilight, and Miss Minerva saw the
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women slipping out of the little vestry
by twos and threes, and going away to
their homes. A sudden impulse had made
her pull the geranium tree up to the win-
dow, though it had taxed her slender
strength to do it. She had rolled the
shadc up as far as possible. and drawn
the muslin draperies out of the way. The
tree filled all the window with a network
of green and white. It would be
easy enough to see how splendid it was
from the sidewalk. Peace Potter would
surely see—Peace had such sharp eyes!
And if she saw and coveted—if she came
up the little front walk to the door; if
she asked for it! Miss Minerva almost
held her breath when Peace Potter came
out of the vestry door. Her eager eyes
peered between the beautiful green
branches. Peace Potter was such a slow
walker ! She was only as far as the red
oak; no, now she was opposite the
syringas, now she was opposite i¢! She
was looking !

Miss Minerva waited, breathlessly and
wistful. She could read Peace Potter’s
face, and knew she was ‘‘ coveting.” But
she went on down the street into the
twilight. It was Nathan who came up
the little front walk to the door. Minerva
met him in the hall.

“ Come in here!” she cried, sharply,
her voice frightening her as much as it
did him. *“Come in here and see what
youw've done! Look at my tree! Stand
over there where you can see it better.
Did you ever see anything as lovely as
that ? Could there be anything else as
lovely to trim the church with to-mor-
row ? Think of it standing up there
against the pulpit, Nathan! Oh, Nathan,
think of it! Shut your eyes and try to
see it. I've been seeing it all day long,
and it breaks my heart. Seems to me I
can’t bear it!” She stopped an instant
as if for breath, then the high, strained
voice plunged on. “I can’t go to church
—1I promised you I wouldn’t twelve years
ago, and T've kept my promise. I
wouldn’t complain ; I’'m willing to stay
at home to-morrow if my tree could go.
If 1 could sit here by the window and
know that that was across there helping
keep Easter Sunday, do you think I'd
complain ? Complain! I’d sit here and
sing an Easter hymn all alone! Bat it
won’t be there—nobody will ask for it.
That’s what you've dome!” And, to
Nathan Greeley’s utter confusion, the lit-
tle figure sank on the rugs beside the
great earthen flower-pot, and lay there
inert and pitiful. In the quiet room there
was only the sound of muffled sobbing.



356

But Nathan was—Nathan. The grudge
—the grudge was unsoftened and unless-
ened in his heart. And love and pity
could find no place ; that took up all the
room. Ior one instant the man seemed
to waver over the prostrate little figure,
then he wheeled shortly and strode away
out of the room. It grew darker till the
beautiful white Dblossoms of the great
plant made the only glints of white in
the gloom. Miss Minerva, her excite-
ment spent and the old weary resigna-
tion back in her heart, got up after
awhile and felt her way across to the
door. There was Nathan’s supper to get ;
the dull routine of things must go on
though the slow grinding wear away her
strength. Miss Minerva had never felt
as feeble and sore and louely—not quite
—as she did to-night.

Nathan Greeley strode out of the house
again, his mouth set in its old stubborn
lines. The neighbors said Nathan had
the “ Greeley mouth,” and had it hard.

Down the street a light glimmered in
the little parsonage parlor. The window
was open, and Nathan could hear the
boyish voice of the young minister as he
passed. It was pitched high and solemn,
s if he were preaching. Some of his
words crept out clearly to Nathan, and
whether he would or not, he heard them
distinctly.

‘“And when they looked, they saw that
the stone was rolled away; for it was
very great.” It was the minister’s text.
He was rehearsing his Easter sermon in
the quiet of his little parlor. His earnest,
boyish voice went eagerly on, gathering
fervor and strength. And outside in the
darkness Nathan Greeley stood and lis-
tened. He could not have told why he
did not go on down the street on his
errand. He did not want to wait, but he
waited. From beginning to ending he
heard all the pleading little Easter mes-
sage. It was the only sermon he had
heard in twelve years.

“‘Tor it was very great, could any-
thing but divine strength have rolled it
away ? Is there one of you, dear souls,
whose heart is closed and sealed with a
stone that is 'very great ? Have you
tried to roll it away till your frail,
human hands are scarred and bleeding ?
Have you forgotten—ah, then remember
to-day. Remember His strength that
rolled that other stone away, on that
other Easter morning. Have you forgot-
ten to appeal to that strength, some one
of you, dear souls? Was there ever a
time to do it more beautiful than to-day
—~the day He rolled the stone away from
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His grave and came forth our Risen
One? Do you think He would ask a
sweeter celebration of the day ?”

The clear young voice rang out into the
solemn quiet of the night. The man out-
side, listening, drank in every syllable.
The minister was talking to him. It was
he whose heart was sealed, and the stone
was very great. Could anything but the
strength of the Mighty Risen One roll it
away ?

Miss Minerva’s tea was poured out late
that night. It emitted a steeped, rank

odor, and Miss Minerva glanced at
Nathan uneasily. Nathan did not like
boiled tea. If he said anything to-night

—but Nathan drank the steaming cupful
without comment. He was always silent,
but to-night scarcely a word was spoken
at the little table. His face, if Mliss
Minerva had read it right, was oddly
seftened. The harsh lines in it were less
pronounced ; there was something about
the set of the strong, thin lips that in
another man’s face one would have called
tenderness. But Miss Minerva did not
understand. To-night her own sore
heart needed all her thoughts. She put
away the tea things and crept upstairs
to Dbed.

The moon rose at nine. Miss Minerva's
room was flooded with a radiance of soft,
white light, and she lay in it, a little
sombre, and thought her sad thoughts
patiently. She could not go to sleep. At
a ]i;tle after ten she got up and dressed
again.

“1 know what I'm going to do,” she
said. “I’m going across the street and
look in the east window of the church.
The ground’s rising there and I can stand
on my tiptoes. It’s most as bright as
day out—I know I could see the trim-
mings. And I’'m worn out hankering to
see the pulpit and the organ and the
Greeley pew again. If I can’t go to
church I guess I can look in the window.
I never promised I wouldn't do that. It
seems as if 'twas a Providence having
the moonshine so bright just when I
can’'t seem to bear it any longer!”

She hurried softly downstairs and
across the street. Her heart was beating
in quick, pumping throbs of excitement.
Once when she was a little child she had
run away in the moonlight, and the re-
membrance of it came back to her now.
She laughed a little nervously.

The ground under the east window of
the church rose to a convenient pitch. It
was quite easy to reach up and peer into
the big, dim room. Miss Minerva clung
to the window-sill and looked with
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hungry eyes. Not at the flowers—not
first. She looked at the empty pews and
sought out eagerly the one she had sat
in so many years. Even in the dimness,
how plainly she could see it! The big
hymn-book and the little thumbed, worn
one were in the rack, just as they had
bheen twelve years ago. There was the
palm-leaf fan, too, with the edge bound
with a strip of her mother’s wedding
dress ! It was colorless in the faint light,
but to Miss Minerva's eyes it was a strip
of tender green. She remembered how
carefully she had bound it round the
frayed edges of the fan.

After a little she looked at the bank of
flowers in the little altar. Then Miss
Minerva uttered a low cry of utmost won-
der, for there in the centre, its sweet
white blossoms outlined in beautiful
tracery against the tall old pulpit was her
tree! It towered splendidly above all
the potted plants. In her dreams she had
never thought it could look as beautiful
as that.

“Dear land!” cried Miss Ainerva in
tremulous pride and joy. Then sudden
suspicion smote her. If it should be
somebody else’s—no, no, no, it was hers!
It could not be anybody else’s. Inall Far
Acres there was only one perfect, peerless
tree like that. And how beautiful—how
beautiful it was in there among the
Easter flowers! After the first puzzled
instant Miss Minerva, in her joy, scarcely
wondered how it came there. Enough
that it was there. For a full ten min-

utes she stood there painfully on her tip-
toes, only exultant and proud. Then came
the wonder,

“It's past believing!” she marvelled,
“but it’s there; I know it's there! It
isn't a beautiful ghost—it’s i¢ ! But what
does it mean ? Dear heart alive, how
ever came it there ?”

Something moved a little in the moon-
lighted church—something down in front
of the little altar beside the flowers. Miss
Minerva was startled until she saw what
it was. She cried out softly then. In an-
ot?fer moment she was in the church her-
self.

*“Nathan! Nathan !” she called, and
he came to meet her down the dim, quiet
aisle.

‘Oh, Nathan, what does it mean ? I
came to see the other flowers, and mine
was here. And then—and then I found
you'!” She was looking into his face,
marvelling at what she saw. For Nathan's
face was happy and bright, like a little
child’s.

‘“The stone, Minervy—it means the
stone is rolled away,” he said, quietly.
It’s been sealing my heart up all this
time— for it was very great,’” he added,
solemnly. And Miss Minerva understood.
Brother and sister, together there in the
faint white light and the fragrance of the
flowers, they held a little Easter service
of praise. The voices of the choir, too
sweet and soft for human ears, must have
chanted the good news jubilantly in the
ears of the Risen One.—Epworth Herald.

HUMILITY.

BY M. E. RICHARDSON.

I cannot picture thee with downcast eyes,
Of shrinking, cringing form and drooping mien
Aye dwelling lowly amid scenes terrene,

While heavenward all thy sister graces rise

Unfettered. Nay, the joy of high emprise
Is thine as theirs. From thee this fleshly

screen
Veils not the wonders of a world unseen
That open only to the lowly-wise.

Westmount, Montreal.

There, "whelméd by Love’s breadth and depth
and hcight,
No sensc of weakness doth thy soul enthral
As low in adoration thou dost fall
Jefore the presence of the Infinite ;—
But these the words that from thy lips take
flight,
¢ Through Christ who strengthencth I can
do all.”
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DICK BRIMACOMBE’S WEDDING.
A CANADIAN STORY.

BY THE REV. MARK GUY PEARSE.

L
UNCLE ABE.

¥ was Uncle Abe who married

® them. You see, there was
nobody else to do it; and,
if there had been, the
young folks would just
have stuck to Uncle Abe.
Whether you wanted to be
christened, or married, or
buried, you always sent for
Uncle Abe; and when
folks were sick or in
trouble, you would be sure
to see Uncle Abe’s buggy
standing outside the door—
and a rough kind of thing it was, for
Uncle Abe had to be his own carriage re-
pairer, if not carriage builder, and there
was very little of the original left. He
made his own harness, cut from a cow-
hide. Everybody did that much—felled
the timber, and built the house, and
roofed it with shingles; but it was Uncle
Abe who could mend your furniture, and
set your plough right, and cure your
aches, and cobble your shoes, and held
that nothing was worn out so long as it
could e kept together by a hit of leather
or a strip of bark.

He lived in what was then counted the
backwoods of Canada, a place now as
civilized as any old-fashioned town at
home, where the latest advertisements
cover the walls, and the latest fashious
fili the drapery stores, and three daily
papers record the latest news or invent it,
as the case may be, availing themselves
of the opportunity of contradicting it all
in to-morrow’s issue. But in the forties
of the last century it was a wild spot,
where there were so many wolves that no-
body could keep a sheep. The old folks
still tell how that, looking out of a win-
dow on a frosty night, they often saw a
pack of wolves leaping over the logs and
suniffing about the place. Here it was that
a few hardy settlers had made a clearing
and built each his wooden shanty. And
here they lived their lives, rough and
hard, but healthy and happy ; and, how-
ever little they owned, it was all their
own, which made it so much.

Uncle Abe was not exactly a minister.
He never gave up business, and no man
amongst them worked harder. He was
big and strong, . fearing God and
then fearing nothing and nobody. Hard
and narrow, it may be, in the view of
some, when he found the evildoer, but
all kindness and goodness when he came
to -deal with the sick and suffering. So
it was that he was ordained a deacon in
the Methodist Episcopal Church. He
gathered the scattered population to-
gether in house or barn for preaching
services. He baptized the babies, and
married the couples, and buried the dead,
and preached the funeral sermons, and
did as much good as any Right Reverend
Father in God. Payment for his services
was mostly in kind. The sweet sentiment
of lovers whose bliss was consummated
by marriage found a grateful acknowledg-
ment in the gift of a bear skin, and the
peaceful burial of some old saint was re-
quitted by the skin of a wild wolf.

This was Uncle Abe, who married Dick
Brimacombe to Jessie MacDonald, and,
although they have all passed away, there
stands to this day the maple tree under
whose branches the bride and bridegroom
stood on that memorable day.

1L,
WHAT CAME OF A PARING BEE.

Dick Brimacombe, they said, would
never marry; he was not a marrying
man. That he was thirty-five years old,
and had not sought a wife, was quite
enough to settle the matter in the
minds of the maidens who met at church
or on the few and simple occasions when
the settlers gathered at some festivity.
He had come, a little lad, with his father
and mother from the west country at home
before he could remember. Indeed,
there was but one memory that filled his
boyhood’s days ; beside that all else was
lost, behind that nothing seemed to lie.

It was one day in winter, when he was
some twelve or thirteen years of age.
that he had gone with his father into
the woods to fetch the logs for fuel, a
thing sorely needed where the cold often
sank below zero. Dick’s work was to
drive the horses home with the load on
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the sleigh, and merrily rang his voice
and the crack of his whip in the still and
frosty air. On one of these journeys, as
he drove along the rough track, a swolt
ran from the bush and galloped snarling
at his side. The horses, terrified, rushed
madly away, and Dick had to hang on
with all ‘his might to keep from being
flung off.

The beast kept trying to leap upon him,
and sprang, hideous with bloodshot eyes
and open mouth from which the specks
of foam flew as it ran, every now and
then madly snapping its cruel teeth.
Then suddenly an arrow from an unseen
hand fled straight at the beast and killed
it instantly. An Indian to whom they
had shown some Kkindness had caught
sight of it, and thus saved the lad. It
was a mad wolf that had broken away
from the rest of the pack and roamed by
itself—a creature far more fierce than
any other, since the venom of its madness
meant that the least touch of its teeth—
and some said even the scratch of its
claw-—meant certain death, and that per-
haps the most terrible death that a man
can die.

The Indian hastened to tell the father
of the son’s peril and escape, and as they
returned together to the place where the
dead wolf lay Dick joined them.

“ Well,” said the old man, when he had
heard the story from both of them, and
given the Indian all the tobacco he had,
“we will have his skin, anyhow. He
shall do some good now he is dead, which
is more than he did when alive. The boy
shall have that for his own.”

Taking out the knife that hung from
his belt, he proceeded to skin the beast.
But he was all unmindful that his hands
were chapped with the cold. It cost him
his life. A fortnight later he died of
hydrophobia.

From that hour the boy became a man.
His was all the hard work of the place ;
his the burden of anxiety in the struggle
to live. And bravely he carried his load.
Utterly absorbed in his work, he grew
old before his time, and as he passed
through the years of his early manhood
life had no room for sentiment, no leisure
for love, except in the tender care and un-
ceasing devotion which he showed to his
mother.

The life of those days in those parts
was by no means lacking in opportunity
for courtship. No hired help could be
had then, and the neighbors gathered at
each other’s houses in turn to lend a hand
at all that required any extra help. And
on such occasions Dick Brimacombe came
gladly enough to do his share of work.
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There was a Raising-bee, when a man
wanted to put up a barn, and every neigh-
bor brought a horse or a yoke of oxen
to drag the timber and then help to put
it in its place. There was a Logging-
bee, when they gathered to bring the logs
to the fire, and made ready the potash,
the only thing for which they got paid
in cash ; all else was a matter of barter.
There was the Paring-bee, when they
made ready the apples and pumpkins for
winter use.

Such occasions were always finished by
a great supper, at which as many as fifty
or sixty guests would gather, and this
was followed by all kinds of merry
games. Then they drove home in wag-
gons or sleighs. But Dick Brimacombe
seldom stayed to supper, and never to
the merry-making afterwards. There
was nobody else to see to the cows and
to set things right for the night, and his
mother sat by the lonely fireside ; so be-
fore anybody knew it he was gone. Lit-
tle wonder the maidens had come to think
of him as nol a marrying man.

But old Mrs. Brimacombe had died, and
there had come changes that quickly told
on Dick. The evenings were long and
lonely as he sat now after supper when
the day’s work was done, and there was
nobody to cook his victuals and to see
to his buttons. A hundred discomforts
began to meet him which only a woman’s
hand could set right, if he could but find
the one that suited him, one who could
do all these matters as his mother had
done.

The chance soon came, and Dick took
it eagerly. It was at a paring-bee, where
the neighbors for half a dozen miles
around had come together to pare and
prepare the apples for the winter. It
was as pretty a sight as one could wish
to see—the men busy picking the ruddy
apples from the trees and filling the
baskets, then emptying them in piles
where the groups of maidens sat laugh-
ing and chatting merrily, one skilfully
peeling the apples, another quartering
them, whilst yet another threaded the
pieces with a needle on a fine string some
yard or two long, these later to festoon
the kitchen and thus be dried for winter
use. The fallen leaves of the trees al-
ready littered the orchard, whilst the
maple stood ablaze with gold and deepest
crimson hues.

Amongst the girls was one more quiet
than the rest, to whom Dick Brimacombe
brought his basket more than once, and
then lingered watching her hands as skil-
fully and swiftly she pared the apples.
If it had been any other of the men, there
would certainly have been some laughing
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pleasantry about it, but it was only Dick,
and nobody took auny notice of him—
nobody, that is, except Jessie MacDonald
herself, She, seated on ‘the ground, her
lap full of apples, turned her head and
met the eager look of Dick, and at once
had read the secret. With a Dblush on
her cheek, she bent her face low down,
and went on more busily with her work.

Then Dick flung himself down at her
side. ““Let me help you,” he laughed,
and, taking an apple out of her lap, he
began to eat it. The others looked ; but
there, it was only Dick Brimacombe, and
he did not count, from a girl’s stand-
point.

The early supper was over, and all
were taking part in the games.
Dick, unused to games and awkward

at merry-making, had strolled away
into the orchard again. The great har-

vest moon was rising over the distant
woods. Presently he caught sight of
Jessie leaning against a fence watching
the moon rise. He little guessed how
hardly she was trying not to think of
.what filled all her thoughts. His com-
ing startled her. He was at her side be-
fore she thad caught sight of him. TFor a
few moments they stood in silence.

“I want to have a Paring-bee,” said
Dick.

Jessie said nothing, only turned her
head towards him, hoping that he had not
seen the blush that filled her face, and
glad to notice that he was looking at the
moon.

“I guess it would be a new kind of
Paring-bee, too.”

Jessie looked up with a questioning
wonder.

‘“I am only going to ask one—a sort of
Queen Bee,” Dick went on.

Jessie's eyes fell, and she grasped the
fence nervously.

‘“ And when she comes I want her to
stay and see the apples dried, and then
to coolk them, and help to eat them, too.”

Jessie beat the fence timidly with her
foot. Then Dick slipped his arm in hers.
“ Jessie, will you be my Queen Bee ?”
The little hand slipped into Dick’s big
ones. TFor a minute there was silence,
except as the crickets chirped in noisy
chorus ; but Dick ‘heard the words
almost whispered, “Do you mean it,
Dick 2 Then he sealed the bargain
with a kiss, and it was settled.

‘“ We shall have to be quick about it,”
said Dick, as they came to the house
again.  “ Apples won’t keep long this
season, I'm afraid.”

So Dick Brimacombe was going to be
married.
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IIL.
THE WEDDING,

It was within a very few weeks of the
Paring-bee that. there came the wedding.
There was no need for delay, and Dick
thought there was much need for haste ;
so they had seen Uncle Abe and fixed it
all with ‘him. They had got the license,
and the day was fixed when at the nearest
little church the friends were to gather
and the marriage was to take place. The
autumn had passed into the early winter,
and there had come a great storm of
wind and rain. All night the wind blew,
and all night the rain pelted. Dick slept
soundly as omnly a tired man can, but
Jessie lay awake half the night listening
to the roar of the blast in the woods.
moaning and howling, and to the beat of
the rain. How could she get to church
in the simple finery in which she was to
be decked ? And then a new horror
seized her. What if the river were swol-
len, and Uncle Abe could not cross to
marry them ! She slept, but it was only
to dream that she was being swept away
in some fierce torrent in which Dick
struggled vainly to save her. The day
broke with dull, heavy clouds on every
side ; no sign of any clearing was there,
and the rain came down with a steady
and persistent beat as if it would never
cease. Later, they met at the church, the
bride and bridegroom, with a few of her
friends. Dick had no relatives that he
knew of in the world, and was his own
best man.

But there was no Uncle Abe. The wind
roared about the little church, then went
howling :into the woods like & thing in
pain. In gusts the rain beat on the win-
dow panes. The little company sat wait-
ing in silence, when one came into the
church with the news that Uncle Abe
was the other side of the river and could
not come across. The stepping-stones
were buried several feet below the rag-
ing flood. There was no chance of any
wedding to-day. They must go home
again and wait until the fiood was over.

“ Never,” said Dick; “we’ll manage it
somehow.”

Forth went the bride and bridegroom
to the bank of the river, where Dick set
Jessie in the shelter of the big maple tree
and then called across to Uncle Abe.

The rush and roar of the torrent was
tho deep bass to the howl of the wind,
and it was difficult for him to hear his
own voice as he shouted, “ What's to be
done, Uncle Abe ?”

“Nothing, I guess, my son,” said
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Uncle Abe. “I'm just awful sorry. I
should have to go miles up the river
before I could cross it, and it would take
me all day.”

“Dick,” whispered Jessie, close at his
side, “ask him if he can’t manage it
standing over there.”

“Say, Uncle Abe,” bawled Dick with all
his might, “ can’'t you do it over there ?”

“ What ?” shouted Uncle Abe, and Dick
had to say it again before it was heard.

‘“I don’t see how I can,” and Uncle Abe
scratched his head. “I can’t marry you
without the license.”

“Dear, dear!” said Dick helplessly.

‘“ We can manage the license all right,”
said Jessie. “Take your handkerchief
and put a big stone in it, and the license,
and you can fling it across.”

“That’s just grand,” said Dick. “I
should never have thought of that,” and
a minute later the thing went flying
across the river to Uncle Abe.

“Well, we can try it, anyhow,” roared
the Deacon, as he came to the brink of
the river and stood in the pelting rain.
“ Come as near as you can.”

So the service began. Now the words
rang out clear and distinct as in a church,
then again nothing could be heard. But
Uncle Abe struggled on with his part, and
Dick was not to be beaten.

“Say after me, Dick,” roared Uncle
Abe, “I know not—” For a moment it
was useless to struggle with the roar of
the storm. Then he Dbegan again, “I
know not any just cause—"

Dick got safely through this part, but
it was in vain that Jessie tried to malke
her voice heard across the river.

“I can’t hear,” roared Uncle Abe, lean-
ing across the surging flood, and holding
his hand at his ear.

“She said it right enough,”
Dick.

“ We heard her,” said the little group
about the maple tree; “ we can swear to
that.”

There w s a pause, and the whole mat-
ter seemed in peril. Then Uncle Abe
roared across to them, “ Hold up a hand.
my dear. I guess that will do under the
circumstances.”

And up went Jessie’s hand.

“ Dick Brimacombe, wilt thou have this
woman to be thy wedded wife?” cried
Uncle Abe, and then stoed listening, his
hand against his ear. But there was no
need for that. Dick put both his hands

yelled
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to his mouth, and in a tone that might
have defled Niagara's thunder, roared,
“TI qin I”

““Guess Uncle Abe heard that right
enough,” said the group to each other
with a smile. Then Uncle Abe began
again.

“ Jessie, my dear, it’'s your turn now.
Can you hear ?” Jessie nodded her head.

“Jessie MacTounald, wilt thou have
this man to be thy wedded husband ?”
But, it was in v2in that poor Jessie tried
to get her words across.

“ She says she will, right enough,” said
Dick impatiently.

“But I've got for to hear it” cried
Uncle Abe.

“Let her hold up her hand,” pleaded
Dicls.

“'Well, then, Jessie, my dear, hold up a
hand if you mean it.”

“ Hold up both,” whispered Dick.

“You've got hold of one,” said Jessie.

“ Well, I’ll hold up this one, and you
hold up the other,” laughed Dick ; and
up went both Jessie's hands high in the
air.

“Have you got the ring ?” cried Uncle
Abe.

“Here it is, uncle,” Dick roared, hold-
ing it up.

“Well, put it on. Jessie will show you
the finger.”

“ All right, Uncle Abe. What next ?”

“Hold it there, and say after me—"

Now it was whilst Dick’s hands were
busy in this part of the ceremony that
there came a violent bhlast, which sent
Dick’s hat flying before it and dropped it
into the surging stream. It was Jessie’s
old aunt_who flung a big black shawl over
Dick’s head and accidentally covered
them both.

“ All right,” roared Uncle Abe.
will do.”

And Dick took the opportunity, whilst
hidden in the shawl, to give his wife a
kiss that sealed the wedding as a kiss
had sealed the engagement.

“God Dbless you, my children,” said
Uncle Abe, as he crawled into his buggy.
“ 1 guess you're tied up all right.”

“Thank ’ee, Uncle Abe; T'll owe you
a bear skin,” roared Dick.

“ Come and see us soon,” said Jessie,
but the words failed to get across the
river. They were lost in the roar of the
flood and the howl of the storm.—The
Quiver.

‘“That
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THE

BARRIER.

BY A. B. COOPER.

1.

brain.”

“No, I have got China on
the heart.”

The first speaker was a
woman, or rather a girl—
for she could have been
barely twenty—and she was
evidently angry and a little
disgusted, for she sat up
straight upon the piano-
stool and turned her head
determinedly away from
the wistful face of the
side. Speech is in

l w
v /‘m}
young man at her
variably fatal when the speaker is angry.
A striet seal upon the lips is the only

safe course. Constance Goring knew this
perfectly well, and at that very moment

her better self was prompting her to
golden silence. But no, Harry was stub-
born, self-opinionated, and generally
“horrid” over this whole husiness, and
—well—she would not let her tembper
wait on her diseretion, and allow time to
soften her mood.

“You used to say I occupied that
place,” she said, still with averted face.

“So you do, darling,” replied Harry
Fane, with a tone of quiet consciousness
of being in the right, which, however
admirable, is irritating to the one who is
in the wrong.

“Well, I don’t want to share your
heart with a lot of yellow pigtails.” This
time Constance did turn round and face
her lover. Her face was flushed, and her
eyes flashed.

Then Harry made a mistake. He took
these foolish, spiteful words for the gen-
uine expression of this young girl’s con-
vietions, and he answered her according
to her folly.

“You couldn't say that if you really
loved me,” he said.

“Well, I have said it, so I don't love
vou,” said Constance stubbornly.

“Don’t you ? There was a depth of
pain in the young man’s tone which for
the moment shook Constance off her
pedestal, but she ‘hardened her heart.

“You say I don't. I am living up to
my reputation,” she said coldly.

“\Well, what is it to be ?” he said, 100k-
ing straight in front of him with set face
and stern mouth.

“ It is not to be at all,” she said. *“ We
may as well say good-bye at once and
get it over. You've got a craze for going
to China—"

“It’s not a craze; it's a duty,” inter-
polated Fane.

“Call it what you like. I call it a
craze. I say you can do just as much
good by staying al home; and though
vou have foolishly resolved to sacrifice
a brilliant career, you cannot expect me
to do the same thing. I have thought
about it day and night, till—till—my
heart—" There was an ominous trembling
of the Ilower lip which immediately
brought Harry down from his perch, and
sent a flood of love surging through his
heart for the girl who, in spite of every-
thing, was still all the world to him.

“ Constance, my love,” he began; and
a tenderness came into his eyes.

“No, no,” cried Constance, springing
to her feet and retiring a pace or twa.
“Don’t, Harry, don’t. It's no use begin-
ning all over again. You've chosen your
way, and I've chosen mine. We can
never see eye to eye. When what appears
a sacred duty to you appears to me a
mere craze, it is evident that there is a
real barrier between us.”

““ I shall pray for you in the far country,
Constance,” said the young man, feeling
that for the present at least the end had
come. I shall pray every day that the
barrier may be removed.”

“ It never can Dbe,” said Constance, with
conviction. ‘It never, never can be.”

“<More things are wrought by prayer
than this world dreams of,’” quoted
Harry in a husl\y voice.

“Well, go, g0,” said Constance im-
pulsively, biting her lips to keep back
the tears. “No, no, I am not angry now,
Harry : I am just resolved. I should be
nothing but a hindrance as the wife of
a medical missionary. As you value
your work, be content to do without me.”

«“ And that is your last word, Coun-
stance ?”

‘“Yes, the very best.
conviction.”

It’'s my firm
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From the worldly standpoint Constance
Goring could certainly make out a very
good case both with respect to Harry
Fane’s folly and her own wisdom. A
Yyear ago, when they were first engaged,
any such cause for the rupture of the
engagement seemed as remote as the
stars. Harry had just become the junior
partner of an old and celebrated physician
in Harley Street, and everybody loolked
upon his success as practically assured.
His career had been one of exceptional
brilliance. If there was a scholarship
going Harry secured it, and he was
generally looked upon as the best man
that Bart's had turned out for a dJdozen
years.

Though a thoughtful man at all times,
and one to whom conscience and duty
had always made a strong appeal,
the religious influences under which he
had hitherto come had been of the con-
ventional order ; and while they had to
some extent succeeded in influencing his
conduct, they had never touched his
heart. Dr. Bradley, of Harley Street,
however, was not only a great physician
but he was a Methodist of the good old-
fashioned type, and Harry had not been
three months his partner ere the old man
loved him as a son, and, unknown to
Harry, made it the daily burden of his
prayers that Harry's heart might be
touched with the divine fire, so that all
that was noble in him by nature should
be made Godlike by grace.

One of the most frequent visitors at
Harley Street was the Rev. Charles Ham-
mond, a man of rare enthusiasm and
charm. He first of all captured Harry’s
intellect, for he was a man of wide culture
and sound learning, and the two soon
became excellent friends. So, imper-
ceptibly, by conversation and example of
these two godly men, the heart of Harry
Fane became prepared for the seed of the
kingdom.

That seed was sown one night at the
great hall where the Rev. Charles Ham-
mond preached every Sunday night to a
vast congregation. Harry had con-
sented to accompany the old doctor; and
e heard for the first time the sanctified
common sense, illumined with a real pas-
sion for humanity, which constituted
the preacher’s eloquence, and which was
quite sufficient to attract every grade of
society to his services. There can be
no doubt that the preparation of the
heart, which had been going on silently
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but surely, had much to do with the effect
which Mr. Hammond’s sermon had upon
the young man. Tn the good old-
fashioned way, as he sat beside his friend
and partner, he saw himself a sinner in
the sight of God : he saw that his only
hope was in the redeeming work of Jesus
Christ, and he there and then sought and
found peace in believing, How he event-
ually became possessed of the idea of
devoting his splendid talents and skill to
the cause of missions in China not even
Dr. Bradley knew, and it is doubtful
whether Harry Fane knew himself.
Doubtless the good Spirit of God put the
missionary cause upon his heart, and
after that the sense of duty, which was
his even before he was converted, settled
the thought into the fixed determination
of his life.

It was this, as we have seen, which led
to his final parting with Constance
Goring. He had had many talks with
her since the light had broken into his
life, and up to a certain point she had
listened patiently if not sympathetically.
But when he actually proposed to her that
she should either accompany him to
China, or join him there after a Dbriet
interval, she immediately and strongly
demurred.

The factor which most strongly worked
against the dictates of her heart was her
ambmon She had a voice of gold. She
was still studying, and her appearance
Lefore audiences had been hitherto only
of a semi-private character; but there
were good judges who believed that she
could easily and instantly take her place
in the front rank of vocalists. She
dreamed of having the world at her feet,
of crowds of rapt, upturned faces wor-
shlppmg at the shrine of song ; she heard
in imagination the applause of enthusi-
astic thousands, and she had made a
stxpu]atlon with her lover, even Dbefore
his conversion, that her marriage should
not interfere with her musical career.

On the other hand, Harry's worldly
ambitions were now fused in the white-
hot flame of his enthusiasm for human-
ity. To him wealth and fame had become
baubles that were not worth the seeking.
Like St. Paul, he was determined to
“know nothing among men but Jesus
Christ and Him crucified.” But to Con-
stance this was mere foolishness. She
could not see it in his light at all. It
seemed to her a deliberate flinging away
of life’s best opportunities, and she could
not, and would not. face the ordeal.
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IIL

If fame meant huge posters which con-
tained but one name, and that Constance
Goring ; if fame meant enthusiastic
audiences, tears and laughter at will as
the beautiful songstress coined her throat
into golden notes, then in the three years
which had elapsed since she parted with
Harry TIFane, Constance Goring had
attained her desire. But attainment is
often another way of spelling disillusion-
ment, and on the whole, in spite of a
sincere love for her art, Constance had
found fame but Dead Sea fruit, *“ all ashes
to the taste.” Was it lack of love in her
life ? She had always been a liftle heart
lonely until she met Harry Fane, for she
had early been left an orphan, although
her means had been ample. Of flatterers
and suitors she had plenty, but these she
treated with contempt and those with
indifference. Her heart was hungry, and
she knew it. But she had not come to
the point of laying the blame at her own
door, and in ‘her harder moods she
thought almost bitterly of Harry, and
would say to herself that he had spoiled
her life. Sometimes the softer mood pre-
vailed, and she thought of him far away
in China, alone, unhelped ; but even then
she would say, “ He couldn’t ‘have cared
for me very much, or he would not have
left me.” She had specially asked him
not to communicate with her, for she had
said in her downright manner, “ It is no
use to keep the fire smouldering. We
might as well let it go out if it will.”

Ah! “if it willL” The “if” made all
the difference. The fite would not go
out. It Lkept leaping up and defymv
every effort to quench it, and in her
moments of dejection she had confessed
in the secret places of her heart that love
‘was worth all things besides, and without
it all things were stale and unprofitable.
When this heart-unrest was at its height,
a strange thing happened—strange at
least to those who do not believe in God’s
personal sclicitude for His children.

Constance had completed her engage-
ment in a Midland town, but delayed her
return to London until the following day.
Walking through the town in the morn-
ing, she saw upon the front of a large
Wesleyan chapel in one of the main
streets an announcement of a missionary
meeting, and the name of a missionary
from China was mentioned as the prin-
cipal speaker. Instantly Constance
made up her mind to attend the meeting ;
for, though she did not allow her tongue
even to whisper the words, her thoughts
were, “I may hear something of Harry.”
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The audience was bowed in prayer
when Constance, with her veil down,
entered the church that night, s¢ she
slipped unobtrusively into the hindmost
pew. A white-haired man of noble
aspect, but evidently not a minister, was
praying. “We pray Thee, O Lord,” he
was saying, ‘“to give to us not only the
seeing eye and the hearing ear, but the
understanding heart. Grant us love-
vision, that the things from which our
natural sight revolts may become attract-
ive to us, and the duties which now
appear to us to be the bitterest crosses
may become our chief delight. Teach
us how easy it is to turn away from the
kingdom of God for the baubles of fame
and wealth, and help us to see the worth
of things as Jesus Christ saw them, that
our ambitions and desires may be for the
things of true and eternal worth.”

Yes, the face was familiar, and the
voice struck a chord of memory which
was unmistakable. Then, like a flash,
Constance, who had been so much about
the world, and ‘had seen so many faces
during the last three years, remembered
whom the speaker was. It was none other
than Dr. Bradley, Harry's one-time
partner, and his dear friend as Constance
Iknew. Once she felt bitter towards him,
persuading herself that it was mainly by
his influence that Harry had been seized
with his new enthusiasm. But now, as
the voice pleaded amid the silence, there
was no such thought in her heart. In-
deed, she felt strangely softened, and had
difficulty in restraining her tears. Then
the congregation rose to sing, “ Jesu, Thy
boundless love to me,” and Constance
found herself singing, with more real
feeling behind the words than ever
before—

¢¢ Still Iet Thy love point out my way,
What wondlous things lhy love hath
wrought.”

But the climax of the meeting was
reached during the speech of the mis-
sionary from China. He had a thrilling
story to tell, for he had beez in China
during the Boxer Rebellion, and the
terrors and triumphs of that time of fear
were engraven upon his heart.

“ The wife and three children of a mis-
sionary who had Dbeen murdered in a
neighboring town,” he said, ‘escaped
almost miraculously to Hang-Chu, and
took refuge in the hospital. Three days
later Boxers attacked the town, and the
young medical missionary with the poor
woman and her children, were hidden in
an old monastery in the hills outside
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the city walls for two weeks, until some
means could be arranged for their con-
veyance to the river, and thence to the
coast. But they were betrayed, and had
to fly fo: their lives—the young medical
missionary carrying the two young chil-
dren mile after mile—avoiding the main
roads, and making as best they could in
the direction of the river, where they
hoped to find friendliness and help.
“Tive times in that terrible journey
of forty miles were they in imminent
danger of their lives. Once, indeed, they
were captured, and the young missionary
was put to the torture. He endured it
with Christian heroism, and was only
saved from death by the arrival of a mes-
senger from the governor, giving the
party safe conduct. But again they
were treacherously treated, and in a fight
in the darkness the young man’s arm_was
broken. In spite of this, and without
making known his misfortune, he man-
aged to escape with his charge, and at
length, by the good providence of God,
they reached the river and comparative

safety.
“I have seen Dr. Harry Fane only
twice; but our good chairman, Dr.

Bradley, can tell you that the heroism
he displayed during that terrible month
was only what might be expected from
one who gave up his splendid prospects,
and all that his heart held dear from the
worldly standpoint, to bury himself in
the heart .of China. If this life were all,
we should ery, ‘Fool!’ but there is no
one in this audience who will blame him.”
(Constance felt her face flush beneath her
veil, and she felt meaner than ever before
in her life.) “ No, this man is truly liv-
ing. He is treading the path which
heroes and martyrs have made the path
of glory. He has become an inspiration
to his fellow men and an honor to the
Church of Christ.”

As soon as the missionary’s speech was
over, the meeting resolved itself into an
informal convention for testimony, ques-
tions, and suggestions. Why Constance
did it she scarcely knew. Her main
thought was that she must do something
to make atonement for her past unkind-
ness to Harry Fane. She felt that she
had been a moral coward hitherto; and
m consequence her life had been lived in
vain. Now she must do something, she
knew not what, to break down the barrier
of which Harry once spoke, and for the
removal of which he said he would pray
daily. She wondered miserably now if
he still prayed for her, or whether she
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had ever crossed his thoughts during that
awful journey.

Then suddenly she found herself walk-
ing along the aisle toward the platform,
and a minute later she stood upon it.
She was accustomed to facing great
audiences, but not for the purpose of
making a speech, and yet she felt she was
there to say something to break down
that barrier. What should it be ? Words
utterly failed her, and she stood for a
moment, while a great bush fell upon
the audience.

Then she had a sudden inspiration. She
could sing if she could not speak, and she
lifted her veil, and with that voice which
had thrilled thousands she sang—

¢ There is a green hill far away.”

She had sung many songs, and she had
ever been remarkable for the feeling she
put into them, and many times had she
moved her audience to tears. Now, ere
she reached the second verse she was
herself moved to tears. Her emotion
did not seem to affect her voice, for it
still filled the church with its wonderful
sweetness ; but the tears rolled down her
cheeks as she sang the second verse—

““ We may not know, we cannot tell,
What pains He had to bear;
But we believe it was for us
He hung and suffered there.”

Not only she herself, but every one
who heard her had a vision of Calvary.
Then, as the song proceeded, her voice
became more triumphant, and the last
verse was sung with a smile upon the
singer’s face—

¢ Oh, dearly, dearly has He loved,
And we must love Him, too;
And trust in His redecming love,
And try His works to do.”

v

“ 6 Harley Street, W.
My Dear Harry—

“1 have glorious news for you. Who
do you think I saw last night and spoke
to 2 Why none other than Constance
Goring. Don’t start, my boy. Though
her name has never been breathed be-
tween us during the last three years, I
know as well as if you had told me a
thousand times that she is still dear to
you. It wouldn’t surprise you, 1 sup-
pose, to hear that you are still dear to
her ?  Ah, it would, would it ? Well, I
can assure you she did not tell me you
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were ; but you know my diagnoses are
seldom at fault, and I am something of
a heart specialist, as all the world knov's.
But here am I joking, when I ought to
be serious, and yet I feel so uplifted that,
although I am just as serious a: ever I
was in my life, I find it almost impussible
to get my feet on solid common sense.

“What a wonderful time we had last
night, to be sure! WNo sooner had 1 got
my eyes wiped and the lump in my
throat swallowed, than I had to start all
over again, until I began to think I must
have really reached my second childhood.
First of all, the Rev. Henry Stewart told
the story of your escape with that poor
woman and her children, and upon my
word, dear boy, I felt proud of you.
Then I got the next thrill when I saw
a stately lady coming down the aisle
and right on to the platform. I Lknew
her the minute she lifted her veil, al-
though you know I only saw her twice
in your company, and had not set eyes
on her since you went away, although I
had come across her name in the papers
and on the hoardings at every turn. I
never was so much surprised in my life.
There was no mistake about it ; it was
Constance Goring herself, and she stood
and faced that audience like a hero—or
heroine, I sunpose it should be.

*“ My word, she must have been deeply
stirred, or she could never have done it.
You see, the meeting was open for any
one to do anything or say anything they
liked, and Constance told me afterwards
that she felt impelled to do something—
something unconventional—which would
break down a barrier, a certain barrier
she talked about. She did not tell me,
but I guessed by the way she said it that
it had something to do with what you had
once said to her. Well, she broke down
my barriers completely, and I was too
much entranced to mop the tears up.
She has a voice in a million, nay, in ten
millions, and the way she sang ‘ There
;3 a green hill far away ” was a hundred
sermons rolled in one.

“But the best of it all is, Constance
Goring was converted last night, soundly
converted, Harry-—no nonsense ahout it.
I could tell by her eyes she had got the
vision. Old things had passed away,
and all things had become new to her.
I know it will be good news to you, Harry,
and I know too that it is in answer to
your prayers that this great thing h?s
come to pass. I will write to you again
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in_a. few days, telling you all the usual
things, but this letter is sacred to the one
thing ; so with every good wish.

“T remain your old friend,

‘“ Morton Bradley.
“ P.S.—Her address is 5 Charlton Gar-
dens, W.”

And what about Constance ? Oh,
human love is very real and very tangible
and very necessary to this little life.
Constance felt this during the next five
weeks. In coming into harmony with
Harry's view of life, any love she had
felt for him in the past seemed as moon-
light to sunlight compared with her love
for him now. Yet she had voluntarily
put him out of her life. She could not
think of writing to him. Had she not
herself made him promise not to corre-
spond ? No, she could do nothing. She
had wronged him too deeply. Nor was
she worthy of him. How could she ever
be a helpmeet to a man such as he was ?
Yet the barrier was down. She felt in
touch with him, even though, perhaps, she
should never be able to tell him so. They
saw eye to eye. The miracle had been
wrought, and the thing he had promised
to pray for daily had come to pass.

But she reckoned without Dr. Bradley.
Indeed, it says much forher new humility
that she never dreamt of *his intervention.
yvet it was to him that she carried a cer-
tain piece of flimsy paper, inscribed with
magical words which had been flashed
under oceans and over continents. They
read, “Will you come ? Meet steamer
Hong Kong. Harry.”

“Well, my dear, what will you say in
reply ?” said the good doctor, looking
at Constance humorously over his spec-
tacles.

“I have replied already,” said Con-
stance.

“Ah!
doctor.

“Yes,”
ago.” .
“Ah, my dear,” said the doctor, “ you
should have come to me first. Cable-
grams are expensive, and ladies never
save words.”

“I did,” sald Constance, laughing in
her turn. “My cablegram consisted of
two words.”

“And they were—?’ cried the doctor.

“Yes.—Constance.”—Wesleyan Method-
ist Magazine,

Ah! you have then ?” said the

replied Constance, “an hour
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Current Topics and Events.

TaE TrAGEDY OF MUKDEN.

RUSSIAN CARTOON.

Decath leading the sons castward to battle.
The fathers driven into exile.

Never before has the world watched
with such intense and absorbing interest
the «dreadful tragedy of war as during
the greatest battle of history, which has
been waged upon the Manchurian plains.
It seems almost incredible that, even al-
lowing for the difference of time, we could
read in Toronto at noon news dated at
Tokio at 11 a.m. the same day. During
the invasion of Russia by Napoleon—tae
event which comes nearer in magnitude
to the present war than any other—long
weeks and sometimes even months
elapsed before details of battle were re-
ported, but now we can almost be present
on the battlefield—so full and vivid are
the press reports. Never have such
enormous armies fought since Darius,
with his million of men, met the Greeks
at A-bela, and never were such deadly
enginery of war, such scientific instru-
ments of slaughter employed for ' the
destruction of mankind.

Surely after such crushing defeat the
Czar will yield to the logic of events an:.
give up the reckless game of Beggai
my-neighLor—wh‘le he most of all Le.gais
himself. Yet we read that, like
Pharaoh, he hardens his heart and deter-
mines to send another and another army
to be sacrificed to his indomitable pride.
Well may the Russians, as described in
Herr Hugo Ganz’s book, pray for a smash-
ing defeat as their only hope of liberty—-
and they are like to have it. If with
their enormous resources and position
strongly fortified for months upon the
Shakhe they were unable to withstand the
intrepidity and skill and strategy of the
Japanese, their routed and shattered
armies cannot hope to rally against the
victorious foe.

The Japanese, we read, still propose
generous terms. Instead of being drunk
with victory and planning to desiroy the
Russian power they ask little more than
Russia promised all the world to give
two years ago. Never were more strik-
ingly frulfilled the words of Scripture,
“Pride goeth before destruction and a
haughty spirit before a fall.”

¢ ALL THIS MUST PASS AWAY.”
—Opper in the New York American,
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KUROPATKIN.

In his insolence of power the now dis-
credited Kuropatkin threatened a year
ago to make peace at Tokio. It now de-
velops that it was the plan of Russia to
subdue Norway and Sweden, as they had
already subdued Finland, and to invade
India, and seek a port in the Persian
Gulf. But ¢ vaulting ambition over-
leaps itself.” Again is fulfilled the
Scripture. ** He made a pit, and digged
it, and is fallen into the ditch which he
made. His mischief shall return upon
his own head, and his violent dealing
shall come down upsn his own pate.”

History 1x CARTOON.

Affairs in Russia continue to grow from
bad to worse. The dicaster to Russian
arms in Manchuria but intensifies the
disaffection at home. The chord of
patriotism declines to vibrate. however
pathetically the Czar may harp upon it.
The people of Poland and other dis-
affected parts of the country rejoice as
cpenly as they dare at the defeat of Rus-
sian armies. The last hope of the autoc-
racy of a diversion from popular dis-
content by a victory has failed. The
snarling big bear is awakening to a
keener sense of his wrongs and of his
strength, and will not hibernate again.

The cloak of pomp and splendor thrown
over the howling wolves of official op-
pression, bureaucracy, and military

Methodist Magazine and Review.

cruelty can no longer protect these beasts
of prey from the hatred of the people. A
clever cartoon shows the great powers,
England, America, France, Germany,
Japan, all riding to prosperity in a twen-
tieth-century automobile, while the poor
Czar, weighted down with mediaeval
armor, is riding a knock-kneed, spavined,
armor-clad horse, and wielding a broken
lance. The legend reads, “ Come on,
Nick. Drop your old-fashioned truck,
and get into the band waggon.”

The native cartoons are more bitter
still. One, reproduced from a Russian
revolutionary paper, shows how the peo-
ple are squeezed as in a wine-press by
priest and soldier, and their very life-
blood and treasure are distributed in pipe
lines to the Far Eazt, except where tapped
by graft and greed on the way. Still an-
other, entitled, ‘“Father and Sons,”
shows a procession of stalwart youung
men being led by a skeleton towards the
Far East, while the old men following
a mourning genius are driven into exile.

A fatality seems to follow even the
best of the Czars. Alexander II., the
emancipator of the serfs, was cruelly mur-
dered by the Nihilists, it is said, at the
instigation of the Court Party.

It is a fearful thing that one weak man
—weak in body and mind—should have
the despotic power of the Czar ; that his
word should send army after army across
the wastes of Siberia to .meet a cruel
death on the snow-stained Manchurian
steppes. A craven at home, shrinking

Nicholas (to Kuropatkin)-* Wave your flag
and distract his attention until he begins to
hibernate again.’ — Chicago Tribunec.
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Russian Cartoon—=Sgucezing the People to Enrich the Bureaucrats.

from the terror that walketh in darkness,
he is valorous only in spilling the blood
of the millions of his serfs. Whom the
gods would destroy they first infatuate.
The blindness and recklessness of the
autocracy in waging at this crisis a re-
lentless persecution of the Jews, and
fiercer oppression of the great dumb
weltering mass of the people, the closing
of the schools and universities, are surely
an act of national suicide.

Japan is fighting the battle of civiliza-
tion not merely for herself, but for the
oppressed people of Russia as well.
Surely the colossal empire that controlled
the whole of northern Europe and Asia
had territory enough to develop, and na-
tions enough to civilize, without invading
Manchuria and menacing both China
and Korea. Defeated alike by sea and
land her history presents a2 tragedy—

At which the world grows pale
To point 2 moral or adorn a tale.

Again has been illustrated the descrip-
tion of Russia as a despotism tempered
Ly assassination. Notwithstanding all
the wrongs of the people, the public
opinion of Christendom revolts at the
cruel method of the Grand Duke’s taking
off. *“ Non tali auxilio ”’—not with such
weapons as these is freedom won for a
people. It is doubtless the answer of the
revolutionaries to the massacre of the

24

Red Sunday, but such terrorism only de-
feats its-object, estranges sympathy and
gives ground for excuse for greater re-
strictions. We have been shocked to hear

CZAR OF ALL THE RUSSIAS.

What an irony of fate that the founder of the
Hague Court of Arbitration should wagethe
greatest war in the history of the world! Can
he send anotlier army of 450,000 to “avenge ™
}.“'e (Li,cfcat, of the 750,000 despatched to the Far

LAN
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and is located in the midst
- of a fertile country, sur-
rounded on all sides by vast
fields of millet, which af-
forded a rich supply of food
for the people. Mukden
is a walled city. There is
an outer wall of earthwork,
circular in form, surround-
ing the entire town, and an
inner wall of brick, in the
form of a square, enoclosing
only the chief part of the
city. The inner wall is en-
tered by eight gates, two on
each side.

Some of the things of
chief interest in and around
Mukden are the city walls
and gates, the Chinese
prison, the drum tower and
huge bell, the tombs of the
ancient kings, the imperial
palace, the Russian post-
office, the Roman Cath-
olic and the Russo-Greek
churches, and the Mission
of the United Free Church

THE MODERN GULLIVER.

the frequent expression concerning this
murder, “ Served him right.” BEven if it
did, it is a dreadful thing to assume the
role of executioner. Far wiser is the ad-
vice of Tolstoi to accept the Saviour’s
teaching, “ Resist not evil.” The Jesu-
itical argument that the end justifies the
means, that it is lawful to do wrong to
secure an ultimate good, is a devil’s argu-
ment. The simple axiom remains, “It
is never right to do wrong.”

The old story of the giant Gulliver is
re-enacted. The mnorthern Colossus,
whose tread seemed to shake the earth
and menace the nations, is being bound
hand and foot by the “ pigmy Japs” and
is no longer the terror of Europe. Itis
just as well that the gigantic egotism and
conceit of tne world’s bugahoo are being
exposed.

Tur Houvy City oF THE MANCHUS,

The ancient city of Mukden, the scene
of the great Japanese victory, is the
capital of Manchuria, and is situated on
a plain in the southern part of that pro-
vince, two hundred miles north of Port
Arthur, and three hundred miles south of
Harbin. It has a population of 250,000,

of Scotland. But it may
reasonably be expected that
the small group of mission
stations will grow, and that Gospel In-
fluences will multiply, as Japanese teler-
ance takes the place of Russian biguiry.

Mukden is a port of considerable im-
portance, with a good deal of shipping,
and with shops and bazaars that are filled
with native and foreign goods. Its
streets are broad and well laid out, and

THE WAR BURDEN OF THE MUJIK.
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many of its buildings, especially those in
the western and southern quarters of the
city and the suburbs, are quite preten-
tious.  There are eight city gates, and
many fine monuments. It has witnessed
many wars and undergone many changes.
In the war with Japan, it was threatened
with destruction by 40,000 Japanese
troops, who landed on the Manchurian
coast. China’s army at that time
amounted, on paper, to over 1.000,000
soldiers, and Mukden, with its turce of
200,000 " Green Flag™ defenders, armed
with antiquated rifles, was considered
impregnable.

A TrivyvrH or Prace.

The award of the international jury
on the North Sea outrage is a triumph
of peace more honorable than one of
war. Britain might presumably have
sunk or shattered the Russian fleet with
a loss of thousands of lives—and that
would not have decided the right of the
case, only the might of the victor, and
would have engendered an undying hate
—and then would have to make a treaty
of peace at a green table when the fight-
ing all was over. By her self-restraint.
her patience. her appeal to the Hague
Trhunal, she has avoided this tragedy,

]

THE FAMOUS ‘‘ BELL TOWER,’

MUKDEN,

THE LOFTY WALLS OF MUKDEN.

and has won a verdiet that for ever
vindicates her integrity. There
was no Japanese torpedo-hoats ;
the Russians had no cause to fire
on the harmless trawlers, and
Russia now  pays  £350,000 in-
demnity. Surely this is a presage
of a better day when reason and
righteonsness shall take the place
of savagery and war,

The action of the United States
Senate in so loading the proposed
reciprocity treaty with Newfound-
land with conditions which make
it absolutely useless, has provoked
very hostile feeling in Britain's
aldest colony.  We hope that the
island, so rich in resources of forest
and fisheries and mines, will find
that its truest interests lie by union
with Canada rather than looking
for any favors from Uncle Sam,
whose attitude in Wl commercial
dealings is well Mustrated in the
aecompanying cartoon.

()u.r venerable ki.sman south of
the line seems to e waking up to
the fact that the attractions of reei-
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nation have been created. Like
the infant Hercules, they will
strangle the serpents that seck
to invade their cradle, and grow
up to bea sturdy Protestant power
moulding, probably, more largely
than any other section of the Do-
minion, the future of Canada.

The cartoon quoted from an
exchange shows our great North-
West, but recently a child, now
grown to such stalwart propor-
tions that he demands autonomy
of a province greater in area than
any in the broad Dominion.

THE Pusric LiBRARY.

A writer in a recent number of
The Outlook presents the merits
of the public library with much
force. Our public schools only
afford the beginning of an edu-
cation. A very small percentage
of our population can get beyond

MUKDEN, AS SEEN FROM THE CITY HALL.

procity have not the fascination for Canada
that he thought it had, that we have learned to
trust to our own resources and to culti-
vate trade with the homeland. A car-
toon in the Montreal Star illustrates this
by showing Uncle Sam as a gardener say-
ing, “Just look at this beautiful speci-
men of Reciprocus Americanus Cana-
densis, my dear. How is yours getting
along ?” But jaunty Miss Canada over
the wall replies, ‘“Oh, mine died long
ago! I .am cultivating a different kind
of plant now,” and she points proudly to
the sturdy growth of British trade. Can-
ada has learned to paddle her own canoe,
and does not need the assistance of her
kinsman across the line.

Tax Sturpy TwiInNs.

What would have been a cause of uni-
versal rejoicing, the birth of two new
provinces to the Dominion, the sturdy
twins of the North-West, has been turned
into an occasion of strife and rancor
and ill-will by the maladroit efforts of the
hierarchy to claim a large share in the
training of these infants as peculiarly its
own. But we must not in this strife of
words forget the significance of the fact :
two commonwealths, large as a European

the public schools. The need of
a supplementary educational sys-
tem is self evident. Our public
schools should be an inspira-
tion to continue study in this wider field
of the public library. Certainly libraries
and laboratories have come to occupy a
position in our colleges that no one
thought of fifty years ago.

‘What is of such importance to our col-

CAN PADDLE HER OWN CANOE.

Unele Sam—*Waal, say, she d n't appear to be
much on the flirt, does she!"—World, Toronto.
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** Doae coa thank 1 big enowsh 1o boss my
own ranch™? - Waorld,

leges must be a boen when brought to our
very doors in the public library. It
doubles the value ol the education a
child receives at school. It opens the
door to the adult whose education has
been neglected in his youth. It substi-
tutes the reading-rcom for the bhar-room.
It provides information for teachers,
ministers, journalists, and others. 1f

THE LATE E. F. CLARKE, M.P.

THE LATE 0. A. HOWLAND, K.C.

the cost were ten times as great, says the
Outlook. it would be money well spent.
We cannot do better than look to the in-
crease and improvem:int of * the people’s
universities.”

It is a curious coincidence that within
a few days two ex-mayors of Toronto,
who had also served in the great coun-
cils of the nation, should pass “ where
beyond these voices there is peace.”
The generous tribute alike of political
Iriends and foes of F. F. Clarke to his
integrity and high character relieve the
antagonisms of political life of some of
their acerbities. Pity that one must
wait till these kind words, which would
have fallen with such comfort on the
living ear. fall only on the dull, cold ear
of death. The generous subscription
for the family of the man, who served his
country better than he served himself,
shows that Canada is not ungrateful to
those who give of their best for her
henefit.

Dr., Withrow's excursion to Emope
now numbers twelve—a small and con-
genial party. There is still opportunity
to join this party, but early application
should be made, For free programme
address Rev. Dr. Withrow, Toronto.



‘“THE ANGEL SAID UNTO THE WOMEN, FEAR NOT YE.”

THE LORD OF DEATH.

BY ZITELLA COCKE.

Within the garden all is still,
As men at arms, in grim arvay,
Fulfil the haughty high priest’s will
Where Joseph laid his Lord away.
But see! the East bursts forth in bloom
And earth responsive throbs beneath—
The soldiers reel, and from tho tomb
Jesus is risen—the Lord of Death!

The Roman guard kept watch below,
Angelic legions watehed above’;
A . divest hate of fiend and foe
Falls vanquished at the feet of Love.
Death, who had all his arrows huvled,
Now flee , a smitten, skulking wraith,
While seraphs shout around the world :
The Lord and Christ is Lord of Death!

Then let us keep the Holy Feast,

Of death of Death, on Easter Day ;
Of love to man and God increased,

Of sin and malice put away.
Aye, let our lives proclaim our creed

As with a sounding clarion’s breath,
And let us rise witn Him indeed,

Who is our Lord, and Lord of Death !

O mourning ones, lift up your heads !

O breaking hearts, awake to <ong !
There is no darkness and no death

If ye but list th’ exultant throng
Whose endless hallelujahs ring.

Hear what the Easter triumph saith, —
Hear Angel and Avchangel sing :

The Lord and Christ is Lord of Death !
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EASTER READINGS.

A ' ouder strike the note of triumph,
> Plisher It the song of jov.

Wwho sweep your harps of raplure
<A1 your noblest powers enyploy;
laise the_glorious. risen, Savior,
Praise Bin, inbfis courts abov,

‘"HE song of the Homeland
never grows wearisome, Ifs
melody sweetens as life
suns  on. Bernard’s ex-
ultant and rapturous hymn
breathes the joy of every
confident believer :
“ For thee, O dear, dear, country,
Mine eyes their vigils keep;
For very love, beholding "
Thy happy name, they weep.
But the gates of this “ Sweet and Blessed
County” were opened to human vision
and hope on REaster morn. After the
stone was rolled away from ihe rock-hewn
sepulchre the disciples first understood
those wondrous words, “I go to prepare
a place for you.” ‘ Where I am ye shal
be also.”

The world has been slow in getting at
the heart of this comfort-bringing prom-
ise. The conspicuousness of the physical
in our lives makes materialism easy and
almost inevitable. The tangible and vis-

8ltill ascribe to Bim the glory,
o’ ‘"\\%V[i‘th ‘

himyqertal love!

ible insist on holding the first place in
our thought. The body is ever asserting
itself in our philosophy of spiritual life
-and of heaven.

For ages the dominant conception of
the resurrection was physical. Even the
most spiritual preachers of the Church
spent effort and argument to prove how
a body scattered to the four winds of
heaven, and perhaps forming the con-
stituent parts of other bodies like itself,
counld ever be summoned back to life and
to identity with its former self.

It seems strange to the luminous spirit-
uality of this later age that great divines
should ever have missed the whole sig-
nificance of that wondrous miracle in
the garden. The resurrection of Jesus
was not for the sake of the oody. It
matters not whether the body is ever
raised. “TFlesh and blood cannot in-
herit the kingdom of God.” The body
that now is is not the body that shall be.
“ 1t is sown a natural body ; it is raised a
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spiritual body.” Xven before the ascen-
sion of Jesus his resurrected body had
about it a wondrous mystery, The mir-
acle of ascension completed the transfor-
mation, and he took humanity back with
Him, in His own person, to the skies in a
glorified and spiritual body.

The return of Christ’s physical being
to life was for the sake of demonstrat-
ing a spiritual reality. It was not in order
to show that a body could again live, but
to show that the spirit was not dead.
The significance of Easter is purely
spiritual. Immortality consists in the life

Methodist Magazine and Review.

according to Scripture and experience, a
dead soul may reside in a living body.
Open eyes <discover this in the won-
drous words of Jesus to the sister of the
buried Lazarus: “I am the resurrection
and the life.” Regeneration is the spirit-
ual counterpart of the physical miracle
of Easter. Like as Christ rose in body,
so in spirit we are to “ walk in newn.ss
of life.” The miracle of Easter is the
miracle of the soul's life. The invincible
Christ rose to make us equally invincible
to death, The world's last and greatest
enemy is Death ; not physical death, but

NASAA

tonns

THE TOMB IN

of the soul. The death of Jesus’ body
in no way interfered with his existence
or personal identity. He spent the three
days in which his body rested in the tomb
in ministry to neédy souls in the spiritual
world, even as he spent his time on earth
in acquainting men with God.

Our bodies hold too large a place in
our thought. Personality is not physi-
cal.  Manhood consists in something
nobler than vitalized dust. FEaster is not
only a demonstration that the soul Jives
after death, but a nobler demonstration
of how it may live hefore death, for,

THE GARDEN.

spiritual. Death, physical, has no sting
but sin. To an emancipated soul it is the
portal to bhlessedness.

There is then no real Easter for man-
kind except as in spirit men are risen
with Christ and experience “the power
of an endless life,” even the life “ which
is hid with Christ in God.”

Our physical resurrection is an inei-
dent, not a primary fact. Its certainty is
assured by the fact of the soul's immor-
tality., Its blessedness is guaranteed
only when, through the risen life, the
“soul is made alive unto God.” This



Easter Readings.

THE RAISING OF

JAIRUS'

DAUGHTER. —James Tissot.

Contrast this vealistic treatmnt with that by Gabriel Max in the famous picture reproduced
on page 143 of the February number of this magazine.

spiritual quickeninz of humanity is the
goal of Christ’s ministry. Life is the por-
tal of heaven. *“ 1 am the resurrection
and the life,” said Jesus. When the
earth shook, and the rocks rent and the
stone of His sepulchre rolled away. Lite
grappled with Death in mortal strite and
for ever conquered.

Easter morning is the symbol of the
soul’s resurrection ; the birthday of the
hope, the natal day of its spiritual life.
From the first moment of its dawning
light sunshine illumined the world’'s sor-
row and music cheered its march to the
tomb. Every conqueror in Christ goes
through life with a song and smile. while
his heart and his hope are anchored in
the skies.—Dwight Mallory Pratt. D.D.,
in The Independent.

Tie NEARNESS 0F CHRIST AND OF
Ovur DEPARTED.

TWe must not think of the Christ simply
in relation to His historical past. but as
the Ever-living One; not as One who was
raised and who ascended to some remote
heaven nineteen hundred years ago, but

as One who appears to us on this Easter
morning just as He appeared to the
women and His disciples on the first
Lord's Day, the day of resurrection. Mar-
garet Sangster voices this thought very
sweetly in these lines:

“The morning springs exultant! Christ is

risen !

No bars for life in death’s swift-shattered
prison.

Lo! the day breaks, the shadows flee away ;

Lo ! Christ is with us, even as we pray.

Lord, come, Lord Jesus,  Heis with us here,

For ever present and for ever dear.”

And she expresses the same raith heau-
tifully with reference to those who have
taded from our vision : who have heen
swallowed up in the light which is too
intense for our mortal gaze. but who,
nevertheless, need not necessarily he
imagined as far removed and entirely dis-
connecied from us. Rather is it natural
and rational to conceive the opposite as
the Letter probability. And Mrs. Saugster
speaks in her poem * To One Gone Home "
in such touching words as these ;
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“ And often it is clear to me
That here and there are not apart,
That somehow God’s whole family
Have scarce the throbbing of one heart
To separate them ; just a breath—
The shadowy, thin, soft veil of death.

“ To you, dear one, whose very tones
Still vibrate in your empty room,
To you, athwart whatever zones
For you are bright with fadeless bloom,
1 send my whole heart’s love to-day,
The day my darling went away.”

Jesus said ‘“ Mary” as if He were re-
suming the thread of a conversation
broken off by His death. The sound
poured like a crystal river of sunlight and
delight through all the murky wastes and
gloomy reaches of her soul’'s dark land-
scape. It is true that not Mary, but only
Jesus, was risen from the dead. But He
alone is enough. His one word to her
means that silence cannot lock for ever
in her rugged cell the mute music of our,
dead. It shall become vocal again. The
sigh for the sound of a voice that is still
is not a hopeless heaving of the breast.
The bitterness of death is past. The last
enemy is destroyed. Mary turned and
said, ‘“Rabboni.” And even when at a
later hour she repeated the word to the
disciples, so much of unspeakable ecstasy
still lived in her tone that they, writing
still later, did not venture tc translate it
into Greek. No other word seemed able
to carry her tone and her joy. There is
no word we know as yet that can carry
the tone and the joy with which by and
by we too shall greet the risen Lord.—
‘Willard H. Robinson, D.D.

This Easter Day my message is the old,
old message you have heara so often, but
it is worth while to hear it again, at least
every Easter. Life is continuous, there is
no break ; the flower is not cut oft by the
sirocco ; the water is not spilied upoa the
ground never to be recovered; the
weaver’s thread is not cut, broker. lost.
No! Death is Christ saying, Conie,
weary one, and I will give you rest;

Methodist Magazine and Review.

death is Christ saying, Come, enslaved
one, I will give you liberty; death is
Christ saying, Come, immigrant, I will
take you out of the land of your bondage ;
death is Christ gaying, Come, lonely and
solitary one, I will take you to your home.
There are children waiting for some of
you; parents waiting for some of you;
friends waiting for some of you ; the hus-
band is there waiting for the wife, and
the wife is there waiting for the husband,
and the pastor is there waiting for many
a friend ; an? when we take the mystic
ship and sail across the unknown sea, it
will not be on a foreign shore that we
shall land, but they that have gone before
will troop out to welcome us and we shall
be as at home.—Lyman Abbott.

The full Easter joy is given to those
who walk daily with the living Christ,
and to them alome. Through all the
Taster music a note of expectation rings.
It is joy in the midst of imperfection, be-
cause it is the experience of a hidden life.
The church was never perfect. BEvery true
heart knows the need of repentance and
the need of a redeemer from indwelling
sin. But we have our portion in a2 risen
and prevailing life. Our great day is yet
to come. The unfolding of the plan of
which we are 2 part cannot be hurried.
We are imperfect because the work is in-
complete, yet the eternal life is ours.—
Congregationalist.

Christ’s resurrection is tlie cause, the
earnest, the guarantee and the emblem of
the rising of all His people. Let them,
therefore, go to their graves as to their
beds, resting their flesh among the clods
as they now do upon their couches.—
Spurgeon .
My risen Lord, I feel Thv strong protection,

I see Thee stand among the graves to-day ;

« T am the Way, the Life, the Resurrection,”
I hear Thee say ;

And all the burdens I have carried sudly

Grow light as blossoms on an April day ;

My cross becomes a staff, I journey gladly
This Easter Day.
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Religious Intelligence.

Hazpos Orr THE PUBLIC SCHOOL.

Seldom has Canada been so stirred to
the very core as by the attempt of the
Dominion Government to force upon the
new provinces of the North-West the
incubus of separate schools. This is all
the more surprising because it is a re-
versal of the policy of conciliation which
Sir Wilfrid Laurier observed in the out-
set of his ministerial career. It gives
evidence of the meddling influence in our
institutions of the Church of Rome. Not
satisfied with the dominance which for
one hundred and fifty years it has had
in the province of Quebec, it covets the
whole broad continent for its own. The
chivalrous generosity of the British se-
cured to a conquered people, not merely
the toleration, but the endowment and
protection, of their language, their re-
ligion, and their laws.

It would have been better for Canada
and better for Quebec if public schools
t.d been established in that province.
There would have been to-day a higher
type of intelligence than we find in
the unlettered French habitant. There
would have been less racial distinction,
not to say antagooism. The rights of
the Protestant minority would have been
better secured without the least wrong to
the Catholic majority. They could both
have all the religious instruction in the
schools they wish, as both Protestants
and Catholics can have in the public
schools of Ontario, where priest aud
presbyter alike may teach catechism or
Bible to his own flock in hours specially
set apart for that purpose.

The Protestant minority in Quebec, in
the rural districts, are practically denied
education for their children, because
there are not enough of them to main-
tain a Protestant separate school. Hence
they have gone by thousands from the
Eastern Tuwnships to the United States,
and whole sections of English-speaking
Protestants, the best blood and brawn
and brain of the community, have been
extruded by the domination of Catholic
schools.

And this baneful system the hierarchy
wishes to saddle for ever upon the new
commonwealths of the great west, to per-
petuate in them the system of clerical
teaching that obtains in French Canada,

in Mexico, in Spain, in every ccuntry
where the Church of Rome has been per-
mitted to cheke intelligence, to stifle in-
quiry, to substitute superstition for
rational piety.

3ir Wilfrid avers that the prevalence
of lawlessness, lynching and divorce in
the United States is the result of their
secular teaching. If that were true, it
is due, as The Northwestern, of Chicago,
has pointed out, to the attitude of Roman
Catholics, united with atheists, to pro-
hibit religious instruction in the public
schools. But crimes of violence, as of the
Mafia, and social immorality, prevail
more in Naples and Sicily, where Rome
has full control, than in any part of the
United States.

The efforts of France and Italy to
throw off the incubus of clerical domina-
tion show what an intolerable yoke it
has become. But that is not the primary
question in the present <ase. The question
is the right of the new commonwealths
springing into life in our great mid-
continent, soon to be filled with millions
of people, to choose for themselves. It
is intolerable that @ papal nuncio, or a
group of bishops, should attempt to dic-
tate what the free settlers on the prairies
shall do for all time. We have had
too much of the grip of the dead hand in
Quebec to wish its repetition on the vir-
gin soil of the great west.

If the Church of Rome were to have
its own way in this regard, it would sow
the seeds of discontent, of racial estrange-
ment which would bring forth bitter
fruit for long generations to come. But
of that there is little fear. The sons of
the prairies, breathing their air of freedom
and enjoying their wide vision, would
make short work of any such intolerable
burden laid »pon them without their con-
sent and against their protest. They
will give the widest religious freedom to
their Catholic fellow-citizens, and those
of every faith, but they will not bow
their necks to a yoke neither they nor
their fathers were able to bear.

That broad-visioned man, John Morley,
expresses his asionishment at the man-
ner in which the United States has a.-
similated the many millions of foreigners
of diverse races and religions, and made
them all patriotic Americans. 1t is the
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public school more than anything else
that has done it. In the foreign settle-
ments of New York the schools rise like
palaces amid the squalor of the surround-
ing slums. They are filled three times
a day., morning, afternoon, and night,
with successive classes of children or
adults—so eager are the people to em-
brace their advantages. 1In one of these
we were informed that forty-nine dif-
ferent dialects and languages were
spoken. Yet English is rapidly super-
seding them all. The bright-eyed Jews
and Ttalians, the more stolid Teuton and
Russ, are winring their way to future
success through the schools.

On the plains of Minnesota and Dakota
the same is true. The schools are the
pride of the people. in which the polyglot
overflow from Europe are trained in
civilization and citizenship. The same
means will produce the same result in
our own new west, if the band of Rome
is prevénted from muddling and marring
and blighting its future, stirring up racial
and religious antagonism. from which the
peonle are now free. .

The intelligent American immigration.
accustomed to the free schools of their
own land. will certainly nov accept the
mediaeval system proposed in the new
provinces. At a time when the develop-~
ment of the country needs all the states-
manship and wnion of heart and mind
and men and means that we can have, it
is a bigoted and suicidal policy to fling
this apple of discord into the midst.
Nothing menaces more the future of our
country, its temporal prosperity. its in-
tellectual freedom. its religious growth,
than this meddling of the Roman Catholic
hierarchy with the free and inalienable
rights of the people.

Fraxees E. Winnaxp Hoxony .

The unveiling of the statue of Frances
E. Willard in Statuary Hall. at the
Capitol, in Washington, was one of the
events in the history of Congress. It is
said that more people have named the
name of Frances Willard than that of
any other woman of her generation, ex-
cept Queen Victoria. Miss Willard is
the first woman inp the history of the
TUnited States to be recognized by Con-
gress as among the great of the nation.
1 is an indication of public sentiment
¢ the temperance question that the first
weman to be placed in Statuary Hall
should be so honored because of her
effarts in behalf of the victims of the
liquor traffic.

The statue itself is of Carrara marble
(See illustration on cover), and repre-
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sents Miss Willard in the art of deliver-
ing an address. The inseription on the
pedestal is from her own tribute to
wonien : ** Ah! it is women who have
given the costliest ‘hostages to fortune.
Out into the battle of life they have sent
their best beloved, with fearful odds
against them. Oh, by dangers they have
dared ;: by the hours of patient watching
aver beds where helpless children lay ; by
the incense of 10.000 prayers wafted from
their gentle lips to heaven, I charge you
to give them power to protect along life's
treacherous highway those whom they
have so loved.”

It is said that rarely. if ever, have
better speeches been made in Congress
than on this occasion. Both houses sus-
pended their labors for the day. An en-
tire gallery was reserved for the delega-
tion from the W. C. T. U". Great crowds
were unable to get through the doors,
and stood waiting for hours in the hope
of gaining admission. Perhaps the most
touching tribute of all was that of the
several hundred children from the public
schools, each of whom, with bowed head,
placed a lily upon the base of the statue.
As was fitting, this statue is by an accom-
plished woman sculptor.

TaE AvTtiok oF Bex Hor.

General Lew Wallace, author of “ Ben
Hur.” who died recently at Crawfords-
ville, Ind.. at the age of seventy-cight
vears, had a life of most varied and in-

GENERAL LEW WALLACE.
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teresting experiences. Governor of New
Mexico, governor of Utah, U.S., minister
to Turkey, major-general in the Civil War,
surely these would have satisfied the
ambitions of most men. Nevertheless, it
is as an author, and more especially as
the author of ** Ben Hur,” that his name
is remembered.

In face of the discussion lately evoked
by Dr. Osler on the comparative useless-
ness of man in later life, it is interest-
ing to note that Mr. Wallace published
his first book, * The Fair God,” at the age
of forty-six. Following this came “ Ben
Hur,” with its enormous sale, reaching
well up to a million copies, and its
translation into many languages. Says
an exchange: ‘ Multitudes ‘have been
greatly helped by it to realize the truths
of the New Testament story, and in thus
honoring the Great Teacher, General Wal-
lace worthily won honor for himself.”

Gen. Wallace was a faithful and con-
sistent member of the Methodist Epis-
copal Church throughout his life.
Almost his last words were : ‘I am ready
to meet my Maker.”

A SILVER ANNIVERSARY.

The Woman’s Home Missionary Society
of the Methodist Episcopal Church recent-
1y celebrated its silver anniversary. Dur-
ing its short life it has expended about
three million dollars, and now holds pro-
perty worth more than one million. At
the time of the anniversary there was
kept before the church the object of rais-
ing $200,000 for the payment of debts in-
curred as the result of the rapid progress
of the work. To-day the Soclety is
conducting forty-seven schools and in-
dustrial homes among the colored peo-
ple; it sustains twenty-four deaconess
homes, and three large national training-
'schools for deaconesses and missionaries.
It manages four city missions and a home
for immigrant girls.

GREAT REVIVALS 1IN SMALL PLACES.

In Redwood Falls, Minn,, a little town
-of 2,000 inhabitants, there were 600 con-
versions during the months of December
and January. Unulon services were held
in a tabernacle built for the occasion.
Over fifty per cent. of the converls were
adult men.

In one village where meetings were be-
ing conducted by some young people. fifty
were converted out of a population of
250. Of the county officials, seven out of
ten were converted to God. Echoes of
Tevival from everywhere should encour-
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age God’s people to bear His banners for-
ward.

The Salvation Army, among its many
operations, conducts a Life Insurance
and a Banking Department. It com-
menced active assurance business in 1894.
For that year its premium income iwas
£420. To indicate its surprising growth
we ‘have but to mention that at the pres-
ent time its premium income amounts to
£3,270 per week, or £170,000 per un-
num. It has found that it can come
in touch with multitudes of people for
their religious welfare through these or-
ganizations whom they canmot reach in
their distinctly evangelistic work.

A GENEROUS SACRIFICE.

The mysterious death, by poison, of
the .late Mrs. Stanford, brings to notice
an interesting page in the history of the
Leland Stanford University. The pro-
perty conveyed by the late Senator’s deed
of gift to the university was valued
at $30,000,000. But soon after his death
an action was brought by the Government
against the estate for $15,000,000. Pend-
ing the action Mrs. Stanford was allowed
$10,000 a month for personal expenses.
She declared that she was familiar with
poverty, that she could live on $100 a
month, and she gave the balance of the
allowance to the University. She was
willing at the same time to sell all her
jewels and to make any personal sacrifice.
Inspired by her spirit, the Faculty of the
University bravely faced the conditions,
cut down running expenses, accepted
greatly diminished salaries, and passed
safely through the crisis.”

REevival EcHoks.

Echoes come to us of the revival that
has followed in the wake of Dr. Dawson’s
meetings in Boston, Says ‘The Qutlook :
“The religious life of the Churches has
Leen profoundly stirred. It is evident
that they are heartily accepting Dr.
Dawson’s leadership in efforts to revive
the primitive enthusiasm of the Apostolic
days.” An interesting spectacle was a
battalion of the Salvation Army head-
ing a column of Boston Congregational-
ists, a thousand strong, with Unitarians,
Episcopalians, Baptists, and Methodists
in company. The object of this mnight
march was to gather into a Gospel meet-
ing the street loafers, saloon tipplers, the
flotsam and jetsam of the city. Fifty of
those thus gathered were convicted of sin.
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“Men of the Covenant.” The Story of
the Scottish Church in the Years of
the Prosecution. By  Alexander
Smellie. M.A.  Author of “In the
Hour of Silence.” London: Andrew
Melrose. Toronto: William Briggs.
Pp. xii-433. Price, $2.65.

No more heroic story was ever told
than that of the brave men who kept fly-
ing through long years of persecution
the bonmnie blue flag of the Scottish
Covenant. In an age of much laxity,
not to say latitudinarianism of opinion,
when depth and strength of conviction
are largely lacking, it is a mental tonic
to read of those brave days of old when
men gripped convictions to their souls for
which they were willing to live and to
die. Like a waft from the heathery hills
comes this tale of fidelity and fortitude.

Mr. Smellie tells the heroic story in the
light of the most recent documents and
data. * Surely we in our time ought to
know,” he says, “ and knowing, to praise
famous men, and women not a whit less
famous than men, who, in Kipling’s
phrase,

“ Put aside To-day
All the joys of their To-day,
And with toil of their To-day,
Beught for us To-morrow.”

The setting of the story is of remark-
able vigor and vivacity. Charles 1., says
our author, was the best of the Stuarts,
yet he lost his life, while Charles II., the
basest of the line, was restored to the
forfeited throne amid the adulations of
millions. “Put not your drust in
princes” is & lesson the Scots have been
slow to learn. They clung to the
Stuarts, both regnant and Pretenders,
with a pathetic fidelity.

The story begins with the chapter,
“ How the King Came Home,"” the restora-
tion of Charles II. Then follows the
long record of royal perfidy. The very
titles of the chapters indicate the insight
into the spirit of the times. ¢ Marquis
and Martyr” tells the heroic story of
Argyll ; ¢ The Short Man Who Could Not
Bow ” is the tale of the valorous James
Guthrie, a true counterpart of Bunyan’'s
“Stand Fast in the Faith”; * Sharper

of that Ilk,” to use Cromwell’s phrase,
portrays the small, paltry, higgling
archbishop, whose name described his
character ; “ A Nonsuch for a Clerk ” por-
trays the noble character of Johnston of
Warriston, “God’s Gift in Danger's
Hour ” ; Ephraim MacBriar, who was
satirized by Scott, is shown to have been
a very Sir Galahad ; *“Blot His Name
Out” is the epitaph of Lauderdale : “ The
Blink ” describes the gleam of light in
this strange history ; and “ Gloom After
Gleam ” describes its extinction.
‘** Spokesmen of Christ” were the field
preachers of the day who, counting not
their lives dear unto them, freely sealed
their testimony with their blood. “A
Temporary ” is one who tries year in and
year out “to carry his dish level.”
“ Claverhouse in a’ His Pride” describes
the character of the best hated man in
Scottish history. The tale of the Kill-
ing Time is one that in its plain telling
surpasses even the romance of Crockett’s
tragic story. “Those Women Who
Labored in the Gospel” records the
faithfulness of those sometimes called the
weaker sex, who suffered even more than
those made of sterner stuff. The long
and tragic story ends with a chapter like
the breath of spring, “ Lo, the Winter is
Pastl!

Some thirty-six illustrations are given,
mostly from quaint old prints of places
and persons memorable in this epic of
Scottish history. Some of the quota-
tions in the quaint spelling of the period
take us back to the very time. TLauder-
dale this describes his visit to the home :
‘“Wher I found them al weal, and was
quikly encompassed with children striv-
ing who should bhe most mead of.
Charles is grouen ane mighty kind child,
and left al his frowardness, and, I think,
squints not mor than he did. T asked
Jhon if he knew me; he said, ‘ Ay, ay.
and clapid my cheek, and kissid both of
them, and asked for his grandfather at
London. Ann is grouen a pleasant and
bewtiful child. My littel dawghter Jean,
when she saw me mak mor, as she
thought, of the rest than hir, said, ‘I am
a bairn, tod)’”

If we are to merge our fortunes with
those of the grand old Presbyterian
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Church, we should be familiar with its
heroic history, especially in this year
when the fourth centenary of John Knox
is being celebrated ; and whether we are
or not, it is well worth knowing for its
own sake.

“ The Land of Riddles.” (Russia of To-
day). By Hugo Ganz. Translated
from the German, and edited by
Herman Rosenthal. New York:
Harper & Bros. Toronto: Wil
liam “ Briggs. Pp. v-330. Price,
$2.00 net.

Nothing could be more opportune at
this time, when every one wants to know
the truth about Russia, than this recent
study—in 1904—by an intelligent tra-
veller, who has had the special oppor-
tunities of studying the problem. Mr.
Hugo Ganz, a well.known writer of
Vienna, had introductions to leading
persons in Russia—publicists, lawyers,
judges, bankers, merchants, professors,
and princes. He went without prejudice,
but records his judgment that Russia re-
mains in a state of semi-barbarism akin
to that of the middle ages. * An empire
of one hundred and thirty million prison-
ers and one million jailers—such is
Russia.” St. Petersburg he regarded
as a colossal prison—brilliant in its
veneer of civilization, but its dungeons
echoing with the groans of many of the
noblest spirits of the empire. There
was luxury in which the gilded youth
squandered in vice the wages of the
starved mujik ; there was misery in-
conceivable. The real Nihilists, he
says, are not the noble young men and
women who stake their lives in effort
to redeem their nation from ignorance
and immorality, but the autocratic
cynics, who ave not held back even from
murder when it is of service to the
system.

The palaces, churches, and art gal-
leries of St. Petersburg are the richest
in Europe, but the condition of the
people is the most deplorable. “We
are maintaining,”’ said a Russian prince.
an army against the nation.” The real
authors of the Kishinef massacres were
Plehve and his underlings, who, in the
name of the Czar, proclaimed the out
lawry of the Jews. It is the omni-
present police who terrorize the Czar by
placing threatening letters in his pockets
and under his pillow. By similar
tactics they almost drove his father
insane.

The Grand Duke Sergius was one of the
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worst Jew-baiters, a man of odious life
and morals, * the curse of the country,”
sald a Russian professor, “ whose inclina-
tion to torture human beings amounted
to a disease.”

A leading banlker declared that the na-
tion was practically bankrupt. It was
paying its debts with new ones, and only
able to obtain loans by paying the bauks
a commission of six per cent. when
Prussia pays about one-half of one per
cent.

The chief Russian paper, Novoe
Vremya, is “branded with the deepest
contempt by the flower of Russian intel-
ligence as a well-poisoner, a worthless
cynic. It has not its equal in
untruthfulness and diabolical business in
the whole world.” It finds no lie too
infamous, no invention too childish to
feed to its readers. It is the leading
paper of the country, openly supported
by the Government, “infamous, but in-
dispensable,” as its patrons say.

The beautiful enthusiasm, the al-
most religious fanaticism that makes
martyrdom bliss, that was being shivered
against the brutality of the Cossacks and
gensdarmes, was for him the most hope-
ful he saw in Russia. The officials and
police, and even judges, are so ill paid
that they live by bribes and corruption
It is, he affirms, a proof of the patience
of the Russian people that assaults on
official criminals are so rare.

The brutal persecutions of the Jews
under Plehve involved unspeakable
misery. A colonel of the Cossacks de-
nounced the BEnglish as “a vile Jew-
nation.” The usurers, who advance
money to the peasants at three hundred
to two thousand per cent., are without
exception Christians, not Jews. ‘‘ Ab-
solutism palliated by corruption” is the
bitter description of police rule.

Eighty per cent. of the political indict-
ments were against Jews, of whom there
are only four per cent. in the empire.

“ Bvery word that he speaks is a lie,”
is the assertion one oftenest heard about
Plehve. “ All Russia hopes he will soon
be annihilated,” a sentence which casts
a lurid light upon his subsequent taking
oft. The present writer knew of his
assassination before any one in America.
The chief of the relay cable station at
Placentia heard the news being repeated
by the relay instrument and told us of
the fact.

Plehve's rule was described as a regime
of hell founded by a devil. * Misery,
despair, inevitable collapse,” was the
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prophecy of a Russian professor. The
students regard the Japanese as unex-
pected allies in their fight against
tyranny. A student in prison emptied
an oil lamp over his body and set fire
to it only in order t~ vrotest against
absolutism.

There is a revolt frow. _.1e Church as
well as from the State. In 1860 there
were thirty millions of often fanati-
cal Nonconformists. Three chapters are
devoted to a visit to Tolstoi, who said:
“ Everything is done to suppress religion.
Our upper classes have completely lost
religious consciousness.” He, too, thought
the only hope of the nation was defeat
by the Japanese. The revelations of this
book seem almost incredible, but several
of the chapters have been published in
the Berlin Nation and the Frankfort
Zeitung, and they cast a lurid light upon
the Russian problem of to-day.

“Only Letters.” By Francis I. Maule.

Philadelphia : Geo. W. Jacobs &
Co. Toronto : William Briggs.
Pp. 325. Price, $1.10, post free.

These are among the most vivacious
letters of travel we have ever read.
They have all the fun of Mark Twain
without his exaggeration, and give a vivid
picture of unfamiliar scenes. Mark is
all right, if you can only tell the fact
from the fiction. Here it is all fact
and no fiction, but brimful of sparkling
humor. Of special interest at this junc-
ture will be the graphic letters from
Finland, St. Petersburg, and Moscow,
which fill many pages, and give a vivid
presentation of out-of-the-way places. We
can bear witness to the photographic
fidelity of the pictures of Egypt, and the
Levant, and the classic memories of the
Italian Peninsula. There is about them
nothing stilted or pedantic, just the
familiar letters home, full of fun and
frolic, of a home-loving tourist abroad.

“The Right Life and How to Live It.”
By Henry A. Stimson. New York:
A. S. Barnes & Co. Toronto: Wil
liam Briggs. Pp. xvii-255. Price,
$1.20 net.

We read much of the strenuous life,
the simple life, the beautiful life, but
most important of all is the right life,
on which all the others are based. Con-
duct and character are all there really
is of life. The author of this book
writes in a breezy, vigorous way on the
facts of life, the individual. the family,
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the nation, the universe, of its laws,
progress, habit, and character, of its
moral equipment, duty, intellectual
powers, the feelings, the domain of con-
science, moral obligation, individual, so-
cial, and religious, and, finally, the rules
of the game, the care of the body, of the
true self, of sport, of the home, the state.
This book is one which we have pleasure
in strongly commending.

“John Knox.” By A. Taylor Innes.
Edinburgh : Oliphant, Anderson &
Ferrier. Toronto: William Briggs.

Pp. 1568. Price, 35¢c.

The four-hundredeth anniversary of the
birth of John Knox makes specially timely
this study of the life of the great Re-
former. The more we read of his char-
acter and achievements the more we
are convinced of the truth of Froude's
assertion that he was the greatest man
of his age, and the greatest man that
Scotland ever produced. The only thing
cheap about this book is its price.

4
“The Changeless Christ, and Other Ser-

mons.” By Rev. Robert Forbes,
D.D. Cincinnati : Jennings &
Graham. Toronto : William Briggs.
Pp. 116.

The Western Book Concern is doing a
good thing by this series of Methodist
Pulpit sermons. Sermonic literature
was once a drug on the market, and much
of it deserved to be, but preaching
adapted to the needs of humanity will
always find hearers and readers. These
chapters distil the very dew of Hermon.
They are instinct with evangelistic feel-
ing and power. They are not only in-
teresting reading, but get a grip upon “he
heart and conscience.

“The World as Intention.” A Contribu-
tion to Teleology. By L. P. Grata-

cap. New York: Eaton & Mains.
Toronto : William Briggs. Pp. ix-
346. Price, $1.25 net.

Reserved for further notice.

“ Introduction to the Study of Christian

Ethics.” By A. Ernest Balch, M.A.
London : Chas, Kelly. Toronto:
William Briggs.
Reserved for further notice.
“ The Eternal Saviour-Judge.” By James
Langton Clarke, M.A. New York:
E. P. Dutton & Co. 353 pasges.

Price, $3.00 net.
Reserved for further notice.



