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BALLAD OF THE TWO MARYS.

BY REV. ARTIHUR

A\\'AKE { it is near the dawning !
1 have heard the cock’s shrill ery,

And the stars their golden graing dissohve
In the cup of the azure sky !

Awake, my sister, and come with me!
From your tear-wet pillow arise

Take spicts to sweeten thechamber of death,
And the couch where our Master lies :

Then come away while the skies ave gray,
And the bird of dawn uptlies.

In vain she idly weepeth
Whoge joys like manna deeay,
And the star of whose hope hath waned and
paled R
In the dawning’s bath of gray.
The purest and dearvest of carth lies dead,
Who God.like spake and wronght ;
The Master hath gone the way that He
said,—
But a woman's love dies not 5
His image we'll cherish till memory perish—
e never can be forgot.

Oh, He was fair of the fairest !
Lhe loveliest soul was He'!

What is the rose that in Shavon blows,
Or the lily upon the lea:

Or what is the sheen of the morning star,
Tn the morning’s fragrant breath,

When He who loved us has gone afar r—
They have done my Lord to death !

The blood of my stain Lamb flows amain,
My hurt Dove quiverceth !

How snowy the walls of yon temple,
Whose flowers the dawn makes gokd
But whiter and fairer that braised sheme
That lieth so lone and cold ;

And sweet is the gavden’s odorous tound,
With its thousand flowers in bloom :

But sweeter His breath, cre He went to His

death,

Who lieth in yonder tomb,

But did He not say that. ere break of day,
He should sunder its frosty gloom ?

O sister, what awful music—
What trembling of sky and ground !
Ziow's Herald.

JOHN LOCKIIART.

"ne

The heavens and the earth mght have
pussed away
In that depth of thund'rous sound.
O sister ! what lustre, surpassing far
The sun’s meridian re ¢
A vision rare ! sits an angel there,
Where the stone is rolled away !
What splendour and grace ! O'er his daz-
wling face
P 2 .
The vivid lightnings play !

And see vou not, dear sistes,
Where his suow-white vobe is spread,
The Roman guard, with their swords and
spears,
Are fallen down as dead ¥
Like & conquering King in his mujesty
He calimly sits to say :
* Ye women who loved Him, approach and
see
Where onee your Master lay.
Lot He is risen, His empty prison
Lies open to the day ™

. . . . . . .

O jox ! art Thou the Master ”
Thou speak’st who came to save !

1 deemed Thee but the keeper of
This garden awd this grave.

¢ Mary !" Thou sayst. . . . Haste, sister,

haste !

The blissful word proclaim !

The tomb He breaks, and thereby makes
The Cross a glorious shawme !

Sueh wondrous love the earth shall prove,
Such power shall heaven acclam !

O Prince of Peace ! my Saviour !
Q glorious Morning S !
The gates of hape to our lost vace
Thy rising shall unbar.
The alien hosts shall press to kiss
Thy flowing vesture's hem,
Whose royal dress is righteousness
And love Thy dindem !
Thy chant we'll raise, ‘mid endless days,
Monarch of Bethlehem !
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IN AND AROUND THE
BY THE

*HE Grand Canyon
of the Colorado in
Arizona is one of
the few great phe-
nomena of nature
that comes up to
its reputation. We
have crossed the
sublimest passes of
the Alps and the Apennines, of the
Balkans and the Lebanons, of the
Cascades and the Rockies; we have
gazed awe-stricken on the wonders
cf the Yosemite and the Yellow-
stone, but never have we witnessed
aught so stupendous, so overwhelm-
ing as the vast chasm worn in count-
less ages through the painted desert
of Arizona by the Colorado River.

The best boolk on the Grand Can-
von is that of George Wharton
James. who for many years has
made it the subject of special study
and exploration. e records his
stirring  adventures and describes
the various trails. The book was in
large part written amid the very
scenes which he describes, which

¢“In and Around the Grand Canyon.”
The Grand Canyon of the Colorado River
in Arizoma. By George Wharton James.
Boston: Little, Brown & Company. To-
ronto:  William Briggs. Pp. xxiv-346.
Price, $3.00.

The Grand Canyon of Arizona is reached
by rail only by way of the Santa Fe route.
No other railway approaches it within hun-
dreds of miles. A Dbranch railway runs
from Williams sixty-seven miles to the rim
of the Canyon.

We are indebted to the courtesy of the
publishers for the use of the admirable half-
tone engravings which accompany this ar-
ticle.—Eb.

VorL. LV. No. 3.

1902.

GRAND CANYONX*

EDITOR.

¢ SHINUMO ALTAR,”

gives it a verisimilitude which it
could not otherwise possess. It is
sumptuously illustrated with one
hundred exquisite half-tone pic-
tures.

The first adequate exploration of
the Colorado Canyon was made by
Major J. W. Powell, of the United
States Army. His exploring party
exhibited the greatest intrepidity in
facing the unknown perils of this
mysterious river, with its tremen-
dous cataracts rushing like a mill-
race between perpendicular walls.
Their boats were overturned, some
of them wrecked, and three of their
party lost.

The series of tremendous chasms
which form the channel of the Col-
orado River in its course through
Northern Arizona reach their cul-
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mination in a chaotic gorge two
hundred and seventeen miles long,
from ninc to thirtcen miles wide,
and, midway, more than six thou-
sand six hundred feet bhelow the
level of the plateau.

“"The singularity of the forma-
tion,” says Mr. James, “is such that
one does not discover the existence
of this vast waterway until he is on
its very brink. Ience the tremen-
dous and startling surprise that
awaits every visitor.  The Canyon
springs upon him with the leap of
a panther,and, suggesting a deserted

Methodist Magazine and Review.

the view amazed us quite as much
as its transcendent beauty.

“We had expected a canyon—
two lines of perpendicular walls
6,000 feet high, with the ribbon of
a river at the bottom, but the reader
may dismiss all his notions of a can-
yon, indeed of any sort of mountain
or gorge scenery with which he is
familiar. 'We looked up and down
from twenty to thirty miles. This
great space is filled with gigantic
architectural constructions, with

amphitheatres, gorges, precipices,
masonry,

walls of fortresses ter-

world, vawns at his feet before he
is aware that he is within miles of
it. It overwhelms him hy its sud-
denness, and renders him speechless
with its grandeur and magnifi-
cence.”

Charles Dudley Warner thus
gives his impressions of this tre-
mendous chasm:

“The scenc is one to strike the
beholder dumb with awe. All that
we could comprehend was a vast
confusion of amphitheatres and
strange architectural forms resplen-
dent with colour. The vastness of

raced up to the level of the eve—
temples, mountain size, all bright
with horizontal lines of colour—
streaks of solid hues a few feet in
width, strecaks a thousand feet m
width, yellows, mingled with white
and gray, orange, dull red, brown.
blue, carmine, green, all blending
in the sunlight into one transcend-
ent suffusion of splendour. Afar off
we saw the river in two places, a
merc thread, as motionless and
smooth as a strip of mirror, only
we knew it was a turbid, boiling
torrent, six thousand feet below us.”




In and Adround

the Grand Canyon.

e v

TEMPLES AND BUTTES TO THE EAST OF THE GRAND SCENIC DIVIDE.

Harrison Gray Otis writes :
“ Suddenly the awful majesty of the
Grand Canyon is revealed to the
startled vision. ‘There lies the
mighty red rift in the earth, the
most stupendous gorge within the
knowledge of man. The mind is
spellbound by the spectacle ; the
voice is silent; the heart is subdued;
the soul turns in profound reverence
to the Almighty, whose handiwork
is here seen on a colossal scale.”
To see visitors burst into tears and
in a tremble of ecstatic fear is a
commeon sight.

It is the theory of geologists that
10,000 feet of strata have been

swept by erosion from the surface
of this entire platform, whose pre-
sent uppermost formation is the
Carboniferous. The climax in this
extraordinary example of erosion is,
of course, the chasm of the Grand
Canvon proper, which, were the
missing strata restored to the adja-
cent plateau, would be 16,000 feet
deep. The layman is apt to stigma-
tize such an assertion as a vagary
of theorists, and until the argument
has been heard it does seem incred-
ible that water should have carved
such a trough in solid rock. It is
casier for the imagination to con-
ceive it as a work of violence, a
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sudden rending of earth’s crust in
some huge volcanic fury; but it ap-
pears to be true that the whole
region was repeatedly lifted and
submerged, both under the occan
and under a fresh-water seca, and
that during the period of the last
upheaval the river cut its gorge.
Existing as the drainage system of
a vast territory, it had the right of
way, and as the plateau deliberately
rose before the pressure of the
internal forces, slowly, as grind the
mills of the gods, through a period

Methodist Mugazine and Review.

pendicular; one can scarce imagine
that a catamount could clamber
down their steep declivity. But as
we venture, a well-worn trail dis-
closes itself, following a narrow
ledge on the face of the cliff and
winding in endless ziz-zags to its
foot. In places this trail is so pre-
cipitous that one must dismount and
scramble down on hands and fect,
the sure-footed mule picking its
way behind. Where the trail makes
a sharp bend at the point of the zig-
zags, it makes one's heart come into

SHIELDS AND PICTOGRAPHS ON WALLS OF HAVASU CANYON.

to be measured by thousands of
centuries, the river kept its bed
worn down to the level of erosion ;
sawed its channel free, as the saw
cuts the log that is thrust against
it. Tributaries, traceable now only
by dry lateral gorges, and the grad-
ual but no less effective process of
weathering, did the rest.

The most striking experience of
a visit to the Grand Canyon is a
descent into its depths. Sure-
footed horses or mules are provided,
and as one approaches the rim the
walls of the abyss seem almost per-

his throat as the animal’s head pro-
jects far over the cliff, and a single
slip would send one down for hun-
dreds of feet.

More awe-inspiring even than the
gulf below are the stupendous cliffs
that rise on either side in vast walls
and bastions that climb into the very
sky. Far down in the valley runs
a trickling stream meanderiug
through what seems to be a growth
of low bushes, but which resolve
themseclves into tall willows, be-
neath which our horses seek shelter
from the heat. After a four-mile
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ride we come to the edge of the
almost perpendicular canyon in
which, 1,200 feet below the cve,
rave and chafe the angry waters
of the Colorado. Mere our porty
partake their frugal lunch, make a
number of kodak pictures, and then
ride wearily back in the afternoon
sun,whose heat is reflected from the
canyon walls like that of a furnace,
In a side canyon *‘ rude representa-
tions of the Great Serpent, various
shields, hands, antelopes, and men
are depicted, all of which are held in
great reverence by the Havasupais

199

this stupendous scenery, from which
we quote as follows: * One man,
an avowed agnostic, as he stood
and gazed upon the vast amphi-
theatre of sixty-five miles’ sweep
which is opened up to the gaze at
Havasupai Point, turned to me and
said ¢ *What a place.  Here is
surcly where the Almighty will
hold the Judgment Day!’”

In few places can the lapse of
untold ages be more vividly real-
ized. The twilight of eld has be-
come darkness when we gaze upon
the Pyramids of Egypt, yet God

SEAL-HEAD ROCK, NEAR MYSTIC SPRING.

Indians.” The disintegration of the
rocks through countless ages has
left some extraordinary columns,
peaks, and grotesque monuments,
of whichwe present a few examples.

Mr. James gives a thrilling ac-
count of a belated trip over the trail
after nightfall with his daughter
and a Chicago lady. One of the
horses fell, stampeding the others,
and they had to grope their way in
the dark for two miles along the
perilous trail.

Our author devotes a chapter to
the religious impressions made by

»

had sculptured the many and won-
drous architectural forms of this
Grand Canyon centuries before
Cheops was born, or the dynasty of
the Shepherd Kings had gone.
Millions of ages have undoubtedly
clapsed since the deep foundations
of the Canyon were laid. “ The
mind reels and whirls and grows
dizzy in a vain attempt to compre-
hend the magnitude of such periods
of time, and when reason can assert
itself it is to feel the truth of the
Hebrew Apostle’s words: ‘ One day
is with the Lord as a thousand
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years, a thousand years as one
day.’ 2]

Who can gaze upon this weird
and wondrous beauty and not feel
that God must love beauty for its
own sake? We feel instinctively
that the Almighty God made this
glorious grandeur centuries of cen-
turies before man cver could see it,
in order that He, personally, might
enjoy its bcauty. Just as the gar-
ments of Aaron the priest were to
be made “for glory and for
beauty,” so do I think this great

—

Methodist Magazine and Review.

where, however, one is never alone?
For there is an abiding sense of the
brooding presence of the Almighty,
all-powerful, all-loving, all-merci-
ful, that soothes and hushes and
quiets the distressed and wounded
soul, so that a normal equilibrium
is gained and strength restored to
return to one’s place, manfully to
fight one’s true battles with the
world, the .lesh, and the devil. To
me this Canyon is the Ioly of
Holies, the Inner Temple, where
each man may be his own High

EASTELRN END OF MOUNT OBSERVATION.

Canyon was made as a revelation
to man that God loves to make
things solely for glory and beauty.
Then its solitude! Ah, who but
those who know and love the soli-
tude that shuts out the fever of life,

the fretful nervousness that contact

with man produces; the rush of
busy streets ; the cold-heartedness,
selfishness, indifference and apathy
to others’ woes that one must see
in great population centres—who
but he can tell the delight of this
gracious, healing, restful solitude,

Priest, open the sacred veil, and
stand face to face with the Divine.
And he who can thus “talk with
God ” may not show it to his fel-
lows, but he knows within himself
the new power, calmness, and
equanimity which he has gained,
ard he returns to life’s struggles
thakful for his glimpses of the
Divite,

And yet what words can tell how
utterly insignificant man must feel
himself to be when he finds himself
in the depths of this Great Gorge,



solitary and alone, and finds not this
Divnic presence! He may beaking lous manifestation
on his throne, a despotic ruler in
his office, a monarch in his store, a
tyrant in his workshop, but here he
is so dwarfed, made so small, if he
have any soul at all, he is humbled

The Birds of the Cross.

THE BIRDS OF THE CROSS.
BY PASTOR FELIX.

While in His agony tho Saviour hung,

Three wandering birds alighted on His cross,

¢ Styrk ham ! Styrk ham !” the foremost cried,

¢ Strengthen our Saviowr in this crushing woe.”
It was the Stork ; and over sinco that hour

of

Of strength aund blessing hath that bicd been named.

Then cried the second, circling in distress,—
“Sval ham! Sval ham! Sral ham!” Yet again
“ Refresh Him! 'Tis owr suffering Saviour dear!
Behold Him dying!” ’Twas the Swallow spake:
And ever since that hour tho sons of men

Look on the Swallow with a loving eye.

The Turtle.dove came fluttering when she saw
Our suffering Lord’s distress, and softly cried :
*“Kyrio! Oh Kyrie! Oh, my dying Lord!”
And dear the Turtle-dove is to our heart.

The Croashill came 2nd made a loud lament,
Twisting his beak to pluck the nails away ;
And well that bird fer ever shall loved.

Then darkly swept, upon ill-omen’d wing,

One crying,—*“ Puen ham ! Puen ham!” harsh and long ;

“Punish and torture Him, who hangs accursed !
That Arch-deceiver bleeding on the tree!™
Then off he flew ; and ever since that hour,

The Lapwing flies, a crying, evil bird,

Low over earth upon a halting wing.

Be comforted, ye sympathetic souls,

Who to the prined your consolation bring,
And to the hurt your healing! Joy to you,
Ye cheerful souls, who scatter wide your cheer
Ye pitying ones, be pitied in your woe ;

Yo loving ones, be loved ;—for ever dear

The generous spirit is to errant man.

But woe to you, bird of the doleful cry !

And woe to you, scornful and saturnine,
Vindictive and ineriminative soul,

Who makest tayself Judge, and criest blame!
For thou art loved by neither God nor Man,
Nor findest mercy where thou hast not shown.

201

and made reverent at this marvel-

superior

power, might, and greatness.

¢ Fow are tho spots w0 deathly still,
So wrapt in decp eternal gloom ;
No sound is heard of sylvan rill,
A voiceless silence scems to fill
The aiv around this rocky tomb.”
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LADY HENRY SOMERSET
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AT DUXHURST.*

BY SARAH A. TOOLEY.

RESTORING

N this age of so-

cial reform people
talk glibly enough
» about placing
™ loftyidealsbefore
the people, but
comparatively
little is said with
- regard to the
. restoration of lost ideals.

The sacred words, “God cre-
ated man in His own im-
- age,” point to a divine germ
' in every human being, how-
ever obscured by sin and
misery, and the true reme-
dial work seeks to suminon
back the Iloftier instincts
which self-indulgence has all
but obliterated. This is the
spirit which pre-eminently
distinguishes Lady Henry Somer-
set’s work for the reclamation
of inebriate women at the Dux-
hurst Village Colony. Those
who have fallen so low through
drink as apparently to have lost
even the maternal instinct, learn

T e T AT

T, s et

* Lady Henry Somerset is one of the most
conspicuous illustrations of the truth that

¢ Kind hearts are more than coronets,
And simple faith than Norman blood.”

One of her ancestors, Lord Somers,
was Chancellor of the Exchequer in the
reign of William III, and - is mainly
instrumental in securing the Protestant
succession.  Her great-grandmother was
maid of honour to Marie Antoinette, her
sister is the Duchess of Bedford, and her
only child the prospective heir to the great
dukedom of Beaufort, descending in a direct
line from the Plantagenets.

Lady Somerset’s principal residence is at
Eastnor Castle, onc of the finest show
places in England, said to be outranked only
by Warwick and Chatsworth. Twenty-five
thousand acres of land belonging to her
surround this grand ancestral home. One
hundred and twenty-five thousand people
live on her property in the city of London,
and she owns the town of Reigate, where

WOMAN’S IDEAL.

again the sweet lessons of mother-
hood as they listen to the prattle of
children in the Bird’s Nest, and
feel baby arms again clinging to
their necks ; while women whose
evil habits had deadened them to
the little pleasures of feminine life,
find in the peaceful cottage homes
of the colony a reawakening of
domestic interest. One cannot
better describe Duxhurst Village
than as a settlement for the restora-
tion of woman’s ideals.

A drive of four miles through
typical English rural scenery—
luxuriant hedgerows, cornfields
and green pastures—leads from
Reigate Priory, the fair ancestral
home of Lady Henry Somerset, to
the industrial village of Duxhurst,
which she founded in 1895 for the
treatment of inebriate women. It
is beautifully situated on a green
plateau amid the Surrey hills. A
stranger is scarcely prepared for
the extreme picturesqueness of
the village ; of course something
“model ” is expected, but some-

she has another beautiful residence, besides
a third in London.

Although confirmed in the Church of
England when a child, she says that her
deepest sympathies are with the White
Ribbon movement, the Methodist Church,
and the Salvation Army.

She holds cvangelistic meetings among
the miners and in the slums of London. To
her home at Eastnor Castle she invites the
poor of the great city one hundred miles
away, entertaining not infrequently in her
beautiful park seven thousand of them at a
time.

She goes a great dealamong her t-nantry,
and if her generosity toward them were re
corded, the help she gives them and their
young peoplo in getting started in life, the
book would be one of golden deeds. *¢ Lady
Henry Somerset is a whole fresh-air mission
in herself,” was the verdict of onc whom she
had helped. The accompanying account
from the Sunday Strand, onc of her latest
philanthropics, will be read with interest.
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how the latter adjective, like the
word “reformatory,” has an un-
pleasant suggestiveness of a bar-
rack-like building, the very mono-
tony and ugliness of which almost
makes one long to he wicked. But
those rustic thatched cottages, re-
posing peacefully in old English
style around a village green, sug-
gest a softening and refining influ-
ence. A woman could scarcely
pass one of those cottages without
wanting to enter and set the kettle
on the firc. Each cottage con-
tains from six to ten inhabitants,
and a Nurse Sister to superintend
the family.

Opposite the Green stands the
village church, a charming little
sanctuary, simple yet artistic,
where each Sunday gathers a
unique congregation composed of
women of every class—irom the
lady of gentle birth to her poorer
sister = each valiantly striving
against the Dbesetting sin. There
are, too, rows of eager-faced chil-
dren, from crowded courts and
alleys, many of whom are listening
to the Gospel message for the first
time. It is pathctic to see the in-
tense earnestness of the worship-
pers, and to hear the singing of a
choir composed of women over
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whom the drink curse until re-
cently held its fatal spell. In the
interior of the church I noticed a
little tablet inscribed with the
words, ‘“ At evening-time it shall
be light.” This was erected, I sub-
sequently learned, to the memory
of a woman who died shortly aftr
leaving Duxhurst, and her story
will give an idea of some of the
desperate cases which yield to the
gentle and ratiunal treatment there
given. “ She came to us,” said
Lady Henry, “ with the reputation
of being one of the most unmanage-
able women in Holloway Gaol.
She had been imprisoned nearly
300 times for drunkenness, but so
far from its effecting the slightest
reformation, the police had given
her up as absolutely incorrigible.
We found, however, that she was
submissive and affectionate when
sober, and determined to try what
Duxhurst would do for her. She
remained a year, and was at the
end of that time quite reformed ;
but past habits and constant im-
prisonment had sown the germs of
a fatal disease, and she died six
months after leaving us. It was
nevertheless cheering to know that
in spite of severe bodily suffering.
she remained sober to the last, and
one feels that to that poor soul the
Light did come at evening time.”

Pursuing my way round the little
colony, I wandered from the
church to the sunlit meadow,
where stands the “ Bird’s Nest,”
the pretty name which Lady Henry
has given to the children’s holiday
home. Throughout the summer
batches of poor children are re-
ceived to enjoy the fresh air and
sunshine, and be taught—for, un-
happily, they have still to learn—
the innocent games of childhood.
And how pretty the children
looked, the girls in their quaint
blue frocks, and the boys in scarlet
blouses and knickerbockers, run-
ning about the meadows, or sitting
in open-mouthed wonder on the
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railings around the cow-shed at
milking-time.  “ Guess I never
knowed where the milk comed
from afore,” said one young arab
as he viewed the operation. “Why
don’t you allus keep us ’ere ? ™ he
continued, as the peacefulness of
the scene awoke his better nature.
“Surc¢ as I go ’ome, I'll be bad
again,” and he heaved a dismal
sigh at what he deemed the inevit-
i{?lc outcome of a return to slum
ife,

Sister Kathleen, the lady in
charge of the children, had many
stories to tell of the wonderment of
first arrivals, many of whom had
never slept in a bed before. “ My !
Jack,” said one boy, as he stretched
his limbs in a clean little cot all
to himself, “ain’t this a bloomin’
beanfeast ? what makes ’em give
us these ’ere beds ?”

“1 suppose they have a rooted
objection to the daily bath,” I
queried.

“There is, sometimes, a little
difficulty at first,” was the Sister’s
reply ; but when once they have
tried it the trouble is to prevail
upon the boys to come out of the
bath. Some are much astonished
at the sight of the water, and one
little girl when she saw it, said :
‘What is this great lot of water, is
it the big sea ?’”

A great point is made at the
Nest of teaching the children pretty
games, such as All Round the
Mulberry Bush, Keeping School,
and Boiling the Kettle, for if left
to themselves they invariably play
at going to fetch father and mother
home at closing time, and everv
tree serves for an imaginary public-
house. A very touching incident
occurred a little time ago which
will serve to show how the minds
of even the tiniest children are full
of the sad scenes witnessed in the
homes of drunken parents.

One afternoon, when Lady
Henry was staying at her cottage
at Duxhurst, Sister Kathleen, who
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arranges the children’s holidays at
the Nest, came to her saying, * Do
come and leok at our baby !” the
name of endearment bestowed on
the youngest inmate. Lady Henry
at once accompanied the Sister,
thinking that something was wrong
with the little one ; but when she
entered the room where the chil-
dren were playing she saw, to her
grief and horror, a sweet little girl
of four years old staggering and
reeling about, as between well-
simulated acts of intoxication she
lisped, “ I’s doing mother drunk ;”
while around her were a group of
other children applauding the all
toy life-like acting. Two of the
women patients who worked at the
Nest were in tears. The child’s
words had spoken more loudly
than any homily on their former
life could possibly have done.

But I must not linger longer at
the Nest, for there are many other
phases of this ideal village life to
be seen ere I reach Lady Henry’s
Cottage, my final destination.
Occupation is the keynote of the
remedial treatment at Duxhurst.
Go where you may about the

colony busy workers are encoun-
tered. Women in cool cotton
diesses and sun-bonnets, weeding
or hoeing the flower borders, and
mowing the lawns ; others gather-
ing fruit and vegetubles for market,
tending the forcing frames, or the
tomatoes in the glass-houses ; and
the faces which smile from under-
neath the bonnets look happy and
peaceful, if a little pathetic, for the
lost ideal of their womanhood is
coming back to them, fanned into
life by the summer breezes, stirred
by the singing of birds and the
humming of bees, and fortified by
the presence of little children.

And so I pass on to take a peep
at the workroom, where in winter
the women find interesting indoor
occupation in weaving fancv linen
and woollen goods, under the su-
perintendence of Miss Wadge, and
also in doing knitting and fancvy
needlework. Some really artistic
work has been done during the
past year, and the patients are
pleased to sell their work to visi-
tors and to execute orders, as it
enables them to do a little towards
thie maintenance of an institution
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which has saved them from an
abyss of misery. A little removed
from ‘the cluster of cosy cottages
is the Hospital, with its comfort-
able cots, which happily are empty.
The health-rate at Duxhurst 1s a
very high one, as testified by the
medical officer, Dr. A. R. Walters.
Far up the road from the village,
standing in charming and perfect
seclusion in its own grounds, is a
House, where patients who pay
higher fees find the comforts of a
refined home.

And now, as the setting sun of
this glorious spring afternoon is
Dathing the picturesque settlement
in its glory, Sister Eleanor, who
Las charge of the entire settlement,
conducts me through the little
white wicket gate and up the old-
fashioned red-tiled patl: to the one-
story rustic thatched cottage which
the founder of this beneficent work
l:as had built for her special use.
TUnder the rustic porch, with its
quaint lantern swinging from the
roof, stands Lady Henry Somerset
herself, in the white cap and nurse’s
dress and apron, the uniform of the
staff, which she wears when stay-
ing at Duxhurst.

“As I can no longer bear the
strain of so much public speaking,”
said Lady Henry, as she welcomed
me to her cosy cottage, “it is a
great pleasure to come here and
do a little towards brighteniug the
lives of the patients.” We passed
into the chief apartment of the cot-
tage, a long, low room, with ceiling
of beamed oak, which extends the
full length of the cottage. Over
the high mantelpiece i1s a repre-
sentation of the crucified Saviour,
an ever-present reminder of the
sacrifice of redeeming love.

As the conversation turned upon
the object of my visit, I expressed
surprise at hearing the inmates of
the colony invariably spoken of as
* patients.” At first, indeed, I
thought that reference was being
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made to those in hospital, until I
found that building empty.

“ But we regard inebriety as a
disease,”was Lady Henry’s explan-
ation, “and we consider that the
women come heré for special treat
ment. It cannot be too often re-
iterated that the penal system :i
sending inebriates to prison is
worse than useless, for it renders
tire offenders hard and callous, and
saps every vestige of self-respect
which may be left. Women have
been sent to prison as many as two
or three hundred times for being
drunk and disorderly, and so far
from being cured have gone from
bad to worse. A woman sent to
prison for ten days or a fortnight
is released just at the time when
the deadly craving is at its height,
and of course falls a victim to the
first temptation. The utter futility
of the penal punishment is evi-
denced daily in the police courts ;
only recently I heard of a poor
woman in Liverpool who had been
convicted three hundred and fifty
times. This kind of treatment is
irrational and unscientific. How-
ever, things are beginning to move
in the right direction, and it is a
matter of deep thankfulness that
an Act has now come into opera-
fion by which criminal habitual
drunkards may be placed in refor-
matories instead of being sent to
prison. We have two cottages at
Duxhurst licensed by the County
Council and kept for police-court
cases, of which we have twenty-
two.”

“Then you have been able to
try yvour treatment on the worst
possible cases, Lady Heury ?”

“Yes, and with a fair amount of
success. These women are most
difficult to deal with, as you can
imagine, much more so than thosc
who come to us voluntarily, or arc¢
placed here by their friends. Per-
haps sufficient time has not vet
elapsed for us to make statement-
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regarding the police-court cases,
but many amendments in the way
of classification will have to be
made before the present Act is
practically useful.”

“Taking the patients generally
into consideration, what proportion
of those received at Duxhurst have
been cured ?”

“ Fully half,” replied Lady
Tenry ; ‘“and this percentage is
obtained after deducting those

found to be insane or otherwise

unfit for treatment, and women.

who did not stay the full twelve
months, which we consider the
least time that a patient should re-
main. The wounds of the soul,
and the damage Cone to the body
by vears of inebriety, take time to
heal, and the weakened will must
he strengthened. But the best tes-
timony to the good of the treat-
ment comes from the patients
themselves ; many who have left
us have oeen instrumental in send-
ing others. A very touching case
of this kind occurred a little time
back. One Sunday morning a
girl who had left Duxhurst for
domestic service came to the
church door during service and
heckoned Sister Eleanor out. ¢ Oh,
Sister,” she said, ‘I have closed up
the house, sent the little boy to
school, and have brought my poor
mistress to you, for if anything can
do her good I know it is Dux-
hurst’ We found the poor woman
outside in a deplorable condition
and took her under our care. The
girl had paid her own and her mis-
iress’s fare, such was her confi-
dence that the treatment would be
beneficial.

“Many cheering letters reach
us,” continued Lady Henry, “ from
those who have been restored, and
all speak of our village with great
affection. As a typical case I may
mention A , who had a good
position in a house of business, but
falling into habits of intemperance
she came at length to the work-

LADY HENRY SOMERSET.

house infirmary. While there she
appealed to us for help, saying that
she had been addicted to drink for
ten years. After one year in the
Home she emigrated to America,
and now writes that she is in an
excellent situation and leading a
happy and contented life. A still
worse case was that of a woman
who had been twenty years a
drunkard ; we telt very anxious
about her future when she left
Duxhurst, but she has remained
faithful to her pledge for more than
two years, which is a good test.”

“Do you find any difficulty,
Lady Henry, in inducing inebriate
women to come to Duxhurst? I
am wondering whether they feel
the prejudice which such people
usually have against anything in
the way of a reformatory institu-
tion ?”

“ There ic no difficulty in getting
patients to come to us,” replied
Lady Henry with a sad smile. “1I
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have been compelled to refuse
3,000 applications in one year. It
is very difficult to make a decision
when possibly in a single week one
gets fifty applications, and there is
only one vacancy; we can but
pray to be guided rightly in the
selection, still it is heart-breaking
to think of the forty-nine poor
women we are unable to receive.”

“This points to a terrible state
of affairs ?”

“Yes, the increase of inebriety
amongst women in Great Britain
is alarming. Ours is the only
country in the world which has a
drunken womanhood. I feel that
what we are able to do here is a
mere drop in the ocean, but if we
reform only seventy or eighty
women in a year it is something to
be thankful for, and we hope that
we are doing a double service by
showing what the State might do
on a larger scale. The keynote of
the treatment 1is loving care,
healthy surroundings, and interest-
ing -occupation.”

“I have heard you say, Lady
Henry, that you do not see why
women should be expected to, work
out their reformation at the wash-
tub ?”

“Yes, and I am more and more
convinced that you cannot reform
these poor women by keeping
them at uninteresting drudgery.
You must take them out of their
ordinary modes of occupation, as
well as away from their usual sur-
roundings. Then I think there is
niore in thought transference than
many people realize. We are be-
ginning to find out that the old
methods of herding criminals to-
gether, or those who have become
slaves to an evil habit, defeats its
own purpose. If you put a colony
of inebriate women at laundry
work only, for example, the result
is a moral contagion, for their
thoughts, as well as their talk, act
and react prejudicially upon each
other ; but when, as at Duxhurst,
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some are gardening, others tend-
mg poultry or bee-keeping, and all
the patients are scattered over the
farm, you prevent the contamina-
tion of word or thought, and the
constant broodiny over their fail-
ings or misfortunes which would
inevitably result if the women were
all working together in a body day
by day. We are sometimes told,”
continued Lady Henry, “ that our
methods are too ideal, and that we
raise the patients to a standard
which they cannot retain when they
leave us ; but I am often cheered
by hearing of the way in which
women who have been at our
colony try to raise the tone of their
own homes when they return to
them. They can no longer endure
fo live in dirt and untidiness, and
they have grown to love flowers
and to take an interest in nature,
and a hundred little things which
lift the mind above sordid stand-
ards. I have been told, to men-
tion one amongst other similar in-
cidents, of a lady who admired
some choice flowers in the window
of a poor woman whom she was
visiting, and on asking how she ob-
tained them, the woman replied :
‘You may think me a bit extrava-
gant, ma’am, but they are the same
what we had at Duxhurst, and 1
like to have something to particu-
larly remind me of my time there.’
It is a simple little thing, but will
serve to show that the raising of
the ideals for these women, during
even the short time that they are
at Duxhurst, has not been in vain,
or rather, as I prefer to think.”
said Lady Henry in conclusion.
“ the restoring of their lost ideals
of womanhood.”

As I retraced my way back
through the peaceful village I
could only wish that its borders
might be increased by the building
of more cottages to receive some
of the 3,000 yearly applicants to
whom “ No > has to be said.
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THE VOYAGE

P HE author of “ The
Light of Asia,”
“The Light of the
World,” and
“Pearls of the
Faith ” has added
a fresh wreath to
¢ his laurels by his latest
poem. The theme is wor-
thy of the poet—the first
circumnavigation of Af-
rica, reported by Herod-
otus as taking place under
Pharaoh Necho (B.C.
610), but to the Father of History
the story seemed incredible. It was
indeed an heroic achievement, and
Sir Edwin Arnold has made it the
theme of an heroic poem. He lends
to those far-off days a vivid human
interest. In his * Foreword” he
dvscribes the suggestion of the
poem as coming from a visit to a
museum of the mummied dead.
Among the relics of the past were
two that challenged attention :

“ Under the glass, at the gallery’s end,
Two gilded coffers our converse suspend,
A dark, sweet, high-bred visage of Egypt
Limned on the cedar : Inside, . . .

“ A comb of coral—the rusted tress
Laid, in a braid of lost loveliness,
On sha gely brow and mouldered temple
Of the stately, holy, and proud Princess ;

“ For the name of that Lady was plain to
view—
Nesta, the Priestess of Amen-Ru—. . .
Asleep, while the slow-footed years crept
through.”

On the other coffer was inscribed
the name of Ethbaal, son of Magon,
with marine symbols.

‘¢ Certes,” I said;
““ Some Man of Pheenicia ! a Mariner, led
By fate, or love, or venture, to Egypt
In the old, old times; and they claimed
him dead.”

¥ “The Voyage of Ithobal.” By Sir Ed-
win Arnold, M. A, F.R.G.S., F.R.A.8. 1I-
lustrations by Arthur Lumley. Toronto:
William Briggs. Pp. 226. Price, $1.25.

14

OF ITHOBAL.*

The narrative in the poem is told
by this ancient sea-king to his sov-
ereign lord, Pharaoh.

¢ Ithobal, Captain of the Sea,
Thus spake how it befell that he
Of Pharaol’s ships did have command
To sail unto the unseen lund.”

We are profoundly impressed
with the vivid description of the
unfamiliar phenomena which this
ancient Columbus was the first to
witness—the strange aspects of na-
ture by sea and land which the vis-
ion of the poet reproduces. All the
more pathetic are these pictures for
that, like the bard of “ Paradise
Lost,” his own vision is sealed and
his vivid descriptions are dictated
in darkness.

The fair Nesta becomes the part-
ner of Ithobal’s life and love, and the
inspiration of his strange voyage.
She is a princess from the far-off
South, exposed as a slave in the
market of Tyre and by Ithobal
rescued at great price. She tells
him stories of the far South-land,
with its wealth of gold and pre-
cious stones, its pearl fisheries and
ivory palaces, its wondrous birds,
“like flowers equipped with wings,”
its serpents that “ did drag a mot-
tled bulk, thick as an ox-girth,
through the crackling brake, full
thirty cubits long.”

Despite the remonstrance of the
ancient mariners of Tyre, who de-
clared the incredibility of such a
tale, Ithobal determines to enter
on the daring quest. He goes

¢ In service of the Pharaoh to build ships
Which shall at. Pharaol’s charge sail the
dark seas
Nether of nethermost and past the bounds
Where boldest oar hath dipped.”

« Ithobal, Magon's son, of Tyre
Hath comfort for his heart’s desire ;
e builds in Eqypt galleys three
To sail unto the Unknown Sea.”

The ships were built at the north-
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ITHOBAL BEFORE KING PHARAOH.

Satisfied, resolute, stained by the Sun,
Telleth to Pharaoh what things he hath done;

ern end of the Red Sea, close to
“ Moosa’s Fountain,” and not far
from the Mount Sinai of the He-
brews. They were named the
Silver Dove, The Ram, The Whale,
and were “ many-lebged like water-
flies,” a graphic description of the
many-oared craft. They were
manned by three hundred and
twenty marincrs and rowers, were
stored with food and wine and oil,
and cloth, and goods and gear, and
beads, and brass and iron blades
for traffic with the native tribes.

In stress of storm the ships were
dragged ashore, and a zareba built
of thorny plants to protect thenr
from attack. ‘The Ram ran upon a
reef, and every effort to drag it off
was vain till Hiram of Tyre, its
captain, cried, “ Drench the hawser
with water.” The wet fibres con-
tracted and dragged the good ship
free.

¢ Ithohul, pushing o'er the main,
Reacheth a shore with stress and pain ;
Strange men and birds and beasts hath secns
And winneth where no man had heen.”
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THE SHIPS.

Then, mighty Pharaoh! thou didst answer e,
** Build me those sln{)s on these my waters here ;

Build at what cost t!

Week after week before the
strong north wind they traversed
tie Red Sea, passing through the
Straits of Babelmandeb, revictual-
ling and procuring water at the
“burnt out fire-mount” of Aden—
to-day one of Britain’s keys of Em-
pire. Hence they boldly launched
out across the broad gulf of Aden,
and for many days were out of
sight of land till the sailors muti-
nied, but they reached the lofty
cliff of Guardafui, the most eastern
point of Africa—

* Noisy with sea-fowl ; birds that swim and
wade,

1ou wilt to make them stout.”

Long-legged and long-beaked birds, storks,
pelicans,
Rose-plumed flamingoes, bitterns, cormo-

rants, ]
Tribes of the web and wing.” . . .

*¢ Where goes my lord ?” the friendly people
asked ;
And I, ““ We go as far as the sun goes:
As far as the sea rolls; as far as stars
Shine still in sky; though they be un-
known stars.” . . .

¢ They softly laughed, and said ‘Who hunts

What the Gods hide hath trouble for his
pab'.l b

But forth they fared upon their
venturous quest, landing from time
to time on unknown shores, saw
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caravans of inland folk and swart
merchants riding strange steeds
“striped as a melon is, all black and
white "~—the zebra. -

¢ Many have gone thy way, and some came

back,

But lean, and grey, and broken ; and they
told

Of savage men, and dreadful suns, and
wastes

Where snake and lizard die o’ the scorch,
and where

The shadow of a man at high noon falls

Between his feet unseen.”

The strange tropic foliage and
flowers and fruits and forest growth
are vividly described.

¢« We saw the butterfligs :—Dby Isis ! lord !
Thou hadst not missed the flag-flower; or
the lote,
Theblood-red granate-bud or palm blossom
Nor all thine Egypt's gardens, viewing

there

What burning brilliance danced on double
wings

From stem to stem, or lighted on the
leaves

Blotting the grey and brown with lovely
blaze

Of crimsons, silver-spotted, summer blues

By gold fringe bordered, and gemmed
ornament

Alight with living lustre. . .

¢ This breath a burning jewel, at the next
With closed vans seeming like the faded
twi
It perched on, or the dry brown mossy
bark. . . .

¢« Birds, small as bees, sucked honey blooms
With long-curved bills ; themselves finer
than flowers,
So painted and so gemmed.” . . .

‘¢ There four-handed folk,
Monkey, and ape, and marmozet, long-
tailed,
Fur-bonneted, black-maned, with mock-
ing cyes
And old men’s faces, chatter and scream.”

The “wise elephant” roams
through the forest, and “the python,
huge and still, drags sleepy coils on
the slow-measured carth.” It is a
very garden of the gods. The an-
telope, pied and spotted,  great
armoured pigs with horny snouts
and long-necked estridges with
flapping wings,” and, strangest of
all, the tall giraffe.

Methodist Magazine and Review.

“ Ithobal sails the Unknown S v
Where divers gestes and merveilles be
He hath a dream on Afric’s strand
The meaniny strange to understand.”

Ever southward they fared month
after month, the familiar stars of
the far north sinking in the east,
and strange new stars week after
week sparkling into sight.

¢ New skies; new constellations: Oh ! a
world,
A heaven, unviewed by any Mage or Secr,
Unnamed by Soothsayers, Astrologers—
Our eyes the first to watch its gleaming
swarnis.
Brightest of all there grew up from the
waves—
A wondrous light, four splendent orbs so
ranged
Asare those four great jewelson thy breast,
O Mighty Pharaoh !
This was the Southern Cross, by
which they steered when the North
Starwent down and helped no more.
In the far South they came upon
the Lady Nesta’s Land, where a
mountain
‘¢ Lifts its long ridge a league-high to the air,

And hath for ever in the burning blue
A crown of snow.”

And yet beyond were vast seas,
from which a broad, strong river
flows
¢ North—north—aye ! north—
Whit,hler none wotteth. O my lord the
King !
Maybe this is the fountain of thy Nile!™

One day, sleeping in a cave,
Prince Ithobal had a vision of a tall
dark queen, laden with jewels,
crowned with gold, but fettered
with chains, the genius of the Dark
Continent. He had, too, a vision of
the far-off future :

“ Years xl-glled, and reigns and generations.
ay !

Thy realm had passed : thy piercing Py
mids

Had melted into bluntness with th- suns

Of sweeping centuries. . . .
‘¢ Then at the last
Strange mariners I saw sail from the

West ;

Their chief of noble bearing, bearded,
fierce,

With galleys four came downward on my
track,
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THE FOREST.

Bold in the sunshine.

There four-handed folk,

)‘Ionkc.\x and ape. and marmoset, long-tailed,
Fur-bonneted, black-maned, with mocking cyes.

And round the dreadful Cape and put to
north,

Where I bad southward rowed and south-
ward sailed.”

These were Vasco da Gama and
his crew. Foreseeing the far future
emancipation of Africa, the seer
continues :

1 see my Land with Sister Continents
Sisterly seated : her dark sons I see
From wars and slave-yokes freed. These

sunlit shores
Happy with traffic, while a thousand ships
Sail on the waves first clove by Ithobal.”

¢ Jthobal, ever sailing South,
Enters at many a river’s mouth ;
Through fair and foul ; *mid joys and woes
Unto the land o gold e goes.”

Down the far coast, past Zanzi-
har and Madagascar and the Zam-
besi, along the lands long after
traversed and missioned by Moffat
and Livingstone, and now resound-
ing with the loud debate of war,
they still fared on. For long, long
centuries the Dark Continent
drowsed on. “’Twas the beasts’
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home: man came a stranger there.”
The descriptions of the crowded
forest life are intensely vivid. The
voyagers made an inland journey to
the famous falls of the Zambesi,
which, after thousands of years,
were rediscovered in our day.

The fair Princess Nesta at last
came to the land from which she
had been stolen, and finds its prince
her long-lost brother. Gold was
for plentifulness as the stones of
the field. It was the famous land
of Ophir.

¢ King Suleiman [Solomon])

Owned ships and men that brought him

gold from Punt

And peacocks out of Ophir, and fine
gems.”

Here Tthobal laded The Whale
with stores of gold and products
of the land, and sent it back to
Pharaoh Necho, lord of Egypt,
while with his other two ships he
pushed on ever farther South.

§3 ¢ Ithobal, rewching the world's end,

w A spaciows harbour doth befriend ;
Southrard no more, but Northward now

[ 30 urneth his storm-tossed vessel's prow.”

The portents of nature frighted
them. The sun came first directly
overhead, then swung to north-
ward. The keels

‘¢ Still ploughed those never-ending fields
Of the wine-coloured main ; still clomb the
slopes
Of glassy waves, to plunge for ever down
Through the sea-lace and spume.”

As the familiar constellations
passed beneath the ocean’s rim and
new and nameless stars flashed into
ken, Ithobal’s heart melted ofttimes
to water. He smote his breast and
cried, “We come too far ;”’ but
the Lady Nesta told him of the
mighty Cape “laved with a wave
that rolls from the World’s End,”
rounding which he might turn
“northward and north and north,
his homeward way.” Off this Cape
of Storms terrific tempests smote
them. They hewed down the
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masts and gear away, and made a
sea-anchor which brake the rough
brine, and kept the ship steadfast
to windward. A strange, flat table-
land rose, a wall of cliff three hun-
dred cubits tall :

¢ Was back-gatoe of tho World ; was where
to turn,—
If the Gods willed—to find & homeward
way
And come alive out of that nether death.”

_They glided into Table Bay, and
“did abide in port of that good
hope
* Where one nught build a stately city,
King !
To keep The keys of all that Nether
World.

Beyond it soars aloft a mountain mass,
Flat at the top like some prodigious roof.™

They refitted their worn barques,
recaulked their seams, refreshed
the weary crews, revictualled the
vessels with meal and honey and
dried meat, the primitive “ mealies”
and “ biltong ” of the future Boers.
After solemn sacrifice they turned
north, with the sun on their left
hand, which mariners had never
known before. At the “ Golden
waters ” of the Orange River stood
a vast lagoon where
<« All feathered folk of Earth did seem to
dwell.
For clouds the sky had fowls. They soared
or swam,
Or waded in the shallows, spearing fish, -
Myriads and myriads: while upon the
plain
Those cattle of the Gods,—the dappled
deer,—
Were all the citizens.”

Strange birds and sea beasts, the
albatross, the penguin, the seal, the
sea-ccw and the whale, “ which
hath no teeth but ridges of bending
bone, making his mouth a sieve”
moved their wonder. A whale
rolled so close to the Silver Dove
as to break short a score of car-
blades.

Still north they sped past the
black cape (Cape Negro), past a
mighty river large as the Nile (the
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THE BATTLE AND DELIVERY.

Qur foemen hear and fly.

First of the host

A vouthful chieftain, clad in pelt of pard, |
Wiose mounture is a striped horse of the wilds
Caparisoned in gold, rides nobly forth.

Congo), where the river-horse
splashed in the reeds and the spotted
dog (the hyena) uttered his devil-
ish laugh, and the lord of beasts
rolled an angry thunder to the skies.
“Thése lions,” said Nesta, “ have
been kings, are kings to-night.”
* The lions know that down this stream will
come
A white man bringing to the darkness
dawn

As doth the morning star; opening the
gates

Which shut wy people in, till good times

hap,

When cattle-bells, and drums, and festal

0 so?gs le, d 1

f peaceful people, dwelling happily.

Shall be tl',he desert’s voico both dny, and
night :

The lions know and roar their hate of it.

Hark ! Ist-a-la-ni! Ist-a-la-ni! cries

The Marsh Hen: knowing what will come
at last ;

And wolves snarl—dreaming of ¢the Stone-
Breaker,’ 7 *

* Native name of Sir H. M. Stanley.
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¢ Ithobal, braving dread and doubt
Hath sailed all Africa about :
The thirty-seventh moon doth bring
The Tyrian crews to Lyypt's King.”

Reaching the Bight of Biafra, in
the Gulf of Guinea, they had to sail
straight toward the setting sun,
and seven hundred leagues before
they turned north again.

.« . ““Hereave a savage folk,
Dahoms and Ashantees, eating men’s flesh ;
Filling the drink-bowls of their gods with
blood ;
Citics of skulls and slaughter.”—

a barbarism destined in our own day
to give place before missionary
enterprise and British conquest.

On the Ivory Coast, the abode of
elephants, the doorposts and the
lintels were of milky tusks, and
tusks did bound the fields. The
most savage beast of all was the
“ Man of the Woods,” a monstrous
ape, the gorilla, radiscovered long
after by Chaillu.

Past the frowning cape, the Lion’s
Head (Sierra Leone), the Cape of
Palms, the huge green and tall
white headlands, Cape Verde and
Cape Blanco, on they fared to where
a huge rock like a couching lion
lay—now known as Gibraltar :

<¢ A huge rock, like a conching lion, set

Over against the cliff. I know ! I know !

Here 1s the Ocean-Gate! Here is the
Strait,

Twice gefore seen, where goes the Middle
Sea

Unto the Setting Sun and the Unknown—

No more unknown. Ithobal's ships have
sailed

Around all Africa. Our task is done !

These :Su'e the Pillars ! this the Midland

ea !
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The road to Tyre is yonder ! Every wave

Is homely. Yonder, sure, Old Nilus pours

Into this sea the Waters of a World,

Whose secret is his own, and thine and
mine, .

“What to us
Any more irked the straining at the oar,
The narrow bed, the hard-worn plank,
the toil
To beach and unbeach ? In our ragged sails
Flapped triumph : in our oar-ports, worn
to gloss
By oar-looms grinding through five thou-
sand leagues,
Shone pride. . . .
And battered, torn and lean, but jubilant,
The Secret of the Unknown Earth made
known.
For this we did rejoice : for this are here.”

Then followed much reward and
rest. The Lady Nesta became
priestess of Amen-ru, and in her
temple chamber sang :

‘¢ And I, happy Nesta, the while
Sit in the sight of Nile,
In the marble temple of Amen-ru:
For I am the priestess, and what I do
With the lands and temple and town
Is done henceforth with mine own.
And Ithobal’s head is on my lap ;
The Gods have given good hap ;
I am herewith my Lover and Lord and King,
And our tale to the sistram I sing ;
There shall nerer be nobler told or shown ;
For now are the Strange Seas known.”

This noble poem is cumulative in
its interest. ‘The bare outline
given above suggests but imper-
fectly its power and epic grandeur.
It is one to read and re-read. The
vividness and fidelity to nature of
its descriptions are marvellous.
The thirty-six half-tones and text
illustrations add greatly to its at-
tractiveness.

ON EASTER DAY.

On Easter Day the risen Lord
Walks through earth’s garden fair and broad,
And calls to every leaf and flower
In tones of sweet commanding power.
Nature obeys the gracious word,
And springs to life with glad accord
Of bloom and song the skies toward,
In full and fresh creative dower,
On Easter Day.

So hears the soul the voice of God,
And takes the Spirit’s shining sword
To pierce the shades of death that lower—
Proclaim the resurrvection hour,
Then we shall own His matchless power,
Find full deliverance in that hour
‘That shall immortal life afford
To those that trusted in their Lord,
On Easter Day.
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"THE IRISH PALATINES.*

BY C. C. JAMES, M.A,
Deputy Minister of Agriculture of Ontario.

I

> HE story that I
A have to tell is of
the common peo-
ple of this Pro-
vince. You are
not likely to find
it in our school
histories. Only in
some of the works
on early Method-
ism will you find
any reference to
it; vet it is of
such importance
that it is worth telling and will
repay earnest inquiry. I am not
sure that even the Methodists of
this country appreciate the debt
cwing to the comparatively small
band of men and women who left
the valley of the Rhine, went to
Treland, thence crossed the sea to
New York City, later moved north
to what is now Washington
County, New York State, and a
century and a quarter ago settled
in the Valley of the St. Lawrence
and around the Bay of Quinte.

A people that experienced at
least four migrations within sev-
enty-five years must present some
interesting features to the student.
This paper is presented as but a
partial and incomplete study of the
question, with the intention of lead-
ing to a more complete investiga-
tion, and with the hope that it may
suggest to some others the study
of other groups of persons who
have contributed to the making of
our Canadian people. The work-
ing out of the history of the
various elements contributing to
the make-up of the composite

* A paper read before the Methodist His-
torical Society, November 2nd, 1901,

Methodist people of Canada, is, I
take it, one of the duties of this
Methodist Historical Society.

The Episcopalians of this Pro-
vince largely trace their origin back
to England, the Roman Catholics
to Ireland, the Presbyterians to
Scotland; but Methodism has come
from many countries and through
various channels. As a rule, when
vou meet an LEpiscopalian, you
look for English ancestry,and when
vou meet a Presbyterian you are
surprised if there be nothing to
remind vou of the Lowlands or the
Highlands of Scotland, or the
Scotch-Irish of Ulster. But when
you meet a Methodist you are
never sure of what nationality you
may find—England, Scotland, Ire-
land, Wales, and the Channel
Islands have all contributed. and
Holland, Germany and France
may be found if only you continue
your backward search far enough.

The Township of Darlington,
situated in the vicinity of Bowman-
ville, is sometimes referred te as
the banner Methodist township of
this Province, as far as members
are concerned. According to the
census of 1801, there were 3,762
Methodists out of a total popula-
tion of 4.757—out of every 100
persons, 78 were Methodists. The
fact that a large number of the
settlers of that township came from
Cornwall and Devon, gives us a
clue to the explanation.  This
settlement is comparativelv new, it
belongs to the last seventv-five
vears, but the Methodism of On-
tario began with the first settlement
of this Province. It started first
in the St. Lawrence townships,
around the Bay of Quinte, and in
the Niagara Peninsula. An exam-
ination of the names of the settlers
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from 1784 to 1800 will suggest a
varied origin, in which German,
French, and Dutch will be found
associated with Xnglish, Scotch,
and Irish, and more careful exam-
ination of many of the supposed
British names will take us back
to countries that are not part of the
British Isles—they were citizens of
Greater Britain.

The subscription list to the first
Methodist Church in Canada, built
in 1792 in Adolphustown, con-
tained twenty-two names. Paul
Huff, who gave the land and
headed the list, was of German
origin, so also were Solomon Huff,
Stophel German, Henry Davis,
and, I think, likely Peter I'rederick;
Andrew Embury was Irish Pala-

tinc.  The brothers Conrad and
Casper Vandusen and Henry
Hover, were Dutch ; John Binin-
ger was of Swiss ancestry ; Wii-
linm and Peter Ruttan were of
Y'rench Huguenot origin ; Joseph
Allison and Arra Ferguson of
Scottish descent, William Xetche-
son of Engiish. The nationality of
Elizabeth Roblin (whose husband
was Welsh), Daniel Steel, William
Green, John Green and Danicl
Dafoe, I cannot at present locate.
In this historic roll John Wesley's
memorable words, ““ The world is
my parish,” finds an interesting
illustration.

‘What had the Palatines to do
with the early grewth of Method-
ism in Ontario? I shali answer
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this question more fully in -the.

latter part of mhy.paper, but just

here allow me to quote from the
Reminiscences of Rev. Henry
Boehm. You may remember that
Father Boehm, who was of Pala-
tine stock, accompanied Bishop
Asbury on his visit to Upper Can-
ada in 1811. They crossed the
river -tear Cornwall. On page
352 he says :

“On Friday the Bishop preached
in Matilda Chapel, in what is
called the .German Settlement ; I
followed him, preaching in Ger-
man.” The Bishop says, “I called
upon Father Dulmage and on
Brother Hicks, a branch of an old
Irish stock of Methodists in New
York” (Hicks is a mistake for
Heck.) They came on to Kings-
ton, and Bishop Asbury put up at
Brother Elias Dulmage’s and
Boehm pushed on. to Adolphus-
town, stopping at Father Miller’s
and Brother John Embury’s.
Heck, Embury, Dulmage, Miller—
these are Irish Palatines whom
we are to meet later on, and the
fact that their homes were the
stopping-places for the Bishop on
his first visit suggests that they
were Methodist centres.

Let us retrace our steps a few
vears and begin at the beginning
of Methodisra in this Province.
The first class was gathered to-
gethe ' in the Township of Augusta,
near Prescott, composed of the
Hecks, Lawrences, and Emnburys ;
Samuel Embury, the son of Philip
Embury, wwas the first leader.
These people were Irish Palatines.

The second class of which we
have record was gathered at the
home of Christian Warner in Stam-
ford Township, near Niagara Falls,
in 17g0. Christian Warner was of
German Palatine origin, from near
Albany. He remained a class-
leader until his death, in 1833.

The third class was organized
20th February, 1761, by Rev. Wm.
Losee at Paul Huff’s in Adolphus-
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town. Paul Huff was of German
Palatine origin from Dutchess
County, N.Y. Andrew Embury,
brother of Philip Embury, lived
near by, and was certainly a mem-
ber. This was the first regularly-
organized class in Upper Canada.

The fourth class was organized by
Losee in Ernestown on the 27th of
February of the same year, and
the Millers, Irisk Palatines, were
a~idve members. The fifth class,
organized by L. .ce, was in Fred-
ericksburg on the 2nd of March,
1701, at the Detlor Homestead.
The Detlors were Irish Palatines.

As for the churches, the order
was as follows : The first at Paul
Huff’s, in Adolphustown ; the
second in ILrnestown (Parrot’s) ;
the third in Stamford (Warner’s).

With the first five Methodist
classes and the first three Method-
ist churches of this Province, there-
fore, we find the Palatines were
actively associated, and in most
cases Irish Palatines took a leading
part.

_Let me now give you the reli-
gilous census of the townships and
towns immediately associated with
these carly Bay of Quinte classes
and churches,

CENSUS OF ONTARIO, 1891.

Total
popula-  Meth-
tion. odists.
Ernestown, - - - 3,597 - 2,620 - 70%
Bath, - - - - - 530 - 227 - 43%
Fredericksburg South, 1,125 - 24 - 557
Fredericksburg North, 1,659 - 1,247 - 75%
Adolphustown, - - 720 - 374 - 52%
Richmond, - - - 2,898 - 2,054 - 70%
Napanee, - - - - 3,433 - 1,994 - 55/
Maryshurg South, - 1,643 - 1,410 - $5%
Marysburg Novth, - 1,430 - 907 - 63%
Sophiasburg, - - - 2,341 - 1,858 - 79%
Hallowell, - - - 3,350 - 2,115 - 635
Picton, - - - - - 3,287 - 1,712 . 52%
Total - - - - 26,043 - 17,142 - 66

South Marysburg, with a Meth-
odist population of 85 per cent. of
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the total, thus stands, I think, at
the head of the Province as the
most Methodistic locality in On-
tario, though North Fredericks-
burg, with 75 per cent., and Ernes-
town and Richmond, with 70 per
cent., are not far behind. What
part the Irish Palatines played in
laying the foundation of Method-
ism In that section will be dealt
with later on.

With this introduction, we are
ready for the story that carries us
back from the modest Methodist
chapels of Upper Canada to the
ruined Castles of the Rhine, and
that suggests an association link-
ing Victoria University with the
old University of Heidelberg.

Who were the Palatines ? The

simplest reply to this question is
that they were the people living in
that part of the valley of the Rhine
of which Heidelberg is the chief
city,and theywere so called because
they were governed by a ruler bear-
ing the title, Count Palatine, or
Elector Falatine. The chief cities
were Heidelberg, Worms, Mann-
heim, Spires, and Philippsburg.
Sometimes the Palatinate refers to
the valley of the Rhine as far north
as Bonn. Again, there were the
Upper or Bavarian Palatinate, and
the lower Palatinate of the Rhine,
or the Pfalz. It is to the Palatin-
ate of the Rhine that we refer in
this study.

If you take a modern map of
Germany and locate the district of
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which Heidelberg is the centre,
you will find that to the north of
it lies Rhenish Prussia, to the south
Switzerland, and to the west
Alsace and Lorraine. Only thirty
years ago we saw the great struggle

for the possession of the border- -

land. The valley of the Rhine has
for centuries been a land of contest;
the armies of French and of Ger-
mans have soaked its rich fields
with their blood, and the ruined
towers and castles that so pictur-
esquely mark the hills tell the
stories of centuries of fierce con-
flict.

The dwellers in the valley of the
Rhine have felt the cruel persecu-
tions of war more bitterly than per-
haps any others of Europe. The
undying desire of the French to
extend their boundaries to the
river, and the determination of the
Germans to hold the rich valley,
have been the main causes of the
struggles of the centuries, struggles
in which Roman Catholicism and
Protestantism have been prominent
factors.

Where shall we begin? If we
told the full story of the terrible
ravages of this valley, we would
have to go further back than our
space will permit. In 1622 occurred
the bloody sack of Heidelberg. In
1635-16;56 the whole country was
laid waste, and famine and pesti-
ience completed the devastation.
In 1649, when one of the treaties
of peace was effected, the rich
country had become a desert, and
the people reduced to beggary.
The exiles crept back and colonists
irom Holland, France, and Switzer-
land joined them, till once more
the desert blossomed and pros-
perity flourished. Again, war in
1674-5 between France and Hol-
land ; it was the terrible era
of Louis XIV,, and Turenne was
sent to devastate the Palatinate.
We are told that at one time seven
cities and nineteen villages were in
flames. We come down ten years,
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and the Revocation of the Edict of
Nantes scattered the Huguenots ;
they fled to England, Switzerland,
Holland, and the German States.
The DPalatinate now received a
large, addition to its population,
and to this date we can trace some
names that we shall meet with
later on—Irish Palatines with
French names.

TFour years later, 1689, William
of Orange and Mary were ac-
knowledged as King and Queen of
England, and the war with France
at once broke out. The Palatinate
was again laid waste. Again the
great struggle, the Grand Alliance,
England, Holland and the Ger-
mans, against the French Louis,
and the Palatinate continued as a
great battle-ground. First thou-
sand French soldiers had been sent
there under the French general,
Montclas. Nearly every town and
city had been laid waste.

In 1692 another sweeping of the
country took place, and this time
the old city of Heidelberg was
seized and 1its famous castle blown
up. The Treaty of Ryswick, in
1697, brought peace but for a short
space, and war again broke out
over the Spanish Succession. Eng-
land was drawn into it. Queen
Anne succeeded to the throne of
England, and the great Marl-
borough carried British arms to
victory. We feel that now we are
being drawn into the history of the
times, for this struggle with France
had crossed the Atlantic, and when
the Treaty of Utrecht was signed
in 1713, Hudson’s Bay and Nova
Scotia passed over into British
possessiun.

It was during this war that the
migration of the Palatines began.
Can you wonder at their leaving ?
They were peaceable, and indus-
trious, but there was no peace or
prosperity for them in the valley of
the Rhine. It was their beloved
Fatherland, but they felt they must
seek a new home elsewhere.
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Some of them had made their
way down the Rhine and found
sympathy and shelter in Holland,
others had crossed the channel and
found a welcome in England,
while a few, more venturesome,
had even crossed the Atlantic, and
sent back an urgent message to
their friends and relatives to come
to America as the land of promise.
Added to these favourable reports
of their brethren were the printed
appeals of land agents. What was
the effect? Up and down the
valley began the preparations for
migration. Rude carts were loaded
with a few necessities for a long
overland trip, and boats, huge
barges, were hastily built and piled
high with boxes and bales. The
streams of exiles began to move
northward till tL: road winding
over the mountain and down
throangh the valley became one
unceasing caravan of pilgrims.
Little did they know that the pil-
grimage of their people would not
cease till they had crossed the
mountains and streams of New
York and Ohio, and till some of
them had struggled through the
wilds of the Adirondacks and nor-
thern New York, and toiled up the
St. Lawrence to the stringe but
beautiful shores of the Bay of
Quinte.

As some of them floated down
the Rhine and watched hill-top
after hill-top pass out of view, and
felt themselves carried along by an
irresistible current, they knew not
whither, do you think they were
able to sing songs of rejoicing 2
They were a mixed company—
Germans, Lutheran and Reformed;
Mennonites, exiled from Switzer-
land because they would not bear
arms, and Huguenots driven from
France Dbecause they would not
recant. I have no doubt that in
their German Bibles they were able
to find some Psalms that were full
of consolation and of promise, and
perhaps “ Ein feste Burg ist Unser

Gott” may have been caught up
from one boat to another as they
gradually passed out of the land of
their birth bound for a foreign
country, where their beloved Deut-
sche Sprache was not understood.

We are referring to the year
1709. The passage down the
Rhine brought them into Holland,
and the good people of Rotterdam,
acting on the invitation sent over
by Queen Anne, hurried them on
board sailing vessels, and with a
parting blessing, sent them on to-
wards ILondon. From May to
October the stream of immigrants
continued, and by the fall thirteen
thousand had arrived—old, middle-
aged, and young—cast like ship-
wrecked people upon the English
shore, and dependent upon the
charity of the Queen and city.
Great storehouses were opened,
one thousand army tents were set
up on the Surrey side of London
and some rough buildings were
hurriedly put together.  The
Queen made an allowance of nine
pence each per day for food. When
you remember that this was two
centuries ago, you will understand
that the charity of London and of
Englishmen is not confined to the
present day.

We have thus hurriedly sketched
the first migration and its causes.
If you would know more of i, I
would refer you to two recent
works, entitled, “ The Story of the
Palatines,” by S. H. Cobb (G. P.
Putnam’s Sons, 1897), and “Ger-
man and Swiss Settlements of
Pennsylvania,” by Oscar Kuhns
(Henry Holt & Co., 1901).

We have been speaking of the
woes and adversities of the Pala-
tines in the valley of the Rhine.
We have them now in London,
dependent upon the charity of the
English people. What of Ireland ?
The Green Isle had in early years
played a most important part in
spreading  civilization.  Leckic
says :
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“That civilization enabled Ireland to
bear a great and noble part in the con-
version of Europe to Christianity. It
made it, in one of the darkest periods of
the Dark Ages, a refuge of learning and
of piety. IEngland owed a great part of
her Christiamty to Irish monks who
laboured among her people before the
arrival of Augustine, and Scotland, ac-
cording to the best authorities, owed her
name, her language and a large portion
of her inhabitants, to the lung succession
of Trish immigrations and conquests be-
tween the close of the fifth and ninth
centuries, but at home the elements of
disunion were powerful, and they were
greatly aggravated by the Danish in-
vasions.” ¥

We have not time to follow down

*Ireland in the 18th centwry, Leckie,
Vol. I. Chap. 1.

the history of this island. The name
of Cromwell, we are told, is still
dreaded. The Huguenots began
their flight from France in 1685,
and four years later William and
Mary were proclaimed King and
Queen of England. In 1691 Lim-
erick surrendered, the last strong-
hold of the Stuarts. By 1700 the
subjugation of the island was com-
plete, and then began the attempt
at enforcing laws against the Cath-
olics, the rigour of which seems
incomprehensible at the present
day. Those were the days when
“might made right” Let me
again quote from Leckie, a reading
of whose history makes one grate-
ful for being of the twentieth cen-
tury, and not of the eighteenth.
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“In order to judge the penal laws
against the Catholics with equity, it is
necessary to remember that in the be-
ginning of the eighteenth century restric-
tive laws against Protestantism in Cath-
olic countries and against Catholicism in
Protestant ones almost universally pre-
vailed. The laws against Irish Catholics,
though much more multifarious and
elaborate, were on the whole in their
leading features less stringent than those
against Catholics in England, They were
largely modelled after the French legis-
lation against the Huguenots, but perse-
cution in Ireland never approached in
severity that of Louis XIV. and it was ab-
solutely insignificant compared with that
which extirpated Protestantism and
Judaism from Spain. The code, how-
ever, was not mainly the product of re-
ligious feeling, but of policy, and in this
respect, as we shall hereafter see, it has
been defended in its broad outlines,
though not in all its details, by some of
the most eminent Irishmen in the latter
port of the eighteenth century.”

The Irish Parliament, by the
English Act of 1692, was restricted
to Protestants. Every judge, every
magistrate, every lawyer, every
school-teacher, must be a Pro-
testant ; but the restrictions
placed on trade absolutely pro-
hibiting the export of the products
of Irish farmers and artisans,
shows that the selfishness on the
part of the English legislators
played as important a part as reli-
gious intolerance in the grinding
of the Irish people. Their condi-
tion became lamentable, and emi-
gration took place on a scale
scarcely equalled since. The result
was that the agricultural condition
of the island sunk to a low level,
and the landed proprietors were in
many cases in sore need of tenants.
Huguenots from France were wel-
comed at Dublin, Waterford, and
other places, and the linen and silk
industries were thereby greatly
assisted. Among the members of
the Irish Parliament in the year
1709 was one Sir Thomas South-
well, Bart., of Court Mattress, in
- the County of Limerick. The
suggestion came to him that,
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among those exiled Palatines in
London he might find tenants for
his farms. Other landed proprie-
tors joined him, and an invitation
was extended, which was accepted
by about eight hundred families,
who were settled principally in the
Counties of Limerick, Kerry, and
Tipperary.

As to their second migration, I
find this reference by Rev. Matthew
Henry,* who was then living at
Chester : “ When many of the poor
Palatines,driven from their country
by persecution, visited Chester in
the year 1709, to the discontent of
the High Church party, though
only going to Ireland, I lent them
my stable to sleep in.”

In three weeks 3,140 arrived in
Chester. The women, children,
and goods, travelled in one hun-
dred and nine waggons, for which,
Mr. Henry was informed by the
Mayor, the Queen paid carriage,
besides two shillings per week sub-
sistence for each head. .

The Irish Parliament voted
money to assist the immigrants.
Plots of land were assigned to
each at a moderate rental,
houses were built; they were
assisted in the purchase of stock,
and forty shillings a year was
granted to each family for seven
vears. Let us again hear from
Leckie, who had no prejudices in
their favour, but who thinks that
if the native Irish had been assisted
to the same extent they would
have done as well, if not better.

“ The Germans continued for about
three-quarters of a century to preserve
their distinct identity and customs, and
even appointed a burgomaster to settle
their disputes ; they usually adhered to
some Nonconformist type of Protes-
tantism, but lived on good terms, and
often intermarried with their Catholic
neighbours, were peaceful and inoftensive
in their habits, and without exercising
any wide or general influence upon Irish
life, were honourably distinguished from

* Commentary, pp. 88-89.
+The Historic Note-Book, Brewer, p. 658.
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the population around them by their far
higher standards of sobriety, industry
and comfort. As agriculturists they were
greatly superior to the natives; they in-
troduced a wheel-plough and a new kind of
cart, and appear to have practised drill
husbandry earlier than any other class
in Ireland. They were not, however,
generally imitated. A great part of their
superiority seems to have been due to
the very exceptional advantages they en-
joyed, and when in the course of time
their leuses fell in and they passed into
the condition of the ordinary Irish ten-
ants, the colony rapidly disappeared.”

This last statement needs modifi-
cation. I visited the Palatine col-
ony in County Limerick this past
summer, and it certainly has not
disappeared, although emigration
to America has taken place on no
small scale.

The following list of Irish Pala-
tine families is taken from a very
interesting work by Rev. William
Crook, entitled “Ireland and the
Centenary of American Meth-

odism " (1866):
Baker, Barhman, Barrabier, Benner,
Bethel, Bowen, Bowman, Bovinizer,

Brethower, Cole, Coach, Corneil, Crons-
berry, Dobe, Dulmage, Embury, Fizzle,
Glozier, Grunse, Guier, Heck, Hoffman,
Hifle, Heavener, Lawrence, Lowes,
Ledwich, Long, Miller, Mich, Modler,
Neizer, Piper, Rhineheart, Rose, Roden-
bucher, Ruckle (or Ruttle), Switzer,
Sparling, Stack, St. John, St. Ledger,
Strangle, Sleeper, Shoemaker, Shier,
Smeltzer, Shoultace, Shanewise, Tesley
(or Teskey), Tettler (or Detlor), Urshel-
Urshelbaugh, Williams, Young.

For nearly two hundred years
these Palatines in Ireland have
maintained their identity, and to-
day present an interesting study to
the traveller. They are not likely
to be seen by the ordinary tourist,
for they are located out of the usual
route of travel. They have not
escaped observation, however.
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Arthur Young, in his Tour in
Ireland, 1779, made some interest-
ing comments on them, and Farrar,
in his History of Limerick, 1786,
makes these remarks :

**The Palatines preserve their language,
but it is declining ; they sleep between
two beds; they apooint a burgomaster
to whom they appeal in all disputes.
Their mode of husbandry and crops are
better than those of their neighbours,
The Paiatines have benefited the country
by increasing tillage, and are a laborious,
independent people, who are mostly em-
ployed on-their own small farms,”

I could quote others, but space
forbids making more than one
more extract of receut date. Itis
from the “ Survey of Ireland,” by
Dr. R. T. Mitchell, Inspector of
Registration in Ireland.

‘ Differing originally in language
(though even the oldest of the present
generation know nothing of the German
tongue, spoken or written), as well as in
race and religion, from the natives among
whom they were planted, these Palatines
still cling together like the members of a
clan, and worship together. Most of
them have a distinctly foreign type of
features, and are strongly built, swarthy
in complexion, dark-haired and brown-
eyed. The comfortable houses built in
1709 are in ruias now. I traced, with
Jacob Switzer’s aid the original ¢ Square’
of Court Matrix in the ruined walls still
standing. T alsotraced in the very centre
of this square the foundations of the
little 1eeting-house in which John
Wesley occasionally preached to them in
the interval, 1750-1765. Modern houses
stand there now, but not closely grouped
together. They are ali -~omfortable in
appearance, some thatched, some slated,
some of one story, othersof two. Nearly
all have a neat little flower-garden in the
front, and very many have an orchard
beside, or immediately behind, the house.
There is all the appearance of thrift and
industry among them.”

Resort, to sermons, but to prayers most:
Praying’s the end of preaching.

— Herbert.
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OF MISSION LIFE

IN THE GREAT WEST.*

BY THE REV. JAMES COOKE SEYMOUR.

:HE Methodist circuit-
% rider of pioneer fame,
has a pretty secure
place in the history
of Christian civiliza-
tion on this North-
American  continent.
He will never get
more  appreciation,
than he deserves, and
if he gets as much it will be a large
share indeed. )

But there have been circuit-
riders who were not Methodists,
and their noble work, if better
known, might excite a very high
admiration, too. Dr. Brady’s re-
cent bhook., “Recollections of a
Missionary in the Great West,” is
a striking illustration of the fact
that the Protestant Ipiscopal
Church of the United States can
show a record of some heroic mis-
sionary work it would be hard
indeed to excel. The genial and
large-souled Archdeacon has given
us a book delightfully free from
all conventionality, chronological
order, or almost any other sort of
order, as sprightly and full of fun
as any boy could wish, often tender
and touching, suggestive enough
for a philosopher, and stirring
enough to arouse the carnest
Christian to much greater self-
sacrifice for the Master.

He began life as a cadet mid-
shipman in the United States navy,
next became a railroad official, and
last of all turned his attention to
the Christian ministry, as he be-
lieved in answer to the prayers of

*+¢ Recollections of a Missionary in the
Great West,” by the Rev, Cyrus Townsend
Brady. New York: Charles Scribner &
Sons. Toronto: William Briggs.

some devoted friends, who were
the instruments of leading him to
Christ.  His first position as a
clergyman was as assistant to the
Dean of a cathedral out West.
His first and only duty for some
time was in attending funerals.
He had thirteen in fifteen days.
The cathedral had a large staff of
honorary clergy on the roll, who
were all busy with other duties.
“As I was usually the only one
visibly present, the other clergy-
men dropped into the habit of
referring to me as the ‘cathedral
clergy,” in such phrases as this, ¢ We
saw the cathedral clergy this morn-
ing. He was looking well.””
We cannot do better than let the
genial writer tell his own stories :
The Dean encouraged him to
attempt extempore preaching, “ So
I resolved to try it—unworthy
thought—upon the coloured breth-
ren. The subject T selected was
‘ Belshazzar” T prepared the ser-
mon with the greatest care. As I
stepped to the front of the chancel
on that hot August night, who
should come into the chapel but
the chief examiner of the diocese—
a man whom we all feared for his -
rigid severity. He came solemnly
in, sat down in a front pew, folded
kis arms, and fixed his eye upon
me. There was a long, dreadful
pause. Finally I opened my mouth
desperately and swallowed a gnat!
Then I recovered my composure—
no, I never did recover my com-
posure—but when I stopped cough-
ing, abandoning the gnat to his
fate, I had no sermon. I told the
congregation so, and said I would
tell them my experience in the
Johnstown flood instead. The
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‘cathedral clergy’ felt very small
indeed that night.

“Among the duties devolved
upon me at the cathedral was that
of daily visiting a hospital near by.
In the eye and ear department there
was a little old woman—wife of
onc of those hard-working, heroic
Methodists who helped to build up
the kingdom of God on the dis-
tant frontier. She had been blind
a dozen years. An eminent oculist
llad determined that a cure was
possible, and had made the attempt.
One day when I entered she looked
al me—actually looked at me—
‘Oh,’ said she, ‘it is a success—I
can see, I can see! I am so grate-
ful to God. I am glad you are
come. We will thank Him to-
gether—first I and then you” And
so we knelt down in that little room
in the hospital. I have heard and
read many prayers, but not like
that one. It was a most humble
young man who knelt by her side,
and when she had finished her own
fervent outpouring of gratitude,
he joined his own feeble words to
hers,

“Then there was a little silence
in the room. It was broken by the
sound of a great tearing sob like
that which comes from the breast
of a strong man unused to weeping.
We looked up from our knees, and
there in the doorway, with his arms
extended in that hopeless, helpless
gesture peculiar to the newly blind,
was a splendid, stalwart-looking
man, tears running down his
cheeks. ‘Oh, sir,” he said, with a
quivering voice, ‘you’ve thanked
God for having given that woman
back her sight ; won’t you pray to
Him for me, for He has for ever
taken mine?’ My poor friend
learned after a while that there is
a country where the eyes of the
blind are opened.

“One Sunday I was asked to
conduct a funeral for a dead gypsy
babe. When I reached the encamp-
ment of the swarthy nomads, I was

astonished to find it the centre of
perhaps five hundred people. An
enterprising reporter had made up
a story about the little dead gypsy,
which had appeared in the morning
paper, with this result. It was a
very jocular and lively crowd of
men and women, the latter being
from the worst quarters of the city.
The gypsies were gathered in their
waggons and tents, sullenly con-
fronting the crowd. I stepped to
the side of the coffin, faced the
crowd nervously, asked them to be
silent, and began the service. At
the usual time, I made the cus-
tomary announcement that the
remainder of the office would be
said at the grave side.

“ As I turned, one of the women
stopped me with the statement that
they had several babies to be bap-
tized. I had made no preparation
for baptism, but I decided on my
course at once. They brought me
an old chair, without a back, and
I placed upon it, bottom upward,
a horse bucket. On the bucket
was placed an old tin pan, filled
with turbid water from the river,
I asked if some one would not read
the responses for them, and finally,
after much hesitation, one of the
hackmen and a woman of the town
volunteered.  The poor creature
came forward blushing painfully
under her paint, and took her place
beside the hackman. When the
first baby was brought to me, and
I asked the name, the father said,
‘Major. ‘Major what ?’ ‘Just
Major,” he replied. When the
ceremony was over, the mother of
Major said she had not been
‘churched,” and would I mind
doing it. With the assistance of
the poor woman who had read the
responses in the baptism, and who
:ow stood by her humble gypsy
sister, with her arm around her
waist and with her eyes filled with
tears, we finished that service also.

“Is there anything more?’ I
asked. ‘Yes,’ said the mother of
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the dead baby, coming forward with
the little body lifted from the coffin
in her arms, ‘won’t you baptize
this one ?’ I gently told her that
I could not baptize the dead—that
it was neither necessary nor right.
But she would not be convinced.
She begged and implored, and at
last fell on her knees before me,
and held up in front of me the still,
white little bundle, and agoniz-
ingly besought me in the terrified
accents of guilt and despair to do
it. I explained to her as well as 1
could that the baby was all right,
and even though she had failed to
do her duty God would certainly
accept her evident contrition. I
spoke to the crowd out of a full
heart. God helped me. And, as
we knelt in prayer, the crowd
bowed their heads reverently, and
many joined in the prayer, ‘ Our
Father who art in heaven.’

“ After the service at the ceme-
tery the chief of the gypsy tribe put
into my hand a handful of money.
I refused to take it. He pressed it
upon me with the remark that I
could use it for some woman in
trouble. That night I had a visi-
tor. It was the wretched woman
who had read the responses. That
act had recalled to her the sense of
her lost innocence, and she had
resolved by God’s help to begin
again. It was a true baptism—a
regeneration indeed. The gypsy’s
money started her upon a new way,
which she pursued unswervingly
as long as I knew her.”

Archdeacon Brady’s offer for
pioneer missionary work in the
farther West was gladly accepted.
As a sample of his labours he tells
us: “In three years, by actual
count, I travelled over ninety-one
thousand miles by railroad, wag-
gon, and on horseback, preaching
or delivering addresses upwards of
eleven hundred times, besides writ-
ing letters, papers, making calls,
marrying, baptizing, and doing all

Methodist Magazine and Review.

the other work of an itinerant mis-
sionary.

“‘That reminds me of the ques-
tion, so often asked, What is an
Archdeacon? He is a man who
helps the bishop do just the sort of
things I have described. Most peo-
ple are familiar with the answer of
the English Bishop, who was asked
by Parliament to define the duties
and work of an archdeacon, where-
upon he sapiently replied that the
principal work of an archdeacon
was to perform archidiaconal func-
tions. A iriend of mine put it this
way : ‘Considering a deacon as a
minister or server, an archdeacon
bears the same relation to a deacon,
as an archfiend does to a fiend—
he is the same thing, only more
so! rn

About the broncho-pony he tells
us : “ T never shall forget the first
time that I ever threw my leg
across the back of one of those
animals. He bucked just one
buck. I did not stay with him
niore than a second, but ihe im-
pression he made in that second
was a lasting one. T can feel it
yet. He can go, aud go like the
wind, and go all day, and live on
one blade of grass and one drop of
dew, and keep awake all night—
and keep vou awake, too. He is
an ugly, 1ll-tempered, vicious, cross-
grained, undersized, flea-bitten,
abandoned little beast, and gives
the missionary abundant oppor-
tunity to practise the sublime
virtue of self-restraint. As a hor-
rible example of total depravity he
beats anything that I know of.
He is apt to do anything except a
good thing any moment. When
he appears most serenely uncon-
scious, look out for him, for that is
the hour in which he meditates
some diabolical action. Moral
suasion is entirely los¢ on these
horses, yet you could not help
liking them—they are so mean
that they are actually charming!
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And for missionary journeyings
the broncho is the best possible
horse after all.”

Then as to the cowboy the Arch-
deacon says : “I am very fond of
the genuine cowboy. I’ve ridden
and hunted with him, eaten and
laughed with him, camped and
slept with him, wrestled and prayed
with him, and T always found him
a rather good sort of a fellow,
fair, honourable, generous, kindly,
loyal to his friends, his own
worst enemy. ‘The impression
he makes on civilization when
he rides through a town in a
drunken revel, shooting miscel-
laneously at everything, is deserv-
edly a bad one, I grant, but you
should see him on a prairie in a
‘round-up,’ or before a ‘ stampede.’
There he is a man and a hero.”

“The churches in the West
suffer greatly from: cyclones. Dur-
ing the four years in which I was
connected with one diocese, as its
archdeacon, we lost one church
cvery year from that cause. Of
all the manifestations of power
that I ever witnessed—and I hap-
pen to have seen almost everything
from an earthquake down, except
a volcano in eruption, a cyclone or
tornado is the most appalling. The
midnight blackness of the funnel,
the lightning darting from it
in inconceivable fierceness, the
strange crackling sound whicly
permeates it, the suddenness of its
irresistible attack, its incredibly
swift motion, its wild leaping and
bounding like a gigantic, ravening
beast of prey, the destruction of its
progress, the awful roar which
follows it, the human lives taken
in the twinkling of an eye, the
wreck of property and fortune in
its trail—may God deliver us from
that mighty besom of wrath and
destruction ! ”

“One Sunday I was called upon,

to preach a memorial sermon for a
young woman who had been killed
in one of these cyclones. She was

a school-mistress, and was  board-
ing around’ With something like
a dozen people she was caught in
a large house which stood on the*
edge of a high bluff by a tremen-
dous cyclone. Every inmate of it
except one was killed immediately
or died within an hour or so. The
one who survived, though badly
injured, said that the family were at
supper when the storm struck the
house, and the little school-mistress
happened to sit next the baby at
the table in its high-chair. The
awful force of the wind had torn
from her person everything she had
on, except one shoe. Her hair
was actually whipped to rags. She
had been driven through several
barbed-wire fences, and every bone
in her body was broken. In her
arms, however, and clasped tightly
to her breast, was the dead body of
that little infant. Woman-like she
had seized the child when she felt
the shock of the storm, and not
even the tornado itself had been
able to tear the baby from her arms.
It was a splendid example of that
altruistic instinct ~{ womanhood,
upon which religion and society
depend. Dead on the field of
honour, little mistr:ss of a larger
school !  All the other churches
closed their doors on this occasion
and united with us in doing honour
to this heroic girl.”

“We often moved church build-
ings over the country, following
the people, after ‘busted boorps
had forced them into other locali-
ties. When I stayed longer than
an hour or two in any place I
always told the people to have as
many services as they liked—that
I would conduct them and preach
at all of them. As many of them
only had services when I would
come to them, once every six weeks
or so, they often availed themselves
of my permission, and sometimes
astonished me by the number of
occasions for preaching and ser-
vices that were invented.
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“ After I had succeeded in worlk-
ing up two or three missions in any
 neighbourhood to a practically sel-
supporting basis, the Bishop would
get a little money from the East,
and add to it what the people could
provide, and we would put a resi-
dent missionary in the field. But
there were some places which were
too poor or too far away ever to
be combined, and these I took care
of all the time.”

The support of many of these
missionaries taxed the Bishop
severely. Referring to one in par-
ticular, the Archdeacon says: “We
depended upon him for everything.
His own salary, his private fortune,
his personal credit, were always at
the service of his diocese, his clergy
and his people. He had many
strange requests made of him.
‘What do you think of this ?° he
said one day, smiling and looking
up from a letter he had been read-
ing, ‘ here's a missionary who wants
a set of false teeth!’ He got them,
too. The Bishop paid for them.
Things were so depressed that year
that the Bishop had not only to get
bread and butter for the clergy, but
he had to provide some of them
with teeth to enable them to eat it.”

“One day I was seated in the
station of a frontier town, awaiting
the train. I was reading intently,
and was absorbed in my book, but
I noticed a cowboy walking about
the room eyeing me, evidently de-
siring to be sociable. He finally
stopped before me, saying, ‘ Good
mornin’, stranger, w’at mought you
be a-doin’?’ ‘I am reading’
¢ W’at are you readin’?’ ‘A book
on evolution.” ‘ W’at’s evolution?’
Herbert Spencer’s famous defini-
tion was on the page before my
eyes, and without a second’s hesi-
tation, I read it off in a most rapid
manner : ‘Evolution is an inte-
gration of matter and concomitant
dissipation of motion, during which
the matter passes from an indefi-

nite, incoherent homogeneity to a
definite incoherent heterogeneity,
during which the retained motion
undergoes a jarallel transforma-
tion.’ .

“The effect was startling. He

stepped backward in his tracks.
threw up his hands, gazed at me
with astonished eyes, and with jaw
dropping in amazement, absolutely
backed out of the room. I think
this is the only instance on record
of a cowboy being ‘held up’ by
Herbert Spencer.”
. Our genial Archdeacon has many
interesting reminiscences respect-
children, with whom he evidently
was a great favourite.

“ 1 baptized a little girl in a small
town on the border of the Indian
Territory. Her father was a cattle
man. It would be no extravagance
to say that the ‘ cattle upon a thou-
sand hills’ were his, if it were not
for the fact that there were no hills
on his mighty ranch. Each cattle-
owner in that country has a differ-
ent brand with which his cattle are
marked, and by which he identifies
them when the great ‘round-ups’
occur. ‘The ‘mavericks '—young
cattle bornr on the range, which
have not been marked—belong to
the first man who can get his
branding-iron on them.  The
yvoung miss about six years old
had just started to the public school
and had to remain away from one
session for the baptism. In our
service we sign those who are bap-
tized with the sign of the cross.

““When she returned to school,
the children pressed her with hard
questions, desiring to know what
that man with the ‘ nightgown’ on
had done to her. She tried her
best to tell them, but did not very
well succeed. At last she turned
on them, her eyes flashing through
her tears, ‘- Well” she said, ‘T will
tell you. 1 was a little maverick
before, and the man put Jesus
mark on my forehead, and when
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He sees me running wild on the
prairie, He will know that I am His
little girl’”

“QOne Christmas I was snow-
bound on one of the obscure
branches of a Western railroad.
Qur progress had become slower
and slower. Finally, in a deep cut,
we stopped. There were three
men, one woman, and two little
children in the car—no other pas-
sengers in the train. There was no
hope of being extricated before the
next evening. Fortunately we had
plenty of fuel and we kept up a
bright fire. One of the men was a
drummer—a traveller for a notion-
house.  Another was a cowboy.
The third was a big cattle man, and
I was the last.

“We soon found that the woman
was a widow, who had maintained
herself and the children precari-
ously since the death of her hus-
band, by sewing and other feminine
odd jobs, but had at last given up
the unequal struggle, and was
going back to live with her mother,
also a widow, who had some little
property.

“The poor little threadbare
children had’ cherished anticipa-
tions of a joyous Christmas with
their grandmother. They were in-
tensely disappointed at the block-
ade. They cried and sobbed and
would not be comforted. Fortu-
nately the women had a great bas-
ket filled with substantial provi-
sions, which, by the way, she
generonsly shared with the rest of
us. So none of us were hungry.
As the night fell, we tipped up two
of the seats and with our overcoats
made two good beds for the little
folks.  Just before they went to
sleep, the drummer said to me :

“¢Say, parson, we’ve got to
give those children some Christ-
mas!’

“*That’s what,” said the cowboy.

“¢T’m agreed, added the cattle
man,

“‘Madam, said the drummer,
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addressing the woman with the
casy assurance of his class, after a
brief consultation with us, ‘ we are
going to give your kids some
Christmas.’

“The woman beamed on
gratefully.

“‘Yes, children,” said the now
enthused drummer, as he turned to
the open-mouthed children, ‘ Santa
Claus is coming round to-night
sure. We want you to hancr up
your stockings.’

“We ain't got none,” quivered
the little girl, * ’ceptin’ those we’ve
got on, and ma says it’s too cold
to take ’em off’

“‘I've got two mnew pair of
woollen socks,’ said the cattle man,
eagerly, ‘ which I ain’t never wore,
and you are welcome to ’em.’

“There was a clapping of little
hands in childish glee, and then
two faces fell, as the elder re-
marked :

““But Santa Claus will know
they are not our stockings, and he
will fill them with things for you
instead.’ .

“ ¢ Lord love you!’ said the burly
cattle man, roaring with infectious
laughter, ‘he won’t bring me
nothin’; one of us will sit up any-
way, and tell him it’s for you.
You've got to hustle to bed right
away, because he may be here any
time now.

“ The children knelt down on the
rough floor of the car beside their
1mprovlsed beds. Instinctively the
hands of the men went to their
heads. At the first words of ‘ Now
I lay me down to sleep, four hats
came off. The cowboy stood
“twirling his hat, and looking at the
little l\neelmcr figures, the cattle
man’s vision seemed dimmed, while
in the eyes of the travelling man
there shone a distant look—a look
across snow-filled prairies to a
warmly-lighted home. The chil-
dren were soon asleep. ‘Then the
rest of us engaged in carnest con-
versation.

him
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“What should we give them?
was the question. That seemed a
hard question to answer. ‘Never
mind, boys,” said the drummer, ‘you
all come along with me to the bag-
gage car’ So off we trooped. He
opened his trunks and spread be-
fore us a glittering array of trin-
kets. ¢There,” he said, ‘look at
that. We’ll just pick out the best
things from the lot, and I’ll donate
them all’

“¢No, vou don’t;} said the cow-
boy. ‘I’m goin’ in to buy what
chips I want, and pay for ’em, too,
else there ain’t goin’ to be no
Christmas around here.

“ ‘ That’s my judgment, too,” said
the cattle man.’

¢TI think that will be fair,” said T:
‘the travelling man can donate
what he pleases, and we, each of us,
buy what we please as well.’

Methodrst Magazine and Review

“We filled the socks and the
two seats besides. And to see the
thin face of that mother, when we
handed her a red plush album, in
which we had .all written our
names, and between the leaves of
which the cattle man had gener-
ously slipped a hundred-dollar bill,
Her eyes filled with tears, and she
fairly sobbed before us.

“During the morning we had a
little service in the car, and I am
sure no miore heartfelt body of
worshippers ever . .ured forth their
thanks for the lacarnation than
those men, that woman, and the
little children. I did not get home
until the day afier Christmas.
But, after all, what a Christmas I
had enjoyed!”

Paisley, Ont.

MARCH.

The stormy March is cone at last,

With wind and cloud and changing skies,
T hear the rushing of the blast,

That through the snowy valley flies.

Ah, passing few are they who speak,
Wild stormy month, in praise of thee!
Yet, though thy winds are loud and bleak,
Thou art a welcome month to me.

For thou, to northern lands, again
The glad and glorious sun dost bring,
And thou hast joined the gentle train
And wear’st the gentle name of Spring.

And, in thy reign of blast and storm,
Smiles many a long, bright, sunny day,

When the changed winds are soft'and swarm
And heaven puts on the blue of May.

Then sing aloud the gushing rills

And the full springs, from frost set free,
That brightly leaping down the hills,

Are just set out to meet the sea.

The year’s departing beauty hides

Of wintry storms the sullen threat ;
But in thy sternest frown abides

A look of kindly promise yet.

Thou bring’st the hope of those calm skies,
And that soft time of sunny showers,
When the wide bloom, on earth that lies,

Scems of a brighter world than ours.

— William Cullen Bryant.

THE EASTER VISION.

Fra John—long with good singers all—
Sang his heart out at evenfall ;
And the gray monks that stood around,
Thrilled to that rich and certain sound,
In the dim choir at evenfall.

But there was one out in tho close,

Among the budding olive rows,
That told his beads with moans and tears,
Remembering the broken years,

The coward sins, the worldly shows,

Now praise to Him who lives in heaven !—
Sudden along the path was driven

A light that wrought a flaming space,
And from it shone Lord Jesus’ face—
The sinner knew he was forgiven.

Fra John came out the darkening stall ;
Their service-books they closed all ;
Buf not to them was Christ made known
Save in the crucifix of stone.
That stretched along the chapel wall.

The wind shook in the April reeds ;

The panes flavred red. Telling his beads
Stall kept that other on his knees,
Under the budding olive trees—

The Vision comes to him that needs !

—Zizette W. Reese.
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FROM STONE-MASON'S BENCH TO TREASURY BENCH.
A4 LAROUR MEMBER'S LIFE AND VICISSITUDES.

Smiles
ever sees fit to
rewrite that fa-
mous book of
his called “Self-
* Help,” -he will
neecd to add several
fresh chapters to bring
it up to date.  There
would be at least two
memoirs which it would
be calamitous to leave
out. Strangely enough
both of these are the
memoirs of a working-
man. each of whom received little
or no education, each of whom
worked hard for years at his chosen
calling, and each of whom in later
years entered Parliament and
achieved honourable fame as a
leader in the House and in the
country of that great Labour move-
ment which has done so much to
change the economic conditions of
the artizan classes.  Moreover,
there are even other points of re-
semblance which strike the be-
holder. Both men have written
their biographies and published
them during their lifetime as a
heritage to posterity.

One of these is Mr. Joseph Arch,
the agricultural labourers’ M.P.,
whose activities, unhappily, are
rapidly belonging to a past age :
the other is Mr. Henry Broadhurst,
M.P., who, once a stone-mason,
has since held office on the Treasury
Bench; who, once a workman on
the outside walls of the House, sub-
sequently entered within them, and
became one of the actors in the
great Parliamentary drama he had

® Renvinted from The TPrimitive Meth-
odist M igazine.

BY ERNEST PHILLIPS.*

UFYNRY BROADHURST, M.P.

so often thought about when chisel-
ling the facade of the great Clock
Tower above the waters of the
Thames.

Let us dip into the handsome
volume bearing the neatly-written
autograph of “ Henry Broadhurst,”
and attempt to take the measure of
the man. It is a strenuous book,
and it deals with strenuous life—
that of a man who never courted
fame, who never sought office and
preferment, who began as a work-
ing mason and would have ended
as one if he had had his own way;
who even now keeps by him a stock
of the old familiar tools, so that if
some fine morning he should find
his present occupation gone he
would be ready again to meect the
world in his former capacity. But
there is not much fear of this. As
Mr. Birrell, K.C., says in his intro-
duction, Henry Broadhurst stands
four-square to all the winds that
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blow. IDe has known trials and
difficulties, successes and failures ;
e has been leader of men, and cap-
tain of movements ; has experi-
enced all the joys and ills of Par-
liamentary life ; has faced consti-
tuencies in every mood, and audi-
ences in every shade of temper.
But he has never gone back from
any one original purpose—he has
mastered every difficulty, and if to-
day, as the honoured leader of his
fellows in the great labour world,
it were conceivable that the evil
days should come, it is no¢ conceiv-
able that those for whom he has
done so much would suffer him to
return to the toil which he left more
for their sakes than his own.

Henry Broadhurst was born at
Littlemore, near Oxford, in 1840.
His father was a journeyman
stone-mason, with a family of eleven
or twelve. The family had to sub-
sist on twenty-four shillings a
week, with the inevitable conse-
quence that as each child grew up
it was expected to do something
towards eking out the family’s
finances. Thus, at twelve, Ilenry
Broadhurst began to earn money
—digging gardens, carrying mes-
sages, tending pigs. How like
Georgie Stephenson, except that
Georgic’s pigs were the old dame’s
cows! Then there was the glean-
ing after the harvest, and in the
fruit season there was the sale of
the garden produce at the great
city of Oxford, with all its beauties
and its wonders to the children of
a village cot. And here comes a
touch which will strike a familiar
chord with those who know the
hard life of these large families and
small exchequers.

“If fruit prices proved good our
reward took the shape of a dainty
called ‘short-cakes,” and a little
extra sugar—then costing eight-
pence and tenpence a pound. This
meant a little jam for the winter,
and for present enjoyment a fruit
pudding or apple dumplings.”
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The lad’s first employment was
in the shop of the village black-
smith. We do not wonder that it
proved a period of new delights.
To the village  youth the black-
smith's shop has always been in-
vested with a certain glamour ‘of
romance. The patient horses wait-
ing to be shod, the noise of the bel-
lows, the glowing iron upon the
anvil, the clang of the heavy ham-
mer, and the shower of sparks—
all unite to make the blacksmith's
shop a place of deep interest to the
village lads. So it proved to
Broadhurst, and we can understand
the pang when his father decreed
that he was now old enough to
join him at his own trade.

He worked at Oxford two or
three years, learning his trade
fairly well, and having the usual
experiences of ’prentice lads. lle
had to prepare the men’s break-
fasts, to fetch them their dinner
beer, and to listen to a great deal of
coarse, and at times even abusive,

.language. Following upon this, he

got work on his own account on
a new church at Wheatley, and
when this was finished he entered
upon that wandering life wkich
journeymen of so many trades are
often compelled to follow. For five
years he wandered about, working
here and there, and occasionally
finding himself in London. Dut
he did not like London. It had no
permanent attractions to one who
loved the country as Broadhurst
dic! in those days. “I began to
long for the sunlight on the quiet
fields, the green hedgerows, and
the music of the woods. Even the
Houses of Parliament, with the
great Clock Tower, my chief de-
light, could not compensate for the
absence of the joys of rural, life.
A month’s stay in modern Babylon
was quite sufficient for me, and,
gasping like a fish out of water, I
set my face towards the open coun-
try.”
Further

wanderings followed,
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and then came a stay of six years
at Norwich, where he worked for
an employer who made a specialty
of church work. Leaving Nor-
wich he tramped to Portsmouth,
and there an incident occurred
which might easily have had the
effect of turning his life-current
into an altogether different channel.
Tired, footsore, and broken-spirited,
he went and offered himself to the
recruiting sergeant. Happily, as
we believe, he was found to be
below the regulation height or
build, and though her late Majesty
doubtless lost a good soldier, it can-
not be denied that the gain to the
country in another direction more
than counterbalanced her loss,
Foiled for the moment, and unable
to find work in Portsmouth, Broad-
hurst again started tramping, and
his recital of his weary walks
through the country in search of
employment, tired, hungry, wet,
and frost-bitten, is as moving as
anything in the volume. At last
he found himself in London again,
where he lodged at a house of rest
for stone-masons in Johnson Street,
Westminster. He little thought as
he walked over Westminster Bridge
and gazed upon the Houses of Par-
liament, that not many years were
to elapse before the corridors and
lobbies of the Palace would be as
familiar to him as any place on
earth.

In 1865, when he was twenty-
five years of age, Mr. Broadhurst
went up to London for good. He
obtained employment on the block
of Government buildings adjoining
Downing Street. Then he did
similar work on the Clock Tower,
and the new corridor which joined
it to the main buildings of the
Houses of Parliament. It is to be
imagined that he will never forget
that particular experience.

*‘The time of the year was November,
and the north-east wind blowing up the
river made my taska cruel one. At times
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the bitter blast would numb my hands
until it was impossible to hold a chisel.
My very bones would be penetrated with
its icy edge, until I felt as if clothed only
in a garment of lace. Little wonder that
I gladly went back to the mason’s shop,
where some shelter, at least, was afforded.
Subsequently I was employed upon many
of the best-known buildings in London,
and traces of my workmanship may be
found in Westminster Abbey, the Albert
Hall, St. Thomas’ Hospital, Burlington
House, the Guildhall, and the aristocratic
residences in Grosvenor Place, Grosvenor
Gardens, and Curzon Street, Mayfair."

It is time now to show how Mr.
Broadhurst entered upon the move-
ment with which he was ever after-
wards to be so intimately connected.
In 1872 the men engaged in the
building trades asked for an in-
crease of pay. They decided upon
a strike, but the employers antici-
pated them, and locked them out.
The men were fairly well organ-
1ized, and Mr. Broadhurst was
elected chairman of the locked-out
men in his own particular trade.
He had to conduct all the negotia-
tions on their behalf, speak at meet-
ings, and arrange the every-day
details of the movement. Happily,
it ended well. The men got what
they wished for, and work was re-
sumed on amicable terms. This in-
cident seems to have been a kind of
turning-point in Mr. Broadhurst's
life. His interest in wishing to
gain the higher rungs of the trade
ladder vanished, or at any rate,
dwindled perceptibly, in face of his
new-born interest in trades’ unions
and economic questions. He
joined the Reform League and
other political organizations. He
took part in monster trade proces-
sions, and was present at that mem-
orable scene when the procession-
ists broke down the railings and
burst into Hyde Park in face of a
mass of mounted constables. In
1882 he was stone-masons’ delegate
to the Trades’ Union Congress,
and at the Congress he was elected
a member of the Parliamentary
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Committee. The same year he put
down his mason’s tools never to
pick them up again. This marked
the parting of the ways. He was
now launched upon a labour career,
with all its adventures and all its
excitements.

He also plunged into the politi-
cal arena, and for the next twenty
years, at any rate, his name figured
conspicuously in every enterprise
initiated by the workers of the
metropolis. He was even a School
Board candidate, though this, his
first electoral experience, was alto-
gether  unsuccessful.  Twenty-
three years later, however, he was
elected on the Cromer School
Board without opposition.  Simi-
larly, his first experience as a Par-
liamentary candidate was a failure.
At the General Election of 1874 he
was asked to stand as Labour can-
didate for High Wycombe. He
only arrived in the borough about
twenty-four hours before the poll,
and of course, could do very little
against a powerful sitting member.
But the experience was not thrown
away, and from the fact that his
friends in Wycombe afterwards
presented him with an illuminated
address and a purse of twenty sov-
ereigns, we may gather that his
exertions had been thoroughly ap-
preciated.

Other appointments of a similar
character followed thick and fast.
In 1875 he became Parliamentary
Secretary to the Trades’ Congress,
which he held for ffteen years,
only retiring on account of ill-
health in 18go. His interest in
labour questions deepened, and we
find him actually drafting a Bill to
remove the property qualifications
which barred the way to member-
ship of town councils, vestries, and
so on. He entrusted it to Mr.
Mundella, and had the satisfaction
of seeing it pass Dboth Idouses.
This was only one of many subjects
which he tackled about that time,
but space forbids enumeration. He

was an ardent disciple of Mr. Glad-
stone, and on the Turkish, and in-
deed all Eastern questions, he
ranged himself beneath Mr. Glad-
stone’s banner, attending his meet-
ings, and even speaking at some
himself. Mr. Gladstone became a
firm friend, used to visit him at his
offices, and was at all times deeply
sympathetic with him in his work
and aspirations.

But we must hurry on, for we
are nearing the most important
event in Mr, Broadhurst’s public
career. He had long been standing
on the threshold of Parliament.
Indeed, as Parliamentary Secre-
tary to the Trades’ Congress he
had the entree of the Lobby, and
was personally known to many
members on both sides of the
House. He was now to pass its
portals, and become a member him-
self. In 1880 he fought Stoke-on-
Trent in the Liberal and Labour
interest, and after a spirited fight
he and his colleague, JIr. William
Woodall, were returned with a
combined majority of ten thousard
votes. It was a popular victory,
and thousands in Stokes to-day will
remember the enthusiasm it created
—factories closed, business sus-
pended, Mr. Broadhurst carried
shoulder high through the streets
amid cheering crowds, and so on.
Then came his entry in the House,
and his maiden speech. It was on
the subject of a Workman’s Com-
pensation Bill, which he induced
the Government to undertake. The
previous day he had been up to
Oxford and seen his mother pass
away. He had been up nearly all
night, and was in anything but a
good form for making his bow tv
Parliament.

¢ As I rose from my seat a strange feel-
ing of isolation came over me, and when
I had uttered the words ‘Mr. Speaker,’
I felt as if the floor were opening to
swallow me, and I almost wished my feel-
ings would come true. But after a few
minutes I overcame my nervousness, and
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let myself go as freely as if T were ad-
dressing a gathering of labourers or arti-
zans. 1 spoke for about forty minutes,
and immediately I sat down Mr. Gladstone
came to me, and with hearty congratu-
lations and a warm shake of the hand
bade me welcome to the House. His
example was followed by Sir John Holker,
the late Attorney-General in Disraeli's
Ministry, and by some other members.
I experienced a vast feeling of relief at
having made my bow to that critical as-
sembly. Physically and mentally, it was
the most unfortunate night of the whole
year that I could have been called upon
to make my maiden effort ; but circum-
stances dictated the occasion, and I had
to meet it as best I could. From that
moment my fear of the House was dis-
pelled, and when occasion arose I seldom
hesitated to impose myself on its at-
tention.”

~
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who asked the Government to ap-
point a commission of inquiry. On
this commission, of which the
Prince of Wales was president,
Mr. Broadhurst was given a seat.
It was while serving on this Com-
mission that he was introduced to
the Prince, and it led subsequently
to a visit for a week-end to San-
dringham House, as the guest of
the Prince and Princess. As in all
probability this was the first time
that a real workingman had spent
a week-end under the royal roof,
and as Mr. Broadhurst seems
rather proud of what happened,
we must find room to give some
portion of his own description of
the visit.
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SANDRINGHAM HOUSE.

Mr. Broadhurst became a useful
member of Parliament. He con-
ceived the idea of many useful bills, -
he carried some through himself,
and others, both of private mem-
bers and the Government, owed a
great deal to his support and plead-
ing, which in turn owed a great
deal to his intimacy with the condi-
tions under which the masses live
and work. Two things at least
should be mentioned in this connec-
tion. He was one of the chief
means of breaking down the bar-
riers which kept workingmen from
occupying seats on the magisterial
benches of the country ; and when
the question of the housing of the
poor first engaged Parliamentary
attention, it was Mr. Broadhurst

‘A little later T received a further
proof of His Royal Highness' goodwill.
Hearing that T made it a rule not to dine
out, and that I did not possess a dress-
coat, the Prince of Wales renewed his
invitation in a form which I could not
refuse without being guilty of unpardon-
able boorishness. He assured me that
arrangements would be made during my
stay at Sandringham to meet my wishes,
and insisted upon hooking dates there
and then. I will not pretend that I ac-
cepted this offer of Royal hospitality with
anything but the greatest delight. I
spent three days at Sandringham with
the Prince and Princess, and I can
honestly say that I was never entertained
more to my liking and never felt more at
home when paying a visit than I did on
this occasion. T arrived at Sandringham
on Friday night and remained until the
following Monday evening. On my ar-
rival His Royal Highness personally con-
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ducted me to my rooms, made a careful
inspection tosee that all was right, stoked
the fires, and then, after satisfying him-
self that all my wants were provided for,
withdrew and left me for the night. In
order to meet the difticulty in the matter
of dress, dinner was served to me in my
own rooms every night.”

Mr. Broadhurst goes on to say
that the Prince conducted him all
over the estate, while the Princess.
showed him over her dairy. They
visited the model cottages on the
estate, as well as the village club,
where the Prince and Mr. Broad-
hurst each hagd a glass of ale, and
sat down in the club-room, where
there were already several labourers
enjoving their half-pints and their
pipes. On the Sunday, the Prince
assisted him to find a Dissenting
place of worship, and took in good
part his suggestion that a chapel
nearer the estate would be a boon
for the Nonconformists in the im-
mediate locality.  Altogether, he
thoroughly enjoyed the visit. As
he says, “I left Sandringham with
a feeling of one who had spent a
week-end with an old chum of his
own rank in society, rather than
one who had been entertained by
the Heir Apparent and his Prin-
cess.”

Subsequently, Mr. DBroadhurst
sat with the Prince on the Royal
Commission on the Aged Poor,
and was several times thrown in
personal relationship to him. Sin-
gularly enough, Mr. Arch, another
Labour member, in whose constitu-
ency Sandringham is situate, was
also a member of the same Com-
mission. At a later date Mr.
Broadhurst and his wife had the
honour of lunching with Mr. and
Mrs. Gladstone and Lord Rose-
bery at Hawarden Castle. “1I re-
member just before we went into
lunch, Mrs. Gladstone whispered in
my ear that I must on no account
lead her husband into a political

- conversation, as he was suffering

from hoarseness consequent upon
a severe cold. T faithfully observed

her injunction ; but to her dismay
and the entertainment of his guests,
directly we sat down Mr. Gladstone
launched into a conversation, or
rather a monologue, and despite all
his wife’s appeals, he talked un-
ceasingly till the close of the meal.”

This intimacy with Mr. Glad-
stone paved the way for Mr. Broad-
hurst’s great chance. ‘At the be-
ginning of 1886, when Mr. Glad-
stone’s party were in power, he
invited Mr. Broadhurst to accept
office.  Here is the letter, which
was delivered by hand by special
messenger :

Secret.]

21 Carlton House Terrace, S.W.,
February 5, 1886.

DEear Mr. BroapEURST,-~1 have very
great pleasure in proposing to you that
you should accept oftice as Under-Secre-
tary of State in the Home Department.
Alike on private and on public grounds,
I trust it may be agreeable to you to ac-
cept this appointment, which sheuld re-
main strictly secret until your name shall
have been before Her Majesty.

I remain, with much regard,

Sincerely yours,
W. E. GLADSTONE.

Mr. Broadhurst accepted, but
only after seeing Mr. Gladstone
personally, and being pressed in
the most warm-hearted manner to
undertake the duties of the post.
And so the Labour member, the
.ex-stone-mason, became a Minister
of the Crown, occupied a seat on
the Treasury Bench, and was now
in all truth a person of some con-
sequence. But it” didn't turn his
head. He never bought a court
dress, and despite the expostula-
tion of Mr. Childers, the Home
Secretar;,, he was never presented
at court. Similarly, he never went
in for an evening dress, yet he did
his duty to the House and to his
constituency. He remarks that he
is perhaps the only man who ever
sat on the Treasury Bench who
never had a court dress or an even-
ing suit.

As Under-Secretary for Home
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Affairs he played an important part
in the short minjstry of Mr. Glad-
stone’s lease of office, but Home
Rule was in the way, and the Ses-
sions were almost blank.  Then
came the split and the defeat of the
Government. And here happened
a curious incident. At the last
clection Mr. Broadhurst had gone
down to Nottingham to speak for
Col. Seely, the Liberal candidate.
On the Home Rule division the
Colonel voted against Mr. Glad-
stone, and so the Liberals deter-
mined to contest his seat.  Mr.
Broadhurst was selected to oppose
him, and captured the seat by over
800 votes. But a Conservative
Government was returned to power,
and Mr. Broadhurst had to leave
the Home Office.  He had only
heen there a little over six months,
and had grown to like the work;
but there is an end to all things,
however pleasant, and it was now
Mr. Broadhurst’s time to go out
into the political desert, and face
the lean years of opposition.

And so we take leave of the for-
mal life of Mr Broadhurst. We
have seen him as the son of a poor
man, then as stone-mason working
at his trade in every corner of the
south-east of England, then a strike
leader, then as ILabour member,
and finally as a Government Minis-
ter sitting on the Treasury Bench.
It has been a pleasure to read the
chroricle of his days, for it is all
written with such charming frank-
ness, such apparent honesty of pur-
pose, and with such a cheery out-
look.  There is no wailing or la-
menting, no repining.  Mr. Broad-
hurst, if any man ever was, is
thankful for the position he has
attained, and he has made the most
of the jovs of life. He has had
little more than the pay of a first-
class artizan, and there is some
soundness in his argument in
favour of the payment of members.
For Parliamentary life is exacting,
it makes demands on the lean purse
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of a Labour member, and what
would keep a man in comfort under
ordinary circumstances is much
too little for a man who has to
travel to Westminster and dine
away from home daily during the
session. One charm of the book
is its good stories and its references
to the distinguished men Mr.
Broadhurst has known. As an in-
stance, we will close with the fol-
lowing interesting extract :

“Cardinal Manning was another man
for whom I had a great regard. I first
met him when serving on the Royal Com-
mission on the Housing of the Poor. I
do not regard him as a great statesman,
or as one having what might be described
as the grip of things; but undoubtedly
his soul was overflowing with the milk of
human kindness, great forbearance to-
wards the weaknesses of humanity, and
deep sympathy with its trials and suffer-
ings. At his request I met him on several
occasions at his private house. Our com-
mon bond of sympathy was the bettering
of the condition of the work-people. My
speech against the opening of museums
and picture-galleries on Sunday enlisted
his hearty symj. ithy and support, and on
one occasion, when discussing this ques-
tion in his house, he asked whether the
great fact had ever occurred to me that
London, the centre of the world for civiliz-
ing and Christian influence, in addition to
Leing the greatest centre of commerce
that the world has ever scen or known,
almost voluntarily agreed to forego the
delivery of letters on Sunday, and ap-
parently suffered no inconvenience in its
competition with the world from this fact.
He spoke most strongly against the grow-
ing habit of society of turning Sunday
into a day of pleasure, frivolity, and social
gatherings, assuring me that he made it a
rule never to dine out on Sundays, and
that he had endeavoured to use his in-
fluence with his friends to cause as little
labour as possible, either in theiy own
domestic circle or outside it, on the sacred
day of rest. Then hedescanted with that
beauty of language and refinement of feel-
ing peculiar to him on what life might
have been without the day of rest, and the
danger to labour of tampering with its
sacred observance. A discussion and a
homily from him on such a subject as this
had a similar effect upon one’s emotional
feelings to that produced by a magnificent
sunset on a summer’s evening.
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X %"“{' "8""5('1119 SOCIAL LIFE OF THE SOUTHERN NEGRO.

51N considering the pe-
culiar social life of
the negroes of the
South, the wusual
broad distinction
between life in the
city and in the
country should be
observed. The negro’s propensity
to imitation, which has so fre-
quently been remarked upon, is in
the city carried to a ludicrous ex-
treme. Indeed, negro society in
the city is merely a reflection, or
rather a caricature, of white so-
ciety.

If, then, we would see negro
society in its most interesting
phases, we must leave the city for
the country. We must visit the
negro in his rural home, make one
with him at his “ cawn shuckies,”
funerals, and festivals, and join
him, torch in hand, as he follows
the hounds through the forest and
fen in pursuit of the possum or the
coon.

There is not much variety in the
houses of the southern negro. The
prevailing type is a one-room log
cabin, caulked with clay and roofed
with boards. A rude stone chim-
ney leans heavily against one end,
and a door and one or two small
windows admit a modicum of
light and air to the gloomy interior.
In the dooryard a number of
shaggy dogs and half-clothed chil-
dren are tumbling about on the
hard, bare ground, in the most
friendly confusion, while a half-
dozen pigs, of the variety that are
“all grunt and no bacon,” go prowl-
ing about. The fence which sur-
rounds this serio-comic scene of
contented wretchedness, if, per-

BY W. T. HEWETSON.

chance, that useless barrier has not
long since disappeared to feed the
great open fireplace within, is be-
decked with a party-coloured array
of blankets and old clothes. A per-
spective of pig-sty and cattle-shed
completes the sketch.

However, we would be much
mistaken if we pictured to ourselves
the inmates of these cabins sitting
in sackcloth and ashes, bewailing
their wretched lot. We are too apt
to attribute to others our own sen-
timents, and to conclude that be-
cause we would feel oppressed in
their circumstances they must feel
so too. Were we to sit down in
any of the miserable abodes in the
so-called black belt, we would no
doubt see much to call forth our
pity, but we could not fail to ob-
serve also that the general atmos-
phere is one of cheerful content.

Slavery has, perhaps, left no
deeper trace anywhere than in the
domestic life of the freedmen. Un-
der an institution which permitted
the separation of husband from
wife, forcibly and for ever, there
could be no stability of the marital
relations ; nor could the obligations
of parents to children or of chil-
dren to parents be enforced where
the mother was sent to labour in
the field while her babe was left to
be cared for by others, or to grow
up, like Topsy, without any atten-
tion whatever. In fact, the family,
in its truest and most sacred sense,
has been grafted on negro society
only since emancipation. It is not
surprising, therefore, if it still lacks
many of those religious and moral
restraints which make it the key-
stone of Anglo-Saxon civilization.

Among the consequences yrow-
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ing out of this imperfection in their
domestic arrangements may be
mentioned the peculiar position of
the negro women—a position of
greater relative prominence, per-
haps, than has ever been occupied
by the women of any other race.
Besides enjoyving absolute equality
with the men in all social affairs,
they work side by side with them
in the oyster houses and tobacco
factories, as well as in the cotton
and tobacco fields. It is no un-
common sight to see a mother chop-
ping wood by her door or plowinyg
in the field, while her children are
tumbling in the dirt near by. Asa
natural result their homes are neg-
lected, their children allowed to
grow up in rags and dirt.  The
16

women themselves are often untidy
in dress, vncleanly in habits; many
of them smoke and rub snuff. In
brief, they are strangers to those
graces and accomplishments whicli
should make them the chief factors
in the uplifting of their people. It
should not be forgotten, however,
that in the majority of cases their
condition is not of their own mak-
ing; and it would be unjust to the
negro women of the South not to
add that there are among them
many excellent housekeepers—wo-
men of true refinement and elevated
character.

There is perhaps no more favour-
able place in which to study negro
character and manners than the
camp-meeting. This time-honoure:l
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institution is no less social than re-
ligious in its nature. It is usually
held in a partly cleared grove, un-
der the auspices of the local clergy.
Hither the coloured population in
the surrounding region flock, com-
ing on foot, in carriages and wag-
ons, in ox-carts and mule-carts, on
horseback and muleback—in short.
by every conceivable mode of loco-
motion. Their dress is as varied as
their vehicles. Indeed the negroes
of the South are of all people the
most cosmopolita - in the matter of
dress.  Clothes of every imagin-
able style, colour, and “ previous
condition of servitude ” are pressed
into use, so that in this particular
they present as great a variety as
the beggars in the nursery rhvme.

As we approach the grove what
a medley of sounds breaks upon

DINAH.

our hearing!—the neighing of
horses, the bellowing of cattle, the
braying of mules, the laughter and
screams of children, and joined
with these a perfect babble of hu-
man voices, the whole forming a
discordant din such as no human
ear ever heard elsewhere. Enter-
ing the grounds, we pass bands of
children, climbing, tumbling, romp-
ing, like so many troops of mon-
keys; gawky young fellows awk-
wardly making love to dusky beau-
ties ; groups of brawny men discuss-
ing abstruse points of theology
with as much zeal and more har-
mony, perhaps, than a body of
learned divinity doctors. Here and
there a gossiping company of old
“uncles” and ‘ aunties” may be
seen reviving the memories of bv-
gone days. If we had time to stay
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we might gather from their talk a
1are collection of folk-lore, stories
of ghosts and haunted houses, and
family legends of slavery times.

It would be impossible to remain
long at a negro camp-meeting with-
out coming across one of those
unique combinations of garrulity
and ignorance, the coloured preach-
er. We could recognize him
without an introduction. His huge
brass-rimmed spectacles, his bat-
tered stiff hat, his long black coat.
somewhat faded and worn, and his
cotton umbrella, tied with a string
around the centre,
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the contents of the witches’ caldron
in “ Macbeth,” it is made up of the
most heterogeneous elements—of
words and phrases taken {from
every available source and loosely
joined together. But while he bor-
rows freely without credit, he can
no more be accused of plagiarism
than the compiler of a dictionary,
so different is the combination from
anything ever before produced.
His love for high-sounding and
long-tailed words is as remarkable
as his congregation’s fondness for
“shouting”; so that, between the

have been made
familiar to us by the
artist’s pencil. He is
usually self-appoint-
ed, beginning his
clerical career as an
exhorter and gradu-
ally assuming the title
of preacher. His creed
is so unlike that of
any recognized relig-
jous body that itwould
doubtless puzzle him
to tell to what de-
nomination he be-
longs.

The maxim, “Know-
ledge is power,” has
littleapplicationto the
coloured preacher. His very ig-
norance is ofttimes his greatest
strength ; for it has frequently been
observed, especially in rural com-
munities, that those preachers who
have the most education have the
least following. The reasoi. is
found in the negro’s simplicity of
character, a trait which leads him
to avoid as far as possible all for-
mality and restraint, Even his
paster, if he would have his church
filled, must be a “jolly good fel-
low.” giving himself no airs, but
meeting his people without the sem-
blance of affectation or reserve.

The coloured preacher’s sermon
is a curiosity in homiletics.  Like
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exhortations of the preacher and
the hearty responses of his hearers,
a religious service might easily be
mistaken for a drill in vocal gym-
nastics.

One of the chief features of every
negro gathering of a social char-
ter is the singing. A musical
people they undoubtedly are. Not
a few have exhibited a high degre=
of talent in this respect; as, for ex-
ample, Blind Tom, whose perform-
ances on the piano have delighted
eo many cultured audiences. The
darky fiddler, once so prominent a
feature of social gatherings, is still
sought after in some communitics.
The popularity of so-called “ Jubi-
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lee” singers and negro minstrels

seems to increase with time, Many
of the most popular songs in this
country, such as “Old Kentucky
Home,” “The Fatal Wedding,”
and “ Listen to the Mocking Bird,”
were composed by negroes.

Tor the origin of most of their
songs we must go back to the
days of slavery. Just as the
labouring classes of England
during the seventeenth century
found expression for their strug-
gles and sufferings in the popu-
lar hallads of the time, so the Amer-
ican slave gave vent to his afflic-
tions and heartaches in song. e
sang of his griefs—and they were
many—of hardships and oppres-
sion, of loss of home, of separation
from friends and relatives. In
these songs one cannot fail to per-
ceive a certain plaintive melody that
seems to breathe forth centuries of
patieut suffering. But the songs of
the negro were not all dictated by
the tragic muse. Even in slavery
there were bright, sun-kissed open-
ings in the clouds of sorrow that
darkened his life; and there is no
better evidence of the natural cheer-
fulness and gaiety of his character
than the comic and festive songs
with which he was wont to celebrate
these interspaces in his grief. The
purely religious songs of the negro
are often senseless combinations of
words set to music, having neither
thyme nor metre. They abound in
vain repetitions, and are usually
strung out to an interminabl:
length.

It would be strange if a people
so imaginative were not supersti-
tious. Indeed, the negro is the
most credulous of creatures. He
plants his crops, builds his house,
treats his diseases, and, in short,
regulates all the principal concerns
of his life in accordance with some
mysterious sign. The blacksnake,
the ground-hog, and the whippoor-
will are prophets in whose fore-
casts he plants unwavering faith.

The more impressible carry about
their persons a rabbit’s foot, a
piece of red flannel, or some charm,
to ward off disease or woo the
favour of Providence. There is
scarcely one who has not his story
to tell of ghost or haunted house.
Perhaps the most terrifying of their
beliefs are those connected with the
presence of death. If a whippoor-
will should sound its mournful note
near the window of a sick-chamber
all hope o: the patient’s recovery is
relinquished. When death occurs
all the pictures in the house are
turned with their faces to the wall,
and should any one be so hapless as
to see the corpse in a mirror, by
that sign his own doom is irrevoc-
ably sealed.

As might be supposed, many of
their superstitions are intermixed
with their religion. Their old men
not only dream dreams, but, if their
own testimony is to be credited.
they also see visions. Some of
them appear to rival the Maid of
Orleans in the number and variety
of their apocalyptical experiences.
One white-haired seer professes
with great earnestness to have been
visited, Belshazzar-like, by a my:-
terious handwriting on the wall,
which, strange to say, although he
is wholly illiterate, he found no dif-
ficulty in deciphering. Others tell
of encounters with the devil, more
terrible even than those of St
Dunstan in his narrow smithy.

Those who describe the negro in-
discriminately as a lazy do-nothing,
content with a life of ignominious
case and complacent wretchedness.
show little knowledge of his true
character.  Booker Washington
comes mnearer the truth when he
says, adapting a phrase from
Shakespeare, “ Toil is the badge of
all his tribe.” In the cofton and
tobacco fields, in factory «d mine,
on railroads aud public nighwavs
wherever there is hard, rough w.k
to be done, the negaro is relied upon
to do it. He furnishes the brawn
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and muscle in the South to-day,
just as he did in the days of slavery.
Why, then, it may be asked, has he
so little to show for all his labour?
It is because he has no idea of
economy. His meagre income is
in part wasted on candy, tobacco,
and gewgaws; much of it goes to
fill the insatiable till of the rum-
seller, and not a little is eaten up
by secret societies, of which often
he contributes to as many as there
are days in the week.

Education, which alone could be
expected to overcome these evils,
is still in a very imperfect state in
the South. Owing to lack of funds
the public schools are kept open
on an average of only ninety davs
in the year. Some towns of from
three to five thousand inhabitants
are wholly dependent upon privat2
schools. The common school teach-
ers receive from $8 to $20 a month.
Poorly paid, they are also poorly
trained ; so that it is a common re-
mark, “Any one can teach a negro
school.”  If a pupil is bright he
soon learns all his teacher knows,
after which, of course, he leaves
school. ‘Then, if there is no better
institution near, he becomes dis-
couraged, gives up the struggle for
an education, marries, rents land,
mortgages his crops, comes out in
debt at the end of the year, and,
after a few ineffectual efforts to
better his condition, sinks back into
a life of despairing misery.

But this is not all: the work of
the schools, while deficient, is ren-
dered still more inadequate by the
home surroundings of the pupil.
This cannot bhe better illustrated
than by comparing the home influ-
ences of the white with those of the
coloured child. The former ab-
sorhs  knowledge, unconsciously.,
from his environment. The in-
struction of parents, the conversa-
tion of friends and associates, the
dailv  newspaper, the bhooks, the
magazines and pictures with which
his home is supplied—these all con-

NEGRO GUIDE IN MAMMOTH CAVE,
KENTUCKY.

tribute to his education, so that he
becomes, like the old man in Olive
Schreiner’s * Dreams,” the child of
“The - Accumulated - Wisdom - of
Ages.” But all these avenues of
learning are closed to the coloured
pupil. His parents are usually illit-
erate, his friends are ignorant as
himself. He never sees a work of
art and seldom reads a newspaper.
From the society in which he moves
he derives little else than supersti-
tion, errors of speech, and false no-
tions of men and things. Thus his
mind beconies clouded and his
moral nature warped.

But despite all these dark feat-
ures of negro life, the coloured
people of the South have made
commendable progress since eman-
cipation. Their total wealth has in-
creased from zero to approximatelv
$250,000,000, and this too in com-
petition with a highly civilized and
well-equipped race. Over 200,000
negro farmers now hold their land
free of incumbrance. In the cities,
the number of negroes who own
their homes is large and constantly
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increasing, amounting in some
places to more than a third of the
coloured population. Besides suc-
cessful merchants, there are, in al-
most every city, prosperous carpen-
ters, tailors, brick-masons, and
other craftsmen; while under the
practical training of such industrial
schools as those at Tuskegee, Ala.,
and Hampton, Va.,, an army of
skilled negro mechanics is slowlv
but surely winning its way into the
manufacturing institutions of the
South.

The same steady improvement is
noticeable in agriculture. Instead
of raising ““ scrub ”’ cattle, and cab-
bages that never come to a head,
as he did a few years ago, the negro
farmer is studying the chemistry
of the soil and the diversification of
crops, and by the aid of improved
methods and implements of agri-
culture he is increasing the produc-
tiveness of his farm at the samc
time that he is lessening the cost of
production. He is also learning
the more important lesson of thrift
and economy. Clubs or confer-
ences are held in which the people

are taught, ** in a plain, simple man-
ner, how to save money, how to
farm in a better way, how to sacri-
fice—to live on bread and potatoes,
if need be—till they get out of debt
and begin the buying of land.”
Moreover,organizations are formed
for the purpose of purchasing land
and escaping from the iniquitous
mortgage system. In one com-
munity in Texas fifteen familics
in five years improved their houses
and farms to the amountof $15,000.

Very creditable, too, is the ne-
gro’s progress in matters educa-
tional.  Besides common schools
in every State, there are 162 higher-
grade institutions for coloured stu-
dents. The standard of education
is being steadily raised, the length
of the school-term increased. and
the teachers are receiving higher
pay and more thorough prepara-
tion. The result has been that iv
thirty vears forty per cent. of the
illiteracy of the race has disap-
peared.  Hundreds of well-edu-
cated preachers, editors, lawyers,
doctors, and mechanics have gone
forth from these schools, and have
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become centres for the diffusion of
useful knowledge and improved
methods of living among their race.
Under the same influences the ne-
gro brain is becoming adaptive and
creative. Over fifty patents have
been granted to negroes in recent
vears. Not a few full-blooded ne-
groes have distinguished them-
selves in the various arts; they
have occupied no mean rank as
orators and as writers in the field
of prose, while one gifted son of
the race has recently evinced innate
ability in the highest form of litera-
ture. Paul Laurence Dunbar’s
“Qak and Ivy” poems, with the
later volume, entitled “ Lyrics of
Lowly Life,” have been favoured
with an extended and laudatory in-
troduction and criticism by Amer-
ica’s most popular novelist, Mr.
Howells,

With this increase of intelligence
and wealth, and as a result of it,
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has come social improvement. Al-
ready the outlines of a better social
order are plainly visible. Old things
are passing away: the ‘ carpet-
bagger” and *‘ Kuklux” are no
more ; the one-room cabins are giv-
ing place to comfortable frame and
brick dwellings; the people are de-
serting old-style, illiterate preach-
ers, and are attaching themselves
to spiritual guides more worthy of
the cloth. With increase of know-
ledge has come increase of wants,
and as their wants multiply they
are resorting to industry and econ-
omy in order to satisfy them. Of
course these improvements are as
yet confined to certain sections, but
the exception is fast becoming the
rule. Under the sure and potent
forces of education, industry, and
religion, the negro race of the
South is steadily advancing toward
the highest civilization.—Chautan-
quain.

EASTER.

The world is full of sunshine and of song;
The distant, fleecy clouds are angels’ wings ;
The Cross forgotten and the mocking throng,
Christ reigns triumphant as the King of kings.

Th's is the garden where we wept Him dead,
This is the tomb wherein His body lay,

The linen cloth that wrapped His thorn-wreathed head,
The very stone the angels rolled away.

As in a vision we can see His face,
Although we may not kiss His pierced feet.
Surely the dawn of heaven is on this place,
Above the grave where love and triumph meet.

EASTER DAY.

0 sad, sad soul, fling wide your doors,
And make your windows curtainless !
Strew odours on your silent floors,
And all your walls with lilics dress!

Throw open every sombre place ;
Roll every hindering stone away !
Let Easter sunshine gild your face,
And bless you with its warmth to-day !

Let friends renew each bygone hour
Let children fling the world a kiss

And every hand tic in some flower,
To crown a day so good as this!

And whether skies are sad or clear,
We'll give the day to joy aud song :
For since the Christ is surely here,
All things are right and nought is wrong!

—Mrs. May Riley Smith.
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MEDICAL MISSION

WORK IN CHINA.

BY O. L. KILBORN, M.A, M.D.,

Of the Canadian Mcthodist West China Mission.

HERE can be no
two cpinions as
to the wurgent
needs of China
as a field for
medical mission
work. Here we
have all the con-
ditions — pro-
found ignorance
of even the sim-
plest laws of
health, all-pervading ignorance of
the causes and methods of treat-
ment of disease, an absolute lack
of anything approaching science in
medicine and surgery, and perhaps
we may add as a very suitable con-
dition, an unreasoning prejudice
against foreigners.

Chinese physicians and surgeons
abound, with specialists in almost
every department. The only quali-
fication required is the ability to in-
duce people to take their prescrip-
tions. Yet if they would be suc-
cessful, they must be able by many
fine words and clever promises to
collect good fees, invariably in ad-
vance, and solely for the purpose of
buving the necessary ingredients
for the required dose ; never for
profit ! They must be equally
clever at finding a plausible way
out of the many difficulties into
which they fall. The most com-
mon expedient is perhaps to charge
the patient with having eaten some
kind of food which is inimical to
the healing process.

We are all familiar with the un-
cleanly habits of the Chinese. For
the average individual baths are
rare events, especially in winter.
The great majority of the Chinese
people live in houses without floors,
often without ceilings, usually with
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leaky roofs. Hence dirt and damp-
ness above and below. Windows
are of paper or of boards. Hence
dark interiors, and accumulations of
dirt everywhere ; and dirt always
carries microbes and disease. The
one saving feature of the Chinese
house is the all but universal system
of ventilation, undesigned, but per-
fect in its working. Great holes
gape in the gables, under the eaves,
between the tiles and around doors
and windows, thus providing for an
abundance of fresh air. Another
undeubted safeguard to health is
the universal practice of drinking
boiled water, either clear or as tea.
Refuse of every description is
thrown in the nearest convenient
spot, usually the street, and the
streets are cleaned annually by the
heavy rains of summer.

“How do the Chinese manage to
survive amidst such extremely un-
sanitary surroundingsandunfavour-
able conditions?”  They do not
survive. They fall ill and die, at
a rate which would appal us if we
could only know the figures. I
believe that the death-rate in Chi-
nese cities, if not in the country as
a wholc, is double that in Weste.n
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cities. Especially is this the case
when we consider the enormous
infant mortality, apart from the
awful loss through the practice of
female infanticide. Pulmonary
consumption is exceedingly preva-
lent, smallpox is never absent, and
cholera epidemics come every few
years as a matter of course.

One could give many instances of
the ignorant and superstitious Dbe-
liefs of the Chinese.  Malaria is
due to the presence of demons,
which take possession at the shak-
ing time. Later on it was found
that demons and quinine were
totally incompatible.

Water, even the cleanest, is be-
lieved to be the worst possible
application to a wound. It will
cause suppuration. But the foul-
smelling mud taken from the bot-
tom of an old drain is a sovereign
remedy. Another application is the
“1,000 feet soil,” that is, soil pre-
sumably trodden by 1,000 feet. It
is usually taken from the doorway
of a house. Large numbers of
blind men, women, and children are
scen in every part of China, the
result of uncleanliness, and of
smallpox. A young man with sore
cyes gave me as cause the fact that
Tie had driven a nail into the wall
in the kitchen, all unconscious that
that was an unlucky day for driv-
ing nails.

The medical missionary, as we
think of him now-a-days, is a man
(or woman, as the case may be),
who first and foremost is a conse-
crated Christian worker ; who is
an earnest, intelligent student of
the Bible ; and who has had ex-
perience in Christian work in the
home land. He is a qualified medi-
cal practitioner, who has taken the
Tegular college course in medicine,
and obtained the standing 1equ1red
for practice at home. He has had
impressed upon him an overpower-
ing sense of the tremendous need of
the heathen, and has responded by
consecrating himself, not for a

short term of years only, but for
his whole life, to the work of carry-
ing the crospel into the dark places
of the earth. Before coming to
China, he has obtained as much
practical experience as possible in
the practice of medicine and sur-
gery ; if possible he has acted as
house physician and surgeon in
some large hospital. He has in
addition taken special training in
eye diseases and skin diseases, and
in as many other specialties as pos-
sible, because the medical mission-
ary must be his own specialist.
He must frequently work without
help or advice from any one; must
rely wholly upon himself in making
important diagnoses, and carrying
out difficult treatment, whether
medical or surgical.  Therefore,
too, the medical missionary should
be a man of well-balanced judg-
ment and sound common sense; and
moreover he should, in common
with his colleagues, understand the
“science of getting along with
people.”” No member of the mis-
sion will come into closer relations
with all classes of the Chinese than
the medical missionary. He should
therefore be kind, tactful, and con-
siderate. 4

A great mistake is made in the
case of many a medical missionary,
when on first arrival on the field he
is immediately pushed, or allowed
to fall, into the work. How often
have we read, “ Dr. Blank had no
sooner arrived than a most pitiable
case presented itself for treatment.
The doctor had not the heart to turn
the poor man away. DBy the aid of
an interpreter, treatment was given,
and from that time on patients came
in increasing numbers, until little
or no time was left for study.”
Such is the fascination of medical
mission work, that once begun, it
slowly but surely increases until it
absorbs one’s whole time and atten-
tion. In a few months the new
doctor has picked up enough of the
language to get along fairly well in
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the dispensary. Some one mean-
time protracts the unkindness by
doing all the preaching for him,
both out-patients and 1in-patients.
In a year or two, what have we ?
A man immersed in one continuous
round of purely medical and sur-
gical work ; worrying along with a
sort of pidgin Chinese, chiefly a col-
lection of phrases used in the hos-
pital ; utterly unable to preach a
sermon, or give an address in Chi-
nese ; wearied with every attempt
to carry on a conversation with a
Chinese on any subject other than
medical.

What is the final outcome ?
Unless a radical break is made, and
the man is given the opportunity
to acquire a fair all-round working
knowledge of the Ilanguage, the
chances are that his first term of
five to eight years is also his last
term. Because of his lack of lan-
guage, he has never been able to
enter into any spiritual work, the
real work for which he came to
China. Because of his lack of lan-
guage he has failed to come into
sympathetic contact with the people,
and the work that he did do had
become a wearisome, monotonous
drudgery.

With all my mind and strength,
I would protest against the policy
of urging or allowing the medical
missionary to begin work before he
has a fair knowledge of the lan-
guage. Probably the ability to give
a fifteen or twenty-minute address,
which is thoroughly understood by
a Chinese audience, would be a
better test than a limit of time.
The medical missionary will come
into very close contact with all
classes of Chinese, from the highest
officials down ; therefore he should
be free in conversation. He should
be able to preach readily, because
he must preach constantly to his
patients in dispensary and ward.
His future success in the work, his
influence upon the Chinese com-
munity in which he lives, the

measure of his affection for the
people and for his life-long work
among them, all will be directly
affected by his freedom or other-
wise in the Chinese language.

While he has*been studying the
language, he has at the same time
been studying the people—their
habits and customs, their modes
of acting and thinking. What
a power he will have acquired
if he has learned true sympathy
with the Chinese ; i. he has learned
to “ put yourself in his place,” i.e,
to see things from the Chinese
point of view, as well as from that
of the foreigner !

Now he is ready to begin medical
mission work proper. He may
have a well-established hospital, in
which his duty is but to continue
the good work of his predecessor.
But his may be an entirely new
work, without building or site. it
is astonishing how little difficulty
there is in doing most excellent
work in native ‘buildings which
have been cleaned up and adapted.
But if the funds are available, by
all means let us have the foreign
building. The advantages are
cleanliness, light, air, and conveni-
ence of arrangement. If there is
sufficient land in the site, the hos-
pital should be erected in detached
buildings according to the pavilion
system. If on a suitable street, the
waiting-room may very properly be
the street chapel, placed close to the
street and available for preaching to
patients or the general public every
day in the week. Here the assem-
bled patients hear the gospel
preached for at least half an hour
cach dispensary day. Adfterwards
patients are called into the consult-
ation room in groups of six to ten
at a time, and are seen one by one
bv the physician in charge. Some
are taken into the private consulta-
tion room for more careful exami-
nation ; others into the dark room
for examination of eye, ear, or
throat and nose, by reflected light.
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All pass out through the dispensing
room, where their medicines are
handed to them over the counter
with all necessary directions.

Some hospitals provide simply
the rooms and the beds. Patients
bring their own bedding, and take
possession. They also bring their
own rice and kitchen utensils, and
prepare their food in the hospital
kitchen. Other hospitals are man-
aged more in accordance with West-~
ern ideals, and though involving
much more labor and responsibility,
I very much prefer this method to
the first. By thorough cleanliness
and a sufficiency of good food, the
cure of a goodly proportion of in-
patients is begun,

It is surprising how little fear the
average Chinese patient has of the
operating room and of operations.
But this is doubtless explained by
their intal ignorance of the dangers
of anesthesia, and by their exces-
sive confidence in the foreign doc-
tor. The fact is, the Chinese bear
surgical operations remarkably
well, and as a rule convalescence is
rapid.

There is no doubt of the danger
of tronble arising if a death should
occur in a hospital during the first
year or two after opening, especially
if such death should follow a sur-
gical operation. We always cn-
deavour to avoid such a danger, as
far as possible, by receiving as in-
patients selected cases only.

Once settled in the ward, the new
patient does not require more than
about two days to get to feel quite
at home. The awesome fear with
which he had been taught to regard
the fierce foreign devil melts away,
and soon gives place to warm feel-
ings of affection and esteem. Just
liere becomes manifest the peculiar
place and power of the hospital in
the great woric of preaching the
gospel,

What is the purpose of the medi-
cal missionary in coming to China?
Most emphatically, to preach the
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gospel. What.is the purpose of
the hospital ? The answer is the
same, to preach the gospel. The
preacher’s workshop is the chapel;
the teacher’s the school; the hos-
pital is the workshop of the doctor.
The essential character of the pro-
duct of all three is the same, though
the methods are different.

I am quite ready to admit that
the medical missionary must spend
much more of his time, many more
hours in the day, in the work of
healing the sick than in preaching
and teaching by actual word of
mouth.  But is not the work of
healing in reality the preaching of
the gospel ? But we must preach
by deed as well as by word, and is
not the work of healing the very
best exemplification in conduct of
that most wonderful thing in the
world—love ? It is a concrete
form of preaching, which even the
most ignorant, most suspicious Chi-
nese can understand.

Fach dispensary day the Word is
faithfully preached to the patients
assembled in the waiting room. To
no one will the patients give a more
attentive hearing than to the doc-
tor. In the dispensary, tracts and
Scripture portions are distributed,
at least something to each new pa-
tient. ‘Tracts may also be posted
upon the walls, and these many
patients read while waiting their
turn to be called to the consultation
room. A large number of these
out-patients come but once, and
many more for a second or third
time only. Fence the time is too
short to learn much ; yet the good
seed is sown. and every little helps
in bringing the precious truths be-
fore the people. And one always
has the advantage that the dispen-
sary congregation does not contin-
uallv change, nor does it run away
in the middle of the sermon.

It is easy to understand that the
ward is the place where we get the
best results, both medical and spiri-
tual. In most hospitals in China,
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it is the practice to hold a daily
morning worship, either in the hos-
pital chapel or in a large ward.
Tracts and Scripture portions are
distributed freely among the pa-
tients.  Christian books and peri-
odicals are on file, and are easy of
access to all who can read.

Now, it is very difficult to preach
to people who hate us, or who are
suspicious of our motives ; who
despise us as low, ignorant out-
siders, and pity us bccause we are
so unfortunate as not to have been
born in China. But the effect of
even a short stay in the hospital
ward, with the kind care and atten-
tion, and physical benefits received,
is in nine cases out of ten to sub-
stitute for suspicion confidence ;
for lofty disdain respect and
esteem, and even love. Could there
well be a better preparation of the
Chinese mind and heart for the re-
ception of the message we bring ?
And because the doctor is of neces-
sity the special object of the pa-
tient’s gratitude and regard, so any
word of teaching or advice from
him will be believed and heeded, as
it will not be from any other for-
eigner.

There is another essential to the
best results, namely, a hospital na-
tive evangelist. Such is its import-
ance that the place is worthy of
the very best Christian character
that the Church can produce. He
should be a man of good natural
gifts, preferably not of the literary
class, and, above all others, a man
of sterling integrity, and one who
has imbibed deeply of the spirit of
the meek and lowly Jesus. The
work of this man will be daily con-
versation, Scripture reading, and
prayer with patients in the wards ;
he will teach the catechism, hymns,
and Scripture portions to classes of
several or of one. A very import-
ant division of his work is that of
following and visiting at regular
intervals in their homes all those
patients who have shown an interest

in the gospel. There is little use in
the foreigners attempting such visi-
tation. The difficulties are all but
insuperable. But a native can do
it, and such work is absolutely
necessary if we ‘would gather up
and conserve the benefits and bless-
ings to patients of instruction and
impressions received while in the
hospital ward.

Self-support is not possible at
the beginning of any work. At
such time a fee of twenty to fifty
cash should be sufficient for all
comers. But in the course of a
year or two, as the name and fame
of the hospital becomes established,
the physician may begin to ask for
fees and aim to increase his income
slowly but steadily, till in the course
of a few years’ time his institution
shall have become partly or wholly
self-supporting.

Out-patients should be required
to pay a fee of at least twenty cash
for the first visit only ; subsequent
visits should be free, as an induce-
ment to take continued treatment.
Exceptions to this twenty cash rule
may be made in the case of beggars
and the very few others who ask it.
The minority who should pay, are
officials and the rich or well-to-do
merchants, and those whose dis-
eases are due to their own evil con-
duct.  Many pafients prefer to
avoid the crowd by coming on non-
dispensary days, and paying a small
fee of two hundred cash for treat-
ment.

Half of the in-patients in the
general wards will pay the cost of
their food, say 1,500 to 2,500 cash
a month. Another percentage will
pay a part, while not more than 25
per cent. to 35 per cent. are unable
to pay anything. I believe it is the
general experience that the patient
who pays even 100 cash a month,
is much more grateful for what is
done for him than is the man who
gets everything free. In a hospital
where everything is free, patient~
are apt to get the impression that




Medical Mission

we are abundantly supplied with
funds, probably by government,
and they therefore do not ask for
favours, but are apt rather to de-
mand their rights in the shape of
free board and lodging and free
treatment. They may become very
independent in demeanour, and
under the circumstances see no par-
ticular cause for gratitude. There
is usually very little difficulty in
getting the Chinese to pay at least
the cost of their food. They are
always impressed by the reasonable-
ness of the demand. Of course
one meets with dead-beats, and not
infrequently gets taken in.

Then in the case of operations,—
he is a very poor man indeed who
cannot pay a fee of 100 to 1,000
cash for an operation requiring
time, skill, and the use of expensive
drugs and instruments. At the
same time wealthy officials should,
as a matter of principle, be asked
for good round fees for operations.
I am firmly of opinion that such a
course of procedure will increase
the respect of the patients for West-
ern medicine and surgery, and for
the foreigners themselves,  Such
a course tends to an enlightened
understanding of the position of
the foreign doctor ; he is not so
likely to be regarded as under for-
eign imperial pay, for some myste-
rious, and therefore sinister pur-
pose. A large proportion of the
visits we are called to make to pa-
tients in their homes, are to yamens
or houses of the wealthy. And the
rule holds good here that free or
even cheap work gains for us little
gratitude or respect.

Still another valuable and well-
known source of hospital income,
namely, that of subscriptions from
hoth foreigners and Chinese, needs
ounly to be mentioned.

Allow me to answer a few pos-
sible objections to the self-support
plan. 1st. That an impression of a
mercenary spirit may be conveyed.
This objection breaks down at once
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when it is remembered that the
great majority of out-patients pay
the ridiculous sum of twenty cash
only, often for a month or more of
treatment. While most in-patients
pay for food only, or get il free.
2nd. That medical work should
be free, even as the gospel is free.
But is the gospel free? Salvation
is free, but it costs to proclaim it.
Somebody must pay to bring both
ministers and doctors across the
sea, and keep on paying in order to
support us and our churches and
hospitals after we get here. Why
should not those who derive so
much direct physical benefit, and
are able to help, be allowed to help
in the good work? We all agree
that the Christian Church in China
will not attain to the highest spiri-
tual development until it is self-
supporting and self-propagating.
Neither will patients who are able
to pay receive the greatest good
from the ministrations of the medi-
cal missionary until they are led
to pay at least to the extent of the
complete support of the hospital.
3rd. That self-support is a hin-
drance to evangelistic work in the
hospital.  This is, I believe, con-
trary to experience.  The great
benefit derived from our medical
work is the removal of prejudice
and the softening of the hearts of
the people by what we do for them.
‘This is the stage of preparation for
the entrance of the gospel message.
Now we have found that the pa-
tient who has paid a good-sized fee
is not by any means the least grate-
ful ; indeed, he is often much more
grateful than the one who pays
nothing. And, moreover, he is not
tempted to fawn upon us, or to be
hypocritical in his gratitude. He
can look us fairly in the face aud
thank us. Therefore we claim that
the spiritual work of the hospital is
helped and not hindered by the self-
support plan.  Furthermore, we
believe self-support to be practi~
cable, because the Chinese are ac-
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customed to pay their own doctors,
and often their fees are exorbitant,
even from the foreign point of
view.

A shoemaker brought me his
little girl, with a small abscess.
After some weeks of treatment she
was pronounced healed, and the
father came to express his thanks.
Said he : “1I shall always come to
you after this. The last time my
child had a sore like that, I had Mr.
Blank (naming a Chinese doctor),
and it cost me over four thousand
cash and three pairs of satin shoes,
and besides he took two or three
times as long as you did to cure
her.” My treatment had cost him
just twenty cash ! '

There are a great many other
important questions that might
come up in consideration of medical
missionary work. I shall mention
a few.

There is ecclesiastical standing.
The medical missionary ought, if
he wishes it, to have equal stand-
ing before the native church with
his ministerial brother.  Such
standing may be given him before
he leaves the home land ; or if he
comes to China without it, and feels
the need of it here, there should be
some provision whereby such stand-
ing may be conferred. The medi-
cal missionary and the ministerial
missionary are, I believe, equally
ordained of God ; why should they
not bhe equally ordained by the
Church ?

Every hospital must have assist-
ants, and other things being equal,
the better trained they are, the
more and the better work will the
hospital do. For the present, the
only way to get native assistants is
to train them oneself. Medical
work is not permitted in the home
lands by any but qualified men and
women, and rightly so. There are
plenty of qualified practitioners for
all the work there is to do. But in
China circumstances are very dif-
ferent, and I believe that the results

justify the practice. But the lay-
man who undertakes such work
cannot exercise too great caution by
treating simple cases only, and
avoiding serious ones in both medi-
cine and surgery. One case that
goes wrong will do much harm to
him and his work. A very few
cases helped or cured may be the
means of breaking down much pre-
judice, and of speedily working a
most favourable change in the atti-
tude of the people.

There is such a fascination in the
work for the work’s sake, and it is
so easy to fill the wards to over-
flowing, and then to allow the out-
patients to gradually increase in
number, until one’s strength is taxed
to the very utmost six, yes, seven
days a week in his efforts to keep
up with it all! One may keep up
with it for a time. But there is
very great danger of one of two
things happening, either some im-
portant department of the work will
be neglected, or the missionary’s
health fails, and then all depart-
ments must be neglected, i.e., the
whole work stops.

A very insidious danger is that of
neglecting one’s own mental culture.
Journals, medical and general, are
scarcely opened, but laid away un-
touched. = New books are rarely
purchased and old ones hurriedly
read. To spend time on anything
else than one’s medical books, and
perhaps a Bible commentary is out
of the question. Life becomes one
ceaseless rush and grind, from
Monday morning to Monday morn-
ing again.

I believe I have indicated a pos-
sible danger. Let us rather treat a
limited number of patients well; let
us rather carry on with thorough-
ness all departments of the work in
a small hospital than undertake ton
much and neglect some part : ict
us emphasize quality rather than
Juantity.

In 1895 there were in all China
only 71 hospitals and 111 dispen-
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saries. In 1899 there were 1,177
men, and 1,723 women, a total of
2,000 missionaries, men and women,
married and single.

Allow me to relate in conclusion
an incident illustrating the methods
and results of the missionary hos-
pital in China. Amongst the dis-
pensary patients one day was an
old man of sixty, whose complaint
was total blindness in both eyes.
The disease was cataract. He was
received into the hospital and oper-
ated upon. After a few days,
when the bandages were removed,
he began to gaze at his hands and
then at the windows. ‘Then he
looked at his bed and at the other
patients’ beds in the ward. One
day as I came into the ward and
approached his bed, the old man
exclaimed, “ Stand back, Doctor, I
can see you there ; back a little
farther, there! I can see you
plainly there !”

Mr. Moody once said that the
greatest joy one could have in this
world, was to have some one take
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you by the hand and say, “ By your
means I was led from darkness to

light.” Of course he referred to
spiritual darkness and spiritual
light. I believe the next greatest

joy is to realize that one has been
the means of restoring sight to the
physically bli.d. In the month he

‘had spent in the hospital, the old

man had the usual daily teaching in
gospel truth, with remarkably good
results. On dismissal from the
hospital he immediately put his
name down as an enquirer ; he
attended church services regularly,
and .frequently brought a friend
with him. Up and down the street
he went, visiting the tea-shops and
the neighbours’ houses, everywhere
showing and telling to all who cared
to listen, what the foreigner had
done for him.

Thus is the medical missionary
in his hospital, and by means of
his hospital, endeavouring to do his
share in the grand work of
“ preaching the gospel to the whole
creation.”

EASTERTIDE.

BY ZITELLA COCKE.

In the holy Eastortide, O do they hear our glad rejoicing—
Blessed souls all thrilling through and through with joy of Paradise,
Friend and brother, gone before us, do they hearken to our chorus,
As the song of resurrection mounts in triumph to the skies?

Do they pause amid the echoes of the heavenly hallelujahs,
And the sound of angel trumpets borne a'ong the argent stars,

Pause, to catch the strains that falter, round our earthly, flower-crowned altar,
Leaning low in wistful vision out the firmamental bars?

Ay, they murk our joyful Easters in the Father’s many mansions,
Golden links that bind us to them in a union sweet and strong.
In their loftier vocation, sharing still our adoration—
Joining with our feeble praises their full symphony of song !

And methinks that surely He who is the life and resurrection,
As upon the first bright Baster morn, still comes unto His own.
Tho® t"eir eyes be undiscerning, longing hearts within are burning,
As they feel the Mighty Presence, unto sight and sense unknown !

Happy ones whose Kaster rapture is unmarred by sin and sorrow,
Walking 'neath the benediction of perpetual love and light—

Would we knew your Easter gladness, that life’s bitterness and sauaness
Might dissolve in empty shadows, as day vanquishes the night!

Ye who saw earth’s wondrous miracles in meadow and in forest—
The proud pageant of the sunset, and the morning’s crimson show—
Ye who read her Easter story in each fresh and new-born glory,
Teach our hearts, O gracious ministers, that we may see and know !

—Independent.
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WHAT THE BELLS SAID

LASTER CHIMES.

BY ISABELLE HORTON.

V| T was early morning, and
very, very still. The
lilies in the Sevres vase
hung motionless over
their own reflection on
the polished table. A
great crystal bowl of roses stood near
them, but not a leaf nor a petal had
stirred for hours. The filmy lace
curtains were not moved by so much
as a breath.

Suddenly the fragrant air vibrated
with a glorious burst of melody. The
bells of the cathedral were pealing
forth their Easter chimes. A red rose
had drooped all night with closely
folded petals, dreaming—but who can
tell of what the unblown rose dreams?
As the jubilant notes filled the air,
the glowing heart of the rose expand-
ed. She raised her head and shook
her velvet petals apart, thrilled with
a strange new sease of joy. What was
it ? As if still dreaming, she seemed
to see a misty sky, rainhow-spanned ;
and wind-waved branches glancing in
the sunlight; and sparkling rain-
drops gliding along swaying grass
blades. Had glancing leaves and
gliding raindrops suddenly become
vocal? It was all there, in those liquid
notes chasing one another up and
down—the sway of the grass, the flash
of the rain. But there was more;
something that spoke of joy, and tri-
umph, and filled her whole being with
a strange delight.

She looked around for her sister
roses. Some were still asleep ; some
were lazily stretching out their soft
petals ; some were broad awake and
listening, like herself.

“What is it ?” she asked them
eagerly,

‘“We don’t know, indeed; how
should we ?” they answered. ‘ Ask

the lilies up there.”

The red rose looked up. Just above
her hung a great white lily, pure and
still. She could see deep into her
golden heart ; she was half afraid of
the stately flower, but she said: “O0,
lily, what is it—this glorious thing
that seems to fill all the world with
joy ?n

“Tt is the Easter bells,” said the

lily. “We know, 1or our mother told
us of them when we were in our little
brown cradles. We have been waiting
and listening for them all night.”

‘ And what is it they are saying ?"
asked the rose.

“I cannot tell,” answered the lily,
‘“but we shall know by and by. This
is to be the crowning day of all our
lives, We shall go into the great ca-
thedral, and there will be music—such
music as you never dreamed of—and
light, and colour, and fragrance, and
joy. Doubtless there we shall learn
what the bells say.”

Presently two ladies came into the
room. Their dresses swept the carpet
with a sound like the rustle of leaves.
One put out a wnite hand, upon which
something flashea and glittered.

*“ The roses have opened beautiful-
1y,” she said. * See this red one ; isn’t
it queenly ?”

“Regal, rather; but these pure
white ones are more to my taste.”

“But there is life and fire in this
glowing red,” said the first speaker.
‘“ Flowers have an individuality to me.
Those white lilies are the saints,
dedicated to heaven from their birth ;
but the roses belong to earth. They
are for the Master, too, but they teli
not so much of the risen and trium-
phant Saviour as of the passion and
pain of the earth life.”

“1 didn’t know you were so fanci-
ful,” said the other, lightly gathering
the tall lilies into her jewelled hands.
“But we shall be late if vou stop to
moralize. 'Will you bring the roses ?
There is a place waiting for them in
the chancel.”

She gathered the roses into a great
bunch, touching them caressingly, and
stooping again and again to inhale
their fragrance.

She entered the vestibule. The
heavy inner doors swung noiselessly
as people passed in. Through them
came wafts of warm, perfume-laden
air, and snatches of low music. There
were smiles and low greetings and the
soft rustle of silke. The heart of the
rose quivered with happy expectancy.

Then there was a slight confusion.
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Some one coming out hastily jostled
those just about to enter; then the
beautiful woman- with the roses swept
in—but the fairest rose of all lay with
a broken stem on the stone floor out-
side, and the cushioned doors swupg
shut between her and her paradise.

For a moment she felt bewildered.
Then she said: * Surely they will
come back after me. They said there
was a place waiting for us, and I shall
be missed.” But no one came, The
great doors were constantly swinging
now, but no one even so much as
glanced at the rose. She had falleu
in an angle of a flight of steps, else
she would have been crushed under
foot, so unconscious were the passers-
by of her presence.

How long she lay there she did not
know, It seemed to her sad heart like
a lifetime. She heard music like a
dream, far away—so far away ; rising
and swelling, then breaking into bird-
like carols, and soaring higher, higher,
then caught and tangled in an up-
ward sweeping flood of melody from
below ; then sinking and fainting into
silence, She was sure it had a lan-
guage—that wonderful music—and
those happy people inside, they would
hear and understand. It must be the
same story the bells rang out in the
morning—that happy morning so long
ago. And here she lay, outside of it
all—a poor castaway. Already she felt
weakk and faint, and in despair she
said: “ This is the end of it all; 1
must die here on the cold stones.”

Then the doors swung -open again,
and the flood of people poured out-
ward, But nothing mattered to the
rose ; her petals were drooping, and
her heart growing sick with bitter
pain. But presently she felt herself
lifted from the pavement. Tender eyes
looked lovingly into her deep, red
heart, and gentle fingers smoothed her
bruised petals. This face was fair and
young as the one that had bent over
her in the morning, but about it were
no dainty laces, no flash of jewels nor
shimmer of silk. A plain dress of
black serge, a black bonnet with soft
white ties, knotted under the chin,
that was all; but as the rose looked
up she thought of the shining white
lilies that hung over her when she
awoke to the music of the Easter bells.

“Red as the life-blood on Calvary,”
murmured the girl, fastening it into
her dress. “Poor little flower, like
Him, crushed and broken; but per-
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haps your mission is not ended yet.”

Then began a new life for the rose.
There was no more music, nor per-
fume, nor dreams; but, worn on the
bosom of the black serge gown, she
went into dark places and amid dreary
sights and sounds. And yet a strange
rest and peace had taken possession
of her. She felt that from her, she
knew not how, went out something of
brightness and joy.

They entered an attic room, where
a woman lay with a white, wasted
face, ard strangely brilliant eyes.

“Oh, I'm so glad you’ve come !” she
cried. “I was afraid you'd be too
late,”

She spoke to her caller and laid her
cold hand in hers; but her eager eyes
rested upon the rose. With a smile
the visitor unfastened it from her
dress and placed it in the hand of the
sick woman.

“Isn’t it lovely! I’ve looked at
them many a time in the great show
windows, but I never thought I'd
hold one again ;” and she touched it
to her lips and her cheek.

“Now tell me again about Jesus,”
she said. “I get so lost when you’re
away. He seems so far off, and I've
been so wicked—" a weak, hoarse
cough interrupted her, and she panted
for breath before she coulda go on.

“I heard the bells a-ringing this
morning, and they sounded so happy—
So sure, somehow—and then I tried to
say over what you told me, but I
couldn’t seem to take hold of it as I
can when you tell it to me.”

How thie heart of the rose stirred
again! Had she come here after all
to learn the secret of the bells—here,
instead of in the grand cathedral,
with its banks of flowers and its
heavenly music ?

The woman in black took the cold.
trembling hand between her own and
said, slowly and earnestly :

‘“ The Easter morning tells us that
our Saviour rose from the tomb. He
was dead—and He lived again. He
died for us; He bore our sins; and
because He conquered death and sin
for us, we may live in Him. Can you
believe this ?”

“Yes, for you, and others like you ;
but I am so unworthy—so vile.”

“ ¢ While we were yet sinners Christ
died for us.’ He loves us, though we
both are weak and sinful in His
sight.”

Hot tears were gathering in the wo-
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man’s eyes, and hope and fear strug-
gled together in her face.

“If I only could believe it—but how
can He love one like me ?”

The visitor's eyes fell upon the rose,
still held in the weak fingers.

“Why did T give you the rose?
What does it say to you for me ?”

“It says—that you care for me;
that you love me—a little !”

“Yes, and it says truly. I do love
you, but not because you loved me
first, nor because you could do any-
thing for me; but because the dear
Master has put a little of His wonder-
ful love into my human heart. Can’t
you see that He must love you infin-
itely more than I ? I only gave you a
poor, half-faded rose, and you be-
lieve in me. He gave His life for you.
Christ is the Gift—the Word—the hu-
man expression of God’s love.”

The light broke over her face. “1I
do believe it. I see it now. But, oh,
how can I ever love Him enough ?”

Just then they caught the sound of
distant bells, faint, but sweet, and
clear, and joyous.

‘“The Lord is risen! He is risen in
my heart!”

“Let us thank Him ;” and the vis-
iti(&r sank upon her knees by the bed-
side.

‘When she arose a change had come
over the face upon the pillow. It was
growing grey and strange, even to the
watcher who knew it so well ; but the
joy still shone in her eyes.

“ The bells—the bells—He is risen—
my Saviour——" and the breath left
her lips.

The red rose lay against her white
throat. Its crimson petals were soft
and limp, but it whisperrd as its last
perfumed breath spent itself in the
darkening room :

“I am content; I helped a little;
and who knows but for me, too, there
may be life beyond death.”—Epworth
Herald.

“SACER JESU, CARE CHRISTE.”
A LITANY.

Sacred Jesu! Christ, who carest,~—
Who o lost world’s burden bearest,—
Woe to man if Thou despairest !
(Saviour, hear our cryt)
Love unmeasured, Love untiring,
Cursed by souls of Thy desiring,—
On the cross for us expiring!
(Saviour, hear our cry!)

By Thy wan brow's saddest seeming,

By Thy precious blood down-streaming,—

Hallowed gift for our redeeming !
(Saviour, hear our cry )

By the thorn-crown—nails deep-driven,

By Thy ery to darkening Heaven,

By rent veil, and tomb wide-riven !
(Saviour, hear our cry!)

Bitter cup and bloody passion—

Utmost Love’s divine expression—

Let them be for our salvation!
(Saviour, hear our cry !)

By the might that could retrieve Thee,

By the Heaven that did receive Thee,

By the crowns the ransomed weave Thee!
(Saviour, hear our cry!)

Sacred Jesu! Love ascended !

Scorn and cross and conflict ended !

High-enthroned and angel-tended !
(Saviour, hear our cry!)

Who, when Thou art interceding,

Can resist Thy lips’ sweet pleading,—

Advocate, whose wounds are bleeding!
(Saviour, hear our cry!)

Sacred Jesu! Christ, who carest!
Still with us unscen Thou farest,
Still with us the cross Thou bearest!
(Saviour, hear our cry!)
Drive our darkness, heal our pining—
Lucent Star, eternal, shining!
Glorious Sun, no more declining !
(Saviour, hear our cry!)

—Pastor Feliz.

THE EASTER FEAST.

How shall we keep the Easter feast ?

With pomp of praise and pride of priest ?
With flow'r-crowned altars, burning bright,
And lofty temple’s gorgeous rite ?

With sounding song, that swings and swells
To rhythm sweet of chiming bells,

And charm of worldly cheer increased ?

Is this the Christian’s Easter feast ?

Nay, nay ; the Easter Victory

Is huinble heart’s sincerity,

Which, leaving malice in the tomb

Of buried sin, forsakes its gloom,

And rises to the joy, high-priced,

Won for us by our risen Christ !

Loving for Jesus’ sake the least

Of His—this is the Easter feast !
—Zitella Cocke.
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THE SWORD OF THE LORD STILL EDGED.
THE APOLOGETIC VALUE OF THE OLD TESTAMENT.*

BY THE REV. J. T. L. MAGGS, B.A,, D.D,
Principal Wesleyan Theological College, Montreal

IL.

1V. Currently with the theological
development we have described, there
proceeded also an ethical development.
It need not be supposed that Israel as
a nation rose to either the doctrinal
or ethical elevation of the Old Testa-
ment—this may have been rather the
privileged outlook of the few than
the actual attainment of the many.
But there was present a leaven, a ten-
dency that uplifted the masses. They
were saved from the immoral environ-
ment that otherwise had been their
ruin. If here and there the people
were bhesmirched by the sins of the
surrounding peoples, it is an important
fact that the immoralities of the
Canaanites to so small an extent in-
fected their Israelite neighbours.

There were also two great ethical
ideas marking the progress of this
people. One was the rising into clear
consciousness of the fact of person-
ality. In the earlier stages of so-
ciety the individual is less a unit than
the family or clan or tribe. Many
indications of this are found in the Old
Testament. The laws of blood re-
venge, the destruction of Achan’s
household, were based on this princi-
ple. Iven far down in Hebrew his-
tory the tendency remained, and the
feeling was “the fathers have eaten
sour grapes, and the children’s teeth
are set on edge.” But there came to
that people the sense of a God who
was not merely national, but could be
addressed as “ my God.” There came
a sense of not merely corporate, but
of personal responsibility, of a rela-
tion of God, not only to the nation,
but to the individual. And so, though
the stages were prolonged, yet
through every less inadequate concep-
tion the principle advanced til it
reached its fitting level in the pro-
phets Jeremiah and Ezekiel.

And all the while the conception of
righteousness was developing. 1In a
certain sense, in a rude society, re-
ligion precedes ethics.  Religious
worghip is a clearer duty than moral
condact. The worship of ancestors,

the proper cultus of the national god,
the due performance of rites, the
maintenance of a priesthood to carry
out the correct ritual, these elements
precede a more ethical sense of re-
ligion. At such a level of culture the
righteous man is he whose service,
whether rendered personally or by a
priest, is ritually correct. But
Israel rose beyond this conception of
righteousness. Holiness and righte-
ousness became terms of the ethical
life, and connoted more than mere
ritual exactness and ceremonial sep-
arateness. Through the ceremonial
the nation advanced to the practical,
through the rubrical to the ethical.
Those earlier stages were but the pic-
torial introduction to a life of just
conduct before God and man. And
thus the nation rose to the knowledge
of a God in relation to the individual
man, to whom He said: “I desire
merecy, and not sacrifice.”

This view, that the religious and
moral ideas of the people underwent
a development that is in part trace-
able, may be called modern and evolu-
tionary. Within certain limits these
adjectives may be accepted. As there
is a mnaturalistic and also a theistic
theory of the evolution of the world,
so there are a naturalistic and a theistic
theory of the evolution of the Hebrew
religion. If we may see in the evo-
lution of the universe the develop-
ment of potencies placed by the divine
wisdom in primal matter that they
might thus develop; and if in those
transitions from lifeless to living,
from unconscious to conscious, from
man to brute, we see yet clearer evi-
dences of this investment with ten-
dency and power, or it may be of
divine control—so may we see a like
theistic evolution in the Hebrew re-
ligion and its scriptures. If God works
thus, as the modern world so largely
believes, in nature, why not in grace
and in the production of Scripture ?
A new “analogy of religion, natural
and revealed, to the constitution and
course of nature,” may yet be needed to
meet the questionings of this age, and
it will be based upon the saying of
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Origen, that he who believes the Scrip-
tures to have proceeded from Him who
is the Author of nature, may well
expect to find the same difficulties in
it as are found in the constitution of
nature.

To some it is a problem why the
0Old Testament endures, and contains
so much that marks its early and im-
perfect stages, so much of the scaffold-
ing whereby its structure was raised.
Yet in the constitution of the human
body there are found not a few struc-
tures that seem in like manner to be
of the body’s scaffolding. At any
rate, to men of this generation, a
view of the development of the Old
Testament and its scriptures that lies
in the plain of contemporary think-
ing will not make the least effective
appeal—we must be discreet money-
changers, If there be a theistic evo-
lution of mnature there may be
analogous theories of Holy Scripture.

There are elements suggesting, if
not presupposing, a supernatural
control.  There is the imperative of
the book based upon its affirmation,
“ Thus saith the Lord.” There is
the connection between history and
the religion, as though the Supreme
Ruler of things human took inter-
est in this book and interlaced it with
His widest purposes. And when to
these you add the growth of its high
ethical theory, and its lofty concep-
tion of the Godhead, advancing in
spite of environment, while others
sank, we have some elements within
the book of permanent apologetic
worth.

V. Another suggestive feature of the
book is its presentation of a series of
typical persons, parallel with which
is a series of rites, that, in a way the
first ministers or recorders could not
have foreseen, found a meaning in,
and gave a meaning to, another re-
ligious system. Nor is this argu-
ment any less powerful if this typical
element in ritual was a gradual de-
velopment, and not the creation of a
solitary and uniquely endowed mind.
The details by which this latter line
of thought would be sustained may
be found in the Epistle to the Hebrews;
and in many later treatises. The
author, however, of that epistle writes
on the assumption of the divineness
and inspiration of the Old Testament,
while to us that is a point for proof,
not for assumption. Nor may we
now assume the divine authority of
the New Testament, or of the Chris-
tian system. TFor the time, we re-

gard it as a great historic religion,
of vast proportion and of venerable
antiquity, centring around what is
confessedly a unique personality,
with doctrines which command at-
tention, if only by the boldness of
their speculations and their incom-
parable ethical worth. Then we say,
that across the gulf of centuries there
should be such correspondence be-
tween the ritual of the Old Testament
and the asserted fulfilment of the
New, is at the least a coincidence de-
manding an explanation, an explana-
tion, we Dbelieve, that no mere
naturalism can produce.

So, too, with the typical persons.
At intervals along the highway of
this national history are forms whose
life is not self-contained, and so end-
ing in themselves, but who have a
meaning for an age to come, and are
to be reproduced, so to speak, in
larger proportions and more costly
material. How many of these typical
persons there are is, and probably
must remain, undecided, and more or
less a personal question. The unwise
typifying of some theologians has
brought this whole argument into dis-
favour. It has still a place and a
worth. A system which contains not
one type, but a series of typical indi-
viduals, may be regarded as character-
ized by this typical method. The
series which a critical exegesis ad-
mits is not inconsiderable, though it
will differ between student and stu-
dent. But a second Adam, a second
Moses, as prophet of the Lord and
guide of His people, a Phineas as the
heir of a perpetual priesthood, a
David as the type of an eternal king-
ship (a type after taken up by mem-
bers of the Davidic house),—while the
priestly and kingly types are united
in the persons of Melchisedek and the
Joshua of Zechariah’s prophecy—these
are elements of an argument which
may not be demonstrative, but is at
least arrestive. How strange, that
on one side of a gulf of
centuries one conception should
have been expanding during the
course of centuries, while on the
other side of the gulf, in one genera-
tion and in one life, these scattered
elements should have been collected
and fulfilled.

VI. There is a phenomenon within
the Old Testament that at one time
ranked high as an element of its
value, I mean prophecy. To-day it
is practically abandoned, at least in
its old form, by many apologists. In
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that form it was an argument from
jsolated instances of prediction to
isolated instances of fulfilment. Many
instances were of dubious exegesis,
there was always the possibility of the
contention that the instance was
“post eventum,” while the mass of
the prophetic ministry had for this
argument little or no reference, an
almost fatal weakness. And yet,
while the argument from mere pre-
diction may carry little force, the
argument from prophetism is valid. The
0ld Testament student may admit the
existence of resembling phenomena in
other pations and religions, but a
just discrimination will go far to con-
vince him of the divine vocation of
the Hebrew prophet, and of the
authoritative character of their writ-
ten and spoken utterances.

In the investigation of prophetism
what does he find ? He finds a body
of men organized to be the body-
guard of the Hebrew faith and
Church, whose origin and continu-
ance rested in the least degree upon
mere human control and protection.
Within this body, and for the highest
ends of religion, there arose men with
exceptional gifts, while others were
added, like Amos, who seemed out-
side the prophetic collegium. These
were idealists of the highest order,
whose ideal was a kingdom of God,
but whose ministry was largely an en-
forcement of present righteousness.
They claimed to speak in the name
of Jehovah, and their message was
generally received as such by their
generation and their race, and proved
a great moral power.

What further marks the power of
this body, is the fact that they were
the great means by which the higher
conceptions of God were taught to
this people. This possibility of more
exalted teaching was a witness to the
success of their previous work, an
evidence not only of their nobler
thinking, but of the effectiveness of
their mission with its so great claims.
They dealt with the mnational and
foreign politics of their time, and
made predictions that cannot be easily
rejected, of such events as national
disasters and deliverances, of Exile,
the Preservation of a Remnant, and
the Return. These are too numerous,
if nothing more, to be merely happy
guesses ; the least explanation is that
ﬂge prophet possessed an insight into
his time and into the nature and pur-
pose of God that issued in these true
predictions. If so, the phenomena of
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the prophetic order rest upon no com-
mon and merely human base.

But to one aspect of this ministry I
would especially refer, the Messianic.
Here again the personal equation
must come in, and personal convic-
tions be respected. Diversities of
judgment as to what prophecies are
Messianic, will continue till exegesis
becomes a more exact or a more me-
chanical science. Even the New
Tegtament references in some in-
stances suggest rather apt quotation
than purposed fulfilment. The term
Messianic must be taken in its widest
extent. It will not mean merely pre-
dictive hints of the circumstances, in
details that are somewhat minute, of
the promised Redeemer. All predic-
tions concerning Him, all recognition
of the typical personages that fore-
shadowed Him, all declarations con-
cerning the character, extent, con-
ditions of His kingdom, all foreshadow-
ing of the historic processes lead-
ing on to the coming of the Messiah
and the establishment of His king-
dom, must be regarded as Messianic.

How large this body of evidence
may be it is not easy to imagine. Lét
a man take the 0ld Testament, let him
note such passages as seem to him to
lie in this plain, and the result sc
taken will be a striking phenomenon
of a literary and theological charac-
ter, demanding explanation, and re-
jecting, I believe a merely natural-
istic explanation.

Like the doctrine of God the pre-
diction of the Messiah was a growth
gaining volume and variety during
centuries. It was, if one may change
the figure, a great river, draining the
whole history of the Jewish people.
It contained a promise of a Healer of
the world’s sorrows, who should come
of the seed of the woman, and then,
in ever-narrowing circles, was defined
to be of the seed of the woman of the
seed of Shem, of the seed of Abraham,
of the family of Jacob, of the tribe of
Judah. As the prophecy moved out
of the range of patriarchal times, the
coming of this Deliverer, the estab-
lishment of a kingdom of God, and
the subjugation of its opponents be-
came ever more developed. The seed
of David became the channel of this
redeeming King, who became increas-
ingly personal and definite though
portrayed in different figures. In
the later evangelic prophecy you reach
the strange elements of a sinless
Sufferer, and a ministry of pain that
is part of the divine plan. Mean-
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while the narrow Jewish expectation
gives way through a succession of
prophets, and a universal religion be-
comes the manifest goal of the divine
purpose.

As I have briefly suggested it is
possible to trace such development,
though neither on the traditional nor
the critical theory will a merely me-
chanical growth hold good. Yet there
was a development, consisting in the
seeming paradox, that while the circle
through which the Dblessing should
come narrowed, the circle over which
it was to be distributed widened: an
evolution that does not easily admit of
a purely naturalistic explanation.

There is another aspect of this pro-
phecy which also seems to demand a
supernatural explanation. You have
in the Old Testament a prophetic
body, whose very existence, char-
acter, and work has its apolo-
getic significance. Now, these men
do not merely repeat and enlarge the
message of their predecessor. There
is a variety about their predictions,
suggesting independence upon the hu-
man, as there is an interlacing that
suggests control on another side. No
single figure, no class of figures, no
single line of thought is able to ex-
press that complex Messianic idea.
Many are the ‘ tessarae” that are
fitted together to make up the mosaic
of this great picture. There is the
conception of a redeeming seed that
stands out at least as a personal
Messiah. He is variously presented
as the Ideal Man, as Prophet, as King,
as Priest, as the faithful Shepherd, as
the Branch of Jehovah, as the Ser-
vant of the Lord, and as the Suffering
Saviour, as the Hero victorious over
Edont, and as the Prince of Peace.
The divine kingdom is portrayed as
an inviolable Zion, as a ransomed na-
tion, as a life-giving river. There ex-
isted a number of historie personages
who were taken as elements of this
Messianic picture.

Meanwhile, there grew up a sense of
the narrow and non-permanent, of the
national rather than the catholic, of
the figurative rather than the real,
of the material rather than the spirit-
ual character of much that had been
spoken ; and so the later prophets
often rose to higher points of vision.
I'rom time to time these diverse
strands of prophecy began to cross
as though they would signify that
they were destined to become a fin-
ished fabric that would at last come
off the loom of time, The kingly and

priestly elements are united in Mel-
chisedek and the High Priest Joshua.
The human Messiah of the early pro-
phecy becomes, at the zenith of the
prophetic day, one with God, since He
becomes tLo Redeemer of His people,
The vision of a holy temple, as seen
by Ezekiel, is enlarged and lost in the
larger conception of a day when the
cooking vessels shall be as the bowls
upon the altar, and in every place a
pure offering shall rise to the Lord.

Then, while these threads of pro-
phecy seemed forming themselves
into one picture, inactivity came to
them. Upon the goodly fellowship of the
prophets a silence fell—silence from
Him who, in the words of St. Paul,
keeps His mysteries in silence through
times eternal. No addition of any
moment was made. There were born
generations, and there arose circum-
stances, that cast the conception of the
Messiah backward and downward—
from the divine to the human, from
the spiritual to the carmal, from the
universal to the national. A Messiah
who could succeed against Israel’s too
mighty foes seemed the Alpha and
Omega, of the people’s hope.

There lies, I think, a distinct apolo-
getic value in the unspiritual char-
acter of the later generations of the
Jewish Church. Messiahship was not
yet so harmonious a conception as to
command the mind and purpose of the
men of those days, and so to effect
its own accomplishment. There was no
transcendent mind able to discern
the possible, substantial unity of these
predictions. It was not an age of
such spiritual activity as to transmute
the prophecies of seers into facts, or
even to reset their dreams. It was
not an ideal age that was likely to dis-
tinguish the ideal and essential ele-
ments, and give them new form. But
what did happen in that unpromising
age ?

One only serious and successful
claim to have fulfilled this great pro-
phecy has been made. It arose in an
age wholly unlikely to have produced
a spiritual Messiah. It professes to
have come about after a fashion—to
wit, the Incarnation—that was wholly
alien to the thoughts, tastes, theology
of Judaism. It claimed to be the ful-
filment of the essential elements of
prophecies that bad taken centuries in
their uttering, and had remained for
centuries unfulfilled. It claimed that
while the pictorial elements and
figurative setting might possess seem-
ing contradiction, yet the ideal and €0
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essential elements, and sometimes
even details, found fulfilment in an in-
dividual. And the life in which these
scattered rays found their focus, these
fragments fitted into each other, was
a life possessing a character so human
yet so divi. ¢, so ideal yet so real, that
no merely human imagination, ot
itself, in any age, and, perhaps, least
of all, in that age, could have arisen
to its sublimity.

I need not specify the lines along
which Jesus of Nazareth has been
through s0 many centuries, and by so
vast a multitude, identified with the
Messiah. Nor may I rest this argu-
ment upon the inspiration and testi-
mony of the New Testament. But
this I do see—the dark gulf of the cen-
turies that passed between the close of
prophecy and the Christian era. On
one side of that gulf I note the im-
pressive phenomenon of Old Testa-
ment prophecy and its splendid pro-
duct, the slowly revealed picture of
the Messiah and its kingdom, with its
many threads and complex and seem-
ingly contradictory elements. On the
other side of that gulf, where existed no
human hand or mind that could have
produced the result, I see the pje-
ture before which the ages bow in
awe and love, the form of the In-
carnate, sinless Sufferer ; I see, too, a
Church founded on the belief that He
is the fulfilment of these prophecies,
a Church of spreading conquests, pro-
claiming a faith charged with moral
and spiritual dynamic.

I have these two facts, the prophetic
bicture and the evangelical picture,
Can any ome explain, on any merely
naturalistic theory, the rise of the one
and the rise and correspondence of the
other ?  TUpon such lines may be
built up an argument which may not
be mathematically demonstrative,
but at least morally sufficient, and
resting on no dogmatic assumption as
to Inspiration. The Old Testament
was taken as the record and embodi-
ment of a religious system. It held,
and still holds, a peculiar relation to
human thought in its highest phases
and to the world’s history. It is a
book that stands out from the mass of
books, and even from its nearest com-
peers, by its ability to arrest attention
and command acceptance. It pre-
sents to man a conception of God, not
growing less luminous with the lapse
of time through contact with the ele-
mments of this world, but one growing
loftier and more resplendent. It
bears a singular relation to man’s na-
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ture and conscience. It expresses
with the most unmistakable emphasis
the universal sense of a need of God.
It responds to the questionings of
man’s inmost nature. In the hymnal
of the ancient system, the Psalter,
the highest culture of this latest age
still can find the expression of long-
ing, hope, confidence, of confession,
and of aspiration. It is a hook in-
extricably interwoven with human his-
tory, the threads of its literature be-
ing woven into that warp of universal
history which was set up by the
hand of the Divine Artificer.

VI1I. In the course of that nation's
history there arise strange forms, said
by the prophets of that religion to be
typical forms of One to come after. A
people was being prepared by provi-
dential discipline—by seclusion from
the great Gentile world, and then by
being cast into it, by independence,
by servitude, by the influence of their
own faith, and by the pressure of ex-
ternal cultures and religions, to be the
channel for the incoming of a new
faith, which claimed to be that afore-
time announced by the Hebrew pro-
phets.

The book that is the record of this
older faith, in addition to its power to
Jinspire and utter man’s inmost soul,
contains elements suggestive of no
merely human power in its composing.
Surrounded by conceptions of the
Divine Being that were degraded and
degrading, working in an environment
that could not inspire high thinkings
concerning God, the prophets of the
Hebrew religion and its scriptures, by
no means through merely intellectual
gifts or intellectual stature, attained
to conceptions of God which continu-
ally grew richer, more exalted, more
philosophical.

‘'nis was no priestly work, made
to serve a splendid ritual or a develop-
ing sacerdotal caste. It was accom-
panied by a distinctly ethical pro-
gress, seen in the salvation of the
people from the sing of the surround-
ing nations, though they were of
kindred blood. So strong was this
ethical force, that the race rose above
its very ritual, by which nations have
so0 often been bound, to the conception
of righteousness that was more than
rubrical, and a holiness that was
more than ceremonial. At this point
it might be argued by those who be-
lieve that God fashioned by stages
this fair world, and man out of its
dust, that so we have, in this develop-
ing doctrinal and ethical teaching, a
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similar process, an evolution He
willed, watched over and empowered.
It will thus have for to-day an evi-
dence within itself,

But further consideration showed a
phenomenon, unique at least in its de-
gree and elevation among the mani-
festations of the religious spirit, viz.,
the prophecy of the Old Testament. It
was a conspicuous moral and religious
power, It claimed a divine commission,
which those with whom it dealt ac-
knowledged. It explained the course
of history by declaring what it held
to be the mind of God; and it made
announcements that cannot be ex-
plained as mere shrewd forecasts of
events in the history of that people.
One of its most eminent features was
its idealism, that concerned itself not
with the past, wherein lay the golden
age of the great ethnic dreamers, but
with the future; a golden age that
was being prepared for by those pro-
phets, so that, to borrow the language
of the New Testament, they were at
once “looking for and hastening the
coming of the day of God.”

I endeavoured to recall in very few
words what will have struck you in
your reading, the variety and ubiquity
of this phenomenon of Messianic pro-
phecy, the frequent crossing of the
warp of prophecy by the many col-
oured threads of this marvellous fore-
sight, the outcrop of this rich lode of
precious ore in the solid rock of Holy
Scripture. How many are its forms!
How various its presentation! Under
how many figures and types is it pre-
sented to us! How varied are the
aspects—ritual, personal, ecclesiastical,
national, catholic—under which it
challenges our attention ! A most
strange and impressive phenomeuon is
the development, the persistence, the
variety, the substantial harmony in
essentials, with a seeming contradic-
tion in non-essentials, that marked
this prophetic school and its teaching

—a school whose human linking could

be so0 weak, because, as we Dbelieve,
the bonds of a divine and inspiring
spirit were so strong. Is not this the
most rational explanation of the
phenomenon ?

At last a day dawned in which it
was claimed that in 'one Person this
varied prophecy had found at once
unity and fulfilment. It was a day
that followed centuries of virtual
gilerrce, and with nothing human in
them to revive, to crystallize, or to
realize the idea. No small apologetic
value belongs to the facts that fulfil-
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ment lay so little in the plane of
minute details that man might control,
and that prophecy had long time
ceased.

The very uaspiritual and unideal
character of the closing centuries of
the Old Testament Church has its
significance in this argument. When
the claim was uttered, it asserted tnat
this fulfilment came by Incarnation
an idea so foreign to Hebrew phil-
osophy. It claimed to have been ful-
filled in a life and character that as
a fictitious or ideal portrait was be-
yond the power of that age. And I
ask you, making no assumption as to
the divineness or inspiration of eith
group of writings, is there not more
than accidental connection between
these two phenomena ? Does not this
argument suggest supernatural ele-
ments in the Old Testament? Has
it mot, so considered, an apologetic
value of its own—a seed that is in
itself—a value that is not temporary,
but permanent ?

VIII. Hitherto the New Testament has
been but a record, We have assumed
nothing as to its ingpiration, but have
centred our thought on the conten-
tion that the Old Testament and its
rcligious system are superhuman at
least, a term which some will translate
into more familiar theological phrase-
ology. But if the character of the
0ld Testament Dbe thus established,
what is its testimony as to the Bibli-
cal religion and scheme ? If it is
instinet with this superhuman life,
is the more excellent system a merely
human production ? Did such ages
of divine discipline and preparation
through the prophets go to the mak-

" ing of something of an ordinary

character ?

The essentially supernatural char-
acter of Christianity, judging from
certain indications, may soon be at-
tacked. Of late years the mind of
the Church, while it has refused to
consider the Old 'Testament the
“ millstone of Christianity,” has been
tempted to think it an impedimentum
that might be cut off if mneedful,
and whose sole value lay in its be-
longing to Christianity; it was of no
value to any one but the owner. But
if Christianity shoula be assailed,
would it not be better that the OI1¢
Testament could stand in its own
strength, and be mnot a dependent,
whose defence may damage the cause
of its champion, but an independent
and strong ally, who brings its own
forces to the contest? If there be
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supernatural divine elements in the
older, how much more in the higher
and more perfect revelation of God ?
If the Old Testament be so
regarded as that it can evidence its
own apologetic worth in its own
cause, it becomes a witness for the
more mysterious historic facts, reve-
lations, and doctrines of the Christian
system. In view of the possibility of
a new attack upon the Christian sys-
tem it is well that the Old Testament
should rise from dependence to inde-
pendence, from weakness to strength.

I need not say that to those who ac-
cept on independent evidence the
divineness both of the Old Testament
and the New, alike of the Law and the
Gospel, the argument will become
richer and more cogent. You have
the authoritative interpretation of
much in the older book that was
dubious or obscure. It will certainly
be none other than an all-seeing God
who unravelled a tangled skein of pro-
phecy to unite all in one Christ
Jesus. So, too, will the varied as-
pects and titles of the Messiah of the
0ld Testament find their fulfilment in
the doctrine of the Incarnation and
the divinity of Christ find a confirma-
tion from the prophetic testimony.
Thus will these books confirm each
other, not by the addition of the one
to the other, but in virtue of the in-
teraction of the forces which inhabit
both.

But I would revert to my first con-
tention. The day demands an
apology free from assumptions, and
this apology this paper has been at-
tempting. In such a way we may ar-

265

rive at a sense of the divineness of
the book that will not rest upon tra-
ditional literary views, some of which
are being successfully assailed, or on
eritical judgments that may be re-
versed. We shall not rest our all
upon details of miracle, or of history
that may be imperilled by a new phil-
osophy of nature, a new s&chool of
hermeneutics, or a new discovery
through the explorer’s shovel. But
we shall hold a book, a wmysterious
book, instinet with life, throbbing
with prevision, power, and divineness;
palpitating with a supernatural life,
producing momentous effects. Our
faith will not be at the disposal of
Pentateuchal criticism or Pentateuchal
tradition, mnor rest on the credi-
bility or explainableness of a seem-
ingly miraculous occurrence, nor on a
correspondence between a detail of
prophecy and a fulfilment in a life of
which so few and so brief details are
given. It will rest on a broader basis
—it will take wider views of the ques-
tion, and juster ones.

If, then, we have a life in the Old
Testament—as we think we have
shown—there will be in the New life
more abundant. The older will wit-~
ness alike to itself and to the glory
that excelleth, If God spake in many
parts and many fashions to the
fathers, the more wondrous revela-
tion must be more divine. The older
volume of the book has its indepen-
dent witness to itself in itself; but
it may have a further and abiding
apologetic worth for its fruition, for
it may enable men to say, “ In the lat-
ter days God spake to us in His Son.”

EASTER

MESSAGES.

BY ALICE MAY DOUGLAS.

What message is thine this Easter Day,
O lily white, O lily fair?

¢ My message is this: Christ rose for thee
And shields thee with His care.”

What message is thine, O Easter bells,
That chime so clear, that chime so clear?
*“Qur message is this: Christ burst death’s tomb,
And His Spirit now is here.”

What message is thine this Kaster time,
O Christian heart, O Christian heart?

¢ Oh, my risen Saviour dwells within
And will nevermore depart.”
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DUST THAT SHINES.

BY OUBLIKE.

CHAPTER II.—Continued.

HURSDAY night
1| came, and there was
the same careful
hair-dressing before
the mirror, with the
addition of a bow
this time. Her face
had a flush of un-
usual prettiness to-night.

“1 wonder what others think of
him. Does the world admire him ?
Is he handsome, or is he homely ?”

She could not judge that face for
herself, with its unfathomable depth,
its mysterious changefulness. It was
to her an impression made cn her
soul, rather than a face.

The bookbinder girl, who had
shown herself somewhat friendly of
late, entered just them.

*“ Looks as if there's going to be a
“shentleman below,” she said.
‘ Strikes me you must be pretty proud
of six feet of handsome cloth like
that.”

“Do you think him handsome ?”
asked Reba.

“ Handsome ! Well, my eyes! I
should say so! Don’t you Lknow
handsome when you see it ¢

Reba talked to the bookbinder girl
and waited for a summons down-
stairs. The clock struck eight, nine,
ten; the bookbinder girl had gone
to bed. Reba sat by the window. He
was perhaps engaged that night. She
¢ould think of a dozen excuses. He
would be more certain to come then
the following Thursday.

Friday, Saturday, Sunday, Monday!
Three more days till Thursday! And
again the painstaking evening toilet.
Again a weary waiting! A cold
hand turns off the gas, a girl with a
quiet face goes to a wearied pillow.
Next Thursday night, then! Per-
haps—perhaps never again. But she
brightened as the evening approached.
It was really the hour. She tried to
sew quietly. The door-bell had just
rung. Hark! the old landlord was
coming up the stairs.

“Mr. Mackenzie, zere’s a man vat
vants you below,” he said to her next-
door neighbour.

Nothing more broke the silence till

the rain, the autumn rain, began to
patter on the window and the shin-
gles overhead. A lonely girl in a
lonely room sat thinking of her folly.
Could any one be more foolish ? She
had built a castle on an ant-hill, What
was this strange man to her ? A man
who was the very breath of polish and
culture, and a girl from McCarty’s
saw-mills !

To be sure, she was a genius, he had
said. But genius is nothing to the
world, at least to the society world.
Genius is born to struggle, to labour
and to die. But genius in illfitting
serges and home-cobbled shoes! Ha'!
ha! ha! Afterward, when you wear
soft silks and drive vut in a fine car-
riage—oh, well, of course, Madame
Genius, the world will forget then
your grandfather cobbled shoes.

She was suddenly startled at the bit-
terness of her thoughts.

0 Jesus, dear Lord Jesus, forgive,
forgive! I have sinned. Take me
back as I was four weeks ago, and let
me love Thee, and Thee only.”

Long that white figure knelt by the
bedside, and she slept more peacefully
than she had done for weeks. But
it was hard to regain her footing. The
bells sounded harsher to her ears;
music itself had lost a note.

At times a careless, lackadaisical
spirit seemed to overcome her. “I
do not seem to be the same Reba
Forster. It seems as if I had several
natures, and they were all struggling
with each other. I feel like these
substances we used to pour acids on
in the chemistry room to resolve them
into their constituent parts. That's
just my case, exactly. There is a
literary Reba IMorster, and a mission-
ary Reba Forster, and a domestic
Reba, and a lot of other Rebas, and
they’re all in a fight with each other.”

Then she would think of her weak-
ness, and be penitent. How pityingly
she had looked upon girls who turned
away from their vows of foreign ser-
vice, because love tempted them, and
she—love had not so much as tempted
her, but the very dream of it had
made her doubt and tremble.

“0 God, forgive!” she meekly
cried, and went her way as before.
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CHAPTER 1III.
A BUSINESS WOMAN.

It was a bright morning early in
November, and Reba sat busily at
work. She was under what she called
a flow of inspiration that morning,
consequently her breakfast dishes
stood in a neglected pile at the other
end of the box that served as table
and desk. Reba’s hopes were running
high that morning. Another paper, a
Sunday-school paper, had given her a
subject to work up into a story, and
the story had flashed across her mind
in brilliant garb with break of day.
To be sure her cash-box was getting
low again, but what matter when hope
is running high ?

A cab rattled down the street as
she wrote, stopped short at 603.
Shuflling steps on the stairs succeeded
and she was surprised by the an-
nouncement of a “shentleman below.”
She was surprised at the indifference
she felt. The past was only a fancy
then.

“Miss Torster, I am in very unfor-
tunate circumstances,” said the voice
of Eric Chester. “One of my assist-
ant editors has been taken to the hos-
pital with typhoid fever. I have his
work and mine both on my hands
now. I thought of your facile pen,
and wondered if you would help me
out.”

“Oh, it would be a new side of life,
to be an editor in an office! Yes, I'll
come—but are you sure——"

“ Sure you can ? Oh, yes. Get your
bonnet on. I have the cab out here.
Let me see—is it two or three hoursa
woman takes to get ready ?”

“ Chair. Wait. See!” she said, with
businesslike conciseness.

“Unmercenary girl! She thinks only
of the experience and never mentions
the salary,” he said under his breath.

The sunny autumn breeze blew in
their faces as they drove. He seemed
so indifferent to everything but busi-
ness to-day that she felt perfectly at
ease with him. It would be so much
better to have their friendship on the
businesslike footing of employer and
employee.

“I shall have to drive around by the
hospital, but you will probably not
carp at that this beautiful morning.”

Then he discussed the news of the
day with her, the last issues of The
Evening Fireside, etc., avoiding every-
thing personal, as though he had never
known her.

They had left the hospital behind

and were turning down a quiet street
passing one of the more secluded
cemeteries. He stopped talking sud-
denly, and a shadow rested on his
face. The cab slowed up, and the
dark, unfathomable eyes were fixed
sadly on a tomb—a tall, white tomb
among the pines,

“That is my wife’s grave,” he said.

“Your wife! Obh, are you—were
you ever married ?”

“Yes, my wif¢ died five years ago.
We had been married scarcely two
years.”

({3 Oh !”

The look on her face was a com-
mingling of sorrow and surprise and
sympathy, The cab rattled on down
the stony street, and he thrust his
sorrow out of sight as suddenly as it
had been revealed.

Busy days followed in the editorial
rooms. Reba took to the work with
surprising facility, and life seemed
yielding up rich furrows of thought.
How much of life she had lived this
autumn ! Mr. Chester maintained the
same businesslike manner toward her,
making no allusions to her future or
to the past, when he had shown such
a friendly interest in her welfare. He
was not stiff or formal with her; it
was just that there were certain
grounds on which they never trod.
Once or twice he inquired with some
concern as to the safety of herlodging-
house. TFor the most part now she
took her meals in the dining parlour
across the street from the publishing
house., She laughingly put on a gran-
dee air at this “dining down-town ow-
ing to business pressure,” and, with a
regular salary, the coarse shoes and
the ill-made gown were discarded for
such array as befitted editorial dig-
nity.

It was natural that Eric Chester’s
reserve should gradually melt away.
There was so much to consult her
about day by day. Then he found
out his assistant editor seldom went
out, that she knew nothing of the
great world of art and music save
through books, and he made it his
mission to instruct her. He took her
to the art galleries and opened her
eyes to their masterpieces. He took
her to hear the great singers of the
day, and watched with delight her
childish enthusiasm as she had
watched his when she told him of the
woodland and “the slashing.”

Once she forgot herself. It was the
night they were listening to the great
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English baritone, Softly and more
softly the sweet Italian words, mel-
lowed and melted in the distance—
dying away off yonder above the city
and among the stars—fading and fad-
ing faintly into a silence sweeter yet
than musiec.

She seemed to be chasing those dy-
ing echoes upward with parted lips
and burning cheeks, until she sud-
denly came earthward.

She blushed, drew back suddenly.
Their eyes met for one moment there
on the solemn heights where music
had lifted their souls, and she saw
then his indifference of late was but a
cold pretence. She saw something that
made her shrink, for she was unpre-
pared to face it, yet the dells in her
heart rang joy. Her intuition in those
?rst days in the city was not, then, at
ault.

He had asked to take her to church
the following Sunday night to hear an
old college mate of his. There is no
place on earth where two souls are
more sacredly drawn together. Yet
in the solemn silence, when the great
organ ceased, a voice spoke. Hush'!
Whence comes that voice ? From the
depth of thy soul, doubting woman.

“I will betroth thee unto Me for
ever. What dost thou here, then,
whom I have called—what dost thou
here at the side of mortal man? Re-
member thou thy purpose. There is
but one woman to do thy work. I will
strengthen thee., I will help thee. I
will go with thee.”

And her face drooped low. She was
playing with the fire, she knew, yet—
yet—— Yes, she dared there in the
house of God to eay defiantly : “ I will
play with it. Let me know what it
means to be burned. Why should not
I taste, and feel, and know, as other
women know ?”

The sermon began; a powerful,
saintly face in the pulpit. He set up
one by one the gods of this world :
Riches ! Flood and fire swept him
from his throne. Fame! The tomb,
the coffin and the damp of the grave!
Influence ! But the crowd that had
fawned upon the devotee spat upon
him now. Pleasure ! But dark-
ness fell alike on the bubble and
the bubble-seeker.

The scene was changed—a sunset
cross outside a city gate, and the
voice of One saying, * Father, forgive
(tlhem, for they know not what they

o.”

This alone among all men’s gorgeous
dreams remained eternal and for ever
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—a little cradle in Nazareth, a grief-
damped brow in Gethsemane.

The crowd poured out silent and
subdued.

“He is a wonderful preacher, isn't
he? Once I dreamed of preaching
like that.” :

‘“I remember you told me once you
had been in the mministry, Mr, Chester.
I ’have wondered since that yea left
it.”

Something in her voice must have
encouraged him io go on.

“T was a boy at heart yet, though
I was twenty-four, when I went to my
first church, It had been a shoulder-
to-shoulder contest between Erle
Huntley, the man you heard to-night,
and myself. Our college friends
watched to see who would be foremost
in the life race. My church flourished,
the people loved me. But one day a
woman crossed my path. I met Bea-
trice Arimath, I loved her.”

His voice was choked for a moment.

“] knew she was not the woman a
minister should marry. She was only
a flippant society girl, but I was a
slave to my love, I married her. Al
was well at first, but she wearied of
her parsonage cage and her parson
hushand. She did not understand my
people. Her Beauty faded and she
grew fretful. For two years life went
on, but one night I went home and she
was gone. There was just a note on
my secretary. She had tired of me,
yielded to temptation. She had fallen
as low as woman could fall. I could
no longer facé my people. I had sin-
ned in their eyes when I married. 1
had my reward. I closed the house
and left for England. I was ruined—
broken. I felt I could no longer stand
in the pulpit of God.

A few months later came the news
of her death. She was burned in one
of the great fires of New York. The
charred remains were removed yonder
to Rosevenor Cemetery. After a while
I took courage again and began to
struggle in the ranks of literary men.
God has blessed me—blessed me won-
derfully of late. I feel that my place
is here. Indeed, I often feel happy
again.”

But a sense of cold and terror had
benumbed the girl at his side. She
understood now the scarred, beaten
look that came into his eyes at times.

« Good-night, Mr. Chester,” she said
at the door, and an instinet of woman-
ly tenderness prompted her to put out
both hands.

He took them and held them in his
one moment, and she understood
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man’s soul, man’s love, man’s sorrow,
as she had never understood before.

The assistant editor fared but ill in
the hospital ; and, in fact, the latest
news brought the report of his re-
lapse, so Miss Reba was installed for
another three or four weeks in the
chair of office,

“Can you spare a little of your
evening time, Miss Forster ?” asked
Mr. Chester one morning.

“Parnell’s Art Exhibit is to open to-
morrow, you know, And he has given
me special permission to go down to-
night before it is open to the public
and write it up. Gives an A-one
chance to get ahead of the other pa-
pers, and I should very much like to
see your pen used on one or two of
his subjects.”

She readily consented.

“Understood, then. We'll take our
tea in Webster’s dining parlour and
T'll have a cab in readiness. I think
we’d better leave the office a little
early. We’ll be too tired to do the
work jusfice at first afier being in
the office all day. It would be better
to spend the first hour or two in en-
joying the pictures.”

It had rained most of the day, but
the clouds broke at evening and the
stars shone through. It was a night of
unusual warmth for December, and
the wind blew mild like summer in
their faces as they drove.

Eric Chester was in an unusually
hilarious mood. He rallied the
“ecoachy,” threw candies at the street
gamins, and behaved altogether in a
most uneditorial manner. But he so-
bered when they entered the artistic
atmospheére of the gallery.

“We'll take in the soul of it firel,”
he said. “ We can write up such mat-
ters as prices, arrangements, etc., af-
ter we go home.”

The silence! The pictured walls!
The night! To Reba there was some-
thing fantastic and weird in the very
glitter of the lights. The old janitor
shuffled off. The bells rang outside ;
the carriages rattled past, but that
was the outside world. This was a
world of its own—a world of Loauty
and of silence.

Were you ever alone in an art gal-
lery at night ? Alone with mountain
and river, witlk peopled beach and
rock-bound shore ; alone with storied
past and speechless kings; alone on
moonlit seas or sunset battle-fields ?
Alone with the loving and the living,
with the sorrowing and the dying ?

They separated as they had previ-
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ously arranged, each taking one side
to study.

She took a chair with her and sat
at ease before each work, drinking it
in, the ship weighing anchor, the old
fisher wile with her nets, the woods-
man by his mountain hut, the deer
among the brushwood. Finally she
came to one that puzzled her, a lonely
man rowing out from among the rocks
to a moonlit sea. The waters were
darkening, his brow was sad, and she
could almost see the boat move, speed-
ing out to the unknown. She was
studying it still when Eric Chester’s
voice sounded in her ear.

‘“Are you almost through ? The
masterpiece is on this other side. 1
want you to see it before we go.”

It was a simple rural scene—a farm-
house, & woman at the kitchen door
shading her eyes as she gazed across
the fields in what looked like the
light of noon. A snake-fence skirted
the horizon, there were hillocks and
hollows and wind-flowers and a black-
bird on the fence, but the changeful
sll{y above was the most wonderful of
all.

“Oh, it is beautiful—perfect,”
said at last.

“It is a mysterious thing, though,”
said he, “ how people will turn away
from the natural scene and admire
the painted picture.”

“Oh, I don’t mean that! I don’t
mean I do not like the real sky bet-
ter. But it is perfect as man’s work.
That is not God's ‘ perfect,” though.”

“But yet the majority prefer the
painting to the reality.”

‘“ Oh, but they do not know the real
sky as I know it. They do not live
under it and study it and love it.”

“But don’t we live under the sky
here in X——, too0.”

“No ; we have just a little sample
of .it as an arcade across our streets,
and we look at that through the
smoky glass of our factories and
chimney stacks.”

“ You are bitter in your judgments.”

“0Oh, no, I don’t mean to be. I only
mean that to see the real beauty of
the sky you need to see it meet the
earth. The sky is not complete with-
out its earth, nor the earth without
its sky.”

‘“How beautifully you put things!
I feel as if I could write volumes of
poetry when you are with me.”

“Reba!” and he laid his hand al-
most fiercely on her arm. “ Do you
not see, Reba, with all your gifts, that
your place is here in your own coun-

she
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try ? There is enough work for us
both, Surely you see it by this time,
Reba.”

It was the first time he had gome
back to the old subject since that
night long ago.

But she shook her head doubtfully.
‘“I have no special call to stay at
home.”

He bent over her; she could hear
his heart throb; she could feel his
eyes burning down into her very soul.
She knew what was coming, yet she
dared not speak to resist.

“Have you not the divinest call
God ever gives to woman, Reba, the
call to wifehood ? I love you, Reba—
1 love you.”

He made a movement as though he
would have touched her, but she had
just strength enough to draw back.

“JIs it nothing to you, Reba, that I
suffer for you ? That you can inspire
me to carry on my life work ? What
man will ever read your soul as I
have read it? What woman could
ever be to me what you have been ?
Oh, Reba, you love me—I knnw it—I
see it—you are suffering—and I am
suffering. Did God send this love for
nothing ? Is God cruel that He should
bring us together only to make us
suffer the rest of our lives ?”

There was silence, and the world
outside was moving on. Her lip
trembled, and she dared not look up.

‘“ Reba, my—"

“Oh, don’t! Don’t! I love you.
I cannot bear it!” she cried out in
agony.

She had forgotten herself and let
her heart’s secret escape all in a mo-
ment.

“Oh, can't you see what I am suf-

fering ? I came to this city with a
purpose. These things are not fqr
me. Let me go! Do not make it

more than I can bear.”

“Have I nothing to bear, too ?” he
asked softly. “Did I not stay away
from you till God sent me back to
you ? Have I not kept silence all
these months and tried to make my-
self believe you were not for me ?
But, oh, Reba, I am older than you. I
see your mistake. Believe me, you
are wrong. I am not speaking for my-
self alone. I am pleading for your
country’s need. God calls you here.
God made us for each other.”

A tenderer look crossed her face.
She raised her eyes one moment. Was
it true ? A word, a whisper, she was
his for ever! He saw her look, and
his brow lightened. But the next mo-
ment a moan escaped her lips.
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“1 cannot—ok, I cannot! There is
but one woman in all the world to do
that work, I must go and do it. God
help me. It is sin to yield. Take me
home! Oh, take me home! I can-
not bear this long! Oh, Eric, do not
look into my fate again! TFor God’s
sake, do not. It will drive me mad !”

A coldness, almost a scorn, hard-
ened his face for answer. In silence
he led her out to the waiting cab.
They spoke no word on the homeward
drive, but his silence froze her till
she seemed a cold statue crouched
there in the furthest corner of the
cab,

The night was mild, the stars shone
through the broken clouds above;
their drive lay along the river, and
the Melloz murmured—murmured like
the springtime in their ears; the
bridge lights quivered in its swollen
bosom, and the night winds breathed
and died. It was a dream of spring
on the eve of winter. All things were
false to-night. Even nature sang in
false, sweet notes long aifter her time
to sing.

——

CHAPTER IV.
A BOX OF BACON AND CHEESE.

The editor of The Evening Fireside
did not intrude for so much as a mo-
ment upon the office of his lady as-
sistant during the following week.
Mr, Cornell, the business editor, as-
signed her work when necessary.
Sometimes she would pass Eric Ches-
ter in the halls with a “ Good morn-
ing, Miss Forster,” in a crisp, busi-
ness-like tone.

He scarcely seemed to see her or
saw her only through a frozen sar-
casm, and she saw that that scarred
look on his face had deepened.

‘“ Mr. Dunlop will be able to resume
his duties again on Monday, 0 Wwe
shall no longer need your much-appre-
ciated service,” said Mr. Cornell ag he
paid her salary the mnext Saturday
night.

It was about five o’clock when she
went down the hall past the office-
room of the editor-in-chief. She could
see through the faintly frosted win-
dow the dark figure of the man bowed
over his desk.

She longed to enter as a child might
—just with a smile and a gladsome
word—to have him smile upon her as
a friend. Oh, she missed her friend
s0. Dare she go in and say ¢ Good-
night” ? She put her hand on the
knob, but her heart failed her, and
she wen:. away.




Dust That Shines. 271

It was Christmas week, and she was
busy investing her week’s earnings in
gifts for those 'at home, The expense
of such a lengthy railway journey was
not to be thought of, but she could at
least send tokens of her love.

She was startled as she passed one
of the mirrors in the great store
where she was shopping (she only had
a hand one at her room). Was she
ever Ducky Fo'ster of McCarty’s Mills,
this lady in the dove-coloured suit,
with the fur about her neck and the
silk-faced hat ? And her eyes travel-
led back to her own sad face, Would
she go back if she could 2 Oh, no!
no! Life was fuller now, fuller of
joy and of sorrow. She would not go
back. She had learned—

“The sweetness in life's sadness,
And the sadness in its sweet.”

She was a thousandfold richer.

Next day began again her pen-and-
garret life. She had learned by this
time that she was a poor financier, but
for that matter finances seldom
troubled her. That was what made
it so easy for her to squander her
office salary on Christmas gifts and a
dainty wardrobe. Besides, what girl
has not a sense of the fitness of
things ? And she had a certain ideal
of the way that woman ought to look
whom Eric Chester escorted down the
aisles of concert halls in the face of
all the world.

However, she was perfectly cheer-
ful as regards means and ends.

‘“The means always turn up some-
how and the ends follow after,” she
soliloquized.

So saying, she set to work, and that
small boy who is a part of lodging-
houses, reported to the neighbour’s
boy, a “ rare, queer un upstairs in our
house. Never heard un like her afore.
Writes all day and half the night,
cooks her meals on ma’s stove an’ has
a real out-an’-out gentleman visit her,
but he don’t come no more.”

If that last fact caused her to
struggle she struggled bravely, and
none saw it, not even the bhookbinder
girl across the hall, who probed her
with all manner of questions. Some-
times, just for one moment, she yield-
ed—a strong soul was round about her
and life was love, life was fame, life
was success, all that in her wildest
hours she had dreamed.

Then she would rouse herself sud-
denly, “ Oh, God forgive and help me
to look only to Thee. Help me to live

for others to make this world better
and not think of Reba Forster.”

I'hen she praycd for one whose
name never left her thoughts. No man
is ever the worse for the love of a
prayerful woman.

It was the end of January, and Eric
Chester had not once crossed her path.
The bookbinder girl was engaged. It
revealed itself in her hair, frozzled
twice as much as usual. There was
this peculiarity to that girl’'s hair—
you never could say it was “ frizzed ”
like other girls’. You had to invent a
word to describe it. It was simply mon-
strously frozzled into that sort of
Fijian bush worn by the natives of
the Fiji Isles. Reba had decided to
‘“work her up into a story ” under the
title of *“ The Fijian Bush.” But her
engagement announced itself in other
ways also. It spoke in the bows and
the ribbons and the lace and the stick-
pins and all those other little feminine

voices. It spoke, too, in the inierest
she took in  Reba’s cooking,
though Reba lived for the most

part on foods that took little time
to prepare, such as grapes, nuts, ban-
anas, etc. At least, she lived on such
foods while her funds were flourish-
ing. By and by, when she had broken
her last dollar bill, she would live on
bakers’ buns and biscuits bereaved of
butter for a while. That was her way
of financing. She was an “ undulating
financier.” At least that was the way
she described herself to the lodging-
house mistress, and the old lady trans-
lated it to the maid of all work,

“ She’s an underlayin’ financier all
right. She’ll lay under a good deal
oftener ’an’ she’ll lay on top afore the
winter's ended, I’'m a-thinkin’.”

There was a tap on Reba’s door as
she sat thinking, and the Fijian bush
was thrust in.

“ Come to my room.”

Reba understood that the products
of a shopping expedition had arrived,
and was nothing loath to view the
spoil.

“He” had sent her money to buy
the silverware before she left the city,
and she had been lavish in its use.
There was everything, a bright, glit-
tering pile on the bed—everything
“like rich folks use.” Of course she
loved “ him ” for himself, but she had
a cute little way of showing Reba that
“he” was ‘“a big catch.”

“ And now tell me about your young
man. You never tell me anything.”

“Your young man!” How oddly
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the words rang in her ears and how
funny it would be to apply them to
Eric Chester. Reba laughed in spite
of herself.

She laughed afterward in her room,
and even the thought of how low her
store of provisions was did not check
her mirth. It is true she had come
to one of the “ underlayin’ ”” phases of
her existence, but it was not of that
she was thinking.

She was thinking of Eric Chester.
Love to the girl across the hall! It
meant happiness, content, prosperity.
To her one long repression. Ah, well,
to have known a man like Eric Ches-
ter was worth the pain she suffered.
But if he would only come back as her
friend ! Why was he not content
with friendship ? His friendship was
more to her than another man’s love
could ever be. She could go to the
ends of the earth alone, feeling that
she lived behind in the heart of such
a friend.

It was about a week later she sat
ruminating over her affairs. Every
manuscript sent out had been returned
but one. She naturally shrank from
sending one to the editor of The
Evening Fireside. Utter coldness and
neglect on his part! Was it her wo-
man’s place to force herself azain
upon his notice ? Nay, rather to let
him drop out of her life for ever. The
“Fijian bush” was thrust into the
door just here.

“Can I come in and take supper
with you to-night, Miss Forster, in-
stead of going dosnstairs ? I'll tell
you why afterwards.”

A sudden crimson overspread Reba’s
face.

“ Well—a—er, I haven’t bought the
stuff for it yet. But I'll go out and
get it.”

“ Oh, no, no. To-morrow night'll do.
Il come to-morrow.”

Left alone, Reba took out her purse,
felt through all the linings and the
side places. Just one dime!

One solitary dime between herseif
and the future! She could write
home, of course. But cobbling for
McCarty's men brought but a bare
existence to the aged shoemaker. How
could she burden them with her
wants. And she thought of the neigh-
bours’ girls who waanl out to service,

and with their weekly wages brought
home the little comforts of life. No;
she would fight it out with her dime.
Perhaps her one manuscript that was
out would prove the vessel laden with
gold. With this thread of hope she
spent half of her dime in buns at the
baker’s. She was returning from a
little airing next morning when the
“Fijian bush” greeted her cheerfully
over the staircase as she ascended.

“Tell you what, you're lucky!
Folks in the country been sendin’ you
a box. I carried it up myself. Smells
like chicken.”

‘“ Why, what—"

But the next moment Reba opened
the door and saw a new box in her
room that answered her questions.

“Why, how did it come here ?”

“ Freight, I guess. A man brought
it to the door.”

And the bookbinder girl had really
the refinement to 1leave her alone
v-ith her gift.

She opened it. A cold chicken, a
loaf of bread, a piece of frosted cake,
a lump of cheese and several pounds
of bacon, a small piece of butter
tucked in the cormer! They did not
send it from home, she was pretty
sure. They had no idea of her need.
She had kept it well concealed. She
examined the box carefully—no
freight marks, no signs of travel, not
even her address. Simply a nameless
bhox brought by a strange man to her
door.

It was evident, then, it did not come
from outside the city. Who in that
great city knew her meed and cared
for her ? N. her pastor. He knew
nothing of her wants. Not her class
of little Sunday-school children. No
one else knew her.

Eric Chester! The name flashed
like fire through her brain. He had
been watching her then, he knew her
need. Oh, she had felt it, that those
eyes were following her. She could al-
most have believed they could pierce
walls with their mysterious gaze. Then
a scornfulness made her lip curl. Why
had he not come to her ? Why not
politely seni an order for a manu-
<eript 2 A box of bacon and cheese
from the man—

(To be continued.,

O Thou, whose days are yet all spring,
Faith, blighted once, is past retrieving;
Experience is a dumb, dead thing:
The vietory’s in believing.-—Lowell.



“THE GREAT

REFUSAL.”

“CLET Us aLoXNs.'—The scone i the Crudted Stedes and Canade,
at Caperncoon and Gadara,

of the
Government of On-
tario has, in large degree, failed
to embrace one of the grandest
opportunities which was ever pre-
sented to any Governmeni. It twice
promised to enact the prohibition of
the liquor traffic so far and so soon
as was in its power. It may have
kept the promise to the ear, but it has
broken it to the hope. It has pro-
posed a measure in which the temper-
ance people are greatly handicapped;
the opponents of prohibition need not
cast a single vote, but its friends
must gain a majority of the whole
vote brought out the previous general
ele~tion. This we deem an unjust
and unwarrantable diserimination in
favour of the liquor interest.

But one of the worst features of the
case is the intimation given by the
Premier that compensation of the
hgmm' interest might he made a con-
dition of prohibition, no matter by
what majority it might bLe carried.
This seems to us the very core
of the question. Very many
persons  will refuse to vote till
they know what they are going to vote
lor. If it be prohibition with com-
pensation, that would prevent the
affirmative vote of great numbers who

18

In the judgment
writer, the

present

are unalterably opposed to any coni-
pensation to a trafiic which too long
has Dbled the country of its best re-
sources, which has sapped its strength
and wrecked countless lives and ruined
countless homes.

In all the States and Provinces
which have voted for partial restric-
tion or total prohibition, we have
never heard of one which voted a dol-
lar of compensation. Why should
this nefarious traflic be so privileged
in the Province of Ontario beyond any
other Province or State in the world ?

THE HANDICAP.

Twice the temperance people of this
Province have had to wage a great
campaign against the privileged and
endowed liquor interest. They are
asked to do this again, and instead of
making the contest as easy as possi-
ble. it is made as difficult as possible.
The vote is to be taken, not at the
same time as the Parliamentary elec-
tions. not at the same time as the
municipal elections, when the cost to
the country and to the electors would
bhe very greatly minified, but at a spe-
cial election to Le held at a busy sea-
son of the vear; and then, we under-
stand, this third mandate of the peo-
ple is to Le passed upon by the Parlia-
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ment of Ontario. If a change of Gov-
ernment should take place, the new
Government, we presume, would not be
bound to take any recognition of the
proposed referendum. If the old
Government be returned, a compensa-
tion may be granted to the liquor in-
terest, to which the temperance com-
munity would strenuously object.

Mr. Ross informed us that in
twenty-six years the licenses in On-
tario have been reduced from 6,185 to
2,950, or more than one-half, yet no
compensation was paid the over fifty
per cent. of those deprived of license.
Why should it be given the remaining
less than half, especially as he
intimates that in the near future these
would have been still further re-
stricted 2 He also informs us that
liquor licenses have been reduced
from one for every 217 persons in
1875. to one for every 700 persons
in 1901, and that the proportion is
less in Ontario than in any Province
in the Dominion, or, we believe, State
in the Union, or community in the
world, and that in 141 municipalities
there are no tavern licenses at all,
and in 435 not more than two. The
prosperity of Ontario, we may judge
to be largely due to even this partial
restriction. The Church of Christ
should give itself much to consecra-
tion and prayer, in view of this great
moral obligation.

Then the vote must be a majority
of the whole number who voted in the
Provincial election. In this elec-
tion the general feeling is intense,
both parties poll their last available
man, for many issues and manifold
interests are concerned. The muni-
cipal vote is next in interest, comes
home to every man’s business and
bosom. But the prohibition vote is
vpon a single moral issue. The great
multitude of Gallios who care for none
of these things, to whom moral issues
do not appeal, will be indifferent. The
liquor interest, whose craft is in dan-
ger, with its immense money backing,
will be actively hostile, while the
temperance community. with no
moneyed interest behind them. with
only moral enthusiasm to support
them, must overcome the inertia of the
Gallios, and tne antipathy of the com-
bined and organized brewers, distil-
Jers, and rum-sellers.

YET WE SHALL WIN,

Nevertheless, we are full of heart
and hope. The campaign of the next
few months will be such a moral edu-
cation as this country never has wit-
nessed. We must educate, educate,
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educate the community as to the sociu.
and moral evil of the liquor traffic and
the economic fallacies of its suppori-
ers.

There is an immense advantage in
having something concrete before us,
something to aim at. This campaign
is at least no academic question. [t
means business. We are no longer
beating the air or fighting the invisi-

ble and intangible. It is a great
and living issue with which we
wrestle.

It is a great advantage, as some
one has said, to have ‘“something to
butt against,” something to grapple
with., There is before us such an op-
portunity as has seldom, if ever, come
to any church or any people.

The church should give itself
much to prayer, to earnest thought.
to high resolve.

No jest is this;
One cast amiss
May blast the hope of Freedom's year.
0, take me where
Are hearts of prayer,
And forcheads bowed in reverent fear.

Not lightly fall
Beyond reeall
The written serolls & breath may float ;
The crowning fact,
The kingliest act
Of Freedom is the freeman’s vote.

Let the men of Methodism exert
their might, and its women, too, their
social power in this campaign. Ve
can create a conscience, we can moulid
opinion more than any other church,
and shall be responsible before God
for the way we treat this great moral
question—for it is a question of mor-
als, and not of party politics.

To the young men of Meth-
odism, especially those whe shall cast
their first vote, it mean a splendid
opportunity. They may win the spurs
of their spiritua’ knighthood wupon
this battle-field. Their fresh young
zeal must be aroused, their intelli
gence informed and equipped, their
forces organized and drilled for a
glorious victory—for victory we may
win if we will, despite the handicap
under which we fight.

It will be argued that it is the
function of a Government, not to lead.
but to follow public opinion. In
that case. small credit is due to the
Government for the reduction aof the
licenses in Ontario by omne-hali. [t
is the pressure of public opinion,
created in large part by the Methadist
Church, that has caused that redue-
tion: the same moral education can
complete the work.
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Current Tonics and Events,

THE LATE LORD DUFFERIN.

Born at Florence, Italy, June 24, 1826. Died at Clandcboye, Ireland, FFeb. 12, 142,

Lorp DUFFERIN.

All Canadians have heard with pro-
found regret of the death of our
most brilliant Governor-General, Lord
Dufferin, who passed away at his
residence, Clandeboye, Ireland, on
February 12, in  his seventy-second
vear. He was a diplomat of the first
order. The kindly spirit, the admir-
able tact, the graciousness of manner
of this genial Irishman were a com-
bination of “sunny ways” that en-
abled him to concilate men disposed
to be hostile. Yet beneath the silken
glove there could be a hand of steel.
This was shown when he was Vice-
roy of [ndia, and the Russians, under
the guise of a punitive expedition,
menaced its frontiers. Lord Duffer-
in’s firm dispatches, and his review

of a great Indian army, mnear the
northern Dborder, effectively safe-
guarded the interests of the Empire
in that direction. His genial Countess
is Dbeloved throughout India for
her promotion of hospitals and
medical training for Indian women.

In Syria, at Constantinople, at Paris,
Lord Dufferin was as brilliant and
tactful as in Canada. He completely
captured public opinion in the United
States after the somewhat strained
relations which led to the Behring
Sea award. At a banquet in his
honour in Washington, he says he
ostentatiously refrained from eating -
fish, and interpreted DMr. Evarts’
silence on the Halifax award that he
meant to “ pay up like a man, and pay
in gold like a gentleman.”
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At Chicago, with an audacious hu-
mour, he informed the banquet guests
that Canada was altogether too
.democratic a country to seek union
with the United States, and proved
it, too. More than any other man
he introduced the somewhat stately
etiquette of Rideau Hall. He dis-
pensed a lavish hospitality to the
country’s guests.

He never recovered the shock
caused by the death of his son, Lord
Ava, in South Africa, where his
youngest son, Lord Hamilton Black-
wood, is still fignting the battles of
the Empire. It is to the credit of
Lord Dufferin that after serving his
country in many lucrative offices, he
died * gloriously poor.”

Our personal relations with TLord
Dufferin were of a gratifying char-
acter. By his gracious permission
we dedicated our ‘ History of Canada ”
to his lordship, and, presenting him
a copy, he assured us we could not
have done him a greater favour. Only
a few months ago we received a per-
sonal communication from Clande-
boye.

—_—

Rovxpiye TrEm Uep,

Jne of the Blockhouse Forts now being
crected throughout the Transvanl
and Orange River Colonies.

DeWet and his remnant of the
Boers continue their futile guerilla
campaign. We confess we don't see
much heroism in his skulking and
hiding, sniping when he can, and
running to earth when he must, like
a hunted fox. He takes care to keep
his own skin whole while involving
hundreds of his wretched dupes, whom
he sjamboks into submission, in
wretchedness and ruin. The South-
ern Confederacy was much better able
to maintain a guerilla war than the
Boers, but that Christian gentleman,
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General Lee—we quote the words
of Current History—*refused his
sanction, on the ground that he con-
sidered such a style of warfare un-
civilized and immoral. The Southern
States had chosen to appeal to battle;
the appeal had -been decided against
them ; it was manly to accept the re-
sult of their own challenge, rather
than to introduce a period of hope-
less devastation, misery, and outrage.
Nations are not saved nor Govern-
ments established by men whose ideal
type or whose enforced type of war-
fare is the guerilla raid.”

The efficiency of the blockhouse
system is shown by the fact that in
November, 1900, the railway was
broken thirty-two times, while in the
last four months it has not been
broken once. Traffic is maintained
without interruption, the mines are
at work, civil organization is restored,
two thousand Boers are serving un-
der the British flag, and hundreds
more in Bermuda are offering their
aid. So does Britain’s justice and
clemency win the confidence of her
foes.

—_—

Feevixe Her Foss.

Britain still maintains the Gospel
revenge, “ If thine enemy hunger, feed
him, if he thirst, give him drink,”
as no nation ever did before. The
very concentration camps which pro-
Boers have so denounced, were made
necessary by the brutality of Botha,
who burned the farms of the sur-
rendered loyal burghers, and refused
aid to their women and children.

“IWhy not remove the camps to the
coast ?” asked the arm-chair philan-
thropist at home. Because the
change from the high land of the
veldt to the unsalubrious coast would
be a menace to the health of the
refugees, and a violation of the pro-
mise made them.

A resident of Pretoria, Hollander
by birth, and an official of the late
republics, writes that, being in con-
stant coutact with many concentra-
tion camps, he has no hesitation in de-
nouncing the charges in the Couti-
nental press of ill-treatment of the
Boer women and children as down-
right lies. “ The majority of the in-
mates are satisfied as regards {cad,
clothing, housing, and medical atten
dance. As for the death-rate among
the Boer children,” he testifies, it
was always tremendously high.”

The Blue Book contains also the re-
ports of medical officials, blaming the
death-rate on several grounds--the
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filthy habits of the Boers, their per-
sistent concealment of diseases, their
feeding of babies on meat and heavy
dough bread and stewed black cofiee;
also the admission to the camps of
companies of refugees half-starved
and riddled@ with disease—in one in-
stance a group of refugees bringing
in eight dying persons and three dead
bodies.

Peace CoNDITIONS.

There is no need for the Dutch to
appeal to England to make peace with
the Boers. Lord Salishury says:

“Any restoraticn of peace which
recognized fully the rights our Sov-
ereign has given us, and security for
the Empire, we should accept, not only
with willingness, but with delight.

“ There is mothing we so desire as
a peace which will carry with it the
fulfilment of all our duties and the

Some Canadians even have bragged
that we had in Toronto the largest
distillery in the world. We hope
this is not quite true; but there is one
thing of which we may justly be proud
—that we have the smallest liquor con-
sumption per head of any country in
Christendom. Unfortunately, we can-
not say in the world, because Moslem
and Buddhist countries surpass us in
this resnect.

Many persons have advocated as a
cure for intemperance the substitution
of light wines or beer for alcoholic
liquors. It seems plausible, but in
practice it proves disastrous. It
makes little difference whether one
gets drunk on a galion of beer or
wine, or on a glass of whiskey. But
in France everybody drinks wine,
often to excess, whereas few persons
would form the drink habit on
whiskey. Tt is a very ominous fact
that France standas at the head of
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attainment of the aims which it is
our business to pursue, but we must
have security in the part of the Em-
pire on which the ambition of Kruger
has cast this abundance of sorrow and
desolation. It is useless to tell us
that we must so behave as to leave
pleasant recollections in the minds of
those with whom we are fighting. It
would be an imposture, and an im-
posture not worth performing. There
are others whose interests must be
regarded.”

These others, Lord Salisbury ex-
plained, were the loyalists in South
Afrira who had borne and risked so
much, hesides all the constituent parts
of the Empire.

Caxava's GLORY.

Very often people boast that they
have “the biggest thing on earth.”

this sad processiva oL alcohol con-
suming nations. This, we think, has
very much to do with the arrested de-
velopment of that country. The in-
crease of population is the least in
Burope, the births scarce balance the
deaths. Nor lave light wines sufficed
to satisfy the taste for alcoholics
whizh they have created. The
anaemic French artisan resorts to the
deadly absinthe and decoctions of
wormwood to appease his insatiable
cravings. The French Government
is attempting strong repressive or
pronibitory measures.

It is noteworthy that the six na-
tions with the largest liquor con-
sumption, as indicated by the right-
hand side of our diagram, are the
least progressive in Europe, wher2as
the six with the least consumption
are the most progressive.

Germabny stands midway Dbetween.
We are often told of the harmless and
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healthful nature of German beer, but
in the aggregate it supplies an enor-
mous amount of alcohol. The manu-
facturers at Munich, the greatest beer-
producing city in the world, complain
of the moral and physical deteriora-
tion of their workmen through beer
drinking. The same result is noted
throughout the Empire. Does this
habit explain in part the failure of
Bismarck’s scheme of colonial exten-
sion ? Germany has only a few
thousand colonists, and their trade
is far less than its cost, whereas the
six nations to the left of our diagram
are marked by colonial enterprise or
territorial expansion.

It is something of which, as Cana-
dlans, to be proud that we lead the
world in the temperance reform. The
liquor men say, “ Let well enough
alone.” But is it well enough when
6,000 of our population are still done
to death every year by this nefarious
traffic ? That we have done so well
is an encouragement to do better. No
country in the world offers such an
opportunity for total prohibition as
Canada. Its homogeneous popula-
tion, their high moral character,
their maintenance of law and order,
are all elements which furnish us a
vantage-ground for working out the
great problem of the abolition and de-
struction of the liquor trade. Pros-
perous as we are, we would become
vastly more so were the capital mis-
employed in converting God’s good
grain into destructive spirits em-
ployed in creating food and clothes
and comforts for the people.

THE MoNEY-LENDERS AND THE TRAFFIC.

The group of money-lenders who
waited on the Government to protest
against prohibition made some very
modest requests. Mr. Langmuir de-
manded at least a two-thirds ma-
jority, that is, one vote for liquor as
good as two against it. Money-lenders
are always remarkably sensitive as to
anything that affects their gains.
Capital worships “ the god of things
as they are.” Some of these capital-
ists have invested money in distillery
and brewing stock. They have been
warned for ten years that the Gov-
ernment would give prohibition so
soon and so far as it was found to be
within its power. And from the be-
ginning of the license system the
licenses largely held by brewing com-
panies are of one year’s tenure.

In Toronto licenses have been re-
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duced from 350 to 150, while the city
has grown from 50,000 to 225,000. In
the Province one-half of the licenses
have been cancelled, yet these men
got no compensation. Why should
the remaining 150 in Toronto or one-
half in the Province receive compen-
sation ?

If these gentlemen invest their
money in rotten stock, even though it
did for the time pay large dividends,
we don’t see that the sober, law-
abiding people of Canada are bound to
make good their bad investments.

Mr. Cockburn says, “Go for the
gluttons.” By all means. As soon
as it is shown that gluttony steals
away the brain, weakens the will,
nerves the murderer’'s arm, kindles
the incendiary’s torch, drives men to
crime and cruelty, ruins homes, blasts

character, and breaks hearts, we
would say prohibit that form of
gluttony.

MARCONI'S “* KNOCK-OUT.”

Signor Marconi seems very likely
to accomplish an effectual “ knock-
out ” of both land and submarine tele-
graphy. The cable companies, after
the manner of monopolies, fight his
invention with all their power; but al-
ready their stocks, as reported, have
greatly fallen. Wireless telegraphy
from ship to shore has been successful
at 200 miles, and is thought possible
all the way across the Atlantic. Al-
ready aerial telegraphy is proposed
between Dawson and Kamloops. It
will certainly bring down the rates,
and may possibly supersede wire
telegraphy entirely. It will be well
for Canada to go slow in its proposed
cable scheme with Australia.
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THE ART GALLERY AND CASCADES, ST. LOUlS WORLD'S FAIR.

Tae St. Lovis Worwp's Fain.

The St. Louis Exposition of 1903
commemorates the centenary of the
** Louisiana. Purchase,” by which the
whole country west of the Mississippi
was ceded by France to the United
States. The sum paid the IFrcach
for that vast area was $15,000,000. Al-
ready the sum assigned for its centen-
nial celebration exceeds that amount.
The IFederal Government has voted
$5,000,000 on condition that the great
tair shall not be open on Sunday The
grounds and buildings will be upon a
much larger scale than any previous
exposition. Responses from nearly
every foreign Government in the world
insure a great representative expo-
sition. The ground rises on a slope
to a height of sixty feet. The main
exhibit buildings, the big towers, the
lagoons, basins, canals, and statuary
groups, occupy tbe lower level. The
Art Gallery and its by-buildings, the
architectural chef-d’oeuvre of the ex-
position, and the United States Gov-
ernment Building, are to be built on
the elevated tract. Hanging gardens
and a series of magnificent cascades
fill in the intervening slope. The
water effects of the picture, radiating
from three great cascades, offer a mile
of continuous water circuit.

The St. Louis World’s Fair manage-
ment propose to have a special build-
ing for the exhibits illustrating the
religious progress of the world during
the last hundred years, a building of
not less than 380 x 460 feet, at an es-
timated cost of $400,000.

CaNablaX PRrospeRrity.

The largest crop of grain on record,
says The Monetary Times, in Manitoba
and the Northwest, together with the
swarms of people who have been going
and are preparing to go into these
heretofore sparsely settled regions, af-
ford but a premonition of what this
great Western territory is to do for
Canada «nd the Empire in the future.
Then, for some time past our trade
with foreign countries has been in-
creasing by leaps and bounds. It is
true the resuits of the census taken
a few months ago proved disappoint-
ing. But what, after all, matters a
comparatively small growth of popu-
lation so long as there be a satisfac-
tory growth in the wealth, happiness,
and moral and intellectual well-being
of the units of whom it is composed *
This there certainly has been; and
quantity surely should not count
against quality in any case.

The twentieth century is to be Can-
ada’s century. There is no doubt of
it ; rumblings of the coming changes
are to be heard even now. It is even
recognized in Great Britain. Just as
the greatest material development the
world has ever seen took place in the
Tnited States during the nineteenth,
so in her turn Canada in this the cen-
tury which has only just passed
its first milestone must make her hit.
Canadians have $471,000,000 in cash on
deposit to-day. having saved up, ac-
cording to The Banking Return, a mil-
lion dollars per week during the 352
weeks of 1901, at the beginning of
which they had $418,000.000 saved up.
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CaNaba’s PROGREss.

The press of the Dominion, says
The Literary Digest, is devoting a
good deal of attention to the dis-
cussion of Canada's industrial and
commercial possibilities, and how
these are affected by her foreign re-
lations. A recently issued volume
entitled, “ The Progress of Canada in
the Nineteenth Century,” by Mr. J.
C. Hopkins, of Toronto, cluses with
the following :

“In 1800 Canada appeared as a tiny
population of pioneers scattered along
the northern frontiers of a hostile
nation ; environed by the shadow of
gloomy forests and the sound of sav-
age life; with the Iloneliness of a
vast wilderness away to the farthest
north and west. In 1900 it stands
as a united people of between five
and six .nillions, with a foundation,
well and truly laid, of great transpor-
tation enterprises, of a common fiscal
policy and a common Canadian senti-
ment. It boasts of greatly expanded
trade and commerce, a growing indus-
{rial production, increasing national
and nrovincial revenues, a wider and
a better knowledge of its own vast re-
sources, a steady promotion of settle-
ment, and the continuous opening-up
of mnew regions in its seemingly
boundless territories. Above all, it
has reached out beyond the shores of
the Dominion into a practical part-
nership with other countries of the
British Empire, and is sharing in a
greatness and power which the wild-
est dream of the United Empire Loy-
alist in his log hut in the forest of
a century since could never have pic-
tured.”

In commenting on this work, most
of the Canadian journals point out
that the Dominion is not quite yet
awake to its great future. American
enterprise and capital, these journals
complain, are having an undue share
of the good things which nature has
bestowed upon Canada.

The World (Toronto) refers ap-
provingly to a recent article in The
Engineering Magazine, of New York,
in which the statement was made
that the TUnited States and Canada
are twenty years in advance of other
nations in the art of bridge design
and construction.

The Herald (Montreal) comments
jubilantly on the first shipment of
Canadian pig-iron to Great Britain as
a “great occasion for patriotic re-
joicing.”
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Britisi BENEFICENCE.

The benefits of British rule in
Egypt have been strikingly shown by
an Austro-Hungarian official report as
given in the New York Outlook .
The report declares that the English
administration of Egypt is a brilliant
success in almost every department.
The financial position, which was in
the worst possible state, has, thanks
to the present administration, now
been raised to prosperity and the
prospects for the future are of the
fairest. The wealth of the country,
according to this report, lies not in
its manufacturing possibilities, but
in the fertility of its soil alone, and
the cultivation of the land is being
extended every year by means of
irrigation works, which are changing
large areas of desert into fertile fields.
The rate of the land tax has been
persistently lowered, and yet the pro-
ceeds remain at about the same figure
as in 1880. In other words, pro-
duction has increased some 50 per
cent, in consequence of the new meth-
ods of irrigation. "When the irriga-
tion works now in progress shall
have been completed, the increased
prosperity of the country will be still
more strikingly demonstrated.

Toe JAPANESE ALLIANCE.

The close alliance, offensive and de-
fensive, of Great Britain with Japan
will doubtless checkmate the selfish
aggression of Russia, safeguard the
integrity of China, maintain the open
door of commerce in that empire, and
enhance British influence in the far
East. It will indirectly, we judge.
help the cause of missions by making
English-speaking persons more than
ever “personae gratae” in China and
Japan. It is essentially an alliance
not for aggression, but for the
preservation uf peace.

The powers of Europe are tumbling
over each other i.. trying to show how
friendly they were to the United
States at the outbreak of its war with
Spain. It is easy to see through
their newborn friendly zeal, ““ they do
protest too much.” The American
Government knows well who it was
prevented a joint interference of the
powers. When Admiral Detrich
threatened to interfere at Manila, the
British Admiral cleared his decks fov
action.
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Religious Intelligence.

A Morar CrUSADE.

The prohibition discussion goes
bravely on. It is a great moral edu-
cation. It compels men to think,
to take sides on a great moral issue.
Even Principal Grant says:

“ Drunkenness is a sin which is fol-
lowed by s0 many evil results, and
which excites such universal disgust,
that every one—except a heartless
liquor-seller here and there, who
thinks only of the fact that his pro-
fit increases by the quantity he sells
—is willing to aid in suppressing it to
the utmost extent possible.”

But Dr. Grant fears that in casting
out this unclean spirit by prohibition,
seven other spirits, more evil, will
take possession of the body politic.
“This guilty traffic,” he says, “ cannot
be wholly suppressed.” We regret
that the genial optimism of Princi-
pal Grant gives way to this dismal
pessimism. He describes the pro-
hibition campaign as “ a hopeless cru-
sade.” We hope he would not apply
the same dictum to the crimes of
theft and counterfeiting, which, not-
withstanding the stringency of the
law. are not wholly suppressed, but
are at least practically made unprofit-
able, and society benefited thereby.

He tells us of men who vote local
option in their own municipality, but
who sometimes drink heavily when
they visit towns where liquor is sold.
This, he says, breaks down their con-
science and makes them le' { double
lives. Would it not be more sym-
pathetic and Christian to grant them
the protection which they feel they
need, instead of defending the snares
and pitfalls into which they fall when
they go from home ?

“Tom js as kind and good a hus-
band as can be when at home,” said
a drunkard’s wife, “ but when business
calls him to town he cannot resist the
temptations of the tavern. The very
sight and smell of the liquor breaks
down his will, and makes him yield
to temptation.”

Dr. Grant defends the liquor traffic
by referring to the Levitical law which
Permitted a pastoral people to partake
of the innocent wine and oil and
firstlings of the flocks and herds. But
is not this a very different thing from
the colossal and organized traffic in
distilled liquors which are the source,
as Sir Oliver Mowat has said, of
three-fourths of the crime and pauper-
Ism of the country, and which were

not known for many hundreds of
years after the promulgation of the
Levitical law ?

The Levitical economy provided for
a form of servitude, and prescribed
the rite, whereby a master should
bring his servant to the door-post,
and should “bore his ear with an awl,
and he shall serve him for ever.”
Would Dr. Grant recommend the ob-
servation of this Levitical custom to-
day ?

Dr. Grant declares that the long-
continued agitation to suppress it has
caused the organization of the trade
‘“as it never was organized before,
and is not now in any English-speak-
ing country.” Dr. Grant knows—no
man better—the colossal power of the
ligquor traffic in ureat Britain, how it
has ruled vestries, corporations,
municipalities, and how, everywhere, it
defies restraints and evades or breaks
the law, whether of license or prohibi-
tion, to the utmost of its ingenuity.

Dr. Grant protests against the pro-
hibitionists repelling “wise men like
Bishop Potter, bright and chivalrous
spirits like Rainsford, and, among
ourselves, a majority of scholars,
practical philanthropists, men of
philosophic thought.”

Dr. TFunk courteously requested
Bishop Potter to state the source of
his “reliable statistics” as to the
failure of prohibition in Maine, and
has waited in vain for a reply. He
wrote to Senator Frye, to the Gov-
ernor of the State, to the mayor of
Portland, who all denied the existence
of any such statistics.

Dr. Buckley appeals, not *f{rom
Philip drunk to Philip sober,” but
from ihe Bishop Potter of to-day, the
defender of the saloons, to the Bishop
Potter of a few yeurs ago, who
strongly denounced them--a Potter
who created one set of opinions into
honour, another set unto dishonounr.
Bishop Potter is doubtless a * wise
man ” in declining to attempt the im-
possible—to reconcile his rash and
reckless statements with facts.

If Mr. Rainsford is a very *chival-
rous gentleman” in denouncing the
noble women of the W. C. T. U., as
“ doing the devil’s work,” save us from
suaeh chivalry.

Principal Grant tries to defend the
legitimacy and respectability of the
liquor trade of Camnada. Well, some
of the liquor dealers are under no il-
lusions on the subject. One of them
tersely expresses the opinion whieb



282 Methodist Magazine and Review.

many beside himself entertain, “It is
a damnable business, but there is
money in it.” Many of the benefit
societies and organizations of work-
ingmen will admit no saloon-keeper
to their ranks. We know of no Pro-
testant Church which will admit
them, except on repentance and re-
form, to its Christian fellowship.

Dr. Grant is out of harmony with
the highest authority in his own
Church, which declared its “ unquali-
fied condemnation of the saloon or
dram-shop as the centre of the most
degrading influences and source of
great danger to the church and com-
munity,” and declared, further, that
“nothing short of prohibition, rigidly
enforced by proper authorities, should
ever be accepted as final and satis-
factory.” Dr. Grant opposed with
his great eloquence that resolution,
but out of that grand body ot men
could find only six to stand up against
it. Mr. Bengough, in a graphic car-
toon, showed us those men driven like
chaff from the threshing-floor before
the overwhelming vote of the General
Assembly.

Similar or stronger is the record
of all the Protestant Churches of
Canada, and most of these in the
United States. The largest Protest-
ant Church in Christendom, by its
General Conference legislation, de-
clares * the liquor traffic cannot be
legalized without sin.”

The Honourable Mr. Ross declared
that * the expression of opinion com-
ing from the best portion of the peo-
ple in this country is all in the direc-
tion of indicating that a prohibitory
law is what they desire, and that in-
dication this House is bound to re-
spect.”

Dr. Grant modestly assumes that
“the majority of scholars, practical
philanthropists, and men of phile-
sophic thought, are opposed to pro-
hibition.” This sounds like the
famous definition of orthodoxy—
“ Orthodoxy is my doxy, heterodoxy is
yours.”

Our Church owes a debt of grati-
tude to Dr. Courtice, in exposing the
fallacies and misrepresentations of
Dr. Grant. The Toronto Globe
seems to use its great influence against
prohibition by its one-sided reports,
attempting to discount its success in
prohibition States, and by the promi-
nence it gives to anti-prohibition
arguments. Dr. Grant’s letters are
paraded on the first page with scream-
ing headlines, “ A Hopeless Crusade,”
while Dr. Courtice’s cogent replies are
relegated to an inside page, with a
very inconspicuous heading.

We wish The Globe would reprint
the report of its own commission sent
to Maic2 and Kansas a few years ago.
They could get liquor, it is true, by
nosing around in lanes and alleys,
but Chancellor Day declares that he
grew to marhood.in Maine, and never
saw an open saloon. Give us that
amount of prohibition in Canada, and
the drinking by stealth from filthy
flasks hid in a boot-leg will make
few drunkards. The generation of
confirmed topers will soon die out,
and our boys, unseduced by the
flaunting temptations of the gilded
saloon, with its hail-fellow-well-met
habits of treating, will grow up un-
knowing of the accursed thing.

$8,000,000. FOR
FOREIGN MISSIONS

$ 100,000,000,
CHURCH WORK.

_ $1,400,000,000FORLIOUOR. '

A CorisTiAN NATION.

“We are professedly a Christian
nation, but what a mockery, what an
awful unreality our profession is
when it is remembered that we spend
as much in two days in making hea-
then at home as we do in a whole
vear in seeking to ccavert heathen
abroad. Five million five hundred
thousand dollars are spent by the
Christian Churches of America in
foreign missions in the course of 2
yvear, while Christian America spends
in a year $14,000,000,000 in self-in-
dulgence in alcoholic liquor. Which
is the most honoured, which has the
greatest homage paid him, the Chris-
tian's God, or the god Bacchus ? The
God of righteousness, or the god of
drunlkenness ?”

The above citation covers a falla.y.
It is not the people who give the
$5,500,000 to missions who give
$14,000,000,000 for liquor, but an «n-
tirely different class. We don't he-
lieve in thrashing the Church for the
sins of the people who never see the
inside of a church.
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MR, STEAD oN MIissions.

Mr. W. T. Stead seems never so
happy as when traducing better men
than himself. He makes in the De-
cember number of his monthly reviler
a virulent attack upon the mission-
aries in China who suffered such
dreadful hardships during the Boxer
rebellion—men the latchet of whose
shoes he is not worthy to unloose.
Many of these heroic men and women
witnessed a good confession even
unto death, enduring a martyrdom as
glorious as that in any age of the
Christian Church. But this censor of
the universe, in his easy chair at
Mowbray House, has no words of sym-
pathy or appreciation of these men
with whose praise the whole world is
ringing. He makes merry over their
tribulations, he grows facetious over
their trials. They spell pray with an
*“e,” he tells us, in their plunder of
the Chinese.

‘“ Some months ago,” he says, “Mark
Twain gibbeted the American mission-
aries for their share in spoiling the
heathen Chinee, and last month we
had an even more painful story told
in the French press as to the system-
atic looting of a Chinese palace by
the French missionaries. The British,
however, have no reason to plume
themselves upon their superior virtue,
in view of the French statement that
ours was the only Legation in which
loot was regularly sold under the di-
rect patronage of tho authorities.”

Mr. Stead is willing to believe and
repeat any tissue of lies against the
character of these noble men and wo-
men whose whole lives are an act of
saintliest consecration. Mark Twain’s
ludicrous mistake has been exposed
over and over again. A man of such
omniscience as Mr. Stead ought to be
familiar with this exposure. But
any stick will do with which to at-
tack the missionaries. Mr. Stead had
better discharge his familiar spirit
Julia, who, he says, guides his pen,
and seek some more reliable inspira-
tion.

The Chicago Tribune reports the
homicides in the United States in 1901
as 7,852, with only 107 legal execu-
tions, but 131 lynchings. This is a
rmsiderable decrease in homicides on
the previous year, but the appalling
number of 7,245 persons committed
suicide. This dreadful record of crime
is very largely the result of the drink
habit.
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The five Presbyterian denominations
in China, English and American, and
a cable despatch says the Congrega-
tionalists also, are consolidating their
forces to carry on their educational
work in common. That is the way
that the Northern and Southern Meth-
odists are beginning to get together in
Oklahoma, with one college for both.
The same is being done in Japan., The
mission work is strictly delimited so
as not to overlap.

The AmericanBoard of Foreign Mis-
sions, in its ninety-second annual re-
port, says :

“ There is reason to fear a repeti-
tion of the whnlesale massacres of Ar-
meniansg in 1894,

“ There is good reason to think that
the disastrous events in North China,
so far from being the destruction or
even the permanent injury of the mis-
sionary work in China, will prove the
opening of all doors of access to the
Chinese people.”

Two interdenominational confer-
ences have been held in Japan, as a
result of which a common hymnal and
common Sunday-school lesson helps are
being prepared. A similar meeting has
been held at Nanking, China. “ Practi-
cally,” says The Outlook, “ ¢very mis-
sionary society engaged in education-
al work in the empire was represent-
ed. Tifteen denominations sent a hun-
dred and seventy voting delegates; in
addition about five hundred pastors,
students and laymen were in attend-
ance. It was a remarkable example
of Christian unity.

PRrOMOTED.

Dr. Ephraim B. Harper
away on February 5, in his eighty-
fourth year, at Nantasket, Massa-
chusetts, the residence of his son,
with whem bhe has lived for the last
few years. He was one of the best
known, best beloved ministers of this
country. For over fifty vyears he
served the Church, occupying some of
the most prominent pulpits in the
principal cities of Ontario and Quebec.
He was chairman of his district for
a longer period than any other man in
Canadian Methodism. He was a man
of saintly spirit and ripe and eritical
biblical scholarship. His preaching
has been described as * the very mar-
row and fatness of the Gospel.” Some
great revivals in association with
James Caughey, Dr. and Mrs. Palmer,

passed
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and other evangelists were held un-
der his administration. He Iiad one
of the best libraries, especially in
Oriental literature, in the Connexion.
None knew him but to love him, none
named him bat to praise. His re-
mains were brought from Nantasket
to Toronto where they were met by
the General Superintendent and sev-
eral ministers, and were interred at
‘the village of Norval, Ontario.

Dr. George S. Milligan, of St. John's,
Newfoundland, for a quarter of a cen-
tury superintendent of Methodist
schools in Britain's oldest colony,
passed away, in his seventy-third year,
January 24th. He began his ministry
nearly fifty years ago, and was the
first president of the Newfoundland
Conference. He was a man of apos-
tolic zeal and apostolic travel. TUnder
arduous conditions he visited the far
outlving school districts, carrying in-
spiration and encouragement to lonely
toilers in a difficult field. He was
greatly beloved and revered. His
funeral was™ attended by the Lord
Bishop and Chief Justice of New-
foundland, and other leading repre-
sentatives of hoth Church and State.
In the St. John's press generous
tribute is paid to his character, in-
cluding a beautiful memorial poem by
Mrs. J. J. Rogerson.

The Rev. Joseph Rawson, of Kings-
ville, passed from labour to reward on
the same day as Dr. Harper, in his
seventietht year. He was stricken

with paralysis on February 3, and did .

not recover consciousness. Mr. Raw-
son was one of the oldest ministers
of the Methodist New Connexion Con-
ference, which he entered over forty
vears ago. After the union of 1874
he became a member of the London
Conference, in which he continued to
Jabour till his superannuation.

The Rev. Charles Fish, one of
the oldest ministers of our Church,
died of pneumonia at his residence
in Toronto on February 15. Though
long superannuated, he was still active
in Chureh work, and only six dayvs
before his death preached twice at
Thornhill. The desire of his heart was
granted him {o “cease at once to
work and live.”

The Rev. J. Davies, another of the
fathers who served the Church with
ability and success for forty-six years,
died suddenly from apoplexy at his
home, Stanstead, Quebec, op January
29. He attended divine service on
the Sunday, and was about his Mas-
ter’s business on Monday, but early on

Tuesday was found unconscious, and
in a few hours passed away.

The Rev. Job Shenton, a venerable
minister of the New Brunswick Con-
ference, passed away with tragical
suddenness at his home, St. John,
N.B. He entered the work over forty
years ago, and served our Church in
leading appointments in New Bruns-
wick, Nova Scotia, antt Newfoundland.
He was for several years chairman of
his district.

Adequate memorials of these hon-
oured Dbrethren will be presented at
their Annual Conferences.

The grim Reaper has been busy, too,
in the ranks of our lay brethren.
Mr. James H. Beatty, one of the pio-
neer Methodist leaders of Ontario, has
also passed into the unseen. He was
for nearly seventy years a member of
the Methodist Church, for fifty years
a local preacher, for forty years a
class-leader, and for twenty-five years
a Sunday-school superintendent. He
was twice a delegate to the General
Conference, twice to the Ecumenical
Conference, often to the Annual Con-
ference of his Church; was a member
of the Board of Regents of Victoria
TUniversity, and president and direc-
tor of important commercial enter-
prises. What a record of a useful
life ! Diligent in Dbusiness, fervent
in spirit, serving the Lord.

On January 31, Mr. Edwin P. Till-
son ended a long and useful life in
his seventy-seventh year. He was
intimately identified with the creation
and growth of the town of Tilsonburg.
of which he was the first mayor, and
where he had extensive mills. He
was an honoured official for many
years of the Methodist Church.

Still another of the pioneer Meth-
odists of Canada has passed awas.
Daniel Wakefield, Esq., brother of the
Rev. Dr. Wakefield, of Paris, at his
home, Washington, Ontario. in his
eighty-third year. From early ycuth
e was an honoured and useful mem-
ber of the Methodist Church.

Mr. Richard Philp, one of the old-
est and best known Methodists of To-
ronto, also passed away, full of years
and honours, at his home, in this
city.

Thus does God continuously bury
his workmen while he carries on his
work. What an admonition to redeem
the time, to work while it is called
to-day.



COLLEGE PROBLEMS.*

BY THE REV. N. BURWASH, S.T.D.,, LL.D,,

Chancellor of Victorin University.

These two volumes are a very pleas-
ing indication of the moral and religi-
ous tone of one of the oldest and great-
est of American universities. The
first is by a professor of Harvard
University, the second by Dr. Peabody
as representing Harvard, followed by
Presidents Hyde, Hadley, Carter, Har
ris, and Tucker, of leading universi-
ties of New England.

The first volume evinces the strong.
masterly grasp of the moral problems
of college life and work which is at-
tained only by the experience in col-
lege work of a man full of sympathy
with student life. It is a book to be
read and laid to heart by every college
professor, every college student, and
every parent who has a son or daugh-
ter at college. It discusses with
marked ability problems in which they
are ali interested, and the views pre-
sented appear to us to be at once true
to fact and to the very highest moral
standards. Without hesitation he
sets aside the idea that the work of
the university professor is purely in-
tellectual, the increase of human
learning and of learned men. He
recognizes that the very process by
which this intellectual end is attained
has its moral results, and that con-
seiously or unconsciously the work
of school and college must develop

* ““School, College, and Character.” By
Le Baron Russell Briggs. Boston and New
}(;{)r‘l\ : Honghten, Mifllin & Co., Cambridge,

anl.

“The Message of the College to the
Clhureh.” A course of Sunday cvening
addresses in Lent, 1901, Delivered at the
Okl South Church, Boston. Boston: The
Pilgrim Press.

THE LOVE
Love strong as death? Nay, stronger 3
Love mightier than the grave,

Broad as the earth, and longer

Than acean’s wildest wave.

This is the love that sought us;

This is the love that bought us-

character, and that the end of all col-
lege life should be not merely a scho-
lar, but a man, His portraiture of
the moral dangers of student life is
both clear and true and full of les-
sons to all concerned ; while his dis-
cussion of the moral results of modern
methods of education, especially of the
elective system and of modern inven-
tions to make the acquisition of
knowledge easy and delightful, is cer-
tainly suggestive of very serious
thoughts.

The second volume directs the
thoughts of the outside world to the
moral and religious life of the college
with a very different motive. It re-
gards the college not as a place from
which we are expecting certain moral
results, in which, through our chil-
dren, we have a direct and personal
interest, but as one of the great fac-
tors of which our modern life is com-
posed. By the side of the life of the
church, of the factory, of the farm,
of the exchange, the life of the cal-
lege is placed, and the question asked
is, What is there in this college life
from which our other forms of life
may learn a useful lesson ? The re-
ligion of college life, its ideal of a
good man, its type and standard of
conscience, its attitude toward the
home, its attitude towards the church,
and its forms of church work are all
passed under review. and held up for
the consideration of the related world.
That this is done by college men en-
sures its being done Sympathetically,
and the names of the speakers guar-
antee the ability of the work. The
two volumes VLefore us are well worth
the attention both of the college world
and of the world outside.

OF CHRIST.
This is the love that bronght us
To gladdest day from saddest night ;
From deepest shame to glory bright :
From depths of death to life's fair height ;:
From darkness to the joy of light.

— Bonar.
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BooK Notices.

““Poems.” By William Vaughmﬂ[oody.
Boston : Houghton, Miflin & Co.
Toronto : William Briggs. Pp. vi-
106,

We hope we are not exhibiting that
sign of senescence, becoming ‘* laudator
temporis acti ;' but we remember when
from the Old Corner Bookstore, Boston,
was issued each season a new volume of
verse by Longfellow, Whittier, Holnes,
Tennyson, Browning, or other singers
whose names shall never die. For years
there has been a marked decline in the
“output” of poetry. That of the hun-
dred-thousand edition novels—more’s the
pity—has taken its place. The dainty
volume under review is, we hope, a sign
of revival of this noblest form of litera-
ture. DMr. Moody’s verse is genuine
poetry. He possesses the vision and the
faculty divine, he selects great themes,
has a regal imagination, and a noble form
of expression. The bold imagery of the
poem on ““Gloucester Moors™ will indi-
cate the true poetic power of this writer:

¢ This earth is not the steadfast place
We landsmen build upon ;
From deep to deep she varies pace,
And while she comes is gone.
Beneath my feet I feel
Her smooth bulk heave and dip ;
With velvet plunge and soft upreel
She swings and steadies to her keel
Like a gallant, gallant ship.

¢ These summer clouds she sets for sail,
The sun is her masthead light,
She tows the moon like a pinnace frail
Where her phosphor wakechurnsbright.
Now hid, now looming clear,
On the face of the dangerous blue
The star fleets tack and wheel and veer,
But on does the old earth steer
As if her port she knew.

“ God, dear God ! Docs she know her port,
Though she goes so far about *

Or blind astray, does she make her sport
To brazen and chance it out?”

The contrast of between the swinging
worlds and the swaying moor-flowers is
very striking. We think that the phrase

“ Or where the choke cherry lifts high up
Sweet bowls for their carouse™

has too bacchanalian a tone for the inno-
cent flowers. The ode “‘In Time of Hesi-
tation” has a mmajestic swing. It de-
mands that the promise of the nation to

Cuba shall not be broken, a promise
which wo are glad to know is being ful-
filled :

“ Turn not their new-world victories to
sain !
One least leaf plucked for chaffer from
the bays_
Of their dear praise,
One jot of their pure conquest put to

hire,
The implacable republic will require ;

¢« For save we let the island men go free,
Those bailled and dislaureled ghosts
Will curse us from the lamentable coasts
Where walk the frustrate dead.”

This poem gives a vivid picture of the
progress of the spring across the broad
continent.

“On a Soldier fallen in the Philip-
pines” is another generous plea for a
conquered people. ‘‘The Menageric™
is quite Browningesque in its grim
humour. * A Dialogue in Purgatory”
is also quite in the vein of that great dra-
matic genius.

“God and the Soul.”” A Poem. By
John Lancaster Spalding. Bishop
of Peoria. Author of ¢ Educa-
tion and the Higher Life,” etc.
New York: The Grafton Press.
Toronto : William Briggs. Pp.
256.  Price, $1.25.

Poetry is the pre-eminently fitting
vehicle for the expression of the
higher religious thoughts. Of this
the Psalms of David and the hymns
of all the ages are striking examples.
The greatest poem of the last century
is, we judge, that profoundly re-
ligious one, “ In Memoriam.” Bishop
Spalding’s poems are marked by deep
spiritual feeling, moral elevation, and
felicity of expression. They nearly
all assume the form of the sonnet.
which more than any other demands
compression of thought and exquisite
finish of phrase. We quote a few
examples, which, better than any de-
scription, will illustrate his style:

Tug PILGRIMS OF THE SKY.

High host of white-robed pilgrims who cach
night,
All calmly through the empty-vaultel
sky
Upon the wings of silence onward fly
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And o’er the darkness throw a mystic light,
Which, fresh asdew, falls from the heavenly
height, -
Sweetly to bathe each wondering human
eye
That looks upon the awful mystery
And year;xs lto know the meaning of your
flight.
Like sou]sgof men, seek ye some hidden
shrine
Where Truth and Love and Beauty all
are one?
Or hear ye hearts smitten with hope divine,
Whose thought, like ours, doth longest
time outrun?
Does faith in God along your pathway shine,
Lighting the gloom until your task be
done?

The following sextette indicates the
compression of thought:

In conflux of immensities we lie;
Infinities within the soul converge ;
Avound us is the depth of houndless sky :
Within, the waves of boundless yearning
surge:
10 nothing and to God we are most nigh,
And far as hell from heaven our ways di-
verge.

The ministry of sorrow is touch-
ingly expressed in the following lines:

Suffering alone can reach the inmost soul,
And show the infinite depths of loving
heart,
Which of itself to pleasure gives but part,
And at the shrine of sorrow lays the whole.

The striking titles of many of his
poems indicate the moral elevation
of his themes, as ‘“ God’s Witnesses,”
“The Soul’s Highway,” *“Gnd’s
Thrall,” “A Thirst for God,”
“ Eternal Hope,” “By Suffering
Made Perfect,” “ Thy Will Be Done.”
Bishop Spalding has made a profound
study of German literature, and in-
cludes sonnets on Obermann and

other German poets. The book is
beautifully printed, with striking
frontispiece portrait.

“The Church’s One Foundation.

Christ and Recent Criticism.” By
the Rev. W. Robertson Nicoll,
M.A.,, LL.D. Editor of “ The Ex-
positor,” “The Expositor’'s Bible,”
etc. London: Hodder & Stough-
ton. Toronto : Fleming H. Revell
Co, Pp. 227. Price, $1.25.

The time-worn theory of Hume and
Gibbon as to the incredibility of mir-
acles, has Dbeen revamped in these
days by such men as Professor Pear-
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son, of Northwestern University, and
others of that ilk., The narrowness,
conceit, and egotism, not to say im-
piety, of the theory, has been over
and over exposed, Nowhere, prob-
ably, has this been done with such
strength and clearness as in the book
under review. The chapters were
originally contributed to The British
Weekly by a master of biblical ex-
position. They discuss with vigour
and vivacity the newer criticism, the
historical Christ, above all, the crown-
ing miracle of the New Testament,
the resurrection of our Lord. A bril-
liant chapter is entitled, *“ The Argu-
ment from the Aureole,” i.e.,, from the
holy lives of God’'s saints of many
lands, who glorified humanity by a
perpetual Imitatio Christi.

“A  History of Babyionia anad
Syria.” By Robert William Ro-
gers, Ph.D,, D.D., LL.D,, F.R.G.S.
Second  Edition. Two Vols.
Svo. Pp. xx-429; xv-418. New
York: Eaton & Mains. Cincinnati:
Jennings & Pye. Toronto: Wil-
liam Briggs. Price, $5.

These noble volumes are one of the
most important contributions ever
made to Christian scholarship by the
Methodist Church. They are the re-
sult of many years’ study, not merely
of original monuments and other
sources, but of the labours of previ-
ous Assyriologists, in Paris, Berlin,
Cairo, Constantinople, Leipzig, Lon-
don, and Oxford. Much of the book
has the fascination of romance, while
the whole has the dignity and im-
portance of philosophical history. It
is too great a work to be treated in
a paragraph. It is, therefore, reserved
for more adequate review in the next
number of this magazine.

“ A Modern Antaeus.” By the writer
of “An Englishwoman’s Love-
Letters.”” Toronto: George N.
Morang & Co. Pp. viii-518.
Price, $1.50.

An ancient myth describes Antaeus
as a mighty wrestler of Libya, who
was invincible while he remained in
contact with the earth. He was over-
come only by the strength of Hercules
lifting him from the earth and strang-
ling him in the air. More and more
the busy toilers in the town are
learning the truth of this myth. They
only recover their strength by re-
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turning to the heart of nature and
coming in touch again with mother
carth. This legend forms the motive
of this story. Its hero has a passion
for nature, has many noble qualities,
but his end Is as sad as that of
Antaeus of old. There is much hu-
mour in the scapegrace doings of
voung Tristram. The way in which
he circumvents Bailiff MacAllister and
other adventures are very amusing.
The literary grace of the mysterious
author is very marked. Some of the
quaint old English words and local
phrases are a philological curiosity.

“Modern Athens.” By George Hor-
ton. Illustrated by Corwin Knapp

Linson. New York: Charles
Scribner's Sons.  Toronto : Wil
liam Briggs. Small 4to. Pp.

vi-91. Price, $1.25 net.

The author of this boolt has been
for many years United States Consul
in Athens, and has written much of
modern Greek life. He knows his
Athens well, and gives a very piquant
picture of its daily life. * No vision,”
he says, “on all the globe, has been
made such common property of civil-
ized man as the Temple of Athena,
once the crowning glory of a thousand
vears of culture, now their (fitting
monument.”  The mighty ghosts of
the past still tnrong the streets of this
Eye of Greece. Everybody, except the
bustling foreigner, respects the noon-
day nap in Athens. An Athenian
would no more waken a bootblack
enjoying his siesta than he would hit
him with 2 club.

Yet when awake the Athenians are
wide awake. They rise with earliest
dawn, and seem awake half the night.
They give more money, says Mr. Hor-
ton. per capita, than any people in
the world to public libraries, hospitals,
reformatory institutions, etec.  There
are fifty papers published in the city,
many of them flavoured with true
Attic wit and humour. It is a very
democratic community. The King
and royal family pay their four cents
fare on the open tram-car like the
poorest peasant. New Athens is a
brilliant city of stately architecture
and gay squares, backed ever by the
mouldering temples of the mighty
past.

There are drawbacks, however. One
becomes so accustomed to the
ubiquitous fleas that, says our
author, he is lonesome without them.
The Greeks are honest and grim
fasters. There are 153 fast days in
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the year, but so abundant and excel-
lent are the fruits that fasting from
meat becomes & pleasure. Public
and private life, Church festivals,
marriages, funerals, street life, the
cafes and squares are all vivaciously
described. The thirty-one excellent
half-tones bring vividly before ug the
varied scenes of one of the oldest and
newest cities in the world.

* The Real Latin Quarter.” By k. Eerk-
eley Smith. With illustrations by
the author. Introduction and fron-
tispiecce by F. Hopkinson Smith.

New York : Funk & Wagnalls
Company. Toronto : William
Briggs. Pp. 205. Price. $1.20
net.

An accomplished artist, and the son
of an artist, gives in these pages a
graphic account of that region little
known to chance tourists, but famil-
iar to students—The Latin Quarter.
Student life in Paris accentuates the
characteristics of the nation. 1t is
clever, impulsive, sometimes reck-
less in its conduct. We are apt to
think that barricades have been un-
known since the “ coup d’etat,” but in
1893 a students’ riot took place, when
barricades of omnibuses and tram-
cars blockaded the streets, and 30,000
troops, chiefly cavalry, patrolled them
to suppress the rioters. Despite the
veneer of frolic, says the writer, **at
heart the French are sad,” hence the
Parisian goes into the latest sport
because it affords a new sensation.
Blase of all else in life, he plunges
into automobiling and ballooning, and
the like, to give a fillip to his jaded
nerves. Some of the wretched crea-
tures in the street, both men and wo-
men, were once leaders of fashion,
but absinthe and vice have Dbrought
them to the gutter. The author, long
an art student in Paris, gives vivid
sketches of its strange Bohemian life.
The book has a hundred original
drawings or snap-shots, and three
coloured engravings.

In the article on the Wesley bi-
centenary in the February number,
by an inadvertence it was called the
bicentenary of his death ; it was, of
course, of his birth. The centenary
of his death was celebrated throughout
Canada in 1891.

We regret that the admirable pa
per on “The Ministry of Musiec," in
our February number was, by a mis-
print, attributed to the Rev. T. E.
Colling, B.A., instead of the Rev. T.
E. Holling, B.A., Manitou, Manitcha.
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half-yearly . .

Tee CANADA PERMANENT YORTOACE o

|
i
| ad WESTERN CANADA  TORONTG o o om

THE WORLD'S
EPOCH-MAKERS

Edited by Ofiphant Smeaton

Soft

# Harness

You can make your har
ness as soft as a glove
and as tough as wire by
using EUREKA Hnr-

Ciloth, Each, $1.00 net, Postpaid

Francis and Dominic and
The Mendicant Orders
By John Herkless, D.D,
William Herschell
and His Work
By James Sime, M.A., F.R.S.E.
Luther and the
German Reformation
By Thomas M. Lindsay, D.D.
Buddha and Buddhism
By Arthur Lillie
WILLIAM BRIGGS, - - Toronto.

ness Oil. You

:::;‘(t::e‘n its llflo—nnkol: ;
wice a8 long as 1t §

ordinarily wo *

f EUREK®,

'
'

makes a poor looking har-
pess like new. Made of
pure, heavy bodied ofl, es-
§/ pectally prepared to with-
i/ atand the weather,

Bold eve here
in cans—all sizes,

Nade by INPERIJL OIL COMPANY.




METHODIST MAGAZINE AND REVIEW.

Write or call on us before placing orders for these goods.

GAS FIXTURES
COMBINATION FIXTURES
ELECTRIC FIXTURES

For Lighting Churches, Halls and other
Public Buildings, Dwellings, etc, are
- Designed and Manufactured by us.

Long Experience,
and Careful Attention guarantee our custom-
ers first-class work at prices away below the market.

Ample Facilities,

It will pay you.

The KEITH & FITZSIITONS CO.

LIMITED

111 King Street West, Toronto, Ont.

000000 00000000000000000000000000008000

Account
Books

—Superior in Quality
—Large Stock always

on hand
—Special Patterns to
order
—Best Material and
Workmanship

—Close Prices

Stationery
d

Office
Supplies

Complete
Stock

Up-to-Date
Goods

Book-
binding

—Magazines

—Illustrated Works

—Music

—Law Books

—Books of every de-
scription

Bound in the very best
style

he BROWN BROS., Limited

Importing and Manufacturing Stationers

51-563 Wellington Street West, Toronto
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me BENNETT & WRIGHT CO.

(Limited) OF TORONTO

Beating Engineers and Sanitary Plumbers

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

GAS and ELECTRIC LIGHT FIXTURES In Great Variety
72 QUEEN STREET EAST, TORONTO.

THE.....

~{0ell Shod (Uoman

Need not necessarily wear T“E

igh priced shoes 1 [}
In point of style, “AGAR

quality, fit, and SHOE
service are

unexcelled Fon wo"E“

Price, $3.50 and $4.00

Sold only by

H. & C. Blachford R G

WATERMAN'S 1E 8. FOUNTMN PEN

Waterman s ldeal Fountam Pens

ns Wh 1t is always ready, and writes continuously without shaking.
.R.e.a,SO y It writes as treely as a dip pen, and feeds the ink more regularly.
it is to be Its free flow of ink is secured without risk of overflowing or blotting

The flow is automatic, responding tully to the act of writing, and the
preferred to all others ow is automatic, responding tully i 6,

PRICES, FROM $2.50 TO $6.00 EACH, POSTPAID
WILLIAM BRIGGS - Wesley Buildings - TORONTO, ONT.
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BabcocK Presses

are unequalled

USED.....
THE........
WORLD
OVER....

Ask The Methodist Book and Publishing
House what they think of them. They
have used Babcock Presses for years on all
classes of Work. They have bought six.
Five ‘‘Optimus’’ Presses Within the [ast
two years H F S HF K K S S

Among Two-Revolution Fresses the “ Optimus” has
no peer. Its pafenfed devices insute perfect register
and produce Color and Halfione work that satisfy the
most exacting customer.  All our Presses for Job,
Newspaper, or Book-Work are equally awell puyilt,
and as perfectly adapted each to ils class S £ S

We have an Affractive New Catalogue and Samples of Three- Color
Printing which we shall be pleased to mail you upon application

Ghe BabcocKk Printing Press

Manufacturing Company

NEW LONDON, CONN.
38 PARK ROW, NEW YORK
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The Great West of Canada Seen Through the
Spectacles of a Well-Known Newspaper Man

From the Great Lakes
to the Wide West

By BERNARD MEVOY
Illustrated Plentifully with Picturesque Scenes along the Route Across the Continent

Mr. McEvoy writes with the easy, sprightly style of the practised
journalist ; he posscsses the eye of a keen observer, and the faculty,
rare enough, and therefore all the more to be valued, of giving things
their proper proportion. As might be expected, the touch of the poet
is frequently in evidence, especially in the many exquisite passages
descriptive of the scenery witnessed en roufe. A vein of light humour
runs through all the chapters, greatly enhancing the reader’s enjoy-
ment.  Certainly no volume since Principal Grant’s “Ocean to
Ocean” was published gives anything like so engaging a picture of
Canadian travel.  Its value can scarcely be overrated as a capable
estimate and description of Canada’s great Western heritage.

Cioth, $1.50, Postpaid

174th THOUSAND

Tarry Thou Tin Come

Or, SALATHIEL, THE WANDERING JEW

By GEORGE CROLY
Fully Hlustrated by T, De THULSTRUP
THE LITERARY DIGEST :

“Tarry Thou Till I Come” scores heavily. Clergymen every-
where greatly aroused.  Preaching Sermons about it.  Putting
1t sn Public Libraries. Forming Reading Circles to study it.
Urging their congregations to buy it and put it in the hands of
the young, etc. etc.”

REV. WM. J. BARNES, Ph.B., WILLIAM V. KELLEY, D.D.,

BrookLyN, N.Y.: ““No matter how much opposed
to works of fiction a minister may be, he cannot fail
to be captured by the graphic portrayal of the ex-
periences through which Salathiel passed; nor
would he have any qualms of conscience in com-
mending the work to his people. I intend to preach
a sermon or sermons from it.”

Paper, 75¢,

Editor Methodist Review: *‘A brilliant, great
book, produced in superb style,”

REV. WILLIAM T. PARSONS,

BingHaMpTON, N.Y. : I have recommended it to
my congregation, and have advised my Young
People’s Bible Class to getit. 1 intend to use part
of it in my sermon next Sunday night.”

Cloth, $1.25

WILLIAM BRIGGS - -
BOOKSELLERS’ ROW, RICHMOND STREET W, TORONTO

PUBLISHER
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SOME OF

C.and C. Clark’s Books

Hand-Books for Bible Classes and Private Students
——————— EDITED BY =
Rev. Professor Marcus Dods, D.D., and Rev. Alexander Whyte, D.D.
The Book of Genesis: with Introduction and Notes

By Marcus Dods, D.D. Cloth, 70c

Exodus: with Introduction, Commentary, and Special Notes, etc.
By Rev. James Macgregor, D.D.

Part I. The Redemption. Egypt. Cloth, %oc

Exodus: with Introduction, Commentary, and Special Notes, etc.
By Rev. James Macgregor, D.D.

Part II. The Consecration. Cloth, 70c

The Book of Joshua

By George C. M. Douglas, D.D. Cloth, s0c
The Book of Chronicles

By James G. Murphy, LL.D., T.C.D. Cloth, s0c
The Epistle to the Hebrews : with Introduction and Notes

By A. B. Davidson, M.A., LL.D. Cloth, goc

The Post-Exilian Prophets
Haggai, Zechariah, Malachi, with Introductions and Notes

By Marcus Dods, D.D. Cloth, 70c
St. Mark’s Gospel: with Introduction, Notes, and Maps
By Thomas Lindsay, D.D. Cloth, 9oc

St. Luke’s Gospel, with Introduction, Notes, and Maps
Chapters I. to XII. By Thomas M. Lindsay, D.D. Cloth, »oc
St. Luke’s Gospel, with Introduction, Notes, and Maps
Chapters XIII. to XXIV. By Thomas M. Lindsay, D.D.

Cloth, 40c

The Christian Miracles and the Conclusions of Science

By Rev. W. D. Thomson, M.A. Cloth, 70c
The Reformation

By T. M. Lindsay, M.A., D.D. Cloth, %oc
The Life of Jesus

By James Stalker, D.D. Cloth, s0c
The Life of St. Paul

By James Stalker, D.D. Cloth, soc

SENT POSTPAID

WILLIAM BRIGGS

BOOKSELLERS’ ROW, RICHMOND STREET WEST - TORONTO, ONT.
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SOME OF

C.and C. Clark’s Books

Witnesses To Christ
A Contribution to Christian Apologists
By William Clark, M.A., LL.D., et. Cloth, $1.40
The International Critical and Exegetical Commentary on the
Epistles of St. Peter and St. Jude
By the Rev. Charles Bigg, D.D. Cloth, net, $2.50
The Christian Doctrine of Immortality
By Stewart D. F. Salmond, M.A., D.D., F.E.IS.

Cloth, $3.00
The Miracles of Unbelief
By Frank Ballard, M.A., B.Sc., FR.M.S., ete. Cloth, $2.00
The Miracles of Our Lord in Relation to Modern Criticism

By F. L. Steinmeyer., Cloth, $2.50
History of Christian Doctrine

By George Park Fisher, D.D., LL.D., Cloth, net, $2.50
The Scriptural Doctrine of Sacrifice and Atonement

By Alfred Cave, B.A., D.D. Cloth, $3.50
The Christian Pastor and the Working Church

By Washington Gladden, D.D., LL.D. Cloth, net, $2.50

The Christ of History and of Experience
The Third Series of Kerr Lectures

By David W. Forrest, D.D. Cloth, $2.00
An Introduction to the Literature of the Old Testament

By S. R. Driver, D.D. Cloth, net, $2.50
An Outline of Christian Theology

By Wrilliam Newton Clarke, D.D. Cloth, net, $2.50
Christian Ethics

By Newman Swmyth, D.D. Cloth, net, $250
Origen and Greek Patristic Theology

By Rev. William Fairweather, M.A. Cloth, net, $1.00

Muhammad and His Power

By P. De Lacy Johnstone, M.A. (Oxon.) Cloth, net, $1.00
Anselm and His Work

By Rev. A. C. Welch, M.A., B.D. Cloth, net, $1.00

SENT POSTPAID

WILLIAM BRIGGS

BOOKSELLERS’ ROW, RICHMOND STREET WEST = TORONTO, ONT.
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CONTENTS FOR MARCH, 1goa.

BaLLADp oF THE Two MaRrYs. Rev. Arthur John Lockhart..............ooiiiiiiiine 193
MARCH. Duncan Campbell Scott................ccoiiiia...

IN AND AROUND THE GRAND CaNYON. Editor.....
THE BIRDS OF THE CRross. Pastor Felix................

LAvYy HENRY SOMERSET AT DUXHURST. Sarah A. ToOley........ooveviiiiiiiiiiiinnaaienn.n, 202
THE VOYAGE OF ITHOBAL....outt ittt

THE IrISH PaLATINES., C. C. James, M.A
PATHOS AND HUMOUR OF MISSION LIFE IN THE GREAT WEST. Rev. James Cooke Seymour 226
FroM STONE-MASON’S BENcH TO TREASURY BENCH. Ernest Phillips........ ... 233
IN THE BLack BELT. W. T. Hewetson
EASTER. .iviviveneiiiniiiiiiennn, .
MEDICAL MISSION WORK IN CHINA.
EASTERTIDE. Zitella Cocke
WHAT THE BELLS SaIp. Isabelle Horton
‘““SACER JESU, CARE CHRISTE.” Pastor Felix

DusT THAT SHINES. Oubliée...
“THE GREAT RErusaL,” Editor
CURRENT ToPICS AND EVENTS...

RELIGIOUS INTELLIGENCE ..ttt ittt ettt e e itaeaaat ettt st ia e aasesnateesaensas
COLLEGE PrOBLEMS. Rev. N. Burw
BOOK NOTICES. .. ...ttt i itttiittatiton ettt sttt at i eaa et st aa i aataeeasttsastaseenas 286

Magazines Bound for 50 cents per vol. Cloth Covers, post free, 30 cents.

2 Theot st

AMERICAN STANDARD EDITION

OF THE

....REVISED BIBLE....

With Selected References and Topical Headings by the American Revision Committee

The Independent.—*‘ It is by far the most exact and, we will say, beautifully printed
Bible that has yet appeared, and being the standard, this edition should be much sought for,
and ought to be in the hands of every student of the Bible.”

LONG PRIMER, 4to. (Size, 83 x 63.) WITH 12 MAPS AND INDEX.

Nos. . Nos.
260. CLOTH BOARDS, red edges ...... $1.50 net. ‘ 274, I’IER;IIAN]LE‘&A?T, giVinill; circu(iit,
267. EGYPTIAN SEAL, lim round i eatner roc to edge, silk sewed,
> " . M round corners, red under gold
corners, red under g"lg cdges... 2.50 { @AgOS. .t 4.50 net.

272. EGYPTIAN SEAL, divinity circuit,

275. LEVANT, divinity circuit, calf
round corners, red under gold % I

lined to eige, silk sewed, round

edges ...l 3.00 corners, red under gold edges .. 7.00 *¢
273. KGYPTIAN SEAL, divinity cireuit, 2i7. SEALSKIN, divinity circuit, calf

leather lired to edge, round ‘ lined to edge, silk sewed, round

corners, red under gold edges... 3.75 * |l _corners, red under gold edges .. 9.00

POSTAGE PAID.

WILLIAM BRIGGS, Publisher, Richmond St., TORONTO,




SOME REVIEWS OF THE WORK

THE METHODIST REVIEW says, in part: One wonders at (l\;c courage
of an author who undertakes to furnish a comprehensive and adequate Bible
dictionary in one volume of 1,300 pages. * * * But examina ion quickly dis-
covers that Tue Prorie’s Binik ExcvcLorkpia is no fragmentary and

imperfect work,  On the contrary, it is as remarkable for fulness as for
condensation.  Tts range of Bible topics is wider even than that of McClin-
teek and Strong’s voluminous work. * * * Thus we have a book compact and
manageable, yet in its measure complete. It covers its extensive field satis-
factorily, andin actual use will not disappoint the seeker after full anu
reliable information.  Etc., ete.

THE CHRISTIAN ABVOCATE says, in part: In approaching any new
book in a field already fully covered the reviewer is always asking himse.f
three questions: 1. Was there room for another volume upon the subject
at hand? 2. Whatare the claims upon which the author has the temerity
to issuc a new hook? 3. Has his work justified the claims made forit? It
is particularly opportune that this new biblical encyclopedia, edited by Dr.
Barnes, should be brought out at this time, as it is much fuller than either
Dr. ~chaff’s or Dr. Davis’, and not as full as the ones edited by Dr. Cheyne
and Dr. Hastings, If one might say such a thing, Dr. Barnes’ new people’s
Bible dictionary holds a middle ground, both in size and theology, between
these two extremes, and for the purposes for which it is made is far better
adapted.

THE SUNDAY-SCHOOL JOURNAL AND BIBLE STUDENT’S MACAZINE says, in part: Tue PropLE's

BisLe ENcvcLorenia claims to be the most complete, the latest, and the best book of its class. Etc., etc.

| STYLES AND PRICES [——

Tur ProrLr’s BiBLk ENoycLorkpis contains nearly 1,300 pages, exclusive of the full-
page engravings. The book is 7 x 914 inches, is beautifully printed on elegant paper, combining
the requisite clearness, opacity, strength, and lightness, making a very handsome volume,
1% inches thick.

THE CLOTH BOOK THE BETTER STYLE IS
Isneatly and substantially bound in stiff F“LI- PERSIA" uonoccg

covers, with red edges. The paper, illus- Divinity Circuit, Round Corners, Full Gilt
trations, printing, etc., are identically the Iidges, and Silk Sewn, making a thoroughly
same as in the Moroce > Book. Price flexible and very elegant hook. Price

... $3.00... ... $4.50...

For Fifty Cents (50c) Additional we furnish the Moroces book
with full Patent Alphabetical Thumb Index cut in the book

SOLD BY SUBSCRIPTION

We Want Agents Everywhere. Ministers, Teachers, Students, Sunday-school Work-
ers, Bright Men and Women in every town. Our Terms are Very Liberal, and not
only so, but we are prepared to cobperate with our workers and give them the benefit of our
knowledge, experience, and facilities in the business.  We guarantee exclusive control
of territory to every agent, thus giving a monopoly of the sale of this great work. The
demand exists.  You have only to supply it. Now is the time to act.

WILLIAM BRIGGS

METHODIST BOOK AND PUBLISHINC HOUSE - TORONTO, ONT.




1

You want satisfaction

Right food—right medicine and will get it

—right time—these three )
if you use

Boeckh’s
Brooms

things are of the utmost impor-
tance to the consumptive.
Right food and right medicine
—these are contained in Scott’s
Emulsion of pure cod-liver oil.

0000000000000 0000000000000
g CONSUMPTION

Right time is at first sign of

with
Bamboo
Handles
food helps feed.  Fresh air |
helps cure.  Scott’s Emulsion They are

does both. Begin early.

Well send you a little to try, if you like.
SCOTT & BOWNE,

always reliable

0000000000000 0000000000000 0000000000000 000

Chemists, Toront
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AMmanualor Christian W‘“ o e B
P Cheology ..... G a—
s

“It must be owned that one |
By & o

opens a newly-published
REV. N. BURWASH, S.T.D.

system of theology with a
Chancellor of Victoria University, Toronto [

disease. Right time is now.
Scott’s Emulsion always
helps, ofien cures.  Ordinary

grudge and a prejudice |
againstit. Cananything new
be said? Have we not al- |
ready samples of every kind,
from every point of view? :
“Yet, as one reads on, Dr. |
e Bur“}/lash commends himself
as a highly intelligent writer,

CLOTH, 2 VOLS., $3.00 POSTPAID ' 3ams oar reluctance, and
- B — wins our attention and ap-

proval. He is a quiet and
unostentatious thinker, who

In this substantial work of 848 pages, Chancellor
Burwash gives the conclusions of thirty years’ prayer-
ful study and conscientious teaching. It is a timely
and comprehensive treatment of the subject. It is
strongly commended to every earnest student and
thoughtful reader.

ever and anon unconsciously
reveals his knowledge and his |
thoughts, and drops the oc- |
casional remark that shows
he has penetrated deeper
than some of his predecessors.

““The Methodists may be
congratulated on having so
interesting and thoughtful a

00000000000 0000000000 0000000000000 000000000000 000000000000000

WILLIAM BRIGGS

Wesley Buildings “veens TORONTO, ONT.

teacher of theology.” i
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