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THE HEART OF THE EMPIRE.*

BY CANNIFF IHAIGHT.

MANSION HOUSE.

To attempt a qescription of Lon-
<don, with its population equal to
that of our broad and far-reaching
Dominion, with its accredited his-
tory running down through more
than nineteen centuries, with its
more than three thousand miles of
streets, with its thousands of in-
teresting sights, with its hundreds
of localities where scenes have
been enacted that have shaped the
history of the world, with its nar-
row lanes where men were born
and lived, whose utterances have
been, and ever will be, the beacons
to all disciples of science, literature

* Abridged by permission of the publisher
from ‘¢ Here and There in the Home Land,”

by Camniff Haight, Esq. 8vo, . 016.
Price, $3.00. 8 1 PP
Ve XLVII. No. 1.

and art, such a task would cer-
tainly be an undertaking worthy
the pen of the most courageous
writer.

Entering Cheapside from Bow
Lane, I pressed my way through
the dense throng which constantly
flows along this street, on to
Aldersgate Street, pausing for a
moment to look at the fine statue
of Sir Robert Peel. Then, enter-
ing St. Martin’s-le-Grand, I came
upon the new General Post-office,
an immense building in plain
Grecian style. Passing up Alders-
gate, I reach the Charter-House,
founded by Thomas Sutton, for the
support of eighty poor gentlemen,
and for the education of forty poor
boys. It has an income of £29,000
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a year. Irom this I proceeded to
Holborn, one of the main arteries
of London, and across the noble
viaduct that leads into Skinner and
Newgate Streets.

I turned down the Old Bailey in
order to get a better view of the
celebrated prison, where such men
as William Penn, Defoe and Dr.
Dodd were held in durance vile,
and where Titus Oates and ,Tack
Sheppard terminated their career
of infamy. It is a massive struc-
ture, the external appearance of
which indicates the grim purpose
for which it was built.

many a cordial hospitality. Irom
this we turn down Lombard Street.
Here the old Lombard goldsmiths
located at a very early period, and
gave the name to the street.
Their device, the three golllen
balls, may now be seen in every
city.  Whether they took it from
the three golden pills of Medici,
or from the three pieces of gold,
the emblem of the benevolent St.
Nicholas, is uncertain. It has
now, however, come to be the uni-
versal sign of a pawnbroker, a
class of persons who are not, it is
thought, in the habit of troub]mcr

CHEAPSIDE, LOOKING WEST,

The steeple of Bow Church is
very much admired, and is said to
be the finest production of Wren.
It also contains a chime of bells
of world-wide reputation—for who
has not heard of “ Bow Bells ”? 7—
and while I am writing these lines
they are ringing out a cheerful
peal, perhaps the very same that
called Whittington, according to
the nursery story, back to London.
A cockney, to be the genuine
article, must be born within the
sound of “ Bow Bells.”

The stately Mansion House is
the residence for the time being of
the Lord Mayor, and the scene of

themselves very much with decds
of charity.

The Royal Exchange is a spa-
cious building, the interior of
which is adorned with numerous

allegorical figures, beautifully
painted frescoes, coats of arms
and arabesque designs.  The tall

tower is surmounted by a great
gilt grasshopper, the emblem of its
founder, and in front of the great
portico, on a granite pedesta], is a
bronze equestrian statue of Wel-
lington.

It is an interesting sight to
pause here and watch the streams
of people and vehicles that flow out



RN T % RO P SN

The Hecrt of the Empire, 5

CHEAPSIDE, LOOKING EAST.

of Cheapside, Princess, Thread-
needle, Cornhill, Cannon, King
William and Victoria Streets and
meet at this point. Jams occur
not unlike those sometimes seen
with floating timber on our rivers.
People and vehicles get mixed up
and packed together in an immov-
able mass, and are set free only by
the interposition of the police.
The passage across at any time re-
quires a quick eye and nimble step.

From the Exchange we cross
Threadneedle Street to the Bank
of England. There is nothing

attractive in the external appear-
ance of this great monetary insti-
tution. The long walls, running
up but a single story, are destitute
of windows towards any of the
thoroughfares, making it look
more like a prison than the re-
ceptacle of untold wealth. It
covers a quadrangular space of
about four acres. The interior
contains nine courts in addition to
the offices, and a small military
force is stationed in the bank to
protect it.

The Tower of London stands on

N ven
EREaat 15,4 In] VAR .

SPaL T ETXSANNR ST EWR

GENERAL POST-OFFICE.
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the north bank of the Thames,
about a mile below London Bridge
and in the oldest part of the city.
Its walls embrace an area of over
twelve acres.

It would be pleasant to dwell
over the history of this old place,
and talk of the days when King
John held his court here, or when
Henry III. founded the Lion
Tower, and how Edward II. re-
tired here against his subjects.
Then we might think of the illus-
trious persons whom Edward I1I.
confined within these walls, includ-
ing David, King of Scotland, and

head cut off on a log of timber.
Then comes the horrible murder
of Edward V. and the Duke of
York by their Uncle Richard.
Shakespeare thus pictures the
deed :

““The tyrannous and bloody act is done ;
The most arch deed of piteous massacre
That ever yet this land was guilty of.”

Henry VII. frequently made the
Tower his place of abode, and his
queen also fled to it for refuge
from the presence of her sullen and
cold-hearted husband. The court
of Henry VIII. was often held
here, and here also that royal

HOLBORN CIRCUS.

John, King of France, with Philip,
his son. How frequently the
scene changes !  The msurrection
of Wat Tvler compelled King
Richard IL. to take refuge here,
with his court and nobles, six hun-
dred persons. He was deposed
while imprisoned here, in 1390.
Then Edward IV. enlivens the
place with his magnificent court.
Passing on, we find Henry IV.
twice mmprisoned in the fortress,
and dving here. Deeds of blood
next startle us. In front of the
chapel there, the Protector, Glou-
cester, ordered Lord Hastings’

Bluebeard received all his wives,
in great pomp, previous to their
espousals, two of them, Annc
Jolevn and Catharine Howard,
subsequently returning to lose
their heads. A few years pass,
and then Edward VI. comes to
keep his court in the Tower prior
to his coronation. His uncle, the
Protector Somerset, after being
twice imprisoned here, was be-
headed on Tower Hill. Now we
sec the fair Lady Jane Grey, enter-
ing the Tower in gorgeous array
as Queen of England, but in three
short wecks she and her youthful
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ROYAL EXCHANGE.

husband are captives, and are be-
headed.

Queen Mary next appears in
the royal procession of dwellers in
the Tower. She was a stern and
unlovable character, permitting
deeds to be done that have sullied
the page of history, and winning
for herself the unenviable title of
*“ Bloody Mary.”

There is another personage in
the royal cortege who is to make
no little stir in the world. Look
at her as she enters at the

“ Traitors’ Gate,” a prisoner, and
hear her exclaiming with all the
dignity of conscious innocence :
“Here landeth as true a subject,
being a prisoner, as ever landed
at these stairs; and beiore thee,
O God, I speak it

James I. resided here, and de-
lighted in combats of wild beasts
kept within the Tower for his
amusement.  During the stirring
times of Charles I. and Oliver
Cromwell, and the reigns of
Charles II. and James II., the

BANK OF ENGLAXND,
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Tower was filled with prisoners,
the victims of State policy, in-
irigue, tyranny or crime.

In Byword Tower Anne Boleyn
was imprisoned, and among others,
Archbishop Sancroft and the six
hishops were confined here. A
little way on is St. Thomas’ Tower,
and beneath 1it, the celebrated
Traitors’ Gate, and through it,
with many others, “went Sidney,
Russell, Raleigh, Cranmer, More.”

The place of execution within

is especially directed to the head-
ing-block on which Lords Lovat,
Kilmarnock and Balmerino were
exccuted, with the original head-
ing-axe and black mask worn by
the headsman who performed the
deed of capitation.

Sir Walter Raleigh, who was
thrice committed to the Tower,
and finally executed at West-
minster, was confined in the apart-
ments now known as Qucen
Elizabetl’s armoury.

THE MONUMENT.

the Tower walls, on the green,
was reserved for putting to death
privately royal criminals, and the
spot, nearly opposite the door of
St. Peter’s Chapel, is marked by a
large oval space, covered with
broken flint. Hereon perished
Anne Bolevn and Catharine How-
ard, Margaret, Countess of Salis-
bury, and Lady Jane Grey.
Passing on, we enter the White
Tower. In the centre is a stand
filled with wugly-looking instru-
ments of torture, but our attention

We now ascend to St. John’s
Chapel, one of the finest specimens
of Norman architecture in the
country. On the upper floor is
the council-room, where the kings
held their court at the Tower.
This and the banqueting-room are
now used as depositories for small
arms, of which the guide told us

. there were 60,000 of the latest ap-

proved rifles.

From this we were conducted
into the Jewel House, where the
crown regalia are kept within a
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THE TOWER OF LONDON.

glass case, protected by a strong
iron cage. There we could see
the crowns and sceptres, the
swords of Mercy and Justice, and

other royal insignia, with the great

Koh-i-Noor diamond.

St.  Peter’s Chapel, which
stands to’ the north-west of the
White Tower, is chiefly interesting
because of its being the burial-
place of the eminent persons who
were executed within the Tower
walls or upon Tower Hill

In a court on the east side of
Tower Hill, William Penn was

born, and at the Bull public-house,
Otway, the poet, died, it is said, of
hunger. On the west side, in
Great Tower Street, is the Czar's

Flead, built on the site of a former

tavern, where Peter the Great and
his companions, after their day’s
work, went to smoke pipes and
drink beer and brandy. In the
same street Thomson wrote his
“ Summer,” being at the time a
tailor.

“The Monument,” on Fish
Street Hill, built on the site of St.
Margaret’s church, destroved in

LONDON BRIDGE.
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the Great Fire of 1666, was erected
by Wren to commemorate the
burning and rebuilding of the city.
It is a Doric column, over two
hundred feet high. It is not only
the loftiest, but also the finest
isolated column in the world.
Within it is a staircase of 345
steps.  From its loity top therc is
a fine view of the metropolis and
its port.

From the Monument we pass on
to London Bridge. There was

credible, amounting, it is alleged,
to 200,000 persons, and 20,000
vehicles.

Our way now leads along Lower
Thames Street, and brings us to
the far-famed Billingsgate fish-
market. This is a neat Italian
structure of red brick, with a cam-
panile towards the river.  The old
Rillingsgate, of which we have
read, and which we carried in our
mind’s eye, is a thing of the past.
The site i3 said to have been used

ALBERT EMBANKMENT AND' $T. THOMAS' HOSPITAL.

nothing that we had met with, thus
far, in the city, that seemed so
familiar to me as this. The pre-
sent bridge was commenced in
1824, and consumed more than
seven years in its comstruction.
The roadway is fifty-two feet wide,
and its lamp-posts are made from
cannon taken in the Peninsular
war. The stream of people and
the traffic that flow over this
bridge during the twenty-four
hours of the day are almost in-

for a fish-market for nearly nine
centuiries.

It is hardly necessary to say
that a sail on the Thames presents
a_lively and interesting scene.
Hundreds of steamers, crowded
with passengers, dart swiftly by.
How they work their way through
without coming in collision seems
marvellous. At Blackfriars Bridge
we have the commencement of the
Thames Imbankment, then the
Middle Temple; after this, King's
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College and Somerset House, with
its noble front, the Savoy, rich in
historic incident, Charing Cross
Station, Whitehall, and the Houses
of Parliament, behind which
stands Westminster Abbey. Across
the river from the pier we have a
fine view of St. Thomas, the
grandest of London hospitals, and
a little farther on the Towers of
Lambeth Palace and St. Mary’s
Church.

All around me are the memorials
of the great, and on the marble
pavement many an illustrious
name spoke of the silent sleeper
beneath. One may gaze with ad-
miration down the long-drawn
aisles, with their noble columns
and fretted vaults, or upon the
lancet windows, with their beau-
tifully stained glass, through which
comes streaming “a dim religious
light”  But after all the first and

CHOIR, WESTMINSTER ABBEY.,

Turning away from the pier, we
soon reach the grand old Abbey
of Westminster.  We enter it by
the north porch in St. Margaret’s
Churchyard. My mind was too
much occupied with the memor-
able scenes that had taken place
within this old temple to talk with
my companion. There is not a
place in the world, I think, which
calls up such a multitude of re-
collections, such an array of
cvents, as this Westminster Abbey.

Jast thought is with the mighty
dead, whom the nation has been
wont to honour by placing their
remains within this noble shrine.
We shall not speak of its history,
which runs away back to Sebert.
King of Essex. Nor can we dwell
on the grand monuments which
cover the remains of the kings and
qucens of England, from Sebert
the Saxon and Athelgoda, his
queen, down to the present age;
nor on the monuments to roval
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personages, nobles, warriors and
statesmen, which crowd the chapels
on ecither side. At every step
familiar names attract attention,
and carry our thoughts along page
after page of English history.
The feuds and strifes of families,
the heart-burning and animosity of
rivals have here found an end, and
ancient foes lie quictly together.
Even the imperious Elizabeth and

down to the present age; with his-
torians from Camden down to
Macaulay; with gruff Sam Johnson
or the polished Addison; with the
peerless Shakespeare, or Garrick,
one of his greatest delincators:
with Fandel the musician, or
Sheridan the arator and wit; with
Thackeray or Charles Dickens, the
latter of whom lies under a plain
black marble slab set in the floor.

NAVE, WESTMINSTER ABBEY,

the proud Mary Queen of Scots
now sleep peacefully side by side.
Passing along the north tran-
sept, where there are monuments
and statues of many of England’s
great statesmen, we proceed to the
south aisle and enter the transept
known as the Poet’s Corner—per-
haps the most interesting part of
the Abbey. Here we can sit and
chat with poets from Chaucer

The company embraces all that is
best in English literature.
Leaving the Abbey, we proceed
to Westminster Hall, once a part
of the ancient royal Palace of
Westminster, It is the largest
room but one in Europe, and has
witnessed many stirring events.
In it Cromwell was inaugurated
Lord Protector, and after a few
vears had passed away, his head,
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along with those of Ireton and
Jradshaw, was placed upon the
south gable, and there Cromwell's
remained for twenty years.  Sir
William Wallace was tried in the
old hall, and in the present omne
Sir Thomas More, the Protector
Somerset, Devereux, Earl of
Essex, Guy Fawkes and his {ellow-
conspirators, the infamous Earl and
Countess Somerset, and the Earl
of Strafford were tried and con-
demned. Here, too, Charles I. faced

close at hand, and independent of
the merits of their architecture and
extent, they are interesting as the
place where the Legislative bodies
of Great Britain assemble to make
the laws which govern the empire
and its vast possessions. The
rooms where the House of Lords
and the Commons meet are in
keeping with the wealth and re-
quirements of a great nation. The
interior decorations, frescoes and
paintings are the work of the first

T e

HOUSES OF PARLIAMENT.

his judges, and later the Sevemr
Bishops, Sacheverell, the Earl of
Derwentwater, and the rebel Lords
of Scotland—Kilmarnock, Bal-
merino and Lovat.  Later still,
Burke, Fox and Sheridan made
the old rafters ring with their
cloquence, when the deeds of
Warren Hastings in India were
laid beforc the world. The last
trial was the impeachment of Lord
Alelville by the Commons, in 1806.

The Houses of Parliament are

artists of the land. Statues of
kings and queens and eminent men
occupy niches in the halls and
lobbies. Whatever money and
skill can do to ornament and beau-
tify both the interior and exterior
of the vast building has been done.
The massive clock tower rises 320
feet.  The dials are thirty feet in
diameter, and the great bell weighs
cight tons.  Victoria Tower, at
the opposite end, is 340 feet high,
and is the sovereign’s entrance.
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FROM COURT TO CABIN.*

BY T. SOMERSET BATEMAN.

COUNTESS ADELINE SCHIMMELMANN,

The name of the Countess
Schimmelmann is a household
word in Zermany and Scandinavia,
to which countries her labours
have been chiefly confined. It
wiil ever remain true that fact is
stranger than fiction.  Of this the
story of the Countess is a strong
proof.  On every side it is said
that Christianity is becoming too
respectable, and that a touch of
persecution would be useful to
awaken more of the spirit shown
by the old martyrs. This devoted
servant of Christ has suffered un-
told agony on account of her de-
votion to the Cross, and her la-
bours for her Master, and this, too,
at the very time when everyone be-
lieves that the days of persecution
are gone forever.

* Adeline, Countess Schimmelmann, Hod-
der & Stoughton, 1896.

Countess Adeline Schimmel-
mann was born at the Castle of
Alrensburg inHolstein, in 1854.
Her father was a Danish Count of
the highest rank. The Countess
has “a vivid impression that her
first nurse was a pious Christian”
One of the greatest delights of her
childhood was to turn over the
leaves of a large illustrated Bible.
She loved to take part in the
amusements of her brothers, and
soon learned to row, fish, bathe,
and climb trees. The first great
event of her life was her confirma-
tion, and at the dinner which fol-
lowed this important ceremony her
father said he would not drink her
health, but give her a motto for
life.  The one he chose seems al-
most prophetic when her later life
is known.  “Seek first the king-
dom of God and his righteous-
ness, and all these things shall be
added unto you.” '

On leaving school the young
Countess was presented at the
court of Berlin, and at once so won
the favour of the Empress Augusta
that the latter wished to make her
a member of the Court. The
father’s wisdom was averse, but
the mother’s vanity brought about
the daughter’s appointment as
maid of honour. She was free to
come and go as she chose, but for
the next eighteen years she was at-
tached to the Court. So great
was the love of the Empress for
her favourite attendant that the
Crown Prince Frederick once in-
troduced her to a stranger as the
most highly-favoured young lady
of Germany. But worldly success
did not satisfy the deep longings
of her heart, and during her
father’s long illness she discovered
that Christianity was only a beau-
tiful poem to her, and not the one



&
]
Y
§
3
§
3

2

From Court to Cabin. 15.

supremely true fact of her life. It
was at this time that she uttered the
cry : “ O God, give me but a drop
of the love of Christ and a spark of
the fire of the Holy Ghost !”  She
began to see the great gulf fixed
between the habits of her life and
the commands of the Gospel.
This gulf she longed to bridge.
But how? TFor women in Ger-
many, and especially women of
rank, were practically interdicted
from taking part in any public
work.

In February, 1886, Pastor Otto
Funcke, of Bremen, deliver:d a
speech in Berlin which rcused
great indignation because ot the
severity with which he criticised
the indifferent lives of ladies of
the upper classes. The Countess
heard the speech and sought the
speaker’s advice; but he did not
look with much favour on what he
took for a momentary flash of re-
pentance in the life of a devotee of
fashion and folly. The death of
her father in that year led the
Countess to retire to the island of
Rugen in the Baltic Sea, where she
trusted to renew the freshness of
mind and body which had been
impaired by her recent troubles.
There she found, not, as she ex-
pected, an opportunity for solitary
meditation, but work ready to be
done. This she at once accepted
as sent of God.

The fishermen of the Baltic lead
a very precarious but arduous life.
As the ice impedes their work
during, the winter months they
must work doubly hard from
February to November. Their
boats contain only a small locker,
and they pass day and night in
the open air, exposed to the full
fury of wind and storm. To add
to their troubles the growth of the
watering-places led to efforts on
the part of their inhabitants to get
rid of these rough sea-bears.
They refused to sell them food,
and forced them to resort to the

canteens, where they were fleeced
of their hard-won’ earnings. One
Sunday, the Countess saw a party
wandering about unable to obtain
food either for love or for money,
so she imade her cook prepare
them a good meal, and went with-
out dinner herself for the first time
in her life. The pangs of hunger
taught her to feel sympathy with
others, and she cetermined to start
a sailors’ home. People in society
thought her mad, while the pub-
licans were greatly incensed by a
proceeding which was sure to ruin
their iniquitous trade.

She purchased one tavern, but
it was burnt during the night pre-
ceding the day on which she was
to take possession. She estab-
lished reading-rooms at different
places, where the fishermen could
spend Saturday and Sunday. She
herself lived in a small cottage
built of wood and clay, which con-
tained only four small rooms.
Near this was built a home for
fifty fishermen. Her work led to
a thorough reformation in the lives
of these wild fishermen, and many
were the homes made happy by
her influence. The sailors called
her “mother,” and sought her ad-
vice in every difficulty. The
Countess strove not only to im-
prove their lives, but also to win
their souls for Christ. She gives
the following testimony fo the
blessedness of work : “ I have only
realiy lived since I began to live
for my fellow-creatures. Even
physically I am much stronger
than in those days, as I am obliged
to work from morning to night,
and have no time to think so
much of my health.”

Beside the work on the island of
Rugen, the Countess had another
station at Greifswalder Oie, an-
other and smaller island. There
she lived in a damp building,
where it was difficult to keep pro-
visions fresh. As everything had
to be brought from the continent
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the supply often ran short, and
sometimes food had to be fetched
in the tceth of a fierce gale.
Mercifully the sailors were pre-
served, when on these crrands of
love. The people were so poor
and made so little from the fishery
that the Countess had to give
them good meals through the
winter. Some families are obliged
to subsist through the winter on
nothing but herrings, potatoes,
and chicory water.

Appeals to the Government
brought little or no relief.  Offi-
cials came, and officials went, but
poverty still grew apace. The
Countess sums up the Govern-
ment of Germany in a bitter sen-
tence : “ Everything—the sea not
excepted—must be controlled by
strict military rule ! The letters
she wrote to members of the Gov-
ernment were written on a piece of
board laid across a herring tub,
while a stone served as a seat to
this primitive writing-desk.  The
monotony of the work was relieved
by occasional visits to the neigh-
bouring towns, where the Countess
would spend her time in talking to
the children and trying to in-
fluence them for good. An at-
tempt was made to ruin one Home
in her absence by inducing the
manager to sell brandy; but on her
return she promptly dismissed him.
Next an ambush was laid in a
wood, but she passed by unseen.
A Christian brother who came to
help and protect her acted the part
of the priest and Levite, and soon
left the work in disgust. On his
departure she took boys and began
to train them, while a little later
she adopted two neglected boys.
Though they were repulsive to
others, she learned to be proud of
them, and used every care to aid
them to recover from the effects of
early neglect.

The Countess went to Berlin in
181, at which time there was
great misery among the unem-

ployed. “The demon of hunger
was rampant. No religious re-
straints checked the passions or,
soothed the sorrows of the poor.”
She threw herself into the breach
at once, and gathered a small band
together, first in a room belonging
to the Young Men’s Christian As-
sociation, and, later, in the Church
of the Moravians. She got them
to make fancy furniture, which she
sold to her friends. Thus they
were kept from starvation.

A police officer said to her cne
day in astonishment: “Do you
know, Countess, that you are in
the midst of a set of men over
whom no pewer on earth has any
control ?  How is it that you are
able to make them sit and worlk
here as quietly as lambs ?”  The
Countess writes : “ I had just been
drawing designs on the hard wood
from which our furniture was
made, and my fingers were bleed-
ing freely, for I had been trying to
provide work for fifty carvers. I
thought this a good opportunity
of speaking a word in season to
the officer; so, showing him my
hands, I said : ‘ If we can only let
these men see that we love them
to the point of sacrificing ourselves
for them, they will then believe in
the sacrifice of the Son of God on
the cross for their redemption, and,
seeing the power of His love in us,
they will accept His Gospel.’?

The singing of hymns led to
their expulsion from the room by
the indignant proprietor, who re-
fused to give up the furniture
made by the men till a police-
officer came to the rescue. But
man’s extremity is God’s oppor-
tunity, and within an hour the
workmen were transferred from
the snow of the street to a work-
shop in one of the best streets of
Berlin. Besides helping in this
way, the Countess went and spcke
to the riotous workmen as they
filled the streets in passionate
mobs; she gained audience where
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all others failed, and tqld the
hungry and homeless of Him who
alone can give the Bread of Life.
In the spring of 1892 she had
found situations for all her work-
ers, and so was able to leave this
branch of her work in order to
gain much-needed rest )

Her family were highly in-
dignant at the mode of life adopted
by the Countess, because “ for any
lady to engage in public werk
directly, in the way in which
it is done in England and Am-
erica, is regarded as an unpardon-
able breach of the proprieties.”
Attempts were made to set her
wood cottage on fire; rumours
reached her of a plot to make her
disappear for life. A committee
received large sums for her work,
but never paid her a penny of the
money, while they induced her to
advance large sums in anticipation
of their help. To crown her
troubles one of her foster-children
caught the cholera. This fright-
ened the visitors from the neigh-
bouring  watering-places, and
brought her the hatred of their in-
habitants. As soon as possible
she took the patient on hoard her
vacht and put out to sea till he re-
covered.  Then she went to the
Alps, but, as her boys could not
stand the climate, crossed the
mountains on foot into the Tyrol.
On that occasion, she went by a
path that had never before heen
traversed by woman’s foot during
the time of the snows.

On her return the action of the
commiittee forced her to close her
Homes for a while till she could
save money to conduct them on
her own lines. The fact that her
money was all being devoted to
her Mission increased the wrath of
her family. In February, 1894,
she went to Copenhagen to get the
best medical advice tor one of her
boys.  While there she was de-
coved by her brother into the
People’s Hospital, where she un-
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derwent terrible sufferings for five
weeks. A doctor was persuaded
to declare her insane, and she was
thrust among the worst cases that
could be found. Would-be suicides
were her daily companions. The
food she received was not fit to cat,
and she only forced herself to eat
it lest her nerves should give way.
The clothes she was made to wear
were filthy. Her cell was open
to the corridor, and she could only
wash in full view of those who
passed.  Nails were put into her
meat in order to bolster up a
theory that her mind was dis-
ordered.

The place was used by the police
for the temporary lodging of all
prisoners who simulated madness
or showed signs of mental weak-
ness, and among such the Countess
heard of wickedness of whose ex-
istence she had never dreamed.
An attempt was also made to
force her to take morphine to sup-
port a story that she had shattered
her nerves by using that drug, but
she steadily refused to take any.
When the doctor saw that the lit-
tle exercise she got was a relicf to
her he flew into a rage and put a
stop to it. Her relatives said that
she had left the country on a voy-
age to England or Germany, but
rumours to the contrary reached
the ears of her friends.

The visit of a Member of Parlia-
ment to the People’s Hospital
forced the doctor to send the
Countess to a State asylum, where
a certificate was soon given that
she was free from any mental
taint.  She went to the castle of a
iriend to recruit her shattered
health as far as possible. A per-
fect recovery was impossible. ~ “I

_shall never regain the youthful

clasticity my wholesome and active
life had helped me to keep. The
treatment to which I was subjected
has left an affection of the heart,
which I am afraid will never leave
me.”  On the Countess’ return to
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Denmark everyone welcomed her.
The newspapers were unanimous
in condemning the treatment of
her, and in demanding that the law
should be so amended as to pre-
vent the recurrence of such a case.
She refused to take any steps
against those who had wronged
her, and in Denmark the law dces
not prosecute an offender save at
the instigation of the offended
party.

During the imprisonment of the
Countess her brother had seized
her estate, and made sad ruin of
her property. But now her case
became public others desired to
help.  She sold her jewels to huy
a suitable yacht in which to carry
on her work among sailors. The
Queen of Denmark and the Prin-

cess of Wales have kindly helped
the work. The Countess hopes to
widen the sphere of her operations,
and to carry on an International
Sailors’ Mission. To do this she
is making great sacrifices. “ Joy-
fully do I place at the feet of Jesus
everything which the world counts
dear.  Wealth, rank, titles, hcn-
ours, friends, comfort, and even re-
putation I gladly resign. In sur-
rendering body and soul freely to
Christ a joy is to be found which
brings present recompense for the
bitterest sufferings it involves; a
joy so glorious, that in the radiance
of it the pleasures of earth fade to
nothingness, a joy which is to be
found only in the love of Christ.”

—Primitive Methodist Magazine.

HEIMWEH.

BY GUSSIE PACKARD DUBOIS.

Perhaps the earth-life would have seemed too bright
If God had let me keep my loved one here;
I had not thought so much of heaven’s light,
When those dear eyes were shining still so near.
And so the Father, seeing that their glow
Would ever lead me outward through the gloom
Because He knew, because He loved me so,
Just lifted them, to light me thropgh the tomb.

Now heaven is home, and carth a pilgrim way,
And though I long—oh ! how I long for home,
The tender Father leads me, and some day
I, too, shall enter, never more to roam.
So, when my eyes are dim with homesick tears,
I just look upward, and that clears my sight.
I had forgotten heaven all these years;
Now naught I see but that dear guiding light.

Perhaps the journey there may still be long,
But some time I shall see the setting sun,
And some time I shall hear the welcome song,
And know the voice, and know that heaven is won.
My Father leads me, and he knows the way,
Though storms may gather, and I cannot sce;
Even earth seemed bright and happy yesterday,
With God and loved ones, what will heaven he?
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UP THE JUNGFRAU BY RAIL.

In the month of July last the
present writer crossed by rail over
the Wengern Alp. Eighteen
years before, he travelled on foot
.over this magnificent route from
Grindelwald to Lauterbrunnen. It
was a long day’s tramp, “from
carly morning to dewy eve,” but
-one of the most magnificent of his
life.  In the bright sunlight the
whole region seemed transfigured
and glorified.  All day the lofty
peaks of the Oberland formed the
sublime background of the view-—
the Engelhorn, the Wetterhorn,
‘the Shreckhorn, the Eiger, the
Monch, the Silberhorn, and,

» prandest of all,

ABOVE THE SNOW-LINE.

the Jungfrau.
These mountain names are very
suggestive—the Angel’s Peak ;
Peaks of the Tempest, of Dark-
ness, and of Terror; the Silver
Peak, the Monk and the Virgin.

But the sublime beauty of the
Jungfrau—the virgin queen of the
Bernese Oberland—is a revelation
to the soul. In her immortal
loveliness and inviolable purity she
is like the New Jerusalem coming
down out of heaven—adorned as
a bride for her husband.

There lay, half in deep shadow
and half in bright sunlight, the
narrow valley of Lauterbrunnen,
5,600 feet deep, so near that it
seemed as if I could leap down into
it. On its opposite side could be
waced, like a silver thread, the
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snowy torrent of the Staubach.
The birds were flying, and light
clouds drifting, far Dbeneath my
feet, and from that height of cver
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clearly scen across the
valley.

Now the same route can he cov-
ered with ecase, even by delicate

narrow

TEE JUNGFRAU, FROM INTERLAKEN,

7.000 feet I looked up 6.000 more,
to the snow-cowled monk and
silver-veiled virgin, whose mighte
sweep from base to summit was

ladies, in two hours. From the
apen observation car onc of the

most  magnificent  outlooks in
Europe can be obtained.  The
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aundacious Swiss engincers, who
will make a railway wherever a
goat can climb, are now attempt-
ing a more audacious exploit, the
reaching the-summit of the Jung-
frau, which even the foot of the
chamois has never reached.

AMr, . E. Hamer, in a recent
number of Travel, gives the fol-
lowing account of this projected

the experimental stage, for the
construction of a line of railway
up to the summit of the Jungfrau.
Anything more daring or gigantic
in the way of railway enterprise it
would be difficult to conceive.
Even in Switzerland, the land
which has given us already some
of the boldest and most romantic
examples of applied engineering

BERNESE COSTUME~THE JUNG

railway, which we saw under pro-
cess of construction last July :
Those who are disposed to look
upon the construction of every new
mountain railway as a fresh act of
violence upon the physical beauties
of nature, will hear with something
like despair of the scheme of Herr
which  has  now
passed bevond the theoretical into

FRAU IN THE BACRGROUXND.

science, nothing like it has vet
been attempted.  The Pilatus line
may still have steeper and more
perilous  gradients. The great
tunnel of the St. Gotthard will still
be longer than all the tunnels of
the JTungfrau.  The Rigi may con-
tinue to be the most pupular, as it
is certainly the oldest of the Swiss
mountain lines. DBut none even of
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these great works strikes one’s im-
agination as does this new pro-
posal to carry the tourist, in de-
fiance alike of rock, glacier, andi
avalanche, up beyond the snow-
line to a point 13,670 feet above
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sea-level, from which he may look
not only upon the green pastures,
the blue lakes. and the glittering
snow-fields of Switzerland, but
also upon Italy’s Monte Rosa, up-
on France’s Mont Blanc, and upon

Methodist Magazine and Review.

the far-away shadows of Germany’s
Black Forest.

Any who are familiar with cen-
tral Switzerland will be sure to be
familiar, too, with the striking out-
line of the Jungfrau, and the ma-
jestic place it occupies amid the
giants of the Oberland.  Within
recent years at least three distinct
schemes have been suggested for
carrying a line of railway up to its
summit. All had their base in the
Upper Lauterbrunnen Valley, and
all in turn came to be regarded as
impossible.  The construction a
few years ago of the line over the
Wengern Alp offered, however, a
new base for operations, and this
Herr Guyer-Zeller now proposes
to utilize.

If the tourist takes his stand at
the Little Scheidegg station on this
line, with his back towards the

Manniichen, he has in front

% of him a noble cluster of
&~ snow-capped mountains, of
3:: which, for the purposes of
<i this article, three only need
%; be mentioned—the Eiger on
2 theleft, the Jungfrau on the
<

right, and the Monch between

the two.
The Scheidegg: station, 2,060
metres * above sea-level, will be
the starting point of the new line.
From here the Jungfrau railway
will run on the western slope,
making straight for the foot of the
Eiger Glacier; thence it will turn
due east, and later on due south
in a tunnel winding round the
solid body of the Eiger as far as
the Tiger Station, 3,100 metres,
which is to De laid open by gal-
leries similar to those on the
Axenstrasse between Brunnen and
Fluelen, shown in our illustration.
The tunnel will then proceed in a
direct line towards the Monch and
the Jungfraujoch, which it will
reach at 105 metres below the sur-
face. It will finally curve round

* A metre is equal to 39.37 rnglish inches.



Up the Jungfraw by Rail. 23

the upper pinnacle of the Jungfrau
and termmate on a plateau, at
4,100 metres above sea-level. This
platform lies just 65 metres below
the summit, measures 25 by 30
metres, and is generally clear of
snow during the summer months.
From this level a lift—probably
something after the style of the
American elevators—uwill take the
passenger to the highest peak.
The present proposal is that the
elevator should consist of two con-
centric iron cylinders, placed tele-
scope-fashion one within the other.
The inner one will contain the lift,
and between the two a corkscrew
staircase will be fitted, so that the
tourist may either complete the
journey by the lift or climb the
distance from the terminal station
to the summit on foot.

Scheidegg station being the
starting point, the same class of
permanent way and rack rail will
be used as that on the Wengern
Alp railway. The total length of
the line will be 12,143 metres, and
it will be divided into six sections,
with intermediate stopping places
and stations. The maximum gra-
dient will be one in four, and the
minimum one in ten—quite an easy
climb compared with some of the
Swiss lines.  The journey up is
timed to occupy exactly one hun-
dred minutes, and the speed will
average about eight kilometres *
an hour. The company have
power to charge forty-five francs
for the ascent and descent, but
they have decided to issue the re-
turn ticket for 4o francs ($8).
During the season, which opens on
June 1st and closes on September
3oth, five trips will be made daily,
and accommodation will be pro-
vided on each train for eighty pas-
sengers. It is intended, however,
to run “specials —unromantic
word—between the Scheidegg and
the Eiger Glacier, which is ex-

* A kilometre is equal t00.621 English mile.

pected to become an exceedingly
popular section. As motive power
it is proposed to use electricity;
and the Lutschinen will supply
more than sufficient hydraulic pres-
sure for all the purposes of the
undertaking. At as frequent in-
tervals as the nature of the route
will permit, ventilating shafts are
to be driven from the tunnels to
the surface, and, if at all possible,
the electric light will be introduced.

Already waterworks are proceed-
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PROJECTED LIFT AT SUMMIT
OF THE JUNGFRAU.

ing at Lauterbrunnen, and the
building of the first portion of the
railway has begun.  This section
will be opened for traffic on
August 1st next.

The concession is granted for
eighty-years, and the Swiss Gov~
ernment, ever careful about na-
tional rights, has taken care to see
that the scheme is made to serve
other purposes than that of merely
earning a dividend for the share-
holders. In the first place the
company is bound at all times to
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permit persons making the ascent
on foot to have access to all parts
of the mountain, iree of charge,
and without restrictions of any
kind. Then, again, articles of
scientific interest brought to light
in the course of the excavations,
such as fossils, coins, and medals,
become the public property of the
canton in whose territory they are
found.

Jut most important of all is a
clause under which the company
is required, upon the completion of
a part or the whole of the line,
to spend a sum of at least one hun-
dred thousand francs in erecting
and cquipping a permanent obser-
vatory, to be specially designed for
the purpose of assisting meteor-

A COGWHEEL RAILWAY.

ological, tellural, and other forms
of physical research. DBeyond this,
the company undertake to con-
tribute a monthly subscription of
one thousand francs towards the
expenses  of the undertaking.
This arrangement, supplemented as
it will be Dby the erection of a
series of meteorological stations at
different altitudes along the line,
promises to furnish Switzerland
with a physical observatory of the
very first rank, and ought to lcad
to substantial and interesting re-
sults.

It was inevitable that an under-
taking of the kind I have shortly
described should meet with opposi-
tion upon both practical and
aesthetic grounds. The promoters
have {ranklv recognized the objec-

tions and done their best to answer
them. The first, and perhaps the
most alarming, since it relates to
the study of hygienics, is that em-
bodied in the two following qucs-
tions : “ Will the health of a per-
son of sound constitution be in-
juriously affected by his convey-
ance, within the space of two hours,
from a level of 2,000 metres
to one of 4,166 metres, and by the
consequent rapid abatement of
atmospheric pressure ?’  Secondly,
“Will such an ascent be attended
by evil consequences to a person
suffering from organic discase
Upon these points and upon the
general question of what “moun-
tain-sickness” really is, a great
volume of expert evidence is pro-
duced.  Briefly stated, it leads up
to the conclusion that, except in
special cases, mere rarity of air
does not produce the symptoms of
asphyxia known as ‘‘ mountain-
sickness,” except when acting in
conyjunction with the effects of
bodil » exertion and fatigue.

What is called the “ aesthetic ob-
jection ” is embodied in the ques-
tion, *“ Will the mountain scenery
be disfigured by the building of
the Jungfrau railway ?  The pro-
moter at once responds with an
emphatic “ No,” based upon the
fact that the line, except for the
first section, will run in tunnels all
the way, and will thus remain in-
visible. The construction and pro-
fitable maintenance of about forty
mountain lines, beginning with the
Rigi and ending with the Wengern
Alp, furnishes conclusive proof
that with the Swiss and with the
people who visit their couniry
utilitarianism is a stronger force
than aesthetics,

The mountain railway, it is true,
is not free from objections, hut
neither are the other contrivances
by which mountain tops are
hrought within reach of those who
have not the physical strength to
scale them.  Horses may be hired
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at moderate fees, but many are too
weak or too nervous to take the
saddle.  Then there is the chaige-
a-porteurs, much patronized by
ladies. This is considered a rather
jolly way of getting up the hill—
for the passenger; but the sight of
three hapless guides struggling up
steep mountain slopes under the
weight of a portly lady is alike
distressing whether viewed from
the humane or the artistic stand-
point.

One would prefer, of course, to
be without the company of steam
whistles and electric trams, but
since they have become inevitable,
there is no reason why they should
spoil the music of the cow-bells, or
dwarf the giant forms amid which
they move, or make the falling
avalanches less impressive than
when Dyron listened to them and
pelted his friend Hobhouse with
snow. And if the mountain rail-
way has somewhat dashed the
ideals of the few, it has certainly
given to the many a new vision of
mountain glories.

Alr. F. W. Wendt thus de-
scribes, in St. Nicholas, the Jung-
frau railway :

A train leaves Interlaken early
in the morning and takes us
through the beautiful Lauterbrun-
nen Valley. Then we have to
change cars and get into a funny
little combination composed of cne
car and a small locomotive. This
strange train pushes and puffs up
the steep incline with us, and gives
us a fine view of the mountains-—
the Eiger, Monch, and Jungfrau—
the mountains which are to be
pierced by the great tunnel
through which the ascent is to be
made. ’

Every minute the scencry
changes. The river below and the
chalets grow smaller and smaller,
and finally, as we look down, ap-
pear like Noal's-ark villages.

We have reached Scheidegg, the

last station at present, and the be-
ginning of the great railway that
is to be built.  We are very high,
about 6,300 fect, but as yet we
scem to be only at the foot of the
three mighty mountains before us.

The one farthest to the left is the,

Eiger, where the tunnel is to begin.
Then comes the Monch, and the
largest one on the right is the
Jungfrau.

One day I walked up toward the
point where the engineers propose

N

ON THE WENGERN ALY.

to begin the tunnelling. Pickaxes
and powder and dynamite will
slowly march ahead of them and
open the passage for present and
future generations. TFirst into
the very heart of the Eiger moun-
tain ; then, after a sharp right-
turn, through the next mountain,
the Monch; still on, under the
glaciers and ice and snow {ields, to
the centre of the Jungfraw, to
within about 200 feet from the top,
directly under the highest peak.
A large circular shaft will be run

ORI IUSSU e
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vertically from here to the summit.
There will be steps going up this
shaft, but as two hundred feet is a
pretty long climb by means of a
stairway, a large elevator will shoot
up and down, and whirl people
from the dar.- interior of a moun-
tain into the dazzling sunlight of
the most heavenly Swiss panorama.

Every fiftcen minutes there will
be a large, roomy station, with
great windows cut into the moun-
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tain side, from which there will be
a view of fairyland even before one
gets to the tip-top.

Without the help of such a rail-
way mountain climbing is a very
difficult and dangerous sport. The
climbers must often be fastened
togcther with ropes and slowly
cut their way with ice ~xes over
the glaciers. One wrong step,
and they go shooting down thou-
sands of feet. But not only that:
the exposure and the cold are ter-

rible, and many people have, as a
result, lost their lives. It takes
several days to make the perilous
ascent and descent, and only ex-
perienced .and hardy mountain-,
climbers, with the aid of skilled
guides, dare attempt it.

Now see how all changes when
the railroad is built : One takes a
comfortable seat in a car driven
by electricity, and in a short time
is carried to view a panorama that
few, until then, have ever seen or
dreamed of.

Scientific men have proved by
means of animals that the sickness.
that overcomes most people at
great heights is due as much to
exertion as to the altitude.
Guinea-pigs were chosen to experi-
ment upon; and as it would have
been difficult actually to take them
up the Jungfrau Mountain, a very
clever scheme was found to pro-
duce the same conditions.

Air weighs fifteen pounds a
square inch at the level of the sea.
The higher we rise the lighter or
more rarefied .it becomes. This
we must fully comprehend to
understand the experiment. To
begin with, we shall need a large
glass bell-jar, one from which the
air can be pumped. We can tell
cxactly how light the air under the
jar is at any moment by the instru-
ment connected with it.  Under
the jar there is a wheel, like the
wheels that we have seen<squirrels
play in. By means of electricity
they can make this wheel revolve
slowly or quickly.

Two guinea-pigs are put under
the glass jar.  One, however, is
placed in the wheel, while the
other is allowed to lie down
quietly under the jar. We then
start the wheel going in the direc-
tion of the hands of a clock, and so
if the guinea-pig in the wheel does
not move his legs and walk for-
ward, the wheel by its motion
carries him backward and up. So
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the poor guinea-pig has to trot for-
ward as fast as the wheel-floor
under him moves backward. We
know exactly the size of the cir-
cumference, and by a sort of cyclo-
meter we can tell how far we have
made the guinea-pig run in the
wheel. By slowly pumping out
air at the same time, we produce
the same conditions as if it were
running up a mountain—up the
Jungfrau. As soon as the air be-
comes as light as it would be on
the mountain, 12,000 feet high, the
poor guinea-pig begins to show
signs of weariness, and when he is
made to go higher still, to 14,000
feet altitude, he falls on his back
and is no longer able to move.
The other guinea-pig, on the ccn-
trary, in the same light atmos-
phere, is quite well, as he has made

3

no exertion. If, however, we go
on rarefying the air until it is as
if at the altitude of the Himalaya
mountains, 24,000 feet, it too suc-
cumbs.

This little experiment proves
that a living being carried up to
a reasonable height will suffer little
discomfort, while the one who
climbed to tkat altitude will in
most cases bec.me ill. If a hu-
man being climbs up the Jungfrau
around the outside through snow
and ice, and another rides up com-
fortably througli the great pro-
posed tunnel, the first one will very
probably have a good time and
enjoy the view when he gets to
the top, while the other will feel
exhausted and ill—" mountain-
sick,” as it is called.

THE TWO DOORS.

BY AMELIA E. BARR.

Whisper ¢ Farewell ! at midnight,
"To the Old Year whisper low;

Then open the Western door,
Open, and let him go.

The work of the hands not good ;
The will of the wavering mind ;
The thoughts of the heart not pure;
The words of the lips not kind ;

Faith that is broken or lost ;
Hopes that are fading and dim;

Love that is selfish and vain—
These, let him carry with him.

Whisper farewell to your doubts,

To follies and faults that you know ;
Then open the Western door,

With the Old Year let them go.

Turn to the sunrising next,

When shadows are growing thin
Set open the Eastern door,

And welcome the New Year in.

Welcome the order brave—
¢ More faithfully do your part”—
Welcome the brighter hope,
\Welcome the kinder heart.

Welcome the daily work,
Welcome the household carve ;

Clasp hands with the houschold Love,
Lift hands in the household prayer.

Forgotten be all mistakes,
And over again begin,

When you open the Eastern door
To welcome the New Year in.

THE

Another year is dawning !
Dear Master let it be,

In working or in waiting,
Another year with Thee.

Another year of progress,
Another year of praisc; =

NEW

YEAR.

Another year of proving;
Thy presence ““all the days.”

Another year is dawning !
Dear Master, let it be

On earth, or else in heaven,
Another year for Thee.
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The moral grandeur and the in-
tellectual greatness of Mazzini, the
Ttalian patriot and revolutionist,
are being slowly but surely dis-
covered. His reputation has suf-
fered from a twofold cause : from

* A few months ago we stood by the grave
of the great Italian patriot, Mazzini. To
this plain, wntitled man, more than to any
other—than to Cavour, Garibaldi, or Victor
Immanuel—is due the unification of the
kingdom of Italy. We have pleasure in
printing herewith from the Wesleyan Gwild
the accompanying article.

MAZZINIT.

his well-known activity in political
plots and revolutions, so that he
has been regarded by some merely
as a “ dark conspirator;” and from
his lack of sympathy with the
Socialist party, so that he has been
regarded by others as one left in
the backwash of time. But his
name must be rescued from such
defective appreciations.

The name of Mazzini was one to
conjure with a quarter of a cen-
tury or more ago amongst pro-
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gressive minds, and it has in it that
quality which will make it a name
to conjure with again. Much
more truly may it be said of Maz-
zini than of Byron, that he was
“the pilgrim of eternity.” e has
that in him which will serve ages.
His romantic and pathetic life-
story alone would occupy more
space than is at our disposal, and
it would be a fascinating record.
Space would fail us to tell of his
ceaseless endeavours to free his
country from foreign yokes and
from internal divisions and an-
archy; of his political organiza-
tions, his plots, his victories and
defeats, his betrayals, imprison-
ments and banishments, his hair-
breadth ’scapes by flood and field,
and of the place he has won for
himself in the roll of history as
the maker of modern Italy, with
Garibaldi and Cavour. We can
but glance at the wondrous tale.
Giuseppe (Joseph) Mazzini was
born at Genoa in 1805. His father
was a- distinguished physician and
a professor of anatomy. His
mother was a woman of great per-
sonal beauty, quick, vigorous in-
tellect, and strong and deep affec-
tions.  Mazzini was delicate from
birth and, as a natural result, the
favourite child of his mother, Her
devotion to him, not only in child-
hood, but also throughout his
dangerous career, and in his
periods of exile especially, could
not be surpassed. Ie early dis-
played great mental ability.” He
did not walk until he was six
vears of age, but he learnt to read
before then, and that by overhear-
ing the teaching of his brothers
and sisters.  An uncle of llaz-
zini’s, a colonel in the artillery, was
¢0 impressed with his ability when
he saw him at five years of age that
he afterwards wrote to the mother
m the following terms: “ That
dear child is a star of the first
magnitude, and one day to be ad-
mired by the whole of enlightened

Europe” This was written in
1812, and is an authentic instance
of successful prophecy.

Mazzini’s mother relates that
when he was taken out for his
first public walk they came sud-
denly upon an old white-bearded
beggar sitting upon some church-
vard steps. He was probably a
mendicant friar from some adjoin-
ing monastery.  The child Maz-
zini stooped and gazed at the old
man intensely, and then, suddenly
breaking away from his mother,
threw his arms arocund the man’s
neck, ‘kissed him repeatedly, and
cried aloud, “ Give him something,
mother ! give him something !I”
The old man was moved to tears,
and said to his mother, “ Love him
well, lady ! he is one who will love
the people” Madame Venturi
says that Mazzini’s mother related
this incident to her, and was very
proud of telling, what she rightly
called, her “ symbolical anecdote.”

Mazzini’s educational progress
under private tuition was so rapid
that he was entered in the uni-
versity at the early age of thirteen.
Here he very soon won for himself
a brilliant position.

His love for Italy was innate.
He had drawn in a passionate love
of country with his mother’s milk,
and it was developed at his father's
knee. At the age of sixteen it
began to be a consuming fire.

One Sunday in April, 1821, when
accompanying his mother tlirough
the streets of Genoa, a tall, black-
bearded man, with severe and
energetic countenance, “and a
fiery glance,” says Mazzini, “ that
I have never forgotten, held out a
white handkerchief towards us,
merely saying, ‘ For the refugees
of Ttaly.’” his was one Captain
Rini, who had taken part in the
insurrection of the Piedmontese
against the Austrians, and was now
collecting money for the relief of
the defeated insurgents. From
this moment Mazzini conceived the
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purpose of devoting his own life
and abilities to the cause of the
liberation of his country. As a
start he says, “I childishly deter-
mined to dress always in black,
fancying myself in mourning for
my country.” As a matter of fact,
he continued the practice all
through his life. o

By the age of nineteen Mazzini
had acquired a reputation as an
advocate. “ His logical accuracy,
his quick and ready wit, and ex-
traordinary facility of language
and illustration,” attracted atten-
tion, and he was soon on the high
road to success. Ye began his
new self-chosen career by trying
to serve his country with the pen,
but found little satisfaction in that.
He therefore made what he calls
“the first great sacrifice of his life,
renouncing the career of literature
for the direct path of political
action.” He joined a secret so-
ciety called ‘“The Carbonari”
This was in 1827. The rest of his
active life is a record of ceaseless
plottings, intrigues, and outbreaks,
many of which were disastrous
failures and involved him in either
exile or imprisonment, but a few
of which were successful. For
nearly fifty years he kept Italy—
and indeed Europe—in ceaseless
agitation, out-manoeuvring his foes
and reviving the spent courage of
his compatriots.

That Ttaly achieved her political
liberty in any form, though not in
the republican form he desired, is
due more to the quenchless ardour,
intellectual fertility, organizing
skill, political genius, and high-
souled patriotism of Mazzini than
to anything else. He was hunted
from place to place like a wild
beast, but ever baffled his foes.
He lived long years in exile in
England, but made his pen serve
his country as well almost as his
presence had dcae.  ““ He was the
most untiring political agitator in

Europe, the man most dreaded by
absolute governments, and one of
the most successful of the century.”

He possessed a wonderful power
of inspiring the young with his
own sentiments and ideas, and

formed organizations called
“Young Italy,” “Young Ger-
many,” “Young Poland,” and

“Young Europe” This power
over the young was due to the
exalted nature of his principles.
Mazzini was no vulgar conspirator,
no self-seeking agitator, no low-
minded plotter against the peace
of nations. He was a great-souled
man, and had a programme which
was worth both living and dying
for, and is valid to this hour.

Mazzini was a man possessed
with a message, and this is why
he won the ear of the youth of
Europe. That message was so in-
trinsically noble, and therefore of
such permanent value, that it is
useful to briefly re-state it. Maz-
zini’s message may be summed up
in one word—Duty. This is his
watchword, and he never tires of
insisting upon it. Duty first and
Duty last; Duty as distinguished
from right. Men must learn, says
Mazzini, to live for Duty, not for
Rights; and he so sounds the
praise of Duty that

In his hand

The thing became a trumpet, whence he blew
Soul-animating strains.

Wordsworth’s great Ode to
Duty perfectly voices Mazzini’s at-
titude towards that social virtue—
it is an essentially Christian atti-
tude. Duty is not regarded in a
Stoical spirit, but rather with pas-
sionate devotion, tender love, and
ethical enthu~iasm. When writing
about Duty, Mazzini is in as
rapturous a mood as the master-
poet was when he wrote the well-
known lines :

Nor know we anything so fair

As is the smile upon thy face 3

Flowers Inugh before thee on their beds,
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And fragrance in thy footing treads ;

Thou dost preserve the stars from wrong ;

And the most uncient heavens through
thee are fresh and strong.

Mazzini sought to usher in the
new era—the era of Association,
as distinguished from the era of
Individualisth. He considered that
the French Revolution, which was
usually regarded as bringing in a
new era, simply ended an old one
—the era of Individualism—the
struggle for rights, for liberty.
That struggle began with the
Christian epoch, and gained iis
first victory in the legal sphere in
the abolition of slavery and serf-
dom. Its next victory was in the
religious and intellectual sphere, at
the Reformation; then it won its
own in the political sphere, in the
French Revolution. In economics,
liberty was gained, at least for
England, by the Free ‘"rade move-
ment. To those who pointed out
the incompleteness of these vic-
tories, Mazzini replied that the vic-
tory was always won first in the
intellectual sphere, but in the prac-
tical sphere only whilst a new era
was coming in. Thus continuity
was maintained. Doubtless it
would take the whole twentieth
century to make actual the enjoy-
ment of rights morally, intellectu-
ally, politically, and economically
won in the nineteenth. But it was
now simply a matter of time; the
battle would never need to be
fought again for humanity. But
whilst the work of practically
securing rights, legally and politi-
cally won, was going on, thinkers
and pioneers would have to spend
the twentieth century in inaugurat-
ing the new era of Association.

It seems stfange that whilst
Mazzini was such a champion for
Association, he should dissociate
himself from the Socialists of his
day. DBut he gives ample reasons
for this. The Socialists, accord-
ing to Mazzini, were simply in
pursuit of Rights.  They sought
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to gain merely material happiness
for themselves and others by
wresting their rights from the
privileged classes. A movement
which had for its objects merely

ights, Happiness, and material
Well-Being, was not a movement
he could sanction. Not that he
was contented with the actual con-
dition of the labouring classes.
He indicts the economic system
which reigned, and still reigns, as
trenchantly as anyone, but he is
not for remedying it by a cure
which will be worse than the dis-
ease. Mazzini believed that a self-
seeking, materialistic, low-minded
movement could accomplish noth-
ing for Humanity—the new move-
ment must be profoundly religious,
its watchword must be Duty, and
its spirit Self-sacrifice.  Nothing
less than this would suffice to up-
lift the multitude.

The following words illustrate
his attitude at once towards ma-
terialistic Socialism and towards
Christianity :

He came! The soul, the most full of
love, the most sacredly virtuous, the most
deeply inspired by God and the future
that men have yet seen on earth—Jesus.
He. bent over the corpse of the dead
world and whispered a word of faith.
Over the clay that had lost all of man
but the movement and the form He ut-
tered words till then unknown. Love,
Sacrifice, a Heavenly Origin! And the
dead arose! From the corpse arose the
Christian world, the world of liberty and
equality. From that clay arose the true

man, the image of God, the precursor of
humanity.

This quotation is taken from
Mazzini’s essay on “ Faith and the
Future”  The following extract
comes from his essav on “The
Duties of Man?” :

Workingmen, brothers, when Christ
came and changed the face of the world,
He spoke not of rights to the rich,
who needed them not, nor to the poor,
who would have abused them, in imita-
tion of the rich ; He spoke not of utility
nor of interest to a people whom interest
and utility had corrupted. He spoke of
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Duty; He spoke of Love, of Sacrifice,
and of Faith; and he said that they
should be first among all who had con-
tributed most by their labour to the good
of all. But Christ’s every act was the
visible representation of the faith He
preached, and around Him stood apostles,
who incarnated in their actions the faith
they had accepted. Be you such, and
you will conquer. Preach duty to the
classes above you, and fulfil, as far as in
you lies, your own. Preach virtue, sacri-
fice, and love, and be yourselves virtuous,
loving, and ready for self-sacrifice.

This was Mazzini’s truly Chris-
tian message to his age, and it is
a message equally to ours. In
this message lies more hope for
the future than a message of class-
hatred, of material plenty, of mere
happiness.  Class-privileges, want,
poverty, injustice, oppression, and
tyranny will disappear a thousand
times sooner under this regime
than under one of mere mechanical
rearrangement, and the wresting of
rights from a hostile, reluctant,
and powerful minority.

These views of Mazzini were
urged upon his generation with all
the reiteration of an enthusiast
and a reformer, but with a grace,
skill, and felicity which few re-
formers have possessed. This
literary skill makes his writings
fascinating reading, whilst their
moral ardour and the exalted re-
ligious nature of his political and
social ideal make them ethically
captivating.  The first perusal of
his writings usually begins a new
epoch in the life of the reader.
‘What grander social creed could a
man profess than the following,
taken from an essayv upon “Europe
and its Condition” ?

Yesterday we reverenced the priest,
the lord, the soldier, the master ; to-day
we reverence man, hisliberty, his dignity,
his immortality, his labour, his progres-
sive tendency, all that constitutes him a
creature made in the image of God—not
his colour, his birth, his fortune—all that
is accidental and transitory in him.

We believe that every man ought to be
a temple of theliving God ; that thealtar
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upon which hie ought to sacrifice to God
is the earth, his ficld of trial and labour ;
that the incense of his sacrifice is the
task accomplished by him ; that his prayer
is love, his power, love realized—associa-
tion. We belicve that earth is a stepping-
stone to heaven. We believe in the
sacredness of the individual conscience ;
in the right of every man to the utmost
self-development compatible with the
equal right of his fellows; and hence we
hold that whatever denies or shackles
liberty is impious, and ought to be over-
thrown, and as soon as possible destroyed.

Felix Mocheles, a distinguished
artist, in a late number of The
Cosmopolis, records his reminis- -
cences of Mazzini.

He was grand in his ideal aspira-
tions. Whether he thundered
with the withering eloquence of a
Cicero, or pleaded for the Brother-
hood of Man with the accents of
love; whether he bowed his head
humbly before the power of one
great God, or rose fanatically to
preach the new Gospel, “ Dio e il
popolo,” the conviction that spoke
from that man’s lips was so in-
tense, that it kindled conviction;
his soul so stirred, that one’s soul
could not but vibrate responsively,
To be sure, at the time I am
speaking of, every -conversation
seemed to lead up to the one all-
absorbing topic, the unification of
Ttaly. She must be ireed from
the yoke of the Austrian or the
Frenchman; the dungeons of King
Bomba must be opened and the
fetters forged at the Vatican
shaken off. His eyes sparkled as
he spoke, and reflected the ever-
glowing and illuminating fire with-
n; he held you maguetically. He
would penetrate into some inner-
most recesses of your conscience
and kindle a spark where all had
been darkness. 'Whilst under the
influence of that eye, that voice,
vou felt as if you could leave
father and mother and follow him,
the Elect of Providence, who had
come to overthrow the whole
wretched fabric of falsehoods hold-
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ing mankind in bondage. He
gave you eyes to see, and ears to
hear, and you too were stirred to
rise and go forth to propagate the
new Gospel: “ The Duties of Man.”

I always looked upon him, as 1
certainly believe he did upon him-
self, as the ordained champion of
the oppressed, and as a menacing
tool in the hands of an unflinching
Providence. He himself was as
unflinching as the Fates, and, re-
garding himself as the embodi-
ment of a good cause, cared little
for the obloquy his opponents ever
heaped upon his head.

More than once Mazzini’s im-
pulsiveness, not to say mnaivete,
struck me.  Thus one day he
rushed breathlessly into my studio,
with the words, “ Have you heard
the news ? We are going to have
Rome and Venice” T forgot what
particular news he alluded to, but
remember pulling him up with un-
warrantable audacity. ‘At what
o'clock ? I asked. “ Ah,” he an-
swered, “go on, go on. I am
too well accustomed to jeers and
epigrams to mind.”>  Four years
were yet to elapse before Venice
was liberated, and eight years be-
fore the Italians gained possession
of Rome,

The patriotic dreams of Mazzini
were gradually to be realized, in
a measure, at least; for although
his ideal—a republic in place of a
monarchy—seemed hopeless of at-
tainment, the hated foreigner was
expelled, or had retired from
Italian soil, and a united people
joined hands from the Alps to the
Adriatic.

He had returned to his native
land, and there, active and uncom-
promising to the last, he died at
Pisa, on March 10, 1872, in the
Casa Rosselli. “ Believe in God ?
Yes, indeed, I do believe in God.”
These were his last words of con-
sciousness,

It was after his death only that
the great agitator’s life-work be-
gan to be fully recognized by his
countrymen. A reaction set in in
his favour; the Parliament of
Rome passed a resolution ex-
pressing the grief of the nation at
the death of “The Apostle of
Italian Unity ;” public meetings
were held, and many were the
marks of respect paid to him
throughout Italy.

The exile and the outlaw at last
found rest in the Campo Santo of
Genoa, in the land he loved so
well—in the city of his birth.

THE OLD VOLUME.—1897-1898,

Lay the old book away,
Its tale at last is done;
It is soiled and scarred,
It is dimmed and marred,
Since first it was begun,

Tenderly lay it down,

Though it is stained and old,
Though its leaves are torn
And marked and worn,

Its price is more than gold,

Pleasure gladdened its page,

And sin has left a stain ;
There are lines of care
That are written there,

And paragraphs of pain.

3

Gratefully lay it down,
The lessons that it taught

And the joy and grief

That have marked each leaf
Were all with blessings fraught.

But gladly lay it down,
With one fond, parting look ;
For the Master shows,
As its pages close,
A new and better book.

Put the old book away

On the crowded shelves of time,
For the volume new
That is written through

With truths and thoughts sublime,
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JOHN WESLEY.

BY T. BOWMAN STEPHENSON, D.D., LL.D.

John Wesley died on the 2nd
of March, 1791. His body was
carried into the chapel in City
Road, and many thousands of per-
sons crowded to look for the last
time upon those strong, calm feca-
tures. Rogers, the poct, was one
of the throng, and has left a vivid
picture of the scene. So great was
the excitement that it was thought
wise to hold the funeral service at
a very early hour in the morning,
that some hmit might be put upon
the multitudes who would crowd to
the ceremony. Accordingly, Wes-
ley was interred behind the City
Road Chapel at five o'clock in the
morning of March oth, “And
there is his sepulchre unto this
day.”  Since that day the death
of no religious leader has created
any such popular interest, not even
that of Chalmers in Scotland. The
popular emotion in the case of
Wesley was spontaneous, checked
rather than stimulated by those
who were the surviving representa-
tives of his cause and work; and it
owed nothing to the pomp of
ecclesiasticism, or to the wire-pull-
ing of newspapers.

That the death of this remark-
able man should have created so
profound an impression is not
wonderful when the circumstances
of the case are realized. He had
been the most prominent represen-
tative of a powerful religicus
movement ; a movement so ger-
minal and influential that men in-
stinctively rank it with nothing
less than the Reformation, and the
rise of Puritanism. He had out-
lived much of the opposition and
contempt of his earlier days. He
was by far the best-known man in
the three kingdoms. His features
were more familiar to the mass of

English men and women than
those of George the Third or his
Prime Minister. For nearly half
a century he had traversed the
country on hors :back year by year,
penetrating to the remotest corners
of England, Scotland, and Ireland.
His annual visit was in many
places the notable event of the
year. Often crowds of people
went forth to meet him as he rode
into a Cornish or a Yorkshire
town ; and the windows of the
houses were filled with eager faces,
and the streets lined with inter-
csted onlookers, who, if not all
sympathetic, were at least respect-
ful and orderly. The ending of
such a career, unparalleled in the
religious history of England ior
its labours and successes, could not
fail to create a universal sensation
at the time, and to become a point
of profound historical interest.
Nor did the influence die with
him.  Of the great Methodist re-
vival, John Wesley was the recog-
nized chief and representative.
Charles Wesley, indeed, was its
chief singer, and expressed® with
amazing lyric force each varying
tone of its deep and strenuous re-
ligious experience. But John Wes-
ley was its champion, its spokes-
iman, its controlling and shaping
force.  And to his practical and
administrative genius is owing the
fact that Methodism is represented
in the world to-day by so many
and so numerous ecclesiastical or-
ganizations. In England the Meth-
odist Churches form by far the
most numerous body of Noncon-
formists.  In the great English-
speaking world beyond the bounds
of our Empire, the Methodist
Churches influence a larger pro-
portion of the population than any
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other religious body; not exclud-
ing the Roman Catholic.

In what light, then, will the
world of to-day care to recall this
man who died a century since?
Our England is very different from
his. Our age is very unlike his.
The French Revolution yawns,
like a red-lipped gulf, between him
and us. The ideas of men as to
government, as to domestic and
social relations, as to commerce
and international obligations, as to
science, art, and recreation, have
been revolutionized. Let any man
inquire into the origin of the anti-
slavery crusade, of cheap litcra-
ture, of Sunday-schools, and ecle-
mentary education; of our hos-
pitals for the sick, and of our
rescue and reformatory schools ;
and he will be surprised to find
that almost without exception
these things which, from a social
as well as a religious point of view,
are the glory of the Victorian age,
took their rise in that “ enthusiasm
of humanity,” which sprang up
with and in the revived religious
life of the nation.

It was in 1838 that there came
to \Wesley that notable inward
“experience” from which he
dated a new life. It was whilst
hearing one read Luther’s Preface
to the Epistle to the Romans, that
the great change came upon him.
He describes it thus : “I felt my
heart strangely warmed. I felt T
did trust in Christ, Christ alone,
for salvation; and an assurance
wgs given me that He had taken
away my sins, even mine, and
saved me from the law of sin and
death; and I then testified openly
to all there what I now first felt in
my heart” A wonderful and
blessed experience truly, which
must make aif epoch in the life of
any man to whom it comes. VYet
this cannot be considered the com-
mencement of Wesley’s religious
life. For ten years before this
he, and the few associates who

were first nicknamed Methodists,
had been striving to serve God as
sincerely and strenuously as men
counld. And how did they go
about it ? They were all students
or graduates at the University of
Oxford. They set themselves to
live by rule. Each evening they
met to review the day’s work, and
determine the work of to-morrow.
Some of them regularly visited
and relieved the poor; some taught
poor children in free schools;
others tried to carry some gleams
of light and hope into the parish
workhouse. .

At this time the poor-law sys-
tem was only less disgraceful than
the judicial system of the country,
and there was no pretence of
national education. Others visited
the prison, and out of their own
slender resources, and by levying
contributions from their f{riends,
they provided books, medicines,
and clothing for the half-starved
prisoners.  They paid debts, and
thus released wretched men, who,
mder the foolish and wicked laws
of the time, were shut up in the
company of thieves and murderers,
away from the families they should
have maintained and the work they
would have been glad to do. One
cold winter’'s day a young girl
whom these Methodists were edu-
cating called upon John Wesley.
He saw she had on only a thin
linen gown.  Learning that she
had and could have no other gar-
ment, he took from the walls of
his room some of the pictures that
hung there, and sold them, that
he might give the poor lassic
warm clothing.  “It struck me,”
he says, “will the A\aster say,
‘Well done, good and faithful
steward’? Thou hast adorned
thy walls with the money which
might have screened this poor
creature from the cold. O justice,
O mercy ! are not these pictures
the blood of this poor maid >”
Many years after this Wesley cen-
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fessed, in answer to a challenge,
that when his income was £30 a
vear, he lived on £28 and gave
away £2. When it was £60, he
lived on £28 and gave away £32.
\Vhen it became £90, he still made
the £28 suffice, and gave away
£62. And this system of holding
all his property in trust for the
poor and the wretched he con-
tinued through life. When an
excise-officer, who had probably
been stirred up to diligence by the
then Chancellor of the Exchequer,
demanded a return of his plate,
thinking that the renowned M.
Wesléy must surely be rolling in
wealth, he received, and, let us
hope, digested, this laconic reply.
*“ Sir, I have two silver spoons in
London and two at Bristol, and I
shall buy no more whilst so many
poor lack bread” When Wesley
lived and gave in this style, he was
a Fellow of Lincoln College, a
scholar, a clergyman, a gentle-
man. It would be interesting to
know how many of the loud-voiced
accusers of the churches to-day
have ever done likewise.

‘When the Methodist movement
under Wesley had taken shape its
first habitat was the Foundry.
This building, a disused Govern-
ment ordnance factory, stood
within a few yards of the present
City Road Chapel. Here was a
room, without pews, capable of
holding about one thousand five
hundred people. A room for
smaller religious gatherings Ield
about three hundred. Above this
were rooms for Wesley himseli,
and adjacent was a house for the
assistant preachers and servants.
A portion of these rooms was
fitted with benches and desks for
a free school. Remember that
neither the National Society nor
any other of our educational insti-

- tutions was vet dreamed of. An-

other portion was fitted as a book-
shop. Here were sold, at prices
surprisingly low for the time, pub-

" great prosperity.

Jications of all kinds for the moral
and intellectual benefit of the peo-
ple. The age of cheap literature
had not yet dawned when Wesley
commenced these sales. Another
portion of the building was fitted
as a dispensary, where medicine
and advice were given to the poor;
for as yet few, if any, of our great
hospitals or dispensaries had been
founded. Wesley employed an
experienced surgeon and a dis-
penser. Within five months more
than five hundred patients were
healed. Thus he anticipated our
modern medical missions.

Anotler illustration of the keen-
ness of his eye for all social ques-
tions is seen by the establishment
of a loan society. Wesley begged
£50, and the stewards appointed
for the purpose attended every
Tuesday morning to make small
Ieans without interest, repayable
within three months. A vast num-
ber of the honest, but hard-pressed
poor were helped ; and in some
cases the momentary assistance en-
abled them ultimately to achieve
One of these
was Lackington, afterwards the
great publisher, who retired from
business with a large fortune.
This variety of ingenious but well-
calculated benevolence ddes not
indicate a man who had no
thoaght for the present life of
the human beings around him.
Rather it shows how a benevolent
heart, filled with a commanding
love to God, must needs expend it-
self in all helpful activities for man.
Wesley was, in fact, not only the
most remarkable evangelist of his
age, but was the pioneer of free
education, of cheap literature, and
of medical missions.

In a remarkable passage, printed
in 1747, Wesley indicates clearly
the source and standard of his re-
ligious opinions. “I want to
know one thing—the way to hea-
ven ; how to land safe on that
happy shore. God himself has
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condescended to teach the way; for
this very end He came from hea-
ven. He hath written it down in
a book. O give me that book!
At any price-give me the Book of
God! I have it: here is know-
ledge enough for me. Let me
be homo unius libri—a man of one
book.”

But Wesley was not a slave of
Bible-literalism, nor did he turn
away with the devotee’s morbid
self-distrust from commierce with
the mighty minds of the world’s
literature. In fact, he was an
omnivorous reader. He read in
eight or nine languages. He de-
voured everything from the pon-
dorous folio to the fugitive pam-
phlet or fly-sheet.  ““On his road
to Bristol he read over ‘ Quintus
Curtius’” In riding to Leeds he
“read Dr. Hodge’s account of the
plague in London.”  On the way
to Holyhcad he “read over
Statiug’ ‘ Thebais,” and wondered
one man should write so well and
so ill” In 1750 he wrote “A
Short French Grammar.” Wait-
ing for the tide, “ he sat down in
a little cottage for three or four
hours, and translated Aldrich’s
Logic.” He compares, critically,
Prior and Pope; and reads with
lively interest such new books as
were then the sensation of the mo-
ment, e.g., “ Johnson’s Visit to the
Hebrides,” and Ossian’s “ Fingal”
But the keenness and variety of his
intellectual appetite is surprising
when we find him snatching time
to read Short’s * History of Tea,”

and the “ Life of Mrs. Bellamy.” .

After Wesley’s death, a copy of
Shakespeare’s works, annotated
throughout in Wesley’s neat hand-

writing, was found by one of the’

good men who had to administer
his affairs. Unlike his great mas-
ter, either in perception or breadth,
the good man burnt the volume !
O what a loss was here IV

As author, editor, and publisher,
Wesley showed a corresponding

quickness in recognizing what was
valuable in a wide expanse of
literature. e wished to bring the
treasures of literature within the
rcach of the people at large. He
poured forth from the press, dur-
ing fifty years, a constant stream
of publications. In addition to his
own journals, sermons, and cen-
troversial pamphlets, he published,
as “The Christian Library,” a
large collection of religious litera-
ture, in which were represented
writers_ of many Christian com-
munions. But he also published
grammars of at least five languages,
many volumes of poetry, several

-books on various departments of

science, a popular book on medi-
cine, in which he strougly recom-
mends the use of electricity in ner-
vous and some other disorders ;
and at least onc novel (““Henry,
Earl of Moreland?”), at which
some of the sterner spirits amongst
his followers shook their heads.
Indeed the catalogue of the publi-
cations which he wrote or edited,
or sauctioned, would occupy many
pages of this magazine. Ie was

" in fact the pioneer of our modern

popular and cheap literature.

All this surely shows that though
Wesley was a “ man of one book,”
recognizing and loyally obeying
the imperial authority of the Book
of books, he was no narrow-
minded precisian, but had his eyes
wide open to all that was occurring
in the great world of literature.

How far did Wesley recognize
the duty of Christian citizenship ?
With his overshadowing and over-
mastering sense of the nearness
and importance of eternity, did he
advise his people to abstain from
all participation in public affairs ?
On the contrary, both by his own
action, and by frequent public
utterances, he showed that he held
a man’s duty to the State to be a
part of his duty to God. Fre-
quently he published brief tracts
bearing upon questions which at
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the moment occupied the attention
of the people.

“A Word to a Freeholder”
illustrates at once his interest in
public affairs, and some aspects of
public life at that period of our
history. To the freeholder—the
vater, almost the only voter of that
day—he says : “ What are you go-
ing to do? to vote for a Parlia-
ment man? I hope, then, you
have taken no money. If you are
guilty already—stop, go no farther,
it is at the peril of vour soul!
Will you sell your country ?  Will
you sell yvour own soul ?” Good
words these, and doubtless needed
much in those ante-reform and
‘ante-ballot days; and, it would
seem, not quite unneeded even
now,

A century ago the Temperance
Movement, as we now know it,
was not born. Beer was the Eng-
lishman's universal beverage. With
this he got stupidly drunk. It
came on the table as tea and coffee
do now. With spirits the Eng-
lishman of that day got furiously
drunk. Wine was the beverage
with which the gentlemen of that
day got regularly and respectably
drunk.  Against the spirit drink-
ing of the day Wesley uttered un-
wavering protest. Indeed, his
language, written in the calmness
of the study, and printed after all
due consideration, is terrible in its
condemnation of all who profited
by the frightful prevalence of this
evil.  His printed sermon on the
use of money contains the follow-
ing prophet-like denunciation :

*¢ Therefore we may not sell anything
which tends to impair health. Such is
eminently all that liquid fire, commonly
called drams, or spirituous liquors. Itis
true, these may have a place in medicine;
they may be of use in some bodily dis-
orders ; although there would rarely be
occasion for them were it not for the un-
skilfulness of the practitioner. There-
fore, such as prepare and sell them only
for this end may keep their conscience

clear. But who are they ? Who prepare
them only for this end? Do you know
ten such distillers in England? Then
excuse these. But all who sell them in
the common way to any that will buy,
are poisoners general. They murder his
Majesty’s subjects by wholesale, neither
does their eye pity or spare. They drive
them to hell like sheep. And what is
their gain? Is it not the blood of these
men ? Who, then, would envy their large
estates and sumptuous palaces? A curse
is in the midst of them ; the curse of God
cleaves to the stones, the timber, the
furniture of them ! The curse of God is
in their gardens, their walks, their groves;
a fire that burns to the nethermost hell !
Blood, blood is there; the foundation,
the floor, the walls, the roof, are stained
with blood! And canst thou hope, O
man of blood, though thou art ¢ clothed
in scarlet and fine linen, and farest
sumptuously every day’; canstthou hope
to deliver down thy fields of blood to the
third generation? Not so; for there is
a God in heaven: therefore, thy name
shall soon be rooted out. Like as those
whom thou hast destroyed body and soul,
¢ thy memorials shall perish with thee!’”

Wesley died before the French
Revolution had uttered to the
world its message either of horror
or of hope. But already Wesley’s
eye perceived the danger of vast
wealth accumulating in few hands
whilst the multitude could scarce
exist. His wutterances op the
duties and responsibilities of wealth
were therefore frequent, and very
bold. His own theory was very
simple and intelligible.  “ Get all
you can, save all you can, give all
you can.” Industry, thrift, gener-
osity—and these in their highest
degree, would counterbalance and
correct and complete each other.

Against the slave trade his in-
dignation burnt with a fierce flame.
The phrase he applied to it—* the
execrable sum of all villainies "—
has become proverbial. DBut he
omitted no opportunity of de-
nouncing it, and this at a time
when the great body of the richer
Englishmen were bound to it by
strongest ties of interest, of cus-
tom, and of prejudice.
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Only four days before his death,
at the patriarchal age of eighty-
nine, he wrote with his own now
trembling hand the following letter
to Wilberforce. The hand trem-
bled—uot the heart, the will, or
the faith. These were strong and
brave as ever agaiust all the evil
which men do to each other and
hefore God.

¢ London, February 26, 1791.
““DEAR SIR,

*¢ Unless the divine power has raised
you up to be as Athanasius contre wun-
dum, 1 see not how you can gc through
your glorious enterprise in opposing thab
execrable villainy which is the scaundal of
religion, of England, and of humun nature.
Unless God has raised you up for this
very thing, you will be worn out by the
opposition of men and devils. Butif God
be for you, who can be against you? Are
all of them together stronger than God ?
C be not weary in well-doing. Goon, in
the name of God and in the power of His
might, till even American slavery (the

vilest that ever saw the sun) shall vanish
away before it.
“¢Dear sir,
¢ Your affectionate servant,
**JouxN WESLEY.”

First and chief in Wesley’s life
was the purpose to call men to re-
pentance and faith.  But the re-
ligious life which he advocated and
promoted was one which cannot
exile itself from the common life
and common needs of mankind.
Rather it claims as Christian, and
puts a higher meaning into the
old saying : “ Nihil humani a me
alienum puto.” It recognizes that
if a man would win and enjoy
heaven, he must bring the very
spirit of Christ into the life of
earth, devoting himself to Christ’s
service by serving, everywhere and
always, the poor, the suffering, the
downcast, and the downtrodden for
Christ’s sake. And is not this ex-
actly the religion that is wanted
to-day >—The Sunday Magazine.

THE FLOATING BETHEL.*

BY LUCY S. FURMAN.

“Well, bless the Lovrd for saving
sinners " Babe Baxter exclaimed
one ‘evening as she came out and
sat on the porch by my side, un-
tving the strings of her white sun-
bonnet, and letting it fall back on
ker shoulders. “ I never told you
about the Floating Bethel, did I?
Well, last April, soon after I got
religion, old Brother Hunter, over

* In the western part of Kentucky is an ex-
ceedingly primitive town which, through the
preaching of the pioneer Methodist mission-
aries, was, a few years ago, ascenc of very
remarkable religious experiences. Almost
every houschold was brought under the in-
fluence of divine grace, and very many,
unlearned in the lore of this world but wise
in the knowledge of God, felt called upon
to preach the glad tidings of the salvation
which they themselves enjoyed. The ac-
companying sketch is reprinted from the
book, ““Stories of a Sanctified Town.?

at Sandersville, heard me talk at
mecting here at the Station about
how bad I wanted to work for the
Lord and save souls, and the next
week he wrote for me to come and
go down the Ohio and the Missis-
sippi with the Floating Bethel
Brother Hunter he’s just eat up
with zecal, and he had went about
and raised money for the Lord,
and bought the bottom of an old
boat cheap, and mended it up, and
built two stories and a steeple on
it, and named it the Floating
Bethel; and he said he was going
to carry the Gospel into waste
places, and convert the world.
“Well, of course, I just rejoiced
and more than blessed the Lord
for the chance to go, and I got
ready and rode over to Sanders-
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ville, and we started from there
down Green River to the Olio.
There was Brother Hunter, and
Sister Hunter, and young Sister
Hunter, their son Sam’s wife—one
of the godliest women you ever
saw,—and her baby, that was just
thrce months old.  And there was
me. Then there was a’ unre-
generate deck-hand, and Sister
Hunter’s little fice dog.

“The Floating Bethel was made
this way : There was two stories.
The lower one was one long room,
like a church, with the pulpit at
one end, and benches set in rows
all the way back, and big doors
opening out on both sides, so’s the
gang-planks could be laid right to
them for the people to get in ezsy,
and the devil wouldn’t have any
room to talk about religious folks
holding themselves so up and
above others. The top story had
a hall down the middle, and sicep-
ing-rooms on each side. We cat
in the hall, and had one of the
little rooms for a kitchen. Then
there was a real nice little steeple
on top. Of course, we never had
no way to make ourselves go, so
Brother Hunter °d have to hire a
steamboat or tugboat to pull us
from place to place. When we
left Sandersville, he got the Green
River Packet to take us a piece.

“Most all of Sandersville was
there to see us off. The saved on
the bank they all sung a hymn and
waved their handkerchiefs at us.
I felt plumb scared and loncsome
when we pulled off, and wished I
was back home at the Station. But
Sister Hunter she went upstairs to
get supper, and Brother Hunter he
read the Bible and talked till I got
ashamed of myself, and didn’t feel
afraid any more, but would have
just been willing to jump right out
into the river if I ’d had the call
from the Lord, and me not know-
ing how to swim a lick, neither.

“When I wolke up next morn-
ing we was tied up at a town, and
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the packet it had left us, and
Brother Hunter and Brother
Gummy and the deck-hand were
out throwing around posters that
Brother Hunter had had struck off
at Sandersville, like this :

ETERNITY!
Where \\;ill you spend it ?
THE FLOATING BETHEL
is here !

Preaching Day and Night.
Come one! Come all!

PREPARE TO MEET YOUR GOD!
FLEE FROM THE WRATH TO COME!

“It was wonderful to see how
quick it got norated around, and
how the people was moved to turn
out. By ten o’clock there was a
big crowd standing on the bank
looking at the Floating Bethel, and
then Brother Hunter he got back
and invited them all, black and
white, in to hear the preaching.
Brother Hunter preached, and me
and Brother Gummy sun§, and
voung Sister Hunter played the
accordeon when the baby ’d let her.
Brother Hunter he ’d give it to
the sinners, and preach about the
burning pit and the Old Adam and
the carnal mind and the wages of
sin is death, and how smart the
devil was, and how deceiving.
Then he ’d tell ’em about salvation,
and that now was their chance to
lay holt on free grace and for-
giveness of sins, and maybe it
would be the last time the Spirit
would ever speak to them. Then
weld sing a song, with the ac-
cordeon, ‘Amazing Grace’ or
* The Pleasing Path,” or something
like that :

 Amazing Grace, how sweet the sound
That saves a wretch like me.

- a
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T once was lost, but now I'm found,
Was blind, but now Isec!
We are passing away, we are passing away,
We are pas;‘iri§ away to the great Judgment
ay.

“We’d have preaching pretty
near all day, and then again at
night. The sinners would mostly
get warmed up at night. We
stayed at that first place. three
days, and got the folks consid’ably
stirred up, and then a tug-boat
come along, and Brother Hunter
said he ’d sowed and watered and
the Lord must quicken, and we
went on to the next place. We
kept on down the Ohio, stopping
at Evansville and Henderson and
Shawneetown, and all the little
towns between. Sometimes we
wouldn’t stop more than a day; it
was just as Brother Hunter felt
led, and as the boats come along
to pullus. Sometimes we ’d have
to quit right in the middle of a
sermon and run the congregation
out and.move on. When we got
to Cairo we stopped a whole week,
and had a regular hallelujah time.
Then Brother Hunter said it did
seem a pity, being that close, not
to give the folks at St. Louis a
chance of salvation,—that being
such a terrible lost place, a plumb
Sodom and Gomorrah and Satan’s
stomping ground. So we went up
there. The first day or two there
wasn’t anybodyv come to hear us,
because we had got out of posters
by that time. But Brother Hunter
he had some more struck off, and
hired bovs to throw them over
town, and then the people com-
menced to fairly roll in.

“One day, after we ’d bheen
there three or four days, me and
voung Sister Hunter went up-
town to buy some saxony to knit
the baby a sack. The store we
went into was a great big place,
taking up a whole square. A man
told us where to find the saxony
counter, and we went on back, and
voung Sister Hunter commenced

to price the saxony. I was
plumb outdone by the worldliness
in that store ! There was all sorts
of things to buy that you ever
heard tell of, and the ladies they
was pulling and dragging all kinds
of goods about, and talking as fast
as they could, and half of them
looked like they was plumb dis-
tracted. It made me miserable to
think how people was wearing out
their lives getting clothes when
they never had no time to think
of getting salvation.

“I kept looking around, though
it did hurt my soul awful to see so
much vanity. Once I thought T'd
shut my eyes and wouldn’t look
any more; but just then I saw
such a pretty lady at the next
counter, with such lovely yellow
hair and rosy cheeks and white
skin, and dressed so beautiful, that
I couldn’t keep my eyes off of her.
Then there was a young girl with
her that had awful pretty yeliow
hair, too, frizzed out a’ inch or two
all over her head. I couldn’t see
the girl’s face, but there was some-
thing about her motions that re-
minded me of somebody, I couldn’
tell who. T knew I never had no
friends with such pretty hair as
that. I kept watching for her to
turn her face around. Presently
she did. *‘Maggie ¥ I says, run-
ning over quick, and hugging and
kissing her, ‘ Wny, Maggie Marks!
Is it really you? You sweet
thing. I'm so glad to see you?
Her face turned red in all the
white places, and she kind of drew
off. I supposed she was ashamed
of me and my old black dress and
hat, and I couldn’t blame her
much, for according to her light
my clothes did look mighty bad
by the side of her silk dress with
the little flowers and lace all over
it, and her big hat with piles of
feathers. ‘Maggie,” I says, ‘don’t
vou know me ? You haven’t for-
got Babe, have you? Don’t you
know how you and me used to
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play together all the time at the
Station, and be such dear friends ?
Why, I'd have Lknew you any-
wheres, in spite of your hair turn-
ing light ¥

“*1 never knew you just at
first” she says, ‘not expecting to
see you here’

“‘I'm here with the Floating
Bethel,’ I says, * down on the river.
And it’s so nice to see somebody
from home ! I've been fecling so
lonesome. And I’m so surprised
to find you here, Maggie, I says.
‘When did you come, and where
are you working? ‘I aint
working anywheres,” she says.
‘Why, then you're married, of
courseI' I says. ‘Well, I do
think you might have wrote us
something about it I says. ‘No;
I aint married neither,” she says.
‘Pm just visiting a lady friend,—
that lady there,’ she says, pointing
at the beautiful lady, who’s just
walked off a little piece. ‘ Well,
it's mighty nice to see you again,
I says. ‘And you must come
right down to see me, I says.
Tl be here two or three weeks,
down at the Floating Bethel, on
the river. You won’t have no
trouble finding it” ‘ All right,” she
says, ‘maybe I will; T've got to go
now.” The lady was standing in
the store door, looking back after
her, and she run and caught up,
and I saw them get in a fine car-
riage with two horses, and ride off.

“T felt right hurt at Maggie not
asking me to come and see her.
But I knew how pride puffeth up,
and didn't blame her for being
ashamed of the outside of me.
Still, when I thought how Maggie
and me had lived next door since
we was babies, and till her ma died
when she was fourteen, and her pa
took to drink, and they left the
Station, and how we was together
all the time, and used to spend the
night with each other pretty near
every night, and play ‘lady-come-
to-see’ in our stable loft all the

rainy days, and gather black-
berries and sweet-gum and hazel-
nuts and things, and just growed
up together, so to speak, why then
I did feel pretty bad to think of
her noticing my old clothes. I
just felt like I couldn’t help crying.
But then I remembered that it
wasn't Maggie treating me that-
away, but the devil himself, that
loves to persecute the righteous,
‘Yea, and all them that live godly
in Christ Jesus will suffer persecu-
tion,” and I didn't lay it up against
her, because I kept remembering
those days we played together, and
that she was my iriend.

“ Young Sister Hunter had got
her saxony by this time, and we
went on back to the Floating
Bethel. I was glad to get out of
the worldliness of them stores and
streets.  People was a-pushing
and a-crowding each other, and
gazing in the store windows, and
never speaking to each other, or
acting a bit neighbourly, or like
they lived in the same town.

 All during preaching that night
I couldn’t get Maggie out of my
head. I kept wondering how she
fell in with such rich friends, and
how she ever got to St. Louis any-
how. T’d heard, a year or two
after they left the Station, that
Maggie had gone to work in some
big cotton mills, and was making
good money. I couldn’t account
no way for her being away over in
St. Louis, and with such stylish
folks, because, though Maggic
was always a nice, sweet girl, her
folks was shiftless people, all ex-
cept her ma. I tried not to think
about the way Maggie treated me,
and sung as loud as I could, and
did all I could to help save the
sinners.  There was a pretty good
crowd there, and lots of them that
had come to scoff stayed to pray.
There was all sorts,.  Some would
come there drunk, and lay down
and go to sleep on the benches.
Lots was in rags, and awful dirty.
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Then there was nicer dressed peo-
ple, too, though the Lord knows
if their hearts was any cleaner.

“ After we’d been there about
two weeks there was a good many
convictions, and a good many
came through and got religion,
and commenced living righteous.
One night, about this time, while
Brother Gummy and me was sing-

ing the opening hymn,

* With all my sins I come to Thee!
Wash me in the blood of the Lamb !
Its cleansing power will set me free,
Wash me in the Blood of the Lamb!

it came to me all of a sudden that
I must get up and preach on that
line. 1 felt the strongest kind of
leading—just moved mightily of
the Spirit.  So, after we finished
the song, I went up and said to
Brother Hunter, ¢ Brother Hunter,
I feel called to preach this even-
ing”  So he went and set with the
people, and I got up in the pulpit
and read from First John, cliapter
first and second, and preached
from the text, ‘The blood of
Jesus Christ cleanseth from all sin.’

“I couldn’t tell you just what I
did say—though, of ~course, it
wasn't me saying it, but the Spirit
saying it through me. I just
knew I felt like Jesus was standing
right there, and I was pleading
with ’em all to come and fall down
at His dear feet, and be washed
from all unrighteousness, and
made whiter than snow. I fe't
somehow like I was talking to
some lost soul having its last
chance. I told ’em it didn’t make
any difference what they’d done,
or what their sins was ; that He
was mightier than the power of
sin, and could sweep it all off with
one touch, if they’d just call on

- Him—just lift up their eyes! 1
- told ’em how dear their souls was

to the Master, and how He'd come
down and suffered and died for

@ them, and how loving he was—
} how He was standing there with
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His arms stretched out, and His
eyes like mothers’ eyes, longing to
save ’em and blot out their sins.
I just wept and pleaded with ’em.
Look like the words come quicker
than I could say them. When I
finished I was completely give
out. I was so faint I went over
to the water-bucket that set by the
door to give me a drink, and I run
right up against somebody stand-
ing outside in the shadow. I
could see it was a woman. She
pulled herself back in the dark,
quick, and when I reached out my
hand after her, she ran along the
gang-plank, and up the bank, and
was gone,

“ About a week after that I was
sitting out on the guards reading
the Bible to an old blind woman
and a cripple boy that was seeking
the way, and trying to teach ’em
all I could before we left, for
Brother Hunter said we'd have to
be moving on in a day or two; and
here come a boy dressed in blue
clothes and red braid, and give me
a note. I opened it quick. It
said : * Maggie is dying and wants
vou. Come if possible. The
messenger will bring you’ There
wasn't any name signed. It had
on the outside, ‘ Miss Babe Bax-
ter, Floating Bethel? I run
quick for my hat, and me and the
boy walked a piece, and then took
a street-car, and rode a long ways.
Finally we got off, and walked a
square more, and then the boy
opened the gate before a fine brick
house with coloured glass in the
windecws, and white stone steps,
and took me to the door and rung
the bell. Maggie’s friend, the
same lady that was in the store
with her that day, came to the door
and let me in. Her face was all
white and pale now. ‘I wouldn’t
have sent for you,” she says, ‘but
Maggie’s been calling for you
three days and nights, and the doc-
tor says she can't live’

“I followed her upstairs. The

.
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carpet was so soft and pretty I
hated to step on it. There was
some other ladies in the hall up-
stairs, whispering and crying.
She took me in a room and shut
the door. DMaggie was laying
high up on the pillows, her eyes
all bright, and big red spots on
her cheeks, and her face all thin.
She put out her arms when she
saw me. ‘I thought you never
was coming !’ she says. ‘I've
been waiting and waiting for you.
I am afraid to die by myself” I
kissed her, and held her close in
my arms. ‘Darling child) I
says, ‘ you mustn’t be afraid to die.
Why, it’s lots better than living.
When you die yow'll think you
never did live before. The dear
Jesus and the dear Father’s just
a-waiting there for you?  ‘Oh,
I ain’t so afraid of meeting them,’
she says. ‘I don’t mind that so
much. Ifs my mother I can’t
bear to see ! That’'s what I can't
stand ! Oh, I’'m so scared, Babe !
It’s awful to die ¥  She held my
arm so tight it hurt me. ¢ Why,
darling,” I says, “you just talk-
ing thataway because you ain't at
yvomrself.  Why, vour dear ma’s
just a-waiting there, and a-longing
for you. Why, you’re her own
dear child, Maggie? ‘No, I
ain’t P she says. ‘I ain’t her ckild
no more! I ain’t good; I aint
good like I wused to be, Babe.
You don’t know, you don’t under-
stand. We're all wicked here. I
never meant to be, Babe, but—
Il tell you all about it sometime
when I can talk better. Now I'm
afraid—afraid ! = Oh, Babe, help
me ! hide me! Don’t let mother
see me ! I couldn’t stand that P

“Look to me like my heart
stood still. But I held her tighter
and closer. ‘Maggie, dear child,’
I says, ‘you are safe! It’s the
dear Jesus that loves you and will
save you from your sins. He’s
done said so, dear.  Just look up
to Him, and He'll forgive you, and

take you right to His bosom.
That's what He came into the
world for, to save sinners. And
you ain’t the only sinner, Maggie;
we're all sinners till we get the
love of Christ in our hearts. One
ain’t no worse than the other,
though some have been tempted a
heap more., He don’t hate you
because you have been tempted
and sinned. He knows all about
it, dear, and loves you just the
same. And so do I, too, just the
same as when we used to swing
and play dolls in the hayloft all
day together. Don’t vou remem-
ber it, Maggie? And Jesus is
right here with His tender, loving
eyes, bending right over you, dear
child, calling you home to Him.
Just put all your trust in Him, and
don't take no trouble about it, but
leave it all to the dear Master.’

“‘But the sins!? she says,
shivering. ‘There’s so many,
Babe,—they’re so black ¥

““He’ll wash ’em all off,’ I says,
‘till you’re whiter than snow P

“‘ But do you reckon He could
wash ’em off right quick—before
mother ’ll see me ¥ she says.

“‘Indeed He can,’ I says, ‘and
He’s washing mightily right now !
I can just see the spots fading off,
dear, and your soul getting clean
and white, like you was a little
baby. They’re coming off one by
one, bless the Lord ! And when
your ma sees you there won’t he
none on you, and she won’t never
know, Maggie. Just think of it !
You'll just be her same little girl
that she left ! T can just see them
getting dimmer and dimmer and
dimmer—and now you’re plumb
white and shining! Bless the
dear Lord P

“She fell hack in my arms,
smiling so sweet and peaceful, and
T just wept and wept for joy.

“The lady was kneeling at the
foot of the bed, crying like her
heart would break. Maggie fell
into a deep sleep, and I still kept
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my arms around her, tight and
close, and kept a-praying and
blessing God. Finally I felt some-
thing, and looked around, and
there was the lady kneeling by me.
She had picked up the hem of my
old black dress, and was kissing it.
I put one of my arms around her.
*Sister,” I says, ‘the message 18
for you too! Let us pray to-
gether V

“Maggie lived several hours,
but she slept all the time, and
never knew nothing more, and

passed away so peaceful and
blessed, in my arms.”

Babe paused to dry her eyes on
the skirt of her sunbonnet.

“ And Maggie's friend ?” I said.

“ She’s nursing in a big hospital.
She went right off to learn nursing.
I hear from her every week. Her
sins is all forgive and blotted out,
and she’s happy in the Lord, and
working day and night with the
poor and sick for the Master’s
sake.”

THE METHODIST SAINTS AND MARTYRS*

BY THE REV. ROBERT C. NIGHTINGALEL.

In spite of the general canoniza-
tion of enthusiastic and sincere
religious believers which is such a
characteristic of our time, no
special notice has been taken of
one body of men who fulfilled
two of the ancient qualifications
for the beatification of the martyr-
ology, some of them being martyrs
in will and deed, and others of
them martyrs in will if not in deed.
If we go back to the primitive use
of the word before the distinction
between “a martyr” and “a con-
fessor ” had been set up, we might
vastly extend the ranks of those

*It is a striking demonstration of the
great change which has taken place in the
appreciation of Methodism to find in a lead-
ing periodical like the Contemporary Review
the accompanying generous tribute to its
pioneer fathers and founders. The writer
of thisarticle, who deseribes himself as “a
Churchman to his finger-tips,” does honour
to himself and to his Church by his frank
recognition of this great religious move-
ment. The times have greatly changed
since another distinguished clergyman of
the Church of England, the witty Sidney
Smith, disgraced himself, and the Church he
represented, by his scurrilous attacks upon
the Methodists of his time. ¢¢ Giveus back
our wolves again,” he says, ‘“‘restore our
Danish invaders, curse us with any evil but
the evil of a canting, deluded and Metho-
distical populace. . . The debased

“martyrs® of whom I am about
to speak, for while I specially
refer to a body of men selected
from a much larger body, it might
be said with equal truth of the
whole of the community to which
they belonged, that they were
“martyrs” as the word was un-
derstood in the earliest ages of the
Church. The men that I am allud-
ing to are the “Early Methodist
Preachers,” whose lives are told in
the six volumes issued under that
title by the Wesleyan Conference.
““Qur heroes undistinguished lie ”

might be inscribed, not on their

mummery and nonsense of Methodists has
little more to do with the Christian religion
than it has to do with the religion of China.
The missionaries complain of intoler-
ance. A weasel might as well complain of
intolerance when he is throttled for suck-
ing eggs. . ‘What is all this loss [that
of India through the influence of the mis-
sionaries] to a ferocious Methodist? What
care brothers Barrel and Ringletub for us
and our colonies ?” And so on, the un-rever-
end prelate raves through two-score pages.
Thank God that such wicked intolerance
is no more possible in Christendom. Even
Sidney Smith, were he living, and beheld
the staap of Divine approval on the work
of the Methodist missionaries, we believe,
would be constrained to pay his tribute of
respect to their work of faith and labour
of love.—Ep.
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headstones, because the majority
of them were far too poor to leave
the means to raise one, but scme-
where on the front of the very
fashionable buildings that are the
delight of the Wesleyans of to-day.

It may be the exuberant admira-
tion of a distant observer, but it
seems to me that there was a
humble steadiness and attachment
to order about these men which
lifts them above the Puritans of
the previous century.  John Nel-
son, one of the boldest of them,
“went to York Minster and heard
the Archbishop preach, and re-
ceived the blessed sacrament at his
hands,” directly after he came out
of the dungeon in which he had
been placed through the instru-
mentality of the vicar of his parish,
“ because he preached too much”
-—a dungeon so vile that when
they put some meat and water and
a candle in through the hole of
the door, “a man that lived in
Bradford, and was an enemy to
the Methodists,” cried out, “ Hu-
manity moves me,” and went and
offered £10 bail and himself as a
prisoner if they would let Nelson
lie in a bed; but “he could get
nothing from them but bad words.”
This same John Nelson was as
quick-witted as he was pious, for,
when they took him out of gaol,
and a “ jolly well-dressed woman,”
stepping out of the hundreds that
had gathered to see him go
guarded to Leeds, asked him,
“ Now, Nelson, where is thy God?”
he instantly turned on her with the
reply, “Look in the 7th chapter
of Micah, and the 8th and 1oth
verses”—(“Rejoice not against me,
O mine enemy: when I fall I shall
arise, when I sit in darkness, the
Tord shall be a light unto me.
Then shame shall cover her which
said unto me, Where is the Lord
thy God )

These “Lives,” while they are
distinctly English in the absence

of the empty declamation which
abounds in the biographies of the
saints of the Roman Cathelic
Church, and, if I may say so, is
sometimes to be found even in the
accounts of the early confessors
and martyrs, are altogether un-
English in their expressions of in-
tense and vivid' spiritual life.
Their wider and larger views of the
Fatherhood of God kept the Meth-
odist preachers from the blacker
and more depraved notions of
man’s fate and imperfect condition
which possessed the godly in the
Calvinistic communions. More
stolid, less wrapped up in self than
they, while their hell was as awful
and their God was as much like a
justice at petty sessions as those
of the Puritans, according to the
Methodists there was some shadow
of equity in the judgments of the
one, and some way of escape left
open for those who turned in
horror from the other.

Nelson would go out for a day’s
shooting, and, when chaffed by his
fellow-workmen, would fight them
like a lion, long after he became
serious-minded. Of George Shad-
ford it is said in his praise, “ that
there was mnothing sour in his
manners, but his company was
always agreeable.” Before Thomas
Olivers married Miss Green he
weighed the pros and coms, and,
as he believed he would go into
the society of a variety of persons,
he chose her “because she was
eminently gracidus, and because he
helieved he was not called upon to
take a fool about with him.”» Mr.
Valton studied physic that he
might medicine the bodies as well
as the souls of poor people.
Thomas Walsh, an Irish carpen-
ter’s son, who died in his twenty-
eighth year, after having been a
preacher for eight years, was so
devoted to literature that he was
thus spoken of by Mr. Wesley, “ I
knew a young man who, if he
were questioned. concerning any
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Hebrew or Greek word in either
Testament, would tell after a little
pause, not only how often it oc-
curred, but what it meant in each
place.”  Of this Mr. Walsh we
read that the rector of Bandon
first of all sent the town serjeants
to forbid his preaching, and then,
when he refused to obey, ordered
him to prison. At another place,
while preaching on the Church
Green, Mr. Mortimer, a Presby-
terian, came at the head of a mob
of several hundred persons and
violently pulled him to the ground.
He was hauled through the mob
till he was well-nigh choked, and
then furiously hunted out of the
town. Another time a Roman
Catholic priest hounded the people
on against him by telling them
“ that Walsh, who turned heretic
and went about preaching, had
been dead long ago, and he who
then preached was but the devil in
his shape.”

The greater fame of Wesley has
hid the record of these men, so
that while his persecutions have
passed into our familiar recollec-
tions of the last century, those en-
dured by the humbler martyrs who
followed his teaching are all but
unknown; they were, however, put
to it on account of their militant
faith even more than he was. As
an example, there is the record of
Guiseley, near Leeds, that would
read like an account of A.D. 57, if
we substituted Roman names and
titles for English ones, except that
here and elsewhere the priest of
the Christian altar seems to have
played a part which, so far as we
can tell, was never played by the
pagan sacerdos.

“One evening,” says Thomas
Mitchell, “while William Dorney
was preaching, the curate of Guise-
ley came at the head of a large
mob and threw eggs in his face,
hurled him to the floor, dragged
him into the street, and stamped on
him”» Jonathan Maskew was

preaching in the same place a
short time after. The mob treated
him as they had treated M,
Dorney ; they then tore off his
clothes and dragged him, all naked,
over the gravel and rough stones
that then paved the village street.
When they thought he was hurt
enough they let him go. Poor
Jonathan managed to crawl to the
house of one of his friends, where
his wounds were bound up and
some clothes found for him. It
was Mr. Mitchell's turn next. Be-

‘fore he reached the preaching-

house the mob gathered round him
like “so many roaring lions.” The
Methodists in the place persuaded
him not to preach that night and
escorted him out of the village, but
the mob followed him for nearly
two miles in a great rage, stoning
him all the way, so that he was
laid by for several weeks from the
bruises he received.

The strong-minded woman of
that d1y especially asserted herself
against these meek-minded men.
A mob of women met this same
Mr. Mitchell when he was near
Heptonstall and put him in a pond
of water than came up to his chin.
“But, by the blessing of God, he
got out safe, and caught no cold.”

Poor Mr. Mitchell had a large
experience of ponds. This is a
Sunday experience of their quality
that he had at Wrangle in Lin-
colnshire on August 7, 1751. He
preached at five in the morning
“as usual”  About six, two con-
stables came at the head of a large
mob, who pulled him from the
chair on which he was standing
and took him to a public-house,
where they kept him till four
o’clock in the afternoon. Then
one of the constables said : “I will
go to the minister and inquire of
him whether we may not now let
the poor man go” When he
came back he said : “ They were
not to let him go yet,” and took
him out to the mob, who at once
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hurried him to a pool of filthy
water, into which they threw him
again and again. Seven times
they made him go through it be-
fore they let him come out. As
soon as he reached dry ground he
was seized and held, while one of
the ruffians painted him with
white paint from head to fcot.
Then they shut him up in a
public-house again, while five more
of the Methodists were put into
the water. From there he was
taken to a railed-in pond, some ten
feet deep, where four took hold of
his arms and legs and, after
swinging' him backwards and for-
wards two or three times, flung
him over the rails as far as they
could into the water. He says:
“1 felt my flesh shrink, but it was
quickly over, and I gave myself
up to the Lord. The fall and the
water took away my senses, but
some of them were not willing to
have me drowned, so they watched
till I came above water and then,
by catching hold of my clothes
with a long pole, they made shiit
to drag me out.”

But the mob had not done with
him yet. He was taken to a cot-
tage and put to bed; before, how-
ever, he had been there long, they
came again and dragged him out
of bed into the street once more,
and swore they would cut him
limb from lmb if he would not
promise not to come to Wrangle
again. But Thomas Mitchell had
as good, or even better English
blood in him than they had, and
would promise no such thing. Off
some of the mob started to “the
minister ” again, who told the mes-
sengers that “ MMitchell must be
taken out of the parish” Hustled
out of the place with only an old
coat wrappcd around him, he was
left in the road out of the sight
and hearing of his friends, after his
tormentors had shouted over him
three times, “ God save the king,
and the devil take the preacher I

Here, penniless and friendless, he
remained for some time, no one
daring to come mnear him, his
strength almost gomne, so that he
had much ado even to stand.
“ But,” he says, “from the begin-
ning to the end my mind was in
perfect peace, and 1 could heartily
pray for my persecutors.” At
length he crawled to the house of
a Methodist some three or four
miles away, where he remained till
his strength was restored.

One is glad to know that the
Court of King's Bench was ap-
pealed to, and that its thunders
made the villagers and “the min-
ister ” of Wrangle tremble. I am
very sorry I cannot set down the
name of the latter so as to give
him the posthumous fame that he
deserves.  As for the tried and
faithful Thomas Mitchell, who bore
himself so well through the events
of this unpeaceful Sabbath, we can
certainly say of him, what the
Breviary says of that other con-
fessor, St. Cajetan, whose feast is
also on August 7, “This man,
triumphing over earthly things,
hath laid up treasure in heaven Dby
word and deed.” I presume the
Methodists will never ask for the
intercession of St. Thomas of
Wrangle; but surely a confession
such as he made on that sultry
August day, when spattered with
his own blood, covered with filth,
and drowning, he retained his per-
fect peace, and prayed for the
ruffian “ minister ” and the rest of
the mob, is not of lonely value, but
avails also for some amongst that
crowd of every-day men and wo-
men who hope for and desire, but
cannot attain to, such princely
virtue as his.

Mr. Christopher Hopper ran
through the whole gamut of per-
secution.  First of all, the rector
of Ryton, the parish in which he
lived, summoned him to appear in
the Spiriiual Court of Durham for
teaching and preaching without a
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license. At Sunderland a turbulent
gathering of sailors stoned him till
the blood came. One Sunday, at
Salford, *‘some of our mistaken
Churchmen ” got out the fire-en-
gine to duck him. At Wickham
a constable and his attendants
stood waiting with fierce im-
patience to seize him when the
preaching was over, but he quictly
escaped through a window and
went home, gently chuckling as he
heard his disappointed enemies
cursing and falling to blows
amongst themselves. He had to
give up his employment, so that
he and his family were reduced to
beggary; but he would not give in,
and after all died in peace in his
eightieth year, surrounded by
Methodists, and crying the old
prayer of the Apocalypse, *“ Come,
Lord Jesus, come quickly.”

Mr. Thomas Olivers, the author
of the hymn which has been said
to be * the most sublime hymn in
the English language "—

“ The God of Abraham praise

Who reigns enthroned above

gives us an incident that shows
Cathedral Chapters, in one respect
at least, have degenerated from
those of the last century. He
used to attend “the six o’clock
marning service at Bristol Cathe-
dral,” where, when the Te Deum
was read, he felt “as if he were
praising God before His throne.”
Like the monks of the Thebaid,
Mr. Olivers, in the time of his
spiritual awakening, continued so
long on his knees in secret praver
that he grew lame and “with
difficulty went about limping.” It
was a long time before the light
he sought shone on him, and then,
as he had been a reprobate of re-
probates, his relatives told him
“he must have seen the devil, or
he would never be so.changed.”
On the Saturday before he was to
preach at Forden in Montgomery-
shire he came across Viscount
4

Hereford, the great man of the
parish, who * well cursed me, and
swore if there was a pool of water
near he would throw me in.”

The Viscount would not suffer a
reply from the despised hedge
preacher, who followed at a re-
spectful distance behind, but every
now and then turned round and
blustered out that he would send
him to prison and drive the county
of those who dared to harbour
him. The next day, after Ar.
Olivers had received the Sacra-
ment and attended church morning
and evening, his lordship, who
“came to church just as the min-
ister was concluding,” fell foul of
him again, and stammered, “ Wh—
wh—wh—why dost thou dress like
a parson ?  (For I was dressed in
blue).”  He then called for one
and another to come and take Mr.
Olivers to the stocks, and ended
by ordering one of his footmen
and one of his tenants to place him
therein.  The only regret the
criminal had while there was “ that
he had not told the pcople he
would preach in the stocks.” * My
lord afterwards took my uncle
Tudor and the parson to the
public-house, where the parson
tarried drinking till eleven at
night and my uncle till seven the
next morning.”

Shortly after this Mr. Olivers
was sent by Wesley into Cornwall;
having sold his horse, and being
without money to buyv another, he
sct off on foot, his great-coat
strapped on his back, and his
saddle-bags, with his books and
linen in them, slung over his
shoulders. Preaching on the way
at South Molton, a letter was put
into his hand with a string in it,
with which, after well cursing him,
the writer of the letter begged he
would go and hang himself. At
North Molton a large mob fol-
lowed him through the streets,
throwing at him whatever came
first to hand.  As he had quoted
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texts in which the words “ hell,”
“ damned,” and ** damnation” oc-
curred, the mayor issued a war-
rant against him for using three
oaths, and fined hnn five shlllmcrs
for each saying *that althoufrh
the fe]low was a mere vagabond In
the pulpit, he would treat him like
a gentleman now that he was
brought to justice !”

The east vied with the west in
its hatred of this good man. On
his going into Norfolk, the people
at Yarmouth said that if he came
mto the town he should never go
out of it alive.  When he did go,
the multitude were so violent thd.t
he could not preach in the market-
place, where he went “ after he had
been to church.”  They f{ollowed
him out of the town with a shower
of missiles of ull kinds, the women,
as usual, joining in by standing at
the doors and flinging handfuls of
dirt and bowls of water over him
as he went by. For years after
this attack on him he was in a
state of extreme weakness, “as if
in the last stage of a consumption,”
from the har dships he went
through on this and similar oc-
casions.

At Horbury, near Walkefield, the
mob beset the house where _Tohu
Nelson was breakfasting, and
would not be appeased till Tie went
out to them. When he asked
them what they wanted, they an-
swered, “You, you Methodist
dog.” The curate’s  son then
shouted at him, “ You shall never
preach again, for we will dréwn
you in the river this day.” Nor
was this an idle threat, for almost
all the townspeople had agreed to-
gether that they would put a halter
about the mneck of the mnext
preacher that came into the town
and drag him into the river to
drown him. This they proceeded
to do with Mr. Nelson.  One man
put a halter to his neck, and a
butcher took hold of the other end,
ready to hale him to the river; but

the cool intrepidity of Mr. Nelson
saved him, and the same evening
he and the brethren at I\lrkheaton

“had a comfortable meeting.”

This is how this same »vorthy
confessor spent his Easter a cen-
tury and a half since.  The mob
drove away the.congregation that
had gathered on Easter bunday on
Hepworth Moor, near York, with
showers of stones then tht,y flung
brickbats and stones at Mr. Nel-
son, till the bloud streamed down
from his head intc his shoes.
Then they followed him thron.gh
the streets of York, still stomuor
him, till a pitying bystand r drew
hun into his house and sent for a
surgeon to dress the wounds of the
almost fainting man. In the after-
noon he rode to Acklam, where,
while he was walking in the fields
before service commenced, “a big
man ” struck at him as ﬁercely as
he could, vowing that he would
kill him. At the third blow Mr.
Nelson feil, and his assailant
leaped on him several times, till
with this and the bleeding from
his old wounds he became insen-
sible.  Boasting, “I have killed
the preacher; he lies dead in the
croft,” the bully seized one of the
weeping Methodists and flung him
against the wall, and brol\e some
of his bones.

As Mr. Nelson lay bleeding on
the ground, “the parson’s brother”
and about twenty others came to
see if he were real]v dead. Curs-
ing him soundly, thev got him into
the street, wherc one and another
hustled and struck him till he was
down again. Eight times he
struggled to his knees, and eight
tlmes they knocked him donn ;
then, tal\mcr hold of his long ha:r
the\- dra«ced him over the =.t0ne9.
l\lcknw and trcading on him all
the t1me. “One sald ‘He has
nine-scorelives, but, if he has, he
sha]l dle this day’” The * gentle-
men™ of the party then dragged
him towards the village well, and
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endeavoured to put him in. He
escaped, at length, through the in-
terference of *“two gentlewomen
who came out df the city,” and the
next day “met Mr. Wesley, and
found his word come with power
te his soul”

¢ hurchman to the finger-tips as
I am, I cannot deny to these men
the title and the homour that I
give to the other confessors who
lived 1,600 years before them, and
whose saintly sufferings and
hardihood are reproduced in some
of the narratives I have given
above with almost curious exact-
ness.  Because they spoke our
mother tongue and lived near our
own time, we Englishmen should
be the prouder of these home-bred
saints, and, it seems to me, honour
them with greater reverence even
than we do the earlier ones, if we
make any distinction at all be-
tween them. Seeing how patheti-
cally faithful they were to the
Church of England, and how often
“the parson,” or the parson’s con-
nections (although the Dissenters
were by no means averse to Meth-
odist baiting), were the chief
abettors of their persecution, for
us to call them “ schismatics,” be-
cause at last some of them ceased
to worship with Churchmen, is like
a man calling his dog a cur be-
cause, after he has beaten it and
driven it from his door again and
again, it goes for rest and shelter
to another man’s fireside.

For instance, Richmond, Bishop
of Sodor and Man, issued a direc-
tion to every clergyman in his
diocese, in 1776, to repel any of
the “crude, pragmatical, and in-
consistent Methodist preachers if
they offered to partake of the Holy
Communion.” Three years after
there were over 3,000 Methodists
in the Isle of Man! The fault of
this must surely lie at the bishop’s
door. The saints are human
after all, and saints of the class
from which the early Methodists

were taken were not likely to
make fine-drawn distinctions be-
tween their right to resent *the
repelling * to which they were sub-
jected by simply taking the au-
thorities at their word; and the
right of those same authorities to
refuse to worship in communion
with the ancient Church of Rome
as their forefathers had done.

These men were like the early
Christians, not only in their cour-
age, but also in their holy sim-
plicitv, and in their overmastering
faith in the unseen world. They
were always seeing visions, hear-
ing voices, witnessing marvels,
and making the acquaintance of
strange beasts. It was before the
days of the Society for the Pro-
iotion of Psychical Research, or
the everyday experience of some
of their preachers would have
given matter for it to have dis-
cussed at many meetings.

“S. H.,” falling into a kind of
trance, saw the place she was to go
to. She also saw Paul Green-
wood, shining like a sunbeam.
She foretold the time of her death
next, and died exactly at that time.
John Nelson awoke suddenly at
twelve o’clock, as if some one had
called him. He felt he must go
to the market-place directly, al-
though he could not tell for what
purpose. As soon as he reached
it he found one inquiring for him
to tell him: that Mr. Wesley would
be in the town in three hours’ time.

Thomas Olivers, being full of
joy, as he was returning home one
night, saw a ray of light, “like the
shining of a star,” come out of an
opening in the heavens and fall
upon him. Thomas Payne had a
great gift this way. He was in
Burgoyne’s light regiment of dra-
goons, and was sent to St. Helena.
When he reached the island, he at
once recollected having seen it in
a dream long before he enlisted.

These rapt devotees were so con-
stantly seeing “lights” and “ stars”
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and “ shining forms ” that the won-
ders which are found in the lives
of the mystics of the early days of
Christianity, or which are the
mainstay of Buddhism and Theos-
ophy, are quite poor and mean
when compared with the experi-
ences they relate. Not heaven
only, but earth as well, went out
of its course to be on the side of
these eager evangelists.

John Nelson was in trouble be-
cause Mr. Wesley had sent for him
to go to London, and his wife said
“that he was not fit to go any-
where as he was ;” but two days
afterwards a tradesman, “ not one
of our society,” brought him a
piece of blue cloth for a coat, and
a piece of black for a waistcoat
and breeches. In Cornwall for a
long time he and Mr. Wesley lay
on the floor. The latter comforted
him by calling out one night,
“ Brother Nelson, let us be of
good cheer; I have one whole side
vet, for the skin is off but one
side” In spite of such hardships,
however, “he had great jovs.” A
gentlewoman sent his wife four
guineas, the exact sum she was in
trouble about, as the repayment of
a loan for that sum was demanded,
and she had no money to repay it
with. Some one came to the
Nottingham market cross, where
he was preaching, to throw a squib,
but God caused # to burst in the
man’s hands.

Coupled with these unworldly,
childlike beliefs there was a plain
English common sense that kept
them from the irrational and un-
natural ways of their forerunuers
in the early Church. They wecre
true children of the matter-of-fact
country and the matter-of-fact cen-
tury to which they belonged.
Thomas Taylor cautions the peo-
ple “ against putting the preachers
into damp beds, as it had been the
death of several” In another
place we are told that “the prac-

tice of preaching ‘unpremeditated
sermons’ patronizes a sluggish,
lounging temper, and is productive
of confusion, rhapsody, and non-
sense.” They were in advance of
their time even in its clear-sighted-
ness, for one of them says, “ There
is no forcing of the understanding;
hard names and ridicule will never
advance the cause of Christianity.”

The most extraordinary thing
about early Methodism was the
mingling of cummon sense with
genius and religious enthusiasm
which distinguished it.  Other re-
ligious movements have been
noted for a greater display of the
two latter qualities perhaps, but,
except in the case of the Fran-
ciscan and the Jesuitic move-
ments, they have been wanting,
sometimes entirely, in the first.
This was no doubt mainly because
of the character of their founders.
At the end of a century and a half
Methodism is still what it was at
the beginning of that period, that
is, “ Wesleyan”?

To go back to our eighteenth-
century saints, it was with them
as it was with their prototypes in
carlier days. They left no suc-
cessors. The Wesleyan preacher
of to-day is altogether unlike his

ancestors. He is
¢ Circumslpect,, stiff, close buttoned to the
chin
Broadecloth’ without, quite orthodox

within,”

to quote a mangled Cowper.
Since the first generation of their
race, they have been without great
names, as the students of men and
mental progress reckon names,
with the one exception of Richard
‘Watson, who is distinctly the near-
est to Jeremy Taylor of any nine-
teenth-century theological writer.
Less imaginative, perhaps, but
more powerful and connected than
Taylor, he gave to a Connexion
what was meant for the Holy
Catholic Church.
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To one outside the pale, Meth-
odists seem so proud of their latter-
day splendour, that they are shy
either of looking back at the pit
from which they were dug, or of
owning the rough zeal of those
who first stirred the soil on which
their organization is builded. To
those, however, to whom the pas-
sion and the fire of unselfish leve
will always be precious under
whatever circumstances they may
happen to be exhibited, these cld
Methodist saints and martyrs are
heroes of the highest type. Nearer
than any order of Englishmen had
ever done before, they fulfilled the
idea the New Testament con-
veys of the Petrine and Pauline
Church.  Its virtues and its fail-
ings were manifested by them
with equal luxuriance. They saw
visions, they spoke with tongues
as the Spirit gave them utterance,

they counted all things dross ex-
cept Christ’s love, they were super-
stitious, they were self-confident,
they imagined that God held their
creed and theirs alone; they thought
that they had found the secret
Indden from the ages, and would
be able to reverse humanity’s order
and change the long persistent
ways of men. Tair, fond dream
of those souls that loved heaven
more than earth, it is always so ;
and, alas ! the end of it has always
been the same. Except here and
there, the light has quickly passed
away, and the old dimmness has
taken its place once more. DBut
the hope in man and in God sur-
vives amongst the few who still
dwell in the light, and they are sure
that, step by step, man is conquer-
ing himself, and discovering the
God that lies hid somewhere in the
hearts of all.

A NEW YEAR'S SONG.

Resolve ye now, good gentlemen,
That either sow or reap ;

For New Yeare cometh yet again
Where Christmasse lies asleep,

Make register of vows, and then
Have them in holy keep.

Leave off those sinnes of heart and life,
Which troubleth conscience sore ;

The unkynde worde which wounds the wife:
The crust denied the poore;

The anger and the daily strife
Wherewith ye dark youre doore.

Resolve ye in youre secret mynde
To live in loftier scope ;
Not stumbling in the darkness blynde

Where lesser natures grope ;
But dwell, with love for all mankynde,
On stately hills of Hope !

This world, by Christ the Lord His grace,
With every plain and hill

Where cattle graze, and rivers race,
Belongeth to you still ;

But shines the sun from God’s own face,
And onlie by His will.

Wherefore, do ye God’s pleasure note,
And in His pathway tread ;

For He hath tuned each birdling’s throat—
Each fowle by Him is fed

So slall thy life’s shippe heavenward float,
By angels piloted.

LOVE CAME TO ME.

Love came to me when I was young;
He brought me songs, he brought me
flowers; -
Love wooed me lightly, trees among,
And dallied under scented bowers:
And loud he carolled, ¢“ Love is King !”
For he was riotous as spring,
And careless of the hours,—
When I was young.

Love lingered necar when I grew old ;
He brought me light from the stars
above ;
And consolations manifold
He fluted to me like a dove;
And Love leaned out of Paradise
And gently kissed my faded eyes,
And whispered, “God is Love,”—
When 1 grew old.

—Francis Howard Williams.
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VOLCANOES—THEIR MODE OF ACTION AND ORIGIN.

BY NATHANIEL S. SHALER,

Professor of Qeology at Harvard Universily.

Ui

a{u\f'\\ !

CRATER OF VESUVIUS IN 1845.

In endeavouring to set before
the reader an account of volcanoes,
I find a difficulty arising from the
fact that very few people have had
a chance to see these curious fea-
tures in the machinery of the
earth. In the United States, ex-
cept in the far-away island district
of Alaska, there is not one that
has been seen by white men in a
state of activity. It is otherwise
in the Old World. In Europe,
Aetna and Vesuvius have had their
activity associated with that of the
most cultivated people of the world
for about twenty-five centuries ;
and at many points, as in the valley
of the Po or in Central France,
there are groups of volcanoes
which are, though no. longer
active, in a very perfect state of
preservation, within sight of the
ways which are traversed by all
sight-seeing travellers.

Its convenient position, imme-
diately neighbouring to the most
beautiful scenery and the greatest
treasures of antiquity, has made
Vesuvius the volcano of all others
which people are likely to see.
Probably a hundred climb it for
one who ascends any other cone.
This choice of Vesuvius as the
volcano of pilgrimage is fortunate,
for the reason that though by no
means a great specimen of its kind,
it is perhaps the most useful to the
student of all the thousands that
have been examined and described
by observers of volcanic phe-
nomena.

It is characteristic of this most
amiable of volcanoes that of late
years it has been in many frequent
slight eruptions. The greater num-
ber of craters lie sleeping for hun-
dreds or perhaps thousands of
years, until they break forth with
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a fury that sends desolation to the
country for miles from the point
where the discharge takes place.
But Vesuvius, which in its early
years was given to furious storms,
such as that which overwhelmed
Herculaneum and Pompeii eight-
een centuries ago has now be-
come so mild-mannered that men
“till their vineyards in a fearless
way on the slopes which lead up
to the crater.

It was my good fortune, about
fifteen years ago, on one of several
visits to Vesuvms, to find it in an
excellent state for inquiry, which
showed me more of what goes on
in an eruption, and led to a better
insight into the nature of the work
than has often been seen by the
geologist.  There was a slight
eruption in progress during The
night; from the windows of my
Iodamo‘ in Naples I could sec the
successive puffs of fire from the
crater coming regularly, several
each minute. = On the followi ing
morning there was a strong north-
erly wind blowing, which made me
hope it would be possible to ap-
proach the edge of the opening
without danger from falling stones.

Climbing “the long way which
leads from the raxlwav station on
the shores of the bay, through the
gardens, villages, and vmeyards, I
came at 1en0t11 to the observatcry
which has been established on the
border of the area which is reason-
ably safe in times of trouble.
Here I learned that the instru-
ments which show the tremblings
of the earth, the small earthqual\es
which are not perceived by our
bodies, indicated that the cone was
in a state of constant trembling.
The observers who watch this
apparatus thought it likely that
some time durmcr the dav the cone
would be blown : away in a violcnt
eruption, such as now and then
sends the upper part of this and
many other volcanoes flying into

bits before the fierce blast of the
escaping vapours.

My sway lay across a wide ficld
of lava and cinders to the place
where the steep slope of the upper
cone rose to the level where the
crater was bombarding the sky
with the rapidity of a well-served
cannon. The climb up this cone,
composed of the bits of lava which
had been blown into the air and
had fallen dewn again to the earth,
was very laborious. The slope
was as steep as a house roof. It
took three steps to gain each foot
in height. Now and then a
stronger blast from the crater
would shake the heap, so that it
was hard to keep the ground that
had been gained. It took a long
hour to win the height of four or
five hundred feet.

Creeping to the sharp edge of
the crater, and peering cautiously
into the cavity, I saw into the very
mouth of the volcano. The cup-
shaped depression was about three
hundred feet in diameter, and per-
haps half that depth; it passed
downward into a well-like pipe,
perhaps sixty feet across. The
lower part of the pit was, even in
the bright sunlight, evidently red-
hot. - The sides of the pipe were
white-hot.  On this lower part of
the pit, which shone like the eye of
a furnace, a mass of very fluid lava
was lashing up and down, now
rising until it filled the bottom of
the basin with its fiery tide, again
sinking until it was out of sight.

Each time the lava rose up into
the basin it swelled quickly in its
middle part, and in the twinkling
of an eye it was broken by an ex-
plosion of such violence that a
quantity of the fluid rock was
tossed in fragments high into the
air.  As this sped upward and
downward, it had a chance partly
to cool, so that as it fell on the
edge of the cone opposite to where
I was the roar of its striking was
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very suggcstive of what would
happen if the wind should die away.

Although the circumstances were
such as made it hard to observe
closely, I had no difficulty in see-
ing that the vapour which blew out
at cach explosion was steam. As
it came forth, it was of the steel-
blue colour which we see just
where the steam comes from the
safety-valve of a very hot boiler.
As it rose in the crater it soon be-
came white, and as it whirled
around me it had the well-known
odour of steam, mingled with that
of sulphur. In a word, it was evi-
dent that it was the vapour of
water which was the cause of the
explosions.

After I had watched this fascin-
ating scene for about half an hour,
with much inconvenience from the
heat of the earth and from the
shaking of the ground on which I
lay, the explosions, which were at
first at the rate of three or four
cach minute, became more and
more frequent and violent, and the
strong wind began to die away, so
that a speedy retreat was necessary
to escape the bits of lava, which
were now falling heavily. Look-
ing back from the base of the cone,
I noted that the explosions came
faster and faster, so that it sounded
as a continuous roar. It was just
as when a locomotive starts on its
journey. At the outset we can
count the puffs; as the cylinders
move faster and faster the escape
sounds perfectly continuous.

From the base of the cinder cone
there flowed out a small lava
stream.  This lava was evidently
full of steam, which poured forth
from all parts of the surface. This
is seen in all eruptions. Clouds of
steam hung over the streams of
lava. They are often visible ten
miles or more away from the cur-
rent of molten rock. In a great
eruption the steam given forth
from the crater often forms, as it
condenses, into rains, that fali in

fearful torrents about the cone. It
is evident, in a word, that the ex-
plosions of volcanoes are formed
by the escape of the vapour of
water. They are, indeed, like the
explosions of boilers. :

The question mow arises as t
the way in which this steam gets
into the lava. This we can decide
by a simple bit of study of the
facts. Taking a map which shows
the positions of several hundred
active volcanoes, we find at once
that they are all situated on the
sea floor, from which they rise to
form islands on its surface; or,
when they are on the continents,
they are never more than two hun-
dred and fifty miles from the ocean.
This shows that the activity of a
volcano is, in some way, related to
the sea-water. The only way in
which we have been able to reason-
ably conceive of the sea bringing
about volcanic explosions will now
be described.

On the sea floor there is a con-
stant laying down of sediments—
limestones, sandstones, etc. We
know by the parts of the old sea
floor that have been uplifted into
dry lands that such beds have been
formed, to the thickness in all of
one to two hundred thousand fcet.
These beds are made of small bits
of rocky matter and fragments of
dead animals and plants. These
bits do not fit closely together,
and the interspaces are filled with
sea-water, so that as much as one-
twelfth of the rock is usually made
up of the fluid in which it was
formed. As the ages go on, these
beds, with the water which they
hold, are buried deeper and deeper
by the newer rocks which are laid
down upon them, until it may be
that they are thus brought to lie
twenty miles or more below the
surface of the solid earth.

Next let us sec as to the heat to
which these rocks, with their im-
prisoned water, are exposed. We
know from a great number of
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studies which have been made in
mines that for each mile we go
downward in the earth there is an
increase in heat, differing a good
deal in different places, but on the
average amounting to about one
hundred degrees. Therefore, at
the depth of twenty miles the im-
prisoned water would have a tem-
perature of about two thousand
degrees. In other words, it would
be about as hot as the melted iron
that comes from the blast-furnace.
Thus heated, the water of the tiny
cells of the rock would tend to ex-
plode with something like the in-
tensity of gunpowder when it was
fired; but as it is sealed in by the
great thickness of the rock above,
it cannot burst into vapour—just
as in the steam-boiler the water
stays as a fluid even when it is
heated twice as hot as it needs be
to become steam when it is not
confined..

Let us now suppose that a rift,
or, as geologists call it, a fault, is
formed in the rocks leading from
the surface downward to the level
where this very explosive water
lies. We can readily fancy that at
once the fluid would flash into
steam; and as this occurred in the
myriads of little cavities in the
rocks, which were so heated that
they tended to become melted,
great quantities of the beds would
forced along with the escaping
steam in the form of lava. We see
also that this would account for
the fact that when the lava comes
to the surface of the earth it is
commonly filled with steam.
When it rises quickly to the air,
it is blown to fine dust by the ex-
panding vapour; or if it does not
fly to pieces, the little bits of water
expand into bubbles, forming
pumice or lava, so full of little
cavities that it will float on the
water like cork.

This view as to the origin of
volcanoes, although it would not
be accepted by all the students of

these strange features of the earth,
seems most probable, for the rea-
son that it accounts for the fact
that all the seats of present volcanic
activity are on the floor of the
seas or near their borders, and
that the extinct volcanoes which
we have had a chance to study lost
their activity at a time when, by
the changes in the shape of the
land, the sea was moved away
from the region where they were
found. "We easily perceive that it
is only where, as in the sea, beds
are being laid down, one on top
of another, that the heat is rising
in the rocks, and the water in their
crevices becoming hotter; beneath
the land the rocks are always be-
coming less heated, so that the
water which they contain is con-
stantly cooling down.

I have spoken of the water con-
tained in the very heated rocks as
if it remained in the state of fluid.
It is likely that, when in its very
hot state, it may be changed into
its gases, oxygen and hydrogen, of
which it is composed, and that
these gases would again become
the vapour of water as they rose
toward the surface and were some-
what cooled. This and other mat-
ters of chemical detail which go on
in the wonderful laboratory of the
under-carth do not hinder our be-
lieving that volcanoes are due to
the escape of the water which is
constantly being buried in the
rocks as they are built.  So large
is the amount of this water which
lies thus buried that probably it
amounts to somewhere near as
much as is held in all the seas.
Were it not for the return of the
buried fluid through the volcanoes,
the oceans would doubtless be
much smaller than they are. They
might, indeed, have long since dis-
appeared in the crevices of the
earth.

Our own experience of climbing
Vesuvius differs somewhat from
that of Professor Shaler, as above
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recorded, in Harper’s Round Table.
Night after night, like the red
eye of Cyclops, burned the dull
fire of the mountain.  But all day
long the mysterious column of
white smoke ascends— solemn
and slow as erst from Ararat” the
smoke of the patriarcl’s sacrifice.

After an hour’s drive we reached
Resina, a village at the foot of the
mountain. Making a bargain with
the chief of the guides, we were
soon mounted, with the aid of
much officious assistance, on good
stout horses. Through the stone-
paved streets of the little town we
clattered, and soon began to climb
the mountain, between Iuxuriant
vineyards and fig and almond
orchards growing upon the fertile
volcanic soil.  Our train was soon
increased by four hangers-on, be-
sides the guide.  They well de-
served this name, in its most literal
sense, for they would catch hold
of our horses’ tails, and so for part
of the way we helped them instead
of their helping us. At length
the road became so steep that
horses could no longer climb, and
we were forced to dismount.

Now the use of the guides whom
our horses had dragged up became
apparent. It was their turn to
drag us up. One stout fellow tied
a leather strap to a stick and gave
ime the stick, which I held with
both hands while he took the other
end of the strap over his shoulder,
and another guide pushed me up
from behind. Between the two,
by scrambling in zig-zags up the
mountain’s side—the most fatigu-
ing climb I ever had in my life,~—I
at last reached the top and stood
on the edge of the crater. The
weird grandeur of the sight well
repaid the toil of the ascent. A
crumbling ledge of rock ran round
the summit, sloping suddenly down
to a large irregular depression
which was covered, and floored as
it were, with black lava, which had
cooled and hardened, retaining the

form in which it had boiled up
and flowed forth. This floor was
studded with a number of smaller
cones from which gas and steam
were escaping with a violent hiss-
ing noise. Among them was one
very much larger than the others
—the active crater—{rom which
issued the most frightful bellow-
ings.  About every two minutes
came a violent explosion, and a
large quantity of stones and scoria
were thrown high in the air, and
fell back into the fiery throat of
this tremendous furnace. The
general appearance of the scene is
shown in the accompanying small
engraving.

“Do you wish to go down into
the crater ?” asked our guides.

CRATER OF MOUNT VESUVIUS.

“ Of course we do, that is what
we came for,” was the answer.
Then they haggled for an extra
three francs apiece. At length we
scrambled down the steep and
crumbling wall amid almost suffo-
cating sulphurous fumes, and
clambered over the tortured and
uneven lava floor. Through
numerous cracks and crevices
steam and gas were escaping; the
rocks were stained yellow, red, and
purple with the sulphur incrusta-
tions, and I could feel the heat
through the thick soles of my
boots. In many of the crevices
the rock was seen to be red-lot,
and when I thrust in my staff it
suddenly caught fire, Soon one
of the guides gave a loud cry, and
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called us to see the molten lava
which we found boiling up through
the black floor, and flowing along
in a thick, viscid stream, like tar,
only of a fiery colour. The heat
was great, but I could approach so
as to take some of it on the end of
my staff, and press into it some
copper coins which I had in my
pocket, having first been shown
how by the guides. When the
lava cooled these were firmly im-
bedded, and I brought them away
as souvenirs of the occasion.

My guide climbed a small cone
and broke off the top with his
staff.  Instantly, with a violent
noise, a jet of steam escaped,
throwing fragments of rock into
the air. As may be imagined, I
hurried down as fast as possible.

I should have liked very much to
have looked down into the active
crater; but it was quite unsafe, so
frequent were the showers of fail-
ing stones; vet the guides offered
to take us sup for 300 francs. I
suspect, however, it was mere
bravado on their part. From the
summit we had a magnificent view
of the distant city and beautiful bay
with the wide sweep of its sickle-
shaped shore.  After luncheon on
the mountain top, part of which
consisted of eggs cooked by the
natural heat of this great furnace,
we descended much more rapidly
than we went up. All we had to
do was to lift our feet well out of
the cinders and down we went
with tremendous strides.

MISSIONS.

BY BISHOP C.

We have before us the most
stupendous enterprise that ever
was presented to human minds,
the conversion of the world to God.
The proposition we make is no less
than this, to put our holy Chris-
tianity into the place of every false
religion in this world; to put the
Bible into the place of its Vedas,
its Shastas, its Confucian books,
its Koran; to supplant the teach-
ings of these false religions by the
Lord’s Prayer, the Sermon on the
Mount, the Doxology of the
Church of God. That is a great
enterprise, and it is well for us to
sit down, once in a while, and
consider it, think about it, look at
the difficulties in the way, and pon-
der the Dbest means to arouse the
Church to the requisite enthusiasm
to accomplish it.  That it will be

* An address delivered at the Chantanqua
Assembly, August 2nd, 1897.

C. M‘CABE.*¥

done is not to be questioned by
the Christian that believes the
Bible, by the Christian that utters
the Lord's Prayver, by the Christian
that says the Creed from his heart,
sings the Doxology from his heart.

1f I could have my way, I would
change the very Creed of Christen-
dom. I would put a sentence in
it that is not there now, though
there by implication.  After we
have stated our faith in the doc-
trines of the Gospel, I would like
to have the children utter this sen-
tence, ““ I believe in the conversion
of the world to God.” I think
that would add to the Creed and
make it perfect.

Says Dr. Richard Storrs, “ Keep
before the minds of the children a
kingdom of heaven coextensive
with all the earth” It would be
a grand thing if the Church would
learn that to-day, to teach the chil-
dren that there is no doubt what-
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ever that we shall accomplish this
grand result, and bring the world
into the kingdom of Christ.

I believe that we are leagued in
a glorious compact with the saints
of all ages to bring this world to
Christ, and that failure is out of
the question; and just as sure as
the sun shines, so sure there will
come a time when there will be no
reed for a man to say to his neigh-
bour, Know the Lord, but all
chall know Him, from the least
unto the greatest; that there will
come a time when they shall beat
their swords into ploughshares,
and their spears into pruning
hooks, and the nations shall learn
war no more; that there will come
a time when there shall be noth-
ing to hurt and nothing to
destroy in all God’s moun-
tain, for the glory of God shall
fill the earth as the waters cover
the sea. That is just the kind of
faith that the Church needs.

A rich woman in Boston once
said that the only objection she had
to the Methodist Church was that it
took up too many collections. And
that is a valid objection in the
minds of a great many people.
If T had been there I would have
whispered to her, the only objec-
tion I have to it is that it does not
take up enough collections. 1If I
liad my way, it would take a collec-
tion every morning at the family
altar, and everybody give at least a
penny every day to the cause of
missions; to pile up ten and a half
millions of dollars in a single year,
and hire a great Cunarder steamer
and put her in the bay af San
Francisco, and put two thousand
missionaries on her; and leave on:
Conference in Japan, and another
one in China, and another one in
India, and another one in Africa.
And then we would come round
and march a whole Conference in-
to Italy.

But now we have a new obstacle
in the way, something that it seems

to me that we have never had be-
fore, and that is the opposition of
the secular press. Not only have
we this inertia in the Church to
overcome, but we have to over-
come the opposition of the secular
press, which strangely enough,
since these riots and massacres
have occurred in foreign lands,
have taken the ground that mis-
sionaries are stirring up the world,
and that they are making a great
deal of trouble. The Washington
Post led off in this, and in a strong
article recommended to our Gov-
ernment that the protection of the
Government should be withdrawn
from missionaries unless they
should consent to come out of
these countries and leave these
people alone who are satisfied to
live their own religion. Then
other papers took it up. The New
York Worlc, ever on the alert, sent
a reporter to Mr. Maxim—the in-
ventor of the Maxim gun, which
will kill a thousand men a minute,
to have him give his opinion ahout
foreign missions; and Mr. Maxim
sat down and wrote a four-column
article in opposition to missions,
taking the same ground : that un-
less these missionaries should come
away from their posts, and allow
those people to remain in the en-
joyment of their religion without
molestation, that the protection of
the Government should be with-
drawn from them. These men
have not read history to any good
advantage. If it had not been for
foreign missions there would not
have been any newspapers in this
country, or any other country, to
lxave opposed foreign missions, and
there would not have been any edi-
tors to write against them.

When Paul saw that vision and
heard that voice, ¢ Come over into
Macedonia and help us,” he took
Silas with him and started. What
was Europe then ? It was full of
pagans, from end to end, and not
a Christian in it. But Paul obeyed
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the heavenly vision, and went. He
did not have any editors there to
advise him not to go, and if there
had been a thousand of them he
would have gone just the same.
Thank God he went to Macedonia.
He preached his first sermon in
Philippi, and got into gaol the first
night.  There are a great many
now, that, had they been there,
would have said, served him right;
just as they say now when a mis-
sionary is killed.  When there is
a massacre, and a great conflagra-
tion of missionary progperty, they
have actually said, * Served those
fanatics right, let them come away
and leave those people alone in the
enjoyment of a religion with which
they are satisfied”  But Paul was
not dismayed by getting into gaol.
He was in more gaols than many
atramp. For my part, I am glad
that he went to gaol, for if he had
not gone mto gaol, he never would
have had time to write his wonder-
ful episties, and we never would
have had them if it had not heen
for the fact of his enforced leisure
in prison.

That was the beginning. The
beginning of what ? What do you
see in this first effort of Paul and
Silas at Philippi ? If you look at
it as you would look at a scientific
fact, you would see this—the be-
ginning of Christian civilization as
we have it now in Europe and
America.  If it had not been for
Paul’s obedience to the heavenly
vision, Europe would have re-
mained in paganism. We have
long had to bear the opposition of
literary men in our endeavour to
bring the world to Christ.

Why is it that people say Sun-
day, Monday, Tuesday, Wednes-
day, Thursday, Friday, Saturday,
and forget that they are all the
names of heathen divinities,
and that in those days our
ancestors worshipped their idol
gods? I have stood on the
grave of Woden, myself, and

on the grave of Thor, that
the Scandinavians used to worship.
They are dead now, and their
graves are in Sweden.  As I stood
upon those graves I thought of the
past, and [ realized as never be-
fore what we owe to Christian mis-
sions,

A newspaper reporter inter-
viewed the Ambassador of China
about missions, and the interview
was sent to me for my opinion on
it.  The newspaper man said to
him, “ What do you think of mis-
sions in China ?” The Ambassa-~
dor answered, “They are doing
good. They have hospitais; they
are doing good in those hospitals.
They have orphanages; they are
doing good in those orphanages.”
* But,” said the interviewer, “they
expect to convert China, What
do you think about that ?”  And
the Ambassador smiled, and said :
“Think of our venerable customs,
think how venerable our religion
is, think of our vast numbers, and
then think of these few mission-
aries attempting to convert China.”
He smiled at it, and thought it a
thing utterly absurd. Well, the
newspaper wanted to know my
opinion of the matter, and my an-
swer was this : Take for instance
that venerable custom of feet-
binding; let us think of that. Does
the Ambassador of China want that
to continue, where they take little
girls, three or four years old, break
the bones of their toes and tie them
under their feet, and bind them so
that they will never grow any
more ? That is a venerable cus-
tom. Does the Ambassador of
China want that venerable custom
to continue ? By the grace of’God
we will sweep it all awzy. There
are twenty millions of children in
China that are treated that way, all
the time, and I have got so stirred
up over it that I am going to have
an orphanage myself.

To my mind there never was
such a glorious time as now.
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Wars and rumours of wars we
have on cvery side. But God is
moving before the Cliurch, break-
ing down the gates of brass and
bursting in sunder the bars of iron,
and leading us into lands we could
not get into a few years ago.
Thirty-five years ago you would
not dare plant a mission in Austria,
and you would not dare preach the
Gospel anywhere in that country.
Thirty-five years ago you could
not get into France with your mis-
sions, but to-day one hundred and
twenty preaching places exist in
Paris alone. And I have visited
some of them. What a joy to
visit the McAIll Aissions in the
city of Paris, and r»alize that they
have all been planted within the
last few years; to go from mission
to mission and hear them sing in
French, “ Rock of Ages, Cleft for
Me,” and “Jesus, Lover of my
Soul” Thousands of men and
women attend these meetings
every night. They were founded,
as you well know, by a Scotch
Presbyterian, but they have had an
everlasting  protracted meeting
there ever since they were founded.

Thirty-five years ago you could
not get into Italy at all
would stop vou at the gate, and if
you had a five-cent Testament in
your valise they would take it out
and keep it until you came back,
and then give it to you again.
But now there is a great building,
five stories high, a hundred and
fifty-five feet long and ninety-five
broad, and it has in it one hundred
and forty-six different rooms—one
room will seat a great congrega-
tion of six hundred people. We
have a boys’ school in it that has
among its scholars four of the
grandsons of the illustrious Gari-
baldi. T hope they will make a
Methodist preacher out of every
one of them. I would like to have
a Methodist preacher named Gari-
baldi presiding elder of Florence,

They -

and then send word to Savonarola
somewhere in heaven that a Meth-
odist preacher was preaching the
Gospel in Fiorence. We can get
into it now.

Thirty-five years ago you could
not get into Mexico, but now you
can.  We have a hundred and
thirty-eight churches there, our-
selves, and the South branch of
Methodism has a great many
more. Thirty-five years ago you
could not preach a sermon any-
where in Mexico without being
arrested.  But that glorious man,
Diaz, who five times has been
elected president of the Republic in
opposition to the mandates of the
priesthood, that man says to our
missionaries, “ Bring more, build
more schools, build more churches,
come on with your Christianizing
and your educating influences.
‘We need them in Mexico.” And
he lends us all the power of his
influence to help us in our work.
Don't you think these are bright-
ening days ? Then there are the
South American Republics, we can
get into almost every one of them.
So that all over the earth the skies
are brightening, and we want to
lift up our hearts and rejoice, for
the day of our redemption draweth
near.

We need money, and that is
about the only thing now that we
do need. I never make an
apology for mentioning money.
To me it is a sacred thing, when I
think how much money will do.
Bishop Thoburn told me that this
great revival in India, which has
attracted the attention of Christen-
dom, can be traced directly to the
influence of the Goucher schools,
which are turning out class after
class of converted and educated
native young men and young wo-
men.  Is not that a blessed thing?
I do not believe it is as hard to
get money as some people think.
A touch of Divine power will

Yo mE e s —
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sometimes make the money flow
as the water flowed when Moses
struck the flinty rock.

God be praised. He is doing
some things with our help: He is
doing others without our help. To
me the outlook is simply glorious.
I am sixty-one years old now, al-
most. and I suppose in the course
of nature my battles will be over
by-and-bye. But I feel this morn-
ing like old Shaftesbury, when he
was lying on his dying bed. He
caid, *hough he was dying in the
full view of heaven, “ I can hardly

bear to leave the world so full of
sin and misery; I would rather
wait awhile and help to make it
better, and to preach the Gospel
to the mnations of the earth™
Friends, let us consecrate ourselves
anew to-day to this holy work. In
the pulpit, at the fanuly altar, in
the Sunday-school, in the prayer-
meeting, everywhere, let us plead
with them to take an interest in the
cause for which the Son of God
laid down His precious life on Cal-
vary.

IN HIS

STEPS.

BY CHARLES M. SHELDON.
Author of * The Crucifixion of Phillip Strong."

CHAPRTER II--Continued.

Svnday morning dawned again
on Raymond, and Henry Max-
well's church was again crowded.
Before the service began, Edward
Norman attracted general atten-
tion. He sat guietly in his usual
place about three seats from the
pulpit. The News, containing the
statement of the discontinuance of
its Sunday edition, had been read
by nearly every man in the house.
The announcement had been ex-
pressed in such remarkable lan-
guage that every reader was struck
by it.  No such series of distinct
sensations had ever disturbed the
usual business custom of Ray-
mond.

The events connected with The
News were not all.  People were
eagerly talking about the strange
things done during the week by
Alexander Powers at the railroad
shops, and by Milton Wright in
his stores on the avenue. The
service progressed upon a distinct
wave of excitement in the pews.
Henry Maxwell faced it all with a

calmness which indicated a
strength and purpose more than
usual. His prayers were very
helpful.  His sermon was not so
casy to describe. How would a
minister be apt to preach to his
people if he came before them
after an entire week of eager ask-
ing, “ How would Jesus preach ?
What would He probably say ?”
It is very certain that Henryv Max-
well did not preach as he had
done two Sundays before. Tues-
day of the past week he had stood
by the grave of the dead stranger
and said the words, “ Earth to
carth, ashes to ashes, dust to dust,”
and still he was moved by the spirit
of a deeper impulse than he could
measure as he thought of his peo-
ple and ycarned for the Christ mes-
sage when he should be in his pul-
pit again.

Now that Sunday had come and
the people were there to hear, what
would the Master tell them ? He
agonized over his preparation for
them and yet he knew he had not
been able to- fit his message into
his ideal of tne Christ. Neverthe-
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less no one in the First Church
could remember hearing such a
sermon before.  There was in it
rebuke for sin, especially hypocrisy.
There was definite rebuke of the
greed of wealth and the selfishness
of fashion, two things that Iirst
Church never heard rebuked this
way before, and there was a love
of his people that gathered new
force as the sermon went on.
When it was finished there were
those who were saying in their
hearts, “ The Spirit moved that
sermon.”  And they were right.

Then Rachel Winslow rose to
sing. This time, after the sermon,
by Henry Maxwell's request.
Rachel's singing did not provoke
applause this time.  What deeper
feeling carried people’s hearts into
a reverent silence and tenderncss
of thought ? Rachel was beauti-
ful. DBut the consciousness of her
remarkable loveliness had always
marred her singing with those who
had the deepest spiritual feeling.
It had also marred her rendering of
certain kinds of music with her-
self. To-day this was all gone.
There was no lack of power in her
grand voice. But there was an
actual added element of humility
and purity which the audience
strictly felt and bowed to.

Before the service closed, Henry
Maxwell asked those who had re-
mained the week before to stay
again for a few moments for con-
sultation, and any others who were
willing to malke the pledge taken at
that time. When he was at liberty
he went into the lecture-room. To
his astonishment it was almost
filled. This time a large propor-
tion of young people had come.
But among them were a few busi-
ness men aund officers of the
church.

As before, Henry Maxwell asked
them to pray with him. And as
before a distinct answer came in
the presence of the Divine Spirit.
There was no doubt in the minds

of any one present that what they
proposed to do was so clearly in
line with the Divine will, that a
blessing rested on it in a very
special manner,

They remained some time to ask
questions and ‘consult togethcr.
There was a feeling of fellowship
such as they had never known in
their church membership. Ed-
ward Norman's action was well
understood by them all, and he an-
swered scveral questions.

“What will he the probable re-
sult of your discontinuance of the
Sunday paper ?” asked Alexander
Powers who sat next to him.

“1 don’t know yet. I presume
it will result in a falling off of sub-
scriptions and advertisements, I
anticipate that.”

** Do you have any doubts about
your action > I mean do you re-
gret it or fear it is not what Jesus
would do ?” asked Henry Maxwell.

* Not in the least. But I would
like to ask, for my own satisfac-
tion, if any one of you here thinks
Jesus would issue a Sunday morn-
ing paper

No omne spoke for a minute.
Then Jasper Chase said, “ We
scem to think alike on that, but I
have been puzzled several times
during the week to know just what
He would do. 1t is not always
an easy question to answer.”

“1I find that trouble,” said Vir-
ginia Page.  She sat by Rachel
Winslow.  Every one who knew
Virginia Page was wondering how
she would succeed in keeping her
promise. .

“I think perhaps I find it
specially  difficult to answer the
question on account of my money.
Jesus never owned any property,
and there is nothing in His ex-
ample to guide me in the use of
mine. I am studying and pray-
ing. I think I see clearly a part
of what He would do, but not all.
‘What would Jesus do with a mil-
lion dollars ? is my question really.




In His Steps. 65

1 confess that I am not yet able to
answer it to my satisfaction.”

“]1 could tell you what to do
with a part of it,” said Rgchel, turn-
ing her face towards Virginia.

“ That does not trouble me,” re-
plied Virginia with a slight smile.
“What I am trying to discover is
a principle of fesus that will en-
able me to come the nearest pos-
sible to His action as it ought to
influence the entire course of my
life so far as n.y wealth and its use
are concerned.”

“That will take time,” said
Henry Maxwell slowly. All the
rest in the room were thinking
hard of the same thing. Alilton
Wright told something of his ex-
perience. He was gradually work-
ing out a plan for his business re-
lations with ihs employees, and it
was opening up a new world to
him and them. A few of the
younger men told of special at-
tempts to answer the question.
There was almost general consent
over the fact that the application of
the Jesus spirit and practice to
everyday life was the serious
thing. It required a knowledge
of Him and an insight into His
motives that most of them did not
yet possess.

When they finally adjourned
after a silent prayer that marked
with growing power the Divine
Presence, they went away discuss-
ing earnestly their difficulties and
seeking light from one another.

Rachel Winslow and Virginia
Page went out together. Edward
Norman and Milton Wright be-
came so interested in their mutual
conference that they walked on
past Norman’s home and came
back together. Jasper Chase and
the President of the Endeavour
Society stood talking earnestly in
one corner of the room. Alex-
ander Powers and Henry Maxwell
remained even after all the others
had gone.

“T want you to come down to

b

the shops to-morrow and see my
plan and talk to the men. Some-
how 1 feel as if you could get
nearer to them than any one else
just now.”

“1 don’t know about that, but I
will come,” replied Henry Maxwell
a little sadly. How was he fitted
to stand before two or three hun-
dred working men and give them
a message ?  Yet in the moment
of his weakness, as he asked the
question, he rebuked himself for it.
What would Jesus do ? That was
an end to the discussion.

He went down the next day and
found Alexander Powers in his
office. It lacked a few minutes
of twelve and the Superintendent
said, “Come upstairs, and I’ll show
vou what I’ve been trying to do.”

They went through the machine
shops, climbed a long flight of
stairs, and entered a very large
empty room. It had once been
used by the company as a store-
room.

“Since making that promise a
week ago I have had a good many
things to think of,” said the Super-
intendent, “and among them is
this : Our company gives me the
use of this room and 1 am going to
fit it up with tables and a coffee
plant in the corner there where
those steam pipes are. My planis
to provide a good place where the
men can come up and eat their
noon lunch, and give them, two or
three times a week, the privilege
of a fifteen minutes’ talk on some
subject that will be a real help to
them in their lives.

Alaxwell looked surprised and
asked if the men would come for
any such purpose.

“Yes, they’ll come. After all,
I know the men pretty well. They
are among the most intelligent
workingmen in the country to-day.
But they are, as a whole, entirely
removed from all church influence.
I asked, ‘ What would Jesus do ?*
And among other things it seemed
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to me He would begin to act in
some way to add to the lives of
these men more physical and spiri-
tual comfort. It is a very little
thing, this room and what it repre-
sents, but I acted on the first im-
pulse to do the first thing that ap-
pealed to my good sense and I
want to work out this idea. I
want you to speak to the men when
they come up at noon. I have
asked them come up and see the
place and I'll tell them something
about it”

Henry Maxwell was ashamed to
say how uneasy he felt at being
asked to speak a few words to a
company of workingmen. How
could he spealk without notes, or to
such a crowd ? He was honestly
in a condition of genuine fright
over the prospect. He actually
felt afraid of facing these men.
He shrank from the ordeal of con-
fronting such a crowd, so different
from the Sunday audiences he was
familiar with.

There were half a dozen long
rude tables and benches in the
great room, and when the noon
whistle sounded the men poured
upstairs from the machine shop be-
low and seating themselves at the
tables began to eat their lunch.
There were perhaps three hundred
of them. They had read the
Superintendent's notice which he
had posted up in various places,
and came largely out of curiosity.

They were favourably impressed.
The room was large and airy, free
from smoke and dust and well
warmed from the stcam pipes.

About twenty minutes of one,
Alexander Powers told the men
what he had in mind. He spoke
very simply, like one who under-
stands thoroughly the character of
his audience, and then introduced
the Rev. Henrv Maxuwell, of the
First Church, his pastor, who had
consented to speak a few minutes.

Henry Maxwell will never for-
get the feelings with which for the

first time he confronted that grimy-
faced audience of workingmen.
Like hundreds of other ministers
he had never spoken to any
gathering except those made up of
people of his own class in the sense
that they were' familiar, in their
dress and education and habits, to
him.  This was a new world to
him, and nothing but his new rule
of conduct could have made pos-
sible his message and its effect.
He spoke on the subject of satis-
faction with life; what caused it;
what its real sources were. He
had the great good sense on this
first appearance not to recognize
the men as a class distinct irom
himself. He did not use the term
“workingmen,” and did not say a
word to suggest any difference be-
tween their lives and his own,

The men were pleased. A good
many of them shook hands with
him before going down to their
work, and Henry Maxwell, telling
it all to his wife when he reached
home, said that never in all his life
had he known the delight he then
felt in having a hand-shake from a
man of physical labour.  The day
marked an important one in his
Christian experience, more import-
ant than he knew. It was the be-
ginning of a fellowship between
him and the working world. It
was the first plank laid down to
help bridge the chasm between the
Church and labour in Raymond.

Alexander Powers went back to
his desk that afternoon much
pleased with his plan and seeing
much help in it for the men. He
knew where he could get some
good tables from an abandoned
eating-house at one of the stations
down the road, and he saw how the
coffee arrangement could be made
a very attractive feature. The mcen
had responded even better than he
anticipated and the whole thing
could not help being a great bene-
fit to them,

He took up the routine of his
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work with a glow of satisfaction.
After all, he wanted to do as Jesus
would, he said to himself.

It was nearly four o'clock when
he opened one of the company’s
leng envelopes which he supposed
contained orders for the purchas-
ing of stores. He ran over the
first page of type-written matter in
his usual quick, business-like man-
ner before he saw that he was
reading what was not intended for
his office but for the Superin-
tendent of the Freight Department.

He turned over a page me-
chanically, not meaning to read
what was not addressed to him,
but, before he knew it, he was in
possession of evidence which con-
clusively proved that the company
was engaged in a systematic viola-
tion of the Interstate Commerce
Laws of the United States. It
was as distinct and unequivocal
breaking of law as if a private citi-
zen should enter a house and rob
the inmates. The discrimination
shown in rebates was in total con-
tempt of all the statute.  Under
the laws of the State it was also a
distinct violation of certain pro-
visions recently passed by the
Legislature to prevent railroad
trusts. There was no question
that he held in his hand evidence
sufficient to convict the company
of wilful, intelligent violation of the
law of the Commission and the law
of the State also.

He dropped the papers on his
desk as if they were poison, and
instantly the question flashed
across his mind, ‘“ What would
Jesus do?” He tried to shut the
question out. He tried to reason
with himself by saying it was none
of his business. He had supposed
in a more or less indefinite way, as
did nearly all the officers of the
company, that this had been going
on right along in nearly all the
roads. He was not in a position,
owing to his place in the shops, to
prove anything direct, and he had

regarded it all as a matter which
did not concern him at all.  The
papers now before him revealed
the entire affair. They had through
some carelessness in the address
come into his hands.  What busi-
ness of his was it? If he saw a
man entering his neighbour’s house
to steal would it not be his duty to
inform the officers of the law ?
Was a railroad company such a
different thing, was it under a dif-
ferent rule of conduct, so that it
could rob the public and defy law
and be undisturbed because it was
such a great organization ? 'What
would Jesus do ?

Then there was his family. Of
course if he took any steps to in-
form the Commission it would
mean the loss of his position. His
wife and daughters had always en-
joved luxury and a good place in
society. It he came out against
this lawlessness as a witness it
would drag him into courts, his
motives would be misunderstood,
and the whole thing would end in
his disgrace and the loss of his
position.  Surely, it was none of
his business. He could easily get
the papers back to the Freight
Department and no one be the
wiser.  Let the iniquity go on.
Let the law be defied. What was
it to him? He would work out
his plans for bettering the con-
ditions just about him. What
more could a man do in this rail-
road business where there was so
much going on any way that made
it impossible to live by the Chris-
tian standard ? But what would
Jesus do if He knew the facts?
That was the question that con-
fronted Alexander Powers as the
day wore into evening.

The lights in the office had been
turned on.  The whir of the great
engine and the crash of the planer
in the big shop continued until six
o'clock.

Then the whistle blew, the en-
gines slowed down, the men
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dropped their tools and ran for tie
plock house.

Alexander Powers heard the
familiar click, click, of the blocks
as the men filed past the window
of the block house just outside.
He said to his clerks, “I’'m not
going yet. I have something ex-
tra to-night”  He waited until he
heard the last man deposit his
block. The men behind the block
case went out. The engineer and
his assistants had work for half an
hour, but they went out at another
door.

At seven o'clock that evening
any one who had looked into the
Superintendent’s office would have
scen an unusual sight. He was
kneeling down and his face was
buried in his hands as he bowed
his head upon the papers on his
desk.

CHAPTER IIL

¢ If any man cometh unto me, and hateth
not his own father, and mother, and wife,
and children, and brethren, and sisters, yea,
and his own life also, he cannot be my dis-
ciple.” * * * ¢ And whosoever forsaketh
not all that he hath, he cannot be my dis-
ciple.”

‘When Rachel Winslow and Vir-
ginia Page separated after the
meeting at the First Church on
Sunday, they agreed to continue
their conversation the next day.
Virginia asked Rachel to come and
lunch with her at noon, and Rachel
accordingly rang the bell at the
Page mansion about half-past
eleven, Virginia herself met her
and the two were soon talking
earnestly.

“The fact is,” Rachel was say-
ing, after they had been talking a
few minutes, “I cannot reconcile
it with my judgment of what He
would do. I cannot tell another
person what to do, but I feel that
I ought not to accept this offer.”

“What will you do, then "
asked Virginia with great interest.

“I don’t know yet. But I have
decided to refuse this offer.”

Rachel picked up a letter that
had been lying in her lap and ran
over its contents again. It was a
letter from the manager of a comic
opera, offering her a place with a
large travelling company for the
season. The salary was a very
large figure, and the prospect held
out by the manager was flattering.
He had heard Rachel sing that
Sunday morning when the stranger
had interrupted the service. He
had been much impressed. There
was money in that voice and it
ought to be used in comic opera,
so said the letter, and the manager
wanted a reply as soon as possible.

“There’s no virtue in saying
‘No’ to this offer when I have the

other ome,” Rachel went on
thoughtfully.  “That’s harder to
decide. But I've about made up

my mind. To tell the truth, Vir-
ginia, I’'m completely convinced in
the first case that Jesus would
never use any talent like a good
voice merely to make money. But
now take this concert offer. Here
is a reputable company to travel
with an impersonator and a
violinist and a male quartette. All
people of good reputation. I'm
asked to go as one of the company
and sing leading soprano. The
salary—I mentioned it, didn’t I P—
is to be guaranteed two hundred
dollars a month for the season.
But I don’t feel satisfied that Jesus
would go. What do you think ?”

“You mustn’t ask me to decide
for you,” replied Virginia with a
sad smile. “I believe Mr. Max-
well was right when he said we
must each one of us decide accord-
ing to the judgment we felt for
ourselves to be Christlike. I am
having a harder time than you are,
dear, to decide what He would do.”

“ Are you ? Rachel asked. She
rose and walked over to the win-
dow and looked out. Virginia




In His Steps. 69

came and stood by her. The
street was crowded with life and
the two young women looked at it
silently for a moment. _ Suddenly
Virginia broke out as Rachel had
never heard her before.

“ Rachel, what does all this con-
trast in conditions mean to you as
you ask this question of what
Jesus would do ? 1t maddens me
to think that the society in which
1 have been brought up, the same
to which we are both said to be-
leng, is satisfied year after year to
go on dressing and eating and
having a good time, giving and re-
ceiving entertainments, spending
its money on houses and luxurics,
and, occasionally, to ease its con-
science, donating, without any per-
sonal sacrifice, a little money to
charity. I have been educated, as
vou have, in one of the most ex-

pensive ‘schools of America.
Launched into society as an
heiress.  Supposed to be in a very

enviable position. I'm perfectly
well. I can travel or stay at home.
Icando as I please. I can gratify
almost any want or desire, and yet,
when I honestly try to imagine
Jesus living the life I have lived
and am expected to live, and doing
for the rest of my life what thou-
sands of other rich people do, I am
under condemnation for being one
of the most wicked, selfish, useless
creatures in the world. I have
not looked out of this window for
weeks without a feeling of horror
towards myself as I see the hu-
manity that ceaselessly pours by
this house.”

Virginia turned away and walked
up and down the room. Rathel
watched her and could not repress
the rising tide of her own growing
definition of discipleship. Of what
Christian use was her own talent
of song ? Was the best she could
do to sell her talent for so much a
month, go on a concert company’s
tour, dress beautifully, enjoy the
excitement of public applause and

]

gain a reputation as a great singer?
Woas that what Jesus would do ?

She was not morbid. She was
in sound health, was conscious of
great powers as a singer, and knew
that if she went out into public life
she could make a great deal of
money and become well known.
It is doubtful if she overestimated
her ability to accomplish all she
thought herself capable of.  And
Virginia—what she had just said
smote Rachel with great force be-
cause of the similar position in
which the two friends found them-
selves.

Lunch was announced and they
went out and were joined by
Virginia’s grandmother, Madam
Page, a handsome, stately woman
of sixty-five, and Virginia's
brother, Rollin, a young man who
spent most of his time at one of
the clubs and had no particular
ambition for anything, but a grow-
ing admiration for Rachel Win-
slow, and whenever she dined or
Junched at the Page mansion, if he
knew of it, he always planned to
be at home.

These three made up the Page
family. Virginia’s father had been
a banker and grain speculator.
Her mother had died ten years be-
fore. Her father within the past
year. The grandmother, a South-
ern woman in birth and training,
had all the traditions and feelings
that accompany the possession of
wealth and social standing that
have never been disturbed.  She
was a shrewd, careful, business wo-
man of more than average ability.
The family property and wealth
were invested, in large measure,
under her personal care. Vir-
ginia’s portion was, without any re-
striction, her own. She had been
trained by her father to under-
stand the ways of the business
world, and even the grandmother
had been compelled to acknow-
ledge the girl’s capacity for taking
care of her own money.
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Perhaps two persons could not
be found anywhere less capable of
understanding a girl like Virginia
than Madam Page and Rollin.
Rachel, who had known the family
since she was a girl playmate of
Virginia’s, could not help thinking
of what confronted Virginia in her
own home when she once decided
on the course which she honestly
believed Jesus would take. To-
day at lunch, as she recalled Vir-
ginia's outbreak in the front room,
she tried to picture the scene that
would at some time occur between
Madam Page and her grand-
daughter.

“T understand that you are go-
ing on the stage, Miss Winslow.
We shall all be delighted, I'm
sure,” said Rollin, during one of
the pauses in the conversation
which had not been animated.

“Who told you ? she asked.

“Oh ! we hear a thing or two
on the street.  Besides, every one
saw Crandall, the manager, at
church two weeks ago. He doesn’t
g0 to church to hear the preach-
ing. In fact, I know other people
who don’t either, not when there’s
something better to hear.”

“You're mistaken. I'm not go-
ing on the stage.”

“ It's a great pity. Youw’d make
a hit. Everybody is talking about
vour singing.”

This time Rachel flushed with
genuine anger.

Before she could say anything,
Virginia broke in.

“Whom do you mean by ‘every-
body’

“Whom ? I mean all the peo-
ple who hear Miss Winslow on
Sunday. What other time do they
hear her ? It’s a great pity, I say,
that the general public outside of
Raymond cannot hear her voice.”

“Let us talk about something
else,” said Rachel a little sharply.

“My dear, Rollin never could
pay an indirect compliment. He

is like his father in that. But we
are all curious to know something
of your plans. We claim the right
from old acquaintance, you know.
And Virginia had already told us
of your concert company offer.”

“ 1 supposed of course that was
public property,” said. Virginia,
smiling across the table. “ It was
in The News yesterday.”

“Yes, yes,” replied Rachel has-
tily.  “I understand that, Madam
Page. Well, Virginia and I have
been talking about it. I have de-
cided not to accept, and that is as
far as I have gone yet.”

Rachel was conscious of the fact
that the conversation had, up to
this point, been narrowing her
hesitation concerning the com-
pany’s offer down to a decision that
would absolutely satisfy her own
judgment of Jesus’ probable action.
It had been the last thing in the
world, however, that she had de-
sired, to nave her decision made in
any way so public as this. Some-
how, what Rollin Page had said,
and his manner in saying it, had
hastened her judgment in the
matter,

“Would you mind telling us,
Rachel, your reasons for refusing
the offer 7 It looks like a good
opportunity for a young girl like
you. Don't you think the general
public ought to hear you? I feel
like Rollin about that. A voice
like yours belongs to a larger au-
dience than Raymond and the
First Church.”

Rachel Winslow was naturalily a
girl of great reserve.  She shrank
from making her plans or her
thoughts public.  But with all her
repression there was possible in
her an occasional sudden breaking
out that was simply an impulsive,
thoughtful, frank, truthful expres-
sion of her most inner personal
feeling.  She spoke now in reply
to Madam Page in one of those
rare moments of unreserve that

RN IR




In His Steps. 71

added to the attractiveness of her
whole character.

“ I have no other reason than a
conviction that Jesus would do the
same thing,” she said, looking in
Madam Page’s eyes with a clear,
earnest gaze.

Madam Page turned red and
Rollin stared.  Before her grand-
mother could say anything, Vir-
ginia spoke.  Her rising colour
showed how she was stirred. Vir-
ginia's pale, clear complexion was
that of health, but it was gener-
ally in marked contrast to Rachel’s
tropical type of beauty.

* Grandmother, you know we
promised to make that the stand-
ard of our conduct for a year. Mr.
Maxwell’s proposition was plain to
all who heard it. We have not
been able to arrive at our de-
cisions very rapidly.  The diffi-
culty in knowing what Jesus would
do has perplexed Rachel and me a
good deal”

“QOf course, I understand Mr.
Maxwell’s statement. It is per-
fectly impracticable to put it into
practice. I felt confident at the
time that those who promised
would find it out after a trial and
abandon it as visionary and ab-
surd. I have nothing to say about
Miss Winslow’s affairs, but—" (she
paused and continued with a
sharpness that was new to Rachél),
“T hope you have no foolish
notions in this matter, Virginia.”

“I have a great many notions,”
replied Virginia quietly. “ But
whether they are foolish or not de-
pends upon my right understand-
ing of what He would do. As
scon as I find out, I shall do it.”

“ Excuse me, ladies,” said Rollin
rising from the table. * The con-
versation is getting beyond my
depth. T shall retire to the library
for a cigar.”

He went out of the dining-room
and there was silence for a mo-
ment.  Madam Page waited until
the servant had brought in some-

thing and then asked her to go
out. She was angry and her anger
was formidable, although checked
in some measure by the presence
of Rachel.

“I am older by several years
than you, young ladies,” she said,
and her traditional type of bearing
seemed to Rachel to rise up like a
great frozen wall between her and
every conception of Jesus as a
sacrifice.  “ What you have pro-
miised, in a spirit of false emotion,
1 presume, is impossible of per-
formance.”

“Do you mean, grandmother,
that we cannot possibly act as
Jesus would, or do you mean that
if we try to, we shall offend the
customs and prejudices of so-
ciety ?* asked Virginia.

“Tt is not required ! It is not
necessary !  Besides how can you
act with any—"

Madam Page paused, broke off
her sentence, and then turned to
Rachel.

“ What will your mother say to
your decision ? My dear, is it not
foolish ?  What do you expect to
do with your voice, anyway ”

“1 don’t know what mother will
say yet,” Rachel answered, with a
great shrinking from trying to give
her mother’s probable answer. Ii
there was a woman in all Raymond
with great ambitions for her
daughter’s success as a singer, Mrs.
Winslow was that woman.

“ Oh, you will see it in a differ-
ent light after wise thought of it.
My dear,” continued Madam Page,
rising from the table, “you will
live to regret it if you do not ac-
cept the concert company’s offer or
something like it.”

Rachel said something that con-
tained a hint of the struggle she
was still having. And after a
little she went away, feeling that
her departure was to be followed
by a painful conversation between
Virginia and her grandmother.
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CHAPTER XVIIL

DRASTIC REFORMS.

Stephen Grainger’s position was
now assured on the Trethyn es-
tates, and his influence paramount.
In course of time the dead heir
came to be regarded only as a
sweet but sad memory to the
parishioners. Not so, however,
with the almost broken-hearted
Rhoda. Though everyone else
either forgot or thought but lightly
of the unfortunate Edward, Rhoda
could never forget him. As the
time went by she only thought of
him more and more, and lingered
lovingly, though sadly, upon the
memory of him who had plighted
his troth to her, but who never-
more would whisper to her words
of love and hope. Without a
bridal day, she must now forever
live lonely and sad as a widow in
weeds. Not for her henceforth
would there ever be light or hope.
Others might yet hope, though for
the time their hopes were withered
all and dead. Night and day her
mind dwelt upon her sorrow, until
her already feeble state of health
grew feebler still, and she went
about as one marked for the grave.

While Rhoda’s health declined
Stephen Grainger’s health and
spirits grew, and his influence and
power in Trethyn greatly in-
creased. And Stephen Grainger
made his power felt and respected,
at least outwardly so and in re-
spect to servile obedience ; there
was not a corner of the parish, not
a home, not a colliery, not a place
where the terrible importance of
his person and office was not

realized, and realized with mis-
giving and fear.

Soon poor William Tucker had
to go, and almost immediately his
cottage was tenanted and his place
filled by another, a new gardener
after the agent’s own heart.

Most of the heir’s tine was
spent in London. Trethyn was
too quiet for him; there was not
sufficient bustle and stir, and he
could not bear the humdrum exist-
ence of his inheritance. His calls
for money came often, very much
oftener than the agent liked, for he
had to be continually resorting to
various devices to raise the large
sums demanded, which by no
means were always easy or plea-
sant measures to him. . At length
Stephen Grainger’s spirit revolted
against these exactions, and his
patience was exhausted. He de-
termined to go up to London and
see Mr. Arthur Bourne, and to tell
iim plainly that he was going the
way to ruin the estate; that no es-
tate could stand the continual
drain upon its income which he
was continually imposing on
Trethyn. Accordingly he went up
to London, and after much dodg-
ing and hunting, he managed to
catch the heir of Trethyn one night
just as he was going into his club.

“Well, Steve, my old fellow,”
exclaimed Mr. Arthur Bourne on
beholding him, “and what brings
you here ?”

The agent’s face was grave and
his manner serious.

“T've come to have a little pri-
vate conversation with you,
Arthur,” he replied.

“Now, look here, Steve” ex-
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claimed the heir; “I can see by
your face that you’ve come here
on business, on that Trethyn busi-
ness, and I tell you plainly I don’t
want to have anything to do with
it. 'What do I understand about
business ? I understand more
about—"

What he might have said was
effectually silenced by the agent’s
hand suddenly covering his mouth.

“ When will you learn to be dis-
creet?” whispered the agent, testily.

“ Never, I fear,” answered Mr.
Arthur Bourne; “but look here.
I say I know nothing of business,
nor don’t want to be bothered with
it. I am quite satisfied to trust
you. What more do you want ?”

“Shall we walk along a little
way P suggested the agent.

“ We’'ll have a hansom, and go
to my diggings,” said the heir.
“ 1 want some money, and you can
give it me there, or write me a
cheque, and, Steve, don’t you be
amazed at the sum.”

“It is this continual drain for
money,” said the agent, as they
rattled along in the hansom,
“that I’ve come up here about.
Arthur, this cannot go on much
longer. You're spending fabulous
amounts, and I’m almost afraid to
look into the proper state of affairs,
I don’t know what you'll do when
Lady Trethyn dies. I heard to-
day that she was sinking fast.
When she’s gone the whole affair
will be in your own hands—"

“Is she so far gone ?” eagerly
interrupted the heir.

“She’s very ill indeed. They've
had Doctor Shearer in, and he
gives her only a few weeks at the
most to live”

“Ah, well,” exclaimed the heir,
“we all have to go when our turn
comes, and I suppose hers is com-
ing just a little sooner. It was
rather a sad affair about her son,
though.”

“Not sad for you,” exclaimed
Stephen Grainger.

“ How could it have affected me
whether he lived or died ?” sharply
demanded the heir. “ Squire
Trethyn disinherited him.”

“ Had he lived,” said the agent,
significantly, “it would have affect-
ed you.”

“How

“In a way you little think; but
there is no need for us to talk
about the might-have-beens of
life.”

“ But dare he have ever showed
his face again in Trethyn even had
he lived ?”

“Some people,” said the agent
after a pause, “ never believed him
to be the murderer. But why
bother with this? T have come
to talk to you seriously of money
matters, and T tell you plainly,
Arthur, that the income of the
estate is not sufficient to meet your
continual demands, and, at the
same time, keep things going.”

“ But the estates are healthy and
sound ?”

“Yes, but these big advances
will very soon make it unsound
and unhealthy,” replied the agent.
“You see, it is one continual
draining, and nothing now is ever
done, or ever can be done, if these
things are to continue, to set aside
money for improvements. You
cannot carry on like this. The
best milking-cow can be milked
dry.”

Plain talking for Mr. Arthur
Bourne Trethyn, and talking
which he very much needed. But
Stephen Grainger was just the man
to talk to the spendthrift, and the
only one who could have addressed
him as an equal.

“What do you do with your
money, Arthur

“What’s that to you?? ex-
claimed the heir angrily, and
crossing the room to the fireplace,
for they were now in his sumptuous
“diggings.” “ What does it mat-
ter to you if I ruin the estate ™

“Well,” said Grainger, evading
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the question, you really must
curtail—"

*“ What "—very angriiy indeed.

“I was about to observe that
you really must curtail your ex-
penses, or it will happen that—"

* Grainger,” exclaimed the heir,
in his anger dropping the familiar
“ Steve,” “ there’s not a bit of use
of your talking like that. I can-
not curtail, nor do I mean to. The
fact is, I'm not in a position to
curtail.  You live in sleepy old
Trethyn, where everything is quiet,
and you've not the least idea of
the great expenses of life here in
this big city—”

“Then come to Trethyn to live,”
said the agent.

“Live in Trethyn ” exclaimed
the heir; “I’d be hanged first.
Shut myself up in that miserable
hole! Look here, Steve; I'd
rather be out again in—”

“Hush 1" whispered the agent.

“Well, don’t wring the thing
from me with your pesterings.
Just understand once and forever,
I'm not going to Trethyn to live,
and that I'm going to stay right
here and act and live just as I
please.”

It was no use to pursue the
argument further. Stephen Grain-
ger was convinced of it, and at

once endeavoured to bring the in-
terview to a close.

“How much money do you
want ?” he asked.

“A very great deal,” slowly re-
plied the spendthrift.

 Name the sum,” said the agent.

Instead, however, of naming it,
Mr. Arthur Bourne tore a leaf
from his pocket-book, and, after
writing the amount on it, passed
it over to the agent in a half-guilty
kind of way.

Stephen Grainger glanced at the
figures, and his face flushed with
surprise and vexation.

“I can’t possibly make it less,”
said the heir,

“You must” answered the

agent, in a low but firm voice; “it
is a ruinous amount.”

“ Can’t,” said the heir in a mono-
tone. “I'm involved in difficul-
ties, and I really need the money.
Must have it soon, too.”

Stephen Grainger considered a
moment or two. He was evi-
dently greatly perplexed, and no
little annoyed.

“ Arthur,” he said, “you must
reduce this amount. 1 tell you
the fact when I say the estate can’t
meet this sum.”

“ Not meet it 1”

“Not at present. We've al-
ready exceeded and anticipated
the income for several months to
come.”

* Then what am I to do ?”

“ Can’t you reduce it ?”

“No.” And as he spoke the
heir bent and whispered some-
thing in Grainger’s ear.

“ Arthur ¥ he exclaimed.

“It’s the solid truth,” averred
the heir, “ and if it isn’t paid down
soon I'm a ruined man, though the
heir of Trethyn.”

Stephen Grainger rose from his
chair and paced the room in great
agitation. Where was he to turn
to raise this vast amount ? Whom
could he bleed for this leech ?

“You see what it means,” said
the heir; “either I must pay up,
or my creditors may pounce upon
the estates.”

Just what the agent surmised.

“ Arthur,” he said, “ I confess to
you I’m at my wits’ end. I don’t
see the smallest way out of this
difficuity.”

“Tush ! man,” replied the leech,
‘““there’s plenty of ways; that is, if
voure game, and willing to put
them into force.”

Stephen Grainger looked into his
face inquiringly.

“ There’s the miners,” suggested
the leech.

“The miners ™

“Yes, don’t you see what I
mean ?”
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The light-hearted young fellow
laughed ironically. )

“Well, you are dense,” he said;
“couldn't you squeeze them

A faint light was beginning to
dawn upon the agent’s mind, but
he asked, “ How

“ Couldn’t you drop them ten
per cent. or so in their wages ?”

One moment’s consideration,
and then the agent sprang to his
feet and clapped his comnanion
heartily on the back.

“Trust you,” he said, “ for find-
ing a way out of a difficuity.
Youw’ve hit upon the very thing,
Arthur. It shall be done at once,
and you shall have your money
with as little delay as possible.
But don’t get into this mess again,
Remember, things cannot always
be so easily got over, and you
must exercise caution.”

“ Just the very thing,” the agent
kept repeating to himself as he
sped back in the train to Trethyn,
The drop should be twelve-and-a-
half per cent, and the extra two
and a half should go to the re-
building of his house. Yes, the
miners should remunerate him,
and Stephen Grainger came to
that fixed conclusion with ap-
parent satisfaction to his soul.

At the end of that week notices
were posted up at the offices and
pits of the intended reduction. A
month’s time, and the miners’
wages were to be reduced on
an average three-and-nine-pence
weekly. It was a startling an-
nouncement, and caused great in-
dignation amongst, not only the
colliers themselves, but all classes
of society in Trethyn.

“ There’s no necessity for it,”
said Rake Swinton angrily to a
group of men congregated at the
mouth of the Big Pit. “ Trade is
go’c,xl, and there’s plenty of orders
n, :

“It's Grainger’s doing,” re-
marked Jehu Morris, who was also
one of the company. “Such a

thing was never suggested in
Squire Trethyn’s time.”

“No,” said Joe Williams ; “if
the old man were a bit crochety,
he were honest, and aiways treated
his workmen proper.”

“It strikes me,” suggested
Stephen Harris, “that this big
drop means revenge for the burn-
ing of his house.”

“Itll be himself that’s burned
next,” cried Rake Swinton with a
great oath, “if he don’t mind what
he be about.”

“Hush ” exclaimed George
Ford. “Steady, Rake! We
shall get our ends by peaceable
means if we’re quiet and firm,
The question is, chaps, are we to
submit to this reduction ?”

“No,” bawled a score of angry
voices.

“Looking at it calmly,” said
George Ford, “it seems to be a
monstrous piece of injustice. As
Rake says, trade is good, and
there’s no clear reason for any re-
duction at all. My advice is that
we should resist it.”

“Hear, hear |’ cried the men,
clapping their hands.

“Fight it out!
several.

“ Months ago,” said Jeliu Morris,
“1 advised a strike, and I do so
again now. We'll never get our
rights until we do.”

“ Strike ! strike !” shouted the
men approvingly.

George Ford mounted one of
the small coal waggons standing
near, and called to the men to
listen to what he had to say.

“ Chaps,” he said, “ I agree with
you all that a strike would perhaps
bring Grainger to his senses. But
let us consider the matter properly.
The winter is coming on, and it’s
a bad time to strilke—"

“He’s timed it thus to beat us'’
exclaimed Rake Swinton.

“But he wont! shouted a
dozen voices; “ we’ll stand firm

“That’s just what I was about

exclaimed
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to say.” called George Ferd, above
the din of angry voices. “It's
very probable the agent has timed
the strike.  But we should meet
him without exposing ourselves
and the women and the children
to the hardships of the winter
without bread and meat. A strike
mcans starvation, and, in the win-
ter, cold. If we strike no'v therell
be no coal mised, and our fire-
grates will be empty at Christmas.
Think what it mcans, men”
“Think what tweive-and-a-hali
per cent. drop mieans,” answered

Rake Swinton.

_“1 do think, Rzke,” replicd
George boldly. “Ive already
told you 1 consider it a monstrous
injustice. and that 1 advise resist-
ance.  But the time is not oppor-

ane.  Sammer is the fimie 1o
strike. and not winter.”

“Nouw or ncver I" crisd Rake,
and Jehu Morris echoed the cry.

“Very well.” said George, © but
we must all be agrced.  Therc's
no usc of us determinii. ., {0 strike
unless Al the nien in the othier pits
do the same There must be a
mass-mecting”

sccordingdy, a big mass mecting
was hield the next day in a central
ace nRar {0 the collicrics. so that
as many men s passible  courid
2tiend.  Scth Roberts ws voted
o tixx chair. and George Ford
clected secretary of thy mecting.
In calm, dispassionate language
the old fireman kaid the cas« hefore
themen.  Fe agreed with George
Tord in saving tht the proposcd
reduction was . monstrous picee
of injustice. and »ith Rake Swin-
ton in thinking that at the present
ftate  * trade the dror was un-
neceswary. out he advised a
strike. and at his words the areat
surzing mass of grimv-lookine
collicrs before lim set up a loud
cheer.

“ Friends” said Scth. “do not

isunderstand me.  Strikes are
ugly things, the weapons of bar-

barians, in my opinion, and are
to be avoided.  It's the last thing
we should think of, and I onlv
advise it now because I think
other means will fail I want us
to adoj.t the principle of arbitra-
tion.  All our difficulties ought to
be thus got over, but though I'm
going to move a small committee
of four to be formed to wait on Mr.
Grainger, I know.™ and Seth em-
phasized the word and paused for
it to have duc effect—* T know it
will not serve us one bit™

“Then wiy try it 2" said Rake
Swinton.

“ Because.™ replied the Sreman,
“we must shut the mouths of our
cnemics.  We must not give any
onc 2 chance to say that we pre-
cipitated this strilke®

A rommittee of four was at once
elected. ¢ nsisting of Sceth, Genrge
Ford. Rake Swinton, and Stephen
Harris.  Theze four were appoint-
cd to proceed at oxce to the office
and intervicw the agent.  Their
definite instructions were to  de-
mand the withdrawal of the notices.
and to point out ¢ the agent that
all the men int the pits would come
out on strike when the notices ex-
pired unless he acceded (6 their de-
mands.

*“ Let them,”™ thundered Stephen

ranger. after w.. had heard the
business of the comnitee; = if the
mines are shut for tweire months
iCH not make the least difference to
us”

That was a delfiberate untruth,
which, however, did not deccive
the commiittee one whit.

“Were accustomed.®  replicd
Scth. “to that stock cxpression.
We know that onc month's closing
of the mines will almost ruin the
cstates”

Stephen Grainger glanced i, him
Fuickly.

“Hew dare you say that, sir =~
demanded the agent.

“IC% the truth.” dogaediv an-
swered the fireman.



i

)

U fodeaaealy S8Rty

D2hoda Roberts. 77

“It’s a lie,” retorted the agent,
with an oath. -~

“Gir,” exclaimed the fireman
sternly, “ we’ve come to treat with
vou for a settlement, and we ad-
dress you as men. We wish to be
answered as a gentleman should
answer us, and we’ll stand no
swearing. If we are to be sworn
at we shall at once retire.”

The rebuke stung the agent to
the quick, and almost took his
breath away by its boldness.

“Where is the heir? ” asked Seth,
* Carnot we see him ?”

“No, you cannot,” thundered
again the agent, “and now you
may go. There'll be no with-
drawal of the notices. You may
do just as you like, but of one
thing be assured—strike or no
strike, not one of you four will ever
again be allowed to work in the
Trethyn mines.” -

Up leapt Rake Swinton’s anger,
and he raised his great fist threat-
eningly; but George Ford quickly
caught and held back his arm.

“Unhand me, George” cried
Rake, “ and I’ll spoil his white, de-
ceitful face for him.”

“Steady, Rake” whispered
George; “no assaults. Don’t let
this man,” looking scornfully to-
wards the agent, “ have the least
handle against you.”

“ Man  sneered Rake; “ beast,
vou mean.”

Stephen Grainger rose to leave
the room.

“One moment,” said Stephen
Harris.  “ Are we to take it as a
settled thing with you that those
notices are not to be withdrawn ?”

“T've given you my answer,”
said the agent, “and to black-
guards I've nothing more to say.”

At the words he was gone
quickly from the room into an
ante-chamber and the keyv was
turned in the lock.  Well for him
that it was so, and that he was he-
vond Rake Swinton’s reach. But
his cruel, insulting words were not

forgotten, and Rake Swintor
swore to make him pay the penalty
for them.

“It’s just happened,” said Seth,
“as I surmised, and now let us go
back and inform the men.”

Very anxiously indeed the hun-
dreds of miners were awaiting the
return of the committee of arbi-
tration. There were scorass of
them who .dreaded a strike, and
who would have consented to work
at the reduction had they dared
suggest it.  But they would all
have to abide by the decision of
the majority.

“It's no use,” said Seth, elbow-
ing his way through the crowds of
excited miners who gathered round
him. “ We’ve been r.nsuccessful”

The result fell upon the men’s
hearts as a dead weight, and they
looked from one to another, some
in rage, some in despair.

“Triends,” cried the fireman
from his place in the chair, “ our
secretary will now give you an ac-
count of our interview with Mr.
Grainger.”

George did so in a few words,
and then sat down for Stephen
Harris to give his account of it.
Then Rake Swinton spoke, and
moved the meeting to great indig-
nation by his description of the
agent’s treatment of the men’s
committee.

*“ Therefore,” said Seth, after
once again carefully reviewing the
facts, “ I advise the striks. And
I do so for another reason. I
said just now that I knew any
commiittee of arbitration would be
unsuccessful.  Why did I say
that ¥

Seth paused for a moment as if
to assure himself that every ear
was open to his voice.

“ Because,” he said, “I know it
to b a fact that the Trethyn estates
are being frittered away by a
gambling absentee heir.”

At the words a great storm of
indignation broke from the men,
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and loud and angry cries rose on
all sides.

“ It is not bad trade,” went on
Seth, ‘‘that makes this shameful
reduction necessary. It is a spend-
thrift heir. We are to be plucked
to pay his gambling debts; our
wives and children are to starve so
that his wicked life is to be made
easy. That, friends, is the main
reason why I advise this strike.”

Seth paused again, and assumed
an air of deep sorrow.

“ When Mr. Edward was alive ”
—he was proceeding, when sud-
denly a most remarkable scene oc-
curred, and you who rcad this
story must not put this incident
down to fiction. At the mention
of Edward Trethyn’s name every
head in that vast assembly was in-
stantly bared, and strong, emo-
tional cries of pity broke nn all
sides from the wvast throng.
“YWhen Mr. Edward was alive, I
solemnly promised him to hold
back the men of Trethyn from ex-
treme measures which might lead
to strife, but it seems to me now
as if to hold yvou back would be a
sin.  'We're not to be treated like
dogs, and then say nothing. Onc
request, however, you must allow

-me to prefer. You, men of
Trethyn, will not deny it me, I'm
sure "

“ Go on, Seth,” shouted several,
as the fireman again hesitated, “ go
on; tell us your request.”

“That we shall all endeavour to
abstain from doing injury to any
thing or any person. Let us show
the world that we can fight nobly
and honourably.”

Some cheered, but many more
remained silent. Seth’s words
were not received with the unani-
mous acclamation that they merit-
ed, and the meeting slowly dis-
persed without further comment,
the agreement being that at the ex-
piration of the notices all the men
should cease to work.

“Who is that gentleman,” said

Dick Fowler to George Ford, as
they went together from the meet-
ing. “ talking to Seth Roberts

George Ford stopped and
glanced in the direction indicated.

“That,” he $aid, the next mo-
ment, “is Dr. Shearer’s new assist-
ant. Seems a very tidy kind of
man, too. He’s probably con-
gratulating Seth upon his conduct
in the chair.”

George TFord’s guess was the
literal fact.

“ Mr. Roberts,” the young doctor
was saying, “ you've acted nobly.
If Edward Trethyn were alive he
would say you've been splendidly
faithful to your solemn promise to
him.”

“Did you know him, sir ?”

“Very intimately indeed,” re-
plied the stranger, and then glided
quickly away, leaving Seth’s mind
filled with some vague and unde-
finable memory of the past.

What was it ?

CHAPTER XIX.
A FEARTUL SECRET.

From the great mass-meeting
George Ford and Dick Iowler
went slowly home together.

“What the outcome of it all will
be,” said George meditatively, as
they went along, “it is diffienlt to
foresee.”

“ Are you satisfied ?” asked Dick
Fowler.

George looked at his companion
inquiringly.

*“ 1 mean,” explained Dick, “ are
you satisfied with the decision ™

“The decision to strike ?”

“Yes; do you agree with it ?’

“1 regret it,” answered George.
“T regret the necessity of it, but I
do not well see what other de-
cision could possibly have been
taken”

Slowly, meditatively, the two
men walked on for some moments
in silence.
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“Tor my part,” said Dick, pre-
sently, “ I am thoroughly dissatis-
fied with it, and wish it had been
otherwise.”

“ What would you have 2” asked
George in  manifest surprise.
“Would you work at the reduc-
tion

“ Yes,” said Dick, meekly.

George glanced at him in com-
plete astonishment.

“Would you submit to be
trampled  upon ?”  demanded
George.

“If it be God's will” replied
Dick.

George Ford’s astonishment in-
creased tenfold.

“ Look’ee, 1ad,” he said, “ you're
a complete enigma. What a
strange mixture you are! And
vou mix up religion with every-
thing.”

“So Chnistian men ought to do,”
answered Dick.

“Yes, but you are now suggest-
ing that your Christianity ought to
rob you of your manhood.”

“It ought never,” replied Dick,
“to lead us into strife, even though
it be for our just rights.”

“Dick,” said George humbly,
* 1 trust I've got a little religion,
but it’s not like yours. Your con-
ceptions of Christian duty and
mine are altogether different. Nor
do I think your conception a right
one. I dont believe the Master
ever taught such doctrines as you
express. To my thinking, such
teaching would rob Ciristianity of
its glory. and, still more, Dick, I
think it is such opinions as yours
that does Christianity so much
harm, and makes it so unpopular
with certain sections of the work-
ing classes. Christ’s religion,
Dick, is not cowardly, but noble;
not a thing to be spurned and de-
spised, but to -be loved and
cherished.”

Dick Fowler shook his head.

“The Christian’s portion,” he
said, “ is not in this world. What

does the Master say ? My king-
dom is not of this world, else
would my servants fight’ And
we cannot do better than follow the
Master.”

“ Nay, lad,” replied George,
“but that is not a fair inference.
The Master spoke of a spiritual
kingdom, and in speaking distinctly
declares that, if His kingdom were
temporal, then His servants would
fight.”

Dick knit his brows in thought.

“ But we belong to the spiritual
kingdom,” he said presently, “ and
to the household of faith.”

“ Just so,” answered Gec ge,
“but we belong to this temporal
kingdom as well, and we cannot
afford to be shuffled out of every-
body’s way or treated just as they
think fit.”

“ But why should we fret and
strive ?  queried Dick. “This
world is not the heritage of God’s
people, and we don’t expect to have
it all bright here.  Our heritage
is above. 'When we get yonder,
George, we will be amply com-
pensated for all our trials here be-
low.”

“I do not doubt it,” answered
George, “but that does not lessen
in one degree our present duty.
and I do not think it is our duty
to calmly submit to the persecu-
tions of the world, but to bear up
against them, and, if possible, to
overcome ther.”

“That is not the teaching of the
great Apost'>,” said Dick. “He
admonished every soul to be sub-
ject to the higher powers, and re-
minded us that there was no power
but of God, and that the powers
that be were ordained by God.”

“That's just where the difficulty
comes in,” said George quickly.
“If I b'lieved that Stephen Grain-
ger's power was of God, T would
not have advised this strike. DBut
I don’t believe it, Dick. You
might as well say that God de-
signs evil for His children.”
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There was something about
George Ford's way of putting
things which caused Dick Fowler
much thought, and which, for the
present, effectually silenced him.

That same evening, just when
the shadows were beginning to fall,
the young miner, dressed in his
Sunday clothes, bent his steps to-
wards the fireman’s home.

Nearing the house, he perceived
that Dr. Shearer’s carriage stood
outside the door, and for a mo-
ment or two Dick stood irresolute,
debating within himself whether he
should go forward or retire. But
as he stood there he suddenly be-
held Seth come to the door and
look up and down the road. The
sight of the fireman encouraged
Dick, and he boldly pressed for-
ward, '

“Rhoda’s ill again ? queried
Dick, nodding towards the doctor’s
carriage, as he grasped Setl’s
hand.

“ Can’t say,” replied Seth, “that
she’s ill again.  She hasn’t been
better yet.  It’s the same com-
plaint as before”

“She doesn’t get much better, I
fear,” asked Dick.

‘“ She hasn’t done so as yet,” an-
swered Seth, “but I think there’s
strong hopes now of her mending.”

“That's good news,” said Dick
heartily.  “I'm right-down glad
to hear you say so.”

“Have you called to stay ?
asked the fireman, with a strange
trembling in his tone.

“Y—es,” answered Dick, “I
thought I'd just pass an hour or
two with you. Besides,” and
Dick faltered terribly, “I wanted
to speak with Rhoda.”

“Well, the doctor is inside
now,"” said Seth softly, “but you
can wait until he’s gone.”

“Oh, yes,” said Dick eagerly.
“ Certainly.”

“Praps you wouldn’t mind,”
said Seth mysteriously, “ going
round to the back door? You
will find it on the Ilatch, and
there’s a good fire in the grate.
You'll be able to make yourself
comfortable until he’s gone.”

Dick was greatly surprised at
the fireman’s request, but at once
consented to do as he was asked.
He was too thankful for the pros-
pect of seeing Rhoda to question
Seth’s proposition.  But when he
had been solitary for nearly half
an hour before the kitchen fire, he
began to fidget and to show signs
of uneasiness.

“ Strange,” he muttered to him-
sclf, “ that the doctor has not gone
yet.  After all, is Rhoda worse
than Seth anticipates ?”

Another quarter of an hour
passed away, and then Dick gradu-
ally became aware of the approach
of some wvehicle without. He
could hear the sounds of the
rumbling wheels drawing nearer
and nearer, until at last they
scemed to stop at the fireman's
door.  Filled with curiosity, Dick
went to the window and looked out.

“ Dr. Shearer’s carriage, I do de-
clare " he exclaimed softly.

He was filled with astonishment.
Less than an hour ago he had
come in from the door, and that
very carriage was standing there
then. During the whole time he
had sat in the kitchen alone he had
fancied it still standing without,
and he had been anxiously waiting
for it to depart and the doctor with
it. Yet here it was returning from
somewhere—he did not know
whither—and the puzzling circum-
stance seemed to him peculiarly
mysterious and strange.

A sea hefore
The throne is spread ;—Its pure, still glass
Pictures all earth-scenes as they pass.

We, on its shore,
Share, in the bosom of our rest,
God's knowledge, and are blest.
—Cardinal Newman.



HOW TO REACH

BY REV. W. 8,

A conversation which took place in the
Toronto Methodist Ministers’ Meeting a
short time ago has suggested this article.
IFrom this conversation it appears that in
this Christian community there are large
numbers of people who muitke no profes-
sion of religion, and who ave evidently
out of Christ, who have drifted so far
away from the Churches as to be practi-
cally beyond their reach. Sowme of tl}esc
are poor and some of them are vich:
some of them ave ignorant and vicious,
and some of them intelligent, well-in-
formed, and in many respects reputable
members of the commumty. But none
of them give evidence of having under-
gone that divine ehange of which our
Lord spoke in His ¢ nversation with
Nicodemus, when he said, ** Ye must be
born again.”  Or, to use the phrase which
is most commeon amony us, they are not
converted. Many of these are seldom
or never found in a place of worship : or
if they are attracted now and again to
hear a specially popular or eccentrie
preacher, they come and go like the door
on its hinges, unbenetited and unblessed.

It is further evident from the conver-
<ation referred to, that these people are
the subjects of deep and carnest solici-
tude upon the part of the ministers.
They are deeply mterested in them, they
monrn over them, and they ave earnestly
debating the question m their own minds,
and among themselves, what can be done
for them / How are they to be effectually
veached /  If these people are to be
saved it is evident that they must be
saved through the instrmmentality of the
Churches.  If these ecclesiastical organi-
zations have any saison d'étre; or any
risht to exist, it is not merely that they
should be seleet clubs to minister to the
aratification, the intellectual and social
unprovement, or even the spivitual well-
heing of their members, but that, in the
spirit of the Master, they shonld seck
and save that which is Jost.  The presence
of 2 wreat and growing class of unsaved
people in the midst of a professudly
Christian - community, drifting  farther
sudd still farther from the Chureh, with a
chasm yrowing wider and deeper between
them and the only instrumentality by
whieh their rescue can he effected, is felt
ta be a reproach to both ministers and
]lL‘"l‘lP. .
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UNCONVERTED.

BLACKSTOCK, b.b.

This is the way that the ministers are
looking at the subject. Without bitter-
ness, withour a disposition to lay the
blame upon any one clse, they are search-
ing their own hiearts, carnestly inquiring
why are these things so ! If they are in
fault, however unintentional it may be,
they want to know it. If ervors have
been committed they have determined
that as the light comes they shall be rec-
tited.  But they want to feel their
ground, to be sure that they are right,
before they venture on any onward move-
ment.  The ministers are praying, and
the hurder of their prayers is for mmore
light.  And it eannot be doubted that
many of the more spiritual and devout of
the people ave praying with equal earnest-
ness and faith for the showers of blessings
which are needed by the Church in order
to prepare her for meeting her obligations
to the perishing around her.

Another thing must have forced itself
upon the attention of all who had the
privilege of hearing the conversation
which has been referred to is, that the
ministers have a deep and perhaps a
growing conviction that if this work is to
be overtaken, it must not be left to them
alone, but that they must have the co-
operittion of the laity. This conviction
perhaps is strongest with those who have
hind the largest experience.  There must
he more definite, systew atic, intelligent
and persevering effort on the part of
«odly men and woemen to bring their un-
converted ueighbours to Christ. 1t was
siid of the early Methodists, in answer
to the question, how it was that they
multiplied and grew so rapidly, that they
were all at it, and always at it.  The aim
of our fathers was, as far as possible, to
Jeave no talent unemployed.  They pro-
vided a place of usefulness for every one.
and sought to prepare every one for his
place.

If a man conld preach in such a way as
to awaken sinners and lead them to the
Saviour, they made a Local Preacher of
him. If he could not preach, but had the
gift of exhortation, they appointed him to
the office of an Exhorter.  When he
could neither preach nor exhort publicly,
if he had the necessary gifts and g¢races,
they made a Class-leader or a Prayer-
leader of him : and when he was unable
to take any ofticial position they put him
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under the leadership of another, and en-
couraged him to do all he could to bring
those who had been his associates and
companions to Christ.

If the temper and spirit of the minis-
ters who took part in the conversation
referred to has been properly understood,
there ir + disposition to return again to
at least the spirit of those primitive times.
It is true the times have changed, and
some things that worked well, even afew
decades ago, do not seem to work so well
at present.  We someiimes hear it said,
**Why can we not have an old-fashioned
revival such as some of us have witnessed
years ago?’’ These things still exist in
the country and in the smaller towns;
but in the great citivs, where life is so in-
tense, and where there is so mueh to en-
wage the attention of the people, it seems
next to impossible to carry on suceessfally
the revival services of the olden time.
But even if they could Le, is there not,
so far as the city is concerved at least, a
more excellent way /A vevival is a good
thing ; but it is a hetter thing to sv hive
and work as not to need a revival, It is
a good thing to get sinners converted in
considerable numbers oceasionally ; but
it is better to see this saving work guing
on continuwously. It is not the spasmodic
effort that causes the ark of God to move
forward most successfully, but what the
sailors call, **a strong pull, a long pull,
and a pull all together.”

One mnister gave an experience of
this kind. He was in charge of a congre-
wation in which there was not a person of
wealth, of social position, or of worldly
influence of any kind.  There were, how-
ever, a foew poor people of undoubted
piety. These poor labourivg men were
in the habit of going out among their
neighbours in the evening twe and two,
and visiting those families who never at-

tended religivus services of any kind.
They paid them a friendly visit simply as
neighbours, told them about the services
of the church, especally of the weekly
prayer-meeting, gave them a cordial in

vitation to attend, and usually asked the
privilege of praying with them before
t' oy left.  They also promised to call fo
them, if it were agreeable, and to accom

pany them to the evening service, The
result was that not only were new faces
seen in the prayer-meeting, but conver

sions took place almost every week.  The
same method was tried in another place
under even more diseouraging influences,
with the same results.

I'he same minister told of another place
whereeven this method was impracticable,
on account of the fewness of the people
that made any profession of religion, or
that were of suflicient influence with thei
unconverted neighbours to induce them
to come out to the services of the church.
But when the people he desired to veach
could not be induced to come to the ser-
vices, he and a handful of his people touk
the services to them. They commenced
a series of cottage prayer-meetings of a
strictly evangelistic character; and afte
holding them in their own houses, asking
their neighbours to come to them, they
then asked the privilege of holding them
in the houses of the people who never
ciune to church.  In every case the priv-
ilege was granted ; and in every case the
prayer-mecting, like the avk in the house
of Obed-edom, brounght a blessing with
it, and left a Llessing bebind it.  Whole
families became Christinus.  These in-
stances may serve as object lessons, mml
may shed some light on the interesting
subject under discussion; and, it may
be, afford some assistanee in solving the
important problem of reaching the un-
converted. :

DRIFTING,.

A wide expanse of skv and sea,
A tiny open boat.—

‘Grayness above, around, below,
As silently I float.

Unbrolien stillness broods o’er all,
Sven the gulls have flown,

With not the smallest sail in sight,
And I feel so alone.

1 camnot bear the solitude,
My heart is filled with doubt—
When in the deep far-reaching dome,
The friendly stars shine out.

And now T feel no more alone
Upon the restless sea,

Those loving stars are keeping guwu ,
And watching over e,

How often on the sea of life
There comes a breathless calm !

Drifting alone neath solemn skies,
We feel a vague alarm.

But, when the silence and the dark
We can no longer bear,

God alwavs sends some ray of light
To tell us of His care.

TN
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AGGRESSIVE

Methodism is noJhing if not ageressive.
1t must adapt itself to the changed con-
Jditions of society, to the intenser com-
wercial and social life of the times, to
the wider and morve varied intellectual
outluok of these latter days. Never was
there greater need that Methodism should
fultil its mission of **spreading seriptural
holiness throughout the land.”™ The en-
arossments of business, the allurements
of pleasure  the hurry, and often the
worry, of modern life create a more im-
perious demand for a great spivitual force
that shall co-ordinate all the powers of
the being to the glory of God and welfare
of man.

In another article of this number the
Rev. Dr. Blackstock calls attention to
the deliberatious of the Toronto Meth-
odist Ministers’ Meeting on this import-
ant subject.

In some of the American cities very
practical methods of house-to-house visi-
tation have been employed to Lring the
claims of the Gospel to bear upon every
household, and, if possible, upon every
individual in the city. In the city of
Washington, for instauce, such a visita-
tion was carried on, and an inquiry was
made as 10 church and Sunday-school
relations if any, and urgent invitations
were given to attend the services of God'’s
house.  Sometimes these inquiries re-
ceived 2 yebuff. One salvon-keeper said
he would give the infotmtion for five
dollars, but in the overwhelming prepon-
derance of instances visits were received
with gladness, and, in many cases, the
invitations were very thankfully accepted.

This is the kind of work in which the
Epworth Leagues, and other young peo-
ple’s associations, may, with great ad-
antage, take part.  Itis better to go two
and two as our Lord sent forth His apos-
tles, for the advantage of mutual sym-
pathy and sunport. To be most successful,
thorough ovganization is necessavy. This
ismore feasible in our smaller than in
our larger citics. In the former every

METHODISM,.

house could, within a hmited time, be
visited.  In many respectsa co-operation
of the different Churches would be maost
suceessful In the experience of the
present writer, a city of some forty thou-
sand inhabitants was thoroughly can-
vassed by the co-operation of the minis-
ters of the different Churches. They
went out two and two to avoid the very
appearance of proselyting  Oue of the
first questions ‘asked us was, “What
Church do you belong to? What Church
do you wish us to attend 7”7 The answer
was  given, ““ Well, my colleague is a
Presbyterian, and Tam a Methodist. We
want you to attend the Chureh for which
you have the preference.”

By this mears great numbers of lapsed
members were restored to Church fellow-
ship, and many others were induced to
attend. There are multitudes of Meth-
odists, who, moving from place to place,
negleet to procure letters of removal, or
to present them if they have procored
them.  We vespectfully commend some
such method of visiting the people in
their homes and of persuading them to
come to the house of the Lord.

In some of our chu ¢hes a rorty-minute
prayer-meeting is held before the evening
service on Sunday. A grand preparation
is this for the effective hearing of the
Word. In addition to this we are per-
suaded that it would be a vast advantage
if some of the young people, or older
ones either, would on Sunday afternoon
or evening visit the scores of boarding-
houses where hundreds of hoarders dwell,
but have no home, whose hearts are
yearning for sympathy and human kind-
ness, and who would respond warmly to
such a manifestation of Christian friend-
ship. :

Having got these strangers to the ser-
vice of the sanctuary, the next thing is
to malke them feel at home, to give them
a cordial weicome, to invite them to the
after-meeting, to converse with them in-
dividually, and to thus seek their per-
sonal conversion.

BOOKNS.

He ate and drank the precious words,
His spivit grew robust ;

He knew no more that he was poor,
Nor that his frame was dust.

He danced along the dingy days,
And this hequest of wings
Was but a book. What liberty
A loosened spirit brings !
—Imily Dickinson.
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MISS DAWDY,

THE FIRST METHODIST

Fromw the report of the Board of Man-
agement we glean the following encour-
aging information :

The record of the third year's work of
the Deaconess Board may be consolidated
under one word, * progress,”” and it im-
presses us with three things: Ist, the
vastness of the work; 2nd, the hmita-
tions of our agencies: Hrd, the large re
sults s:hieved by these limited ageneies.
It may be stated with the greatest con-
tidence that seldom has any organization
been able to accomplish =0 much with
such a small exprenditnre of money.

Without attempting to cover cvery de-
partment in which their labours have
been abundant, we may simply cite the
following itens © 5,695 ealls have been
made, and 1.434 visits have been paid to
the sick ; 550 baskets of food, 1,473 gar-
ments, 720 papersand tracts, and $229,.25
in cash have been dispensed.

During the year Miss Thompson, Su-
perintendent of the Home, resigned her
position in order to resume a place of
responsibility in the Chicago Training
School.

The Management has been successful
in seeuring as a successor the present oc-
cupant of the position, Miss Scott, whao
came with the highest testimonials, and
whose kindness, painstaking industry,

MISS NAaBLO.

DEACONESSES SET APART

)

DEACONESSES.

MISS TINGLEY.
CANADA.
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consecration and gifts have alveady won
the conhdence and esteem of all whe
know her.

By the kindness of the authorities of
Victoria University arrangements have
been made by which the deaconesses in
training are enabled to obtain spedial
cquipment for their work.

Special mention is made of the gener
ous bequest of the Jate Hare A. Massey.
Esq., who, in the midst of his many
benefactions, remembered with special
cure and thoughtfulness the work of this
Society.  In addition to a very larac
amount that may in future be available
for a Deaconess Home, Training Schoul
and Hospital, the sum of $10,000 was et
apart for the purpose of maintaining dea
conesses in connection with the Ired
Victor Mission. By the kindness of the
exceutors this provision is already beiny
carvied out, and additional toilers are
Leing provided for the work.

The Treasurer’s statement is a sativ
factory one, showing the receipts of the
year to be $869.54, and the expenditure
5766.80, leaving a balance on had of
$102.74.  Not a little of the credi fir
this gratifying condition of things i~ due
to the Treasurer himself, J. W. Flavelle.
Esq., and to the lady members of the
Board.

R e T .

oy,




(

CHRINTIAN MISSIONS

This is the most comprehensive voluime
on the philosophy of missions with which
we are acyuainted. Tt is the expansion
of a series of lectures on missions, given
at Princeton Theological Seminary, and
other colleges.  The study of this im-
porviant theme is from the view-point of
what may be ealled the new secience of
Saciology.  In order to treat the sub-
jeet amply and anthoritatively, nut only
was the current literature of wmissious
thoroughly studied, but direct corre-
spondence was had with over three hun-
dred  missionaries representing  various
societies in many lands.

The environment of Oriental civiliza-
tion, its history, and its present con-
dition, are brought under searching re-
view, The influence of the great ethnic
religions of the world upon society is
amply shown.  Most importaunt of all is
the exhibition of the adaptation of Chris-
tianity to purify the moral life of man-
kind. The service rendered by missions
in the spheres of education, literature,
philanthropy, social reform, and national
development is pointed out.  \While there
is much in this survey of the non-Chris-
tian world in its revelation of the intense
moral evil of heathenism and Moslemism,
yet our author is no pessimist. He has
arand and intense conviction that the re-
ligion of Jesus is the cure for all the ills
of all the world.

¢ Christianity,” he says, ‘“as yet
touches the age-incrusted and unyielding
surface of heathen society only in spots,
and has hardly hroken its way through
to an extent which enables us to recognize
fully its power or to discover its trans-
forming tendencies in the non-Christian
world. It is sufficiently appavent, how-
ever, that a new force of transcendent
energy has entered the gateway of the
nations and has planted itself with a quiet
persistency and staying power in the very
centres of the social life of the people.
From its modest haunts of church and
school, of hospital and asylum, and
through its unostentations instrumen-
talities of Jiterature, personal example,
redenerated home-life, and sanctitied in-
dividual character, it is destined to go

“Christian Missions and Social Pro-
aese™ A Sociological Study of Foreign
Vlissions. By the Rev. James S. Dennis,
:31) :.?\'?ls Svo. Vol I Pp. avi. 468,
tiee, 32,50 per volume.,  Toronto: Fleminge
. Bevell Company.  William Briggs. z
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forth conquering and to conquer, as a po-
tent regenerator of society and the maker
of a new civilization.”

A very impurtant scetion of this volume
is the lecture on the social evils of the
non-Christian world.  These are elassitied
as :

1. The individual group, affecting pri-
warily the individual, as intemperance,
the opium habit, wunbling, immorality,
self torture, and suic.de.

2. The family group, as affecting the
degradation of women, chikl marriage
and widowhood, and other dumestice evils.

3. The tribal group, as the slave trade,
cannibalism, blood feuds, and the like.

4. The social group, as witcheraft,
quackery, neglect of the poor and sick,
md uncivilized and eruel customs, easte,
ete. ’

5. The national group. as civil tyranny,
appressive taxation, massacre and pillage,
as especially illustrated in Turkey and
China.

6. The commercial group, as commer-
cial distrust, deceit and fraud.

7. The religious group, as idolatry,
superstition, religious tyranny and perse-
cution.

Another lecture is devoted to the in-
effectual remedies of these evils, and
causes of their failure. The concluding
chapter of the volume treats with en-
thusiasm Chvistianity as the only social
hope of the nations.

The succeeding volume will discuss the
dawn of a sociological eva in missions
and the contribution of Christian mis-
sions to social progress. A very copious
bibliography on mission literature on
various aspects of this great theme is
presented.

The following sentences express the
convictions of Dr. Dennis as to the re-
sponsibilities of the Chureh to Christian
missions :

*¢Is it not plain that the Church in its
missionary capacity has a 1esponsibility
as well as an opportunity which is of tran-
scendent moment to wankind?  Chris-
tianity needs a deeper world-conscious-
ness.  Modern life is developing ir.
International interchange and sympathy
are quickening it.  Nations are becoming
members one of another. This is a pro-
cess in which the spirit of Christianity is
specially needed as a solv ent and stimulus,
and in which its universal mission will be
rezognized more and more.

** Let us not te dismayed if only those
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who believe in Christ to the uttermost,
and who are in mystie sympathy with the
ruling passion of His hfe and reign, are
ready to *follow the gleam’ of a world-
wide redemption.  Missions, after all,
are simply the gospel writ large by the
pen of propheey from the view-point of
absolute faith.  The entrance of missions
into the modern life of ancient peoples
is a fact of the highest historie, as well
as cthieal and  religious, significance.
They are the herald of @ new era of he-
nelicent progress to the less favoured
nations of the earth.  The social seientist
who discounts Christian missions as of no
special import is strangely oblivious to o
force which has wrought with benign
energy and unexampled preeision in the

production of the best eivilization we have
yet seen in the history of mankind, and
whose transforming ministry, let us thank
God in the name of humanity, is not yet
finished.” .

The nuamerous photographice illustra-
tions present vivid pictures of the mission
ticld, mission progress, missionary insti
tutions  aad misstonary success in the
contrasted aspects of the people among
whom such trophies have been won be-
fore and after the religion of Jesus had
wrought its marvellous transformation,
The book will enlarge our knowledge ol
this grandest work in the world, and can
not fail to quicken our sympathy and in
crease our cfforts for the conversion of
the world.

GREAT FORTUNES AND SUCCESSION DUTHES,

It is not often in Canada that such a
Large fortune as four millions of dollarsis
transmitted to a single legatee.  Never,
we believe, in the history of our country
has that legatee been a lad of fifteen
yeaus of age.  Of course it may be said
that the person possessing such a great
fortune had a right to do what she would
with her own.  We are not so sure of
that.  Great wealth carvies with it great
obligations, It would not be very difli-
cult to find many worthy ohjects through
which the welfare of the people at large
might be greatly benefited by the bequest
of w portion of this vast sum and yet
lean ¢ as much as was good for any younyg
wman to stat life upon, instead of siy
millions or more which this legatee will
receive on coming of age. The great
philanthropies and charities of the times,
the great educational interests of our
country, could all make good use of a
generous sharve of this large fortune. A
large proportion of such fortunes is the
uncarned increment for which the pos-
sessor renders no service save cutting the
coupons  from his debentures. It is a
vindieation of the suceession duties of
this Provinee that at least one-tenth of
all money so bequeathed eacept to those
near of kin shall be given to the charit-
able institutions of the conntvy.

We note the recent hequest of a Jady
in Hamilton whaose fortune was only one-
thirtieth as great as that above-men-
tioned, yet generous wmounts were left

to numerous public and private charities.
Less than two years ago the late Hart A
Massey passed away from a life of busy
industry and bequeathed some two mil-
lions of dollars to a wide range of char
ties and philanthropies.  Because e
wisely provided that the great works
whereby many hundreds of employees and
their families were maintained should not
he cerippled by the immediate withdrawal
of this lwge amonut, certain unfriendly
crities who never showed much sympathy
for Methodism were greatly distressed in
their minds —one woubd think they coull
not get sleep at nights on aceount of it-—
lest the Methodist people should et
receive within a measurable time then
share of these bequests. Alveady, with
Tess than two years, alarge proportion
of these bequests have been paia in full,
and others are heing promptly and gener
ously met.  Norwere Mr. Massey’s bene
factions postponied until he conld o
Jonger enjoy his hard-e;uned  fortun..
Long before his death many great aud
1oble gifts were bestowed on worthy
chavities.  What a joy in life, and a jov,
we judge, heightening that of the wonid
above, to think of the pain that has hoon
assuaced, the sorrow  that has boen
soothed. the strugeling poor who e
been aided, the many who have bow
blessed and  benefited  for this wold
and the world to come by such use
the money wherewith God has entrust.d
man.

Auspicions fiope ! in thy sweet gavden grow
Wreeaths for each toil, s charm for every woe.

Cramypidn 1,
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THE MATCHLESS LiFE.®

We have had more than enough of  and often irreverent. liberties, with the
netitious narratives designed to ilustrate  sacred naretive.  This book is of an
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the hfe and times of Jesus of Nasareth.  entively different character. 1t is pro-
Many of these have taken wnwarrantable,  perly named vy its writer, * An interpre-

“The Story of Jesns Christ,”  Snin. tation.” Tt eeks by tender and reverent
terpetation. By Flizabeth Stuart Phelps,  use of hisw 2 imagination to il out
Bosten : Houghton, Mifllin & Co. Toronto: the narrative given us in outline in
Wilttun Briges.  Price, $2.00. Serviptare. It is the result of profound
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study of the best literature on this sub-
jeet. Alove all, it is marked by spiritual
msight and by poetie feeling and expres-
sion. It makes more real the swred
narrative and unfolds its inner meaning.

We may not always agree with the in-
terpretation of the writer.  The tempta-
tion of our Lord, we judge, is made too
subjective in character.  We prefer what
we conceive to be the literal and ob-
Jjective narrative as given in the Gospels
and repeated in Milton's ** Paradise Re-
eained.”  Only 2 woman of keenest sen-
sibility could enter with such womanly
sympathy into the contrasted experiences
of the Blessed Virgin and of the much
sinning but much loving and forgi- ing
woman who anointed the feet of our
Lord in the house of Simon the Pharisee.
Throughout the volume Christ's chival-
ric tenderness to woman is admirably set
forth.

Our author portrays with much skill
the growing hatred of the ruling classes
of Judea towards the Prophet of Nazareth.
The mingling in Christ of the human and
divine, and his utter loneliness and isola-
tion, are beautifully expressed.

Our author’s account of the healing of
the demoniaes at Gadara and destruction
of the swine is a rather rationalistic inter-
pretation of the miracle.  But clsewhere
the distinctly supernatural character of
the mighty works of owr Lord is dis-
tinetly accepted. At times the poetic
insight gives, we judge, a truer interpre-
tation than does the acumen of the
scholar.  An instance of this aceurs in
the account of Christ’s miracle of ealming
the storm upon the Sea of Galilee.

*The little craft was labouring pain-
fully in the trough of a heavy sea. One
of the sudden squalls for which eapricious
Gemnesaret was famous had struck the
Inke. The wind drew down from the
gorges of the hills in dangerous flaws and
austs. The water was smitten to madness.
The full moon had gone under a thick
cloud.  The light was gray and wan.
Foam flew. The bow plunged too deep.
Water was rushing over the rails. The
eaperienced crew were thuroughly frisht.
ened, and that with good reason. The
boat was in danger of swamping.

““The fishermen had last their heads.
The lateen sail was alveady down ; they
were in too great depth to anchor ; they
had 1ot been able to keep head to the
wind ; theirrudder refused to do its duty ;
and the boat was at the mercy of the sea.
They clambered aft in terror. One of
them had roughly awakened the Rabbi,
and they were all erying out together:

¢ Master ! Master ! We are perish-
ing " Herose to His feet quietly. The
fishermen, all their lives used to the
tricks of Gennesaret, were altogether
demoralized.  Their rude voices ranyg
above the roar of the storm: *Save us!
Save us! Save us !’ In fact. the boat
was practically sinking.  And they were
far from either shore, too far for swim-
ming. Theirsituation was serious enough.

**A strange eapression crossed the
countenance of Jesus.  He scemed more
surprised at the fears of His friends than
disturbed at the commnon danger.

*But He terned His attention at onee
to the storm.  IHe seemed to make a
curious  fine distinction between the
wind, which was the offender in the
trouble, and the passive sea, which was
only the helpless agent.  Suddenly there
shot from His lips a severe rebuke ; as if
the wind were a conseious and a guilty
thing, and as if he were lord of it : as if
He and Nature understood each other
better than He and man. As if it ae-
knowledged the order, the wind went
down meekly. There fell upon the air
one of the sudden cals, guite possible
upm the lake, but which- there was no
cvident reason to expect just then.  The
moon swept out from the cloud.  In the
reviving light, the crew saw one another's
tervor-stricken faces, and His who showed
no fear.  He stood serene, smiling, with
one upraised hand and arm, a statue of
strength and assurance. In a very low
tone they heard Him speaking to the
water; notas He had addressed the wind,
authoritatively and lJike a master calling
to account, but in a sweet, persuasive
voice, such as one might use to a ner
vous woman or frenzied child: ¢ Hush:
Peace! Peace, and be still I' ™

Our author here recognizes the distine-
tion employed by the cevangelist Merk
when he said, “*He arose and rebuked
the wind, and said unto the sea, * Peace.
be still !'"

In the solemn closing scenes of the life
of our Lord, scenes which are the proper
subject rather for devout contemplation
than for realistic deseription either
picture or in words, our anthor is, we
judge, less successful.  Yet with much
power she describes the gathering clowds
of thosc latter days and the meek sub-
mission of the Non of wan to the will of
Gad. Tt is a difficult task, if not beyond
the ability of the human mind, to ade-
quately represent the relations of the
human and divine in the life of our Lord.
We do not know that our author has sue-
ceeded where so many others have failed.
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With permission of the publishers, we
have pleasure in -presenting a typical
example.  We saw the origimal of this in
the Salon at Paris eighteen yearvs ago, and
it has haunted our memory ever sinee.
ft 15 2 calm night in the desert. The
bright moonlight floods the scene and
Lrings into strong reliet the ealm-browed
Sphiny, in whose outstretched avims Mary
and the Divine Cluld have found refuge.
At its base, wrapped in his travelling
Juak, lies Joseph bes e his tethered ass.
T'he thin column of smoke climbing to the

sky, of the tiny watch-tire, shows how
prlseless is the desert air,

We heartily recommend this volume for
study in compaison with the narrative
of Seripture, best of all in some Harmony
of the Gospels, as throwing much light
upon the life of omr Lord, which is the
subject of study threughout Christendom
of twenty millions of Sunday-school
teachers and scholars in 1898, The
numerous illustrations are by the fore-
most artists.

The World’s IProgress.

Cross Acainst CorsiLyr.

The year draws near the holy Churist-
mastide, with its blessed promise of
** peace on earth, gond-will to men,” with-
out seeing the fulibnent of the angels’
propheey.  We behold on every side
Irger war budgets, increasing  arma-
ments and growing navies. Yet we falter
nat for a moment in the confidence of the
ultimate universal reign of peace.

Cross against corslet

Love against hatred,

Peace-cry for war-cry !
atience is powerful @

He that o'ereometh

Hath power o'er the nations !

Stronger than steel

Is the sword of the Spint ¢
Swifter than arrows

The lght of the truth is:
Greater than anger

Is love, and subdueth !

It is possible that the arming of the
nations may go on till the burden shall
hecome so intolerable that they shall
hurl it off. It is probable, too, that
the enginery of war shall become so
deadly that no nation will dare incur the
risk of the appeal to arms. Certainly,
the time shall come in the higher civiliza-
tion of the near future, let us hope of
that twenricth century on whese very
thnealiold we stand, when

< The warrion's name shall be a name ab.
horred !
Aund every nation that shall lift again
Its hand against abrother, on its forchead
Shall wear for evermore the curse of
Cain!

“Down the dark  future, through loung
wenerations,
The echoing sonnds grow fainter and
then cease :
And hke a belll with solemm, sweet
vibrations,
I hear once mote the voee of Christ
say, Peacel”
< Peace ! and no longa fiom its Inazen
portals
The blast of war's great organ shakes
the skies !
But heantiful as songs of the immortals,
The holy melodies of love arise.™

O~ Inmia’s Froxtien.

There are some conditions under which
for the present war seems inevitable. On
the frontiers of civilization it scems that
the barbaric races will only yield to the
reign of law, order, and liberty when
they feel the futility of savage war
Mr. Poulteney Bigelow has shown that
throughout the White Man's Africa puace

and prosperity now prevail, chiefly
through the administration of Great

Britain, instead of the tribal wars and
massacres which deluged the soil with
blond and piled cairns of shulls before the
kraals of the headwen of petty tribes.
We are too far from the scene of the
conflict in the Swat highlands to judge of
the righteousness or the reverse of the
war with the Afridis.  Military men e
sometimes too prone to appeal to the
sword.  Wise statesimunship, like that of
Lord Elgin and Lord Dufferin, was often
more successful with a policy” of pacilica-
tion. Certainly, it is a very sad neces-
sity—if necessity it be—that costs the
sacrifice of so many gallant British and
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Indian soldiers, in conflict with the fron-
tier tribes.  The latter fight bravely in
defence of their mountiin homes, and
we cannot but adurire, while we pity, their
misdirected valour. The British forees
ave withdrawing into winter quarters,
after having inflicted severe punishment
on the mountaineers at the lamentable
cost of precious lives and great treasure.
Let us hope that befove the spring opens
some means of pacifying the frontier
without further shedding of blood may
be found.

A Preack Porrey.

On this side of the sea the promise of
peace is brighter than at any time within
the past two years. The long and har-
rowing guerilla war in Cuba seems abott
to give place to a Cuban autonomy.
Whatever may be said of the jingo press
of the United States, the action of the
Executive has been in the interests of
peace. At large cost the United States
has maintained a fleet to prevent the
landing of filibusters on the Cuban coast.
President MeKinley’s wmessage to Con-
gress is dignified and peaceful, in strik-
ing contrast to the war message of Presi-
dent Cleveland of two years ago.

"The visit of Siv Wilfrid Lawier and Sn‘
Louis Davies to Washington was received
with kindliest courtesies, and, we believe,
has measurably furthered the settlement
of all the outstandnw difterences between
the kindred nations in whose hands lies
chiefly the development of this great
continent.

Canana a PEACEMARER.

The new nationalism of Canada has
had marked development in these recent
months. The Home Government, instead
of making treaties with the United States
to the prejudice of Canadian interests,
has let Canada speak for herself. We
believe that a policy of friendship and
good-will; without surrendering the rights
of Canada, will tend at once to knit more
firmly the danghter to the Motherland,
and, at the same time, remove causes of
irritation and cement friendship with the
United States. Thus will be fultilled
Kipling's lines,

** Daughter Tam inmy motll(-l = house,
But mistress in my own.

The spirited address of the Hon. G. W,
Ross on our relations with the Mother
Country struck a chord which warmly
responded  throughout  the Dominion.

Methodist Maguzine and Review,

We no longer hear the sentiment which
Tennyson rebuked long ago,
¢ Too loyal ix too costly ;
Cut the bond and let them go.”

We shall look for our commercial devel-
opment to the great market of the world,
to the grain c\ch.m"u of Mark Lane and
leerpool If our American neighbours
are wise enough to offer a reupmcal
trade which it will be to our advantage
to aceept, we will gladly do so, and will
be more likely to receive it by showing
our ability to do without it.

At the same time, we cannot agree
with Mr. Ross in urging a preferential
tarift’ on Canadian breadstuils in Great
Britain.  We think it unwise to ask the
farmers of Dorset, and Devon, and York-
shire, whose holdings have been so greatly
Jessened in value by the competition of
Russia, Argentina and the United States,
to admit a keener competition of Cana-
dian grain. We think it unjust to expect
the spinners of Lancashire, wnd the min-
ers of Durham and Cornwall, who pay
their full quota to the maintenance of the
British army and navy, both in moncy
and in flesh and blood, to tax their bread
supply for the benefit of Canada, which
enjoys the protection of the British i iron-

clads and redcoats without a penny's
expense. .
The gencrous preferential tariff of

Canada fouched the heart of John Bull,
and will lead to a vastly expanded com-
merce in Great Britain.  The attempt to
drive a bargain with him will be more
likely to make him button up his pockets.
In this respect, the utterance of Mr.
Blake, though less popular_than that of
Mr. Ross, seems the more wise and states-
manlike.

Vick-Recar FUNCTIONs,

Their Excellencies Lord and Lady
Aberdeen bhave shown their profouml
interest in the social as well as political
interests of Canada by their sojourns in
such centres Montreal, Toronto,
Quebee, and visits to :xlumst every part
of the Dominion.  Lady Aberdeen’s_de-
votion to the organizing of the Vic-
tovian Order of Nurses is beyond all
praise.  She scems to have overcome the
objections raised, chiefly, we believe,
through misapprehension of the organizt
tion, .m(l to have won for it g,oncrmxx
suppurt.  We find her advocating its
interests in Toronto, Montreal, Londm..
Boston, Chicago, and clsewhere.

Her Excellency has shown herself an
admirable hostess in the numerous social
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entertaitanents  she has given in the
places of her temporary sojourn, and an
mdefatigable visitor of the public institu-
tions, hospitals and  charities of the
country.

It will be cause for regret when the
period of Lord Aberdeen’s Viceroyalty
m Canada shall come to an end. s
loxeellency has made large investmeuts
m our country, and claims to be a
thorough Canadian in his relation as taix-
payer. .

We have just one criticisin to offer.
We think it unfortunate that so many
of the entertainments oftered by their
Excellencies—we  allude to the numer-
ous halls—are of a character which
a large proportion of the Queen’s most
loyal subjects are prevented by their
religious principles from accepting.

AxorneEr LNk with THE MOTHERLAND,

One more strand has been woven in the
tie which knits us to our Motherland.
The reduction of the ocean postage from
ten to three cents per ovunce will show
the Home. Government that Canada is
determined to foster the commercial and
social intercourse with Great Britain.
This plucky exhibition of enterprise will
doubtless produce a reciprocal reduction
of postage on the part of Great Britain,
and may lead before long to an interna-
tional penny postage that shall more
closely knit the Motherland with Ler
tarty colonies throughout the world.

CRINE.

To judge from the newspapers, one
would think that an epidemic of crime
had harst out in Canada and the United
States. Seldom have so many aggravated
offences and misdemeanours heen re-
eorded as in the closing weeks of 1897,
ut the statistics of the year in this
country show that the average has not
heen exceeded.  The whole world has
hecome a whispering gallery. A lynch-
ing iu Louisiana, a suicide in Texas, or a
murder in Manitoba, is recorded in the
morning paper on the same page as a
Ministerial erisis in Vieana, or a ship-
wreek on the Cornish coast.  We thus
see things ont of perspective and veceive
adistorted vision.

This does not, however, entirely account
for the prevalence of crime in the United
Nates.  One ~f the Ameriean bishops
deseribes this asthe judgment of God for
natienal unfaithfulness. The banishment
+f the Bible from the schools ; the seen-

larizing of the Sabbath by the Sunday
paper and  Sunday theatres and Sun-
day sames ; the neglect of God’s house @
the lousening of the bonds of morality by
facile civoree ; the influx of illiterate and
pauper foreign populations, and other
evils, cannot but have their eficet in
breaking down the authority of God's
Iaw, which is the foundation oi all moral-
ity.  We need not pride oursehes in
Canada for our exemption from many of
these evils.  We must len to prevent
their causes if we would escape the rve-
sults.  Obsta principils is a wise motto in
public policy as in private life.

BREARING A BrrrerruLy.

The great German Xmpire does not
emerge from the Haytian incident with
much glory. Emil Leuders, a Haytian
subject, son of a native mother and Ger-
man father, foreibly "arvests a Haytian
policeman in discharge of his duty. For
the second offence of the sort he is sen-
tenced to imprisonment and the payment
of a fine of five hundred dollars. The
German Chargé ' Affires, on Sunday,
forces his way to the private room of the
President and demands the release of
Leuders, under penalty of five thousand
dollars for every day’s delay. The Presi-
dent resents his bullying mam ws and
message, and refers him to the Minister
of Foreign Affairs  Straightway the Em-
peror threatens ““to teach these niggers
manuers,” and sends an ironclad with the
peremptory demand for thirvty thousand
dollars indenmity for Leuders, who had
alveady been released, under thveat of
bhombardment of the defenceless town.
The black President, we think, appears
with more credit in this incident than the
white Emperor.  The whole affair recalls
Young’s lines :

= Ocean into tempest wrought
To waft a feather or to drown a fly.

Czeecn aND Stav,

The race riots in Prague are not a very
happy omen of future harmony in Bo-
hemia. The Crzechs have always been a
turbulent people. Their conflict with the
Slavs and Germans is of ancient date.
From the time of Ziska, who, according to
tradition, begueathed his skin to form a
drum-head, they have made a guod deal
of noise in the world.  In our Canadian
Parliament, in less happy days than these,
the race conflicts were not «uite as bad,
it is true, as those in the Austrian Reich-
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stadt at Vienna, but of a similar unrea-
soning complexion.  But even these are
mild compared with the turbulent citi-
zens of Prague who threw a couple of
deputies out of the palice windows, and
so began the Thirty Years' War

Ciinn Saviva,

The Ontario Government and the Hon,
J. M. Gibson, the author of * The Chil-
dren’s Chatter,” are to be congratulated
on the success of that philanthropic en-
actment.  Many scores of children who
would otherwise be waifs and strays have
bLeen placed in happy howmes, and ave
growing up useful ctizens jnstead of a
bane to society and menace to the com-
monweal.  Through the co-operation of
such local agencies as the Children’s Aid
Society, Toronto, the agency of the Rev.
C. W, Watch, Brighton, and similar child-
loving efforts, this good work is being
carried on.

o

A WAIEF WORTH SAVING.

Oar cut shows the condition in which
some of these little waifs reach the Chil-
dren’s Shelter at Toronto. Under kind
and loving care, in a short time they are

transformed into bright, intelligent and
happy boys and givls, and many of them
are adopted into Christian homes.

At the Toronto Children's Stielter there
are & number of children now  waitine
adoption. The Sewvetary, Mr. J. Stuart
Coleman, 52 Confederation Life Bulding,
will be happy to furnish particulius and
send a copy of the sixth annnal report
to any persons interested i this subject.

Iexry Groree,

ONE WHO LOVED HIS FELLOW MEN.

The death of few plain, untitled men
has called forth such expressions of ad-
miration and regret on both sides of the
sea as that of the late Henry George.
Thousands who are not convinced of the
efficacy of the Sinzle Tax as a panacea
for all the ills of the. body politie, yield
to none in their admiration of the man.
His highest praise is : he loved his fel
low-men.  Amid obloquy and reproach
and contumely, he persisted in his efforts
to relieve tie sorrows and brighten the
lives of the great army of the poor.  Foi
this he has the esteem and gratitude of
every lover of his kind.

HEAVEN.

Love fent me wings;

wmy path was like a stair;

A lamp unto my feet, that sun was given :
And death was safety and great joy to find;
But dying now, I shall not elimh to heaven,

—Michac Auyilo,
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Principal Grant has won the gratitude
of his countrymen for his eloquent asser-
tion of a robust and manly Canadian
national sentiment. As one of the fore-
most eduieationists and leading divines of
the country he commands our respect.
But Principal Grant has not, we think,
liad large experience in the pastorate, nor
come into ciose and continued contact
with the classes of the community who
sufler most from the evils of intemper-
ance.  If he hady we think he would
have a keener conception of how ap-
palling these evils are, and a warmer
sympathy with any eflfort to suppress
that great sin against God, and erime
against man, the vrganized ligquor traflic.

With our judges reporting that three-
fourths, or more, of the crime, pauper-
ism, and wr.tchedness of the country is
the result of strong drink ; with a sense
of the moral debasement, the wreck and
ruin of character and of home which
result from this treaflic, it seems to us
that the first duty of society is to sup-
press this evil which, as Mr. Gladstone
has attivmed, **has caused more sutfering
than war, pestilence or famine.”  This is
not a problem for academic discussion,
hut for immedia‘e and practical solution.

[t may betrue that the practical prohi-
bition of strong drink mmong the Mos-
lems has not regencrated society in Mos-
fem Iands. but the habit of opium and
hashish eating has  largely taken the
place of the drink habit. [If the latter
were also added, their native bratality
wonld be ten-fold enbanced.

Lt is cause for gratitude - no thanks to
the liquor traitic and its agents, but in
spite of them--that intemperance in Can-
adais less than in the United States, with
its large foreign population from the
shus of Naples, Haumburg, and Cracow.
But anyone engaged in  philanthropic
work in our towns and cities knows that
an appalling sanount of wretchedness still
results from the use of stronyg drink.

The Maine law may not have entirely
prevented the use of liquor among the
sailors and longshore men of Portland.
and the lumberers of Bangor, any more
tham the laws against theft or murder
have prevented these crimes in Canada ;
but, with all vespeet. the veteran Neal
Dow is a better authority on this subject
than even Principal Grant.  From Neal
Daw's testimony before the Royal Com-
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mission on the liquor traflic at Montreal,
in 1892, the following extract is taken :

I suppose there s no State in the Union
where more liguor was constumed in propos -
tion to the population thanin Maine.  That
arose very largely from the fact of two great
industries heing carvied on there—one being
the lumber trade, which you all know about
in Canada, and the other being the fisheries,
which vou also know about here.  The
lumbermen were employed e the woods
during the winter cutting down the trees,
and drink would formaregular part of thew
rations ¢ and  the fishermen had rum as a
regular part of their rations,  The vesnlt
was that poverty and pavperism were with
the people of Maine.  An innnense guantity
of liquor was consumed there,

There were agreat many distilleries in the
State, seven of them were in Portland, and
two  breweries.  They  made prum from
molasses imported in large quantities from
the West Indies s they made whiskey from
potatoss, and some of them made apple-
Jack, or hrandy. from apples.  Now there
ix not a distillery or brewery in Maine. and
there has not been one for a good many
years,

At that time large gquantities of West
India rum were imported.  Thix rum came
to us hy the cargo. A great many cargoes
were received every year, and it wasa regu-
lar trade. A large fleet of vessels was
ve mlarly emplovedin the West Indiatrade.
They took tish and lumber ont and hrought
back molksses, which was converted into
ram : and alsy West India rum. Now,
there is not one puncheon of rum impo: ted
into Maine. and there has not been any
imported for very many years,

The result of the change has heen this:
that while Maine was undoubtedly one of
the poorest States in the Union in the
olden time. it is now one of the most pros-
perons.  The volume of the liquor trafiic is
greatly reduced. The savings of the people
from that traflic are such that the State has
beeome very Hlourishing.

It is quite safe to say that the gquantity
of liquor sold in Maine now is not one-
twentieth as much as it was before the law
was passed. Tt is quite within the mark to
make thatstatement. Portland is the largest
city in the State, and it is within the trath
to say that the gquantity of liquor sold there
now ix not one-hundredth of what it was
before. Now whatever liguor ix sold there,
is sold on a very small seale, and on the sly.

The Hquor trafiic is not entirely excluded
from Maine : but it is safe to say that in
more than three-fourths of our territory,
containing more than three-fourths of the
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population, the liquor traflic is practi-
cally extinguished. = In all the rural dis-
tricts and smaller towns and villages, there
are no grog-shops and no liguor teaflie, A
whole generation has grown up  without
having scen the effeets of liguor, and therve
are men and women who have never seen a
drunken man.

¢ We may have in Canada,” Mr, Spence
well remarks, **even more effeetive prohi-
bition than there is in Maine,”

In Maine the drink habit is under ban.
A whole generation has grown up, few of
whom have ever seen an open saloon, and
who are in no danger of forming the
drink habit at the low dives which lark
in secret places.  Maine, from being one
of the poorest of the States in the Union,
is now, relatively, one of the wealthiest,
and has far more money in its savings
banks than many of the larger and more
populous States.

Seience Notes.

THe ExtTeNt or THE UNIVERSE.

Professor Simon Neweomb has deliver-
ed an interesting address on the ¢ Prob-
lems of Astronomy ” at the dedication of
the Flower Observatory, University of
Pennsylvania. It is printed in full in
Secience.  We take from it the following
passage :

I have seldom felt a more delicious
sense of repuse than when, crossing the
ocean during the summer months, Isought
a place where I could lie alone on the
deck, look up at the “constellations, with
Lyra near the zenith, and, while listening
to the clank of the engine, try to calcu-
late the hundreds of millions of years
which would be required by our ship to
reach the star « Lyr:ie, if she conld con-
tinue her course in that direction without
ever stopping. It is a striking example
of how easily we may fail to realize our
knowledge when I say that T have thought
many a time how deliciously one mighe
pass those hundred millions of years na
journey to the star « Lyrie, without its
occurring to me that we are actually mak-
ing that very journey at a speed compared
with which the motion of the steamship
is slow indeed.

Through every year, every hour, every
minute, of human history froin the first
appearance of man on carth, from the
era of the builders of the pyramids,
through the times of Cresar and Hannibal,
through the period of every event that
history records, not merely our earth, bat
the sun and the whole solar system with
it, have been speeding their way towards
the star of which I speak on a journey of
which we know neither the beginning nor
theend. During every clock-beat through
which humanity has existed it has moved
on this journey by an amount which we

canuot specify more exactly than to say
that it is probably between hve and nine
miles per second. We are at this me
ment thousands of miles nearer to «
Lyrie than we were a few minutes ago
when T began this discourse, and througls
every future moment for untold thousand-
of years to come the carth and all there i~
on it will be nearer to ¢ Lyrwe, or neares
to the place were that star now is, by hun
dreds of miles for every minute of time
come and gone.

When shall we et there? Probably
in less than  million years, perhaps
half a miliioy. We cannot tell exactly.
but get iliere we must, if the laws o1
nature and the laws of motion continue
as they are.  To attain to the stars was
the seemingly vain wish of the philoso-
pher, but the whole human race is, in
certain sense, realizing the wish as rapidly
as a speed of six or eight miles a second
can bring it about.

1 have called attention to this motion
hecause it may in the not distant future
afford the means of approximating to «
solution of the problem already men-
tioned—that of the extent of the universe.
Notwithstanding the success of astrono-
mers during the present century in meas
uring the parallax of a number of stars,
the most recent investigations show that
there are very few, perhaps hardly more
than a score of stars of which the parallax
and therefore the distance has been de-
termined with any approach to certainty.

Many parallaxes, determined by ob-
servers about the middle of the century.
have had to disappear before the power-
ful tests applied by measures with the
heliometer, others have been greatly re-
duced, and the distances of the stais
increased in proportion. So far as meis-
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arewent goes, we can only say of the
distances of all stars, except the few
whose parallaxes have been determined.
that they are immeasurable,

The radius of the earth’s orbit, a line
wore than 90,000,000 miles in length, not
only vanishes from sight hefore we reach
the distance of the great mass of stars,
but becomes such a meve point that, when
maguified by the powerful instruments of
modern times, the most delicate appli-
anees fail ro make it measurable. Here
the solar motion comes to our help.  This
motion, by which, as 1 have said, we are
carried unceasingly through space, is
made evident by a motion of most of the
stars in the opposite direetion, just as,
passing through a country on a railway,
we see the houses on the right and on the
left being left behind us. It is clear
enongh that the apparent motion will he
more rapid the nemwer the object. We
may, therefore, form some wdea of the
distance of the stars when we know the
amount of the motion, It is found that
inthe great mass of stars of the sixth mag-
nitude, the smallest visible to the naked
cye, the motion is about three seconds
per century. As a measure thus stated
does not convey an accurate conception
of the magnitude to one not practiced in
the subject, I would say that, in the
heaveuns. to the ordinary eye, a pair of
stars will appear single unless they are
separated by a distance of 159 or 200
seeconds. wet us then imagine ourselves
looking at a star of the sixth magaitude,
which is at rest while we are carried past
it with the motion of six or cight nules
persecond which I have described. Mark
its position in the heavens as we see it to-

.

day ; then let its position again be marked

5,000 years hence. A good eye will just
be able to perceive that there are two
stars marked instead of one. The two
would be so close together that no distinet
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space between them could he perceived
by unaided vision. It is due to the mag-
nifying power of the telescope, enlarging
such small apparent distances that the
motion has been determined in so small
a period as the 150 years during which
accurate observations of the stars have
been made. -

Deer Sea Divina.

It has heretofore been ditlicult for divers
to work at very great depths on account
of the immense pressure of the water,
We learn from the Seienfific mcrican
that Mr. W. W. Gordon, of Australia,
has invented a submarine armour which
renders this possible.  In the Clyde in
November, 1897, Mr. W.R. Walker, wear-
ing this new armour, walked about the
bottom at 31 fathoms, or 186 feet. He
was under the water for fifty mwinutes,
during which he was subjected toa pres-
sure of over eighty pounds to the square
inch, buton coming up he was quite fresh.

The invention is a dress which in itself
withstands the tremendous pressure of
great depths, enabling the diver to
breathe a normal air pressure. Tt is in
effect a suit of armour which defies all
assaults, yet cnables the wearer to move
about with the utmost ease. The most
important part is the helmet, which
descends to the waist in one piece of
solid copper, and weighs no Jess than
24 cwt., while the dress weighs 5 cwt.
The arms and lower half of the dress con-
sist of a series of spiral springs covered
with waterproof material, which at the
same time gives strength and mobility.
These springs are made of delta metal —
a phosphor bronze of immense strength.
Fresh air is pumped in through a tube,

while the foul air escapes through
another. A telephone enables the diver

to communicate with the surface at will.

OUR CURRENT STORIES.

The new subseriptions to the Meru-
onisT MaGAZINE AND REVIEW have come
in 80 fast that the November and Decem-
ber numbers are entirely exhausted.
We regret therefore that we are unable
from thisdate to furnish these back num-
Lers.  We present, therefore, the follow-
ng synopses of our current stories, that

our renders may underatand the connec-

tion with the previous chapters.

“Ruona RoBERTS.”

The writer of this story is a Methodist
local preacher, whose “Methodist Idylls,”
just completed in the Methodist Times,
have won him marked namne and fame in
Great Britain. The Methodist Recorder,
the Christian World and the Methodist
Times give very high commendation to
the story of ‘‘Rhoda Roberts” as a
strong, healthy, noble tale, giving true
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and vivid pictures of Methodist life in
the Old Land. The outline of the
chapters already published is briefly as
follows :

Seth Roberts is a Methodist local
preacher ; his danghter, Rhoda Roberts,
1s the village schoolmistress, with whom
Dick Fowler, a young Methodist miner,
is very much in love. Tle has a rival in
Mr. Edward Trethyn, son and heir of the
mine owner, whose father, for mercenary
reasous, wishes him to marry the daugh-
ter and heiress of his neighbour, Sir
Charles Montgomery. The Methodist
miners ask the Squive to sell the site for
the chapel, which he scornfully refuses.
The sturdy colliers vesent this feudal
tyranny, and demaud the sale under
menace of a strike.

Stephen Grainger, the mine agent,
exasperates the Squite both against the
miners and against his son, who s endeav-
oring tu act as peacemiker between thew,
The harsh replies of the Syuire lead to a
riot of the miners, in whica the agent's
house is burned, and Syuire Trethyn is
found mysteriously killed.  Grainger
procures the arrest of Edward Trethyn,
who had had high words with his father,
and charges him with the murder.

In his exasperation at his son, Squire
Trethyn had left his estate to hisnephew,
Arthur Trethyn, suppused to be in Aus-
tralia, and Grainger, @ stern, hard man,
is put in full management of the estate
and wmines.  Young Edward Trethyn
escapes, by the aid of Rhuda Roberts,
from prison, and tahkes 1efuge for the time
in the house of Seth Roberts, her father.
Rhoda, who refused to many the youny
heir while his father was Iiving, now that
he is impoyerished and «a fugitive under
ban of the law, confesses her love.  Ed-
ward has a sceret interview with lis
mother, who is also convineed of his
innueence.  Meanwhile, suspicion falls
upun Stephen Grainger of the murder of
the Squire, and Mr. Carlyle, o shrewd
Scotland Yard detective, comes upon his
track. Grainger grows to be more than
ever stern and cruel. His oppression of
the tenants and miners becomes almost
unendurable.

Intelligence is brought to his mother
that Mr. Edward Trethyn is drowned,
and  Arthur Trethyn, the  scapegrace
nephew, turns up as heir to the estate.
At this point Chapter XVIIL takes up
the story. :

«Ix His Steps.”

This story was preached as a scries

.

of Sunday evening sermons to his con-
aregation by the Rev. Charles Sheldon.
The synopsis of the early chapters is as
follows : .

The Rev. Henry Maxwell is writing his
sermon from the text, *‘For hereunto
were ye called ; because Christ also suf-
fered for you, leaving you an example,
that ye should follow his steps,” when he
is interrupted by the call of & puor tramp,
whom he is unable to help.  On Sunday,
after the sermon, the same tramp rises in
the chureh, tells his story of unsuccessful
search for work, and appeals, not for
himself, but for others in shmilar need,
clusing with the words, ¢ But what would
Jesus do ! Is that what you mean by
following his steps!”  Then he falls
down in a fainting fit, is carried to the
parsonage, and in a few days dies.

The Rev. Henry Maxwell, deeply im-
pressed with the man's appeal, calls «
meeting of his people, and asks for volun
teers who will pledge themselves em
nestly and honestly for an entire yea
not to do anything without first asking
the question, ¢ What would Jesus do 7™
A nuvmber of the leading mewbers of
the church respond.  Among them ar
Ldward Norman, editor of the Raymond
Daily News; Mexander Powers, super
intendent of the railway works ; Donald
Marsh, president of Lincoln College .
Milton Wright, a leading merchant and
manufacturver ; Dr. West, a clever su
geon 3 Jasper Chase, an author ; Miss
Virginia Fage, a millionaire beiress, and
Raclicl Winslow, the leading soprano of
his choir.

Edvward Nurman determines to edit
the Daily News as he thinks Jesus would
do it.  Out go the press report of the
great prize fight, the whishey and tobace.
advertiseiments, and the Sunday cdition
is str pped.  The foreman printer thinks
the cditor has gone crazy | the newsboys
and public ccho his sentiment.  Sub
scriptions and advertisements fall off .
but the paper becvmes a moral powe
in the community.

Here the current number tihes up this
stiriing story.

Tn addition to the splendid prograwmme
of articles for Tz MerRODIST MAGAZINE
AND Review for 1898 we are able to an
nounce two additional papers of special

interest. One by Rev. Dr. Reynar, of
Victorin  University, on ““The New

Woman and the True Woman,” and
another by Professor Chant, of Toronto
University, on a seeming contradiction,
¢ Invisible Light.”
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Aeross the Sub-iAreties of Cunada, A
Journey of 3,200 miles by Canoe and
Snowshoe through the Barren Lands.
By J. \W. Tyrrenn, C.HK., D.L.S,
With Illustrations from Photographs
taken on the Journey, and from draw-
ings by Arthur Heming. Methodist
Book-Rooms, Toronto, Montreal and
Haiifax. 8vo. Price, §1.50.

The Brothers Tyrrell have the honour
of having made the most extensive tour
through previously unexplored territory
ever undertaken in Canada. It was one
wisely projected and successfully accom-
plished, though not without great hard-
ship and, at times, extreme peril. To the
powers of trained scientific vbservation
of the author is added that of vivid de-
seription. This book is one of fascinating
interest and permanent value.

It is somewhat of a surprise to find in
these barren lands of sub-arctic Canada
great herds of reindeer, many thousands
in number. The photograph of one of
these herds, whose branching antlers give
the impression of a small forest, vindi-
cates the description of the author from
any charge of exaggeration. Mr. Tyrrell
gives a very pleasing account of the
Eskimo whom lLe met in his northern
journev  They impress us as a gentle,
hones., docile, brave and ingenious
people. Their struggle for existence is
one continuous battle with frost and
snow and arctic seas. The chapters on
these ingenious people, their character
and customs, arc among the most inter-
esting in the volume.

As a mere record of adventure, of im-
minent peril and hair-breadth escapes, of
hunting polar bears, and taking a winter
tramp of a thousand miles, we know no
narrative of more absorbing character.
The numerous illustrations, excellent
maps and handsome binding make this
one of the handsomest volumes ever
issued from our connexional press.

Spain in the Nineteenth Centwry. By
Evizasere WorMELEY Latmver. Chi-
cago: A. C. McClurg & Co. 8vo, pp.
441, illustrated. Toronto: William
Brigge. Price, $2.50.

oD’ *
All writers who know the value of Mrs.
Latimer’s Nineteench Century Series will
regret that this is the last of them. She

3
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has rendered very impurtant service to
all students of history by this series. Of
the present volume she well remarks:
*'There are many excellent buoks which
tell us about Spain in the days of her
glory —about Ferdinand and Isabella, the
Expulsion of the Moors, the Peninsular
War ; but there seems to be nowhere
continuous history of this period.”

This is, on the whole, a rather sad
story. “The history of Spain since she
sank from wealth and greatness into a
second-rate, lhmpoverished power,” says
our author, ‘‘is vne continued tangle of
revolutions —all seeming tv end nowhere
and in nothing.” Yet it has several
prominent points of great interest which
rise like mountain peaks from a dim chaos.
These she points out and c¢nables us to
triangulate therefrom the intervening
levels. She attributes to the Spanish
Inquisition the deterivration which has
taken place in the Spanish character. It
has restricted the intellectual develop-
ment of the nation, and made its people
“rush recklessly from anarchical liberty
to absolute despotism, and vice versu.”

“¢The lion in the skin of a fox" is
the phrase which vur author quotes from
Napoleon himself, describing his subtle
and sinister character in Spanish politics.
The Spanish orators are very proud of
their victories over Napoleon, but they
seem to forget that they were won
through the help of Wellington. The
three Carlist Wars, the Spanish Mar.
riages, the discreditable career of Queens
Christina and Isabella II., and the pa-
thetic story of King Alfonso XI1I1. and his
little son, the present king of Spain,
born after his father's death, are all
lucidly recorded. As far as possible, the
tangled story of the Spanish-American
colonists is unravelled, and an impartial
account of the Cuban revolutions is given.
The author thinks the annexation of Cuba
would be a disaster to the United States.

Nowhere else that we know can one
find such an interesting and instructive
résumé of Spanish history during the
century, and character studies of its dis-
tinguished men, like Castelar, the Re-
publican patriot, Zumalacarregui, the
Carlist leader, and others who have
emerged on the crest of these stormy
waves. This handsome volume is illus-
trated by twenty-three full-page portraits.
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The Potier’s Wheel. By 1ax MACLAREN
(Rev. John Watson, D.D.). Torouto:
Fleming H. Revell Co.  Wm. Briugs.
Montreal: C. W. Coates. Halifax :
S. I, Huestis. Pp. 209. Price, $1.00.

It is fortunate that this little book is
written by one who has already attained
an’” enviable reputation in the world of
letters, otherwise it might not have the
circulation it deserves. It merits a large
circle of readers. It has a definite mes-
sage for men and women, who through
personal experience or observation, have
been brought face to face with the great
problems of human suffering and sorrow.

Starting out with the figure of *“ The
Potter’s Wheel,” our author discusses
questions of such universal interest as
Broken Homes, Trials of Faith, Vexatious
Children, Vanishing Illusions, the Prob-
lem of Personal Suffering, Death, and
the Conscious Existence of Our Departed
Friends. We have sixteen brief chapters
in all, covering a wide area of specula-
tion and esperience. Too much is at-
tempted, within brief limits, to admit of
exhaustive treatment, and the reader who
looks for profound philusophical essays is
doomed to disappointment. The message
of this charming volume is to the Jeart.
This statement must not be interpreted
to mean that the intelligence is not ap-
pealed to, for it is, and often in a very
convincing manner. But the appeal is
oftener to that noble instinet which wel-
comes the truth about God, an instinet
which transcends mere logic and lays hold
upon eternal verities with an unfaltering
grasp.

One is tempteld to quote from ** The
Potter’'s Wheel,” the literary character
of which bears favourable comparison
with the other published works from D,
Watson’s pen.  Writing of *‘Broken
Homes,” ouwr author beautifully says:
““People who are strong and busy and
successful and glad—who have never
been chustened in their hearts—are apt
to take shallow and trifling views of life.
They do not see clearly because of the
¢lare of the sunshine in the room, so
that they might pass a crucifixion without
notice.” Treating of ¢ The World—Sor-
row,” Ian Maclaren declaves that, < It
were better to believe in no God than a
cruel or indifferent God who would not
lift a hand although the world were filled
with blood and tears. . . The worst
heretics are those who have no difliculty
about the government of the world he-
cause they “have comfortable homes and
have suffered no wrongs.” Though the
book is splendidly optimistic in tone, the
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optimism is always sane and wholesome.
¢TIt is a shallow optimism,” he contends,
‘“that would take a rose-coloured view of
the world, whose moan ought ever to be
in our ears. It is an inexcusable pes-
simism that deniés the progress of the
ace with the centuvies.”

If you have known sorrow, if the waters
of affliction are breaking upon you, read
this book. If your friend is tormented
with doubts or d stressed with grief, give
him ““The Potter's Wheel,” and pray
that it be a benediction to him.

S.P.R.

A History of Owr Orwen Tomes, from 1880 to
the Diamond Jubilee. By JustiN Mc-
Carrny, M.P. Illustrated. New York:
Harper & Bros. Toronto: William
Briggs.

It is easier to obtain a well digested
history of the Crusades or the Reforma-
tion in England than of recent times.
Hence the value of the service rendered
by Mr. McCarthy in completing his
History of Our Own Times. This volume
embraces the important period of the
last twenty years. Of course, in treating
the subjects which have been discussed
with such passionate earnestness, and in
which men’s tempers are not yet cool
as ** Home Rule in Ireland,” ¢¢ Parnellism
and Crime,” * The South African Ques-
tion,” and the like--there will be differ-
ence of opinion as to the strictness of
equilibrium with which the writer holds
the historic scales. Some of the most
relinble pages are the author’s chavacter
sketches of such men as Joseph Cham-
berlain, Gladstone, Beaconsfield, Lord
Salisbury, Parnell, Manning, Newman,
Spurgeon, Morley, Rusebery, Harcourt,
and Balfour. The bouk is full of viva-
city, is well indexed, and contains fifteen
portraits of the makers of England of
these later days.

Lrangelinee. A Tdle of deadia. By
Hexry Wapswortn  LONGFELLOW.
With illustrations by Violet Oalkley
and Jessie Willcox Smith. Boston:
Houghton, Mifflin & Co. Torontu:
William Briggs. Price, 82.50.

Lougfellow’s tender and touching stary
of Evangeline is of special interest to
Canadian readers.  The spell of the poel
has made the meadows of Grand Pre
Blomidon’s Height. and the Gaspercau
Valley Canadian classic ground. The
beautiful setting of the story in this
volume is worthy of the theme. The
bold print, wide margins, and the full
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page illustrations in colour have caught
the very spirit of the scene and its story.
Miss Alice Longfellow, the poet's daugh-
ter, gives an interesting account of the
writing of the poem. This will be an
admirable holiday gift boulk.

The Man with the Book, or Memoirs of
wJohn Ross of Brucefield.” By ANNa
Ross. Toronto: R. G. McLean and
William Briggs. Price, $1.00.

The Rev. John Ross, of Bruceficld,
was & strongly marked personality. He
was a typical Scot in shrewdness, in
strength of character, and in persistence
of will. He was early the subject of
divine grace, and took an intense intevest
in the Disruption controversy which
waged in his early years. Coming to
Canada, he entered Knox College, and
won the life-long esteem of its professors.
He soon received a call to Brucefield,
where he ministered to a loving and be-
loved people for nearly two-score years.
It is evidence of his strong convictions
that he was one of the very few who,
with the congregation he represented,
declined to enter into the union of the
Presbyterian churches iu this country.

The impression given by these pages is
that of a man of Knox-like fearlessness
of character, nobleness of thought, and
purity of life. He well-deserved the
title, *“The Man with the Book.” He
was & close and thorough student of the
Bible, and with singular aptitude applies
his teachings in every-day life. We are
not convinced of the correctness of his
theory of the millennium, that there are
three comings of our Lord. Such a con-
secrated life is a benediction to Canada,
and is one of those elements which makes
it what it is to-day.

Studies i Comparative Thealogy. Six
lectures delivered by Rev. Geo, H.
Trever, Pu.D., D.D., Milwaukee,
Wis., before the students of Lawrence
University, Appleton, Wis, Cincin-
nati: Curls & Jennings. Toronto :
Willizm Briggs.  Price, $1.20.

Comparative Theology is a new depart-
ment of science, but a very important
one. It demonstrates the incomparable
superiority of the Jewish and Christian
religions over the other historic religions
of the world. Tt shows how the nations,

Groping blindly in the darkness

'Itm' some good they comprehend not,

Pouch Ciod’s right hand in the darkness

And are lifted up and strengthened.

God has not left Himself without a wit-

ness even in the dark places of the earth.
But. as our author puats it, what com-
parison is there between ‘ the candle of
Asia and the sun of the world ? Similarly
he contrasts Zoroaster, the founder of the
Parsee faith, with Moses, the Law-Giver
of Isracl. g

An interesting chapter is that on ** the
religion of Abraham’s boyhoud home,”
with its Chaldean Polytheism and mani-
fold idolatries. ¢‘The Sphinx’s ery for
light” sets forth the aspiration of the
ancient Egyptians for spiritual illumina-
tion. Of great practical importance is
the final chapter on ‘ The Voice of the
Gospel to Other Religions.”

Life and Lctters of Hurriet Beecher

Stowe.  Edited by ANy Fienps,
Boston: Houghton, Mifilin & Co.
Pp. 406. Toronto: William Briggs.

Price, $2.00.

Mrs. Stowe was no less charming a3
a person than as a writer. She was one
of the chief moral forces for the abolition
of African slavery in America. Her
great story touched the heart and con-
science of the nation and made emanci-
pation possible. The success of ** Uncle
Tom’s Cabin” has overshadowed the
merits of her other works, Her ** Agnes
of Sorrento,” ““The Minister's Wooing,”
‘“'The Pearl of Orr’s Island,” and the
tale of “Dred ” would in themselves give
a distinguished reputation to any writer.

In Mys. Field’s charming volume we
get a revelation of Mrs. Stowe’s personal
and inner life, of her genial vein of
humour, her sweet and sunny disposition,
of her intense hatred of wrong and op-
pression, of her deeply religious spirit,
and of her warm domestic aflections.
Her life was not without its sorrows and
bereavements, but it was consecrated to
high and holy service of God and of man.
It is a sweet face that looks at us from
the frontispiece, a type of the genial
character depicted in these pages. We
purpose making Mrs. Stowe in the near
future the subject of a character sketch
in this magazine.

The Lady’'s Walk. By Mrs. OLIPITANT.
London: Methuen & Co. Toronto :
The Copp, Clark Company, Limited.

Mrs, Oliphant exhibits in several of
her writings a fondness for discussing the
problems of the border-land between this
world of sense and the unseen world of
spirits.  Such is her story of ‘ Little
Lady Mary,” and such is the motive of
the present story. ‘“The Lady’s Walk ”



100

was a tree-lined avenue near Ellermore,
where the footsteps of the guardian saint
of the family were often heard, and her
ghostly presence sometimes seen. This
story of Scottish life, and of the tragic
fate of the heir and hope of the house, is
told with absorbing interest. It is
strange that such a classic writer as Mrs.
Oliphant should indulge in such solecisms
as ¢* Neither her nor me could do it—
neither her nor me ;~ and again, * Don’t
think it's him ;” and “It's only him.”
We know that nice customs must cour-
tesy to great kings, but cven great
writers should obey the laws of language.

Seven Puzzling Bool:s of the Bille, By the
Rev. Dr. Grabpex.  Boston : Hough-
ton, Mifilin & Co. Toronto: William
Briggs.

Dr. Washington Gladden is a man
whose name is growing on our age in his
marked influence and personality. He is
not rated among higher critics in phil-
ology, though in very close alliance
with them. He does not pose as a
scholar, but as a practical Christian, hav-
ing the same practical aim now as led
him some years ago to write * Applied
Christianity,” and since then various
works on social questions. From his
pulpit in Columbus, Ohio, he has recently
been striving to remove difticulties in the
minds of thoughtful hearers on certain
books of the Bible. The substance of
these discourses is now given in the
bright, attractive volume before us.

In this work are views which may
startle some, but will not take by surprise
scholarly students of the Old Testament.
The cthical teachings of the books dis-
cussed are presented with much interest,
while larger concessions are made to the
view of errancy in Scripture than most
intelligent readers will be prepared to
admit. W. LS.

His Grace of Osmonde. Being the por-
tions of that Nobleman's Lite Omitted
in the Relation of his Lady’s Story
presented to the World of Fashion
under the title of ‘A Lady of Qual-
ity.” By Fraxces HonssoN BUrNETT.
Toronto : The Copp, Clark Co. Price,
§1.50.

We regret that we cannot commend
this latest work of this accomplished
writer. The pen that gave us the beau-
tiful creation of “Little Lord Fauut-
leray,” could be better employed than in
portraying the coavrse society of the
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Restoration and Times of James II.,
William IIL and Anne. We suppose the
portraiture is correct, kut the subject is
an unpleasant and unedifying one.

Unele Bernae, A Memory of the Empire.
By A. Conax Dovie. London: George
Bell & Sons. Toronto : William Briggs.
Price, $1.25.

None of our modern writers surpasses,
we think none of them equals, Dr. Conau
Doyle for the painstaking accuracy and
fidelity to the facts and spirit of history
in his stories. In his latest narrative we
have a vivid picture of the menace of
Great Britain by Napoleon when he
gathered a great army at Boulogne for
the invasion of England. Not only is
the narrative one of absorbing interest,
but from it one gains a conception of the
greatness and meanness of the arch-des-
pot of Eurvpe. While recugnizing his
military genius, the author describes the
base personal character of the man
Napoleon. His treatment of his officers,
his wife, and ladies of the court, resemble
more the character of an oriental despot
of the Byzantine empire than of a ruler
of the nineteenth century.

Karma. A Story of Ealy Buddhism.
By Dr. Pavy Carvs.  Third Orviental
Art Edition. Printed and Illustrated
in Japan. Chicago: The Open Cowt
Publishing Company. Crépe paper,
tied in silk. Price, 75 cents.

This is a very quaint and beautiful
booklet with the artistic coloured pictures
of Japanese designs. These are decidedly
an artistic and literary curiosity. It has
been translated into English, French,
German and Russian.

The Little Innmp of Clay, and Other Ad-
dresses to Young People. By Rev. T W,
Surewssury.  Edinburgh : Oliphant,
Anderson & Ferrier. Toronto: Wil
liam Briggs. Price, 50 cents.

Preaching to young people is one of
the most difticult kinds of preaching.
Yet if it be well done no kind is more use-
ful to both children and adults. Tt is
aratifying to find such an admirable
volume by a Wesleyan minister issned
from the press of a standard Scottish
publisher.  The author selects some of
the most striking texts of Scripture and
uses them as golden nails fastened in
sure places by the Master of Assemblics.




Book Notices.

Theory of Physics. By Josern S. Anes,
Ph.D. New York: Harper & Bros.
8vo, pp. xviii-H11.  Toronto : William
Briggs.

In this volume are summed up the
latest results of science in the department
of physics. It treats briefly Matter and
its Properties, Conservation of Matter,
and more fully Mechauics and Properties
of Matter, as kinematics, dynamics, ete.,
sound, heat, light, electricity, and mag-
netism. The latter subject has been
almost created within a very few yeurs,
so manifold are its recent developments.
The book is adapted rather for the class
student than the genecral reader, the ma-
thematical formulie and diagrams being
especially useful for the elucidation of
these subjects.

The Ci ~ist Brotherhood. By Lovis ALRERT
Bayks, D.D. New York: Eaton &
Mains.  Toronto: William Briggs.
Price, 81.20.

We are glad to see the increasing use
made by Methodist preazhers of the
press. Dr. Banks had reached a large
and appreciative audience—if we may use
that word—through his previous volunes
of printed sermons. But sermons, to
stand this test, must be readable and not
the least soporific. Such eminently are
Dr. Banks’. They are filled with the very
marrow and fatness of the Gospel, and
in appropriate illustration are models of
their kind.

The Choir Invisible. By Javes Laxe
ArLex. Toronto : George N. Morang.
Cloth, 81.25; paper, 75c.

This is a strongly written book which
deseribes life in Kentucky a hundred
years ago, shortly after the treaty with
England had ceded the Ohio valley and
put an end to the long and cruel Indian
wars. In mental analysis it resembles
Hawthorne's “*Scarlet Letter.” But
John Gray, the frontier school-teacher,
wrestled with his great tewptation and
overcame it. It is a story of aftection
that hopes and endures and is patient,
and is made the purer and holier by trial
and disappointment. Thus are its cha -
acters fitted to join ““The Choir In-
visible.”
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Quo Vadis. A narrative of the time of
Nero. By HEeNrYK SIENKIEWICZ.
Translated from the Polish by Jere-

miah Curtin. Toronto : George N.
Morang. Cloth, $1.50; paper, 75c.

The title of this book is taken from a
legend that the apostle Peter, fleeing
from Rome to escape martyrdom, was
met by our Saviour, and addressed Him
in the words, ‘*Domine, Quo Vadis,”
¢t Lord, whither goest thou.” To whom
our Lord replied, “*I go to Rome to be
crucified again.” The apostle was so
conscience-stricken that he went back to
the scene of persecution, and ended his
life with glorious martyrdom. It is one
of the most realistic pictures of that old
Roman life of mingled luxury and
poverty, of pagan vice and Christian
saintliness, of bitter persecution and
heroic endurance, that we have ever
read. Indeed, the portrayal of that old
pagan life, its cruchiy and wrong, is al-
most harrowing in its reality.

Lireranvy NOTEs.

The Copp, Clark Company, Toronto, in
connection with Adam and Charles Black,
London, issue an admirable series of Sir
Walter Scott’'s novels in twenty-five
voluries at the low price of §12.50 for
the set. They are well printed and in-
dexed with notes and with a few illustra-
tions. These are printed from the same
plates as the well-known Centenary Edi-
tion, which was published for&31.25. This
set is well adapted for holiday presents
or libraries.

This Little World. By David Christie
Murray. Toronto: The Copp, Clark Co.,
Limited. London: Chatto & Windus.
Price, S1.25.

The Builders. By J. S. Fletcher, au-
thor of “ When Charles the First was
King.” London: Methuen & Co., 36
Essex Street, W.C.; Toronto: Copp,
Cla:k Company.

The School for Saints.  Part of the his-
tory of the Right Honourable Robert
Orange, M.P. By John Oliver Hobbes.
12mo, pp. 514. Toronto: The Copp,
Clark Company.

Yet all that 1 have iearn’t (hugh toyles now past)
By long experience, wnd in famous schooles,

Is but to know my ignorance at last;

Who think themselves most wise are greayest fools.

— Williamm, Earl of Stirling.
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Religioas and Missiopary Intelligence.

BY THE REV. E. BARRASS, D.D.

WEesLEYAN METHODIST.

‘The missionary report for the past year
reached us lately. The income amounts
to $638,292, besides $188,648 on account
of the debt, and also the Famine Fund
in India near $£35,000. The Woman’s
Auxiliary is $67 00

The missions in London, Manchester,
Liverpool, Birmingham, Leeds and else-
where give increasing evidence of their
utility.  The Jargest halls and other
buildings are not only crowded to their
utmost capacity, but In many instances
hundreds cannot obtain even standing
room. This is wespecially the case at
West London, where St. James’ Hall is
sometimes crowded an hour befure the
service. Few Sabbuths pass without
conversions.

The Band of Hope Jubile. has been
celebratel with great éelaf throughout
England. Rev. Dr. Jenkins preached
the Jubilee sermon in Wesley’s Chapel,
City Road, London. There are in all
2,862,924 members as a result of fifty
years’ toil.  Anattempt is being made to
secure & Jubilee Permanent Fuund of
$125,000.

Quiet Days for the deepening of spirit-
ual hife have been held in several places.
This we regard 2s a favorable sign of the
times. Holiness is power. Time was
when Methodists were almost ailone in
their advocacy of this grand subject, but
other churches are now becoming equally
zealous in the propagation of this trath.
Quict days may be regarded as essential
for the development of personal holiness,
beecause public demands are so pressing
that it is not easy to find time for Holi-
ness Conventions.,

The New Bolton Mission has been in-
augurated. Property has been purchased
to build a hall on the lines of the ** Cen-
tral ¥ at Manchester. The cost of the
property and building will be §92,000.
Mr. Walker, J.P,, has given £50,000 and
Mr. J. Barber £5,000.

The Manchester Mission has now
12,¢00 in its Sunday congregations ;
3,700 persons *‘mecet in class,” 1,300 men
and wamen in Bible classes ; 600 volun-
teer workers. 2,500 Sunday-school schol-
ars 3 1,900 children attending children’s

.

services ; 2,000 members of the Band of
Hope ; 500 mothers are members of the
mothers’ meetings. The social agencies
comprise homes for men, labour yard,
food depot, empioyment bureau, servants'
registry, preventive home for girls, medi-
cal union, night shelter for women, and
free breakfasts for poor children.

MEernovisT EriscopraL.

California Conference has a Japanese
district with ten appointments supplied
by Chinese ministers.

A beautiful church was dedicated in
Bloomsburg, Central Pennsylvania Cun-
ference, September 19th, the cost of
which was §55,000; all was provided on
that day.

The Board of Church Extension at its
annual meeting asked for the sum of
$305,225, to be raised by the Aunual
Conferences.

The amount asked for on behalf of the
Missionary Society for the year 1897-98
is $1,500,000.

There are 6,000 students in the college
classes and 25,000 in the preparatory
classes. The college equipment of the
church is valued at £11,500,000, and
the productive endowment reaches
§7,500,000.

Bishop Foss and Rev. Dr. Goucher are
visiting the Conferences and the work
generally in India.

The Wesleyan Missions in ‘Germany
have been annexed to the Conference of
the M. E. Church in that country.
There are now more Methodists in Ger-
many than there were in the M. E.
Church at the close of the first thirty
years of its existence.

Bishop Taylor has closed his missionary
tour in South Africa, and by the time
these nates are printed he will have re-
turned to the United States, via Lon-
don, Eng.

Seven hundred and fifty orphans have
been secured and are being trained in
the Mission Orphanage, India.

A Rest Home has been established at
QOcean Grove by the Woman's Home
Missionary Society. In sixteen years




Religious Intelligence.

about £750,000 worth of supplies have
been sent to needy ministers.

The Woman’s Foreign Missionary So-
clety collected last year $313,937, being
an incerease of $28,113.

Messrs. Grant and Fowler have pre-
sented property in Chile, S.A., to the
Missionary Society, valued at $200,000,
Mr. Forler also donated $1,140, which
he had loaned to carry on the work of
the Society.

The indebtedness of the Missionary
Society is S186,143.79.  Attempts are
being made to obtain subscriptions of
220 each toward the entire liguidation.
The Bishops have subseribed $100 each,
and it is hoped that a suflicient amount
will be obtained for the pnrpose.

The lepers in the asylum at Asansol,
Bengal, India, requested to be allowed to
contribute towards the payment of the
missionary debt, and as they had no way
of earning money they saved it out of
their allowance of foud.

Merionist Eriscoral CHURCH, SOUTH.

The Church has grown since the war
from 700,000 to 1,500,000.

The Woman'’s Missionary Society in
Virginin Conference raised $7,116 23,
and the Rosebuds—the children—raised
5,201,

The Japan Conference reports as fol-
lows : Members, 539, o net gain of 17 ;
sunday-schools, 64 ; scholars, 1,554

One of the preachers in Texas was
offered by a Northern fivm =75 a week to
do newspaper work in Mexico, but he de-
clined, though his salary for preaching is
only $250 per year.

The Missionary Saciety has sustained
a gveat luss in the death of its Treasurer,
T.B. Holt, Bsy., who died while attend-
ing Texas Conference.

Christianity in its various aspeets has
found much favour in Korea. In 1892
the wife of the Korean Minister to for-
ciwn eountries connected herself with the
Preshyterian Church.

The next General Conference is to be
held at Baltimore, May 1898.  Professor
Davidson is the fraternal delegate from
the English Conference, and Principal
Sparling, of Wesley College, Winnipeg,
Mamtoba, will bear the grectings of
Cmalda Methodism  to  the Southern
Church.
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Tur Mernovist Cuvren.

Rev. Messes. Crossley and  Hunter,
after two years’ successful Jabours in the
Maritime Conferences, have returned to
the West. Our religious exchanges speak
in commendatory terms respecting these
brethren and the good that has been ac-
complished through their instrumentality.

Another calamity has befallen onr
brethren in the East.  This time the iine
church in Moncton, N.B., is destroyed.
The church was being heated for a mis-
siomary lecture to be delivered by the
Rev. Dr. Henderson, and somchow the
building becune enveloped in flames, and
before it could be extinguished the fine
organ and most of the edifice were de-
stroyed.

Rev. Di. Honderson has been spending
several weeks in Newfoundland, then he
returned te Nova Scotin, New Bruuns-
wick and Prince Edward Island, and
before returning home at Christmas spent
one Sunday each at Quebec and Montreal.
The people everywhere have given him a
royal receptivn.  He is booked for mis-
sionary services until the end of April.

A new church was dedicated at St.
Thomas, November 28th, when the
General Superintendent, Rev. Dr. Cur-
man, and the President of Toronto Con-
ference, Rev. Dr. Stoue, officiated. The
tinancial results were highly satisfactory.

The efforts of our young people in their
Epworth League and other socicties in
helping the missionary cause are being
crowned with great success. During the
last few months, Rev. J. A, Jackson,
M.D.. was sent to Belln Bella to labour
among the Indians; next Rev. D. Nor-
man went to Japan, and now Rev. Dr.
Ewan and his wife are on their way to
China.  They will both labour as medical
missionaries among the Celestials. The
brethren already named will be largely
supported by the Epworth Leagues’ Mis-
sionary Departinent.

Evaungelistic services have heen suc-
cessfully held in very many places. Rev.
A. J. Ranton, after labouring at Tweed
and other places in Bay of Quinte Con-
ference, proceeded to Newmarket, then
to Torento and laboured for three weeks
in McCaul Street, and will condunet a
series of evangelistic services at Berkeley
Street, Bathurst Street and Avenue Road
churches.

Mr. McHardy has conducted very suc-
cessful services at Southampton, Dundalk
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and other places. Rev. Arthur Brown-
ing spent some weeks at Meaford, and
was encouraged with the results of his
labours. Other brethren and sisters who
are in the evangelistic field have been
usefully employed.

MeTnonist Negw CONNEXION.

Leeds, Yorks, stands first in the Con-
nexion in the amount it contributes to
the Mission Fund. At the late anniver-
sary two missionaries from China were
present, Rev. John Innocent, President
of Conference, and John Robinson, who
laboured in China thirty-seven and
twenty years respectively.

PriyvuTive METHODIST,

Rev. W. L. Watkinson, President of
the Wesleyan Conference, has agreed to
preach the annual sermon for the Council
in London, February Sth.

Rev. Thos. Jackson has made arrange-
ments for students to spend their Christ-
mas and other vacations in work at the
Working Lads’ Institute, Whitechapel,
London.

RECENT DEATHS.

The Obituary List in the Wesleyan
Conference Minutes contains fifty-three
names. The average life was 633 years,
the oldest being in his ninetieth year and
the youngest just turned 25 years. The
period in the ministry averaged 46 years.

On the last week in November, Rev.
J. A. Diome, missionary at Caughna-
waga, came to his death while walking on
the railway near Montreal. He was very
deaf and was not aware that a train was
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coming rapidly after him, and was struck
by the engine. He had only been in the
ministry seven years.

Rev. W. B. Jost, B.A., of New Bruns.
wick, was a young man of more than
ordinary ability, « of whom many years of
usefulness were expected, but he was
called to his reward in the morning of
life. His father and grandfather were
Methodist ministers. With a view to
better fit himself for the ministry he went
to Chicago to pursue a post-graduate
course, when he was seized with typhoid
fever and soon died. Among his last
words were : *‘ My heart is full of the
love of Christ, and God’s will is best.”

Rev. R. R. Wilson, Hamilton Confer-
ence, entered the joy of his Lord after
being four years in the ministry. He
was deservedly esteemed for his amiable
disposition and manliness. In respect to
study he was wonderfully successful and
gave promise of great usefulness. His
death is greatly lamented.

Rev. Thomas Swindell, Primitive
Methodist minister, Norwich, Eng.,
died November 8th, aged 83. He was
in the active work thirty-eight years, the
whole of which was spent in Manchester
and Norwich Districts. Two of his sous
are in the ministry.

Rev. Dr. Raymond, for several years
Professor in Evanston University, has
gone to his reward at the ripe age of 86

years. He spent a few years in the
pastorate. The Wesleyan Academy and

Garrett Biblical Institute shared his
labours for many years. He left behind
him a valuable work on ¢ Systematic
Theology,” in two volumes.

A MESSAGE FROM HOME.

BY AMY PARKINSON.

No wintry blast,
No skies o’crcast,
No more decline of day ;
But genial air,
Heaven’s dome serenely fair,
And light alway.

No longings sore
For joys of yore,
And friends that were so dear:
The last tear dried,
iach yearning satisfied,
And loved ones near.
Taronto.

No weariness,
No cares oppress,

No pain nor weakness more ;
But rest at last,
Pcrplcxinﬁ thought all past,

And suffering o’er.

No dying hour,—
Dark death’s dread power
Forever passed away 3
Who enter Here
Drink of God’s River clear,
And live for aye.




