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THE PARLIAMENT OF ONTARIO.

ALTERNATE SESSIONS—BIENNIAL SESSIONS—LEGISLATIVE UNION,

BY 8. J. WATSON, TORONTO.

THE attention of the people of On-
tario has, at intervals, during
the past few years, been turned to-
ward the agencies by which they
govern themselves. Thus the ques-
tions of Biennial Sessions of the Local
Parliament ; the Diminution of the

presentation ; the adoption of Le-
gislative Union, have arisen to the
dignity of discussion as subjects of
public interest. The chief aim of the
Present article is to make an effort to
contribute to the Constitutional litera-
ture of those great factorsin the prob-
lem of free Parliamentary Government,

in the Pillar Province of the Canadian
Confederation.

ALTERNATE SESSIONS.

At the opening of the Parliament of
Ogltario, on the 13th of January, 1881,
Lieut. - Governor Robinson, in the
speech from the throne, said :—

‘In view of the many extensive and

neficial improvements in our laws,

effected since the Province attained,
thirteen years ago, control over its
local affairs, and of the further legis-
tion which will engage your attention
during the present Session, I com-
mend to your serious consideration the
question whether the time has not
come when the public interests may
be sufficiently protected, and at the
same time a considerable saving of ex-
pense be effected, by confining future
legislation to every alternate annual
session, except in cases.of special ur-
gency.’

It may prove of interest to repro-
duce, in an abridged form, the opinions
expressed by leading members of the
House, on the subject of a change in
the mode of holding the Sessions of
the Parliament of Ontario. N

Mr.Meredith, theleaderof the Oppo-
sition, took ground againsttheproposal.
¢ He believed it would not obtain the
assent of the supporters of the Gov-
ernment, and it certainly would not
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obtain the assent of those on the Op-
position side. The scheme would not
result in saving much expenditure. A
proposition which would be favoured
by the country would be to reduce
the membership of the House, and to
alter the rules in regard to Private
Bills, so that there would be no loss of
time. If this were done, the business
of the country could be transacted
within thirty days, and four hundred
dollars of the Sessional allowance to
each Member would be saved. He de-

nied that there were any members of
the Opposition in favour of the aboli- |

tion of the Legislature.” *
Attorney-General Mowat observed
that ¢ the question was, whether, now

that they had gone over the whole of !

the Statute Books, and over every sub-
ject within their jurisdiction, session
after session, they should go on mak-
ing laws each session, or confine their
attention to that branch of their du-
ties every other session. The Govern-
ment had come to no conclusion on
their part, for it was a question which
required a great deal of consideration,
He could see no solid objection to con-
tininglegislation to AlternateSessions.
This subject was suggested, some
years ago, by Mr. Blake, who had fre-
quently referred to it in his speeches.
He (Mr. Mowat) had never heard of
any opposition to the change. If they
did not adopt Biennial Sessions, he
did not see why they should not ac-
cept a system giving them all the ad-
vantages of Biennial Sessions.’t

Hon. Mr. Morris observed that,
¢ Nothing had occurred since Confede-
ration to show that the Conservative
party had any desire to destroy the
autonomy of the Provinces How
could the Dominion Parliament, over-
burdened as it already was with busi-
ness, deal with the local interests of
British Columbia, the North-West, On-
tario,Quebec, and the Maritime Provin-

* Abridged from aail report, Feb. 14, 1881.
1 Sg Abridged from Globe report, TJan, 14,
1.
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ces? If ever an attempt should bemade
to destroy the Legislatures of the Pro-
vinces, all parties should combine in
resisting it. He was opposed to any
scheme of Biennial Sessions, but fa-
voured short Annual Sessions, and
the commencement of real business as
soou a8 the House opened. Biennial
Sessions were still more objectionable
than Alternate Sessions; they were
not adapted to the requirements of
the country, and allowed the Govern-
ment to escape public responsibility
for too long a time.’*

Mr. James Young was of opinion
that, ¢ Biennial Sessions were quitein-
consistent with Responsible Govern-
ment. Very little money would be
saved by this change. He would not
like to gee any alteration simply for
the sake of economy. If Biennial
Sessions were adopted they would
have to vote the supplies for two Ses-
sions at one time. This would decrease
the responsibility of Ministers to the
People’s Representatives. It wouldnot
tend to purer administration if the
Government were only to acconnt to
the people every two years. The Bi-
ennial system would put it in the
power of the Government to commit
the people to engagements which might
be ruinous ; they could enrich them-
selves and their friends at the public
expense, when the people would have
no power to turn them out.’t

Mr. Sinclair said, in the same de-
bate,! that ‘even the Bystander had
sneered at the Legislature regulating
the relations of law and equity,” and

“unjustly disparaged the legal gentle-

men who are members of the House,
This course was altogether unpatriotic.
Biennial Sessions did not appear to
him to be in harmony with the spirit
of our Institutions. As to short Alter-
nate Sessions, he doubted much if it
were possible to make them so short as

. 8§ lAbx‘idged from Mail report, January 17,
N 8Elszridged from Globe report, January 17,
b bebate of January 17.
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to be productive of any material bene- :

fit in an economical point of view.
The necessity of a thorough examina-
tion of the Public Accounts, every
year, would be a bar to very short ses-
sions; unless, indeed, a change was
made in the Constitution, so as to ena-
ble the Committee of Public Accounts
to begin its work prior to the com-
mencement of the session.

Canadian House of Commons was one
member for every 14,775 souls. On-
tario was represented in the Local
Parliament by one member for every
18,400 of the population. The cost per
head for government in the Province
of Quebec, was eighteen cents ; in the
Dominion, it was eighteen and three-
quarter cents ; in Ontario, it was, in
1878, only seven and a half cents per
head of the population. A member of
the Ontario Parliament represented
more people than a Representative in
any other legislative body on the Con-
tinent. *

Hon. Mr. Hardy, Provincial Secre-
tary, observed in the same debate, that
‘if Biennial Sessions were held, the
supplies for two years would have to be
‘voted at one time. If this change were
made, Ministers would be able to com-
mit any crime or blunder they pleased;
and the people would have no power
to turn them out for two years after-
wards, If they had Alternate Sessions,
In which they did not legislate, the
Public Aceounts Committee would be
a stronger body, and would have more
time to devote to the business coming
before them thaun they had at present.

There was a cry that the country was |
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tives in Ottawa was not any too large,
Legislative bodies required numbers to
give dignity and weight to their pro=
ceedings.’*

1t will be observed that the phrase,
¢ Alternate Sessions,’” does not seem to
have been very clearly defined during
the debate. A good authority has since
explained it in this way :—*‘One Ses-

. sion for Private Bill legislation : the
Mr. McLaughlin showed, from sta- |
tistics, that the representation in the |

over-governed. But, in the United ‘i

States, there were no less than 6,086
Representativesin Congress, and in the
various State Legislatures. In the
latter, there was one member for every
6,809 people; while in the Ontario

ouse, one memberrepresented 18,000
bersons. The number of Representa-

other Session for the consideration of
the Estimates, and such legislation as
would be declared imperative by a Rule
of the House.” Based on the mass of
legislation which, from the years 1868-9
to 1880, the Parlianient of Ontario has
helped to rear, the argument for Alter-
nate Sessions would seem to be unas-
sailable. A conception of the magni-

_ tude of this legislation may be formed

from the tabulated statement which is
subjoined :—

STATUTES. STATUTES.
YEARS, NUMBER OF NUMBER

CHAPTERS, OF PAGES.
1868-"9 P 85 e 367
1869 een 7 e 213
1870 . 105 ceen 368
16712 cee 119 e 412
1873 e 163 veee 806
1874 (1st Session) 103 s 585
1874 (2nd Session) 94 e 292
1875-6 cees 114 e 383
1877 88 363
1878 ceee 75 vees 297
1879 e 95 cern 317
1830 . 83 324
Total 1,199 4,727

The Revised Statutes of Ontario,
1877, reduced the number of chapters
to 224 ; and pages to 2,580.

It is but right to bear in mind that,
although the legislation tabulated
above may appear mountainous in its
proportions, its bulk may be safely re-
garded as corresponding to the perma-
nent as well as the varying exigencies
of the community. Liberated from
the unequal yoke which bound Upper
Canada to Lower Canada, the Province
of Ontario, free at last to manage its
own affuirs, demanded of its new Par-
liament a great body of legislation
necessary under the altered condition

»

lssli.tbridged from Globe report, January 18,

»Abridged from Globe report, January 18,
1881.
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of things. Local institutions were to
be reformed; local resources deve-
loped ; new railways to be built; colo-
nization was to be encouraged. Hence
the Statute Book was obliged to keep
pace with the necessities of the Pro-
vince. Many of these necessities have
been satisfied ; the Acts of Parliament
have served their purpose; but still
the mere record of them fills the mind
with a mingled feeling of vastness and
satiety. This past legislation would
seem, at first sight, to encompass every-
thing within the circumference of the
political needs, and the social and ma-
terial necessities of the Province. The
vast bulk of our Statute Book would,
indeed, appear to justify the introduc-
tion of the question of Alternate Ses-
sions into the arena of public discus-
sion. But, at a later stage of this
article, an effort will be made to show
that, before the Legislature ought to
take action in the direction of such a
far-reaching Constitutional change, the
electorate of Ontario should be invited
to pronounce upon the question.

ANNUAL SESSIONS OF PARLIAMENT.

The custom of Annual Sessions
takes its rise in the dawn of English
Constitutional History. Before the
reign of Edward the Third, ¢it rested
entirely with the King to convene the
Parliament or not.”*

The language of the Statutes of Ed-
ward was terse and imperative :—

¢ A Parliament shall be holden every
year once, and more often, if need be.’+

* For maintenance of the said arti-
cles and statutes, and redress of mis-
chiefs and grievances, which daily hap-
pen, Parliament shall be holden every
year, as another time was ordained by
statute.’}

In commenting on these enactments,
Rowland observes :—

¢ They were intended to ensure an
annual session, rather than an annual

* Rowland’s English Constitution, p. 123.
+ 4 Edward III. c. 14, A.D. 1330.
T 36 Edward I1L c. 10, A.D. 1362,
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election ; for an eager desire for a seat
in Parliament did not.then exist.’*

¢Qur ancestors desired frequent Par-
linments, that they might get the
Crown under the influence of Parlia-
ment, and might obtain redress for
those grievances and abuses which flou-
rished with impunity when the Sover-
eign was uncoutrolled.’f

The Triennial Act of William and
Mary} was founded on the ancient.
Statutes of Edward the Third, already
quoted. The Act declared ‘that fre-
quent and new Parliaments tend very
much to the happy union and good
agreement of the King and people.’

Sir Thomas Erskine May, in refer-
ring to the subject of Annual Sessions.
of Parliament, says :—

¢ The practice of providing money
for the public service by annual enact-
ments, renders it compulsory .
on her, (the Queen), to meet Parlia-
ment every year.

¢ The annual meeting of Parliament,.
now placed beyond the power of the
Crown, by a system of finance, rather-
than by distinct enactment, had, in
fact, been the law of England, from
very early times—by the Statute 4
Edward 111, cap. 14, etc.§

So far, English rule and custom.
Now for Canadian law and precedent :

From the establishment in the year
1791, of Parliamentary Government
in Upper and Lower Canada, down to-
the present time, there has been but
one exception to the system of An-
nual Sessions. This was occasioned
by the suspension of the Constitution
of Quebec, owing to the Rebellion of
1837 and 1838. The Annual Sessions
of the Legislatures of the Old Pro-
vinces of Upper and Lower Canada,
were fixed, declared and perpetuated
by positive Statutory law. The Con-
stitutional Aect|| provides that the

* Ibid, p. 488.

+ Rowland, p. 124.

1 6, William and Mary, cap. 2: ‘An Act
for the frequent meeting and calling of Par--
liament.’

§ May’s Parlm. Practice, 7th Ed. p. 42.

I 31 George I1L, cap. 31, sec. 27.
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Legislative Council and Legislative
Assembly, in each of the Provinces of
Upper and Lower Canada, should be
called together once in twelve months.
“The Union Act of 1841,* which weld-
d Upper and Lower Canada into the
Province of Canada, repeated the en-
actment of the Constitutional Act re-
specting Annual Sessions of the Legis-
lature. The British North America
Act followed the same course.t But
it is somewhat extraordinary that the
86th section of this Act provides only
for Annual Sessions of the Legisla-
tures of Ontario and Quebec. There
is no mention of the Legislatures of
Nova Scotia and New Brunswick, the
other two members of the new politi-
cal partnership.

BIENNIAL SESSIONS OF THE AMERICAN
LEGISLATURES.

Thirty of the individual States of
the American Union hold Biennial
Sessions of their Legislatures. The
names are as follow.}

There are eight Territories which
hold Biennial Sessions. Their names
are as foliow.§

The following States hold Annual
Sessions : —

Connecticut, Maine, Massachusetts,
New Jersey, New York, Rhode Is-
dand, South Carolina, Wisconsin.

It is worthy of notice that the
iength of the legislative Sessions in
the Biennial States is far in excess of
the length of our Ontario session : in
three cases more than double the
peried. For example : the limit of
the Biennial Session in Louisiana,

* Imperial Act, 3 & 4 Vict. cap. 35, sec. 31.

+ British North America Act, sec. 86;

iVIsed Statutes of Ontario, cap. 12, sec. 4.

T Alabama, Arkansas, California, Color-
-? 0, Delaware, Florida, Georgia, Illinois,
Indiana, Iowa, Kansas, Kentucky, Louis-
lana, B_Iary}and, Michigan, Minnesota, Mis-
Sissippi, _Mlssquri, Nebraska, Nevada, New

&mpshlre,' North Carolina, Ohio, Oregon,
v‘_mlgsylvama, Tennessee, Texas, Vermout,
Virginia, West Virginia. ’
S Arizona, Dakota, Idaho, Montana, Utah,
ashington, Wyoming, New Mexico,
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Maryland and Virginia is ninety days;
in Tennessee, seventy-five days; in
Missouri, seventy days; in Arkansas,
California, Indiana, Kentucky, Min-
nesota, Nevada, North Carolina and
Texas sixty days; in Alabama and
Kansas, fifty days; in West Virginia,
forty-five ; in Colorado, Georgia, Ne-
braska and Oregon the limit is forty
days. In the Territories it is the
same. In the Statesin which the Ses-
sions of the Legislatures are annual,
there is no limitation as to duration.
In the Annual States the elections are
Annual ; in the others they are Bien-
nial.

At first sight it might seem that
the imposing array of thirty Biennial
States and eight Biennial Territories
would bear down, in a majority point
of view, the principle of Annual Ses-
sions as carried out in only eight
States. But such a view would be
misleading. Mr. Spofford, the Libra-
rian of Congress, and editor of ¢The
American Almanac,’ says in a note on
page 105 of that work, edition of
1880 :—

¢In Obhio and a few other States,
where the Legislative Sessions are
Biennial, the Legislature holds ¢ ad-
journed sessions,” practically amount-
ing to annual meetings.’

It is to be observed that the law
limiting the meetings of the Legisla-
tures to Biennial Sessions, is, in the
great majority of the Biennial States,
themselves, liable to be put in abey-
ance at the will and discretion of the
Governor. In twenty-seven, out of
the thirty, Biennial States, the Gover-
nors are clothed with the power of
convening the Legislatures on extra-
ordinary occasions ; so that the Bien-
nial limit may, at any time be dis-
carded.*

The power of setting asidethe yearly
limit is conferred on the Governors of
six out of the eight Annual States, viz:
Connecticut, Maine, Massachusetts,

* Hughes’ ‘American State Constitution,’
vol. ii., p. 622,



336

New Jersey, South Carolina, Wiscon-
sin. The power to summon the Legis-
latures within the year does not seem
to be conferred on the Governors of
New York and Rhode Island.

It isworthy of remark that the prin-
ciple of Annual Meetings of the Re-
presentatives of the People is still
cherished in those older and greater
States in which the problem of self-
government ‘was first propounded, and
was soonest solved. The Common-
wealths of Massachusetts, Connecticut,
New York, New Jersey, Rhode Island,
and South Carolina, have continued to
adhere to the principle of Annual Ses-
sions, which is as old as the Third Ed-
ward. The experienceof these States in
thepractical working of Representative
Institutions—ranging, in some cases,
over a period of more than two-and-a-
half centuries—ought to be taken'into
account when weighed against the ex-
periments of younger members of the
same Federalfamily. But, with respect
to these younger members, itisonly jus-
tice to observe that, ashas been already
shown, thegreat majority of them stand
prepared, when occasion demands it,
to set aside the principle of Biennial
Sessions.

It would appear that, on the whole,
tke principal reason for adopting the
Biennial System was that of economy.
There is also ground to believe that the
Governors of those States, for their
own political convenience, were in its
favour. Under the American system,
any member of a State Legislature
may introduce a measure, no matter
how crude and objectionable it may
be. He may do this to carry out an
unreasonable promise exacted by an
unreasonable constituency. In the ab-
sence of & Responsible Ministry, the
burden of rejecting such a measure,
falls on the Governor of the State. To
veto the measure might compel him to
act against a section of his own politi-
cal supporters. He would, therefore,
naturally favour Biennial Sessions as
bringing him less frequently than An-
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nual Sessions, into possible collision
with his political friends,

But the tide of Constitutional
change, in the Biennial States, seems
to be on the turn. There are many
indications that it will soon sweep, in
full and unchecked flow, toward the
old and time-tried Annual System of
legislation.

A local contemporary,* of a recent
date, says :(—

‘Within the last couple of years,
thirty.one States of the Union de-
cided upon holding Biennial Sessions ;
and, in many cases,says the New York
Tribune, without due consideration.
Now, when the new system is found to
cause inconvenience, there is a grow-
ing demand for a return to the old
system. Even Vermont, which seem-
ed to be the most favourable for try-
ing the cxperiment, on account of
the stabitity of its population, is con-
sidering the question of going back to
Annual Sessions. Our contemporary
is of opinion that the new system has
not had a fair trial.’

In reply to this observation of the
Tribune there is an easy answer. If
the new Biennial System, in the short
space of two years has proved so bar-
ren of anticipated benefits as te lead
to a demand for a return to Annual
Sessions, then the Biennial System is
impracticable. That it has failed in
States s0 accustomed to the working of
the machinery of Representative Gov-
ernment as are those of the American
Union is a lesson for other free com-
munities which may be standing hesi- .
tant on the verge of perilous experi-
ment.

It has been said by those who advo-
cate the Biennial System that it has
the effect of preventing the introduc-
tion of immature and unnecessary
legislation, But, under the British
system of Responsible Government,
this contention is of no weight. The
existence of the Executive depends

* Toronto Mail, 'Eéb}uary ]7,7 1881.
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upon the character and quality of the
measures it brings before the country.
The Executive, therefore, if actuated
by no higher motive than that of self-
preservation, will take care that the
legislation it originates will be such as
to commend itself to the majority of
the electorate, as represented in Par-
liament.

At the present time, when our Fede-
ral system is on its trial, it might
prove highly disadvantageous to break
the venerable political and historical
continuity of the English system of
Annual Parliaments in favour of Bi-
ennial Sessions. In no British Colony
in which Responsible Government has
been established has the Annual Sys-
tem been abrogated in favour of the
Biennial. It would be unsafe to
change the system now existing for a
purely economical consideration alone.
Because in a Province developing with
the rapidity of Ontario, and likely
soon to be placed in possession of a
large accession of territory, the busi-
ness which can alone be properly
transacted by the Local Legislature
must continue to increase for an in-
definite period.

Leaving aside for two years the con-
sideration of measures vital to the
public weal, and which might be
pressing for immediate settlement, the
Biennial System would not,ina merely
monetary point of view, prove econo-
mical ; for this reason : that the busi-
ness which now, in the Annual Ses-
sion, occupies the greater part of two
months, would, under the Biennial
System, occupy nearly four, with the
added evils of public inconvenience,
and the delay of necessary legislation.

The system of Biennial Sessions is
one on which the Electorate should be
invited to pronounce before being es-
tablished by law. A system which is
calculated to deprive the people of a
great portion of their power in the
management of their own affairs must,
first of all, obtain their consent gt the
polls. Had this plan been pursued in
Upper Canada, Lower Canada and
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Nova Scotia in respect to the scheme
of Confederation, the political revolu-
tion embodied in that scheme would,
at least, have had the force and sanc-
tion of the popular verdict. The result
might have been a written Constitu-
tion, plain to comprehend and com-
paratively easy to operate, instead of
the ¢ British North America Act,’ that
offspring of a multitudinous, dissimi-
lar and disputed paternity, the des-
pair of jurists and the permanent per-
plexity of the Supreme Court.

The appeal to the people as the ul-
timate tribunal in great Constitutional
questions has the support of one of
the most eminent of living Statcsmen:
the Earl of Beaconsfield.

In the debate in the Imperial House
of Commons, March 16th, 1868, on
the State of Ireland, Mr. Disraeli,
then Prime Minister, in referring to
the abolition of ecclesiastical endow-
ments, said, amongst other things :—

¢ It would be indecent for the House
of Commons to attempt to come to a
decision on this great question, unless
we could place before the nation the
enormous issue at stake. The electors
may naturally say, ¢ You have chang-
ed the whole frame-work of our social
system ; you have decided on the most
important principle in politics, with-
out consulting us, the great body of
the Nation, as opposed to the limited
constituency which sent you to Par-
liament, and we question the justice
and propriety of what you have done.”
In my opinion, it is impossible to deal
with this question at the present time.
Technically, no doubt, Parliament
has power to do so. But, there is a
moral exercise of power as well as a
technical ; and when you touch the
fundamental laws of the country;
when you touch the principles on
which the most ancient and influen-
tial institutions are founded; it is most
wise that you should hold your hand,
unless you have assured yourselves of
such an amount of popular sympathy
and support as will make your legisla-
tion permanent and beneficial. Isay
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we cannot come to & division upon
such a momentous question without
appealing to the country.’*

It follows from Mr. Disraeli’s argu-
ment, that no Parliament, not spe-
cially directed or commissioned by the
electorate to that effect, has the power
to work a fundamental change in the
Institutions of the country. While
the ‘ British North America Act’ ac-
cords to the Local Legislature the
power to alter the Constitution, ex-
cept in 8o far as regards the Lieuten-
ant-Governor, it is a question whether
that power can extend so far as to de-
prive the electorate, without their own
consent, of the most momentous bene-
fit of the franchise ; namely, the right
to annual representation. For Parlia-
ment to surrender for a year its con-
stitutional control of the Executive,
would be to abnegate its functions as
& Parliament. Such a course was,
doubtless, never contemplated, either
by the framers of the ¢ British North
America Act, or by the Imperial
Parliament, which finally passed the
measure,

The Biennial System is utterly op-
posed to the British System of Re-
sponsible Government, which demands
that, once a year, the people shall be
represented in Parliament, and that
they shall there, through those whom
they have elected, be present at the
Grand Inquest and Grand Audit of
the Nation. As shown in the pre-
ceding pages, the Biennial System,
even in its native home, in certain
States of the American Union, is not
made by law positive, imperative and
invariable. This system, when set in
motion, can only approach to success
in a political sphere different from our
own. It can only exist in a country
where there is no Responsible Gov-
ernment.

LEGISLATIVE UNION : ITS IMPOSSIBILITY.

Those who remember the political
chaos which preceded Confederation,
can have no desire to break up the

* * Hansard,’ vol. cxc., pp. 1787-8.
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present autonomy of the Provinces.
The solitary cry which now and again
goes up for Legislative Union, is the
cry of a child for change for the sake
of change. The advocates of Legis-
lative Union seem to forget that
even if Ontario were to-morrow
united, to a man, for such alteration
in the Constitution, the voice of this
Province would be raised in vain.
The reasons for this assertion are
best shown in the following ex-
tracts from the speech of Sir John
Macdonald, when, in the Legislative
Assembly, in the City of Quebec, on
the 6th February, 1865, he rose to
make the preliminary motion respect-
ing Confederation. He said, amongst
other things :—

‘I have again and again stated in
the House, that, if practicable, I
thought a Legislative Union would be
preferable. (Hear, hear.) But, on
looking at the subject in the Confer-
ence,* we found that such a system
was impracticable. In the first place,
it would not meet the assent of the
people of Lower Canada ; because it
was found that any proposition which
involved the absorption of the indi-
viduality of Lower Canada would not
be received with favour by her people.
We found, too, that though their
people speak the same language and
enjoy the same system of law as the
people of Upper Canada, there was as
great a disinclination on the part of
the various Maritime Provinces to
lose their individuality as separate
political organisations, as we observed
in the case of Lower Canada herself.
(Hear, hear.) So that those who
were, like myself, in favour of Legis-
lative Union, were obliged to modify
their views and accept the project of
a Federal Union, as the only scheme
practicable, even for the Maritime
Provinces. One great objection made
to a Federal Union was the expense
of an increased number of Legisla-
tures. The Finance Minister, and the

* Quebec Conference, 1864,
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President of the Council,* will, I
think, be able to show that the ex-
penses under a Federal Union will not
be greater than those under the exist-
ing system of separate Governments
and Legislatures.’t

The ditficulties which, sixteen years
ago, prevented Sir John Macdon-
ald and others from establishing a
Legislative Union, have increased and
not diminished. The Province of Que-
bec still bars the way. Nor is it likely
that the price she would exact for
surrendering her present autonomous
political system, in which her French
Canadian population make themselves
felt through their numbers and influ-
ence, is a price the other Provinces
would be willing to pay. Further, isit
likely that Nova Scotia, goaded as
she was into Confederation, and res-
tive under the change, even after the
lapse of years, would consent, a second
time, to a political experiment in com-
pany with the other Provinces. Old
Canada had experience, previous to
Confederation, of government under
three different Instruments—the Que-
bec Bill of 1774, the Constitutional
Act of 1791, the Union Act of 1841.
We are now engaged in carrying out,
under the Confederation Act, the
fou.rth experiment of self-government.
It is well to remember what a high
authority prophesied would be the re-
sult of failure. Inthe House of Com-
wons, in Ottawa, in 1868, Sir A. T.

alt gave it as his opinion that, if the
new system of Confederation proved
unsuccessful, there was but one other
alternative : Annexation.

[Since the abovearticle was written,

on. Mr. Mowat, on the 4th of
March', the day of the closing of the
Ontario Parliament, made the follow-
INg announcement in respect to the
question of change in the meetings
of the Legislature. Referring to a
Nothe of Motion he had given re-
Specting Alternate Sessions, he wish-

*
5 ‘%le;.a ?es T. Galt and Hon, George Brown.

on Confederation,’ pp. 29-30.

ed to say a word as to the resolu-
tions introduced by him. There had
been considerable agitation going on
throughout the country on that sub-
ject, and the Government had been
led seriously to consider whether,
in view of the amount of legislation
thathadalready been effected since Con-
federation, the publicinterest might not
be sufficiently protected by confining
future legislation to every alternate
session. With this view he had intro-
duced the resolutions, but he had since
found that the prevailing opinion of
the House was decidedly not in favour
of Alternate Sessions. In the United
States the Biennial system had been
introduced to a certain extent, but had
not given universal satisfaction. The
arguments against that system were
many ; but, on the other hand, it was
argued that when the House met every
year there were too many changes
made in the law. By the proposition
of the Government of meeting every
year, but only legislating on every al-
ternate session, they would overcome
the arguments against Biennial Ses-
sions, and still effect a very consider-
able saving in the expenditure. It
might be said that this was a depar-
ture from every mode of procedure
now in vogue ; but he held they were
not bound to follow in the footsteps
of other countries in that respect.
They had not done so in Confedera-
tion, nor were they doing so in many
of their laws, Stili, considering that
the country had not as yet pronounced
upon the matter, he thought that it
would be better to leave it stand over
for the present, and give the country
time to consider it. It might be found,
too, that there would be sufficient work
to require legislation every year. They
had passed very important legislation
this session, and they might have
equally important legislation next ses-
sion. In view of these facts, he would
withdraw the resolutions for the time
being, with the view of taking definite

action when the country had clearly
| expressed itself upon the matter.]
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BIENNIAL LEGISLATION,

BY HON. CHARLES CLARKE, SPEAKER OF THE LEGISLATIVE ASSEMRBLY.

é ‘CRY’ has gone forth against the
cost of local governments, and

a portion of the public, composed of

those who have taken but little pains | bility of legislation, would take the

to inform themselves upon the subject,

has apparently arrived at the conclu-
sion that money may be largely saved
by an abbreviation of the time an-
nually occupied by our representatives

in law-making. An attempt has been |

made to meet this cry, in the sugges-
tion that the cost of legislation may be
decreased by restricting it to every
second year, unless when declared to
be of an urgent character by a majority.

This phase of the question is practi-
cally before the people of Ontario at
the present moment. The average
length of a Session, under existing ar-
rangements, is two months To sup-
press all legislation every other year,
might reduce the length of the Ses-
sion in that year, to thirty days, al-
though this is, by no means, certain.

Discussion could not be largely cut off,
and it would take place upon the Ad-
dress, and in the Committee of Supply,
ata greater length than now. It would
be possible to dispense with the action
of Standing Committees, in the fallow
or barren year, to some extent ; but the
work hitherto done by them would be
transferred, in many particulars, to the
Committee of the Whole, The acts of
the Executive would not be less closely
scrutinized and criticised than now ;

and although day sessions were resort-
ed to as part of the scheme, not more
than five days per week, twenty in the
month, could be conveniently devoted
to Parliamentary work. Men would

still air their crotchets, and advocate
the reforms which they deemed impor-
tant. Motions, asserting the advisa-

place of Bills. The Public Accounts
Committee, now discharging its duty
through the agency of halfa dozen
working members, would find its old-
time labours engrossing the attention
of fifty enquiring minds. Notices of
Motions, asking for all sorts of re-
turns, and forming the text for nume-
rous attacks, would bristle upon the
Paper, and lead to debates, as lengthy
as those at present indulged in. There
would be little if any saving, other
than of the fortnight of hard work,

which distinguishes the end of every .

Session, and is given to its legislation.

But is it probable that, in any one
year, legislation would be wholly
thrown aside } Ina new country, new
wants, new ideas and new men are
constantly coming to the front, and
must be attended to. To be able to
say ‘Nay’ under such circumstances,
requires a Premier made of sterner
stuff than that of which ordinary poli-

‘ticians and party leaders is composed.

Nor is it possible seriously to mini-
mize Private Bill legislation without
granting to the Executive of the day
an enormous increase of power. To
check facilities for the promotion of
private enterprises, more often of pub-
lic than of private importance, must
be regarded as impolitic and intoler-
able, It compels the enactment of a
general law under which such enter-
prises may obtain more speedy recogni-
tion than Biennial Legislation affords;
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and authorizes the Government to do :

the work of the Legislature, and
clothe the promoters of various
schemes with the requisite legal rights
and vitality. These are, at present,
derived from a Private Bill, with few
exceptions. Isit advisable, or defen-
sible, on public grounds, to cast such
additional responsibility upon any
Government, however honest or cap-
able, as all this involves ?

Something might be saved to the
Province, doubtless, in the shape of a
lessened sessional indemnity to mem-
bers, which a shorter term might be
held to justify ; and in the smaller
payment to temporary messengers and
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to meet party exigencies, and answer
every beck and call of exacting consti-
tuents. Lop off the indemnity bien-

~ nially, so as to effect a perceptible

writers, and for gas and fuel. Would !
the acknowledged economy in the

matter of indemnity be an actual
gain? Tt isright toinfer that no man
seeks a seat for the sake of the ses-
!:!iona.l allowance made to him, but it
18 equally safe to assert that without
1t one-half of the present members
of the Ontario Legislature would
be absent from the House.

great bulk of these representatives,
the farmers, the country merchants,
the medical men, and others of cog-
nate standing, are amongst the most
Practical of our law-makers, and come
most directly in contact with the peo-
ple. Materially decrease the indem-
nity, and but few men of this class
would seek the suffrages of the elec-
torate. Even now they serve their
constituents without pecuniary remu-
neration. The expenditure attached
to the position which they occupy,does
not begin or end with the board-bill
Paid during the Session. Members of
Parliament head local subscription-
lists, help to build churches, contribute

saving, and many now classed with our
most intelligent and useful legislators
would remain at home to mind their
own business. This would end in
leaving the legislation of the country
in the hands of a class, finding higher
rewards at the close of a political life,
than fall to the lot of ordinary parlia-
mentary representatives. What is
termed the lay element would thus be
eliminated from our Legislature, as is
largely the case in many States of the
American Union ; and a profession
which has most to gain from a public
career would speedily, here as there,
monopolise the legislative functions of ’
the country. Whether this is to be
desired, common sense will answer, if
it is ever called to express an opinion
upon the point at the polls.

A Session peremptorily shortened for

. economical reasons would check that

] And, it
might be properly added, that the :

discussion which informs the public
mind, and helps to mould public opi-
nion ; seriously interfere with private
rights ; loosen Parliamentary control
over the Executive ; change materially
the character of the representative
body, which, since Confederation, has.
done so much to afford practical legis-
lation to a practical people ; save but
adribletin comparison with the annual
cost of Government, to the public ex-
chequer, and lessen the protection in
the matter of Private Bill legislation,
which is now possessed by the general
public. It might effect a doubtful good,
while it would inflict certain evils ; and
has so little to commend it, that it is.
not likely to find favour in the eyes of
the thinking portion of thecommunity.
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ODE TO MIDNIGHT.

ODE TO MIDNIGHT.

BY J. R. NEWELL, WOODSTOCK.

¢ There are more things in heaven and earth, Horatio,
Than are dreamt of in your philosophy.’
—HaMiET.

THOU midnight moon, and thou serenest heaven,
Night, and thy troops of silent-shining stars,
Ye fleecy clouds, by nightly breezes driven,
And thou, my soul, inured to hidden wars,—
All-hail ! nor let these weird emotions cease,
Which only when tumultuous breathe of peace.

Deep midnight, and the silence that pervades
The universe, mysteriously affright,

As if ten thousand pale and thronging shades
Were rushing onward thro’ the waste of night

On clouds contiguous, and full of woe

To the inhabitants of earth below.

And yet, all-hail ! deep heaven, and thou, deep Thought,
Curtains Plutonian, fold me in your gloom,

That I may read the mysteries enwrought
Amid those stars, which luridly illume

The waste immeasurable and profound,

Deep without depth and boundless without bound !

There is a silence—and the night is still—
That speaks in mystic language unrevealed ;

There is a silence that will speak until
Creation’s final judgment is fulfilled :

We hear it not,—we feel it, when on high

Night sweeps with ebon banners thro’ the sky.

This is the mystery of the wasteful deep,
The dark revealing of a hidden thought ;

Worlds may consume, and Time’s proud billows sleep,
Immensity may vanish into nought,

Yet will that voice forever be the same

When the empyrean melts in fervent flame.

O, streams far other than Lethean roll
To the broad ocean of eternity,—

Streams silent-flowing ; and that voice, that soul,

Speak from the tides that rush on ceaselessly
In mute commotion, till the hue of light
Forever and forever sinks in Night !
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BY WILKIE COLLINS,

Book the Lourth,
CHAPTER II.
A CHRISTIAN JESUIT.

ON the next day, Penrose arrived
on his visit to Romayne. The
affectionate meeting between the two
men tested Stella’s self-control as it
had never been tried yet. She sub-
mitted to the ordeal, with the courage
of a woman whose happiness depended
on her outward graciousness of man-
ner towards her husband’s friend. Her
reception of Penrose, viewed as an act
of refined courtesy, was beyond re-
proach. When she found her oppor-
tunity of leaving the room, Romayne
gratefully opened the door for her.
‘ Thank you!’ he whispered, with a
look which was intended to reward her.
She only bowed to him, and took re-
uge in her own room.

Even in trifles, a woman's nature is
degraded by the falsities of language
and manner which the artificial condi-
tion of modern society exacts from her.
When she yields herself to more seri-
ous deceptions, intended to protect her
dearest domestic interests, the mis-
chief is increased in proportion. De-
ceit, which is the natural weapon of
defgnce used by the weak creature
against the strong, then ceases to be
confined within the limits assigned by
the sense of self-respect, and by the
restraints of education. A woman in
this position will descend, self-blinded,
to acts of meanness which would be

revolting to her if they were related of
another person. Stella had already be-
gun the progress of self-degradation by
writing secretly to Winterfield. It was
only to warn him of the danger of trust-
ing Father Benwell—but it was a let-
ter, claiming him as her accomplice in
an act of deception. That morning she
had received Penrose with the outward
cordialities of welcome which are of-
fered to an old and dear friend. And
now, in the safe solitude of her room,
she had fallen to a lower depth still.
She was deliberately considering the
safest means of acquainting herself
with the confidential conversation,
which Romayne and Penrose would
certainly hold when she left them to-
gether. ¢ He will try to set my hus-
band against me ; and I have a right
to know what means he uses, in my
own defence.’” With that thought, she
reconciled herself to an action which
she would have despised, if she had
heard of it as the action of another
woman.

It was a beautiful autumn day,
brightened by clearsunshine, enlivened
by crisp air. Stella put on her hat,
and went out for a stroll inthegrounds.

While she was within view from the
windows of the servants’ offices, she
walked away from the house. Turn-
ing the corner of a shrubbery, she en-
tered a winding path,on the other side,
which led back to the lawn under Ro-
mayne's study window. Garden chairs
were placed here and there.  She took
one of them, and seated herself—
after & last moment of honourable
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hesitation—where she could hear the
men’s voices through the open window
above her.

Penrose was speaking at the time.

‘Yes. Father Benwell has granted
me a holiday,” he said; ‘but I don't
come here to be an idle man. You
must allow me to employ my term of

leave in the pleasantest of all ways. | ter with it now you are here to help

I mean to he your secretary again.’

Romayne sighed. ¢ Ab, if you knew
how I have missed you.’

(Stella waited, in breathless expect-
ation for what Penrose would say to
this. 'Would he speak of ker? No.
There was a natural tact and delicacy
in him which waited for the husband
to introduce the subject.)

Penrose only said, < How is the great
work getting on }’

The answer was sternly spoken in
one word :—*¢ Badly !’

‘I am surprised to hear that, Ro-
mayne,’

¢ Why? Were you as innocently
hopeful as I was? Did you expect my
experience of married life to help me
in writing my book 1’

Penrose replied after a pause, speak-
ing a little sadly. ‘I expected your
married life to eneourage you in all
your highest aspirations,” he said.

(Stella turned pale with suppressed
anger. He had spoken with perfect
sincerity.  The unbappy woman be-
lieved that he lied, for the express pur-
pose of rousing irritation against her,
in her husband’s irritable mind. She
listened anxiously for Romayne’s an-
swer.)

He made no answer. Penrose chang-
ed the subject. ¢ You are not looking
very well,’ he gently resumed. ‘I am
afraid your health has interfered with
your work. Have you had any re-
turn [ .

It was one of the characteristics of
Romayne’s nervous irritability, that
he never liked to hear the terrible de-
lusion of the Voice referred to in
words. ¢ Yes,’ he interposed bitterly,
‘I have heard it again and again. My

‘without notice.
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right band is as red ag ever, Penrose,
with the blood of a fellow-creature,
Another destruction of my illusions, .
when I married !’

‘Romayne ! Idon't like to hear you
speak of your marriage in that way.’

¢ Oh, very well. Let us go back to
my book. Perhaps I shall get on bet-

me. My ambition to make a name in
the world has never taken so strong a
hold on me (T don’t know why, unless
other disappointments have had some-
thing to do with it) as at this time,
when I find I can’t give my mind to
my work. We will make a last effort
together, my friend ! If it fails, we
will put my manuscripts into the fire
—and I will try some other career.
Politics are open to me. Through poli-
tics, I might make my mark in diplo-
macy. There is something in direct-
ing the destinies of nations, wonder-
fully attractive to me, in my present
state of feeling. I hate the idea of
being indebted for my position in the
world, like the veriest fool living, to
the accidents of birth and fortune,
Are you content with the obscure life
that you lead ! Did you not envy that
priest (he is no older than I am) who
was sent the other day as the Pope's
ambassador to Portugal 9’

Penrose spoke out at last without
hesitation. ¢ You are in a thoroughly
unwholesome state of mind,” he said,

Romayne laughed recklessly. When
was I ever in a healthy state of mind 1’
he asked.

Penrose passed the interruptionover
‘If T am to do you
any good,’ he resumed, ‘T must know
what is really the matter with you.
The very last question that I ought to
put, and that I wish to put, is the
question which you force me to ask,’

‘ What is it 1’

* When you speak of your married
life,” said Penrose, ¢ your tone is the
tone of a disappointed man. Have
you any serious reason to complain of
Mrs. Romayne ¥
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{Stella rose to her feetin her eager-
ness to hear what her husband’s an-

. swer would be.)

¢Serious reason?’ Romayne re-
peated. ¢ How can such an idea have
entered your head } Ionly complain of
irritating trifles now and then. Even
the best of women is not perfect. It’s
hard to expect it from any of them.’

The interpretation of this reply de-
pended entirely on the tone in which
it was spoken. What was the animat-
ing spirit in this case ! Irony? or In-
dulgence? Stella was ignorant of the
indirect method of irritation, by means
of which Father Benwell had encour-
aged Romayne’s doubts of his wife’s
motives for the reception of Winter-
field. Her husband's tone, expressing
this state of mind, was new to her.
She sat down again, divided between
hope and fear, waiting to hear more.
The next words, spoken by Penrose,
astounded her. The priest, the Jesuit,
the wily spiritual intruder between
man and wife, actually took the wife’s
side !

‘Romayne,” he proceeded quietly.
¢ I want you to be happy.’

‘How am I to be happy ¥’

I will try and tell you. I believe
your wife to be a good woman. I be-

‘lieve she loves you. There is some-

thing in her face that speaks for her—
even to an inexperienced person like
myself. Don’t be impatient with her !
Put away from you that besetting
temptation to speak in irony—it is so
easy to take that tone, and sometimes
8o cruel. I am only a looker-on, I
know. Domestic happiness can never
be the happiness of my life. But I
have observed my fellow creatures of
all degrees— and this, I tell you, is the
result. The largest number of happy
men are the husbands and fathers.
Yes; I admit that they have terrible
anxieties—but they are fortified by
unfuiling compensations and encour-
agements. Cnuly the other day I met
With a man who had suffered the loss
of fortune and, worse still, the loss of
health, He endured those afflictions so

calmly that he surprised me. “What is
the secret of your philosophy?” I
asked. He answered, “I can bear any-
thing while I have my wife and my
children.” Think of that, and judge
for yourself Liow much happiness you
may have left yet ungathered in your
married life.’

(Those words touched Stella’s higher
nature, as the dew touches the thirsty
ground. Surely they were nobly
spoken! How would her husband re-
ceive them %)

¢I must think with your mind, Pen-
rose, before I can do what you usk of
me. Is there any method of transfor-
mation by which I can change natures
with you?’ That was all he said—and
he said it despondingly.

Penrose understood, and felt for
bim, ]

¢ If there is anything in my nature,
worthy to be set as an example to
you,” he replied, ‘you know to what
blessed influence I owe self-discipline
and serenity of mind. Remember what
I said when I left you in London, to go
back to my friendless life. I told you
that I found, in the faith I held, the
one sufficient consolation which helped
me to bear my lot. And—if there
came a time of sorrow in the future—
I entreated you to remember what I
had said. Have you remembered it ?’

¢ Look at the book here on my desk
—Tlook at the other books, within easy
reach, on that table—are you satis-
fied ¥’

¢ More than satisfied. Tell me—do
you feel nearer to an understanding of
the Faith to which | have tried to con-
vert you ¥’

There was a pause. ¢ Say that I do
feel nearer, Romayne resumed—*say
that some of my objections are removed
—are you really as eager as ever to
make a Catholic of me, now that I am
a married man ¥’

‘I am even more eager,’ Penrose
answered. ‘I have always believed
that your one sure way to happiness
lay through your conversion. Now,
when I know from what I have seen
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and heard in this room, that you are
not reconciled as you should be to your
new life—I am doubly confirmed in
my belief. As God is my witness, 1
speak sincerely. Hesitate no longer!
Be converted, and be happy.’

¢ Have you not forgotien something,
Penrose !’

¢ What have I forgotten %’

¢ A serious consideration, perhaps, I
have a Protestant wife.’

‘I bave borne that in mind, Ro-
mayne, throughout our conversation.’

*And you still say—what you have
Jjust said ¢’

*With my whole heart, I say it! Be
converted, and be happy. Be happy,
and you will be a good husband. I
speak in your wife's interest as well as
in yours. People who are happy in
each other’s society, will yield a little,
on either side, even on questions of re-
ligious belief. And perhaps there may
follow a more profitable result still. So
far as I have observed, a good hus-
band’s example is gladly followed by
his wife. Don’t think that I am trying
to persuade you against your will ! I
am only telling you, in my own justi-
fication, from what motives of love for
yourself, and of true interest in your
welfare, I speak. You implied just
now, that you had still some objec-
tions left. If I can remove them—
well and good. If I fail—if you cannot
act on purely conscientious conviction
—1I not only advise, I entreat you to
remain as you are. 1 shall be the
first to acknowledge that you have
done right.’

This moderation of tone would ap-
peal irresistibly (as Stella well knew)
to her husband’s ready appreciation of
those good qualities 1n others, which
he did not himself possess. Once more,
her suspicion wronged Penrose. Had
he his own interested motives for
pleading her cause? At the bare
thought of it, she left her chair, and,
standing under the window, boldly in-
terrupted the conversation by calling
to Romayne.

‘Lewig]!’ she cried, ‘why do you stay

' window.
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in-doors on this beautiful day? Iam
sure Mr. Penrose would like a walk in
the grounds.’

Penrose appeared alone at the
‘You are quite right, Mrs.
Romayne,’ he said, ‘we will join you
directly.’

In a few minutes he turned the cor-

. mner of the house, and met Stella on

the lawn. Romayne was not with
him. ‘Is my husband not coming
with.us 1’ she asked.

*He will follow us,” Penrose an-
swered. ‘I believe he has some let-
ters to write. °

Stella looked at him, suspecting some
underhand exercise of influence on her
husband.

If she had been able to estimate the
noblegualitiesin the nature of Penrose,
she might have done him the justice to
arrive at a truer conclusion. It was he
who had asked leave to take the oppor-
tunity of speaking alone with Mrs.
Romayne. He had said to his friend,
‘If I am wrong in my view of the
effect of your change of religion on
your wife, let me find it out from her-
self. My one object is to act justly
towards you and towards her. I
should never forgive myself if [ made
mischief between you, no matter how
innocent of any evil intention I might
be,” Romayne had understood him.
It was Stella’s misfortune ignorantly
to misinterpret everything that Pen-
rose said or did, for the all-sufficient
reason that he was a Catholic priest.
She had drawn the conclusion that her
husband (on the point of conversion
himselt) had deliberately left her alone
with Penrose, to be persuaded or delu-
ded into giving her sanction to aid the
influence of the priest. ¢ They shall
find they are mistaken,’ she thought to
herself.

‘Have I interrupted an interesting
conversation ?’ she inquired, abruptly.
¢ When I asked you to come out, were
you talking to my husband about his
historical work %’

¢ No, Mrs. Romayne ; we were not.
speaking at that time of the book.’
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¢May I ask an odd question, Mr ! he could only try all that the kindest

Penrose 1’

¢ Certainly !’

¢ Are yuu a very zealous Catholic P’

‘Pardon me. Iam a priest. Surely
my profession speaks for me.’

‘I hope you have not been trying
to convert my husband ¥’

Penrose stopped and looked at her
attentively. ‘Are you strongly op-
posed to your husband’s conversion 1’
he asked.

¢ As strongly,’ she answered, ‘as a
woman can be.’

¢ By religious conviction, Mrs. Ro-
mayne }’

¢No. By experience”

Penrose started. ¢ Is it indiscreet,’
he said, gently, ‘to inquire what your
experience may have been }’

‘I will tell you what my experience
has been,” Stella replied. ‘I am ignor-
ant of theological subtleties, and ques-
tions of doctrine are quite beyond me.
But this I do know. A well-meaning
and zealous Catholic shortened my fa-
ther'’s life, and separated me from an
only sister whom I dearly loved. I
see I shock you—and 1 dare say you
think I am exaggerating ’

‘I hear what you say, Mrs. Ro-
mayne, with very great pain—I don’t
})resume to form any opinion thus

ar.

‘My sad story can be told in a few
words,” Stella proceeded. ¢ When my
elder sister was still a young girl, an
aunt of our’s (my mother’s sister) came
to stay with us. She had married
abroad, and she was, as I have said, a
zealous Catholic. Unknown to the rest
of us, she held conversations on reli-
glon with my sister—worked on the
enthusiasm which was part of the girl’s
nature—and accomplished her conver-
sion. Other influences, of which I knew
nothing, were afterwards brought to
bear on my sister. She declared her
ntention of entering a convent. Ag
She‘ was under age, my father had only
%o interpose his authority to prevent
this. She was his favourite child. He
bad no heart to restrain her by force—

2

|
l
|

| and best of fathers could do to per-

suade ber to remain at home. Even
after the years that have passed I can-
not trust myself to speak of it com-
posedly. She persisted ; she was as
hard as stone. My aunt, when she
was entreated to interfere, called her
heartless obstinacy ‘ a vocation.” My
poor father’s loving resistance was
worn out ; he slowly drew nearer and
nearer to death, from the day when she
left us. Let me do her justice, if I
can. She has, not only, never regret-
ted entering the convent —she is so
happilyabsorbed in her religiousduties,
that she has not the slightest wish to
see her mother or me. My mother’s
patience was soon worn out. The last
time T went to the convent, I went by
myself. I shall never go there again.
She could not conceal her sense of re-
lief, when I took my leave of her. I
need say no more. Arguments are
thrown away on me, Mr. Penrose, after
what I have seen and felt. I have no
right to expect that the consideration
of my happiness will influence you—
but I may perhaps ask you, as a gentle-
man, to tell me the truth. Do you
come here with the purpose of convert-
ing my husband ¥’

Penrose owned the truth, without
an instant’s hesitation.

‘I cannot take your view of your
sister’s pious devotion of herself to a
religious life,” he said. *But I can, and
will answer you truly. From the time
when 1 first knew him, my dearest ob-
ject has been to convert your husband
to the Catholic Faith.’

Stella drew back from him, as if he
bad stung her, and clasped her hands
in silent despair.

¢But I am bound as a Christian,’ he
went on, ‘to do to others, as I would
they should do to me.’

She turned on him suddenly, her
beautiful face radiant with hope, her
hand trembling as it caught him by
the arm.

¢ Speak plainly !’ she cried.

He obeyed her to the letter.
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¢ The happiness of my friend’s wife,
Mrs. Romayne, is sacred to me for his
sake. Be the good angel of your hus-
band’s life. I abandon the purpose of
converting him.’

He lifted her hand from his arm,
and raised it respectfully to his lips.
Then, when he had bound himself by
a promise that was sacred to him, the
terrible influence of the priesthood
shook even that brave and lofty soul.
He said to himself as he left her, ‘God
forgive me if I have done wrong !’

CHAPTER IIL
WINTERFIELD RETURNS,

WICE Father Benwell called at
Derwent’s Hotel, and twice he
was informed that no news had been
received there of Mr. Winterfield. At
the third attempt, his constancy was
rewarded. Mr. Winterfield had written,
and was expected to arrive at the hotel
by five o’clock.

It was then half-past four. Father
Benwell decided to wait the return of
his friend.

He was as anxious to deliver the
packet entrusted to him, as if he had
never broken a seal, or used a coun-
terfeit to hide the betrayal of a trust,
The re-sealed packet was safe in the
pocket of his long black frock-coat.
His own future proceedings depended,
in some degree, on the course which
Winterfield might take, when he had
read the confession’ of the unhappy
woman who had once been his wife.

Would he show the letter to Stella,
at a private interview, as an unanswer-
able proof that she had cruelly wrong-
ed him? And would it in this case be
desirable—if the thing could be done
— 80 to handle circumstances, as that
Romayne might be present, unseen,
and might discover the truth for him-
self  In the other event—that is to
say, if Winterfield abstained from com-
municating the confession to Stella—
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the responsibility of making the neces-
sary disclosure must remain with the
priest. In his present uncertainty, he
could only decide to pay another visit

at Ten Acres Lodge, and discover how

Penrose was prospering in the all-im-
portant matter of Romayne’s conver-
sion.

Father Benwell walked softly up
and down the room, looking about him
with quietly-observant eves. A side
table in a corner was covered with let-
ters, waiting Winterfield’s return. Al-
ways ready for information of any sort,
he even looked at the addresses on the
letters.

The handwritings presented the cus-
tomary variety of character. All but
three of the envelopes showed the Lon-
don district post-marks. Two of the
other letters (addressed to Winterfield
at his club) bore foreign post-marks ;
and one, as the altered direction show-
ed, had been forwarded from Beaupark
House to the hotel.

This last letter especially attracted
the priest’s attention.

The address was apparently in a wo-
man’s handwriting. And it was worthy
of remark that she appeared to be the
only person among Winterfield’s cor-
respondents who was not acquainted
with the address of his hotel or of his
club, Who could the person be? The
subtly-inquiring intellect of Father
Benwell amused itself by speculating,
even on such a trifling problem as this.
He little thought that he had a per-
sonal interest in the letter. The en-
velope contained Stella’s warning to
Winterfield, to distrust no less a per-
son than Father Benwell himself !

It was nearly half-past five before
quick footsteps were audible outside.
Winterfield entered the room.

¢ This is friendly indeed !’ he said.
¢ I expected to return to the worst of
all solitudes—solitude in a hotel. You
will stay and dine with me? That’s
right. You must have thought I was
going to gettle in Paris. Do you know
what has kept me solong? The most
delightful theatre in the world—the
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Opera Comique. T am so fond of the
byegone school of music, Father Ben-
well—the flowing, graceful delicious
melodies of the composers who followed
Mozart. One can only enjoy that mu-
sic in Paris. Would you believe that
I waited a week to hear Nicolo’s de-
lightful Joconde for the second time.
{ was almost the only young man in
the stalls. All round me were the old
men who remembered the first per-
formances of the opera, beating time
with their wrinkled hands to the tunes
which were associated with the hap-
piest days of their lives. What's that
Theart My dog! I was obliged to
leave him here, and he knows I have
<ome back !’

He flew to the door, and called down
the stairs to have the dog set free.
The spaniel rushed into the room and
leaped into his master’s outstretched
arms, Winterfield returned his car-
©sses, and kissed him as tenderly as a
Woman might have kissed her pet.

‘Dear old fellow! it's a shame to
have left you — I won’t do it again.
Father Benwell, have you many friends,
Wwho would be as glad to see you as
g friend 7 I haven't one. And there
are fools who talk of a dog as an in-
ferior being to ourselves ! ~ 7%is crea-
ture’s faithful love is mine, do what {
May. I might be disgraced in the es-
timation of every human creature I
know—and he would be as true to me
asever. And look at his physical quali-
ties, What an ugly thing, for instance,
—I won’t say your ear—I will say my
ear ig; crumpled and wrinkled and
naked. TLook at the beautiful silky
Covering of his ear! What are our
Senses of smelling and hearing, com-
Pared to his} We are proud of our
Teason.  Could we find our way back,
if they shut us up in a basket, and
took us to a strange place away from
home t If we both want to run down
8tairs in a hurry, which of us is securest
against breaking his neck—I on my
Ppoor two legs, or he on his four. Who
18 the happy mortal, who goes to bed
Wlthoutunbuttuning, and gets up again
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without buttoning.  Here he is, on my
lap, knowing I am talking about him,
and too fond of me to say to himself,
What a fool my master is |’

Father Benwell listened to this rhap-
sody—so characteristic of the childish
simplicity of the man—with an inward
sense of impatience, which never once
showed itself on the smiling surface of
his face. '

He had decided not to mention the
papers in his pocket until some circum-
stance occurred, which might appear to
remind him naturally that he had such
things about him. If he showed any
anxiety to produce the envelope, he
might expose himself to the suspicion
of having some knowledge of the con-
tents. When would Winterfield notice
the side table, and open his letters

The tick-tick of the clock on the
mantelpiece steadily registered the pro-
gress of time—and Winterfield’s fan-
tastic attentions weve still lavished on
his dog.

Even Father Benwell's patience was
sorely tried, when the good country-
gentleman proceeded to mention not
only the spaniel’s name, but the occa-
sion which had suggested it. ¢ We call
him Traveller, and I will tell you why.
When he was only a puppy he strayed
into the garden at Beaupark, so weary
and foot-sore that we concluded he had
come to us from a great distance. We
advertised him ; but he was never
claimed—and here he is ! If you don’t
object, we will give Traveller a treat
to-day. He shall have dinner with us.’

Perfectly understanding those last
words, the dog jumped off his master's
lap—and actually forwarded the views
of Father Benwell in less than a mi-
nute more. Scampering round and
round the room, as an appropriate ex-
pression of happiness, he came into col-
lision with the side-table, and directed
Winterfield’s attention to the letters
by scattering them on the floor.

Father Benwell rose politely, to as-
sist in picking up the prostrate corres-
pondence. But Traveller was before-
band with him. Warning the priest,
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with a low growl, not to interfere with
another person’s business, the dog
picked up the letters in his mouth, and
carried them by instalments to his mas-
ter's feet. Even then, the exasperating
Winterfield went no further than pat-
ting Traveller. Father Benwell’s en-
durance reached its limits. ¢ Pray
don’t stand on ceremony with me,” he
said. ¢TI will look at the newspaper,
while you read your letters.’

Winterfield carelessly gathered the
letters together; tossed them on the
dining-table at his side ; and took the
uppermost one of the little heap.

Fate was certainly against the priest
on that evening. The first letter that
‘Winterfield opened led him off to an-
other subject of conversation before he
had read it to the end. Father Ben-
well’s hand, already in his coat pocket,
appeared again—empty.

¢ Here’s a proposal to me to go into
* Parliament,’ said the Squire. * What
do you think of representative institu-
tions, Father Benwell! To my mind,
representative institutions are on their
last legs. They vote away more of
our money every year. They sit help-
less, while half 4 dozen impudent idiots
stop the progress of legislation from
motives of the meanest kind. And
they are not even sensitive enough to
the national honour to pass a social
law among themselves, which makes
it as disgraceful in a gentleman to buy
a seat by bribery as to cheat at cards.
I declare I think the card-sharper the
least degraded person of the two. e

doesn’t encourage his inferiors to be

false to a public trust. In short, my
dear sir, everything wears out in this
world—and why should the House of
Commons be an exception to the rule ?’

He picked up the next letter from
the heap. As he looked at the address,
his face changed. The smile left his
lips, the gaiety died out of his eyes.
Traveller, entreating for more notice
with impatient fore-paws applied to his
master’s knees, saw the alteration, and
dropped into a respectfully-recumbent
position, Father Benwell glanced side-
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long off the columns of the newspaper,
and waited for events with all the dis-
cretion, and none of the good faith, of
the dog.

‘ Forwarded from Beaupark 1’ Win--
terfield said to himself. He opened
the letter—read it carefully to the end
~—thought over it-—and read it again.

‘ Father Benwell !’ he said suddenly.

The priest put down the newspaper.
For a few moments more, nothing was.
audible but the steady tick-tick of the
clock.

‘We have not been very long ac-
quainted,” Winterfield resumed. ¢But
our association has been a pleasant
one; and I think I owe to you the-
duty of a friend. I don’t belong to
your Church ; but I hope you will be-
lieve me, when I say that ignorant.
prejudice against the Catholic priest-
hood is not one of my prejudices.’

Father Benwell bowed, in silence.

‘You are mentioned,’ Winterfield
proceeded, ‘in the letter which I have-
Jjust read.’

‘Are you at liberty to tell me the
name of your correspondent ¢’ Father
Benwell asked. :

‘T am not at liberty to do that. But
I think it due to you, and to myself,.
to tell you what the substance of the
letter is. The writer warns me to be
careful in my intercourse with you.
Your object (I am told) is to make
yourself acquainted with events in my
past life, and you have some motive
which my correspondent has thus far
failed to discover. I speak plainly, but
I beg you to understand that I also-
speak impartially. I condemn no man
unheard—1least of all, a man whom I
have had the honour of receiving under-
my own roof.’

He spoke with a certain simple dig-
nity. With equal dignity, Father Ben-
well answered. It is needless to say
that he now knew Winterfield’s corres-
pondent to be Romayne’s wife.

¢ Let me sincerely thank you, Mr.
Winterfield, for a candour which does.
honour to us both,’ he said. ¢ You will
hardly expect me—if I may use such.
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an expression—to condescend to jus-
tify myself against an accusation,which
is an anonymous accusation so far as I
am concerned. I prefer to meet that
letter by a plain proof ; and I leave
You to judge whether I am still wor-
thy of the friendship to which you
have so kindly alluded.’

With this preface, he briefly related
the circumstances under which he had
become possessed of the packet; and
then handed it to Winterfield—with
the seal uppermost.

¢ Decide for yourself,’ he concluded,
“whether a man bent on prying into
Your private affairs, with that letter
entirely at his mercy would have been
true to the trust reposed in him.’

He rose and took bis hat, ready to
leave the room, if his honour was pro-
faned by the slightest expression of
distrust. Winterfield's genial and un-
Suspicious nature instantly accepted
the offered proof as conclusive. * Be-
fore I break the seal,” he said, ‘let me
do you justice. Sitdown again, Father
Benwell, and forgive me if my sense of
duty has hurried me into hurting your
feelings, No man ought to know bet-
ter than [ do how often people misjudge
and wrong each other.’

They shook hands cordially. No

moral relief is more eagerly sought:

than relief from the pressure of a seri-
Ous explanation. By common consent
they now spoke as lightly as if nothing
had happened. Father Benwell set the
©xample,

‘ You actually believe in a priest !
he said, gaily. ¢ We shall make a good
Catholic of you yet.’

‘ Don’t be too sure of that,’ Winter-
geld rgplied. ¢ I respect the men who

&ve given to humanity the inestimable

leSBINg_ of quinine—to say nothing of
Preserving learning and civilization—
but I respect still more my own liberty
a8 a free Christian.’

‘ Perha f i in-
terfion §: ps a free thinker, Mr. Win

th‘Anything you like to call it, Fa-
er Benwell, 80 long as it 4s free.’
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They both laughed. Father Benwell
went back to his newspaper. Winter-
field broke the seal of the envelope
and took out the enclosures.

The confession was the first of the
papers at which he happened to look.
At the opening lines he turned pale.
He read more, and his eyes filled with
tears. In low, broken tones he said
to the priest, ‘ You have innocently
brought me most distressing news. I
entreat your pardon if I ask to be left
alone.’

Father Benwell said a few well-
chosen words of sympathy, and im-
mediately withdrew. The dog licked
his master’s hand, hanging listlessly
over the arm of the chair.

Later in the evening a note from
Winterfield was left by a messenger at
the priest’s lodgings. The writer an-
nounced, with renewed expressions of
regret, that he would be again absent
from London on the next day, but
that he hoped to return to the hotel
and receive his guest on the evening
of the day after.

Father Benwell rightly conjectured
that Winterfield’s destination was the
town in which his wife had died.

His object in taking the journey,
was not as the priest supposed, to ad-
dress inquiries to the rector and the
landlady, who had been present at the
fatal illness and the death—but to jus-
tify his wife’s last expression of belief
in the mercy and compassion of the
man whom she had injured. On that
¢ nameless grave,’ so sadly and so hum-
bly referred to in the confession, he
had resolved to place a simple stone
cross, giving to her memory the name
which she had shrunk from profaning
in her life-time. When he had written
the brief inscription which recorded
the death of ¢ Emma, wife of Bernard
Winterfield, and when he had knelt
for-a while by the low turf mound,
his errand had come to its end. e
thanked the good rector ; he left gifts
with the landlady and her children,
by which he was gratefully remem-
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bered for many a year afterwards ; and
then, with a heart relieved, he went
back to London.

Other men might have made their
sad little pilgrimagealone. Winterfield
took hig dog with him. ‘I must have
something to love,’ he said to the rec-
tor, *at such a time as this.’

——

CHAPTER IV,
FATOER BENWELL'S CORRESPONDENCE.
To the Secretary, S. J., Rome.

‘W HEN I wrote last, I hardly

thought I should trouble you
again so soon. The necessity has, how-
ever, arisen. I must ask for instruc-
tions, from our Most Reverend Gen-
eral, on the subject of Arthur Penrose.

‘I believe I informed you that I de-
cided to defer my proposed. visit to
Ten Acres Lodge for two or three days
—in order that Winterfield (if he in-
tended to do so0) might have time to
communicate with Mrs. Romayne, after
his return from the country. Natur-
ally enough, perhaps, considering the
delicacy of the subject, he has not taken
me into his confidence. I can only
guess that he has maintained the same
reserve with Mrs. Romayne,

‘ My visit to the Lodge was duly
paid this afternoon.

¢ I asked first, of course, for the lady
of the house; and hearing she was in
the grounds, joined her there. She
looked ill and anxious; and she re-
ceived me with rigid politeness. For-
tunately, Mrs. Eyrecourt (now con-
valescent) was staying at Ten Acres,
and was then taking the air in her
chair on wheels. The good lady’s nim-
ble and discursive tongue offered me
an opportunity of referring, in the
most innocent manner possible, to
Winterfield's favourable opinion of
Romayne’s pictures. I need hardly
say that I looked at Romayne’s wife,
when I mentioned the name. She
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turned pale—probably fearing that I
had some knowledge of her letter
warning Winterfield not to trust me.
If she had already been informed that
he was not to be blamed, but to be
pitied, in the matter of the marriage
at Brussels, she would have turned
red. Such, at least, is my experience,
drawn from recollections of other
days. *

‘ The ladies having served my pur-
pose, I ventured into the house to pay
my respects to Romayne.

‘He was in the study, and his ex-
cellent friend and secretary was with
him. After the first greetings, Pen-
rose left us. His manner told me
plainly that there was something
wrong. I asked no questions—wait-
ing on the chance that Romayne might
enlighten me.

*“1 hope you are in better spirits,
now that you have your old companion
with you,” I said.

‘“I am very glad to have Penrose
with me,” he answered. And then
ke frowned, and looked out of the win-
dow at the two ladies in the grounds.

“ It occurred to me that Mrs. Eyre-
court might be occupying the custom-
ary false position of a mother-in-law.
I was mistaken. He was not think-
ing of his wife’s mother—he was think-
ing of his wife.

*“T suppose you know that Pen-
rose had an idea of converting me?”
he said suddenly.

*I was perfectly candid with him—
I said I knew it, and upproved of it.

~“May I hope that Arthur has suc-

ceeded in convincing you ?” I ventur-
ed to add.
¢ ¢ He might have succeeded, Father
Benwell, if he had chosen to go on.”
‘This reply, as you may easily im-
agine, took me by surprise,

* Father Benwell’s experience had, in this
case, not misled him. If Stella had remained
unmarried, Winterfield might have justified
himself, But he was honourably unwilling
to disturb her relations with her husband, by
satisfying her that he had never Leen unwor-
thy of the affection which had once united
them.
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¢4« Are you really o obdurate that
Arthur despairs of your conversion 1"
I asked,

¢ Nothing of the sort! I have
thought and thought of it—and I can
tell you I was more than ready to
meet him half way.”

¢« Then where is the obstacle 17 1
exclaimed.

“He pointed through the window
to his wife. * There is the obstacle,”
he said in a tone of ironical resigna-
tion. .
¢ Knowing Arthur’s character as 1
knew it, I at last understood what had
happened. For a moment, 1 felt really
angry. Under these circumstances
the wise course was to say nothing,
until I could be sure of speaking with
exemplary moderation. It doesn’t do
for a man in my position to show
anger.

‘ Romayne went on :

‘¢« We talked of my wife, Father
Benwell, the last time you were here.
You only knew, then, that her recep-
tion of Mr. Winterfield had deter-
mined him never to enter my house
again. By way of adding to your in-
formation on the subject of ¢ petticoat
government,” I may now tell you that
Mrs. Romayne has forbidden Penrose
to proceed with the attempt to convert
me. By common consent, the subject
is never mentioned between us.” The
bitter irony of his tone, thus far, sud-
denly disappeared. He spoke eagerly
and anxiously. “I hope you are not
angry with Arthur?” he said.

* By this time my little fit of ill-tem-
per was at an end. I answered—and
1t was really in a certain sense true—
“I know Arthur too well to be angry
with him,”

‘ Romayne seemed to be relieved.
“I only troubled you with this last
dowestic incident,” he resumed, * to
bespeak your indulgence for Penrose.

am getting learned in the hierarchy
of the Church, Father Benwell | You
are the superior of my dear little
fljlend, and you exercise authority over
him, O, he is the kindest and best
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of men! It is not his fault. He sub-
mits to Mrs. Romayne—against his
own better conviction—in the honest
belief that he consults the interests of
our married life,”

‘I don’t think I misinterpret the
state of Romayne’s mind, and mislead
you, when I express my belief that this
second indiscreet interference of his
wife between his friend and himself
will produce the very result which she
dreads. Mark my words, written after
the closest observation of him—this
new irritation of Romayne's sensitive
self-respect will hasten his conversion.

¢ You will understand that the one
alternative before me, after what has
happened, is to fill the place from
which Penrose has withdrawn, I ab-
stained from breathing a word of this
to Romayne. It is he,if I can manage
it, who must invite me to complete the
work of conversion—and, bLesides, no-
thing can be done until the visit of
Penrose has come to an end. Ro-
roayne’s secret sense of irritation may
be safely left to develop itself, with
time to help it.

¢ 8o I changed the conversation to
the subject of his literary labours. The
present state of his mind is not favour-
able to work of that exacting kind.
Even with the help of Penrose to en-
courage him, he does not get on to his
satisfaction—-and yet, as I could plain-
ly perceive, the ambition to make a
name in the world exercises a stronger
influence over him than ever. Allin
our favour, my reverend friend—all in
our favour!

‘I took the liberty of asking to see
Penrose alone for a moment ; and, this
request granted, Romayne and I part-
ed cordially. I can make most people
like me, when I choose to try. The
master of Vange Abbey is no excep-
tion to the rule. Did I tell you, by-
the-bye, that the property has a little
declined of late in value? It is now
not more than six thousand a year. /e
will improve it, when it returns to the
Church.

¢ My interview with Penrose was
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over in two minutes. Dispensing with
all formality, I took his arm, and led
him into the front garden.

¢ 4T have heard all about it,” I said ;
““and I must not deny that you have
disappointed me. But I know your
disposition, and I make allowances.
Youhave qualities, dear Arthur, which
perhaps put you a little out of place
among Us. I shall be obliged to re-
port what you have done—but you
may trust me to put it favourably.
Shake hands, my son, and while we are
still together, let us be as good friends
as ever.”

¢ You may think that I spoke in this
way, with a view to my indulgent lan-
guage being repeated to Romayne, and
80 improving the position which I have
already gained in his estimation. Do
you know, I really believe I meant it
at the time? The poor fellow grate-
fully kissed my hand, when I offered
it to him—he was really not able to
speak, I almost fancy I am weak
about Arthur! Say a kind word for
him, when his conduct comes under
notice—but pray don’t mention this
little frailty of mine ; and don’t sup-
pose I have any sympathy with his
weak-minded submission to Mrs. Ro-
mayne’s prejudices. 1f Iever felt the
smallest consideration for ler (and 1
cannot call to mind any amiable emo-
tion of that sort), her letter to Win-
terfield would have effectually extin-
guished it. There is something quite
revolting to me in a deceitful woman.

¢ In closing this letter, I may quiet
the minds of our reverend brethren, if
I assure them that my former objec-
tion to associating myself directly with
the conversion of Romayne no longer
exists,

¢ Yes! even at my age, and with my
habits, I am now resigned to hearing,
and confuting, the trivial arguments of
a man who is young enough to be my
son. I shall write a carefully guarded
Jetter to Romayne, on the departure of
Penrose ; and I shall send him a book
to read, from the influence of which I
expect gratifying results. It isnota
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controversial work (Arthur has been
beforehand with me there)—it is Wise-
man’s ““ Recollections of the Popes.” I
look to that essentially readable book
to excite Romayne’s imagination, by
vivid descriptions of the splendours of
the Church, and the vast influence and
power of the higher priesthood. Does
this sudden enthusiasm of mine sur-
prise you? And are you altogether at
a loss to know what it means ?

¢ It means, my friend, that I see our
position towards Romayne in an en-
tirely new light. Forgive me, if I say
no more for the present. I prefer to
be silent, until my audacity is justified
by events.’

CHAPTER V.
BERNARD WINTERFIELD'S CORRESPOND-
ENCE.
I

From Mrs. Romayne to Mr. Winterfield.

‘HAS my letter failed to reach
you? I directed it (as I di-
rect this) to Beaupark ; not knowing
your London address.
¢ Yesterday, Father Benwell called
at Ten Acres Lodge. He first saw my
mother and myself ; and he contrived
to mention your name. It was done
with his usual adroitness, and I might
perhaps have passed it over, if he had
not looked at me. I hopeand pray, it
may be only my fancy—but I thought
I saw, in his eyes, that he was consci-
ous of having me in his power, and
that he might betray me to my hus-
band at any moment.
¢I have no sort of claim on you.
And, heaven knows, I have little rea-
son to trust you. But I thought you
meant fairly by me, when we spoke to-
gether at this house. In that belief, I
entreat you to tell me if Father Ben-
well has intruded himself into your
confidence—or even if you have hint-
ed anything to him which gives him a
hold over me.’
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II
From Mr. Winterfield to Mrs. Romayne.

¢ Both your letters have reached me.

‘I have good reason for believing
that you are entirely mistaken in yqur
-estimate of Father Benwell’s character.
But I know, by sad experience, how
you hold to your opinions when they
are once formed ; and I am eager to
relieve you of all anxiety, so far as I
am concerned. I have not said one
word—have not even let slip the
slightest hint—which could inform
Father Benwell of that past event in
our lives to which your letter alludes.
Your secret is a sacred secret to me 5
and it has been, and shall be, sacredly
kept.

‘ There is a sentence in your letter
which has given me great pain. You
reiterate the cruel language of the bye-
gone time. You say, “ Heaven knows
I have little reason to trust you.”

. ‘I bave reasons, on my side, for not
Justifying myself—except under cer-
tain conditions. If you are ever in a
Position of trouble or peril—and God
fog‘bid it should ever be so—which you
might blamelessly confide to a devoted

riend or brother, I undertake in that
€ase, to prove even to you that it was
a cruel injnstice ever to have doubted
e, and that there is no man living
whom you can more implicitly trust
than myself. )
My addvress, when I am in London,
at the head of this page.’

11T,
From Doctor W. ybrow to Mr. Winter-

field.

‘ DearSir,—TI have received your let-
ter, mentioning that you wish to accom-
Pany me, at my next visit to the agy-
lum, to see the French boy, so strange-

Y associated with the letter delivered
to you by Father Benwell, :

‘ Your proposal reaches me tao late.
The poor creature’s troubled life has
Come toan end. He never rallied from
the exhausting effects of fever, To the
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last he was attended by his mother. T
write with true sympathy for that ex-
cellent Iady—but I do not conceal from
you or from myself that this death is
not to be regretted. In a case of the
same extraordinary kind, recorded in
print, the patient recovered from fever;
and bis insanity returned with his re-
turning health.—Faithfully yours,
¢ JoserH WYBROW.’

CHAPTER VI
THE SADDEST OF ALL WORDS.

ON the tenth morning, dating from

the despatch of Father Benwell’s
last letter to Rome, Penrose was writ-
ing in the study at Ten Acres Lodge
—while Romayne sat at the other end
of the room, looking listlessly at a
blank sheet of paper, with the pen
lying idle beside it. On a sudden he
rose, and, snatching up paper and pen,
threw them irritably into the fire.

¢ Don’t trouble yourself to write any
longer,’ hesaid to Penrose. * My dream
is over, Throw my manuscripts into
the waste- paper basket, and never
speak to me of literary work again.’

¢ Every man devoted to literature
has these fits of despondency,’ Penrose
answered. ¢ Don’t think of your work.
Send for your horse, and trust to fresh
air and exercise to relieve your mind.’

Romayne barely listened. He turned
round at the fireplace, and studied the
reflection of his face in the glass.

¢1 look worse and worse,” he said
thoughtfully to himself.

It was true. His flesh had fallen
away ; his face had withered and whit-
ened ; he stooped like an old man,
The change for the worse had been
steadily proceeding from the time when
he left Vange Abbey.

¢It's useless to conceal it from me !’
he burst out, turning towards Penrose.
‘I'am in some way answerable—though
you all deny it—for the French boy’s
death. Why not ¢ His voice is still
in my ears—and the stain of his bro-
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ther’s blood is on me. I am under a
spell! Do you believe in the witches
—the merciless old women who made
wax images of the people who injured
them, and stuck pins in their mock
likenesses, to register the slow wasting
away of their victims day after day !
People disbelieve it in these times;
but it has never been disproved.” He
stopped, looked at Penrose ; and sud-
denly changed his tone. ¢ Arthur!
what is the matter with you? Have
you had a bad night ? Has anything
happened ¥’

For the first time in Romayne’s ex-
perience of him, Penrose answered
evasively.

¢ Is there nothing to make me anx-
ious,” he said, ¢ when I hear you talk
ag you are talking now? The poor
French boy died of a fever. Must I
remind you again that he owed the
happiest days of his life to you and
your good wife ¥’

Romayne still looked at him, with-
out attending to what he said.

‘Surely you don’t think I am de-
ceiving you?’ Penrose remonstrated.

‘No ; I was thinking of something
else. I was wondering whether I really
know you as well as I thought I did.
Am I mistaken in supposing that you
are not an ambitious man 1’

* My only ambition is to lead & wor-
thy life, and to be as useful to my fel-

low creatures as I can. Does that
satisfy you?’
Romayne hesitated. ‘It seems

strange——" he began.

¢ What seems strange 1’

‘I don’t say it seems strange that
you should be a priest,” Romayne ex-
plained. ‘I am only surprised that a
man of your simple way of thinking
should have attached himself to the
Order of the Jesuits.’

¢ can quite understand that,’ said
Penrose. ¢ But you should remember
that circumstances often influence a
man in his choice of a vocation. It
has been so with me. I am a member
of a Roman Catholic family. A Jesuit
College was near our place of abode ;
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and a near relative of mine—since
dead—was one of the resident priests.”
He paused, and added, in a lower tone,
¢ When I was little more than a lad I
suffered a disappointment, which al-
tered my character for life, I took
refuge in the College; and I have
found patience and peace of mind since
that time. Oh, my friend, you might
have been a more contented man !
He stopped again. His interest in the
husband had all but deceived him into
forgetting his promise to the wife.

Romayne held out his hand. ‘I
hope I have not thoughtlessly hurt
you ?” he said.

Penrose took the offered hand, and -
pressed it fervently. He tried to speak
—and suddenly shuddered, like a man
in pain. ‘I amjnot very well this
morning,’ he stammered ; ‘a turn in
the garden will do me good.’

Romayne’s doubts were confirmed,
by the manner in which Penrose left.
him. Something had unquestionably
happened which his friend shrank from
communicating to him. He sat down
again at his desk, and tried to read.
The time passed—and he was still left
alone. When the door was at last
opened, it was only Stella who entered
the room.

¢ Have you seen Penrose ?’ he asked.

The estrangement between them had
been steadily widening of late. Ro-
mayne had expressed his resentment
at his wife’s interference between Pen-
rose and himself, by that air of con-
temptuous indifference which is the
hardest penalty that a man can inflict.
on the woman who loves him, Stella
had submitted with a proud and silent
resignation — the most unfortunate
form of protest that she could have
adopted towards a man of Romayne’s
temper. When she now appeared,
however, in her husband’s study, there
was a change in her expression, which
he instantly noticed, she looked at him
with eyes softened by sorrow. Before
she could answer his first question, he
hurriedly added another. ¢Is Penrose
really i1’
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¢No, Lewis. He is distressed.’

¢ About what ?’

¢ About you, and about himself.’

¢Is he going to leave us?’

‘Yes’

¢ But, he will come back again?’

Stella took a chair by her husband’s
side. ‘Iam truly sorry for you,Lewis,’
she said. ‘It is even a sad parting for
Me. If you will let me say it, I have
a sincere regard for dear Mr. Penrose.’

Under other circumstances, this con-
fession of feeling for the man who had
sacrificed hig dearest aspiration to the
one consideration of her happiness,
might have provoked a sharp reply.
" But by this time Romayne had really
become alarmed. ¢ You speak as if
Arthur was going to leave England,’
he said.’

‘He leaves England this afternoon,’
she answered, ¢ for Rome.’

¢ Why does he tell this to you and
not to me ¢’ Romayne asked.

¢ He cannot trust himself to speak
of it to you. He begged me to prepare
you ’

Her courage failed her. She paused.
Romayne beat his hand impatiently
on the desk before him. ‘Speakout!’
he cried. ¢If Rome is not the end of
the journey what is 3’

Stella hesitated no longer. .

‘He goes to Rome,” she said, ‘to
receive his instructions, and to become
personally acquainted with the mis-
sionaries who are associated with him.
They will leave Leghorn in the next
vessel which sets sail for a port in Cen-
tral America. And the dangerous duty
entrusted to them is to re-establish one
of the Jesuit missions destroyed by the
savages years since. They will find
their church a ruin, and not a vestige
left of the houses once inhabited by
the murdered priests. It is not con-
cealed from them that they may be
martyred too. They are soldiers of
the Cross ; and they go—willingly go
—to save the souls of the Indians at
the peril of their lives.’ .

Romayne rose and advanced to the
door.
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Stella. ¢ Where is Arthur ?’ he said.

Stella gently detained him.

¢There was one word more he en-
treated me to say—pray wait and hear
it,’ she pleaded. ¢ His one grief is at
leaving You. Apart from that, he de-
votes himself gladly to the dreadful
service which claims him. He has
long lovked forward to it, and has long
prepared himself for it ; those, Lewis,
are his own words’

There was a knock at the door. The
servant appeared, to announce that.
the carriage was waiting.

Penrose entered the room asthe man
left it.

* Have you spoken for me?’ he said
to Stella,

She could only answer him by a
gesture. He turned to Romayne, with
a faintsmile. ‘The saddest of all words.
must be spoken,’ he said. ¢ Farewell.’
Pale and trembling, Romayne took his.
hand. *¢Is this Father Benwell’s do-
ings?’ he asked.

¢ No!’ Penrose answered, firmly.
¢ In Father Benwell’s position it might.
have been his doing, but for his good-
ness to me, For the first time since
I have known him, he has shrunk from
a responsibility. For my sake, he has
left it to Rome, and Rome has spoken.
Oh, my more than friend—my brother
in love v’

His voice failed him. With a reso-
lution which was nothing less than
heroic in a man of his affectionate
nature, he recovered his composure.

¢ Let us make'it as little miserable
as it can be,” he said. ¢ At every oppor-
tunity we will write to each other.
And, who knows—I may yet come
back toyou? God has preserved his.
servants in dangers as great as any
that I shall encounter. May that mer-
ciful God bless and protect you. Oh,
Romayne, what happy days we have-
had together !’ His last powers of re-
sistance were worn out. Tears of noble
sorrow dimmed the friendly eyes
which had never once looked unkindly
on the Lrother of his love. He kissed.
“Help me out !’ he said,

There he turned and spoke to | Romayne.
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turning blindly towards the hall at
which the servant was waiting. That
last act of mercy was not left to a
servant. With sisterly tenderness
Stella took his hand and led him away;
‘I shall remember you gratefully as
long as I live,” she said to him when
the carriage-door was closed. He
waved his hand at the window, and
:she saw him no more.

She returned to the study.

The relief of tears had not come to
Romayne. He had dropped into a
«chair when Penvrose left him. In stony
silence he sat there, his head down, his
eyes dry and staring, The miserable
days of their estrangement were for-
gotten by his wife in the moment when
she looked at him. She knelt by his
side, and lifted his head a little, and
laid it on her bosom. Her heart was
full —she let the caress plead for her
silently. He felt it; his cold fingers
pressed her hand thankfully ; but he
said nothing. After a long interval,
the first outward expression of sorrow
that fell from his lips showed that he
was still thinking of Penrose.

‘Every blessing falls away from me,’
he said. ‘T have lost my best friend.’

Years afterwards, Stella remembered
those words, and the tone in which he
had spoken them.

CHAPTER VIIL
THE IMPULSIVE SEX,

AFTER a lapse of a few days, Fa-

ther Benwell was again a visitor
at Ten Acres Lodge—by Romayne’s
invitation. The priest occupied the
very chair, by the study fireside, in
which Penrose had been accustomed to
sit,

‘It is really kind of you to come to
‘me,’ said Romayne, ¢ 5o soon after re-
ceiving my acknowledgment of your
letter. I can’t tell you how I was
touched by the manner in which you
wrote of Penrose. To my shame I con-
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fess it, I had no idea that you were so
warmly attached to him.’

‘I hardly knew it myself, Mr. Ro-
mayne, until our dear Arthur was
taken away from us.’

‘If you used your influence, Father
Benwell, is there no hope that you
might yet persuade him P’

‘To withdraw from the Mission ?
Oh, Mr. Romayne, don’t you know
Arthur’s character better than that!
Even his gentle temper has its resolute
side. The zeal of the first martyrs to
Christianity is the zeal that burns in
that noble nature. The Mission has
been the dream of his life—it is en-
deared to him by the very dangers
which we dread. Persuade Arthur to
desert the dear and devoted colleagues
who have opened their arms to him ?
I might as soon persuade that statue
in the garden to desert its pedestal,
and join us in this room. Shall we
change the sad subject? Have you
received the book which I sent you
with my letter ¢’

Romayne took up the book from his
desk. Before he could speak of it, some
one called out briskly, on the other
side of the door, ‘May I come in %'—
and came in, without waiting to be
asked. Mrs. Eyrecourt, painted and
robed for the morning — wafting per-
fumes as she moved—appeared in the
study. She looked at the priest, and
lifted her many-ringed hands with a
gesture of coquettish terror.

‘Oh, dear me ! I had no idea you
were here, Father Benwell. I ask ten
thousand pardons. Dear and admira-
ble Romayne, you don’t look as if you
were pleased to sce me. Good graci-
ous! I am not interrupting a confes-
sion, am I ¥

Father Benwell (with his paternal
smile in perfect order) resigned his
chair to Mrs. Eyrecourt. The traces
of her illness still showed themselves
in an intermittent trembling of her
head and her hands. She had entered
the room, strongly suspecting that the
process of conversion might be pro-
ceeding in the absence of Penrose, and
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determined to interrupt it. Guided
by his subtle intelligence, Father Ben-
well penetrated her motive as soon as
she opened the door. Mrs. Eyrecourt
bowed graciously, and took the offered
chair. Father Benwell sweetened his
paternal smile, and offered to get a
footstool.

‘How glad T am,’” he said, *to see
you in your customary good spirits!
But wasn't it just a little malicious to
talk of interrupting a confession? As if
Mr. Romayne was one of Us! Queen
Elizabeth herself could hardly have
said a sharper thing to a poor Catholic
priest !’

“You clever creature!’ said Mrs.
Eyrecourt. ‘How easily you see
through a simple woman like me!
There—I[ give you my hand to kiss ;
we will make it up, as the children
say. Do you know, Father Benwell,
a most extraordinary wish has sud-
denly come to me. Please, don't be
offended. I wish you were a Jew.’

¢ May I ask why }’ Father Benwell

inquired, with an apostolic suavity |

worthy of the best days of Rome.
Mrs. Eyrecourt explained herself,
with the modest self-distrust of a
maiden of fifteen. ‘I am really so
ignorant, I hardly know how to put
it. But learned persons have told me
that it is the peculiarity of the Jews
—may I say the amiable peculiarity 1
—never to make converts. It would
be so nice if you would take a leaf out
of their book, when we have the hap-
piness of receiving you here. My
lively imagination pictures you in a
double character. Father Benwell
everywhere else ; and—say, the patri-
arch Abraham at Ten Acres Lodge.’
Father Benwell lifted his persuasive
hands in courteous protest. ¢ My dear
lady ! pray make your mind easy.
Not one word on the subject of reli-
gion has passed between Mr. Romayne
and myself ’ .
. “Ibegyour pardon,’ Mrs. Eyrecourt
Interrupted ; ‘I am afrsaid I fail 4o fol-
low.' you. My silent son-in-law looks
as if he longed to smother me; and
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my attention is naturally distracted.
You were about to say

‘I was about to say, dear Mrs.
Eyrecourt, that you are alarming
yourself, without any reason. Not
one word, on any controversial subject,
has passed ’

Mrs. Eyrecourt cocked her head,.
with the artless vivacity of a bird.
¢ Ah, but it might though!’ she sug-
gested slily.

Father Benwell once more remon-
strated in dumb-show ; and Rowayne
lost his temper.

¢ Mrs. Eyrecourt !’ he cried sternly.

Mis. Eyrecourt screamed, and lifted
her hands to her ears. ‘I am not deaf,
dear Romayne—and I am not to be:
put down by any ill-timed exhibition
of, what I may call, domestic ferceity.
Father Benwell sets you an example
of Christian moderation. Do, please,,
follow it.’

Romagyne refused to follow it.

‘Talk on any topic that you like,
Mrs. Eyrecourt. I request you—
don’t oblige me to use a harder word
—1 request you to spare Father Ben-
well and myself any further expression
of your opinion on controversial sub-
jects.

A son-in-law may make a request—
and a mother-in-law may decline to:
comply. Mrs. Eyrecourt declined to
comply.

¢ No, Romayne, it won’t do. I may
lament your unhappy temper, for my
daughter’s sake—but I know what I
am about, and you can’t provoke me.
Our reverend friend and 1 understand
each other. He will make allowances
for a sensitive woman, who has had
sad experience of conversions in her
own household. My eldest daughter,
Father Benwell—a poor foolish crea-
ture—was converted into a nunnery.
The last time I saw her (she used to
be sweetly pretty ; my dear husband
quite adored her)—the last time I saw
her, she had a red nose, and, what is
even more revolting at her age, a
double chin. She received me with
her lips pursed up, and her eyes on
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the gronnd—and she was insolent
enough to say that she would pray for
me. I am not a furious old man with
a long white beard, and I don’t curse
my daughter and rush out into a
thunderstorm afterwards—but 7 know
what King Lear felt, and / have
struggled with hysterics just as he
did.  With your wonderful insight
into human nature, 1 am sure you
wiil sympathise and forgive me. Mr.
Penrose, as my daughter tells me, be-
haved in the most gentlemanlike man-
ner. I make the same appeal to your
kind forbearance. The bare prospect
of our dear friend here becoming a
Catholic !

Romayne's temper gave way once
more. :

¢ It anything can make me a Catho-
lic,/ he said, ‘your interference will
do it

¢ Out of sheer perversity, dear Ro-
mayne ?’

¢ Not at all, Mrs. Eyrecourt. If I
become a Catholic, I might escape
from the society of the ladies, in the
refuge of a monastery.’

Mrs. Eyrecourt hit him back again,
with the readiest dexterity,

‘Remain a Protestant, my dear,
and go to your club. There is a refuge
for you from the ladies—a monastery,
with nice little dinners, and all the
newspapers and periodicals.” Having
launched this shaft, she got up, and
recovered her easy courtesy of look
and manner. ‘I am so much obliged
to you, Father Benwell. I have not
offended you, I hope and trust 1’

¢ You have done me a service, dear
Mrs. Eyrecourt. But for your salu-
tary caution, I might have drifted into
controversial subjects, I shall be on
my guard now.’

¢ How very good of you! We shall
meet again, I hope, under more agree-
able circumstances. After that polite
allusion to a monastery, I understand
that my visit to my son-in-law may as
well come to an end. Please don’t
forget five o’clock tea at my house.’

As she approached the door, it was
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opened from the outer side.
daughter met her half-way.

‘Why are you here, Mamma?’
Stella asked. '

‘ Why indeed, my love! You had
better leave the room with me. Our
amiable Romayne’s present idea is to
relieve himself of our society, by re-
tiring to a monastery. Don’t you see
Father Benwell?’

Stella coldly returned the priest’s
bow—and looked at Romayne. She
felt a vague forewarning of what had
happened. Mrs. Eyrecourt proceedecd
to enlighten her, as an appropriate ex-
pression of gratitude. ¢We are in-
deed indebted to Father Benwell, my
dear. He has been most considerate
and kind !

Romayne interrupted her without
ceremony. ¢ Favour me,’ he said, ad-
dressing his wife, ¢ by inducing Mrs.
Eyrecourt to continue her narrative
in some other room.’

Stella was hardly conscious of what
her mother or her husband had said.
She felt that the priest’s eyes were on
her. Under any other circumstances,
Father Benwell's good breeding and
knowledge of the world would have
impelled him to take his departure.
As things were, he knew perfectly
well that the more seriously Romayne
was annoyed, in his presence, the bet-
ter his own private interests would be
served. Accordingly, he stood apart,
silently observant of Stella. In spite
of Winterfield’s reassuring reply to
her letter, Stella instinctively sus-
pected and dreaded the Jesuit. Under
the spell of those watchful eyes, she
trembled inwardly; her customary
tact deserted her; she made an indi-
rect apology to the man whom she
hated and feared.

‘ Whatever my mother may have
said to you, Father Benwell, has been
without my knowledge,

Romayne attempted to speak, but
Father Benwell was too quick for him.

‘ Dear Mrs. Romayne, nothing has
been said which needs any disclaimer
on your part.’

Her
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¢I should think not!’ Mrs. Eyre-
court added. ¢ Really, Stella, I don’t
understand you. Why, may I not say
to Father Benwell, what you said to
Mr. Penrose? You trusted Mr. Pen-
rose as your friend. I can tell you
this—I am quite sure you may trust
Father Benwell.

Once more, Romayne attempted to
speak. And once more, Father Ben-
well was beforehand with him.

¢ May I hope,’ said the priest, with
a finely ironical smile, ¢that Mrs. Ro-
mayne agrees with her excellent mo-
ther 1’

With all her fear of him, the exas-
perating influence of his tone and his
look was more than Stella could en-
dure. Before she could restrain them,
the rash words flew out of her lips,

‘I am not sufficiently well acquaint-
ed with you, Father Benwell, to ex-
press an opinion.’

With that answer, she took her
mother’s arm, and left the room.

The moment they were alone, Ro-
mayne turned to the priest, trembling
with anger. Fuather Benwell, smiling
indulgently at the lady's little out-
break, took him by the hand, with
peace-making intentions. ¢ Now don’t
—pray don’t excite yourself!’

Romayne was not to be pacified.in
that way. His anger was trebly inten-
sified by the long-continued strain on
his nerves of the effort to control him-
self,

‘I must, and will, speak out at last!’
he said. ¢ Father Benwell, I hope you
understand that nothing could have
kept me silent so long but the duty of
courtesy towards women, on which the
ladies of my household have so inex-
<cusably presumed. No words can say
how ashamed I am of what has hap-
pened. I can only appeal to your ad-
mirable moderation and patience to
4accept my apologies, and the most sin-
cere expression of my regret’

‘ No more, Mr. Romayne! As a
favour to me, I beg and entreat you
will say no more. Sit down and com-
bose yourself.’
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But Romayne was impenetrable to
the influence of friendly and forgiving
demonstrations. ‘I can never expect
you to enter my house again !’ he ex-
plained.

¢ My dear sir, I will come and see
you again, with the greatest pleasure,
on any day that you may appoint—
the earlier day the better. Come !
come ! let us laugh. I don’t say it dis-
respectfully, but poor dear Mrs. Eyre-
court has been more amusing than
ever. I expect to see our excellent
Archbishop to-morrow ; and I must
really tell him how the good lady felt
insulted, when her Catholic daughter
offered to pray for her. There is hardly
anything more humorous even in Mol- .
iere., And the double chin, and the red
nose—all the fault of those dreadful
Papists. Oh, dear me, you still take it
seriously. How I wish you had my
sense of humour! When shall I come
again, and tell you how the Archbishop
likes the story of the nun’s mother ?’

He held out his hand, with irresist-
ible cordiality. Romayne took it grate-
fully—still bent, however, on making
atonement.

¢ Let me first do myself the honour
of calling on You,’ he said. ‘I am in
no state to open my mind, as I might
have wished to open it to you—after
what has happened. In aday or two
more ’

¢Say the day after to-morrow,’ Father
Benwell hospitably suggested. ‘Do
me a great favour. Cowe and eat your
bit of mutton at my lodgings. Six
o’clock if you like—and some remark-
ably good claret, a present from one of
the Faithful. You will? That’s hearty!
And do promise me to think no more
of our little domestic comedy. Relieve
your mind. Look at Wiseman’s ¢ Re-
collections of the Popes.” Good-bye
—God bless you.’

The servant who opened the house
door for Father Benwell was agreeablv
surprised by the Papist’s cheerfulness,
‘He isn’t half a bad fellow,” the man
announced among hiscolleagues. ‘Gave
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me half-a-crown, and went out hum-
ming a tune.’

CHAPTER VIII
FATHER BENWELL'S CORRESPONDENCE.
To the Secretary, S.J., Rome.
L
‘I BEG to acknowledge the receipt

{
i
I
|
|
|
i

. havean heir to his estate,

GEORGE ELIOT.

change hands, under the favouring cir-
cumstances of that man’s conversion to

; the Catholic faith? It may be objected
! that the man is not yet converted.

Also, that he is now married, and may
Grant me

- adelay of another week—and T will

f

undertake to meet the first of these
objections. In the meantime, I bow to.

~ superior wisdom ; and I do not ven-

, ture to add another word

in my own

. defence.

of your letter, mentioning that

our Reverend Fathers are discouraged
at not having heard from me for more
than six weeks.

brethren regret having sanctioned the
idea of obtaining the restoration of the
Vange property to the Church. Let
me humbly submit that the circum-
stances justified the idea. An unen-
tailed property, in the possession of a
man of imaginative temperament,
without any near relatives to control
him, is surely a property which might

. elapsed.

II.

“ The week’s grace granted to me has
I write with humility. At

. the same time, I have something to
t say for myself.

‘I am sorry for this—and I am more
than sorry to hear, that my venerated i

‘ Yesterday, Mr. Lewis Romayne,
of Vange Abbey, was received into
the community of the Holy Catholic
Church. I enclose an accurate news-
paper report of the ceremionies which
attended the conversion,

¢ Be pleased to inform me,
graph, whether our Reverend
wish me to go on, or not.’

by tele-
Fathers.

THE END OF THE FOURTH BOOK.

GEORGE ELIOT.

BY GOWAN LEA, MONTREAL.

AS

when the syren voices held in thrall,
In days of old, the wanderers by sea,

Enchanting them with wondrous melody ;

So did thy spirit to our spirits call,

And keep them spell-bound in new realms of thought :
And even as the song divinely sweet,

With undertone of sadness still is fraught,

So, too,

thy voice with sorrow was replete.

Thyself a shining light, thon knew the shade ;
But from the silence of the soul’s recess,
The lamp of thy great genius shone afar :
The weary worker in his Ioneliness +
Descried the ray, and dreamed it could not fade—
To him thou art as an immortal star !
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PHYSIOLOGY IN THOUGHT, CONDUCT, AND BELIEF.

BY DANIEL CLARK, M.D.,

Medical Superintendent, Asylum Sor the Insane, Toronto.

D l O two people among all the sons

and daughters of Adam are alike
in every respect. This law of diversity

applies to everything animate and in-

animate, from the definite forms of
the crystal, the dewdrop and organized
bodies up to the planetary orbs. This
absence of uniformity is also seen in
the mental constitution of every in-
dividual. The phlegmatic, the nervous,

intellectual can be singled out from

among the masses by the observation
of physical appearances, movements
a8 well as mental states.

<ies which modify, to some extent at -

least, the mental constitution of each
of us. The instrument may not de-
cide the kind of its operations, but it
does affect the quality. The body may
ot give direction to volition, nor map
out the pathway of conduct; but its
condition may, and often does, affect,
% a considerable extent, their force
and extent. In disease, this statement
heeds no illustration. Each person
knows how much thought is affected
Y a restive stomach, by a disordered
hver, by a splitting headache, or by
Rervous prostration : 8o in health our
Minds are affected by physical condi-
tions. The bodily medium in which,
by which, and through which, are all
Our mental Processes, cannot be ignored
11 Judging of varieties of thought. No
tWo persons think alike on any subject.
e have only to look around among
our neighbours and enter into discus.
8lon with any one of them on any

speculative subject to verify this fact.
The leading politicians range them-
selves in parties according to beliefs.
The rank and file who follow each
may seem unanimous when guided by
personal motives, party-pride, party-
success, class interests, or it may be
solely love of country. These bonds
may give apparent accord, yet, each

. individual of the millions of the elec-
the emotional, the affectional, and the |

torate will differ in detail when he
breaks loose from these bonds, and
frankly gives his individual opinions.

Among those who study the exact

- sciences, this diversity is also met with
Temperaments are substratal agen- °

where least expected.

The scientists cannot well diffor
about phenomenal facts, which appeal
to the senses for confirmation, but
they will run into extremes of diver-
sity in drawing conclusions from these
undisputed data. The moment they
theorize, that instant they diverge in
opinion. All scientific books are a
standing evidence of this statement,
The pupil may follow the master im-
plicitly if the student walk by faith

- alone; but when he has thought for

himself, and gained possession of new
facts, he at once speculates for hin:-
self, and applies the scalpel to dissect
his teacher’s scientific creed. His
faith is rudely shaken, and under new
light disappears, to be supplanted by
the latest accepted theorv, This han-
kering after new fields of exploration;
this desire to add to our knowledge;
this ‘ biggin’ castles in the air ;’ this
cackling over the hatching of new

| ideas, are often all commendable, if
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regulated by judgment and supported
by incontrovertible evidence; yet,
they point to the ever-changing nature
of human knowledge and opinion,
based upon idiosyncrasies.

It may seem a contravention of this
law when one observes great social,
political and religious upheavals in
which the many are often led by a
few restless, impetuous spirits, in
which is a ceaseless desire for change,
with the firmness and genius to bring
these revolutions to a successful issue.
This condition of all-pervading en-
thusiasm never is enduring. No sooner
has the full tide of fervour and excite-
ment overleaped the usual barriers
“and reached the utmost boundaries,
than the ebb sets in at once. The
power of the united volume is ex-
pended, and each particle of person-
ality asserts its right to quietness and
rest; in other words, it assumes its
normal condition. In the same way,
no sooner do the agitations excited by
wrongs, despotisms and intolerance
come to an end, than the individual
purpose comes into play and schisms,
sects, personal ambitions and egotistic
ascendencies come to the front: thus
the normal condition returns. In the
circumscribed area of small communi-
ties one master-mind may, by its in-
fluence, control and consolidate hetero-
geneous elements; but no sooner is
this binding element removed than
disintegration sets in. The units iso-
late themselves, according to the law
of each. The family traits, natural
perversity, education by precept and
example, wilfulness uncurbed, vicious
license unrestrained, and the inherited
tendencies so different in each, show
how much one mun has to ocontend
against more than another to resist
crime, and to what extent the judg-
ment and moral sense of each is warp-
ed by these underlying forces.

‘I bave been fighting all my life
against these secret vices, and have
only partially succeeded. 1 was born
in the midst of vice and crime, and
drew in my badness with my mother's
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milk,’ was the piteous wail of despair
which fell upon the ear of the writer
from the lips of a young man who
longed for a better life.  Good habits
are of slow growth, and bad tenden-
cies continually assert themselves.
There is too often an unequal strife
between a desire for good, with a weak
will on the one hand, and an active:
vice on the other. The house must be
occupied by some tenant, if not by
‘the better angel of our nature,’ it.
will be by its evil spirit. Inherent
motives, passions and desires are as.
varied as the human face. Thought,
feeling, desire, and action are all pre-
sent, but in ever-changing proportions.
In chemistry a very few elements in
slightly different combinations form
compounds, not only dissimilar in
physical appearance, but widely apart.
in their inherent properties. Starch,
sugar, alcohol and vinegar have the
same constituent elements, but no sane
man would say that beyond the radi-
cal atoms they have anything in com-
mon : so the few elements in the
psychical man in varied proportions do
produce such individual types as would
make it impossible to measure hu-
manity by a common standard. He
is like the few fundamental notes of
music which can be arranged in end-
less melodies ; or like the letters of an
alphabet to whose myriad words there
is no end.

In heathen countries, where a blind
faith prevails, reasoning in religious
matters seldom comes into play, and,
as a consequence, differences seldom
arise. In so ignorant a state of society
a hearty allegiance to mere matters of
detail might be expected ; yet, if his-
torians are to be believed, when indi-
vidual differences arise, it is astonish-
ing what variety of opinion crops up.
The more enlightened a community
becomes, the more striking are these
contrasts. It is interesting to study
this matter in the light of physiology,
and to try to discover how much reli-
gious opinion may share the fate of
secular knowledge, by being, to some
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extent at least, affected, if not deter- ;

mined, by physical conditions, The
emotional man will never look at all
things in precisely the same light as

tellect is dominated in a greater or less
degree by his feeling. The hysterical
female, who seems to be wholly a bun-
dle of nerves, is led by them into the
reception of vagaries, which another,
with a better balanced mind, and a less
susceptible organization, would laugh
at, as being evidence of the wild im-
aginings of a disordered mind. One
man has been born with a bilious tem-
perument, which tinges every thought
and incident of his life with melan-
choly. The most strenuous efforts can

but partially shake him at times out |

of this slough of despond, only to sink
again into it when the stimulus is re-
moved. Another man has from child-
hood been full of buoyant spirits. He
always looks upon the sunny side of
everything. He is the life of every
party and the centre of fun, merriment
and every kind of enjoyment. He can-
not help himself, for it is as natural to
him, and as indispensable to his phy-
sical and mental health, as is the air
he breathes. We all know him ; and,
like the former, he is in every com-
munity, The first is always appre:
hensive of trouble, and goes about the
world with a whine, and with his head
bowed like a bulrush. He sees the
Judgments of an avenging fate ever
lmpending on his head, or hears the
Anathemas of an {angry Deity fol-
lowing him throughout his life. . The
Sunshiny type of a man takes misfor-
tune, trouble, and disaster with a pa-
tience and good humour a Turk might
envy. Both may have been educat-
&d alike in religious and secular know.
ledge, but the one has his whole life
Jaundiced and beclouded, because of
the temperament he has inherited, and
the other has his every thought and
feeling infiltrated with that hopeful-
ness which he received as a legacy at
8 birth, One man finds no pleasure
In certain indulgences, such as drunk-
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enness and lasciviousness. He may

never have had any taste or inclination

for excesses of any kind, and hence,

. such offer no temptation to him. Ano-
the cool, clear-headed thinker. Hisin- !

ther is continually fighting against his
appetites or his lusts, and has been so
warring—it may be—from childhood,
because of a brutish longing implanted
in his nature, consequent on his phy-
sical organization. He may fall after
a struggle against this downward ten-
dency, or his dominant will may con-
trol his constitutional defects, If not,
on the other hand, being judged by his
external acts, he is held up to public
scorn and contempt. His fights and
conquests are not counted to him, and
his neighbour, who has no such ball
and chain of physical degeneracy to
contend against, is judged to be a
model of propriety. Public opinion is
not to blame, for the real hero, who
has conquered a thousand inward foes
in an every day straggle, is never
known, because the irrepressible con-
flict is carried on in the inner citadel
of his being. The writer, in an official
document, has put this fact in another
form, thus:—‘It may be supposed
that three culprits were selected at
random for committing like crimes,
under precisely similar circumstances,
Were it possible for us to get behind
the external acts and see the motives
and tendencies which impelled each, it
would be found that no two did the un-
lawful deeds under exactly similar im-
pulses. Assuming 100 to be the stand.
ard of a normal man, it might be found
that the inherited propensity, or the
natural aptitude to do evil, might be
put hypothetically 82, 76, 40. The
resisting power of each against the
doing of certain things, and the impel-
ing momentum of volition goaded on
by desire or passion to act in a parti-
cular direction, might be supposed, for
illustration, to stand in some such pro-
portion. It follows,then, that the crime
of him who was influenced by the most
powerful motives for good,and had the
least constitutional strength to deter,
would, in the eyes of Omniscience,
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be much more guilty than the poor
creature whose volition would be so
largely dominated and environed by
hindrances no mortal may know. This
inequality needs no argument to prove
it, for in a greater or less degree it en-
ters into the experience or observa-
tion of every one in some form or
other. Their actual responsibility and
guilt are comparatively very unequal.
For the last year or two an epidemic
of murder and other atrocities has been
sweeping over the Dominion, and any
one who has inquired into the history
of these transgressors of the law will be
struck with the different circumstan-
ces by which each hus been surround-
ed, as given in his history, ante-
rior to the perpetration of the crime.

The slow and cautious man is typi-
cal of another class. He may be of a
languid temperament, and as a natu-
ral consequence lacks energy. 1t takes
time for him to gather and put into
practical shape his plans. No one is
better aware of his habitual inertia
than himself. In the battle of life,
be feels that he must rouse himself
from his characteristic indolence if he
expect to succeed. Need, greed, or
ambition may excite him to put forth
efforts either spasmodically, or by con-
tinuous mental stimulation, thus to
rouse the flagging powers. He needs no
one to tell him of his constitutional
lethargy, and how necessary it is to
overcome it. To some extent he suc-
ceeds, but he glides easily into his na-
tural groove when he lets his inclina-

tion have full play. The stubborn:

man is a somewhat different character.
Right or wrong he is hard to convince.
This is doubly true, should he happen
to be egotistic as most stubborn men
are. Hislove of his own opinions, his
apprehended chagrin,should heconfess
his mistakes in respect to his concep-
tions of men and things, or it may be
his honest convictions, lead him to hold
out with great tenacity against his op-
ponents. From childhood this has

been his trait, and were it not that it : in everything he does.

might be locked upon asa photograph

|

i
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of some one in particular, his physi-
cal appearance might be readily sketch-
ed. A change of base in many such
might be looked upon as an example
of a modern miracle. Did the occa-
sion arise such a man would be a mar-
tyr for right or wrong. Martyrdom
only implies that a man believes he is
right, and has the courage of his con-
victions. Had he lived in the days of
Mahomet, when converts were out-
wardly made by giving them the alter-
native of accepting the Koran or the
sword, the stubborn man would have
chosen the latter and have been thank-
ful for the opportunity of becoming a
martyr to his convictions. Such a man
is a great contrast to the weak, vacil-
lating creature who has no opinion of
his own.  His poor life is mostly au-
tomatic. He is almost as passive as
a looking glass, which reflects im-
ages passing before it, but can ori-
ginate none of its own. He is the
pliant wux ready at any time to re-
ceive impressions from every imping-
ing stamp. The last impression re-
mains only until a successor displaces
it. He may be good-natured and agree
with everybody from pliability or sheer
indifference ; led by the present, the
influences of the past are lost upon
him. He is a waif tossed upon the
surf of opinion. Having neither sail
nor rudder, this fickle craft drifts help-
lessly about on the ocean of life, the
sport of circumstance and the play-
thing of every passing breeze., He
was always of this manner and re-
mains 80 in spite of warning, educa-
tion, or of experience. We all know
such among either kinsmen oracquaint-
ances. Some men again have a natur-
ally scnsitive moral nature, From
childhood upwards their moral judg-
ments are so commendable that it is
said of them that they are too good to
live long. A child, born next door,
shews from the earliest years of life
bad propensities. The badness crops
out with every year's growth, and
Time, good
example, a wholesome education, do
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not eradicate the innate wickedness.
Blantness is seen in the sense of moral
obligation. He is selfish, cruel, crafty,
with low instincts ; although he may
behave himself, having respect to the
punishment of crime in a law-abid-
ing country, yet his conscientious scru-
ples are of the faintest kind. Selfish-
ness and its interests guide all his
actions. From the cradle to the grave
—as a juvenile specimen of depravity,
or as a hoary-headed sinner and hypo-
crite—he is full of all manner of in-
grained evil, and it seems utterly be-
yond human effort to straighten the
crooked moral nature. He is the
Pariah of society, to whom precept,
example and education bring no change
of propensity. Let the Christian phil-
anthropist study these sad unfortu-
nates in the haunts of vice, in the
homes of charity, and in the prisons
of any land. How far such are re-
sponsible for conduct or belief lies with

nfinite Wisdom. In many such de-
plorable cases the generous and loving
nature will see that it is pertinent to
ask, as was done before on a memor-
able occasion : “ Did this man sin, or
his parents 1” and the answer will be
toall of us, “ Our fathers have sinned
and are not, and we have borne their
iniquities.” Can it not often be said
that this downward tendency is the
fulfilment of a hereditary law which
“ visits the iniquities of the fathers
upon the children, unto the third and
fourth generation 1”

The next typical class is too often
8een in this nervous and excitable age,
In which men trot through life and
gallop into the grave.

The impetuous man is continually
running headlong into difficulty. He
Jumps at conclusions without due de-
liberation. He passes through life in
the work of continually making mis-
takes and correcting them ; or, as Syd-
bey Smith has phrased it, in continu-
ally passing empty buckets down into
an empty well and then drawing them
up. 1f experience have any effect upon
him, it is only by continually watch-

{
|
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ing himself and standing guard over
his natural bent of mind. He isa
perpetual blunderer, unless on the alert
to check his heedlessness in forming
half-thought-out opinions and plans,
then acting upon them without due
forethought and circumspection. Usu-
ally of a nervous temperament, he
either enjoys life hugely, or is suffer-
ing more acutely than his phlegmatic
brother. If sanguine, he is anticipa-
ting with pleasure the fruition of some
ill-digested scheme ; or failing in that
he is immediately in hot pursuit after
another chimera. He, doubtless, has
a mission to fulfil, but few can find it
out. His schemes are of short dura-
tion, and have the spice of variety—
one at a time, but nothing long.
Intellectualactivity does not always
mean will-strength. Mozart was &
musical prodigy, not simply in the
execution of music, but also in its
creation ; yet he had no strength of
character. Coleridge had his imagi-
nation not only active but also under
the control of the intellect, as is evi-
denced in the weird rhyme of ¢The
Ancient Mariner.” In decision of
character he was a weakling. Poe was
a man of undoubted genius and great
mental activity ; but was as unstable
as water, being driven to and fro in
the most vacillating manner by every
tempest of desire und passion. His
will was the slave, not the master : he
wanted equilibrium. Byron has shown
in his puetry the highest genius com-
bined with keen powers of analysis ;
yet he was the veriest child of im-
pulse and emotion. Cowper, in his
poems and letters, shows keen dis-
crimination, deep pathos, and rare
humour, yet he was so weak-willed
that his moods might have been taken
like degrees on the thermometer, to
indicate his mental condition, ranging
from zero to fever heat. His volition
was the weakest part of his being, and
s0 he was a child of circumstance. In
none of these was one faculty a coun-
terpoise or complement of the other
to constitute a well balanced mind.
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Such men can be culled by the dozen

out of every community. They can-
not help the unpleasant fact that they
have nervous, irritable, and impulsive
temperaments. This typical organiza-
tion is to a great extent characteristic
of all true poets, musicians, and chil-
dren of art, great or small, They are
strung to a greater degree of tension
than are ordinary mortals. At the
same time, there is much force in what
John Stuart Mill says (“ Autobiogra-
phy,” p. 169) : ‘I saw that though our
character is formed by circumstances,
our own desires can do much to shape
these circumstances ; and that what
is really inspiriting and ennobling in
the doctrine of free will is the convic-
tion that we have real power over the
formation of our own character ; that
our will by influencing some of our
circumstances can modify our future
babits or capacity of willing’

Certain aptitudes are obviously na-
tural to many, hence the juvenile love
of certain playthings; yet perfection
is acquired by practice, and so it is in
all our efforts of thought and volition.
The tendency of physical bias may ob-
struct desires, but its restraining power
is made somewhat inoperative and
partially powerless by a new direction
being given to bodily and psychic
force. In this way a new governor
keeps rebellion down in the domain
of potentiality and energy. This is a
A most prominent influence which is
brought to bear to curb a natural and
malign disposition, or to intensify a
good propensity. These, and such as
these,are correctives or excitingagents
to keep in abeyance or lead in a con-
trary direction the individual, yet the
innate tendency, temperament, or phy-
sical condition is constantly cropping
up in spite of these deterrents or di-
rectors. ~ All proper training must
take into account the aptitudes of the
mind, have in view the natural bias,
and incite the latent faculties, Dispo-
sition is a natural growth, and cannot
be a manufactured product. Every
character will assert itself according

L)
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to its own laws of development, Jjust
as much as the oak or the rose. We
can train them, Lut we cannot change
their nature,

The men of keen intellect and low
emotional qualities, such as Voltaire,
Rousseau, Gibbon, John Stuart Mill,
and Herbert Spencer, could never look
upon matters of speculation or faith,
except by miracle, in the same light as
gentle and loveable Melancthon, genial
and sympathetic Wesley ; soul-stirring
Chalmers ; kindly and attractive Pio
Nono; or long-suffering, patient and
brotherly Livingstone. In these men,
the vehicles of emotion, affection, in-
tellection and volition were widely
varied, and, as a consequence, 80 were
their modes of thought and conduct.
It is seldom this earth is visited by
men who excel in all their receptive
and active powers. Even those of
moderate capacity lack in symmetry of
nature. If one faculty or trait towers
above its fellows, it is too often at
their expense. We may find the man
of keen and commanding intellect low
in emotion and affection. He is like
a wintry sky, very clear but very cold.
Intense feeling, passion, excitability
and nervous impressibility are mnot
often found with a towering intellect ;
yet humanity thus varied is threat-
ened with ostracism if it give not
unanimous assent to trifles in belief.
Weallknow what receptionawaits any
man in society who cannot in honesty
accept any of the Christian creeds in
their entirety.

In discussing this matter, it is not
to be forgotten that many influences
are brought to bear to counteract these
physiological tendencies. Constant
effort to overcome bad propensities
and to cultivate moral conduct, at
length form a habit which becomes a
rule or law of nature, and to some ex-
tent, at least, dominates over natural
bias. Thereis a spontaneity in every
person, which, in its constant exercise,
i8 increased in potency for good or
evil.  The more good a man does, the
more easily is it performed ; and the
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converse is true in respect to evil,
The handiwork of the deft crafts-
man, which, at first, is clumsily
done, becomes, by constant practice,
perfect, and his fingers, arms and
brain are, by exercise in & uniform di-
rection, almost automatic in their
movements. The expert needle-wo-
man, the patient knitter, or the plod-
ding pedestrian can let the mind
wander fancy free, while the fingers
and feet, by repeated uniformity of
motion, do their work without special
mental effort, such as was needed in
the days of apprenticeship.

Example is a powerful incentive to
modify natural qualities of character.
‘Without endorsing the theory of De-
scent, it is evident we are monkeyish
in the desire to copy after some human
ideal. If we are in the company of
any person we admire, we almost in-
tutively make such our pattern, to
some extent, in modes of speech and
action, This is particularly seen in
budding orators, in the pulpit, at the
bar, and in the forum, The low habits
of an associate are soon found to be
contagious, especially if;we admire any
<qualities he may possess, such as cou-
rage, constancy or kindness.

A second counteracting agent is
education. A child can be taught to.
believe any faith, either of theology or
metap hysics, if inculcated by those it
<an trust. Brahminism, Parseeism,
Mahomedanism, Catholicism, Protest-
antism, are all evidences of the abiding
Power of early training. The difficulty
of eradicating even the least absurd of
the dogmas, which have found a lodg-
ent in the mind in early life, shows

OW tenacious are first impressions. So
well-known is this fact, that denomi
hational teachers put forth every effort

Y means of literature or by word of
mouth to instil into the young and
‘P}astic mind, not only moral and reli-
glous precepts, but also to teach im-
plicit faith in sectarian creeds and be-
liefs. The latter gain suck a hold on
our minds, when thus engrafted with
Zeal and earnestness, that it is only
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by considerable effort that we are able
to shake ourselves loose from their
grasp, so as to be able to look at the
grand fundamentals of the Christian
religion, or to detect specious error,
with an unbiassed judgment.

All kinds of literature now so wide-
spread in its influence, is only another
form of making mental impressions by
a written power.

The press, the exponent of public
opinion, is no exception to this rule.
Every issue of the various newspapers
is full of contradictory conclusions
drawn from'commonsourcesof informa-
tion. Thisdiversity is manifest when
no extraneous influences could modify
opinions. - It is an educator of a very
successful kind. Not only is this true
in the dissemination of general news,
and in the expounding of social ques-
tions, but also in being both the leader
of public opinionand itsreflector, where
the general judgment of a community
crystalizes into definite form. At the
present day, both the secular and sec-
tarian press is each of necessity a spe-
cial pleader. The party organs plead,
as a counsel does in court, for their
clients, either as plaintiffs or defend-
ants. Both sides hold with great tena-
city, that the principles each enunciate,
are necessary to the salvation of the
country. The sectarian press is brought
into existence mainly for the special
purpose of formulating and defending
religious dogmas. Public opinion is
largely moulded by these potent auxil-
iaries, and at the same time by a sort
of reflex action, it in return often con-
trols them in their apologies, defences,
doctrines and assertions. Thus the two
forces act and react upon one another.
The influence of the press to mould and
direct individual thought, isvery great.

" The reader, who from year to year,

peruses the same religious or political
newspaper or periodical, is almost in-
variably led into accepting all that
these assert Human credulity in per-
sistent and reiterated assertions, be
they true or false, is wonderfully pre.
valent. It is not surprising then, thay
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the aid of the press is so eagerly de-
sired by parties, sects, or corporations
seeking to mould the opinions of the
public. The press, in its many ways
and means, is the most active prosely-
tizer of the age.

Differences of opinion are to my
mind evidences of higher attsinments
than is unanimity. Independent con- |
clusions attest research, while general
accord on mere matters of speculative
thought—not containing seif-evident
truths—implies that the many have
not investigated for themselves. De-
bateable ground is to be found over all
the fields of mental enquiry. The exact
&ciences, including mathematics, are as
full of argumentative principles, in |
some of their branches, us are the doc-
trines of perception or of the uncondi-
tioned in metaphysics. Theories and
abstractions are as full of the elements
of wordy warfare, as are the dogmas of
Biblical interpretators. The fact is,
we are directly certain of nothing be-
yond our own consciousness ; all other
knowledge is inferential ; Lence the
room for doubt, difference, induction,
and it may be delusion. This being the
case, it would be surprising if all could
agree on details in either secular or
sectarian watters. Nothing short of
implicit faith in an infallible interpre-
ter, who could think for us, would be
able to produce accord in any system
founded on faith, more than on evi-
dence. As a matter of fact, a large
majority of mankind thinks by proxy.
An otherwise busy life, indifference,
laziness, or ignorance, each or all lead
to concopdance in much, where intelli-
gent enquiry would necessarily give
scope to analysis and dissent, or to en-
lightened acquiescence. We accept
conclusions, as children take a dainty
morsel, having implicit faith in the lo-
gician who lays down the premises.
We reason with ourselves, that life is
too short to permit us to make the
least enquiry into the why and where-

Jore of even matters of vital import- |
ance to us now and hereafter, so we |
while our brief day away by attaching |
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our faith on a something which may
be true, or which in our condition may
be the gravest error. N othing short
of a mental earthquake can shake such
a mind out of its natural or acquired
lethargy. Native-born inertiaand men-
tal freedom are hereditary foes.

This charge is not true of a large
portion of an educated nation, Taking
into consideration how differently con-
stituted we are, the wonder is that we
agree 8o thoroughly as we do, even in
regard to radical and cardinal mattere.
Perhaps there is no subject of thought
in which there is so much variety and
antagonism of opinion as in religion.
Here speculation runs riot. What is
called free-thought is not confined to
what are conveniently designated non-
essentials, for every man constitutes
himself a free lance to run tilt against
one phase or another of even the fun-
damentals. It is true that believers in
certain creeds can befound cverywhere
by the million. The wise maxims of
Confucius, the philosophic abstrac-
tions of the disciples of Brahma—the

! fantasies of Mahomet — the fetish

orgies of African magicians—the astro-
nomical delusions of the Parsees—and
the multiform creeds of Christendom,
represent the religious beliefs of a
large majority of the world’s inhabit-

i ants, who give a general assent to the
- expressed or implied doctrines of each,

even when formulated on mere tradi-
tion. The exceptions prove the rule.
The extremes taken in religious revo-
lutions show that intermittently whole-
communities are swept away in an
enthusiasm, not always according to
knowledge. Church History is full of
these evidences of ecclesiastical up-
heaval.  Outward forms, gorgeous.
ceremonials, and unpalatable exactions.
are rebelled against, as a tyranny, not
to be tolerated ; and in their place are
put severe simplicity and emotional
manifestations, equally extreme, if not

- 80 apt to dwarf intellectual appreci-

ation of spiritual necessities. One class
of pious thinkers gave external expres-
sion to religious fervour in the erection
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of magnificent temples, models of taste, ' ism against supernaturalism, or more-

beautiful in outline and fair in propor-

tions. Another class equally enthusi-
astic with iconoclastic fury made them
a mass of ruins or looked upon them
with contempt, and as a standing tes-
timony of their detestation worshipped
1n structures, with no more architec-
tural taste than is displayed in a
match-box or an oyster can. These
hideous erections were meant as an
emphatic protest against the sesthetic
tastes of the former, and undoubtedly
they were a remonstrance in carica-
ture, as far as stone and mortar could
embody indignation. One class wor-

chants, and stirring anthems, in which
is the highest style of harmony and
melody. The other in marked contra-
distinction, must sing their uncouth
rhymes to simple music. The latter
were indead earnest, but honest purpose
found no rhythmical expression. The
one had an elaborate ritual, the other
must eschew it as an abomination : the
one kneel in prayer, the other enter a
standing protest. In the one form
magnificent instrumental music as-
sisted at worship ; therefore the other
must have nothing more complicated
and melodious than an instrumental
tuning-fork, Organs, fiddles, flutes,
cornets, and such like were agencies of
Satanic device. The one must attach
great importance to stoles, surplices,
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properly, natural theology againat re-
vealed theology. Scientific truth is.
forced into an unrcatural conflict
against speculative dogma : the pheno-
mena of nature against the evidences
of Christianity. The two citadels are
really one, and when the clouds of
combat clear away, it will be seen that
they have one common foe in Nihilism.
The warfare will doubtless accomplish
this result, that religious thought will
turn to the future with its grand pos-
sibilities, and not to the past with its
imperfect knowledge and halting in-

! ! i terpretations. Few take much interest
shipped with grand oratorios, wailing |

in the controversies between Augus-
tine and Pelagius, Luther and Calvin,
Wesley and Whitfield, or between
High and Low Churchism.

The issues of to-day are between
natural and revealed religion. Both
have the same author, but multiform
reasoning puts too often upon each
different and divergent interpreta-
tions. The mere scientist defies the
antiquated theologian, and points to-
history as evidencesof his blunders and
errors in Biblical hermeneutics. He
flings at his head the opinions of the-
early fathers, in respect to cosmo-
graphy, astronomy, physiology and

! in latter times, the science of geology

genuflexions, and divers postures, the °

Othqr, in strong Anglo Saxon, anathe-
mﬁtlzed' the use of these and the in-
troduction of forms as sacrilege and

8oing to the other extreme. These
tidal waves of thought are seen ebbing
and flowing in one generation after
another. Christianity pure and simple
18 followed by a showy medievalism.
Prot,es.t.ingheretics surge tothe surface,
and with trenchant billows of argu-
ment maintain the ascendency for a
time, until their doctrines become he-
resy no l_onger. Prelacy is followed by

uritanism. Moderatism is submerg-
€d in Emotionalism. Now, it is natural-

and natural history. He shows how
the mere dogmatic theologian has
been forced to change his ground to
meet the requirements of undisputed
scientific facts. Within the last quarter-

. of a century, the Christian Church has

. advanced in intelligent thought far be-

pride, and then took equal pride in | yond the old camping ground. Many

creeds remain on the ecclesiastical
statute books, but as far as belief in
them is concerned they are virtually
obsolete and inoperative. Even the
most dogmatic laggard in the onward
march is inclined to give a broader
and more rational scope to individual
thought. For example, this is espe-
cially seen in the materialistic views.
formerly held in respect to future
punishment. The horrible word pic-
turings of the physical sufferings of the-
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lost are scarcely ever heard now from
any pulpit. The same is true in res-
pect to many of the views held of the
Divine attributes, such as those of
Justice and mercy. A latitude of opi-
nion is given now, which, but a few
years ago, would have led to acrimon-
-ous discussion, trials for heresy and
ostracism from church organization,
and even from society. The personal is
asserting itself against cast iron rules
in minor matters of faith. The nature
of God, and that of man and his des.
tiny, are being discussed with a free-
-dom which indicates, not disaster to
scriptural truth, but an assurance of g
wore abiding hold on mankind’s intel-
lect and conscience. Untrammelled
Judgment will gain the ascendency in
spite of edicts, canons or discipline. In
view of this fact, it is well to remem-
ber that latitude is not license, any
more than political freedom is un-
bridled passion, let loose to the utter
perversion of law and order.

If creeds are infallible as are the
Scriptures interpreted by them, then
are they permanent, unchangeable,
and above revision. If their authors
are finite men, with limited know-
ledge, then is it clear as noonday, that
some time or another, their formulated
interpretations must be revised, cor-
vected, and abridged in details, as
surely as have been the scientific de-
ductions of centuries ago. The Old
“Testament is dim, shadowy, typical and
incomplete. The New Testament is
more full and integral. The latter is
-evolved from the former in interpre-
tation and fulflment. More light
through man’s experience and in na-
tural religion will still be thrown upon
its pages, and the minor matters in
the creeds of to-day will look as ab-
surd as many of those which were re-
-ceived as gospel truth in the earl y ages
of Christianity. The recent bolt of
the able and conscientious ministers
-of Scotland from the sharp lines of the
Westminster Confession of Faith to
the other extreme of the widest lati-
tudinarianism, is only another evi-
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dence of the desire of the individual
to insist upon his right to private
opinion. In the volume entitled
‘Scotch Sermons,’ these divines play
shuttlecock and battledore with the
old landmarks of Biblical interpreta-
tion. One of them asserts that there
is no reason to impute divine author-
ity to those portions of Scripture which
treat of matters which belong more
properly to science and history than
to religion.  Another says miracles
belong to the ¢poesy of religion ;’ a
man can disbelieve them and still be a
very good Christian. The chief inter-
est the Church now has in the signs
and wonders recorded in the Gospels
is a scientific one, lying in the direc-
tion of the philosophy of religion, in
the field of historical speculation.” The
Dutch Covenant Theology, as evolved
by the Synod of Dort—with its solemn
bargainings between God and Adam,
and between God the Father and God
the Son—appears ¢ a fashion as quaint
and artificial as the Dutch landscape
gardening, which, along with it, came
into vogue in the British Islands.’ By
one fell swoop they attempt to destroy
the creeds of Augustine and Calvin.
They reject the dogmas of the descent
of man from the Adam of the Book of
Genesis ; the fall of Adam by eating
the forbidden fruit; the imputation
of Adam’s guilt to all his posterity ;
the consequent death of all men in
sin ; the redemption in Christ of an
election (or body of elect persons) ac-
cording to grace; the quickening in
the elect of a new life ; and the eter-
nal punishment and perdition of those
who remain unregenerate. This is a
pretty thorough weeding out of what
we have been led to believe were Gos-
pel truths. The God of this new
school is the Eternal Reason, the
Everlasting Intelligence, the Infinite
Love, the Only True Substance of
which is this Material Universe as the
phenomenal manifestation. The ex-
istence of God is assumed, and rests
in obscurity and ultimate mystery.
The editor (Prof. Caird) uses no figure
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of speech when he says, ¢ he who lives
nobly and wisely, who rises above the
narrow life of sense to identify him-
self with that which is universal and
infinite, is sharer in a life of humanity
that is never arrested, and shall never
die” He speaks of a personality
which comprehends within it the life of
nations as well as of individuals. These
emancipated preachers warn their
* hearers and readers againstdogmatism,
sacerdotalism, ecclesiasticism, sectari-
anism, and Pharisaism. These dis-
courses are a mixture of rationalism,
pantheism, and pure positivism, which
ought to delight the soul of Auguste
Comte. They are, doubtless, an at-
tempt to give the moral aspect of the
doctrine of Evolution, to meet the
doubts of those who see no solution
of a scientific nature in the old creeds.
They are unsatisfactory Lecause they
put a poor substitute in place of the
comforting system they would abolish.
_ It is well to urge man to do whatis
In accordance with moral government,
for his own sake, as well as that of his
evolved posterity ; but it needs a very
little knowledge of ourselves and our
condition to feel that self-effort, at its
best, is & poor substitute for the Cross
and all the truths which cluster around
it. It maybetrue,inananalytical sense,
that religion has to do with the spirit-
ual or moral in man, and the theologi-
cal with the intellectual. As a matter
of fact, the former depends on the lat-
ter. The idiot, the insane, the tem-
porary delirious from fever, aleohol, or
any toxical agent, are irresponsible, be-
cause of the permanent or temporary
dethronement of the intellect. There
can be no conscience where there is
low intellectual capacity. The oft-
quoted expression of our moral nature
being ¢ God’s Vice-gerent on earth,’ is
°}ﬂy a poetic fiction. The most atro-
clous crimes, and the most abominable
Practices, have been committed by
those who in sincerity thought théy
Wwere doing God’s service. Our moral
Judgments depend on an enlightened
understanding for correct knowledge.
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1f the evidence furnished to conscience
by the intellect be false, then is the
moral verdict also false. The know-
ing and the judging are Siamese twins
which cannot be dissevered by any
metaphysical or theological process of
reasoning; hence to speak of the purely
spiritual being religion, and the purely
intellectual being theological, is a fan-
tastic distinction which these theolo-
gical evolutionists have no proof of in
their own consciousness, nor in the
evidence educed in the conduct of
others. Religion is that which brings
man into proper relation with both
God and man. It is not even certain
routine duties and certain pious modes
of thought, however good these may
be at proper times and in certain
places. Worship, charity, and devout
aspirations are deludingif looked upon
as the sum total of religion. Daily toil,
recreation for mental and physical
health, or even needed amusements
are, in a sense, by no means less reli-
gious than are singing hallelujahs, or
leading a prayer-meeting. All good
and proper in themselves apart from
one another, but all necessary to a
Christian. A lazy man is told that,
whatever his other religious qualities
may be, if he do not provide for his
family, he is worae than an infidel,
The verdict of the world is the same.
There is no denying the fact that
Christianity, in its multiform aspect,
has done much to improve the morals
and heighten the aims of the nations
where it has taken root. All secta-
ries seem to have aimed at this,
whatever their watchwords may have
been. This catholic feature makes it
unique in nobleness among all the re-
ligions of the earth. The fulcrum idea
of an Almighty Helper, of spotless
purity, and the Golden Rule, have no
parallel in any system of ethics or re-
ligion the world has ever, or will ever
see, because of the perfect adaptation
of these trustful relations and neigh-
bourly requirements to all the condi-
tions of our race. No cold abstract
speculations can ever meet the require-
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ments of an immortal being, seeking
after and hungering for righteousness.
This is an intuition of our being ; it is
a golden thread which runs through
the warp and woof of our nature.
Why, then, should a strait-jacket of
dogma be put on personal beliefs,
which lLave in them no elements of
morality, or even religion, to which
reasonable objection could be taken ?

‘What is truth?’ was anxiously
asked at the most momentous trial
this earth has ever seen. The Chris-
tian world might be able to answer it
in one short sentence: so could the
sectarian world were the definition to
the inquiry given on the coramon basis
on which they all agree. Such would

not likely be the case, however, for it '

would be alleged that the whole of
truth consists of as many elements as
there are creeds. This divergence goes
further where religious freedom and
secular education exist.
emunities mental diversity must compel
individuals to accept as many creeds,
written, verbal or im plied, as there are
persons. The outward assent of the
multitude is no evidence of unanimity
in matters of detail, and in speculative
thought. Tt is possible for the enlight-
ened and earnest Christians of the
world to formulate a few essential ar-
ticles of Faith, which may meet all

the requirements of humanity, and at |

the same time not shackle the many
whose natural and constitutional men-
tality must rebel against minute, and
in many cases, absurd forms, cere-
mounies and faiths to which they are
asked to subscribe. Millions of good
Christians stand. in the outer temple
because of these adventitious obstacles.
The most religious and able of the

In such com-

teachers of theology, at the present

time, are looking for more satisfactory
grounds of Biblical interpretation than
are to be found in the musty tomes of
the past; and in those more enlightened
investigations, excrescences are being
lopped off, and general principles are
taking the place of unimportant de-
tails, This tends towards the eman-
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cipation of the individual from the
thraldom of a coercinginfinitesimal sye-
tem of tenets. The knowledgeof to-day
and to-morrow must, of necessity, ex-
puuge much of the errors of yester-
day. It is ever thus and shall be for-
ever more, until infallible men are
found to promulgate an infallible ex-
position of Divine procedure.

It must be borne in mind that in
the past the greatest moral movements
have been initiated, as a rule, outside
of the Christian Church. Laymen as-
serting their individual opinions have
revolutionized and purged the Church
and society in many momentous epochs
of the world’s history, This is also
true at the present time, only their
influence is in this age more keenly
felt and acted upon, because of in-
creased general intelligence. Thecaged
intellectual and moral nature within
the Churches is pluming its wings for
groater flights, and the danger is that
wild imagination will carry the im-
petuous too far away from the realm
of reason into that of wild speculation.
Within the last few months, the Ath-
anasian creed has found its critics in-
side the churches. Dean Stanley is so
heterodox as to say : ¢ The Father is
God in nature ; The Non is God in his-
tory ; and the Holy Ghostis God in in-
dividual experience.” The doctrine of
total depravity is not insisted on with
that positive vehemence with which
it once was asserted. It is now often
put in an apologetic way, with a ten-
dency to give a poor sinner or heathen
credit for disinterested acts of natural
goodness and benevolence. There is
little need of citing the changes daily
occurring in religious thought. Its
direction is towards finding a key to
unlock the mysteries of natural law,
and in this way account for much that
washeretofore considered supernatural.
Miracles, the resurrection of the body,
dewmonology, visions, and such like,
are being looked upon as normal or
abnormal ianifestations of physiolo-
gical or pathological laws of our na-
tures in manifest operation, If satis-
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factory solutions can ve found through
the working of such laws, our faith
gives place to knowledge of facts in
natural religion. The Divine Author
is the same, only the miracle-worker
is changed to the law-giver. At one
time tempests, earthquakes, epidemics,
hobgoblins, ghosts, witches, fuiries,
spells, talismansand omens were looked
upon as being direct and potent agents,
manifestations or charms outside of
natural solutions. These views now
nolonger are found where a knowledge
of physical science exists. The many
diseases which were thought to be di-
rect judgments of God have their
causes in violations of sanitary laws.
The poor maniac who was supposed to
be possessed of the devil, is now known
to havethe demon in a diseased portion
of brain, and the kind of imps can be
determined, to some extent, by the
physical results. The same radical
changes of belief are taking place in
the religious world. A large section
of the religious community may agree
in believing that sin universally pre-
vails, withont giving credence to the
dogma that temporal death is a con-
sequence of it, and the result of one
disobedience. Many millions may not
dispute that there is a moral govern-
ment in the world, without assent-
ing to the belief that eternal punish-
ment is a necessary consequence of
evil. The doctrine of a vicarious
atonement can be readily accepted,
with our knowledge of a sin-stricken
world to account for its necessity ;
but it is not a corollary of that doc-
trine to accept the idea that its effi-
cacy extends to all without distinction
of moral character. Morality teaches
our duty to one another. Piety is oar
proper relation to our Maker. The
Ten Commandments and the unparal-
leled Sermon on the Mount cover these
two classes of duties and relations.
These are believed in and acted upon
by countless myriads to whom the
winor and unmeaning Shibboleths are
an ahomination. All the faiths of

‘Christianity and of Paganism might '

|
|
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be classified into essentials, on the one
hand, and insignificant dogmas on the
other, to show that such general prir.-
ciples may not be matters of unani-
mous disagreement, even when affected
by the physical ground of differences
of constitution. Thought dependent
on physiological conditions finds, in
generalization, a common factor. The
greater the area of ground, the more
nunierous can be its occupants, but
the nearer the multitude climbs to the
top of a conical hill the more contract-
ed is the elbow-room. Radical truths
may not be gainsaid, because of their
wide signiticance and application. The
unimportant may not be agreed to by
any two of the community, if left to
their own cogitations and reasonings.

Human reason, in healthful exer-
cise, revolts against the acceptance of
these non-essentials en bloc ; yet, a be-
lief in the worship of God, in the
deity of Christ, in rewards and punish-
ments, and in the law of love, would
be accepted by millions outside of any
church organization.

Let us suppose each religious com-
munity to be represented by a circle. If
these circles areplaced soas to intersect
and interpenetrate one another to such
an extent as that parts are common
to all, it will be seen that all cover a
certain uniform area. In this neutral
ground of identical faith, all the Chris-
tian churches might inscribe the arti-
cles of a common creed. This might
be comprised in three words—Re-
pentance, Faith, and Godliness. These
comprehend the three central ideas of
all. If these are held fast, the odds
and ends in the outlying segments are
of little vital moment in the interests
of humanity. All the isms may put
their distinctive creed marks on these
unimportant areas, only let us be free
to accept or reject them as seemeth
best to the earnest seeker after the
cardinal truths of Christianity. Mis-
sionaries to the heathen adopt this
plan, and herein do they show wordly
wisdom and catholicity of spirit, such
as actuated their Master in his mission
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work. As a rule, religious communi-
ties are made up of those who have
many traits in common. A law of
selection operates here,

observing person can see one class dis- |

tinguished by conscientiousness, firm-
ness and self-esteem. These give force,
pertinacity and earnestness to their
views on religion. Another is marked
by courtesy, credulity, refinement, cul-
tureandreverence. Orderanddoctrines
inculeated by their religious teachers
have great weight with them. A third
is characterised by the social, ideal and
emotional. Feeling is paramount, and

such organizations. A fourth has great
veneration, marvellousness, ideality
and firmness, a good deal of energy, and

'

To use phre-
nological terms for want of better, any |

|
i
|
{
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or sacred, can obliterate these radical
distinctions, which, for wise purposes,
are implanted in our natures. Even
hereditary tendencies are no exception
to this rule. The reason of this is
plain to any observer. Thought is

. affected by the body as music is affect-
. ed in tone and melody by the kind of

instrument which produces it. The
player or composer has no control over

~ its quality and scope of execution.

Practice and skill may elicit the best
notes of which it is capable, but there

| his power ends. A penny whistle and
' an organ may produce the same notes
© in unison, but there is no comparison
ancient traditions have no effect on |

not much personal accountability, A !

fifth has a good deal of intellectuality,
benevolence, little veneration, and
small respect for forms and ceremo-
nies. These typical classes might be
extended, and each marked with a sec-
tarian brand. This sort of evolution
from among the masses and this law
of selection are constantly going on in
the religious world. This grouping is
seen also among the sectaries of hea-
thendom.

The unanimity of classes is largely
brought about by extraneous influ-
ences. The majority of differences can
often be traced to natural bias. This
is continually cropping up in all men-
tal action. Example,education and sur-
roundings may over-ride, to some ex-
tent, the peculiarities of mind as far
as external assent is concerned. Be-
neath this apparent consensus of be-
lief, there are varieties of faith as dis-

tinctive as are the expressions and |

features of the human face. No two
tools of steel have the same temper;
no two instruments of music have the
same tone ; no two creatures have the
same kind of vocal notes, So it is
mentally and physically impossible, as
men are constituted, for two rational
persons to think alike. No example
and no system of education, secular

in volume, scope and intensity. The
colour of the prism will affect the
sun's rays which pass throughit. So
does the body affect thought. The
relation of body and mind is the battle

¢ ground of to-day. The attempts of the

free-thinkers are towards bringing
under one general law of development
our physical, emotional, intellectual,
and moral natures. The Evolution
theory, promulgated by Darwin, Heec-
kel and that school of thought, is often

i held up to ridicule by those who have

no other argument to offer. With
superficial thinkers, irony, sarcasm,
invective and cynicism take the placo
of refutation. Whether their argu-
ments, based on observation, be true
or not, these weapons alone are as
harmless as Chinese gongs. Their re-
search must be met by like assiduity.
It will be conceded that the gap be-
tween the lowest specimens of human-
ity and the highest forms of the next
lower creation is not very wide—in
fact very close—physiologically or
mentally. The distance widens very
much if the average man be taken
as a standard. Even were the doc-
trine of Evolution true, man, with
his exalted powers of mind, might well
be called a new creation. His greater
capacity of reasoning—his keener sus-
ceptibilities—his grasp of abstract
ideas—and his moral nature, all, are
so transcendently above any other
creature found on this terrestrial ball,
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that let him be created de novo, or
evolved in the past ages from lower or-
ganisms, still he is the crowning work
in the animate creation of earth, and
points more conclusively than aught,
in sea or earth or sky, to his Divine
origin. The lower forms of animal
life, plus these additional capabilities
and powers, virtually make man a new
being, into whose nostrils was breathed
the breath of life. While this is true,
it is equally beyond contradiction, that
if we compare our nature with that of
the quadrumana, it will startle us to
find how much we have in common.
This school of thinkers do not deny a
creator, but only join issue in respect
to the number of creations beyond the
primordial germs of life. In the same
way there is really nothing alarming
in materialism rightly understood and
defined, yet, people go into hysterics
over a caricature of this dogma of sci-
entists. These explorers know of noth-
ing but matter in its various forms,
and hence infer that it is all that exists
in the wide universe. We go to the
other extreme, and deny & material ex-
istence, to much which may be found
to come under that class of substances.

No doubt that subtle fluid called
electricity is a form of matter. As far
as we know, there is nothing in nature
apparently more unsubstantial, unless
we except the ubiquitous ether which
pervades space. Suppose that entity
called spirit, soul, mind, psycke or any
other name, could be demonstrated to
be matter, but infinitesimally more
refined than any known material sub-
stance. Endow this sublimated indes.
tructable and circumscribed matter
with all the qualities, faculties, and
active powers attributed to that sub-
stance called mind, and there is not
anobjectionable feature in the thought
outside of fanciful sentiments and
educational bias. In that sense this
substance could have in it that which
is involved in the Lucretian idea of
being endowed with ¢ the promise and
potency of life.” It would even then be
a living and immortal personality.
This need not wed us to the Agnostic
doctrine of Shkelley, which defiantly
says :
¢ There is no God :
Inﬁqity'w'ithin, infinity without, belie crea-
Th:l?;le;(terminable spirit it contains
Is Nature’s only God.’

OFF PELORUS.

BY CHARLES G. D, ROBERTS, CHATHAM, NEW BRUNSWICK.

RIMSON swims the sunset over far Pelorus ;
Burning crimson tops its frowning crest of pine ;
Purple sleeps the shore and floats the wave before us,
Eachwhere from the oar-stroke eddying warm like wine.
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Soundless foams the creamy violet wake behind us ;
We but see the creaking of the laboured oar ;

We have stopped our ears—mad were we not to blind us,
Lest with eyes grown drunken sail we hence no more.

See the purple splendour o’er the island streaming,
O’er the prostrate sails and equal-sided ship ;

Windless hangs the vine, and warm the sands lie gleaming,
Droop the great grape-clusters melting for the lip.

Sweet the golden calm, the glowing light elysian !

Sweet were red-mouthed plenty mindless grown of pain !
Sweeter yet behold a sore bewildering vision : —

Idly took we thought, and stopped our ears in vain,

Idly took we thought, for still our eyes betray us :—
Lo the white-limbed maids with beckoning arms divine,
Throbbing bosoms bare, loosed hair, soft hands to slay us,
Throats athrob with song across the charmed brine.

See the King ! he hearkens,—hears their song—strains forward,—
As some mountain snake attends the shepherd’s reed ;

Now with urgent hand he bids us turn vs shoreward :—
Bend the groaning oar now, give the King no heed!

Mark the wondrous music by his eye’s wild yearning,
Eager lips, and mighty straining at the cords.

Will we guess the song, the subtle speech and burning,
Sung to him, the subtle king of burning words :—

« Much-enduring wanderer, honey-tongued, come nigher,
Wisest Ruler, bane of Ilion’s lofty walls,
Hear strange wisdom to thine uttermost desire,—
Whatsoe’er in all the fruitful earth betalls.’

8o we rise up twain and make his bonds securer,
Seethes the startled sea now from the surging blade ;
Leaps the dark ship forth, as we, with hearts grown surer,
Eyes averse, and war-worn faces made afraid.

Q'er the waste, warm reaches drive our prow sea-cleaving,
Past the luring death, into the falling night :—

Home shall hold us yet—and cease our wives from grieving—
Safe from storm, and toil, and flame, and clanging fight.
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THE IDYLLS OF THE KING: THEIR GROWTH AND
MEANING.*

BY R. W, BOODLE, MONTREAL.

fEHERE can be little doubt that, by

¢ The Idylls of theKing,' rather |
than by any other of his works, pos- |

terity will measure the greatness of
their author. To the mass of the read-
ing public, notwithstanding all that
critics have said about its merits, ‘In
Memoriam’ is as unreadable as ‘The
Anatomy of Melancholy,’ its persistent
obscurity and the narrow range of feel-
ings, and interests to which it appeals,
being in themselves faults and bring-
ing their own reward. But beyond this,
in his Arthurian poem, its author has
taken higher ground. He has chal-
lenged comparison with Homer and
Virgil; with Milton and Tasso. He
has realized the dream of Milton and
Dryden, and fulfilled the promise of
the long years of English literature,
by enriching the language with an
Epic taken from the History of Eng-
land. Far then from dating, with Mr.
Buxton Forman, the decadence of Ten-
nyson from his writing the Idylls, we
fully agree with the American critic,
Mr. Stedman, in calling them their
author’s master-work — the greatest
narrative poem since ¢ Paradise Lost.’
The greatness of the Arthuriad is
two-fold. It is great from an artistic
85 well as from a moral point of view,
or the artistic and moral purposes
of their author are in equal promi-
Dence. Tennyson’s perfection as an
artist, when at his best, has never been
doubted, and he is never greater than
n the best parts of the Arthuriad. Bat

“e’alRead before the Athenzum Club, Mon-
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no onecan read the peem without being
touched more deeply than he would be
by mere artistic perfection. Much cre-

{ dit is due to the dexterity with which

Tennyson has selected and recast his
materials; but by far the hardest part
of his task was to give to his recon-
struction of the Arthurian legend an
ideal moral unity. How far he has
succeeded in this part of his task must
be allowed to be an open question.
Moral unity is very hard to attain ;
and, where Milton has failed, we must
not be too rigorous with others. Yet
the attempt had to be made. If he
had merely told again the tale of Ma-
lory, he might have written a series of
interesting narrative poems of the kind
that charm our leisure in the ‘ Earthly
Paradise’; but he would not have taken
his place among those poets, who have
reconstructed our views of the past,
by giving an ideal reality to that back-
ground of mingled fact and legend,
which is at once the picture that we
dwell upon, and the curtain that con-
ceals what is lost to us.

The Acheans became a suhject race,
or lurked in obscure corners of Hel-
las ; the feudal grandeur of the High-
land clans is no more ; the dominion
of Puck and the fairies is over; yet
the glories of their past still linger
among us, owing to the genius of Ho-
mer, Shakespeare and Scott. What
they did for their subjects, Tennyson
has done for the British King who re-
sisted the English invaders. The Ar-
thurian legend ig, in fact, one of many
similar formations, that the time spirit,
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as it were, by way of compensation,
has allowed to grow about what is

past ; so that what inexorable nature

with its death-struggles and eventual
survival of the fittest hasbanished from
the world of fact, survives as a new
creation, and a fit representative in the
ideal world of fiction. Like the canopy
of vapours above, like a ruin in the
world about us, this and like tales of
the past have taken different shades
from therays of therisingand the set-
ting sun; variously viewed by different
ages, the historical has been re-co-
" loured, and an unhistorical element
added. History is battled, and the work
of fancy triumphs over the critical in-
stinct of the inquirer.

In the case of the Arthurian le-
gend,* this has been a work of time.
At first a reality in the writings of the
‘Welsh poets, Arthur soon became a
tradition. This tradition, magnified
and distorted, is found in the work
that goes by the name of Nennius.
From a tradition, nominally historical,
the story of Arthur was changed to a
mere romance by Geoffrey of Mon-
mouth ; from this point it began to
grow, attracting to itself fragments
from different sides, taking colour
from the periods in which these addi-
tions were made, from the institutions
among which the tangled web was
spun, from the countries of the wri-
ters, from their beliefs and modes of
Ife. Among the additions that were
made to the original romance, none was
of greater importance in determining
the ultimate fate of the story than
the element contributed by Walter de
Map. “The Church, jealous of the
popularity of the legends of chivalry,
invented as a counteracting influence
the poem of the Sacred Dish, the “San
Graal.”’ Walter de Map made this a
part of the Arthurian cycle, and in
doing so, takes his place as the first of
the allegorizers.
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The legend, in itslatest shape, was
! re-written by Sir Thomas Malory, and
printed by Caxton, as a work valu-
. able historically, as well as for its
moral tendency. Thus the allegoric
turn, given to the legend by Walter de
Map, was confirmed, Caxton’s preface

- holding up the character of Arthur as

an example for imitation. The hint
thus given was taken by Spenser, who
treated Arthur as an embodiment of
the Aristotelian virtue of magniticene.
From Spenser, in whom the moralizing
tendency is confirmed, to Tennyson in
our own days, the position of the Ar-
thurian cycle i1 men’s minds may be
described as that of an episode, re-
garded as more or less historical, but
as a fair subject for expansion, and
most valuable as illustrating the play
of the virtuesand the passions. Still,
all early writers regarded Arthur and
his knights, as part of their secular
faith, just as Milton regarded the story
of the Creation and the Fall as a reli-
gious belief. To us, Arthur and Gui-
nevere are, if anything, more real than
Adam and Eve; to Milton, who ac-
tually thought of writing a great poem
upon the subject,* they were only less
so. It is not proposed to examine the
various additions to Arthurian litera-
ture made, between the days of Spenser
and Tennyson, by Blackmore, Dryden,
Lytton and others; but as a prepara-
tory step to the chronological study of
the Idylls, it will be well to notice the
main points, in which the treatment
of Tennyson differs from that of the
earlier writers.

The leading differenices between Ten-
, nyson and his predecessors lie in their
aspect with regard to Arthur’s mission,
By all of them he is regarded as a
great king, the creator of an order of
knights with a high ideal, the perso-
nification of an early chivalry. But
in Geoffrey and his followers, it is his
success which is brought into promin-

# The gradual development of the Arthurian
legend, from its beginning to the days of
Spenser, is the subject of a paper contributed
by the writer to the CANADIAN MoNTHLY, J
Dec. 1880,

ence ; while in Tennyson the pathos of
the whole poem lies in his failure. The

* See the Latin_poems entitled * Mansus’
and ‘Epitaphium Damonis.’



THE IDYLLS

mournful beauty of decline, which is
imaged by the dying year, and the
sympathy that the magnificent failure
of Arthur excites, are, so to speak, the
ground tone of the Idylls; while the
triumphant glory of success pervades

OF THE XING.
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the earliest writers. What was inci- .
dental with them has bscome essen-

“tial in Tennyson.

Solon bade us call no man happy |
till we have looked to his end, and '

these early writers adopted the maxim.
They gave their hero a glorious life,
and he leaves it by the most glorious
of all deaths—death in battle. Dunlop
has noticed this point in his ¢ History
of Fiction.” ‘It appears strange at first
sight, that Arthur and his knights
should be represented in romance, as
falling in battle, as well as Charle-

magne with all his peerage, at a time

when success in war was thought ne-
cessary to complete the character of a
warrior. But the same fate has been
attributed to all the fabulous chiefs of
half-civilized nations, who have inva-
viably represented their favourite
leaders as destroyed by a concealed and
treacherous enemy. This has
probably arisen from poets and ro-
imancers, wishing to spare their heroes

the suspicion of having died in bed by

the languor of disease, to which any
violent death is preferred by barbarous
nations.” But what was incidental,
because inevitable in early writers, has
become the chief point in Tennyson.
We have, it is true, twoIdylls devoted
to Arthur triumphant, but the inter-
est of the poem is centred in the de-
cline and fall. The notes of approach-
ing ruin sound more loudly as the tale
Proceeds, and the interest of most of
the Idylls, as well as of the Arthuriad
as a whole, clearly culminates in the
catastrophe.

The world, like the individual, as
age advances, becomes more sensible
to the beauty of pathos ; it has not the
Same contempt for the unsuccessful.
‘Our admiration may be excited by. the
«<areer of a successful man, but our
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sympathy lies with the struggle of the
doomed. Though Homer is a greater
poet than Virgil, it is the Trojans ra-
ther than the Greeks, who have our
love and pity ; our favourites in fiction,
and history are the advocates of a
fallen cause — Hector and Turnus,
Demosthenes and Hannibal, Mont-
calm and Lee. Life presents a constant
paradox. The world has pronounced a
cynical maxim about success, and its is
the shrine at which our worship is of-
fered up. So far our practical instincts
take us; but imagination, constantly
in antagonism with the facts of the
world, sides against our reason. What
has failed is idealized ; success is left to
rest upon its merits. Thus the aspect
of the whole story of Arthur has been
changed ; theromance writers described
the glorious king, Tennyson enlists our
sympathy foran unsuccessful reformer,
and a falling cause.

The form that this idealization of
failure assumes, is also distinctive and
important. Living in an age, when in-
dustrialism and the commercial spirit
were beginning to feel their strength,
while the influence of chivalry, though
fast declining, was not yet extinct,
Spenser, as his model of a perfect man,
took Prince Arthur, an ideal embodi-

. ment of the chivalric feeling. A simi-

lar tendency has influenced Tennyson
in the process of writing the Idylls,
and in the colouring he has given to
them. Many writers have read in the
character of Arthur an allegory, and
Tennyson himself lets us into the se-
cret, that his object was to shadow
forth sense at war with soul. Tt isnot
inconsistent with this to see, in the
gradual dissolution of Arthur's order,
a symbolic account of the decline of
supernaturalism, a regretful picture of
the growing disregard of miracles, and
of the lessening hold of Christianity
upon the world—the partial rejection
of which has been a marked result of
the movements of the thought of late
years. Fifty years have passed since
Carlyle described the ‘Temple now
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lying in ruius, overgrown with jungle, |

the habitation of doleful creatures.’*
What was so long ago apparent to the
philosopher has been brought more
strikingly home to us all since. The
last decade has been a period of rapid
growth of thought; of large expansion,
during which, if not Christianity it-
self, yet various doctrines and ways of
thinking that were generally associat-
ed with Christianity, have been dis-
carded and sent to join ‘all things
transitory and vain’ in the wilds of the
Miltonic Limbo. These have been
years of intense mental effort and
strivings of spirit, and have for the
present ended in a kind of world-
wearied Pessimism. And this period
has left deep traces on the ideal of
Arthur created by Tennyson. From
this point of view, as well as from
many others (e. g. the characters of
Aineas and Arthur), it would be in-
structive to compare Tennyson with
the writer of the Aneid.  Just as
Virgil, while describing the coming of
his hero to Italy and the foundation of
the Trojan kingdom, is constantly
thinking of the fortunes of the Julian
family in his own day, and of the
Empire that was being founded while
he wrote ; so Tennyson depicts the de-
cline of the Round Table, and the gene-
ral laxity of its morals in language that
would be equally appropriate to what
was going on while he wrote, and is
still continuing—the Religious Revo-
lution of the nineteenth century. In
the following pages it will be shown
that the Arthuriad, from first to last,
faithfully reproduces the political and
moral atmosphere of the period during
which it was taking shape, in Jjust as
marked a manner as the feelings that
most Englishmen entertained with re-
gard to the Manchester Peace Party,
at the time of the Crimean War, are
mirrored in our author’s ¢ Maud.” One
of the special marks of Tennyson’s
workmanship is the manner in which

he introduces into an apparently for-

* Sartor Resartus, 1831.
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eign subject matters of contemporary
interest and significance. A striking
thought in a book, published at the
time when some poem of his may be
supposed to have been in the process
of construction, will often be found
echoed quite naturally in the strange
context. But though this feature is
very marked in Tennyson—a poet, it *
must be remembered, whose origina-
lity, like Virgil's lies far more in his
style that in his manner, in the turn he
gives a thought, rather than in the
thought itself —it is a feature that is
to a greater or less extent common to
most poets.

The poet is one possessed of nicer
feelings, quicker sensibilities than or-
dinary men. Hence he is the first to
perceive the changes in the tone of
public opinion. He is like a thin-
skinned animal, with an animal’s
quickness of instinct, an animal’s sen-
sitiveness to what is external and at-
mospheric in nature. When, however
it is said that a poet is more quickly
affected than the ordinary individual,
it must not beforgotten that all he sees,
he sees as a poet, and not exactly as
the rest of usdo. The lens of his mind
is a coloured medium, and so every-
thing appears to him coloured and
reflected. Imagination and artistic
proprieties affect his impression of ex-
ternal nature and of events, He can-
not see the thing as it is, or at least he
cannot see things exactly as they
appear to the rest of the world. To
illustrate this will be unnecessary to
those who remember how constantly
Scott’s pictures of scenery are medi-
evalised, and how Wordsworth fills
his descriptions with religious thought.
And this is not only true, when it is
external nature, that the poet is study-
ing. The emotions and feelings, the
religious and political beliefs of the
poet, are after all, those of the poet,
and not those of the ordinary man,
and so perhaps are felt in a sense less
deeply. This qualification has to be
made and must be illustrated.

A political landmark or a church,
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let us say, is doomed.
with the love and veneration, the
ceuntless feelings so hard to analyze
which go to make up the ordinary con-
servative frame of mind. To part with
it is a sore blow to the ordinary indi-
vidual ; it is a strain to his feelings,
and he deeply regrets the loss. The
poet, too, feels this to some extent; but
then he is a poet, and he has also ano-
ther point of view. The collapse ap-

pears to him as a ruin, and the artistic
beauty of the ruin is some compensa-

tion to him for the melancholy fact.
He feels the loss less deeply, because
he does not look at the facts as clear-
ly—or, perhaps, we should say, be-
cause he takes in their import more
thoroughly. His eyes are fixed alike
on the present and the past; he sees
institutions rise and fall, and the pre-
sent loss is to him no new one. He
is able to grasp more clearly than
others the permanent, that is un-
changeable and that will last, when
time has done its work with what is
mutable and evanescent. Thus the poet
is a kind of spiritual Captain Cuttle,
with his gaze turned into the distance,
even when he is considering what is
present before him. Sometimes this
feeling is expressed consciously, as by

> . .
Tennyson in the lines—

Our little systems have their day ;

They have their day and cease to be :
They are but broken lights of thee,

And thou, O Lord, art more than they.
Sometimes it finds unconscious ex-
pression, as in the fine lines that end
the battle scene in the ¢ Passing of Ar-
thur,” where the wave is described,
creeping over the field strewn with
the dead,

And rolling far along the gloomy shores
The voice of days of old and days to be.*
What then? The poet sees more
clearly, we see less clearly: he feels
more quickly, we feel less deeply. He

* This is Matthew Arnold’s habitual mdod.
Cf the conclusion of Sohrab and Rustum, and
of thesecond part of Tristram and Iseult.: He

a8 given & description of the feeling, as part
:i ttdhe true poetic nature, in the poem *Resig-
on.’

It is invested |
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is almost an Hegelian contradiction—
that is, he is a poet. It follows that
he is more prone than the ordinary
thinker to acknowledge facts, for in
every fact he has a consolation. And
the more of the true poetic nature he
has, the more instinctive are his utter-
ances. What he feels forces itself in-
to what he writes. It cannot be kept
out. If in one way his view of things
is less true because less common-place,
in another he is a truer witness be-
cause his mind is stronger, being self-
sustained by its width of interest. He
isa strong man where others are weak.
His strength even appears to many to
be a lack of feeling, and occasionally,
as in the character of Goethe, is capa-
ble of producing it. We accordingly
find in the Idylls, read chronologically,
a veracious echo of the tone of public
opinion and a test of the average feel-
ing in regard to questions, which it is
80 hard to gather from the mere party
statements of writers and thinkers ac-
tively engaged in the contest upon
either side. The Round Table sym-
bolizes more or less distinctly the Chris-
tian world, at first with an enthusias-
tic belief in, and full of the feelings of,
Christianity, but by degrees falling
away and lapsing intoimmorality and
scepticism. Arthur in its midst, an
ideal and not a real man, speaks and
acts like a modern Christ, passing ver-
dict after the manner of a Greek chorus
upon the phases of thought as they are
presented to the reader. All this will
be shown in further detail, as we ex-
amine the poem chronologically.

It has been noticed before now, that
the two great sources of Romance that
were the glory of the Middle Ages,
the Carlovingian and Arthurian cy-
cles, took shape under the influence
of the story of the Gospels ; that Char-
lemagne and Arthur were pictures of
the Christ adapted to the lay life of
Christians in general. This is espe-
cially the case with Arthur; and the
likeness has been increased by Tenny-
son in his new rendering of the Ar-
thurian legend (e.g., by his striking out
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such episodes as Arthur's incest, re-

sulting in the birth of Modred), so |

that it is impossible to read the Idylls
without thinking of the Gospels. It
is not only that we have points of ex-

of their life and death, their position
as leaders of bands of reformers,
their failure brought about by treach-

colourless piety. But Tennyson has
supplemented all this by making his
hero constantly use the words of his
prototype. This is a feature of such
constant occurrence that it will be un-
necessary to illustrate it. Should illus-
tration be needed, it will be found in
detached passages in the following
pages.

I will now sum up the results at
which T have arrived from this part
of my study. The story of the Idylls,
as we have it, is a kind of idealization
of failure—the picture of how Arthur
came into the world and lived the life
of a reformer, founding an order and
binding them

By such vows, as is a shame

A man should not be bound by, yet the which
No man can keep.

So the order dissolves internally, and
the high ideal of Arthur passes away.
In the midst he is a kind of chivalrous
Christ ; and the decline of belief in
Arthur and his vows, and the corre-
sponding dissolutionof the society they
held together, are a picture, the origi-
nal of which is to be found, as will be
seen, in the sentiments and feelings of
the years during which the poet was
framing his Idylls. Tennyson had be-
fore his eyes the decline of orthodox
Chbristianity, while he was occupied in
describingthe fall of his chivalric ideal,
and sometimes his description of the
latter reads like a page from the his-
tory of the former—to such an ex‘ent
had the times impressed themselves
upon his nature. At the same time,
it has been proved by other writers
that the poem is an allegory of sense
at war with soul, King Arthur being
the King within us. Nor shall we find

l
i
1

THE IDYLLS OF THE KING.

any difliculty in accepting this dupli-
cate interpretation (remembering how
it is certainly true in the case of the

| ‘Fairy Queen’) if we realize the compa-
| rativelyconservative aspect with which
ternal similarity, such as the mystery

Tennyson regards the religious move-
ments of the day. The real incon-
sistency, as will be seen, arises from

. the difference of the aim with which
ery and their immaculate and almost .

he set out from that with which he

. concluded his Arthuriad. Starting in

1832 and 1842 with purely tentative
work, which, however, included a poem
afterwards a part of the whole, he pro-
duced,in 1859, the four original Ldylls,
King Arthur being an ¢ideal knight.’
As he grew older, the tendency to alle-
goric meaning increased, and was pro-
minent in his volume of 1869 entitled
‘The Holy Grail ;” the poem ¢ Gareth
and Lynette,” (published latest of all in
1872), is a pure allegory of the temp-
tations that assail men at different
stages of life. After this came the
additionsand alterations made through

- the whole series of poems (published
. in the Complete Edition of 1875)—

' inspissated into one another.

alterations, which have changed the
poem to such an extent that Tenny-
son was quite justified in at last pro-
claiming it, in his Epilogue to the
Queen, as’

‘ Shadowing sense at war with soul
Rather than that gray king.’

As, however, in no case has Tenny-
son deliberately destroyed the old
work, the series of poems, composing
the Arthuriad, when analyzed care-
fully, present the appearance of suc-
eessive strata of thought contorted and
I shall
now proceed to consider these periods
chronologically.

L

Of the four pieces that make up
the early work upon the subject of

. Arthur, two only deserve attention,

the others, Sir Galahad and Sir Lance-
lot, being interesting merely as show-

ing that the young poet’s thought
dwelt early
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On the dreams of all

Which filled the earth with passing loveliness,
to quote his own words in ‘Timbuctoo’
—and that he was specially interested
in Arthurian literature. Of the other
two the ¢ Lady of Shalott’ is an early
treatment of the theme that Tennyson
afterwards turned into the most touch-
ing of all the Idylls, the story of
Elaine. It is quite different in char-
acter from the [dylls being written in
the so-called Pre-Raphaelite manner.

In the ‘ Morte d’Arthur’ we have
the earliest contribution to the com-
pleted series. Tt was accompanied by
an introduction, relating how Hall
had written an epic on King Arthur

in twelve books, but had destroyed all |

but one, because they were °faint
Homeric echoes.” The day is past for
Homeric epics, ‘nature brings not
back the Mastoden,” and ¢ truth looks
freshest in the fashion of the day.’
The remaining book is the ‘¢ Morte
d’Arthur.” How far are we to take
this seriously ?

At a much later period the Ar-
thuriad became an allegory, and the
lines have been pronounced to be an
early sketch of the plan of the series.
But, if so, the idea was dropped, for
in the first instalment of the Idylls
(in fact, in the case of the only Idylls
properly so called), we have an ideal
picture, but not an allegory ; a beauti-
ful quartette of poems, but no hidden
meaning.  But it will be quite safe
to say that the lines point to an early
project to write upon a subject, pointed
out by our history, by the romances
of the Middle Ages and by the inten-
tion of Milton and Dryden. The most
natural mode of treatment, the old-
fashioned epic, seemed to the author,
apparently, unsuitable to the times.
It was accordingly left for him to write
a narrative poem, with more or less
application to his own day; and this
he has done.

With the words of Hall before
them, critics have agreed in noticing
how much more Homeric the ¢ Morte
@Arthur’ is than any other part of
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the completed poem. This must strike
everybody. As a rule, Tennyson’s
manner is more that of Virgil (whom
he constantly imitates and translates,

i doing so even in the poem before us)

than that of Homer, but here it is not
so. We may say then generally, in
regard to Tennyson’s early essays upon
the Arthurian legend, that we have
two inconsiderable pieces and two of
more account—one in the Pre-Raph-
aelite, another in the Homeric style,
the latter differing so little from the
Idylls that next followed that it was
worked into the body of the complete
poem. And when we compare the
calm dignity of the ¢ Morte d’Arthur’
with the world-worn mystical tone
pervading the latest written poems of
the series, we feel that it was fortunate
that the Laureate wrote when he did
the conclusion of his modern epic.
His feelings were probably more hope-
ful with regard to the future, he had
more belief in the ideals of the re-
forming spirit, with which the times
that preceded the Reform Bill of 1832
were informed.*

It isinstructive to compare Arthur’s
parting-speech with the original in
Malory. ¢ Comfort thyself,’ said the
king, ‘and do as well as thou mayest,
for in me is no trust to trust in. For
I will into the vale of Avilion, to heal
me of my grievous wound. And if
thou hear never more of me, pray for
my soul.’ It will be seen that all by
which we best remember the speech is
Tennyson’s work. The imagery of

. the passage is due to two sources.

* Since writing the above, I find this differ-
ence of tone noticed by Mr. Swinburne in an
article upon ‘ Tennyson and Musset ’ in the
February number of the Fortnightly Review-
The following is the characteristic comment
passed on the lines :

1 have lived my life, and that which I have done
May he within himself make pure !

¢If this be taken as the last natural expres-
sion of a gallant, honest, kindly, sinful crea-
ture like the hero of old Malory, it strikes
home at once to a man's heart. If it be taken
as the last deliberate mufflle of ¢‘ the blame-
less king,” it strikes us in a different fashion’
—a merciless but acute piece of criticism.
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The description of Avilion is almost a
literal translation from the ¢ Odyssey’
(VI. 43-6).
world bound by gold chains about the
feet of God,” comes from the ‘Iliad’

(VI1II, 19), read by the light of Bacon’s ' thus led to insert the lines as we have

words, ‘ when a man passeth on fur-
ther, and seeth the dependence of
causes, and the works of Providence ;
then, according to the allegory of the
poets, he will easily believe that the
highest link of nature’s chain must
needs be tied to the foot of Jupiter’s
chair.”  (* Advancement of Learning’
11.3)

To come to what is more relative to
the present study, the thoughts of the
passage, we are struck by two leading
ideas— Arthur’s hopefulness about the
future, and his discourse upon prayer.
For the origin of these we must look
to the times. As to the former, the
celebrated lines, ¢the old order
changeth,” &c., are quite in keeping
with the ¢times, when reforms were
begun with a young hopefulness of
immediate good which has been much
checked in our days’* Now in all
Tennyson's early works he appears to
us as a moderate Liberal, full of sym-
pathy with the progress of the day.
For the origin of the lines upon
prayer, we have to look to the Oxford
Movement, then in its first decade.
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¢ that the doctrine was ‘in the air’ at

The idea of the ‘round '

the time when the poem was in pro-
cess of gestation; that it was his-
torically in keeping with Arthur and

. his times; and that Tennyson was

them.

If, then, we are to sum up the im-
pression derived from the earliest in-
stalment of the Idylls, we shall say
that it is an Homeric picture of the
passing of a great king, suggesting two
thoughts as uppermost in the mind of
the writer —the efficacy of prayer for
the dead, and belief in the future to
be brought about by progress.

1L

The next contribution to the story
of Arthur was made in the year 1859.

i The volume, entitled ¢ Idylls of the

With rigorous logic the efficacy of -

prayers for the dead was insisted up-
on, if the etlicacy of prayer at all was
to be a part of the belief of Christians,
It was pointed out that prayers for
the dead had been left an open ques-
tion in the Thirty-nine Articles of

1571, while the doctrine was expressly |

condemned in the previous Forty-five.
In view of this we can better under-
stand Tennyson's motive for adding
the lines —

More things are wrought by prayer
Than this world dreams of, &c.

It is not necessary to tie our author

King’ and containing Enid, Vivien,
Elaine, and Guinevere, was prefaced
by a Dedication to the memory of the
Prince Consort. This, the motto of
volume ¢ flos regum Arthurus,” and
its title, sufficiently indicate the na-
ture of the work, as a series of pic-
tures from the court of Arthur. But
what was Arthur? He was not, as
perhaps Tennyson originally intended
him to be, the hero of an Homeric
epic, nor was he an allegorical charac-
ter, as he has since become. The de-
dication tells us that he was intended
as an ‘ideal knight Now an ideal
character must be kept distinct in
thought, on the one hand from an
allegorical personage, on the other
from a study from real life.

The history of fiction, and especially

" of poetry, shows a constant action and

reaction from Realism to Idealism,
from nature painting to typical repre-
sentation ; and in accordance with this
there are two distinct theories of poe-

- try—Aristotle defining it as a process

down to a belief in the fashionable .

doctrine.

* George Eliot’s * Middlemarch.”

All that need be said is,

of imitation, Bacon as one of creation
or, we may say, of idealization. Mean-
while, as poetry becomes ideal, as it
tends to describe types rather than
the realities of nature, in so far it ap-



THE IDYLLS OF THE KING.

proximates to allegory. So that, as
in the case of Tennyson, we find the
same mind at different periods pro-
ducing three different kinds of work
—Realistic, Idealistic, and Allegori-
cal-—great minds naturally falling into
allegorical writing as age comes upon
them. This is manifestly the case with
Goethe, as may be seen by comparing
the different parts of ‘Faust’ and of
¢ Wilbhelm Meister’; it is even true in
the case of such a master of realistic
painting as Shakespeare. In some of
his early work, he is so far from alle-
gory, or from having ¢ moral purpose ’
in what he writes, that he is not even
Realistic. The best instance of this is
the ¢ Midsummer Night's Dream ’—a
mere work of fancy, without an after-
thought in it, except as an illustration
of the wonder-working poet’s eye. By
degrees his plays become more realis-
tic, the perfection of this branch of
art being attained in his two plays of
‘Henry IV.” From this point his art
changes into something higher, into
the creation of ideal concretes—the
character of ¢ Hamlet’ being an illus-
tration of this stage. At last his work
becomes distinctly allegorical in the
‘ Tempest.” I accordingly view ideal
Tepresentation as the connecting-link
between Nature-painting and Allegory.
To this intermediate stage belong
the four original Idylls, four pictures
of Arthur’s court, four attempts to
gve an ideal representation of chi-
valry or the Christianised heroic from
a modern point of view,—
. Arthur’s wars in weird devices done,
New things and old co-twisted, as if Time
Vere nothing,
as Tennyson wrote, when his work
became more self-conscious.  These
four pictures, to which unity is given
by the sin of Lancelot and the Queen,
& thread that runs through all, have
accordingly nothing but the tradition-
ally miraculous about them—nothing,
mean, of the supernatural intro-
duced, the justification for which is
found in the hidden meaning that
18 conveyed by it. As an instance of
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this the description of the gate at
Camelot, given in Elaine,—

The strange-statued gate,
‘Where Arthur’s wars were render'd mystically,

may be compared with the later des-
cription in ¢ Gareth and Lynette,” of
the ¢ Lady of the Lake,” with her arms
stretched ¢like a cross '—
And drops of water fell from either hand ;
And down from one a sword was hung ; from

one
A censer, either worn with wind and storm ;
And o’er her breast floated the sacred fish.
Nor isthere anything in the four beau-
tiful poems which cannot be said to
tell simply the tale apparent on the
face of it, though there is a single
passage that calls for attention. Ina
soliloquy, after Arthur las left her,
Guinevere speaks of him in the fol-
lowing terms,—

Ah, great and gentle lord,

‘Who wast, as is the conscience of a saint
Among his warring senses, to thy knights.

This is in perfect keeping with the
Arthuriadin its latest phase,and shows
that Tennyson had thus early con-
ceived the idea of Arthur, as Soul
warred upon by Sense, with the differ-
ence, however, that in the earlier
poems, Arthur is a concrete ideal of
this sentiment ; in the later, Soul is
the prominent notion and the King
the allegory under which it is typified.
The line between the two is, perhaps,
hard to draw, but in the absence of
other allegorical indications, I am jus-
tified in drawing it. We may, in fact,
look on this as the point where Ideal

. and Allegory meet. In the earlier work

the character is the chief point, and
the simile is introduced to illustrate

t the religious sentiment, so common in

the Middle A ges, of which the Arthur is
the ideal ; yet he lives and moves like
a man among other men. He has not
yet passed into the company of alle-
gorical phuntoms, such as the Stars
and Death in ¢ Gareth and Lynette.’
Having ascertained the precise na-
ture of the poems with which we are
concerned, our next task will be to
see to what extent they reflect the
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years in which they were composed.
The special bearing of ¢ Maud,” pub-

lished in 1853, upon the times has been |

noticed ; we have to ask what are the . the place of general restitution,

. belief in divine judgment (‘he hears
that are illustrated by the volume of |

In what

prominent religious or political ideas

Idylls, published in 1859 ?
colours is the back-ground painted be-
fore which the characters move ? What
impression of the mental state of the
writer do the poems convey ! Thean-
swer, that most people would natur-
ally give, would be that from a poli-
tical or theological point of view, the
poems are without special significa-
tion, that there is nothing in them to
indicate any disturbance of faith on
the writer's part,nothing to mark them
a8 the product of an age of mental or
moral disturbance.

1 will bring this point out by a piece
of negative criticism. Every one must
remember the plaintive beauty of the
death of Elaine, her calm resignation
to fate. Had Tennyson written the
poem in 1871, could he have resisted
the hint of a quite different death-
scene, given by Malory (xviii. 19),
‘then she shrived her clean and re.
ceived her Creator. And ever she
complained still upon Sir Lancelot,
Then her ghostly father bade her leave
such thoughts.  Then she said, Why
should I leave such thoughts 7 am I
not an earthly woman ? and all the
while the breath is in my body I may
complain me, for my belief is I do
none offence though I love an earthly
man . .. .” The poem is perfect s
it is, but it would have been different,
had it been written twelve years later,
There is nothing in it of the turbid
passion that marks the Last Tourna-
ment. Thus, as far as poems of this
nature can be taken as .ndicative of
beliefs of their author, we should say
that his out-look into life wag hopeful.
There are no approaches to the fatal-
ism of despair, that is reflected in the
latest poem of the series, ‘ Man is man
and master of his fate.” Fortune and
her wheel, ¢ are shadows in the cloud.’
Heaven is not yet ‘the dream to come’
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- of Tristram, but that other world,’
- ‘where we see as we are seen,’ ¢ where

beyond these voices there is peace,’
The

the judgment of the King of kings’) is
undisturbed. The preface points to a
period of contented loyalty to the con-
stitutional monarchy, and the poems
to a satisfied acquiescence in the pow-
ers that be. The guilty Guinevere is
made an abbess * for the high rank she
had borne,” and Lancelot ‘reverences
the king’s blood in a bad man.’ Nov is
there, on the other hand, any over-
strained pietism. The great knights
do not yet take refuge from an evil
time in cloistered gloom ; and nunnery
life is regarded as ignorance of the
world. It is from this source only,
from the garrulousness of the little
novice, ‘closed about by narrowing
nunnery walls,’ that we gather an ink-
ling of the supernatural halo that
shrouded the birth and early days of
Arthur.

In this manner, in the absence of
anything striking in their thoughts
from a controversial point of view,
these poems are in keeping with the
times in which they were written.
The years that followed the Crimean
war were a period of lull in political
history (there being changes of Admin-
istration but for trivial causes), a de-
cade of Whig rule conducted in a Con-
servative spirit,culminating in the long
and comparatively uneventful domin-
ion of Lord Palmerston. If from the
political we look to the religious an-
nals of the times, we read the same
story.  Justin McCarthy has re-
marked that the literature of Queen
Victoria’s reign divides clearlyinto two
periods, and that it was in the later
period that the scientific controversies
sprang up, and the school arose which
will be, in the historian’s sense, most
closely associated with the epoch ’ (ch.
29). The Idylls are the natural pro-
duct of the earlier period, and of the
calm, as regards controversy, which
was broken in the very year of their
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publication, by the appearance of Dar-
win’s ¢ Origin of Species.” This ab-
sence of controversial spirit is, in real-
ity, one of the charms of the poems.
Their interest lies rather in the field
of every day life, in the loves and
hatreds that agitate the breasts of or-
dinary men, than in the considerations
of the high problems with which later
poems, such as the ¢ Holy Grail,” and
¢ Gareth and Lynette,’ are concerned.
Jealousy between husband and wife,
and self reformation, are the theme of
Enid ; the guilty love of Guinevere,
the pure love of Elaine, and the re-
morse of Lancelot, distracted between
the two, are the subject of the third
poem ; the pathos of a ruined life and
life purpose is ennobled in Guine-
vere.* In the second of the series the
tale is different, and the feelings and
emotions to which it appeals are not so
obvious. Yet neither has it a theolo-
gical bearing. It seems to be the tale
of one ¢ lost to life, and use, and name,
and fame,’” through the baneful influ-
ence of a woman. But this, which is
the impression produced by Vivien,
in its original shape, has been altered
by the additions which Tennyson sub-
sequently made to the poem.

In his rendering of this episode, our
author has changed the story as we
find it in' Malory (Book iv., chap. 1).
Merlin ¢ was assotted and doted on’
Nimue,and‘would let her have no rest,

* Enid is taken, with very little alteration,
from * Gieraint ab Erbin,’ translated by Lady
Charlotte Guest, in her ¢ Mabinogion.’ Elaine
and Guinevere come from Malory’s ¢ Arthur.’
In the case of the former, Tennyson had two
tales of love to work upon. By one Elaine,
La:ncelnt becomes the father of Galahad, and
this story is alluded to in the ¢ Holy Grail.’
The other Elaine is Tennyson's heroine. She
has, however, been somewhat toned down in
the change from Malory to Tennyson. It is
Interesting to remark that the celebrated
8cene in the oriel window between Lancelot
and the Queen, occurs in both episodes. In
the story of Elaine, the mother of Galahad,
the Queen and Lancelot are at the window
Malory xi. 8) : in the story of Elaine of Asto-

%, the King is with the Queen at the window
When the dead Elaine passes up the river be-
low (xviii. 20). It is, erhaps, unneczssary
to say, that the other I?laine does not die in
the story.

|
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but always would be with her . . . .
to have her love, and she was ever
passing weary of him, and fain would
have been delivered of him, for she
was afeard of him because he was a
devil’s son, and she could not put him
away by no means. And 8o on a time
it happed that Merlin shewed to her
in a rock whereas was a great wonder,
and wrought by enchantment, that
went under a great stone. Sc by her
subtle working, she made Merlin to
go under that stone to let her wit of
the marvels there, but she wrought so-
there for him that he came never out
for all the craft that he could do.
And so she departed and left Merlin.”
Tennyson’s poem is the reverse of this,
Vivien feigning love for Merlin, who
flies from her to Broceliande. There
he tells her the dream that drove him
from the court, a dream of a wave
ready to break—

You seem’d that wave about to break up on
Andn:;\"eep me from my hold upon the world,
My use, and name, and fame.

Thus, in the original edition, it was a
personal fear that drove Merlin away ;
but, in the new Merlin and Vivien,
besides the long passage describing her
migration from Mark’s court to that of
Arthur, and her stay there, seven lines
are introduced to explain Merlin’s
“great melancholy.” This passage,
which begins with the words ¢ He
walk’d with dreams,” and alludes to
the ¢ battle in the mist,” gives a more
general turn to the seer’s melancholy,
and adds a theological touch that was
wanting in the first edition.

There is another point of view from
which ¢ Vivien’ demands our attention.
The years immediately preceding the
publication of these Idyils will be re-
collected as the time when the English
public first began to interest them-
selves in table-turning, spirit-rapping
and other ghostly doings. These phe-
nomena and others, falling under the
head of Spiritualism, had interested
Anmericans ever since the year 1848;
but though reports of marvels crossed
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the Atlantic, they excited, for some
time, little attention in England, and
were received with ridicule and con-
tempt. The first thing that drew
any considerable degree of attention to
them was the coming to London of
Mrs. Haydon, the American medium,
in 1854, She was visited by several
scientific men. Mr. D. D. Home,
another medium, came to England in
1855, and the manifestations which
occurred in his presence soon aroused
newspaper controversy. ‘Vivien’ must
have been written in the midst of
this; and we at once have the reason
why Tennyson was attracted to this
special subject rather than toany other.
It admitted of his giving it a turn
suited to his genius. Merlin was
mesmerised—for so may we interpret
the account given by our author of
¢ woven paces and of waving hands.’
Tennyson must have been thinking,
tno, of Spiritualistic phenomena when
he wrote of Enid :—
So she glided out,
Awmong the heavy breathings of the house,

And, like a household Spirit, at the walls
Beat till she woke the sleepers.

Another such touch comes in the
lines :

. And then from distant walls
There comes a clapping as of phantom hands.

As well as in the following,

Tu the dead night, grim faces came and went
Before her, or a vague spiritual fear—
Like to some douhtful noise of creaking doors,
Heord by the watcher in « haunted house.
This again is an illustration of Ten-
nyson’s way of working. He does not
necessarily feel sympathy with Spi-
ritualists and Table-turners ; but the
phenomena attracted attention at the
time, and, by a natural process find-
ing their way into his mind, are pre-
served, like flies in amber, in the
pages of his immortal poem.

IIL

We may now pass to the next
period of Tennyson’s work. All his
latest contributions to the Idylls
aight be classed together as belonging

!
|

i hand.

. responding advance,
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to the allegorical and didactic period,
but it will be convenient as well as
more in accordance with chronology
to consider by themselves the volume
published in 1869 and the *Last
Tournament,” which first appeared in
the ¢ Contemporary Review,” in the
year 1871, ‘Gareth and Lynette,
the ‘Epilogue,” and the alterations
made in the completed poem, will
form a supplement to the rest.

Reforming England of 1869 had
strangely changed from England of
the year 1859. The difference of the
two periods is sufficiently well shown
by the political leaders— Palmerston,
the popular stalesman who gave his
people rest, and Gladstone, the mas-
ter-spirit of Reform. Since the year
1865 politics had become a very
serious matter. For three years Eng-
land had been agitated by the Reform
Eill, Disraeli had educated his party,
and the Fenian troubles had brought
up the Irish question. With the ad-
vent of the Liberal party to power,
an era of great changes seemed at
If, turning from politics, we
look to the literary and religious an-
nals of the times, we shall find a cor
The awakening
had been earlier here. The *Origin
of Species” had been published in the
same year as the first volume of Idylls.
In 1862, appeared Maurice’s ¢ Claims
of the Bible and of Science, and
Colenso’s * Pentateuch and Book of
Joshua Examined.’ In 1863, came
Huxley’s * Evidences as to Man’s
Place in Nature,” and in 1864, the
¢ Papal Syllabus,” and, what testified
to the troubled state of moral and re-
ligious thought, Swinburne’s ‘ Atalanta
in Calydon.” The ¢ Fortnightly Re-
view’ was established in 1865, as an
organ of extreme opinion, and Dixon’s
¢ Spiritual Wives' followed in 1868.
This list is the best test of what people
were thinking about.

It would be natural in the case of
Tennyson, no cloistered poet, or one
gelf-centred in the Palace of Art,
which he had tried and abandoned
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that his new poems should bear the

impress of the times. The volume

entitled the ¢ Holy Grail’ contained

the Higher Pantheism, which, if it

means anything, seems to indicate a

changed point of view.

The sun, the moon, the stars, the hills and
the plains—

Are not these, O soul, the vision of Him who
reigns?

Is not the vision He? tho' He be not that
which He seems ?

Dreams are true while they last, and do we
not live in dreams?

Such are the lines in which he re-
turns, though from another point of
view to the opinion of the ¢the flow-
ing philosophers,” wbo had been the
subject of a spivited little poem pub-
lished in 1830, but omitted in late
editions ;—

All thoughts, all creeds, all dreams are true,
All visions wild and strange ;
Man is the measure of all truth
Unto himself. All truth is change :
All men do walk in sleep, and all
Have faith in that they dream:
For all things are as they seem to all,
And all things flow like a stream.

How the changes in the atmosphere
of thought affected and still affect the
moral tone, we all know. The years
1868-9 were specially tainted by Mrs.
Beecher Stowe’s publication of Lady
Byron’s confessions about her lord,

and by the strange perversion of moral ’

sentiment, that the discussion in the
public press exhibited. I will quote
by way of illustration a solemn protest
made by the Saturduy Review, the
appropriateness of which struck me
forcibly at the time. ‘The old and
manly protests against the immorality
and turpitude of Byron's life and
works are now silenced. The tradi-
tional representatives of that part of
the press which used to arrogate to
itself special claims to be the guardian
of religion and morality, have gone
over to the other side. The Tory Quar-
terly, and Blackwood, and Standard,
uphold the Satanic School and its
Coryphmus. It is announced to be a
kind and good deed to introduce Don
Juan to family reading ; and an epi-
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grammatist congratulates the world
and himself, that at last the sinner—
and such a sinner as Byron, a delibe-
rate and inveterate offender against
everything that has been held to be
true, and pure, and good——has been
canonised. And we are simply scorned
and sneered at, because we think that
it is a duty to confront an author, who
is always a teacher, with his life, and
we are told that it is simply “ludicrous.
to test genius by morality,” and we are
forbidden to object to the authority of
Sterne or Rousseau, on the plain and
homely ground that their lives were
foul and licentious. This is the present
aspect of the popular mind towards
Byron, and it is of evil omen .
Not only must we not utter word or
protest against the shameless immor-
ality of ‘“the noble poet,” but we must
accept the man Byron as more sinned
against than sinning. His wife is a
moral Clytemnestra, a moral Brinvil-
liers, but the man who could and did
violate every sanctity of life, every
truth, and every honour, is the spoiled:
child of England, and our national dar-
ling and idol. This, we again assert,
is of no good omen. We must, with
all sorrow and indignation, confess
that the popular verdict is with Byron.
But what then? ¢ A wonderful and
horrible thing is committed in the
land ; and the prophets prophesy falsely.
and my people love to have it 80 ; and
what will ye do in the end thereof 1"’
(Jan. 29, 1870.)

It is now time to turn to the consi-
deration of the poems. I must again
utter a word of caution relative to
Tennyson's own position. Because he
is the mouthpiece of certain sentimentr,
it is by no means necessary to look,
upon them as his. He is often like
Hamlet's actor, but the abstract and
brief chronicle of the times — his
poems, from this point of view, being
mainly valuable as telling us, not what
we should think or what he thought,
but what he saw and what people said.
In reviewing the poems of this period
we find three tendencies illustrated.
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First, Avthur becomes more allegor-

to mysticism and double meaning.
This is due to change in the author
Limself, and is especially marked in
the ¢Coming of Arthur,’ the ¢Holy
Girail,” and the additionsto the ‘Morte
&’ Arthur.’  Secondly, the spirit of the
times is reflected in two ways: (1)
The time was distinctly theological:
points in relation to theology, suggest-
ed by the advance of science and by cri-
ticism, were discussed openly in the
Press and the Pulpit. As a contribu-
tion to these questions the ‘ Holy Grail’
was added to the series. (2) Side by
side with this, a laxity had come over
morals, and a tendency had shewn
itself to drift from the moorings of
Christianity and Christian morals. Of
this,
¢ Last Tournament,” are distinctly il-
lustrative,

These three tendencies,
marked, will be recollected by all who
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. elsewhere. It is doubtless the author’s
ical ; the poems as a whole running

commentary upon the religious ques-
tions of the day, and specially upon
the miraculous. One is reminded of
Hegel's summaty of the spiritual re-
sults of the Crusades. As these wars

- were the logical result and culmination

«Pellas and Ettarre, and the '

of Christianity, so were they the
reductio ad absurdwn of the old view
of the Catholic Church. Somewhat
similarly does Arthur look upon the
Holy Quest. In the early days of in-
nocence, heaven, symbolised by the
Holy Cup, had touched earth.

But then the times
Grew to such evil that the Holy Cup
Was caught away to Heaven, and disappear’d.

The saintly Galahad catches a glimpse
of higher things, ¢ but one hath seen,
and all the blind will see.’ In Malory,

. Arthur welcomes the incentive given
© by Galahad, ¢ Sir, ye be welcome, for

once re- .

have studied the poems, but it will be
well to illustrate what has been said -

by a few points, and first by two con-
trasts which are suggested by the

‘Holy Grail."” The superhuman power

of knowledge is there associated with

intensity of religious feeling in the .

person of the holy nun. In ¢ Vivien,’ it
had been identitied with intellect in
the ‘little, glassy-headed, hairless man,’
who ‘read but one book.” The simi-
Jarity of language in the two passages
shows us, as such similarity does in
Shakespeare, that theirauthorintended

us to contrast them. There is no in-  this, is another proof of the compara-

consistency between them. but thereis -

clearly a change of view. With regard
to Lancelot’s sin, the ‘Holy Grail’ may
be compared with ‘Elaine’ In the
earlier written puem its moral as-
pect is prominent, ¢his honour rooted
in dishonour stood ;’ in the later
work we have the theological point
of view,* in me lived a sin.” As be-
fore, there is a marked similarity of
language with contrasts of thought.
In the ¢ Holy Grail’ we have probably
more of Tennyson's own thoughts than

ye shall move many good knights to
the quest of the Sanegreal, and ye
shall achieve that never knights might
bring to an end.” (B. xiii. ch. ) In
Tennyson, Arthur looks upon the
quest as ‘a sign to maim this order
which I made.’

In reading the poem, we cannot
help thinking it a distinct failure, tak-

. ing it, as it was doubtless intended, as

a contribution to the religious ques-
tion. If Arthur believed in the sign
he should not have blamed his knights
for following it ; if it was an halluci-
nation, the whole poem is a mistake,

. That Tennyson himself does not feel

tively superticial view—superficial be-
cause poetical—that he takes of reli-
gious questions. We can expect no
new revelation just yet; we are still
in what hasbeen aptly called the period
of dormant anarchy, the second period
of all revolutions. If we did expect
one, Tennyson is hardly one who is
able to give it. Still he felt impera-
tively drawn to take up the theologi-
cal question ; and in doing so, in work-
ing out his allegory of the quest after
holiness, he was compelled to use me-
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taphor and imagery that were hardly
novel, just as the writer of the Apo-

calypse had to draw upon the Books
of Daniel and Enoch., His allegory
has sometimes a meaning underlying

the conclusion, Arthur pronounces
beatitudes, clearly imitated from those
of the Sermon on the Mount, ¢ Blessed
are Bors, Lancelot and Percivale,” the
different characters brought before us
in the poem, representing tive types
of holiness at the present day. Whe-
ther the tive correspond to the meek,
to those that hunger and thirst, to the
pure in heart, to the peacemakers who
are pure in spirit, and to the merciful,
I cannot feel certain. Some sort of
correspondence, it is probable, Tenny-
son intended, adapting the ideas of
Scripture to the requirements of an
ideal Christian chivalry. These ideas
are brought out by Galahad, the type
of sanctity, that lives in a higher world;
by the pure and great Percivale, who,
lacking humility only attains holiness
by effort. Bors, is a type of mundane
goodness ; Ambrosius, of mechanical
religion, without much spiritual exalt-
ation. In Lancelot we have a noble,
passionatenature,that would makereli-
glon beget purity, and not purity boli-

ness.  With all of these there is con-

" Saving the King ; tho’ some there be that hold
trasted the low voluptuous nature of |

Arthw’s concluding har-

Gawain. *
angue gives,” to wy mind, a very
uncertain sound. It would be bhard
to imagine a more unpoetical theme
than the confessions of an half-hearted

and Swinburne, Wordsworth and Mat-

be remarked, in passing, that
] as done great violence to tradition
in the character of Gawain. In the Welsh
triads, Gwalchmai is one of the three learned

{nights, and by no means deserves the rank
&iven him in the Idylls.

t Cf Tennyson’s early poem of 1830, since
omitted by our author, upon the ¢ Confessions
of a second-rate sensitive mind not in unity
with itself,’ with its three emphatic lines :,

K It may
Tennyson ix

‘ Oh, weary life! oh, weary death !
Ohb, spirit and heart made desolate !
Oh, damned vacillating state !’
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thew Arnold, have each of them a
poetical justification; but what has

- Tennyson in this unlucky passage?

' born exponent.

Still, it is redeemed by the power of

- style, and is interesting too, as being
it and sometimes is mere imagery. At

characteristic of the average beliefs
of the day, and of Tennyson, their
Arthur first rebukes
the age that will not see miracles,
adding a qualified acceptance of the
miraculous and of the higher life,
Then follows a regret for those who
have determined to act upon their be-
liefs, and adopt a were life of religious

. seclusion. The conclusion follows, that

a man should do his work here, and
after death, he shall see—what he will
see ; yet, even here, we are occasion-

. ally visited by higher visions,

In reviewing the allegorical work
of this period, it will be unnecessary
to notice the account of Arthur’s birth

. at any length ; so much has been writ-

ten by others upon this point. That

. the coming of the Soul into being is

cenveyed under the type of Arthur’s
birth, is sufficiently apparent, through
the passage, that brings this view most
unmistakably before us, comes from

. the subsequently published ¢ Gareth
i and Lynette :’

For there is nothing in it as it seems
The King a shadow and the city real,
It is clear too, that the varying ac-

counts of the manner of birth repre-
sents the comments of different schools

. upon the origin of being. At the same
believer.t Dante and Shelley, Keble -

time the whole story, and especially
Leodogran’s Dream, reminds us of the
Gospel History and of the reluctance
of his own people to recognise the
Christ as king upon earth.

As another piece of distinctly alle-
gorical writing, I may point to the last
battle scene. The original in Malory
is a8 follows:—¢Never was there seen
a more doleful battle in no Christian
land. For there was but rushing and
riding, foining and striking, and many
a grim word was there spoken either
to other, and many a deadly stroke.
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-« « + . And thus they fought | those who mark signs of storm in the
all the long day, and never stinted | future may turn out to be vain—

till the noble knights were laid to the
cold ground, and ever they fought
still, till it was near night, and by that
time was there an hundred thousand
laid dead upon the down.” Tennyson’s
version is as like a confused battle as
he could make it, without losing the
allegory. Yet, the following words
clearly point to his intention to depict
a fight of such an allegorical charac-
ter:

And some had visione out of golden youth,
And some beheld the faces of old ghosts,
Look in upon the battle; . . .

« « « . . Shrieks,
After the Christ of those who falling down
Look’d up for heaven, and only saw the mist ;

Oaths, insult, filth and monstrous blasphemies,

Sweat writhings, anguish, labourings of the
kings,

In that close mist, and crying for the light,

Moans of the dying, and voices of the dead.*

In regard to this battle, it must be
acknowledged that we have a real dif-
ficulty in its interpretation. Asa piece
of writing it is very effective, and Ten-
nyson could hardly have omitted it in
the history of Arthur, so prominent a
place does it occupy, not only in the
pages of Geoffrey, from whom its grim-
ness comes originally, and in those of
Malory, but also as the battle of Cam-
lan, in the accounts of the Welsh
writers (c. . the notes to Lady Char-
totte Guest’s ¢ Mabinogion’). It had
therefore to be in the poem, but be-
yond this it is emphatically allegorized.
Of what struggle between good and
evil, we may reasonably ask, is the
battle a type? The importance of the
question is enhanced by Tennyson's
reference to the battle in some lines
added to ¢ Vivien,’ ag well as in the
¢ Epilogue to the Queen.’ The laureate
there expresses his hopes for thefuture
of England, adding that the fears of

* Even in his most serious passages, Ten-
nyson loves an allusion to other writings. In
the present we have allusions to Cardinal New-
man’s hymn, ‘Lead kindly light,’ and to
Hamlet’s melancholy estimate of man fand
nature, IL 2,

Their fears
Are morning shadows, huger than the shapes,
That cast them, not those gloomier which

foreg
The d:slb(séss of that battle in the West;
Where all of high and holy dies away.

A writer in the Contemporary Re-
view (May, 1873), regards the battle
as ‘a picture of all human death, its
awfulness and confusion. The soul
enduring sees the mist clear up.’ This
I do not mean to deny, yet, though
Tennyson himself surrounds the last
contest with Death, in ¢Gareth and
Lynette, with every semblance of
horroz, the battle itself proves to be the
least formidable of all the encounters,
and ends in a piece of most unreal and
unbecoming burlesque, ¢ Lady Lyonors
and her house making merry over
death.” Nor in fact does the battle of
good and evil in the soul of man take
place in the hour of his death. It isthe

struggle of his life time, and specially

of his maturing youth and mellowing
manhood. By the time of his attaining
three score years and ten, the victory
has been given to one of the contend-
ing forces, and the human soul is
already an heaven or an hell, as the
principles of good or evil have attained
the mastery. It would, it seems, be
safest not to press the interpretation

‘too far, to regard the battle as neces-

sary, poetically and traditionally, the
allegoric turn being given to it to make
ita piece with the rest of the poem as
well as to enhance its horror and mys-
tery. This does not preclude a secon-
dary interpretation as in Spencer,
alluding to the ultimate battle in the
world at large, between the principles
of Christianity and of renascent Paga-
nism, Protestant Christianity ¢ that
once had fought with Rome,’ dying by
those of its own household. ¢ My
house,’ says Arthur, ‘hath been my
doom.” *

* The gloom that surrounds the last battle
is also justified, if we recollect the period
which closed the era of the gods of Asgard,
Ragnarok, or the twilight of t e gods. Should
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It is an easy step from this to the
testimony given by these poems, to the
waning influence of Christianityin the
world, its cause and effects. Absolute
truth is unattainable,

Truth is this to me, and that to thee;
the sacred fire of Christianity is con-
fessedly low,

Poor men, when yule is cold,
Must be content to sit by little fires.

The advance of knowledge has caus-
ed faith to wither, ‘seeing too much
wit makes the world rotten ’; yet this
faith, while it lasted, was a potent
means of good,

My God, the power
Wasonce in vows when men believed the King!
They lied not then, who swore, and thro’ their
vows
The King prevailing made his realm.

But the causes, that kept alive a vivid
Christian enthusiasm, are over,

Fool, I came late, the heathen wars were o'er,
The life had flown, we sware but by the shell.

We are in times of change and the
rveligion of Christianity, of monastic
Puritanism, of self-denial, self-repres-
sion, is over, and we are free to act
as we will, ¢ the days of frost are o’er ’;
‘thou nor I have made the world.’
We must take facts as we find them,

Can Arthur make me pure
As any maiden child? - - - -
Bind me to one ? The wide world laughs at it.
- - - We are not angels here
Nor shall be.

Thus in the midst of a standard of
morals that is disregarded, and of ram-
pant hypocrisy, there is a tendency,
aswith Rousseaubefore the French Re-
volution, to cast aside the restraints
of civilization, to follow the instincts
of animal nature.

further illustration be needed, we have one
ready to hand in Carlyle's description of his
father's death. ¢ That last act of his life, when
1n the last agony, with the thick ghastly vapours
of death rising round him to choke him, he butst
tflrough and called with a man’s voice on the
‘Great God. . . _God gave him strength
to wrestle with the King of Terrors, and asit
were even then to prevail’ (Reminiscences).

9
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" Live ?—we be all alike : only the King

Hath made us fools and liars. O, noble vows !
O, great and sane and simple race of brutes
That own no lust because they have no law,

These arc a few passages in which
these Idylls reflect the mood of thought
current at the time of their produc-
tion. Antinomianism, that constantly
tends to burst out in times of revo-
lution, when ¢ the gloom, that fol-
lows on the Yurning of the world,
darkens the common path,” had open-
ly shown itself in the England of
the day. Any one, who would seek
for illustration of the state of
things I have described, should turn
over the pages of three forgotten pub-
lications, in which a lax morality and
cynical indifference to proprieties is
coarsely exhibited. These writings,
which appeared as Christmas Annuals
for the edification of the prurient taste
of the age, were entitled the ¢ Coming
K—,’ ¢Siliad’ and ‘Jon Duan.’ Tenny-
son on his side, though his utterances
as we have seen upon points of dogma
are of rather an uncertain, fluctuating
nature, keeps before the minds of his
readers, the presence of the ideal
ignored on earth, but bright in the
heavens. The harp of Arthur unseen
by Tristram )

Makes a silent music up in heaven,

And I, and Arthur, and the angels hear.

We may now turn to the latest ad-
ditions to the Arthuriad.

IV.

The last written portions of the
work are the poem of ‘ Gareth and
Lynette,” published in 1872, the ¢ Epi-
lozue to the Queen, and the alterations
introduced throughout the entire series
of poems. In the political and reli-
gious state of England a slight change
had taken place, for while on the one
hand the same tendencies that were no-
ticed before continued—* the Descent
of Man ’ appearing in 1871, and Tyn-
dal’s ‘Belfast Address,” the so-called
‘high water-mark of materialism,’
being delivered in 1874 ; on the other,
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the Conservative reaction, which in
the hands of Lord Beaconsfield took
an Imperialistic turn, occurred in the
early part of 1874, Now, the au-
thor’s edition of the poems in their
latest shape was issued in 1875, We
should, therefore, naturally expect

i
|
|
1
|
!

little change in the texture of reli- |
gious thought of which the tales are
composed, while if we found something
that betokened political reaction, we -

should be able to account for it. Per-

this feeling in the lines,

Ye are over fine
To mar stout knaves with foolish courtesies.

So, too, the Epilogue, alluding to Can-
ada, takes for a moment the tone that
afew vears afterwards was exaggerated
by coarser spirits into the bray of Jin-
goism.

The song of Arthur’s knighthood be-
fore the king has, to my mind, some-
what of the hollow ring of the so called
Conservative reaction, brought on by
thecombined forces of Beer and Bibles,
by harrassed interests and fear of Ro-
man Catholicism :

Shall Rome orheathenrule in Arthur's realm ?
Flash brand and lance, fall battleaxe upon

elm, .
Fall battleaxe and flash brand ! Let the King
reigm.
Meanwhile the allegory is more pro-
nounced. Arthur is now ¢ the Sun of
Glory.” The hero of ¢ Gareth and Ly-
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The city is built
To music, therefore never built at all,
And therefore built for ever.
The religious belief inculcated by the
poems has more of a Pantheistic ten-
dency. ‘In Memoriam ’ spoke of

The great Intelligences fair
That range above our mortal state,
In circle round the blessed gate.

Wenow read of ‘the Fowers who walk
the world.” Two lines freshly added

t . to the poems, taken together, bring
haps we may read an indication of

this strain of thought clearly before
us.  ‘Man’s word,” Arthur says, and
the words have a didactic sound about
them, ‘is God in man.” This is illus-
trated by a fresh charge added to the
list in ¢ Guinevere,” ‘to honour his
own word as if his God’s.” Tennyson's
first great teacher, it would seem, had
come to be his last. We recognise in
these lines a recollection from him,
the strength and dignity of whose
verses, when most inspired, is unsur-
passed even by Milton, and who spoke
of his God as ‘a presence,’

Whose dwelling is the light of setting suns,
And the round ocean and the living air,

And the blue sky, and in the mind of man.

nette’ no longer fights with flesh and

blood, but with Death and other sym-
bolical personages :
He seem'd as one

That all in later, sadder age begins

T'o war against ill uses of a life,
The words with which Lancelot hails
the young knight are scriptural :
Blessed be thou, Sir Gareth ! Knight art thou
To the King’s best wish,
What small belief we may have had
in the reality of Camelot is rudely
dispelled by the beautiful lines, which

reveal its mystical and allegoric na- = None of them is more striking than

ture :

Duty, too, which the master had seen
as the stay of the stars and of the most
holy heavens, is thus attributed to a
cataract :
Thou dost His will,
The Maker's, and not knowest,

In considering the additions and

alterations made to the poems, for the

* benefit of those who have not com-

pared them, T may say that the origi-

- nal Dedication, ¢ Gareth and Lynette,”

|

and the ¢ Holy Grail,’ are unaltered.
One verbal alteration only occurs in
the ¢ Last Tournament,’ and several of
more account in Geraint, Elaine and

* Guinevere. To the ‘Comingof Arthur,’

Pelleas and Ettarre, the * Passing of
Arthur,” and especially to ¢ Vivien,’
considerable additions have been made.
Some of these changes have been no-

.~ ticed in previous parts of this study.

the verses that give the moanings of
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the King in his tent before the battle.
These twenty lines begin with the

of the stars,” and are of great signifi-
cance ; for, First of all, the whole scene
reminds us of the scene of the passion
in the Garden of Gethsemane, It was
obviously in our author’s mind when
he wrote them.

Secondly, the confusion of Panthe-
ism, Duodemonism and general hope-

at once of the times and of their ex-
ponent.

Thirdly, the contrast between the
despair embodied in these lines, and
the calm hope that marks Arthur’s
concluding speech, is noticeable, if not
actually amounting to inconsistency.
¢ The last line,” I have written else-
where,* ¢is obviously added to clear
the speaker from inconsistency, but it
does not clear the poet.” The key to
this is the fact that, though the two
passages come in the same poem, they
were written at the interval of more
than thirty years.
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. @ good and an evil principle struggling

. against each other for the government
words, ‘1 found him in the shining °

of the universe, he would not have
equally condemned, and I have heard
him express surprise that no one re-

- vived it in our times.” To this passage,

and to the discussion it produced, I

* should trace part of the thoughts of
- Avthur’s speech. The feeling of hope-

. lessness as to individual effort, a dis_

] - appointed feeling that aided in bring
lessness in Arthur’s mind is significant |

ing on the Pessimism of our day, was
widely felt at the same time, and it,
too, finds expression in this passage.
As a striking embodiment of the same

- thoughts, I may quote an obituary

notice of Earl Stanhope, written by
S. R. Gardiner in the Academy (De-
cember, 1875). ¢ Instead of carrying
into literature,” he writes, * the heat
of political battle, he seems to have

- regarded politics with the sober judg-

Lastly, the thoughts of this passage -

are easily traced to their source. J.S.
Mill’s ‘Autobiography’ was published
in 1873.

cited discussions that this book pro- |

voked. There were two passages es-
pecially that were the subject of fre-
quent reference. One was James
Mill’s opinion, given by his son, which,
though not a new remark, struck the
people with anovel force, that ‘ human

ment of a student who has become
aware how very little effect is pro-
duced by the hest-intentioned actions
of the ablest men.’

The long passage introduced at the
beginning of ¢ Vivien’ calls for special
remark. It is the account of Vivien’s

| coming to the court at Camelot from
No one can forget the ex-

the tainted atmosphere that surround-
ed King Mark in Cornwall. Here
she settled, creating scandals and pol-
luting the air where she lived :

Thro' the peaceful court she erept
And whisper'd: then as Arthur in the highest
Leaven’d the world, so Vivien in the lowest,

. Arriving at a time of golden rest,

life was a poor thing at best, after the . - ) .
¢ T.eaven'd hix hall,
curiosity had gone by.” The other was

freshness of youth and of unsatisfied

his opinion that Duodemonism was,
as a theory of the world, a more ten-
able view than the current Monothe-
ism. ¢ He found it,’ writes his son,
‘impossible to believe that a world so
full of evil was the work of an Author
combining infinite power with perfect
goodness and righteousness. '
The Sabrean, or Manichaan, theory

of

* ¢ Modern Pessimism,” CANADIAN MONTHLT,
December, 1879,

And sowing one ill hint from ear to ear,

The special appropriateness of these

" lines to the time in which they ap-

peared must be obvious to those who
remember a leading feature of the era
of Lord Beaconsfield’s administration.
1t was not one, perhaps, of the faults of
Imperialism; but it happened to coin-
cide in time with the period of its sway.
These years were the times in which
the papers dealing with petty personal
scandal, such as * Vanity Fair,” ¢The
World” and ¢ Truth,” played a leading
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part. ¢ Vanity Fair’' was of earlier
birth, its literary ancestor having been
the ¢ Tomahawk’ (now extinct); but
the other papers will be specially re-
membered as having their palmiest
days in this period of underhand poli-
tics and intrigue.  The disreputable
series of the ¢ Coming K “and its
successors in part also coincides with
this period.

The series of poems upon Arthuris
appropriately closed by the ¢ Epilogue
to the Queen.” The passage in which
the writer points out the true nature
of the poems, as an allegory, has been
quoted before. With what limitations
we may accept this has been shown.
In this Epilogue, Tennyson recurs to
the underlying subject of the whole
series, the hopes and fears, the politi-
cal and religious prospects of the day.
He expressses his trust—

That Heaven
Will blow the tempest in the distance back
From thine and ours: for some are seared,
who mark,
Or wisely or unwisely, signs of storm. ... ..

And, in the lines that succeed, these
signs were enumerated—political in-
stability, infidelity, luxury, cowardice,
licentious art, and ignorance supreme.
It may not be unnecessary to remind
the reader that, about the time that
Tennyson published these lines, there
appeared ‘ The Warnings of Cassan-
dra, by Mr. W. R. Greg. These
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¢ crown’d Republic's common-sense’
will bring England safe through her
troubles.

Thus wisely, with hope for the fu-
ture, has Tennyson closed his series.
His last word shall be mine. In this
Study much has been omitted. I have

. not attempted to show what has been
. shown before, the meaning of the alle-
. gory in each individual case, or the

correspondence of season from the
birth of Arthur on ‘the night of the
New Year’ to his Passing just before
‘ the new sun rose bringing the New
Year” Much, doubtless, that would
have fittingly made a part of this
Chronological Study, has been neglect-
ed also.  But I cannot close without
a remark on the interesting comment
upon the age and its difficulties that
the Arthuriad will afford to posterity.
Not with less certainty, than that with

. which we recognise the utterances of

warnings, which excited no small share .

of public attention, insisted on many

of the points here specified. The Epi- -
logue ends with the Lelief that the .

extinet theories of science, the reli-
gious belief of the Puritan, and the
influence of the classical Renaissance
in the majestic roll of * the organ voice
of England ' : will a future age listen
in the haunting music of Tennyson’s
lyre to the last and noblest hopes
of Old-World Christianity, mingling
with the daring thoughts of new-born
Science, with the Scepticism and Mel-
ancholy Unrest of this our Nineteenth
Century. The poem is a distinctive pro-
duct of the age; to it with its mingled
stream of Art and Science, of moral
earnestness and intellectual perplexity
it belongs.
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AFTER THE STORM.

(Ot the prescrration of the Awstghter of a friend from a great danger.
Toronto, Mirch, 1881.)

BY . P. M.

_\.S the fresh sound of the fountain

e In the desert parched and bare,

When noon is high on the hot blue sky
And the still anmoving air.

As the first glimpse of his homeland
To the sailor boy must be,

Which the giad eyes strain to behold again
Over the heaving sea !

As amid the work-day tumult
Of the City’s noise and din,

Where men know nor care which is greatest there,
The misery or the sin.

I have sometimes strayed a moment
Into some cathedral old,

Where the windows expand like rainbows, grand
With purple light and gold :

And have heard the solemn music
Petl through the incensed air,

Till T could forget the, toil and fret
And my heart was hushed in prayer!

Even so that gentle courage
In form so frail as thine,

While thus I view the dark hour through,
I n.ake its lesson mine.

Pain comes to all, comes soonest
To purest, gentlest, best ;

And each home’s cheer has cause to fear
One dark unbidden guest !

Yet we who know and worship
The Power that could supply,

To form and face so fair, such grace
Of courage, caln and high.

For such as thee unfearing
May see the tempest lower ;

Its stress that broke the forest oak
Falls harmless on the flower.
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GEORGE FOX AND QUAKERISM.

LY W. R,

HE new life which came in with
the Reformation, quickening so
wondrously the human intellect, and
stirring so deeply the human heart,
was not to be restricted within pre-
ordained limits. It was as when
long pent and slowly rising waters are
given vent under the impression that
they can be easily checked or divected ;
but which soon pass utterly beyond
control, rushing rapidly far and wide,
and sweeping away all barriers in
their progress to the sea. Many of
the immediate results of the new
movement, accordingly, weve as sur-
prising to those who had initiated as
to those who had resisted it. Yet what
more natural, after the rupture with
Rome, and the impetus imparted to
intellectual and moral life, than dis-
agreements among the Reformers
themselves ? What more natural than
that many, released from irksome re-
straints, and puffed up with a little
knowledge and a great deal of vanity,
should become victims of silly vaga-
ries,and rush to hurtful extremes? The
rise of numerous and conflicting sects
around certain prominent ideas or pro-
minent persons, therefore, was to be
anticipated—could, in fact, be hindered
only by a more stupendous miracle
than has yet been reported. Both on
the Continent and in KEngland such
sects sprung up with mushroom ra-
pidity, and had a scarcely more pro-
tracted than mushroom existence. Out
of this general ferment came Anabayp-
tists and Pedobaptists, Muggletonians
and Brownists, Fifth-Monarchy Men
and Independents, and heaven knows
what, moat of which are now known

G,

MELLEN.

only by name, and many of v?'hich_are
known by that only to the antiquarian.

But while any, or all, of these are
interesting only to a few, and to them
mainly as illustrative of the temper of
the times and the idiosyncrasies of the
human mind, there arose about the
same period a very different body of

! Christian believers which has not only

maintained its separate existence until
now, but which from its peculiar ideas
and customs, its intrinsic worth, and its
large contributions to human welfare,
is well deserving the careful study of
the philosophic and the sincere regard
of the humane. Reference is made to
the people popularly designated ‘Qua-
kers,’ but who themselves have chosen
the much more significant and appro-
priate title ¢Friends’ Indeed, the
former name— whether originating in
their tremblingor guakingin their more
exciting worship,* or in the response
of the judge who, on being summoned
by George Fox to quule before t}le
word of God, answered by terming him
aQuakert—seems to have been first be-
stowed on them in contempt ; though
the spirit and character of the persons
who bore it long since relieved it of
all odium and made it honourable the
world over. 1f, therefore, the terms
¢ Quaker’ and ¢ Quakerism > be herg-
in more frequently used than their
equivalents, it is not from disrespect
for the body, or the principles for
which it stands, but simply because
they are more popular and convenient.

* Barelay’s ¢ Apology,’ 359. '
4 Clarkson's * Portraiture of Quakerism,’

! vol. i., Introduc. vii.
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The founder of this Society—for it
has never styled itself a church or a
sect—was (reorge Fox, a peculiar, if
not a unique, personage, and some ac-
<count of whom is indispensable to a
.comprehension of either the origin or
the character of Quakerism. Fox was
born in Drayton, Leicestershire, in
July, 1624—a little less than four
years after the landing of the Pilgrims
on Piymouth Rock. His father,
Christopher Fox, a weaver by trade,
seems to have bLeen in better circum-
stances than his calling might inply ;
since he was able to relieve his son at
an early age from the necessity of toil,

|
]
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William Penn, ¢ Poor mechanics are
wont to be God’s greatest ambassadors
to mankind,’* or, with the gentle Ro-

i bert Barclay, ¢ He hath raised up a
| few despicable and illiterate men to

dispense the more full glad tidings re-
served for our age;’t which: was
only echoing what the veteran Apostle
long before aftirmed, ¢ That God hath

. chogsen the foolish things of this

and enable him to prosecute, unhin- |

dered by pecuniary considerations, his
itinerant missions at home and abroad.
He was, moreover, of so good repute
for integrity that his neighbours term-
ed him ‘righteous Christer.’* George
Fox’s mother, Mary Lago, was a wo-
man of some education and reading
for one in her position. Her promi-
nent characteristic, however, was a
deep and intense religiousness, in
part, doubtless, inherited from mar-
tyr-ancestors, which the deepening
life of the times contributed to
strengthen, and which she was glad to
transmit to her grave and thoughtful
boy.t Thus, out of the hot hearts
.of men of low degree, who knew no-
thing of the learning of the schools or
of the amenities of polite society, who
had little eloguence of speech and no
personal influence, came what its con-
temporaries branded as Quakerism,
and feared as anarchy ; but what pos-
terity has been pleased to recognise as
a movement for mental freedom,
moral purity, and spiritual complete-
ness. Perhaps only among the com-
mon people, having everything to
gain and nothing to lose, could sucha
movement then, or at any other time,
have arisen. Be that as it may, the
Quakerscheerfully accepted their hum-
ble origin, saying with stout-hearted

* Fox's * Journal,’ vol. i., 49.
T Ibid.

world to confound the wise, and the
weak things of the world to confound

the mighty.’}

Of Fox's childhood and early youth
we know little beyond what he has
recorded in his ‘Journal.” He there
tells us that he had in his ‘very
young years an unusual gravity and
stayedness ;' so that when he ‘saw
old men carry themselves lightly and
wantonly,” he said within himself, ‘If
ever I come to be a man I shall not do
80."§ Thisis the same as to say, what
he so often implies, that he had no
boyhood of abounding animal spirits,
gratified with mere innocent hilarity,
but was a moody, introspective, ab-
normal child. In further confirmation
of his youthful gravity, he says,
¢ When I was eleven years old I knew
pureness and righteousness;’ { while
a little later, and when in the service
of one who trusted him largely, he re-
cords, ¢ While I was with him he was
blest ; but when I left him he broke
and came to nothing. Yet in all that
time, I never wronged man or woman.
In my dealings I often used the word
Verily ; and it was a common saying
among those that knew me, “If George
says vertly there is no altering him.”’}|
‘Whether these accounts of his early
life be not somewhat tinctured with
vanity ; and whether it would not
have been wiser to let another man
praise him, and not his own mouth are

* Bancroft’s ¢ Hist.,” vol. ii., 330.
t Bancroft, ii., 330.

$1 Cor. i.27.

§ ¢ Journal,’ vol. i., 49.

T Ihid.

i ¢ Journal,” i., 5.
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questions which will naturally occur
to many minds,
Observinghisunusualgravity,somere-

J
|

latives urged that he should be trained |
for the Church. This project, however, .

seems to have met with little favour ;
for the youth was soon after placed
with one of those factotums, frequently
found in small communities, who com-
bine several occupations.

This man

was shoemaker, grazier and wool-

dealer ; though it was much less with
the first employment—as Carlyle sup-

poses, * picturing Fox as stitching

leather - breeches while meditating
highest themes—than with the last
two that the young man had to do,
and in which, as partaking somewhat
of a pastoral nature, some of his fol-
lowers have found a ¢just emblem of
his after-ministry and service.’ Yet
the care of flocks and herds could not
wholly engross him.  So strong and
preponderant was his meditative tem-
per, increasing with years, that it ere
long made him seem very unsocial
and churlish, so that such young asso-
ciates as he had made him the butt of
many a joke and gibe. But ‘I let
them alone;” says he, ‘and went on
my own way ; while people generally
had a love to me for my innocency
and honesty.’t

When eighteen or nineteen years
old, his mind was greatly exercised on
religions subjects. . Going home one
night from market, where he had wit-
nessed much dissipation, he was so
keenly distressed that he could not go
to bed; but spent the night walking
up and down, thinking of the condi-
tion of those about him, and how to
improve it. Then in the still watches
of the night, ‘ the Lord said unto me,’
he records, ‘thou seest how young
people go together into vanity, and
old people into the earth : thou must
forsake all, keep out of all, be as a
stranger unto all.”{ To hear what he
believed tobethe voiceof God speaking

T Sa-r;x)r Resartus,” 164,
+ ¢ Journal,’ vol, i., 50,
1 ‘Journal,’ vol. i., 50.
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within was for Fox to obey. Very soor:
thereafter, accordingly, he quaintly
remarks, ¢ At the command of God, on
the 9th of the 7th month, 1643, T left
my relations, and broke off all familiar-
ity or fellowship with young or old.’*

Having thus, at nineteen years of
age, sundered all restraining business
and social relations, this thoroughly
earnest soul sought first of all the
mental peace which comes from right
relations with God. To this end he
requested clerical advice ; but only to
find himself at the end of each inter-
view more perplexed and doubtful
than before. One jolly old parson,
pretty correctly diagnosing his condi-
tion, ¢bid him take tobacco and sing
psalms,’ thinking, doubtless, that some
soothing and cheering influences would
drive away the blue devils that were
torturing him. But tobacco he did
not love, and sing psalms he could
not.t  Another, of some reputation,
advised to ‘bleed the young inquirer,
and give him physic,’ as though the
debilitation of the body were the best
medicine for the soul. But not a drop
of blood could they get from the pale
and over-anxious youth ;  and he was
forced to say, as one of old, to friends
who came to console him in sore
anguish, ¢ Miserable comforters are ye
all’

Unrestful and tormented, Fox roam-
ed from piace to place, tarrying where
the fancy seized him, or where he heard
of some person with whom profitable
conversation seemed possible, He af-
fected lonely and solitary places, pre-
ferring the society of Nature, of his
own thoughts, and of the Unseen
Spirit to that of man. Walking alone
in a field on a First-day morning, he
clearly perceived that merely to be
bred at Oxford or Cambridge did not.
make a man a priest.|] Then, to the
great distress of relatives, he refused
to go to church and listen to the

* Ihid.

t ¢ Journal,’ vol. i., 52,
T Ibid.

§ Ihid., 53,
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priests, whom he had found so incom-

petent to deal with his ditliculties,
turning for a little toward some dis-
senters who were making a stir in the
neighbourhkood. These he soon found
to be equally shallow and unsatis-

4C3:

still more, and as lying at the founda-

. tion of Quakerism, he ¢saw’ that
- every soul is illumined by Divine

factory; and, turning his back on .
them, he resorted more earnestly to :

his Bible, and questioned more deeply
his own soul.¥ At length, hope being
well nigh gone, and his heart sinking
in despair, he heard a voice, saying,
¢ Jesus Christ can speak to thy condi-
tion;’ and then his heart leaped for
joy. Soon after this experience, and

Truth, and quickened by Divine
Power according to its capacity, and
needs only to obey the light it has to
attain a complete harmony with God.*

Having this clear sight of truth,
and being filled with inexpressible
peace and joy, he could not be silent.

. As well might water refuse its level,

while dwelling much alone, spending °

whole days in solitary walks, sitting
through other days in a hollow tree,
studying the Bible, and pondering the

or the sun to shine. Especially, as he
saw the monstrous errors, the super-
ficial religious life, and the fearful
moral corruption that prevailed, did
he feel himself resistlessly summoned
to break every hindering tie and go

. forth, proclaiming to all who would

great problems of life, Fox had nu- -

merous revelations, or, in other words,
worked himself clear of his principal
difficulties. He ‘saw’ that though it
was customary to call houses of wor-

listen the truth revealed to his inner
consciousness. Now, therefore, began
that missionary work which lasted

i more than forty years, and ended

ship ‘churches,’ ‘holy places,” ‘temples |
of God,” and the like, yet ‘God did .

not dwell in temples made with hand’s, |

but rather in the hearts of his people. t
He ¢saw’ the unscripturalness and
unreasonableness of many current
dogmas, a8 Original Sin, Tri-personality
of the Godhead, Vicariousness of
Atonement, and Imputed Righteoys-
ness.] He saw the baselessness and
wrongfulness of hierarchies and priest-
ly orders ; that, under the Christian
dispensation, all true believers are
‘kings and priests unto God;’ and
that all have equal right to preach the
word as the Spirit may move, and na-
tural giftc enable.y He ‘saw’ the
‘ great love of Grod and was filled with
admiration of it,’|] and that ¢ Christ
died for all men, and was a propitia-

his divine and saving light.'% And

* ¢ Journal,’ vol. i., 34.

+ Ibid., 60.

1 Janney’s ¢ History of the Friends ;" a very
able work.

§ ‘Journal,’ vol. i., 109, 182, 195.

il ¢ Journal,” vol. i., 57.

9 Journal,’ vol. i., 71

only with his life. Through all these
years it is neither possible nor desit-
able to follow him in detail. Briefly,
it may be said, he went up and down
the land, visiting all places and all sorts
of people ; preaching by the wayside,
in private houses, and parish churches,.
and wherever he could find men to
hear. Nor did he limit his travels to
England, but extended them to Scot-
land, Ireland, Germany, the West
Indies, and what are now the United
States—spending about two years in
his visit to this continent. Of course,
he soon became a thorn in the side of
the clergy and the churches, shocking
them by his irreverence for many
things which they esteemed holy, and
shocking them still more by his
astounding heresies concerning the
equality of all Christian believers,

. and concerning the Inward Light.
tion for all, and enlightened all with |

His burly form, his sing-song speech,

| his unmovable hat, and his leather-

breeches—¢ one perennial suit ’—soon

; attained a wide notoriety ; the report

that ‘the man in leather-breeches’
was coming being enough to throw
many a rural community into great

% Ihid, 71, 307, 308, &e.
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excitement. Nor shall we wonder at
this when we recall the language and
methods he employed. For he was no
amateur reformer, coquetting with
truth, and insinuating reproof of evil.
In the strongest Saxon words he could
command, and with a sincerity and
vehemence equal to those of the old
Hebrew prophets, whom he seems to
have taken as his models, he hurled
anathemas at the follies, falsehoods
and erimes of his day. He denounced
the clergy as blind leaders of the
blind, hireling shepherds caring for
nought but the fleeces of their flocks,
sordid mercenaries, tratticking in the
tree Gospel of Jesus Christ. Nor did
he do this merely to people who came,
of their own accord, to hear him, at
meetings of his own appointment. He
entered parish churches, interrupted
the regular service, ordering the priest
to come down from the pulpit, while
he himself attempted to harangue the
assembly.

The results were what might have
been anticipated. He was often very
roughly and cruelly handled ; here as-
sailed with clubsand stones, and then
knocked down and mauled with Bibles,
and almost smothered in the press of
enemies ; now having his clothing torn
to tatters, and then being driven out
of town when scarce able to stand,
with threats of death if he dared to re-
turn.  In various places he was set in
the stocks, and in others thrown into
prison ; having been incarcerated no
less than nine times, and on some oc-
casions with most vile and abandoned
creatures, and in most dismal horrors.
But still he persisted, bearing testi-
mony by the spoken word not only to
the common folk and ecclesiastical dig-
nitaries of his own land, but to Crom-
well, and both the Charleses, and by
his writings to several foreign poten-
tates and the Pope of Rome. And
that these testimonies were effective
with some of high position and large
culture, as well as many in humble
condition and of little learning, is evi-

dent from such facts as that Cromwell
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on parting with him once, caught his

! hand, and, with moistened eyes, ex-

claimed ‘Come again to my house,
for if thou and I were but an hour a
day together, we should be nearer one
to the other,” adding, he wished him
no more harm than he did his own
soul ;* and that several members of
Cromwell’s family, as did Robert Bar-
clay, and William Penn, and the prin-
cess Llizabeth Palatine, grand-daugh-
ter of James 1., were among his con-
verts and followers. At the age of
forty-four, he found time to marry. Mrs.
Margaret Kell,? a placid creature, ten
years his senior, herself a minister
amongst the Friends, once the widow
of one Judge Fell, who had befriended
him in earlier times ; but he married
with the express understanding that
the new relationship should not inter-
fere with his missionary wanderings.
Thus he lived and laboured, till, at the
age of 66, and while away directing
the work so dear that he could not
leave it even to go home to die, the
messenger that comes to all, overtook
him, and all that was mortal of the
Leicestershire weaver’s son, followed
by alarge concourse of fellow-believers
aud friendly admirers, was laid to rest
in Bunhill Fields, near London.

In studying Fox’s character, one of
the first things to avrest attention is
its many and marked angularities.
Certainly it was not rounded out on
all sides, as though cast in a perfect
mould, and having all its little projec-
tions ground away by the best culture,
and its surface polished by the finest
society of his age and country. It was
a jewel of no mean magnitude and
Lrilliancy ; but it was a jewel in the
rough, and would have borne no little
cutting and burnishing to its manifest
improvement. For, if its excellencies
stand prominently out, challenging the
respect and admiration of all righs-
thinking persons, equally manifest are

* ¢ Journal,’ vol. i., 186.
+ ¢ Journal,’ vol. ii., 180.
¥ ¢ Journal,’ ii., 75.
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its imperfections, repelling many, and
requiring of all frequent qualification,
and considerable abatement of regard.
Certainly, whatever the case with
others, Fox’s was notfthe type of char-
acter to abash criticism, and to be
held aloft for all men’s imitation. Yet
every historical student knows that,

with rare exceptions, the men provi-

dentially appointed to initate and carry

forward auy great undertaking—the |
emancipation of bondmen, the organi-

zation of nobler ideas into correspond-

ing institutions, and the authoritative

summoning of men to a worthier life
—have been of very similar character,

and very dimly in others, feeling pro-
foundly certain realities while com-
paratively indifferent to others just as
essential and urgent. They have been
men of tremendous moral intensity,
compelling everything to yield, or to
become tributary to their purpose—
like Peter the Hermit, preaching the
crusade ; like Savonarola laying bare
the corruption of the Church ; like
Garrison, thundering at the door of the
American conscience against slavery.
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the former or sanction the latter, than

a stone can be kept in the air without

support, or the vapour that exhales
from the lake can be confined to its
surface. From an early period, his
soul was unreservedly consecrate to
what seemed to him true and just.
Hence his abandonment of—if indeed
he ever participated in—the sports
and pastimes of the rural youth of his
class, and which appeared to him use-
less and hurtful. Hence the rupture
of all business, social, domestic, rela-
tions which threatened interference
with his inward life, and his devotion

. for more than two score years to the
seeing very clearly in some directions .

. of his day.

Nor have inany men whom history
mentions, been more largely character- |
ized by moral earnestness than George

Fox. Perhaps this may be said to

—the ruling trait of his nature.
was quite as profoundly dissatisfied,

| enough.
have beenhis most marked peculiarity
He

as destitute of all patience with shams 5

and pretences, and quite as destitute
of respect for any who accepted or de-
ferred to them, as our late modern
apostle of sincerity and reality, Car-

lyle—between whom and himself in

this respect, thereis a striking similar-
1ty. He would dig to the foundation
of things ; would put his feet on the

eternal rock. Let him once recognise
the truthfulness of a principle, or the
utility of a custom, and no bribes could ;
allure, and no threats drive him from '

either one or the other.

Let him per- |

ceive the falsity of a doctrine, or .

the perniciousness of a custom, and no
more could he be induced to accept

work of deepening the religious experi-
ence of his countrymen. And surely
this was no trifling undertaking, no
child’s play, to be accomplished by no
dilettante reformer. It was planting
Christianity anew in the world. And
as the early disciples took their lives
in their hands, and went up and down
the old Roman world, preaching the
then new gospel of Jesus Christ, so
this sturdy English yeoman, with equal
moral earnestness, met the exigency
In the voice which sum-
moned, and the spirit which impelied
him, he recognised the voice and the
spirit of the Almighty. This was
Unhesitatingly he set forth,
taking neither purse nor scrip for his
journey, premeditating not what he
should say in any emergency, assured
that the Heavenly Father would pro-
vide, and the Holy Spirit would speak
through him. His, if ever aman’s were,
was the temper of the unsophisticated
African, who, should God command
him to jump through a stone wall,
would instantly obey; since jumping
at it belonged to him, while jumping
through it belonged to God.

Through thismoralearnestness came
the clearness of his moral vision. Forno
man of his time saw so clearly, and few
men of any time have seen more deeply
into things divine than George Fox. In
him was strinkingly veritied the saying,
¢ If thine eye be single thy whole body
shall be full of light.” He put, and he
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kept, himself in a receptive attitude
before God. He listened, constantly
and reverently for the Divine Voice.
He watched, more than they who watch
for the morning, for the dawnings of
heavenly light. He seldom attempted
to reason out a conclusion, or to justify
a position by argument. It may be
doubted if he could do so very effect-
ively, Like all great veligious teachers,
he was essentially a seer, telling what
he “saw,’ and leaving men to accept
it as they could, or reject it as they
must. And this singleness of aim, do-
ciiity to the teaching of the Spirit, and
faithful following of the Inner Light,
were what made him the leader and
prophet he was.

Intellectually, Fox was fur from be-
ing a great man. Of culture, in the
ordinary sense, he had none. His
knowledge of the English tongue,
while sufficient to enable him, when
mentally excited, to express himself
orally with a certain rude and tren-
chant vigour, was yet so slight as to
render it impossible for him to write
with either ease or correctness, sa) ing
nothing of perspicuity or force. The
style of his composition, in fact, is
wretched beyond description ; it be-
ing often difficult, and sometimes im-
possible to make out what he means.
His ¢Journal’ was rendered some-
what less unreadable by having been
revised by some of his more scho-
larly followers. His *Testimonies’
on various subjects, gathered into
a huge folio, though the writer has
several times dipped into, he con-
fesses to have never read. He greatly
doubts if there be a score of persons
living that have ever read them all. So
obscure, dry, uninteresting do they
seem, that to compel one to read them
for whatever offence might well be ob-
Jected to as a cruel and unnecessary
penalty. Not unfrequently Fox scoffed
at human learning as unnecessary to
a Christian minister, and as leading
its possessors to disobey the monitions
of the Spirit.
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earnestness and deplorable lack of cul-
ture was a corresponding intellectual
and spiritual narrowness. For while
Fox saw some things—and very im-
portant things they were— more clear-
ly than any of his contemporaries, he
yet saw scarcely anything not directly
before him.  What lay beside, and
greatly modified the truths he dis-
cerned most plainly, he often failed
to recognise, and therefore to appre-
ciate. His intensity was purchased at
the expense of breadth and catholicity.
Heuce his insensibility to the measnre
of truth held by the Anglican estah-

© lishment, and to the really great good

The outcome of this intense moral |

that it was in varions ways accom-
plishing ; deriding its churches as
‘steeple-houses,” berating its clergy as
‘ dumb dogs,’and often interrupting its
service in wost unseemly ways. Hence,
also, the great importance which he
attached to many essentially very insig-
nificant things. He not only thought it
a grievous offence to drink an acquaini-
ance’s health,* but almost an” equal
sin to bestow any other titie upon one
than ¢ Friend,” basing his opinion in
this respect on the expression in one
of John’s epistles, ‘The friends salute
thee.” To him it was adulation and
falsehood to use the second person plu-
ral when addressing a single indivi-
dual ; and so he would thee and thou
every man and woman without distinc-
tion. To bid people * Good morning,’
or ‘Good evening,’ was highly censur-
able ; since it implied that GGod had
made bad days and bad nights. To
take off the hat to any person was so
great a humiliation that it were better
to die than to submit to it. ¢ Even
the Turks,” he said, ¢ never show their
bare heads to their superiors; and
shall not Christians exhibit a virtue at
least equal to a Turk’s?’ ¢This hat-
honour,’ he exclaimed again, ‘is an
honour from below, which God wil
lay in the dust.” He likewise disap-
proved of bowing when two persons
met in the street or elsewhere ; regard-

* “dournal’ i, 50,
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ing it as in some way related to Sa-
tanic ‘influence, because the woman in

i
)
)
i

the Gospel was bowed together while '

she had the spirit of infirmity, and
stood erect as soon as she was eman-
cipated from the Evil One. The use
of the ordinary names of the months
and the days he would not tolerate,
because to employ them was to render
idolatrous homage to the heathen dei-
ties, or the heavenly bodies,after which
they were named. January was first
month, and Sunday first day, and so on
through the circle of the year and
the week. All variety of colour, all
beauty and taste in dress, were pro-
scribed as tending to vanity and vice ;*
as though God had robed the world in
drab, and framed the universe on prin-
ciples of coarsest utility, instead of
having adorned it with strange and
innumerable tints, and making every
wayside bloom with beauty. So far,in-
deed, did Fox’s eccentricity—or, speak-
ing plainly, fanaticism—carry him,
that he sometimes, on approaching a
town, in imitation of the old Hebrew
prophets, pulled off his shoes and
walked barefoot through its streets,
<rying,* Woe, woe, to the bloody city ;'t
while still stranger, ke applauded the
zeal, though he did not imitate the
example of those disciples, one of
whom walked naked through the
streets of Skipton, another of whom
was divinely impelled to visit market-
places, and the houses of gentlemen
and clergymen in the same pristine
condition. Recalling these things, we
can scarcely wonder that Fox often
found himself in very disagreeable
positions—now pelted by the mob,
then thrust into the stocks, and anon
shut up in prison ; or that Macaulay,
lacking sympathy for Fox and the
society which he founded, notwith-
standing the historian’s Quaker origin
on one side, should have declared that
* his intellect was in the most unhappy
of all states ; that is to say, too much

* ¢ Journal’i., 193.
t ¢ Journal’i., 100.
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disordered for liberty, and not suth-
ciently disordered for Bedlam.*
But let us not do iujustice to Fox,

as we certainly should, by forgetting

. to bis time.

that there was another side to his char-
acter., With all his earnestness and

; narrowness, pushing him sometimes to

so foolish and lamentable excesses, he *
was, in many respects, greatly superior
He summoned men's at-

' tention from forms and ceremonies to
. essential and everlasting verities. He

asserted, with all the strength and
vehemence of his nature, the reality of
Truth ; the fact of a living God. How
much also, does the world owe to his
doctrine of the Jnuer Light—that there

is in every soul what, enlightened and

i authority of the soul.

quickened by the Divine Spirit, is the
ultimate test of truth, and the final
Certainly this
is the tap-root of all the bLetter theo-
logy of to-day. To those in any way

. interested in what is called the Wo-

man movement, which is now assum-
ing so commanding an aspect, it will
be grateful to learn that one of the
first ¢ odd notions’ that George Fox
publicly combatted was that ¢ women

¢ have nosouls; whilein fthe Friends’

society, woman has from the first stood
on a perfect equality, teaching, preach-
ing, voting, and holding office, with
man. Fox was ulso greatly interested
in Prison Reform, having himself ex-
perienced the abuses and horrors of

" the existing system, and, in the names

of humanity and decency, demanding
their abolition.;  Clarkson, in his
¢ Portraiture of Quakerism,” declares
that ¢George Fox was probably the
first person who publicly declared
against African slavery ; for nothing
that could be deplored by humanity
seems to have escaped his eye.§ For
the poor and suffering, few men have
manifested a tenderer compassion, or
laboured more assiduouslyaccording to

* “History of England,’ iv., 21.
t ‘Journal’ ., 35.
T ‘Journal;’ i, 96,

§ Quoted in ‘ George Fox and Early Bup-
tists,” p. 167.
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their opportunities. The amiability
and gentleness of his disposition in
later life—for it seems to have mel-
lowed with age—are attested by nu-
merous Friends ; while his domestic
affections, if not demonstrative, were
constant and strong. His marriage
with good Margaret Fell, though un-
dertaken in as unromantic a way as
one would set about the purchase of a
house or a horse, was one of genuine,
though sober affection, and productive
of no inconsiderable happiness to both
parties. And what was very honour-
able in him in regard to it, and what
will commend him still more strongly
to the advocates of woman’s equality

{
i
z
E
!

with man, he insisted that all her pro- .

perty should be settled on herself, and
not a dollar of it come to him—an al-
most unheard-of-thing in those days.
In person, George Fox was large and
of dignified bearing. His {riend and
disciple, William Penn, says, that ¢ his
very presence expressed a religious
majesty. The inwardness and weight
of his spirit, the reverence and solem-
nity of his address and behaviour, and
the fewness and fullness of his words
have often struck even strangers with
admiration, as they used to reach
others with consolation. The most
awful, living reverend frame I ever
beheld, T must say, was his in prayer.
And truly it was a testimony that he
knew, and lived nearer to the Lord
than other men, as they that know
him most will see most reason to ap-
proach him with reverence and fear.”*
Such, as well as he can easily be pic-
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swung round from, or worked himself
clear of, his worst vagaries; not elo-
quent, so far as the tricks of rhetoric
are concerned, yvet often, says Penn,*
¢ going to the very marrow of things ;
exerting, not unfrequently,aswe know,
astrange powerover the vilestand most
insusceptible, and, by his tremendous
personality, impressing his ideas and
spirit upon whomsoever he came in
contact with. A true man, a devout
man, & heroic man in his way, without
whom the world would have been
poorer, and religions less spiritual and
catholic than they are.

A few words now in regard to the
religious system whose foundations
this man laid. 7s it, in any just sense
a system ? It neither is nor has a for-
nulated creed. Very early and clearly

i did Fox recognise the vast difference

between theology and religion : that
while there may be innumerable theo-
logies, there is and can be but one re-
ligion ; or that while thoughtful minds
do and must differ in their intellectual
opinions, they need not, and they do
not widely differ concerning the essen-
tials of religion—purity, integrity, de-
voutness. The basis of his Society,
therefore, Fox made practical and not
doctrinal ; precluding by one of his
first public utterances, not only all de-
gire, but all possibility, of forcing upon
men a creed, or of testing their opin-
ions by the letter of the Bible. For
on hearing a clergyman affirm that all
doctrines, opinions, and religions are

~ to be tried by the Holy Scriptures,

tured, was this Leicestershire shepherd
boy ; this inspired prophet of the In- .

ner Light; tbis founder and patron
saint of the Society of Friends—strong,
brave, earnest, uncultivated, often

rushing to fanatical extremes, and yet °

of so great shrewdness and self com-
mand as to enable him, on the whole,
to shape his course with remarkable
success ; and endowed with so much
good sense that he, sooner or later,

** George Fox and Early Baptiets,” p.145.

Fox arose, and exclaimed, ‘O, no! it
is not the Scriptures, but the Holy
Spirit by which all opinions and reli-
gions are to be tried ; for it is the Spirit
that leads into all truth, and gives the
knowledge otit.'f Accordingly he re-
frained, the Society has ever refrained,
from setting up any formal, doctrinal,
test of membership. Not that certain
tolerably well-defined opinions do not
prevail amongst the Friends, and that

* Ibid, 158, o

+‘Journal i,, 75. See also ‘ Journal,’ i., 96,
0, 132; ii., 141, 133, &c,
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pronounced hostility to them would

{
|

not be regarded with great disfavour ; |

but that a formulated, dogmatic sym-
bol, Quakerism has not, and has never
had. Such a creed seems necessarily
barred by its grand principle of the
Inner Light, by which every man is to
be guided, but which can hardly shine
with equal brilliancy in, or be used
with equal success by, any two minds.
This central and formative element of
Quakerism has, perhaps, already been
sufficiently described. Yet, at the risk
of some repetition, and with the hope
of greater clearness and impressive-
ness, let it here be said that this as-
sumes not only that every human
being is a child of God, endowed with
somewhat of his precise nature, but
that theavenues of every soul are more
or less open to the Divine Spirit ; that
an inward illumination, independent
of scholastic culture or personal re-
finement, directs the docile and obe-
dient soul, no less of the untaught
rustic than of the profound and well
equipped philosopher, into the radiant
path of eternal life. Not that this
principle ignores the Written Word ;
or forgets the teachings of Nature ; or
ig indifferent to the processes of rea-
son ; or despises the experiences of
the saintly ones that have gone before ;
but that it aflirms that God is just as
living and active a Reality to-day as
ever ; is as near to thereader and wri-
ter of these lines as he was to Moses,
Isaiah, Jesus; speaks as clearly on
our hill-slopes, and by our lake-shores,
and through the sweet and holy souls
that walk among us, as He did on Ta-
bor, by Genesareth, and through the
souls of John, and Peter, and Paul—
yea, just so much clearer as our cir-
cumstances are better, and our hearts
more receptive. It affirms that in-
spiration is not an abnormal and ca-
pricious fact of the past, whose melo-
dious echoes linger in the world, as
‘ in the shell ripples the by-gone free-
dom of the sea,” but a natural, present,
constant Reality, known and felt by
every open and up-looking soul ; and
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that the words of Jesus, ‘The Holy
Spirit shall guide you into all truth,*
are, to his disciples, its complete and
everlasting justification.

This, then, the doctrine of the In-
ner Light, lighting every man that
cometh intc the world ; to which Jesus
appealed when He said : ¢ Why, even
of yourselves, judge ye not what is
right 7't to which every argument for
truth, every illustration of beauty,
and every influence for worthy living
is necessarily addressed, is the funda-
‘mental principle of Quakerism. But
though brought into so great promi-
nence by the Friends, this principle was
no discovery of theirs. It is so true; it
has always lain so near the human
heart, that, in all ages, under all civi-
lizations, and in the domain of all re-
ligions, more or less distinct glimpses
of it have been caught. Thus Buddha,
¢ originally the most thoroughly human
and self-dependent among the founders
of religions,’ says Max Muller, ‘appeals
only to what we should call the Inner
Light.” ¢ Mendicants for the attain-
ment of these unknown doctrines,’ ex-
claims the sage, ‘the eye, the know-
ledge, the wisdom, the clear percep-
tion, the light are developed within
us.” So Pythagoras talks of a ¢ Do-
mestic God,” which Penn identifies
with the ‘interior voice of God.’ Of
the Socratic demon, checking wher-
ever the philosopher was tempted to
wrong, everybody has heard; while
the ¢ Divine Principle’ of which
Plotinus so often speaks, the early
Quakers were fond of identifying
with the Inner Light.§ This too, in
their judgment, was the Comforter
which Jesus promised his disciples;
was the Spirit of which John so
often speaks, and by which so pro-
found and inexpressible a peace was
imparted to the soul. The same thing
may be recognised also in St. Bernard,
Eckart, Tauler, Behmen, and all the
other medizval mystics ; and in those

* John xvi. 13. + Luke xii. 57.
1 Bancroft’s ¢ Hist." ii. 344, § Ibid.
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of later times, outside the domain of
Quakerism,as Fenelon, Madame Guion,
John Wesley, and him whom Goethe
<alls ‘the holy Novalis.” Indeed, what
soul in any age or realm, touched with
the awful mystery of being, and look-
ing up for light and help, has not been
more or less deeply conscious, not
merely of a brooding, (uickening, com-
forting presence, but of the indwelling
and sanctifying God ¥ Whoso has had

no such experience is not to be rea-
soned with about the Inner Light, any

more than a blind man is to be rea-
soned with about colours, or a deaf
man about sounds. He is to be pitied,
and his spiritual faculties, if possible,
are to be summoned into activity by a
process analogous to that by which the

occulist couches the blind eye, or the

aurist opens the closed ear.

Of course, this doctrine of the Inner

Light is a very radical doctrine,
strikes at ; it tears up the last root and
vestige of the notion that religion is
in any sense a dogma ; puts all dog-

It -

mas, however true, in a very subor- -

dinate position. For who has now to
be told the utter impossibility of any
considerable number of persons think-
ing alike on any theme, and especially
on the transcendent theme of theolo-
gical truth. It also brings all dogmas
to the searching test, not of tradition,
or any written word merely, but of
reason, conscience, affection, aflirming
that to its own master, God, every
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while elsewhere he seems to have held
it in a somewhat modified form. Pos-
sibly he was not altogether clear in
his own mind in regard to it.* The
awful dogma of Original Sin ¢ where-
by we are utterly indisposed, disabled,
and made opposite to all good, and
wholly inclined to all evil,'t was quick-
ly put aside.; That the salvation of
one soul can be purchased by the mer-
its of another was also found to be
preposterous.§ If the doctrine of the
final salvation of all souls were not
accepted by Fox, as it is by many
modern Friends who think they find
it in his teachings, it is certainly diffi-
cult to tell what he means when he
says, ‘I saw that Christ had died for
all men, was a propitiation for all, and
had enlightened all with His divine
and saving light ;|| or when he writse,
‘Do not think anything will outlast
truth, which standeth sure; for the
good will overcome the evil, the light
the darkness, the life the death, vir-
tue vice, and righteousness unright-
eousness ;' or when in reply to some
objectors he exclaims, ¢ You say God
hath ordained the greatest part of men
for hell, and that they were ordained
so before the world began; but doth
not the Scripture say, God will have
all men to be saved ' But what-

- ever the meaning these and many

human soul standeth or falleth, and -

that one is not only at liberty, but is
bound to pass, as it can, upon what-
ever opinions challenge acceptance.
Nor had some of the results of this
principle to be long waited for, The
current orthodoxy of the time was
very soon subjected to this test ; and
while not, of course, altogether reject-
el, was very greatly moditied by the
founder of Quakerism and his imme-
diate followers, The term ¢Trinity,’
Fox rejects as unscriptural and mis-
1:ading. From some expressions in
his writings he seems to have rejected
the idea of the Divine Tri-personality;

similar expressions were intended to
convey, the writer has found no pro-
nounced utterances of Fox, or of any
prominent early Friends in favour of
the doctrine of eternal punishment.
As the final indication of the extent

‘to which the current orthodoxy was

* Janney, whose ¢ History of the Friends’
an ‘orthodox ’ writer pronounces a ‘most
thorough and accurate review of George Fox's
doctrines,’” has shown that the apparently
‘evangelical’ tone of some of Fox’s writings,
as the letter to the Governor of Barbadoes is
the exceptional, rather than yeneral character-
istic of his theolt){;y. See Tallack's ¢ George
Fox and the Early Baptists,’ p. 61.

t ¢ Westminster Confession,” Ch. vi, s. 4.

+ ¢Journal’ i, 311.

§ Tallack, p., 61,

li “Journal,’ i., 70; ii., 814,

€ ‘Journal, ii., 72.
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soon uestioned there may be men-

tioned the fact that William Penn, the

ablest and best educated of all the
primitive Quakers, published about
the year 1668, and soon after his
entrance upon the ministry of the So-
ciety, a tract bearing this title : ¢ The
Sandy Fouundation Shaken, or those
generally believed and applauded doc-
trines—One God subsisting in Three
distinct and separate persons — The
Impossibility of God’s pardoning Sin-
ners without & Plenary Satisfaction—
The Justification of Impure Persons
by Imputative Righteousness — con-
futed from the Authority of Scripture
and right Reason, by William Penn,
a Builder on that Foundation which
cannot be moved.”* How far Fox
agreed with Penn, or how far the
latter represented the general senti-
ment of the body, it might be difficult
to say ; though of the negative opin-
ions of this eminent Friend and foun-
der of the great State of Pennsylvania,
this and other like testimonies leave
little doubt.

Not that there was little interest in,
or entire unanimity concerning, theo-
logical matters among the primitive
Quakers. Their central principle, to
which they clung with a tenacity
stronger than life, would, as we have
already seen, have prevented both in-
difference and concord in regard to
them, as history attests that it did.
Still, it was a considerable period be-
fore the dogmatic spirit largely affected
the body, and the questions which, in
latter times, have so greatly disturbed
its harmony, rose into prominence. [t
was only within the present century
in fact, and after some of the English
Quakers had beeneducated at the great
universities, and considerably infect-
ed with the spirit of the Establish-
ment, that the dogmatic temper began
Strongly to assert itself in the Society.
This went on increasing, begetting
violent animosities, and bitter hatreds
-—for passion can exist under a drab

* ¢Christian Examiner,’ vol. I, p. 321.
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coat and poke-bonnet, - . we.l asablack -
coatand a Parisian hat—until, in 1828,
there occurred the complete sever-
ance of the body into what are now
known as the Orthodox and Hicks-
ite branches, which have scarcely
more communion with each other than
had the Jews with the Samaritans ;
between the leading members of which
the feud was so fierce that Elizabeth
Fry, so celebrated for her labours in
Newgate Prison, would not pass a
night under the same roof with gentle,
saintly, but inflexible Lucretia Mott.
Yet some most candid writers on both

. sides concede that the Hicksite branch

of the Society has more faithfully ad-
hered to the principle, if not the spirit,
of early Quakerism.*

But the Society of Friends, though
nearly two and a half centuries old,
has made very little progress in the
world, so far as numbers are concerned.

ts entire membership has never much,
ifany, exceeded two hundred thousand
souls ; while now it is probably some-
what less. During the last generation
some more than hitherto zealous efforts
have been made to increase its adher-
ents—missionaries having been sent
to various unchristian lands, as Hin-
dostan and Australia, New Zealand
and Madagascar, Iceland and Green-
land. Yet spite of these, and kindred
endeavours in Europe and America,
it can hardly be denied—is not denied
by some of its members—that the So-
ciety is slowly waning, Its trifling
growth and now manifest decline are,
doubtless, due to various causes, such

- as plain language and dress ; its long-

cherishe:i and pronounced hostility to
amusements, as though they were not
a legitimate demand of human nature ;
its banishment of musical instruments
and music from its public worship and

i homes; its disowning of members for

marrying outside the Society ; its op-
position to a trained ministry, since
whatever the possible objections to it,
it is patent that whoso, in this age of

* Tallock’s ‘ Fox and the Early Baptists.”
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intense mental activity, would interest
and instruct a congregation from week
to week, must devote every energy of
the heart and brain to the work ; and,

still more than all, probably, to the !
great progress of its principles outside

its own borders, and the elevation of
its spirit above the popular mind and
heart. But a comparatively small part
of mankind has been able to apprec-
iate it.

But though Quakerism has been
small and insignificant numerically, it
has not escaped persecution, even to
the shedding of blood. Its very name
was given it in opprobrium. All
through Fox’s ‘ Journal ’ are scattered
references to their many and cruel suf-
ferings. ¢ At one time,” says old Sew-
ell, ‘there were upwards of 4,000
Quakers, men and women, crowded
into English prisons; sometimes in
such numbers that there was not room
to sitdown; amidst outcasts and felons
of every sort.” Some of them suffered
almost every indignity before incarce-
ration ; having their clothes torn off
them, being cruelly beaten with knot-
tedscourges ; havingtheir ears cropped,
their noses bored, and their bodies
brandedin sundry places. In New Eng-
land,however, it was worsethan in Old ;
and of all places in New England the
persecution was hottest in Boston. The
first Quakers that arrived in the har-
bour of thattown were taken from the
vessel in which they came and sent
away with threats. Laws were enacted
against their coming; banishing all
who should set foot on the sacred soil,
and denouncing the penalty of death
against those who, having been once
transported, should presume to return.
And so when one Elward Wharton,
in spite of the statute, ventured into
Boston to visit a sick friend, he

cart’s tail in the market place, with
thirty lashes well laid on to his naked
back. And when Mary Dyer, after
banishment, returned—-somewhat fana-
tically courting martyrdom—she was
condemned and executed on Bos-
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ton Common, where Marmaduke Ste-
phenson and William Robinson had
suffered before her, and where William
Leddra suffered soon after, ¢whose
brave, serene, and joyful death, says
a recent writer, ¢ finds a modern paral-
lel only in that of old John Brown.’
But how often in human history
have the prophets been stoned, and
the inspiration of the Almighty taken
for new wine! Are the true prophets
of humanity andthe apostles of rishte-
ousness, therefore, not to be honoured ?
How poor a test of the worth of an
organization, or a movement, is the
number of those who throw up their
caps and shout their huzzas in its be-
half ! How little a peninsula is Greece
—-only about two-fifths the size of the
State of New York—and having in its
palmiest days probably not more than
two millions of souls, yet whose subtle
thought, whose matchless art, and
whose wondrous feats of arms have
tinged all modern civilization, and the
threadsof whose influence will be trace-
able while time shall last. A narrow

. strip of land on the eastern shore of

the Mediterranean is Palestine—con-
temptible in dimensions and in popu-
lation, but out of which has come the
power which, more than any other, is
shaping the world’s destiny, and mak-
ing it to every reverent soul the Holy
Land of earth. Besides these petty
provinces, and petty peoples, what are
the immense territories and the im-
mense hordes of the ancient Syrian,
or the modern Russian empire? Had
neither of the latter ever been, can we

~ say in what respect the world would

have been essentially poorer? Had
Hellas or Judea never been, what,
comparatively, would our life, our
prospects, our hopes of the eternal fu-

- ture be? So though Quakerism is, and
was arrested, and punished, at the |

always has been, small, it has been
mighty. It has laid the world under
immense obligations. It has illustrated
the possibility of a Christian church
without a dogmatic basis—without
priest and without ritual. It has de-
monstrated that one man on the side
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of God is a majority against the
world. It has exemplified the subtlety,
pervasiveness, and power of truth and

love, and so strengthened all men’s

faith in their reality and ultimate
victory.

In theology, it is true, Quakerism
has accomplished nothing. So far as is
known it has produced not a single
work in this department that has had

any considerable effect npon the course -
of thought, or is worthy a moment’s

notice. Its grand principle, however,

affords the only hope of a better theo-

logy than the world has yet seen. In
Art it has not yet only done nothing,
but been a positive hindrance, adher-
ing with strange tenacity to a vulgar
utilitarianism, and almost wholly ig-
noring the principles of fitness and
beauty. In literature it has few con-
spicuous names ; and these not stand-
ing in the foremost ranks. For, take
away those of William and Mary
Howitt, and of America’s impassioned
lyrist, Whittier, and none others are
recalled that men will care to remem-
ber long, or that they care much for
now. But in social amelioration and

«cessful than the Friends? It is believed
the instance is yet to be known of a
Quaker’s having been an inmate of a

public almshouse, or charity hospital, !

While to the grand and Christian en-
terprises of modern times —Universal
Freedom, International Peace, Penal
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Amelioration, Sanitary Improvement,
Temperance, Protection of the Abori-
gines, Protection of Dumb Animals,
and last, though by no meaus least,
the Relcamation of Fallen Women,
and the Elevation and Enfranchise-
ment of the whole sex—to all these
how large their contributions. Aseach
of these is mentioned what names —as
Penun and Burclay, Sturge and Bright,
Fry and Gurney, Benezet and Hopper
and sweet-souled Lucretia Mott—al,
rise, to memory dear, to be forever
cherished by the world.

Be it that the Quakers have their
faults. Who have not? What Christ-
ian body, on the whole, can show a
better record? Ba it that the Society
is now languishing and threatening to
become extinct. How noble the work
it has done! How ample the justifi-
cation it has given of its existence !
But its great principles, and its divine
temper can never die. And if theorgan-
ization be passing away, it is because
there is no longer need of it ; because
its ideas and spirit have been so largely
taken up by other bodies, and put into

© forms more in harmony with modern
prattical philanthropy, who have been
more active, more unselfish, more suc- :

life and thought. It is because the
world is in some measure vbeying the
injunction of the Quaker preacher,
¢ We should so live that the garment
which fits to-day will be too small to
morrow.” If it thus die, it will be with
honour. ¢If its barque thus sink, it
will be to a noble sea.’

PRAISE OF SPRING.

IOLET scent and verdure fair
Sky-lark’s carol—thrush’s lay—
Shower in sunshine,—balmy air—
When such words as these I sing,
Needs there any greater thing
Thee to praise, O sweet Spring Day.

—From the German of Uhlan.



414 CANADIAN IDYLLS.

CANADIAN IDYLLS.

THE QUEEN’S BIRTHDAY.

BY W. KIRBY,

¢ Victoria !~-may you rule us long,
And leave us rulers of your blood
As noble till the latest day !
May children of our children say :
‘*She wrought her people lasting good.”
TENNYBON.

PRELUDE,

é CALM of days had rested on the broad
Unruffled waters of Ontario,

Which in their bosom all night held the stars

Now vanishing before the morning beams.

Forerunners of the day, like Uhlan spears,

Chasing the night’s dark shadows far away.

The sun was rising seaward of the point

Of a low promontory thick with trees,

Which, like the sacred bush by Moses seen

‘Were all ablaze with unconsuming fire.

A smooth horizon cut with clear divide

The sky above it from the sea below,

Each touching other, save one spot of white
Where stood a glistening sail caught by the sun
And held becalmed upon the distant verge,
Landward the orchards were in bloom, the peach
In red and pink, the apples white and red,

While every bush, after its kind, in flower,
‘Wrought once again the miracle of spring

And showed God’s wisdom, love and power divine

A breezeless night had filled the trees and grass
With heavy dew that sparkled in the sun,

Like summer snow so thick and white it lay—

A barefoot lad brushed through it singing blythe,
Leaving a track behind him as he ran,

And drove the lowing kine full uddered home,
Where stood & rosy maid in shortened gown

That showed a foot elastic as the fawn’s—

With dimpled armns across her milking pail—

She called her favourite cows by soft pet names
Which each one knew, and gently breathing came
And round the maiden stood with great calm eyes,
Waiting their turn to fill her snowy pail.

The glorious waters lay serene and blue—
Some white winged gulls flapped lazily the air,
Showing their under pinions as they wheeled
In circuit round and round, keen eyed to see
The luckless fish they seize and bear away—
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While far and near, the kaweens clanging shrill
In spattering flocks ery out incessantly
Word of denial in Algonquin tongue,
The spirit taught them as the legends say ;
An Indian maid wooed by a chief unloved :
‘No! no! indeed ! Ka-Ka-ween !’ cried in grief
Until she died, drowned in Outario,
Where these wild birds caught her despairing cry,
And still repeat it as they swim or fly
In screaming thousands o’er her watery grave,
From sharp mid winter till return of spring—
And then fly screaming it to Arctic seas.
Upon the bushes, trees, and on the wing,
‘The maddening black birds formed a noisy choir—
While thrush and oriole and robin pipe
In softer strains their vernal roundelay
Heard in the pauses.

"Twas a morn to feel
‘The heavens unladen, and on earth poured down
The treasures of the inner world, where are
Things in their essences. The flood of life
That sometimes overflows its bounds, and fills
The earth with loveliness, supernal, rare ;
As sunrise fills with light the ambient air,
This morning seemed to make all things anew,
Retonched afresh, by the Creator’s hand
With brightness as of Eden. He who made
The earth 8o beautiful and Heaven so near,
Each touching other with harmonic chords,
Like music in the night, by wind harps played,
Reveals at times, to pure of heart and eye,
Just for a moment of ecstatic vision,
A moment and no more—the abyss of light
Behind the veil ; gives us to feel the breath
Of angels on our face and airs that fan
The tree of life and flowers of Paradise.

Beneath the lake’s steep banks of marl and clay,
Furrowed with winter frosts and summer rains,
With many a boulder fast emnhedded— stretched
Long beaches of grey sand, earth’s ancient rocks—
The grinding of a thousand seons past.

God’s mills are winds and waves, and heat and frost,
That change all thinss to other—old to new—
And new to newer, that are still the old ;
Returning on their circuits ever more,

Slow it may be as cycles of the stars,

But sure as God’s great purposes, that work
Unceasingly all change for sake of man.

A group of fishers stood upon the beach,

Strong hardy men with neck and face and hands
‘Tanned to a brownness-—else as fair of skin

As any born of purest English race.

Their shapely boat was laden with their nets
Ready to launch into the lakq that swarmed
‘With shoals and myriads of the silvery fish
Migrating slowly round the sinuous shores.

“The fishers’ voices miugled with the morn

In cheerful talk or sonz, and by and by
Sent up a cheer—nay three—to greet the day
‘Which was Victoria’s, and a holiday.
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That royal name revered in every clime

The round world knows, is honoured to the height
Of chivalry beneath the clear blue skies

That cope the boundless plains of Canada—

The home of loyalty from days of old—

Fought for and kept !—a crowned Dominion fit
For freeest men to live the noblest lives !

The sturdy fishers cheered with one accord,

Threw up their hats and swore with kindly oaths,
So full of frank good nature, that in sooth

None frowned who heard them, that her natal day
A holiday of holidays they’d keep

In honour of her Majesty.

TUpspake
An old deep-chested carl, whose hands and arms
Corded with sinews, bare and brown, seemed fit
To drag Leviathan with hook ashore,
His ruddy face was honest, frank and bright
With shrewd intelligence, and eves that straight
Beneath his shaggy brows looked deep in ycurs.

¢ Well spoken men !’ said he,  This is the da
The brightest in the royal month of May! -~
The flags are up ! I hear the belfry ring

A joyous peal, and booming o’er the lake
Toronto’s guns with glad salute awake

The loyal city to the festival.

We too will pass the day in gaiety

And, as our Queen would wish it, soberly—
With wives and children, friends and neighbours all.
Whatever differences may else befall,

We are as one for country and for her,

‘Whose crown imperial is our bond and pride.’

They greeted him with cheers. ¢ And now,’ said he,
¢ The fish shall have a holiday and swim

Free as they will—only the tribute due

Our feast, claim we from them—one haul—no more r
And then will reel our nets, and don our best,
And go with baskets laden to the grove,

Beneath the old French thorns, or round the boles
Of spreading vaks just flushed in early leaf,

Sit down and hear the dancing music play—

Eat, drink, tell tales—I have a book full—till

The games of afternoon bring out the crowds,
Which seated on the slopes of old Fort George,

As on an amphitheatre survey

The athletes stripped to struggle on the plain,

Who drive the ball like lightening at Lacrosse,

Or run, or ride, or leap—and win or lose,

With grace and gaiety, cheered by the throng

Who make the green old common like a fair,’

So said, 8o done ! And now the sun was up,
And shining on the grey square tower that stands ¥
Above the place of landing nets—its walls
Thick as a feudal keep, with loopholes slashed
Contain the wreck and ruin of a town :

Fort Mississaugua.
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Fair Newark once, gay, rich and beautiful,
By ruthless foes, when flying in retreat,

Burnt down to blackened heaps of bricks and stones,

The fragments of its walls and hearths were built
Into that stern memorial of a deed
Unchivalrous, in days of war, gone by.

The fishers launched their boat, laden with nets,
Threw out their oars, and rounded in the lake

A mighty semicircle with their seine.

A hundred fathoms, and a hundred more,

Ran out behind them as they stoutly plied

Their ashen oars—then leap to land—* Haul in !’
Cries the old master—see the lines are taut

To point of breaking with the mighty draught

Of one good thousand white fish in the net '—
All leaping, struggling, flashing like a mass

Of quicksilver—and brighter, they will lie
Heaped on the sand a pile of life and death —
The treasure of the lakes ! The fisher’s wealth '—
Enough of them, he cares for none beside !

The glittering silver ones ! rose-gilled, with mouths
Too small for aught but water dainties ! and
Themselves of all that swim the daintiest,

Most beautiful and best ! yea ! Catius missed *
The choicest thing e’er lay in golden dish—

The Addikameng of Ontario !

There is a grove called Paradise—well named,

With leafy lanes, to love and musing dear ;

It overlooks the high and abrupt banks

Of cliffs and land slides, wooded at their base,
And filled with wild flowers, that, save by the bees,
Unrifled, bloom all summer.

Underneath
Like a great opening in the world, the broad
Majestic river sweeps above-——below —
Its silent course, serene, and brimming full
Of captive seas it bears away, despite
Their Titan struggles in the whirlpool’s depths,
And leads them forth, as on God’s Appian way :
Two nations on its banks look on, and see
The grand triumphal march that never ends !
Whether in summer calm, twixt banks of green,
It smoothly flows, or rough in winter’s gloom,
With formless ice-flakes filled from shore to shore,
It bears the burthen—nor a moment halts
In its sublime, resistless, onward flow—
Niagara the grand and world renowned !

That pleasant grove of intermingled glades

And shady walks, thick carpeted with leaves

Under the footstep yielding, gently draws

The loiterer on and on till to the brink

It leads him of a jutting precipice,

That overlooks the river’s grandest sweep

Before it mingles with Ontario.

A clump of doddered oaks, with roots half-bared
* Vide Horace, Lib. 2. Sat. 4.
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In air, look down the cliff. A level plot
Of greenest sward, behind it, holds to day
A crowd of merry makers, seated round
In careless ease, listening with eager ear,
The master fisher from a manuscript

- Of faded ink and yellow paper, read

An old Canadian Idyll of the past.

‘Read, Uncle Clifford !’ cried a rosy maid,
The same who waited with her milking-pail,
In russet gown and kerchief ; but who now,
In style and stuff of fashion’s newest mode,
Was dressed like any lady of the land,

As is the wont of our Canadian girls,
Bearing themselves with native grace and ease,
The old refinement of an epoch rare

Of honour, loyalty and noble deeds,

Which gifted them with beauty’s heritage
And all the charming ways of lady-hood.

Her hand lay on his shoulder, as she bent

Her rich locks mingling with his steel grey hair,

And overlooked the pages, turned and fixed

One with her finger, which she begged him read.

He smiled, looked up, and caught her eye. The maid
Flushed quick, like summer lightning in a cloud

It makes transparent ; so her face betrayed

Some latent warmth and longing of the heart,

Such as a woman hides and yet reveals.

The old man spoke—* My darling May ! be sure
Of your own self before I read this tale !

If rashness ever tempt—be wise, nor give

Your love for asking—caught by fancy, face,
Or fortune it may be, before you know

His worthiness who asks your yes or no !’

¢Nay Uncle !’ answered she, with sunny smile,
That brought a dimple to both cheek and chin,
“'Tis why I choose this tale’ and then she laughed,
Sweet as the chime of old St. Mark's that rang
Most musical in honour of the day— .,

For she had read the old bouk through and through,
Wept, laughed, and dreamed of it, and often played
Its heroines in fancy all day long—

Giving her heart in lavish gift away-

To some fair prince of dreams, in woman's way.

‘I would be wise in all things, and in that
Which most becomes a girl like me to know,
Wisest of all,” said she, ‘ So Uncle read
This old true story for the good of all—
And my good in especial !’ whispered she—
Kissed his bluff old cheek and skipped away
Beside her young companions, all aglow

To hear the tale of love that's always new
Making or marring lives forever. Then

Sat down upon a broad flat boulder stone
Mossed thick and soft, love's choice of many seats



3
i
.;

CANADIAN IDYLLS. 419

In that fair grove, a stone of witness too—
Of vows or kept or broken, smiles and tears,
Kisses and curses—it remembers all—

That silent witness of the former years !

¢ First tell us of the book ’ continued she—

¢ And him who wrote it—and who in it poured
His very soul, which wrought into his lines
Left him alive in them—even when he died !
Pray tell us of him.’ .
¢ Well ! ’tis briefly told

What I know of his story —answered he—

‘ He came among us from the mother land

In search of health. for he was thin and pale,

From overstudy or some deeper canse—

A youth, yet grave enough to be a man,

Than most men wiser—pensive, somewhat shy,

A gentleman with hands unused to toil,

A student, poet, painter and what not—

That makes a man of mark in woman’s eyes,

As he had been in yours, my pretty May !

Who love the thrice-told tale that tells of him—

Had you lived then, who knows what might have been ?’

May blushed, ¢ Who knows indeed what might have been ?
A poet, pensive, sick and needing sore

A woman’s sympathy akin to love

To ease his life or smooth his way to death !

Had I lived then, who knows what might have been !’

‘ Yea, he had won you in full measure, May !

All loved who knew him, for his kindliness,
While some admired his looks, and some his lore.
He came in summer with the swallows—Why 1
None learned, I think, but one—a secret told
Your mother, May ! my sweetest sister, she !

As like to you in face and fancy too

As rose to rose that grow upon one tree—

Then in her freshest youth—a girl to see !

And none alive is like her, only you !’

The girl looked up and laughed to hide a sigh—
‘ Thanks Uncle !’ said she,  for your flattery,
But I delight in mother’s praise from you—

I know when young as I, she pitied him,

And might have loved at last, had he not died.’

¢ Well so it chanced,’ replied he, * that the youth
Though nat uncheerful, oft was melancholy
Fnough to draw a woman to his side—

And soon drew one who pitied him indeed !

To her he told his story—showed the grief

That preyed upon him—he had loved and lost,
His hope in life had broken like a reed—

By frost or frailty—said she not, but shook

Her head and wondered that such things could be H
As lack of love for one so debonaire

So worthy of a woman’s life and care.
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¢ What more she learned I know not, for she kept
His secret safe, but did herself grow sad,
Silent and pale as one who over much
Broods on unspoken thoughts—as still he led
His solitary life. In woods and lanes
Hé used to wander—or upon the shore
Of the loud lake when waves came rolling in,
Or watched the cold stars as they rose at night
Above the east horizon, wet with dew ;
As if he waited one, that bore for him
Some message from the under world.

Then home—
And in his room he wrote and read till dawn,
For he was sleepless and refused to drink
The syrups which we made for him, of balm
And poppies mixed with honey, good for sleep
Unless the heart be wakeful. Then in vain
Our simple medicines ; and so with him.

¢Our help thus failed him, but he used to smile
As if to cheer us, and with thanks and words
That sounded like farewells, we saw with pain
His cheek grow thinner, with a fever flush

That came and stayed. His brilliant eyes enlarged
As if they caught a glimpse of death not far,
That solemn glimpse we all get ere we die !
That warning once or twice which strikes us mute
With premonition like a second sight

Of that last hour of life, when on our couch
With feeble hands we reach, to grasp the staff
That through the valley of the shades of death,
Will lead our doubtful steps to shores unknown.
As darkness from within beclouds our eyes,

The lights grow dimmer till they vanish quite ;
Appeals of love sound fainter on the ear,
Unheard, unheeded on the silent bourne

Of life and death—love’s kiss without response,
The clasp of some dear hand, the last thing left
Ere comes the wrench, and the unconscious soul
Sinks helpless in the everlasting arms
Outstretched beneath it, as a mother lifts

Her drowning child from waves that overwhelm !

¢ Thus sickened the pale student, until came

The swallows back, bringing new summer in—
New life to many, but new death to him.

The cycle of his time on earth was run,

He died amid the sunshine and the flowers,

And prayed it might be thus. The sumner seemed
More like the land he longed for, and he left

This faded memory of a poet’s life,

This book then freshly writ, now old and sear,

Its leaves like those of Autumn dropped and dry—
Tear stained and thumbed by readers like my May.

¢ A troop of friends who loved him, bore him to
The old Churchyard, that in the spring runs wild
With strawberries and violets, just where,

Upon the greenest spot, St. Mark’s grey tower
Points like a dial at the hour of eve.
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The tall trees rustled round him, full of leaves,
While aromatic shrubs, acacias,

And flowering currants loved by humming birds,
Which haunt them all day long, their perfume shed
Across the fair God’s acre, where at rest

Lies many a brave old patriarch of the land,

And many a loyal soldier’s honoured grave.

We buried him beneath a nameless stone,

‘Which those who loved him know, and oft a wreath
Of freshest flowers is found at eve or morn,

Where bluest violets grow, and strawberries

Most thickly overrun the poet’s grave.’

The old man’s story ended mid soft tears

That dimmed his listeners’ eyes ; fair May’s the most.
She came and sat beside him on the grass,

Holding his strong brown hand in hers, and turned
For him the pages of the faded book.

He read as not unlettered— clear his tones,

Not harsh but facile, and his accent pure,

As our Canadians speak their mother tongue,

In its refinement over-passing all

The wide world round who claim it as their own,
And thus he read this tale of other years.

SPINA CHRISTI.

PART 1.

There is a thorn—it looks so old
In truth you’d find it hard to say—
How it could ever have been young—
It looks so old and grey.
—WORDSWORTH.

The city walls of Avignon are built of stone, and high

The houses stand with balconies above the streets that lie
Around the old cathedral, whose sweet bells were ringing clear
A merry tune, one day in June

Of seventeen hundred year,

And half a hundred years beside, while crowding far and near,
Beneath the flags and tapestries, the people loudly cheer—
The regiment of Rousillon is ordered to the war,

A thousand strong, the pick among

The mountaineers of Var.

The great Church portals open wide, the crowd goes surging in,
The soldiers tramp with measured tread—the services begin,

A blessing is invoked upon the King's Canadian war—

Beyond the seas there is no ease,

And all things are ajar—

The English in America do beldly break and mar

The peace they made ; but we will keep the treaties as they are !
And now the Royal Rousillen take up the route with joy,

And march away while bugles play—

Mid shouts of ¢ Vive le Roy !’

There lives a lady beautiful as any Provence rose,

The chatelaine of Bois le Grand who weepeth as she goes—
For sleep has left her eyelids on the banks of rapid Rhone—
‘But three months wed ! alas !’ she said,

¢ To live my life alone !
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Pining for my dear husband in his old chateau of stone,
While he goes with his regiment, and I am left to moan,
That his dear head so often laid at rest upon my knee,
No pillow kind, but stones, shall find—

No shelter but a tree !’

‘ Weep not dear wife !’ replied the count, and took her in his arme,
And kissed her lovingly and smiled to quiet her alarms—

They stood beneath the holy thorn of the old Celestine,

Pope Clement brought with blessing fraught

And planted it between .

The wall and wall beside the cross, where he was daily seen

To kneel before it reverently. It came from Palestine,

A plant from that which cruelly the crown of thorns supplied,
Christ wore for me, when mocked was He

And scourgzed, and crucified.

¢T'll take a branch of it,” he said, ¢across the stormy sea

That roars between New France and Old, and plant it solemnly
In that far country where I go campaigning for the King.

It will remind and teach mankind

Of pains that blessing bring.’

Above his head he plucked a spray acute with many a sting,
And placed it on his plamed chapeau, in token of the thing
Alone can turn the sinful man—the piercing of the thorn—
The healing smart—the contrite heart—

Of peniteuce new born,

Despairingly she kissed his lips : ¢ O welcome sharpest pain,
That cuts the heart to bleeding and bids hope revive again !

O Spina Christi! to my heart I press thee wet with tears—

If love outlast as in the past

Each parting that endears !

Our sky has been 8o bright and filled with music of the spheres,
So gloomy now in sad eclipse it suddenly appears !

For joy dies out in silence like sweet singing that is done,

If men forget their sacred debt

To women they have won,

* But I will have no fear,’ she said, ¢ although in oar New France
They say the fairest women live, and eyes the brightest glance.

In all the King’s dominions else, are no such sunny smiles,

From beauty’s lips, such honey drips

In sweetness that beguiles—

There’s no escape forever from the witchery of their wiles—

They win all hearts and keep them from Quebec through all the isles,
And rivers, lakes and forests, to the setting of the sun—

And he is blest above the rest,

Whose heart is soonest won !

My husband dear ! last night I stood alone by Laura’s tomb,

Where Petrarch laid the laurel wreath that crowned his head in Rome,
The polished marble sweated cold in token of some ill,

Befalling me, befalling thee,

As I do fear it will ;

For out of it arose a mist that struck me with a chill ;

I could not move—I dared not speak—but prayed in silence, till

I heard a feeble voice within, that disembodied said :

“¢ His love was tried and magnified

While living—mine, when dead !”’
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¢ O, Laura never knew nor felt the might of love,” said he—
¢ And Petrarch sang away his life in vain—so cold was she.
Perfect in all proprieties of virtuous disguise,

The poet’s need—the poet’s greed

For woman’s love, to rise

On wings of immortality that bear him to the skies ;

She never knew the joy of it with him to sympathize ;

And all his glorious raptures did but minister to pride
When he had done—'twas all he won—

A smile—and nought beside.

¢ O, care not for such omens, love ! for Laura’s words were naught
But echoes to the ear of what was fancy in thy thought—

A soldier serves the King with life or death, withou t rebate,

And gaily goes to fight the foes

That dare assail the state,

And yet will melt when women crowd about the city gate,

With faces pale and wet with tears, embracing each her mate,

And kissing him as if for death—nor cares who sees or knows,
While far away the bugles play ;

‘‘ Farewell, my Provence rose !”

Adieu ! my wife and chatelaine ; keep safe my house and land,
Should God so will that I return no more to Bois le Grand.

My heart is thine forever, and so pierce this holy thorn,

And stab it through, if e’er untrue,

I leave my wife forlorn—

New France may boast the fairest and the sweetest women born,
And the chateau of St. Louis laugh the continent to scorn—

I would not give these eyes of thine, and tresses falling down
Upon my breast—to be possessed

Of sceptre and of crown.’

Then beat the drums a gay rappel—the fifes and bugles ring—
As'runk on rank the mountaineers march out with martial swing—
They pass the city gate and walls of old Avignon.

Mid parting cheers and women’s tears

The Royal Rousillon,

Commanded by brave Bois le Grand upon his prancing roan,

Are fairly on the march towards Bordeaux on the Garonne—
Where ships are waiting to transport them far from kith and kin,
Beyond the seas, where victories

Are ripening to win.

From fair Bordeaux they sailed, and soon with crowds upon the deck
Cast anchor in St. Lawrence ‘neath the walls of old Quebec,

To welcome their debarking all the city seemed alive,

And thronged the quays as thick as bees,’

When swarming from their hive.

With waving hats and handkerchiefs, both men and women strive

To greet the gallant Rousillon becomingly—while drive

The Governor and Intendant along in royal state

With halberdiers and musqueteers,

And those who on them wait.

(T'o be continued.)



424

JOHN PAXTON'S FUNERAL.

JOHN PASTON’S FUNERAL

BY THE REV, JAMES S. STONE. B.D.,, TORONTO.

ON the 21st or 22nd day of May, )’
1466,inthe sixth yearof the reign |
of King Edward the Fourth, died John
Paston, of Paston Hall, in the County
of Norfolk. Though not of noble birth
or great wealth, yet as the son of one
of the Justices of the Court of Com- '
mon Pleas, in the reign of Henry the

bequest and marriage, possessed of
considerable land, he had been able to
take rank among the gentry of his i
neighbourhood. His business habits
and thorough knowledge of the world,
aswell as his hopeful elasticity of spirit, -
though combined with a sober and |
almost humorless temperament, had
done him good service in his battle of
life ; while his desire of increasing his
family position, and of maintaining his
rights in those troublesome times, if
not by fair means then by any other
that came within his reach, had made
him ever ready to avail himself of the :
mistakes and misfortunes of those with '
whom he had todo. In this object he
had been ably assisted by the practical :
and loving devotion of his wife, who
as a true and affectionate helpmeet, |
always anxious to defend and further |
her husband’s interest, is worthy of
being placed among the first of noble |
matrons. But now all was over ; the
- active and acquisitive mind, and the
stout, bold heart were at rest, and the
wedded life which had lasted for a
quarter of a century was at an end.
The master of Paston Hall was dead.
He had died in London soon after
his release from an imprisonment of
several months in the Fleet. The envy -

and covetousness of others, perhaps in
& measure,i ncited by his own unyield-
ing and grasping proclivities, had for
the third time in the course of five
years procured his incarceration upon
charges connected with his possession
of the castle at Caistor and the lord-

| ship of Cotton, which had been e,
Sixth, himself also a man of law, |

and partly by inheritance, partly by !

queathed to him by the historic Sir
John Fastolf, into which we need not
at this time enter. Suffice it to say,
that after his death it was determined
to bury him in his native county, and
to give to his funeral that magnificence
which he seems in his efforts to obtain
the means, to have despised during his
life, but which was thought necessary
and proper for one of his wealth and
rank.

Paston is a little village, situate in
a remote corner of the County of Nor-
folk, about twenty miles to the north of
Norwich, where no railway has as yet
penetrated, and where few travellers
ever come. The country around is low
and flat, while, at a little distance, the
sea breaks upon the sandy shore.
About a mile from Paston is Brom-
holm Priory, now a heap of ruins, but
in the times of which we write among
the most celebrated of the monasteries

i of that part of England. Itsfame was

only second to that of Walsingham,
for among its treasures was a holy

, rood, brought from Constantinople,

some two hundred years before, and
composed of a portion of the wood of
the true cross. The Priory which was
dedicated to St. Andrew, was under
the authority of the Abbot of Cluny,
and in common with all the houses of
the Cluniac monks, observed, or was
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supposed to observe, an extraordinary
discipline. The rule was that the
monks should every day join in two
solemn masses, that they should ob-
serve rigid silence before the hour of
prime, and that when at work they
should recite psalms, and this besides
enforcing the ordinary monastic rules
of fasting and self-denial and poverty.
But in the fifteenth century the order
had decayed, thediscipline had relaxed,
and the black-robed fathers had de-
parted very far from their primitive
habits. The close proximity of Brom-
holm to the home of the Pastons, gave
that family a lively interest in all that
concerned the Priory. Nor do we find
that their relations to the monks were
anything but satisfactory and cordial.
John Paston, though a selfish man,
was not tardy in his duties to tRe
Church. He attended its services and
replenished its coffers. The priors of
Bromholm were his warm friends and
earnest supporters in all the troubles
that his acquisitions brought upon
him. They looked upon him as their
patron and benefactor, and when he
died it was within their walls the
funeral rites were to be observed and
the body deposited.

Great preparations were made in
anticipation of the event. Such a
funeral must have been a rare thing
in the annals of Norfolk. It must have
been an important break in the mono-
tonous lives of the priests and country-
folk. From far and near people wended
their way to the centre of attraction,
and monks and friars left their con-
vents to be present at the grand ser-
vices in Bromholm. The dependents
of the Pastons must at this time have
numbered several hundreds, not only
of tenants and labourers, but of ser-
vitors and armed men, for these were
days when might was right, and actual
possession could bid defiance to the
mandates of the court. Many of these
retainers, besides a priest and his wait-
ing men, a hired woman and twelve
poor men bearing torches, accompanied
the corpse from London. The indica-
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tions we have suggest a large proces-
sion, a procession that would be re-
membered for many years in the towns
and villages through which it passed.
Churches and monasteries on the way,
and there were many, vied with each
other in their offerings of respect. The
last notes of one tolling bell no sooner
died than the sad burden was taken
up by another, while at each resting
place solemn masses were offered for
repose of the soul of the departed.

At last the City of Norwich was
reached. Here the Pastons were well
known and in high repute. The ad-
vowson of St. Peter’s Church belonged
to them, and they had been frequent
benefactors to the many priories and
convents with which the city abounded.
On one occasion when John Paston
was sick, his mother besides giving to
Walsingham his weight in an image of
wax, gave to each of the houses of

| friars in Norwich, a noble, that they
. might pray for his recovery, and his

wife vowed to go on a pilgrimage to
St. Leonard’s Priory in the same place.
The famous preacher, John Brackley,
a brother of the Grey Friars, had been
an intimate acquaintance of the Pas-
tons, though he was now dead, and
many other ecclesiastics had been their
guests and received of their bounty.
It was therefore fitting, and so much
the more so since the family could
afford to pay for the expense, that a
grand reception should be given to the
remains as they passed through Nor-
wich, Accordingly the body was borne
in a magnificent hearse, and followed
by a long procession to 8t. Peter’s
Church, where services were held upon
a most extensive scale. The four orders
of friars were there, and thirty-nine
children in surplices, and twenty-six
clerks, besides thirty-eight priests who
sang the solemndirge. Almsweregiven
with a lavish hand. The friars received
eight pounds, the Sisters of Normandy
eight shillings, the Prioress of Carrow
six shillings and eightpence, and an
anchoress, forty pence ; forty-six yards
of broad-cloth were bought for gowns,
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etc., which with the dyeing cost about
seventy shillings ; and to the priests,
clerks, children and bell-ringers, were
paid over twenty-one shillings. The
fee for wax burned in candles was
twentypence ; for wine for the singers
twenty shillings, and to the parson of
St. Peters, was given six shillings and
eightpence, and to the clerk twelve-

pence. Considering the high value and !

purchasing power of money in those
days compared with the same sum
now, it will be seen that these amounts
were anything but small,

Two days after, the bearers of the
dead beheld the towers and turrets of
Bromholm, and the long journey was
at an end. The body was laid out in
state in the Abbey church, and the
candles, which but dimly lighted up
the place, so heavily was it hung with
black drapery, were placed beside the
bier. In silence the brethren watched
through the long night hours, and
then ere the first rays of the sun fell
upon the painted windows, the mass
was sung and prayers were said that
he who rested now within those sacred
walls might be vouchsafed a speedy
entrance into Paradise. The chant of
the monks was rendered still more
strange and weird by the low moaning
of the sad sea waves as they died upon
the beach outside. But when the time
for the interment came round then
all that the Church could do to give
solemnity and grandeur to the pro-
ceedings was done. Parsons and
priests and friars from the churches
and religious houses around were pre-
sent in large numbers. Near the body
were children clad in surplices, and
monks in the habits of their various
orders. At the high altar the Prior of
Bromholm sang the requiem, the as-
sembled multitude answering back
with measured notes. Throughout the
church, flaming torches shed a lurid
light upon the assembled multitude,
and indeed causcd a smoke 8o great
that panes of glass had to be taken
out of the windows. And thus amid
the pomp and magnificence of those
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medizval times, the funeral rites were
celebrated, and soon the deep tolling
bell proclaimed that all was over, and
the dead squire was lying in his grave.
Surely he had received a burial befit-
ting a Paston, and the honour of his
family was vindicated. Such services
and such a gathering of gpectators, the
quiet Abbey had rarely, if ever before,
witnessed. Whatever John Paston’s

- faults may have been, men forgot them

now, and had he been the Church's
choicest saint, nothing more could
have been done to give him rest.

But living men as well asdead have
wants, and when the misse was pro-

. nounced, the people hasted to the

funeral feast. This was held in the
Priory Hall, and what a feast! Be-
sides the friars and priestsand monks,
there were nearly a hundred servitors
and fourteen ringers, as well ag hosts
of poor people and dependents. The
provisions provided for this and the
other three or four days of the funeral
were abundant. The roll of the ex-
penses contains accounts for 135 dozen
of eggs, 54 geese, 7T0ducks, 27 chickens,
48 pigs, 49 calves, 33 lambs, 22 sheep,
10 ¢ nete,’ 20 gallons of milk, 8 gallons
of cream, and 4 pints of butter, and
£20 besides for beasts, etc. Herrings,
mackerel and salt fish, were bought in
large quantities. Thirteen barrels of
beer, and one of the greatest assize, 4
barrels and 38 gallons of ale, and a
runlet of red wine of 15 gallons, were
supplemented by the brewing of 5
coombs of malt on one occasion, 10
more on another, and 20 quarters on a
third, besides 4 hundred and fifty shil-
lings spent on beer, wines and spices.
All this was in addition to the board
and lodging of distinguished visitors
and servitors, paid to various outside
parties, the Priory’s accommodation
being necessarily limited. Such a
glimpse at the preparation speaks for
itself. To say the least, our forefathers’
hospitality and love of feasting were
boundless, and the good Cluniac fathers
of Bromholm must have strangely de-
parted from the rule of their founder,
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in allowing such revelry to be held ! of wheat six shillings, a quarter of oats

-within their borders.

Nor were these all the expenses.
Two men were employed for three days
in killing and dressing the beasts, a
-carpenter for the same time, and for
five days a barber to shave and dress

|
t

two shillings and eight pence, a quarter

. of malt eight pence, a cow nine shil-

the monks. The butlers, porters and

bakers of the abbey also received
wages, and twenty pence was paid the
prior for eight pieces of pewter lost
during the feast. The wax used for
candles to burn at the grave and in
the church cost more than 120s.  The
sumptuous hearse cost £22 9s. 8d.,
for the making, besides £6 16s. 2d.
for grey linen cloth and silk fringe
to put upon it, and £9 3s. for cloth to
-one draper, and 33s. to another. A
-cope *called a frogge of worsted,’ was
given to the Prior of Bromholm, ten
yards of black cloth to the vicar of
Dalling, and cloth for a riding cloak
to a Master John Loveday. Heavy
fees were of course paid the priests
for their services on the dirge-day,
forty shillings to our friend the prior,
and half a mark to each of his monks.
Presents were also made to the parish
churches in the neighbourhood, and
large doles to the poor. At one time
forty pounds were given away in small

money. Twenty-five householders at

Caistor received three pence each,
and 75s. were sent to the Austin
Friars in Yarmouth. Altogether I cal-
culated from the roll the total expenses
connected with the funeral, including
gifts and alms, to have amounted to
over £236. Even then, there were
Trentals and the Year-day, which in-
volved more masses and more expense.
‘On the Christmas Day after the inter-
went, the four orders of friars got ano-

ther 10s. each, and to the vicar of : remind us of men who played their

Dalling ‘for bryngnyg howme of a "

pardon from Rome to pray for ale our
frends sowles,’ was given 8s. 4d., and
a black gown worth 8s. The enormous
amount thus expended can be better
realized when we are told that the
eggs cost but about three farthings a
-dozen, milk a penny a gallon, a quarter

lings, a sheep less than two shillings,
and a pig three pence. Red wine was
ten pence a gallon, ale less than two
pence a gallon, and beer a half-penny
a gallon. A horse’s hire for the day
was four pence, a barber's three pence,
a labourer’s from one penny upwards,
and a butcher’s five pence. The fee of
six shillings and eight pence to a priest
for one mass was therefore no small
sum. Compare these prices with pre-
sent prices, and the immense expense
is at once apparent.

With this feast the funeral obser-
vances came to an end. The friends
and dependents of the late squire,
having expressed their respect for him
and sympathy for his family by their
presence, and by their participation in
the good things so lavishly provided,
departed to their several homes, and
the monks were left to their old quiet
dreamy life. It would seem, however,
that the family felt that they had ex-
hausted themselves by the extravagant
display, for many years passed and the
tomb was still untinished. Nine years
after the prior complained of the cloth
that lay over the grave as torn and
rotten, and ‘not worth two pence,’
and in 1478, Dame Paston writing to
her son, spoke of the great shame it
was that no gravestone had been
erected. So also said the people
throughout the whole country side,
and yet the monument they would
have raised, would have been of little
use, for among the first of the monas-
teries dissolved by Henry the Eighth,
was the Priory of Bromholm, and now
a few ruined walls alone remain to

part in life and have passed away.
The breaking waves chant the same
song as of old—that is all, the masses
and the monks have gone, the candles
and the incense burn no more, and
amid the dead grandeur in quiet and
peace, rests all that is left of John
Paston.
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BY E. . K.

é WOMAN with a gentle face,

And hair as white as snow,
Sat silent by a glowing fire,
Thinking of long ago.

The dusk had gathered, 'twas the time
T’wixt afternoon and night ;
The room would have seemed dark and drear

Save for the fire’s light.

And as she thought, she seemed to see
A shining light to grow;

And in its midst she saw herself

Just fifty years ago.

And as she gazed, she sighed and thought
How changed her face was now ;

Her glorious golden hair was white,

And lined with care her brow.

How careless was her spirit then,
Her youthful heart how light ;
What compliments were paid to her
That well remembered night.

How proud her parents seemed to be
To know it was their child

‘Whose face was fairest in the room,
On whom the noblest smiled.

One voice alone she still doth hear

In accents soft and low ;

Which took her maiden heart by storm
Just fifty years ago.

T'was Allan’s, pleading for her love ;
She could not well say *“no ;"

So she became his happy bride

Just fifty years ago.

And then the vision died away,

And dark became the room,

The fire secmed struggling faintly now
To chase away the gloom.
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But soon a figure came in sight

With feeble step and slow ;

Who would have thought it was the lad
Of fifty years ago!

Yet it was Allan, aged grown,

His hair, too, white as snow ;

How straight and stalwart was the youth
Of fifty years ago.

And o’er his wrinkled brow there shone
A kind, benignant light,

As eagerly was told to him,

The vision of the night.
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He heard it all and then a smile
O’er his old face did glow :

He whispered you're more lovely now

Than fifty years ago.

THE PROSPECTS OF THE LIBERAL PARTY.

BY A LIBERAL.

HE Session of 1831 is over, and
one is reminded by the figures
that the present House of Commons
has but two sessions more to live. It
is not then too early to begin to fore-
cast the future, with a view to prog-
nosticating the political complexion of
the next House—the question being
whether the Liberal party can win
back the suffrages of the electors which
they lost in 1878.
is that, in my opinion, they cannot,
unless they will be guided by the stern
logic of facts, and leave the abstract
discussion about free trade and protec
tion to those impracticable doctrinaires
out of whose hands it never should
bave been taken.
To discuss intelligibly the present
position and prospects of the Liberal
party, it is necessary to go back to

|
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1877 and 1878, when they were in
power, supported by a large majority
of the members of the House. The
Liberal leaders at that time committed
a great, and Ifear an irretrievable,
blunder. Weoften read that ‘ablunder

! is worse than a crime,” and that the
© saying is true politically was never

. better illustrated than in recent Cana-
* dian history.

My answer to this 1

The Government of Mr. Mackenzie,

. in those years, had a golden opportun-

ity which, in their obstinate adhesion
to a supposed principle, they blindly
threw away ; and the consequences are
that they have lost power and place,
that the country has the claws of a
protective tariffsecurely fastened upon
it, and that the authors of the old Pa-
cific Scandal have been enabled to per-

i petrate a new Pacific Scandal, com-
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pared with which the old onecompletely
pales its ineffectual fires.

Let us look back at that time for a
moment.

There had been several years of
hard times ; there had been a series of
annoying deficits in the budgets; there
had been a good deal of interference
with the regular business of our ma-
nufacturers caused by the large im-
portations from the United States,
the Government had raised the du-
ties on manufactured articles two-and-
a-half per cent.; there was a very
general demand for a further increase
of the duties; there were many of
their own most influential supporters
who urgently pressed for an increase
in certain branches of manufacture
which were clearly suffering from the
‘slaughtering ;’ and the Government
themselves were serivusly thinking of
making the increase. They wanted
more revenue badly. They could have
had it by raising the tariff another
two-and-a-half per cent., or more, on
some articles, without violating any
principle of political economy, and
without departing from the precedent
lid down by themselves but a short
t'me before.

If the Opposition had declared such a
Policy to be the entering of the thin
edge of the wedgeof Protection, as they
had done before, Mr. Cartwright could
have answered with the most perfect
truth, ‘ Not atall, gentlemen. 1 am by
principle a free trader, but I must have
80 much revenue ; and I think the peo-
ple of Canada would prefer to pay their
taxes in such a way, that in paying
them they may give incidental protec-
tion to their fellow countrymen en-
gaged in manufacturing industries.’
He might have said : ¢1 want to have
as few restrictions upon trade as pos-
sible, but the people are not prepared
for direct taxation, nor do they want
a principal part of the taxation to be
levied upon their tea, sugar, coffee,
and other things, which must in any
case be imported ; I can’t get any more
out of whiskey and tobacco ; T must
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have the money, and therefore I will
raise it from these other imports.’

He might have left their raw mate-
rial free to manufacturers, and they
would have been better satisfied than
they are to-day. He might have left
coal free to tens of thousands in On-
tario, who are cursing the coal tax to-
day. He might have left flour free, to
the great relief of the Maritime Pro-
vinces ; and he might have omitted
all, or almost all, the unpopular and
oppressive incidents of the ¢ National

i Policy’ tariff, whichowe their existence

~ to its having been framed as a purely

protective one. 'Why did he not do so
I suppose Mr. Mackenzie and others
thought they would be violating some
principle if they did, and that they
chose to go down into the cold shade
of opposition, rather than appear to
give way to what they must have con-
sidered to be a baseless clamour. The
result was what many of us expected.
During the contest, the Reformers
generally adhered to their party lead-

i ers, and those who saw the blunder

they had been guilty of on the tariff
question, preferred to remain silent
upon it rather than do anything to
bring back the unrepentant Pacific
Scandal Minister to power. But the
demand for some mensure of protection
was too strong, and too many were
willing to overlook the old delinquen-
cies of the Tories, for the sake of get-
ting that protection which our party
had, upon principle, denied them. The
people, in short, overlooked the crime
of one party in order to punish the
blunder of the other.

And that blunder has been, unfor-
tunately, persisted in from month to
month and from year to year, so that
the Lileral leaders have been under
the necessity of appearing to rejoice
at every supposed evidence of a lack
of prosperity, and to belittle and dis-
pute every indication of the return of
good times. They had to argue with
one breath that the National Policy,
inasmuch as it was a protective tariff,
would destroy the revenue from the
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customs, and with the mext that, as
the duties were not prohibitory, it was
a protective tariff that would not pro-
tect.

And whilst the revenue has largely
increased, and the former deficits have
been changed into surpluses, we have

tures of various kinds. Nor have the
prices to the consumer, except in cer-
tain lines, increased so largely as to
yive rise to any considerable discon-
tent. So that Mr. Cartwright, when
he thinks of these facts, must say with-
in himself, All these things are against
me. Until hard times come again, I
shall have no chance of getting the
people to listen to me.’

What a position for a politician or
a statesman to be placed in !

It could have been nothing else but
the attitude of the Reformers on this
tariff question, for the last three years,
and at the present time, that saved the
Government and the Syndicate during
the recent Session of Parliament.

There can be no doubt, I think, that
the great majority of the people, and
probably a majority of their represent-
atives in Parliament, really disap-
proved of the terms of the Con-
tract, especially after the proposal of
the Howland Syndicate; and under
other circumstances, they would never
have supported Sir John as they did.
But they reasoned in this way—Sir
John is committed to this Contract, he
must stand or fall by it, if we turn him
out, the Grits must come in, and then
they will reverse the National Policy,
and turn the affairs of the country up-
side down.

This was the true reason why so
many Conservative members were pre-
pared to vote for so monstrous a sacri-
fice of the interests of their country,
and why they braved the indignation
- of the people as they did.

And they may make use of the
same argument when the next contest
before the people comes on.. The
people will be disposed to condemn
the conduct of the present Govern-
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ment in forcing through the contract
with the St. Paul Syndicate. Beyond
all doubt, they will. But the To-
ries will say, ¢ If you put us out the
Grits will come in, and where will
your protection be? Are they not

i pledged to reverse the National Policy
geen a great impetus given to manufac- -

at the first opportunity ¥ And will
you allow your manufacturing indus-

. tries to be crushed ; the Pacific Rail-

way to be abandoned, or indefinitely
postponed, and everything to be put
into confusion merely for the sake of
punishing us for what is past and for
what cannot be undone %’

To such an appeal there can only
be one response, and therefore I say
that, to my mind, it is perfectly clear

. that, unless the Liberal party changes
+ its platform on the tariff question very
i considerably, it will be beaten at the

next election.

Those who have followed me thus
far, may ask what changes I would
suggest in the platform of the Liberal
party on this question. The changes
I have to suggest are all founded up-
on this, that the true fiscal policy for
Canada is—a REVENUE TARIFF, So ad-
justed as to give INCIDENTAL PROTEC-
TION.

A certain large sum must be raised
every year from the customs and ex-
cise duties, for no one seriously urges
the imposition of direct taxation. Cer-
tain articles of general consumption
can be advantageously produced in the
country and certain others cannot.

Suppose we were a purely agricul-
tural people, and had no manufactures
whatever, but imported everything
that we used except the actual pro-
duce of the field, forest and stream. If
such were our condition, we might as
well pay our taxes on one class of im-
ports as-another. Some things must
be rendered dearer to the consumers
in order that a revenue may be raised.
Well then, would it be economical
folly for & Finance Minister to lay the
highest taxes on such imported arti-
cles that a few simple manufactures
would be encouraged into life? I
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think the most rabid free-trader would
not say that.

I am neither a manufacturer nor a
protectionist; but I have no objection
to paying a portion of my share of
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" 0 as to afford incidental protection,
~ it should be the aim of the minister to
i leave the manufacturers’ raw material

the taxation of the general govern-
ment every time I buy a suit of

clothes, merely because thereby woollen

sisted. That this latter is the inciden-
tal result does not injure me, and I
might as well pay in that way as on
tea or sugar, which cannot be produced
here.

Again, if it was politic to levy 17}
per cent. on certain manufactured ar-
ticles of import, as Mr. Cartwright in-
sisted in 1874 ; is there any charm in
that particular number, or any rela-
tion between that particular number
and the divine fitness of things?

If one is constructing a calendar,
he must provide for exactly 365 days
in a year and 366 in leap-year ; or, if
one is making a glove, he must ordi-
narily provide four fingers and a
thumb, but if 174 per cent. was nota
base pandering to protectionist cla-
mour in 1874, why should 20 per
cent., or 25 per cent., of necessity be
wrong in 1877 and 1878, when more
revenue was needed to meet current
expenditure, and some old established
industries were languishing for want
of it}

In levying our tariff, I think the
geographical relations of the different
Provinces should be taken into ac-
count. The other Provinces should
not be specially taxed for the benefit of
an industry, which can only flourish
in one Province. Therefore I think it
will be not only a popular, but astates-
manlike policy, to advocate the aboli-
tion of the coal tax, which bears hardly
upon Ontario, and the flour tax which
bears hardly upon the Maritime Pro-
vinces. Coal and flour, it should be
remembered, are hoth necessaries of
- life to the poor, and a wise policy
would leave them untaxed on that
account if possible.

Again, in adjusting a revenue tariff

as free as possible.  Of course what is
raw material to one manufacturer
may be the manufactured product of
another, and in such cases there should

; be a gradation of duties, so as not to
manufactures are encouraged and as-

press unduly on any one industry, and
to give some assistance to all.

Duties which are purely protective,
and which are higher than the neces-
sities of the revenue call for, should be
reduced. And in deciding what indus-
tries should be thus incidentally pro-
tected, regard should be had to the
suitability or otherwise of each parti-
cular industry to the natural and geo-
graphical capabilities of the country.

Starting with a few such general

t principles, let me indicate briefly the

outline of a tariff policy, which in my
humble judgment is the true policy for
Canada, and the only one with which
the Opposition can expect to achieve
success at the next Dominion Elec-
tions.

Restore coal and flour to the free
list.

Restore pig-iron to the free list (at
least until there are signs of the
establishment of some more blast fur-
naces. At present the duty on pig
iron is a heavy tax upon the manufac-
turers, and Ido not know of more than
one place in the Dominion where it is
made).

Decrease the heavy duties upon cer-
tain lines of imports, which are not '
needed for protection, and now only
enable rings to rob the people by un-
Jjust combination.

But in other matters leave the pre-
sent tariff very much as it is, when-
ever that can be done consistent] y
with the cardinal principle of ‘a reve-
nue tariff adjusted to give incidental
protection.’

In such an adjustment it should
be borne in mind, that not all indus-
tries are the proper subjects of protec-
tion. We are told that protection is
needed for certain industries, because
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without it the products of those indus-
tries can be imported so cheaply, that
the native manufacturer cannot al first
compete with the foreign, but may be
enabled eventually to do so. Take axes
for instance. If they had been always
on the free list, there might be no axes
made in Canada to-day, whereas it is
likely that, even without the duty, we

would now be making most of our .

own axes. But can the agricultural
industries be crushed out by foreign
importations? Did our farmers cease
to till their fields and reap their har-
vests when there wasno dutyon grain?
Will apples and strawberries cease to
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from such a tariff as ours is. There-
fore, he has to raise his revenue in
other ways, and partly by direct tax-
ation, so that we may be as good
theoretical free-traders here as they
are in England, and yet be unable to
follow in their footsteps very closely,
at least for many years.

Some such policy as I have indi-
cated would, I believe, have to be
adopted by Mr. Cartwright if he were
appointed Finance Minister to-mor-
row. He could not go back to the old
tariff of 1878 if he wanted to, because

. he must have all, or nearly all, the
" revenue produced by the present

grow if they are put on the free list .

again?
An import duty on the necessaries

tariff to carry on the Government, and
to fulfil the enormous obligations now

. resting on the country.

of life is an unfortunate one, because .
in time of plenty it does not benefit -
* boldly, and tell the people what their

the farmers ; whilstin times of scarce-
ness it is positively unjust to the poor.
It was in securing the abolition of the
Corn Laws that the free-traders of
England achieved their great victory,
and, so far as provisions go, we would
do well to follow their example here.
But when we try to imitate them in
other matters we are very apt to for-
get the essential difference in the in-
dustrial conditions of the two coun-
tries. )
The English manufacturing indus-
tries are now so strong that they do
not require protection any longer ;
and the Chancellor of the Exchequer

If this is true, surely the best policy
for the Liberals to adopt is to come out

policy will be.
Such a policy as I have very roughly
outlined would be popular with the

. farmers, with the importers, with the

coal consumers of Ontario, with the
flour consumers of the Maritime Pro-
vinces, and with consumers generally ;
whilst it would please the manufac-
turers just as well to have less pro-
tection if they could get their raw
material more cheaply.

It remains to be seen whether the
Libeval Leaders will have the wisdom
to catch the popular breeze, and to

© turn it in the right direction.
would get very little revenue indeed -

CARLYLE

(Buried in the place of his birth, February, 1881.)

BY GARET NOEL.

BACK unto thy childhood’s meadows

They have borne thee, mute, unheeding,
Prophet heart, that midst life’s shadows
Spoke the truth with earnest pleading:
Ouce men feared thy scorn of error,
Now the meanest knows no terror.
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Dead, they say no trace remaineth

Of the power that thrilled our labours ;
Him no more our weakness paineth,

He is quiet like his neighbours :

Hast thou not a word of scorning

That will shame their idle mourning 1

Dead, like common weak hearts, creeping
From the world as some disaster,

Folded hands and quiet sleeping,

Will that suit thee, fiery master ?

Can that rugged heart no longer

Teach us truth and make us stronger ?

Can it be the voice is ended

That rang out in early morning,

When we sat with bright dreams blended,
Like a clarion note of warning?

¢ Rouse thee, on such sloth is madness,
Work is thine and human sadness.’

Can it be his heart grew weary,

In the end, of hotly beating

’Gainst the baser lives and dreary

That we labour in completing ?

That the brave eyes missed the yearning
"Neath our ontward falseness burning ?

Not so, on, his voice is calling

From the heights far on before thee,
Where the purer light is falling

And the shadows melt in glory :—
There the true for which he panted
Leads him on through realms enchanted.

On, he is not dead nor sleeping ;

He has dropp’d but human weakness ;

Age that held him in its keeping,

Grief that taught the proud heart meekness;
And his feet are strong for running.

He hath finish’d life’s atoning.

But we dumbly stand and palter
Where he passed in swift pursuing;
And our footsteps shrink and falter
From his path of earnest doing.

Let us rise from idle dreaming ;
Learn his scorn of outward seeming.

Let us wake, ’tis we who slumber,

And our dreams oft hold us downward,
Turn like him from things that cumber,
And with braver hearts press onward ;
Till we grasp him through the stillness
Walking free from human illness.
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SIR EUSTACE DE RIBEAUMONT.

A BALLAD FROM FROISSART.

[In the year 1348, during a truce between the English and French, and while the f?rm.er
were withdrawn from the Continent, an' attempt was made to procure the surrender of Calais,
Sir Amory de Valence, the English Governor, having feigned acceptance of the offered bribe,

sent word to King Edward who equipped a small expedition, which sailed under Sir Walter
Manny in time to reach Calais secretly on the appointed da;

The French, who marched from St. Omer, were admitted ﬁy the Governor, but were at once
tacked by Sir Walter Manny, under whom the King served as a private knight. The inter-

locutor in the following ballad is Sir Eustace de Ribeaumont who relates the incidents of the
French defeat.]

HE little town was very dull,
Slowly the weeks slipped by
Without a sign upon the earth
Or omen in the sky ;
I ween it was a twelvemonth since
I raised my battle-cry.

The little town of St. Omer
The truce had left to France,

And many an archer harboured there
And many a sturdy lance,

And many a knight who fretted for
The order to advance.

There was no noise of champing bit,
No ring of metalled heel,

No sound of clarion in the ear
No rasp of sharp’ning steel —

The hilt grew stranger to the grasp
It once was wont to feel.

You heard the tinkling sacring bell
Pass down the noontide street,
Or marked the dog turn out and bay

The noisy peasant’s feet ;
Beyond the wall, across the stream,
You heard the yearlings bliat.

* * *

The key of France is Calais town,
And bitter shame it were

That England’s King that golden key
Should at his girdle bear

And, like a jailor, turn the lock
On all our kingdom fair.

This truce,—od’s malison upon
The men who swore it through !—
How say you friends, is't binding now
On either me or you?
And may we not be false to that
Yet to our country true ?
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Then came a post from Calais town
. And strange word did he bring.
That Amory de Valence holds
His oath a slender thing,
And names the price that tempteth him
E'en to betray his king.

I ween it is a sorry act
To grasp a traitor’s hand ;—
But there are other things as hard
For men to understand ;
And good and evil in this world

Are tied up in one band.
* * * *

Unbar your gate, Sir Awmeory,
Let your porteullis down !

Within this bag the price is laid,—
1t lacketh not a crown

Of the round sum you bargained for,
The price of Calais town.

Cnbar the gate, Sir Amory !
The sea fog gathers chill,
It tarnishes our armour plate
’ It clings to blade and bill.
St. Denis !—is the knave distraught
To keep us waiting still ?

Sir Amory undid the gate
With cautious hand and slow,
A moment poised the heavy bag
Then it aside did throw ;
< We'll count the tale at break of day’
He said, in accents low.

With that he steppéd on one side
As if togive us way ;

We heard a whistle, long and shrill,
I saw a glimmer, gray

And rough with point of pike and spear
That right before us lay.

<0 welcome, welcome ! sons of France !
Right welcome are you here,
Although you thought to buy too cheap
A town we hold so dear !
Full many a leagne of sea we’ve crossed
To mend your Christmas cheer.

“ A Manny to the rescue,—ho !’
—Then did we know right well
That silver crowns no more availed,
They were as weak a spell
To buy the gates of Calais town
As pave a road from hell !

But steel may win where silver fails,
And ’tis the fairer way ;—

We told down drops of blood for gold
Until the east was gray ;

*Twixt inner wall and barbican
The tide of fight did sway.
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And three times in the hurtling press
I met the self-same knight,

Whose manhood shone o’er all the rest
With far exceeding might ;

And once 1 struck him to his knee

——Then lost him in the night.

Pledge we a cup to all brave knights
Whether they lose or win !

Though we banged sore the city gates
In nowise got we in.

And in the early morning light
Qur scattered ranks showed thin.

When one has fought from dirk midnight

Until the rising day,

And half one’s blood and all one’s strength

Have slowly oozed away,—
I trow it is no shame one’s sword
Upon the ground to lay.

I yielded mine to that same knight
With whom I thrice had fought ;

Right frankly as a brother would
My hand in his he caught

‘I wis’ said he, ‘ thou art a man

Made after my own thought
* % % %

A hall, a hall ! the feast is done,
The knights come flocking in,
The minstrels to the right and left

Keep up their merry din
As the king’s jester marshals them
With courtly jape and grin.

In a fair weed of seemly silk
The king himself appears,

His face does wear the trenching marks
Of troublous warlike years :

Each wrinkle on his brow cost France
A wealth of blood and tears.

Yet does he smooth his face to me
While thus he smiling says,
¢ Sir Eustace, no such knight as thou
’'ve met these many days,
And I am bent thy hardihood
Shall have deservéd praise.

¢ Wear thou this chaplet of fair pearls
Which from my brow I take ;
But pledge me first thy knightly word,
For English Edward’s sake
To all who ask its history
A true accompt thow’ll make !’

With gifts of price he sent me thence
Honored and ransom-free ;

It was a happy stroke of mine
That brought him to his knee,

And brought me out of Calais town
With these fair pearls ye sce ! F.

R.
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ROUND THE TABLE.

REJOINDER TO A. B. C. \

b otirely in her oumn words, to begin with,

I AM most happy to afford A. B. C.

all the light I can on the subject of
Mrs. Oliphant’s story, referred to by
me in a former number. Igave the story,
ecactly as I got it, from a friend, now
far distant, who had read the article in
Fraser's Magazine,
the Magazine myself, as I would rather
in any such case give the ipsissima verba,
hut not being able to do so, I gave it as

it was told to me, relying on my friend's |

intelligence and accuracy. Moreover,
we are supposed to be ‘round the table’
here,—not in a witness box,—and may
venture, as people habitually do round
the mahogany, to tell a story on hearsay
evidence, subject, of course, to the cor-
rection of our better informed friends ;
especially if it is told notin proof of any-
thing, but simply as an illustration of
what we frequently see in everyday life.

The only material difference between
my version of the story, and what I have !
no doubt is the correct one, given by ‘A. |
B. C.,’is, that mine had lost (instead of
gaining) by transmission, the fact, which
I quite admit to be an important fact,—
that the ‘ boarders’ in question were pu-
pils in the first place. How this fact

happened to escape my friend’s memory
1 don’t know, but I am certa’'n at least |
that it was not owing to animus. Cer-
tainly T understood that Mrs. Oliphant
laid stress on the fact that the wife’sla-
bour made a very important factor in the |
accruing income, —as indeed it must do,
even in the case of pupil boarders,—
though in that case, of course, only as a
supplement to the husband’s labours.
It would have been more satisfactory
if A B.C. had quoted the reference |
entire from Mrs. Oliphant’s article, as

he evidently could have done. I should

1
|

have much preferred givin the story en-

had 1t been in my power to do so. So
much for the chivalrous insinuation of
¢ resoiting to devices, &c. ! I think the
guests * at the table’ should not forget

i the ordinary amenities of social life, or

' the good old motto ‘honi soit qui mal y
I tried to procure |

pense.’” As to the uestion how far the
co-operation of a wife is necessary in
making it profitable to take even pupil
boarders, I happen to know a case in
which a husband, who had made consid-
erable preparation to receive pupils, was
obliged to abandon the project because
his wife’s health failed, and it ran away
with too much of the profits to employ
an efficient housekeeper. In such a case,
is a wife the business partner of her
husband, or is she not? If she is—is it
not a little out of place for him to talk
of his ¢ buying her a pair of gloves !’

As to the point of the story and its
relevancy to the question, I must leave
“A.B. C. to settle that with Mrs, Oli-
phant if he likes. She does not usually
write nonsense,—and it is at least open
to conjecture, that it is A.B. C. who may
be mistaken as to what the story *con-
tains.” Had he given us the whole con-
text, we could have better judged ; for

| disjointed quotations are notoriously

misleading. As I take it, she simply
told the story—as I did—in illustration
of a very common masculine trait,—the
underrating by men of the work of wo-
men for objects in which both are con-
cerned. It is probably a ‘survival’ of
the contemptuous estimate of women
held in barbarous times and still held
among barbarous tribes; the traces of
which, even under the combined influ-
ence of Christianity and civilization,
have not yet wholly disappeared.
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The English Poets. Edited by THoMAs
H. Warp, M. A. [Third notice. Vol.
2, Ben Jonson to Dryvden.] London
& New York : Macmillan & Co. ; To-
ronto : Willing & Williamson.

ArrHoucH Donne, with whose works
-the first volume of these Selections end-
ed, was born in the same year as Ben
Jonson, and died a few years before the

great dramatist, we cannot but consider

that their places should have been re-
versed. Ben Jonson, in his old age,
presents to us just such a colossal figure,
grand in its pride of classic isolation, as
befits the close of a great period. On
all sides he shows the living bands that
connect him with the brotherhood of
Elizabethan dramatists and poets. In
his strength and in his weakness, alike
in his highest moments and in his low-
est levels, he is one of them ;—the pa-
rent of Captain Bobadil could not but
be of kin to his ‘ beloved Master,” the
creator of Ancient Pistol. How differ-
ent are the characteristics we find in the
poetry, nay in even the life, of Donne !
The full, surging tide of human action
no longer wells up, irrepressible, in dra-
matic representations ; a smaller, and
more courtly spirit deals in less exalt-
ed strains, and Donne, the fit inaugura-
tor of a transition school of poetry finds
his external life cast in the narrow circle
of the Anglican priesthood instead of
burgeoning out among the robust sur-
roundings which Ben Jonson enjoyed to
the last. We do not wish to disparage

Donne, who in many respects was vastly

superior to the crowd of feeble imitators
who followed him, but his decper ear-
nestness was in no small degree due to

company, any more than Carew, Suckling
or Lovelace can claim to rank with the
man who wrote Sigh no more, ladies,’
because of the few admirable love songs
they have left tous. The distinction in
both cases is complete. The Elizabeth-
an poets indulged in affectations, in hu-
mours and quips ; they also interspersed
throughout their works some of the
most exquisite lyrics in our tongue.
But neither this beauty nor this blem-
ish formed their chief claim to attention.
They have purchased the love and grati-
tude of succeeding ages by a vast mass
of work, mainly dramatic, which dis-
plays the most consummate knowledge
of human nature, and the most varied
command of those metrical forms in
which such knowledge is best exhibited.
1t speaks volumes for the true greatness
of such work, when we reflect how small
a portion of the pleasure we derive from
it is attributable to the occasional songs
it contains. Gloriously beantiful as are
the songs in Shakespeare’s plays, their
entire removal would make no appreci-
able difference in the estimate we form
of him as a poet.

To such men succeeded a race of poets
who very successfully imitated and even
occasionally exceeded the exaggerated
and affected style into which the Eliza-
bethan had ever been too ready to slip,
and who (to their honour be it said) al-
so caught up the strain of lyric sweet-
ness and power which was 80 soon to
become a lost note among the woods
and copses of fair England. In these
two points of similarity alone lies the
connection between the school of the

. early Stuarts and that of their predeces-

. 8SOrs.

his greater proximity to the school of -

poets which he was the first to leave.
In the guaintness of his conceits, in the
distance from which his metaphors.and
allusions are often brought, and in the

curious involution of his thought, Donne

is not unfrequently tobe paralleled by his
immediate predecessors. But he cannot
upon this score claim to belong to their

With a blindness that seems to
our eyes infatuation, their contemporar-
ies exalted them to the highest rank and
crediled them with having improved
and carried forward a literature, of
which, as we have seen, they were in-
capable of assimilating more than a
structural blemish and an accidental or-
nament. Much as we may and must ad-
mire Herrick and Herbert, and the
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others we have named above, it is im-
possible to refrain from asking ourselves
where are the great, the really impor-
tant works, which they produced, and
how much would be left for their fame
to rest upon if we put on one side a
number of their songs equal to those we
have just supposed might be removed
from Shakespeare’s pages without shak-
ing his position !

Ben Jonson having written more oc-
casional and non-dramatic poems than
any other of his fellows, it was to him
that the succeeding generation of poets
more closely allied themselves. So nar-
rowly did they scan his verses that their
imitations at times put on all the ap-
pearance of plagiarisms. The last verse
of Charis’ Triumph, commencing with
the exquisite lines

‘ Have you seen but a bright lily grow

Before rude hands have touched it.?

Have you marked but the fall of the snow
Before the soil hath smutch'd it ?”

appears to havebeen an especial favourite
with Ben Jonson’s poetic progeny, as the
Cavalier Wits were proud to dub them-
selves. Sir John Suckling (in a selec-
tion quoted at p. 179) contents himself
with copying the form while reversing
the idea :

¢ Hast thou seen the down in the air
‘When wanton blasts have tossed it ?
Or the ship on the sea

When ruder winds have crossed it ? &c.

but Thomas Carew (at p. 122) coolly ap-
propriates the original thought down to
the veriest detail of its imagery, and
seeks to hide the theft by changing the
metre !

The poetry of the dramatists had been
distinctly devoid of any religious ele-
ment, the province of human action
seemed to absorb even their vast power
and grasp of mind. No doubt this is
in part attributable to the fact that the
machinery of the drama, in the hands
of a master, does not lend itself at all to
didactic teaching, But there appears
to be more in it than can be thus ex-
plained, when we reflect that the Shake-
speare, whose plays we ransack in vain
for evidence that his sympathies were
with Catholic or Protestant, also used
the sonnet, the form of which is peculi-
arly adapted to that introspective ana-

lysis which so surely discloses the inner.

thoughts of the heart when it is allowed
its full scope. The general explanation
is that England was imbued with the
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hearty paganism of the Renaissance,
which took a firmer hold upon the na-
tional mind than it would otherwise
have done, owing to the unsettlement of
opinion during the slow and vacillating
overthrow of the State religion. Dur-
ing Elizabeth’s reign we must turn to
the persecuted Jesuit, Southwell. if we
are in search of distinctively religious
poetry, but as the curtain falls upon the
last of the great dramatists we are con-
scious of a national movement which, in
the literary no less than in the political
world, tends towards the subordination
of earthly things to a heavenly polity.
Many of the poets became clergymen af-
ter having been courtly wits, and they
devoted their art to that new service in
much the same spirit as that in which
Loyola laid his stained earthly feelings
of chivalry at the feet of a Lady purer
than any for whom Roland had laid lance
m rest.

The newly-created English Church
was making, under the auspices of Laud,
the first of those desperate struggles to
lay hold of Catholicity and an unbroken
antiquity, which have since then almost
periodically convulsed her frame, and
the fervour of which has brought to the
front whatever poetic afflatus breathed
within her fold upon the lips of a Her-
bert or a Keble. In the former we find
child-like simplicity mixed with passages
of great force, which must have owed
their power to severe conflicts of inward
emotion. No man could have written
¢ The Collar’ (p. 200), who had not ex-
perieniced an inward revolt against the
constraints of a morally well-regulated
life with all its petty galling annoyances.

{n some thirty broken lines of mar-
vellous power, the poet declares his free-
dom and his determination to enjoy it ;
..*There is fruit, and thou hast hands.’
He encourages himself to ‘recover all
his sigh-blown age on double pleasures,’
and desperately exclaims :
¢Call in thy death’s-head there, tie up thy

fears !

He that forbears

To suit and serve his need,

Desgerves his load.’

Then comes the soft answer to all chis
wrath: —

6
But a¢ I rav'd, andJgrew more fierce and
wild
At every word,
Methought I heard one calling, “ child” !
And I reply’d, *“My Lord™!" ~
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Whither, Herrick, Herbert, Sandys, ®

Crashaw and Vaughan represent the
right wing of this movement towards an
alliance between poetry and religion,the
wing that pointed in the direction of pre-
scriptive authorityembodied in an Angli-
can or Roman Catholic hierarchy. The
corresponding wing which led to inde-
pendent thought in matters of Church
and State is represented practically by

Milton alone ; but one book of his great |

poem far outweighs the religious verse
of the others put together.
propose to touch upon the vast subject
of Milton here,—he alone formed the
school of Puritanic poetry, and it died

out with him, for we cannot count for !

much the weak echo afforded by Mar-
vell, his ‘satellite, paler yet bright,” as
Professor Goldwin Smith aptly describes
him in his biographical notice attached
to the selections from his works.

Space will not allow us to devote
much attention to the poems of Cowley
and of Waller, and in our opinion they
do not merit much. We cannot help
thinking that Cowley wrote with very
great ease, and cordially agree with Mr.
Ward’s opinion that he is now ‘unread
and unreadable.” Pope himself asked
‘who reads Cowley !’ a question which

two lines in the poem, ¢ On the Death of ! f
P ) 4 i tract from a volume which we commend

. to all lovers of poetry :

Myr. Crashaw,” enables us to answer.
Pope read him at any rate :

* His faith perhaps in some nice tenets might
Be wrong ; his life, I'm sure, was in the
right.’
These verses have a familiar sound to
students of Pope, which can hardly be
accidental. The searcher for designed
or undesigned coincidences will also note
down the parallelism between a well-
known hymn and the following lines
from Dryden’s ¢ Hind and the Panther’ ;

‘ The gospel sound diffused from pole to pole
Where winds can carry and where waves
can roll.’

While on the subject of Dryden, we no"
tice that Mr. A. W. Ward quotes Word-
worth’s remark that his works do not
contain a single image from Nature. The
criticism was perhaps a hardy one, but
the Editor might have noticed that it
was originated by an earlier critic, no
less a man than Dryden himself, who, in
one of his prologues, declares that he
finds :

‘ Passion too fierce to be in fetters bound
And Nature flies hini like enchanted ground.’

We do not |
i over-leaf ; both were mere contrivances
| to prevent bad readers from stumbling.
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There are several errors in this volume
we should like to see corrected. ¢ Ere’
and * e’er’ are doubly confounded at pp.
84 & 187. At p. 101 the putting a capi-
tal letter to the word ‘ master’ spoils the
sense of Wither’s hymn. Throughout,
the Editor has no fixed rule to go by in
notingtriplets, they are sometimes brack-
etted and sometimes not. Surely this-

I disfiguring mark is no longer needed and

should be dismissed to follow the old
custom of printing at the foot of the
page the first word you will come to

The Consolation, « Poem: By GEORGE
GERRARD. Toronto : Hunter, Rose &
Co.;1881.

Among the many poetical productions

which have marked the present period

of returning prosperity, the handsome
volume before us is one of the best.
It treats of some of the most serious and
momentous topics ; but it is written ina
style of sustained power, and has a

i freshness that imparts interest even to
. metaphysics.
; deserves the thanks of all interested in

The writer of such a book

our National literatimwe. We regret that
space only allows us to give a scanty ex-

* When some fond mother sees upon her breast
The first-born infant quietly at rest,
W}}gt happy thoughts fleet inward as she
ies,
And oft escape half formed, in geutle sighs ;
She thinks not of the past, for he has none,
On future years alone does sweetest fancy
run.’

© Studies in the Mountain Instruction, by

GEORGE DaNA BoarpMAN. New York :
D. Appleton & Co. ; Toronto : Hart &
Rawlinson.

As its title indicates this work is an

exposition of the Sermon on the Mount

by the learned pastor of the First Bap-
tist Church of Philadelphia. He takes

! as his central idea the words of the Mas-

ter : ‘ Be ye perfect even as your heaven-
ly Father is perfect,” and shews that
Jesus Christ came to save men from the
evil in and around them and raise them
to God’s standard of moral perfection.
This standard is presented in the Sermon
on the Mount. In so far asits teaching
is appropriated and carried out in this
life will men be perfect and redemption
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complete. He regards it as a system of
the noblest philosophy or of Christian
ethics, containing principles worthy of
being made the foundation of all true
society and, with a deep reverence for
the authority of the Great Teacher, the
author proceeds to explain and illustrate
those principles in their relation to, and
practical bearing upon, the lives of men.
Though from time to time Mr. Board-
nman gives utterance to opinions and in-
terpretations with which all may not
agree, yet the work as a whole may be

| read and studied with profit.

LITERARY NOTES.

The ex-
position was first given as a course of
lectures, fourteen in number, treating of
Christ’s teaching concerning blessedness,
the church, fulfilment, reconciliation,
asceticism, words, perfection, worship,
prayer, wealth, sonship, society and
character. One cannot well rise from
the perusal of these lectures without
having added something to the store of
one’s ideas bearing upon the great Moun-
tain Instruction.

LITERARY NOTES.

ESSRS. Hunter, Rose & Co.,in an-
ticipation of the early completion
of thestory in this magazine, have brought
out in book form Mr. Wilkie Collins’ new
novel, ¢ The Black Robe.” The author,
after his usual manner, which was also
that of Mr Charles Reade, constructs
his story and designs his plots with a pur-
pose—that of the present work being to
expose the subtle machinations of Jesuit-
ism and to hold up to public obloquy
priestly intrigue and the Church’s covet-
ousness. Like all of Mr. Collins’ stories,
this new one fastens itself upon the
reader’s attention, and, with the art of
which he is such a master, carries him
intently along with him to the end of
the book. This Canadian edition is pub-
lished by arrangement with the author,
and is issued uniform with his previous
novels copyrighted by the publishers.

A complete and elaborately indexed
Catalogue of the Library of the Ontario
Parliament has just been issued by the
Librarian, with the assistance of his bro-
ther, Mr. John M. Watson. The work
on every page manifests intelligence and
industry in its compilation, the classifi-

We are in receipt of the eighteenth
annual issue, for 1881, of Mr. Martin’s
The Statesman’s Year Book, a statistical
and historical summary of the various
countries of the civilized world. The
volume, we acknowledge, is of much
utility as a reference book, particularly
to him who makes acquaintance with it
for the first time. To make it a profitable
investment each year to the purchaser,
however, the revision of the several
countries should be undertaken by some
competent person in each of the localities
from whence the official returns are
drawn. This strikes us as being specially
necessary in the case of Canada, where
the information, statistical and general,
might be more ample and of later date
than appears in the work. To give the
population of the cities of the Dominion
as it was in 1871, for instance, and to
repeat this, with much of a similar kind,
every year, is not to show the most com-
mendable enterprise. The information

" under ‘Church and Education,” more-

cation and detailed enumeration of the |

contents of the library being only sur-
passed by the facilities for reference
which the catalogue affords. Mr. Wat-
son has done a special service to the stu-
dent of Canadian history in citing the
contents of the forty-six volumes of Can-
adian pamphlets, and in supplying a list
of the Canadian newspapers, from 1830
to the present time, which are among
the treasures of the Library.

over, is absurdly meagre and inconse-
quential. In many respects the book
could be improved and made of greater
value, did the compiler not rely so much,
as he seems to do, on official blue-books
and, as is often the case, on antiquated
works of reference. The space given in
the volume, annually, to the ennmera-
tion of the sources of information, we
also think, might be turned to a more
useful purpose. The publishers are Mac-
millan & Co., London and New York ;
the Canadian agents, Willing & William-
son, Toronto.



