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THE GREATER BRITAIN OF THE SOUTHERN SEAS.

The growth of the English-
speaking race during the last fifty
years, says Mr. Arthur Temple, in
his “ Making of the Empire,” has
been one of the modern-wonders
of the world. The little islands
which we call the United Kingdom

. have been overflowing and peo-
pling a continent or two. Ing-
lish, Scotch, and Irishmen have
been wandering far away

“On from island unto island at the gate-
ways of the day.”

The vast prairies of Canada, the
cities of the Indian Empire, the
mining districts of Africa, bear
witness to their energy, but their
progress in Australia is even more
remarkable, because it has been
more sudden. Small villages
have, since our Queen came to
the throne, developed into great

Vor XLIV. No. 3.

BALLARAT,
AUSTRALIA.

centres of population. Ill-paved
streets, along which bullock-wag-
gons jolted and rumbled, have
given place to stately thorough-
fares, of which Paris and Vienna
might be proud.

The advance of Australia is very
wonderful, but equally surprising
is the fact that the great island
continent should have remained
so long untrodden by white men.
With Tasmania and New Zealand
it is nearly 3,100,000 square miles
in area. Europe and Canada are
not much larger, and yet, three
hundred and fifty years ago, the
existence of this huge tract of
country was practically unknown.

To-day, Melbourne, the London
of the Antipodes has, with her
suburbs, a population of half a
million. Some of her public build-
ings are princely, and worthy of
any Old World metropolis. And
vet, when our grandfathers were
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bovs, Melbourne was unexplored
forest and scrub.

From its western extremity,
Steep Point, to its extreme eastern
point, Cape Byron, Australia is
2,500 miles long; and its breadth,
from Cape York, its northernmost
point, to its southern extremity at
Cape Wilson, is 1,000 miles. Its
entire coast line embraces a circuit
of 8,000 miles, and its arca is esti-
mated at 3,000,000 square miles.
Tts interior has been cnly partially
explored. It seems to have the
character of a table-land of moder-
ate height, studded with groups
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though these creeks and rivers are
almost innumerable, they fail to
irrigate the soil.  Only a few ex-
ceptions to this rule are found.
The climate of Australia is cx-
cecdingly hot, but dry and healthy
in such southern parts as are al-
ready colonized, where it appears
favourable to European constitu-
tions, and resembles in many par-
ticulars the climate of Spain. In
the extreme mnorth, beyond the
tropic of Capricorn, which crosses
the continent near its centre, the
heat is more oppressive, and the
absence of large streams gives al-

of small mountains, and, in the in-
terior, sometimes sinking into low,
swampy valleys; while on the
general level of the table-land it-
self are vast plains, sometimes fer-
tile, but oftener sandy, or covered
with the long stiff grass called
spinifex.

Very few of the rivers of Aus-
tralia are navigable, and in most
of them running water is only
found during a small portion of
the year. The most remarkable
peculiarity of these streams is the
suddenness with which, even when
full of water, they disappear into a
quicksand or marsh.  Thus, al-

SETLTLER’S HOME, AUSTRALIA.

most the arid climate of a desert.
In summer the mercury often rises
to 100 degrees, or even 120 de-
grees. One traveller (William
Howitt) has even stated his ex-
perience at 139 degrees.

The natives are superior in
intelligence to the Tierra del
Tucgans, and they readily adopt
European habits.  They seldom
build huts or other fixed dwell-
ings, but content themselves with
a strip of bark or a large bough
as a shelter from the wind.

Captain Cook, in 1770, dis-
covered New South Wales and
Botany Bay, which was so called
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by Sir Joseph Banks, the botanist
of the expedition, from the won-
derful display which its plants
afforded. [n 1788, the first Eng-
lish colony was established in
New South Wales, at first as a
penal settlement. The original
design of the British Government
was to make this penal station at
Botany Bay itself ; but a better
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who afterward began to settle in
the district, felt the effects in many
ways. ’
Gold has been found all over
the colonies. It was at first met
with in small pieces on the sur-
face ; as the surface supply be-
came exhausted, it was found at a
short distance down, and the dig-
gings have increased in depth as
they have decreased

AN

ABORIGINAL.

locality was found at Svdney, and
Captain Phillip was sent out with
a squadron, having on board 850
convicts and a guard of 200 men
and officers. In this convict
colony, placed as it was under the
absolute control of a governor
with almost unlimited power,
every kind of abuse and vice grew
up; and of these the free colonists,

in general richness.
At Ballarat, near
Geelong, where the
most valuable lumps
of gold have been
procured (28, 60, and
136 pounds in
weight), the shafts
are sunk to a depth
of more than 100
feet.

Among the indus-
tries which have
grown up, the raising
of sheep has the
most prominent
place. The great
sheep runs, occupy-
ing immense tracts
of land have become
a principal feature of
the country. AMerino
and other fine breeds,
imported early into
the colonies, have
increased with great
rapidity, and the sta-
tistics show the ex-
traordinary amount
of wool annually
vielded, and nearly
all exported The
recent progress of
the country has  been unin-
terrupted and rapid. The era
of speculation seems to have
nearly passed away, and the
affairs of the colonies are gradual-
ly assuming the settled aspect of
those of older States. From New
South WWales alone, the export of
wool in 1892 was £10,540,147 ;
from Victoria, £6,619,141.
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AUSTRALIAN ABORIGINESN,

The Rev. Joseph Cook thus
enumerates the elements of the
prosperity of this Greater Britain
of the Southern Seas :

Happy valleys, like that of
Rasselas, lie under the cool sun-
light as you gaze westward on
Australia from your ship, which
coasts southward now, along
gigantic coral reefs. Forests of
gray gume-trees, which shed their
outer bark, but not their foliage,
rustle in the fastnesses, where yet
roam the emu and the kangaroo.
The silver shaits of the mellow
afternoon sun fall in benediction
on hedgeless pastures and bleat-
ing flocks.

What are the organizing dates
of Australian history ? 1606, the
island discovered by the Dutch ;
1770, east coast discovered by
Captain Cook : 1788, Sydney
founded; 1837, Melbourne {found-
ed; 1851, gold discovered in Vic-
toria; 1853 transportation of con-
victs to Australia forbidden.
Around these six points crystallize
Australian years thus far.

It has pleased Almighty Provi-
dence to bring into existence in
Australia the most brilliant group
of cities in the southern hemis-
phere. Melbourne, Sydney, Ade-

laide, are incomparably the most
important municipalities south of
the equator. There is no slavery
in Australia, thank God, and not
likely to be. You find in the
three or four millions of i*s pre-
sent population the pilgrim lathers.
and mothers of the future of Aus-
tralasia. Here are as many peo-
ple as the United States had when
they broke off from the British
Empire.

What is the attitude of this
mass of human beings toward
great questions of religion and
politics ? What are the promises
and what are the perils of the re-
ligious future of Australasia ?

Among the promises, notice :

1. The quantity of the prospec-
tive population—100,000,000, at
least. There is room in Aus-
tralia and the islands near it for
200,000,000 of people. Look at
the map, and observe that .Aus-
tralia is just about equal to the
United States, excluding Alaska.
The interior of Australia is by no
means as nearly a desert as our
older geographies led us to sup-
pose.  If one will dig artesian
wells for his flocks, he can drive
them from one end to the other
of the continent, and support
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them all the while from the natural
pasturage. You remember, too,
what gold mines are in Australia.

2. The quality of the popula-
tion,—Iinglish and Scotch, and
chiefly Protestant.  Thank hea-
ven that the southern lands are
not likely to ™2 setiled by Asiatics,
but by the foremost Western peo-
ples! No doubt therc is a great
fliture before Japan and China;
but it is fortunate that Australia
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and approved institutions in edu-
cation, politics, and church life.

4. Its achievements up to the
present time in education, politics,
and religion.

My conviction is strong that
Australia is more thoroughly filled
with the best influences of British
civilization than our Pacific Slope
is with the best of American.
Australia has herself done better
things for her churches and her

CATTLE CROSSING THE DARLING RIVER.

is not to be indebted to them for
more than a fragment of its popu-
lation. It is quality that makes
nations great. The pioneers of
Australian civilization are picked
men.  The vast breadth of ocean
which separates this continental
island from Great Britain and
Europe acts as a protective tariff
with regard to the things of char-
acter. It appalls drones. Sec-
ond-rate men have rarely pluck
enough to go across this breadth
of sea.

3. Its inheritance of high ideals

schools than our Pacific Slope has
yet done for its own.

5. The freedom of the popula-
tion .from precedent, and its in-
clination and opportunity to
choose the mnewest and best
fashions in everything.

6. Its broad suffrage, and the
consequent political necessity that
it should make education and re-
ligious training general.

7. Its separation of Church and
State, and the consequent neces-
sity that the churches should de-
pend on self-help, and not on
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State help; the unity, purity and
aggressiveness this necessity will
foster.

8. Its close moral and educa-
tional, as well as political, connec-
tion with England and Scotland.

¢. Tts distance from corrupting
neighbours and the usual paths of
wars,

10. Its prospective political con-
federation.

11. Tts mobility of ranks in so-
ciety, and the consequent aspira-
tion of the masses for culture.

THE

12. Its central position and im-
mense opportunity for usefuluess
in Japan. China, and India.

Each leading city expects to be
the capital of the confederation.
Sydney, Melbourne, and Ade-
laide; and admirable cities they
are, cither of them worthy of be-
ing the capital of a great nation.
Sydney, the first one vou visit,—
Svdney, with its hundred bays:
Sydney, possessed of the finest
harbour in the southern hemis-
phere, unless it he that of Rio;
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Svdney, which is a dream of
beauty in its position by land and
sca,—is a roval child, not un-
worthy of its parentage in stalwart
emigrant populations from Eng-
land.

There was once a Botany Bay
near Sydney ; but if you go to
Australia, and speak of the popu-
lation there as being descended
from convicts, your mouth is soon
closed, not by a haughty reply
without fact behind it, but by
actual evidence. It is true that
convict families have had suc-
cessors in  Australia; but the
whole system of the transporta-
tion of convicts became a Ge-
henna.  Australia herself was
one of the foremost powers in that
combination of forces which
caused its abolition. Since 1853,
this transportation has ceased, and
that date now is a long way off.

FORD.

The population has increased
faster, in many portions of Aus-
tralia, than in any part of the Am-
erican  Union during the last
twenty vears. The result is that
the present atmosphere of society
in Syvdney reminds you of that of
Tondon. Adelaide reminds you
of Edinburgh, and Melbourne re-
minds you of Boston.

As one nation, Australians will
feel that their responsibilities are
continental.  Australasia, first or
last, will naturally draw into the
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circle of its political control most
of the islands south of the equator.
Confederation will strengthen all
the excellent tendencies of the
country, and enhance the value of
the inheritance and achievements
of the population—its frecedom,
universal sufirage, high education,
immense industrial opportunity,
political and moral example, and
separation of Church and State.
In Australasia, as I believe, are
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parative smallness of the rural
population.

2. The necessity of managing
cities under universal suffrage and
party government.

3. The absence of an aristocracy
and a leisured class, to set a high
standard in manners and social
fashions.

4. The formation of new classes
in society, especially of a lawless
and explosive lower class, a push-

A FORESNT BRIDGE.

to originate important forces
facilitating reform throughout the
East. From the centre of a popu~
lation of 100,000,000 under the
southern cross, will be shot jave-
lins of Christianity and of lofty
and educational influences into the
very heart of Japan, India, and
China, and even of the Dark Con-
tinent itself.

Notice next a list of the perils
in the religious futuie of these
colonies :

1. The concentration of its
pe_ alation in cities, and the com-

ing middle class, and an over-
worked upper class.

5. The crude, transitional state
of the democratic thought of the
masses in our day. .

6. The rising to power of a
generation that has not scen Eng-
land or Scotland.

7. The opportunity to gain
wealth swiftly, and hence haste to
be rich.

8. Passion for amusement and
luxury.

9. Excessive secularism, arising
from the complete abolition of
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Church and State in a population
not accustomed to the exclusive
use of the voluntary system in
Church affairs.

10. Sectarian rivalry from the
same cause.

11. Bondage of pulpit to pews
under the voluntary system.

12. Climate, increasing the dan-
ger of the characteristic vices, and
weakening the characteristic vir-
tues of the British people,—energy
and purity suffering always some
diminution in sub-tropical regions.

After all, I regard this climatic
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of any northern constellation; and
there will not be on the face of
the globe in one hundred years—
except probably in the American
Republic—a  more  influential
gathering of English-speaking peo-
ple than in Australasia at large.
Australia is so vast that in the
few months which you spend in it,
you cannot see half of it.  But
Australia concentrates its popula-
tion in large towns. In fifteen
cities of Australia and Tasmania,
you find more than half the popu-
lation.*  The towns cling to the

SYDNEY HARBOUR.

influence as by no means the least
of the perils of the northern Aus-
tralian populations.  Britons in
Queensland are in the climate of
Spain and Algiers. Tasmania is
like England in her climate. New
Zealand resembles portions of the
mother island, but the most of
Australia lies in a sub-tropical
climate.  Such intemperance as
Britons hardly survive at home is
swiftly fatal in Australia. Let the
populations under the southern
cross be delivered from the vices
peculiar to highly heated climates;
let Christianity purify civilization
there in such a manner that it may
shine with beams as keen as those

river-courses and the best sea-
ports.

British imperial federation is
favoured by the best minds in
Australia.  Victoria is the deter-
mined advocate of Australian con-
federation. New South Wales,
as yet, has treated this great pro-
posal with much coolness. It is
to be devoutly hoped that such
wisdom will preside over the poli-
tical, educational, and religious
counsels of the British Empire
that the mother islands and Aus-

*“The following figures are given in Mac-
millan’s *Statesman’s Year Boosk ” for 1894 :
Meclbourne, 490000; Sydney, 411,710:
Adelaide, 136,766 ; Brishane, 93,000.
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tralasia may belong to one politi-
cal organization as long as Ursa
Major and the Southern Cross be-
long to one sky !

It must be confessed, says Dr.
Bowman Stevenson, that at some
points, Victorian life is not quite
a reproduction of English. Some-
times the difference indicates an
improvement, in some a deteriora-
tion. In the matter of education,
for example, there is much that is
very admirable, yet some things
very deplorable. The importance
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university will be a great and
honourable institution.

The worst feature of the Vic-
torian system 1is its offensive
secularism. It is not only irre-
ligious, it is anti-religious, at least
so far as the influence of the
Ministry of Education can make
it so. No religious services are
permitted in the schools, and the
Bible is strictly excluded. And
more still, at the bidding of Jewish
or infidel parties in the electorate,
all passages which in any sense

ON THE MURRAY RIVER.

of instruction is recognized on all
hands, and very liberal provision
is made for it at the public cost.
A magnificent expanse in the
centre of the city was long ago
allotted to university purposes. A
part of this is devoted to the uni-
versity proper, and a noble site is
granted to each of the four prin-
cipal denominations for an afhliat-
ed college. A wealthy colonist,
Sir Samuel Wilson, has erected a
noble hall for examination and
other purposes, at a cost 6f about
forty thousand pounds. The
curriculum is said to equal that of
London, and there need be no
doubt that in future the Melbourne

recognize Christ Jesus as worthy
of reverence are expunged from
the reading-books. Some of our
finest poetry has been murdered
at the bidding of this worse than
heathen vandalism, in order that
such words as “Christ” and
“ Christian” may mnot be heard
within the State school walls. I
have no doubt that, in spite of the
regulations of the department,
many Christian men and women
amongst the teachers exercise an
admirable influence upon their
scholars, but they do it in spite of
the system, not in pursuance of it.
So far as the Government is con-
cerned, all is done to secure that
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a child shall be able to pass
through the whole of its school
course without suspecting any
such thing as Christianity ever
existed on the planet.

The slavery of the Government
to the Roman Catholic electors
leads them to treat history as their
slavery to the infidel and Jewish
clectors leads them to treat re-
ligion. English history is ta-
booed, for obvious reasons, and
so the vouth of Victoria are being
brought up in entire ignorance of
the history of the nation from
which they have sprung.  The
landing at Botany Bay is the dawn
of history to them, and their legis-
lators seem to think that an intelli-
gent and self-respecting English
community can be reared, to
whom  Hastings, Runnymede,
Crecy, Naseby, the Boyne, and
Waterlon, have no meaning what-
ever!  Happy, indeed. far hap-
pier than their truest friends can
hape. will the Victorian people be,
if they do not find this policy one
day bearing bitter fruit. It is
right to say that this state of
things is by no means universally
approved. A vigorous and or-
ganized cffort is Dbeing made to
remove the ban on the Bible, and
if this succeeds, it may perhaps he
hoped that in other respects the
system may be redeemed from
some of its present narrowness
and bigotry.

In one of the pretty parks which
adorn Sydney may be seen a
statue which will certainly chal-
lenge the attention of the visitor.
It 15 the ficure of a seaman.
dressed in the costume of the last
century. He is looking over the
houses which cover the sloping
ground before him, and across the
blue waters of the most ), .autiful
harbour in the world, to a point
where, in a wall of rocks, there is
an opening so sharply defined on
cither side that it seems as though
nature  had  herself  built  two
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mighty posts, on which to hang
the huge doors of some Titanic
prison. As he looks towards
this, the entrance to the harbour,
he stretches out his hand as
though in greeting to the voyager
who, after crossing vast seas, has
come hither to establish a new
home. The idea of that statue
was a happy inspiration. IFor who
is so well entitled to give a repre-
sentative welcome to all rew-
comers as Captain Cook, the
dauntless explorer.

To devote such a place to such
a purpose must have scemed, to
the few who then knew it, a satire
on nature. One of the loveliest
spots on the face of the earth was
turned into a sort of terrestrial
hell, for the confinement and pun-
ishment of the most daring and
desperate  criminals. It only
added to the horror, that some of
those who were transported thither
were sinners of a much milder
type—not a few of them victims
to a savage code, which public
Gpinion would not now tolerate for
a moment. No wonder that of
the convicts some became des-
perate, many mutinous, not a few
murderers; whilst others, succeed-
ing in cscaping the rifle of the
sentries, became bush-rangers, and
opened a new and horrible chapter
in the annals of English life,
matchless for ferocity, cruelty and
courage, except amongst the
brigands of Italy or Grecce.

Almost ali traces of that state
of things have long since passed
away. Some excellent roads and
other public works, some romantic
and horrifving legends, and, thank
God, some beautiful facts of moral
reformation and subsequent pros-
perity and respectability, are all
that remain of those former, but
not better days. To-day, Svdney,
seated queenlike on the shore of
her beautiful harbour, is the capi-
tal of the widest and wealthiest of
the Australian colonies.
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“PIONEER LIFE

BY TIIE

REV.

AND WORK IN NEW GUINEA™*

W. ], KIRBY.

* In 1877, the Rev. James Chal-
mers joined the New Guinea Mis-
sion, and his arrival formed an

epoch in its history.” These
words form the first sentence of
the preface in a book bearing the
title: ** Pionecer Life and Work in
New Guinea. By the Rev. James
Chalmers.”  This is a hook of
thrilling experience in opening up

*« James Chalmers, Missionary and Ex-
plorer.” By \Williom Robson.  Publishers,
8. W. Partridge & Co., 9 Paternoster Row,
London, Eng.  Price, 1s. Gd.

“Pioncer Life and Work in New Guinea.
James Chalmers.”  Religious Tract Seciety,
London, England.  Toronto: Wi, Briggs.

NATIVE CANUES WITH OUT-RIGGERS.

that land to the reception of the
Gospel. It has been frequently
remarked that, when God wants a
man for a special work, he always
knows where to find one.  Perhaps
the adaptability of a man for his
work was never more apparent.
He was born in 1841, at Ardris-
haig, on Loch Fyne. His mother
was a handsome Highland lassie,
whose dark, expressive eyes, fine
features, energetic movements and
loving disposition are all repro-
duced in her son.  When read-
ing the records of his life. we are
prepared for the statement that he
was “‘a lively boy, full of mirth
and fun,” for cven under some of
the most thrilling and dangcrous
experiences, some expression  of
humour drops from his pen.
Nor are we less prepared for the
exploits and marked bravery of
his after life, when we read: © He
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was leader in all school sports,
and had a natural ambition to ex-
cel in deeds of daring” So
mrrespressible  was his  love of
fun that his mother was in con-
stant fear when he was out of her
sight. Twice was he taken home
to all appearance drowned, and
when but a stripling he saved four
lives from drowning.

Once ave read that his courage
failed him.  When sixteen years
of age, he arranged with two other
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come a missionary. Is there one
who will go to the heathen and
to savages, and tell them of God
and his love 2 Inwardly, Chal-
mers said, “I will,” and on his
way home he knelt Dbehind a
stone wall and vowed to love
Christ.  These impressions were
not lasting, but in 1839, two young
men from the north of Iceland,
labouring as evangelists in Inver-
aray, reached his young heart,
and he was brought into the

TEMPLE MADE OF LARGE CANOE ON PILES.

lads to run away to sea. DBut
awhen the appointed time came,
his little bundle ready, the
thought of his mother’'s broken
heart troubled him, so that while
the others went, JTames decided to
stay home.

The first impressions of a re-
‘ligious and missionary character
were made upon his mind in the
‘Sunday-school.  During an ad-
dress on mission work, the ques-
-tion was asked, “I wonder if there
iis any lad here who will vet be-

greatest spiritual anxiety, and re-
ceived the peace he had so long
desired.

He soon united with the Church,
became a teacher in the Sunday-
school, and engaged in evangehs-
tic work. He laboured in the
Greyfriars  United  Presbyterian
Church under Dr. Calderwood. as
a city missionary; his Bible-class
had 130 members. It was while
thus engaged, that his vow when
a boy was brought to mind,
and through the advice of the
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Rev. Dr. Turner, of Samoa, he
applied to the London Missionary
Society for cmployment in the
miscion field. He was accepted
and entered Cheshunt College to
prepare for his work.  Although
he was anxious tc go to Africa,
the London Missionary Society
appointed him to Raratonga, and
soon his soul was thrilled with
enthusiasm for work in the South
Sea Islands.

One who played an important
part in the work of AMr. Chalmers,
was Miss Jane Herens, a lady
pnssessed of considerable gifts and
graces, who became his wife, and

“Some possessed a bedstead, and

one or two chairs, perhaps a sofa:
others a few plates and small
basins, a spoon, and two or three
knives and forks, but these things
were treated as some people use
their drawing-room furniture and
ornaments, they clung to their old
lLiabits, and used leaves for plates,
cocoa-nut shells for cups, and
their fingers for conveying all food
to the mouth” Yet very often
the desire within these people was
strong to be like the white man—
and ludicrous indeed were some
of their attempts to imitate him.
Sometimes they would put on a

A NATIVE VILLAGE AND TREE HOUSESN, NEW GUINEA.

proved as brave as her hushand
in time of trial. In January,
1866, they embarked on hoard
the missionary ship, “ John Wil-
liams,” for the vovage to
the South Seas. After a seven
months’ voyage, they arrived at
Raratonga, and Degan their la-
bours with enthusiasm.

The ten years’ labour in Rara-
tonga were years of many treats
and joys, and many successes
also.  Stone houses had indeed
been built, but the people pre-
ferred their own rced huts; even
the chief had a fine stone house of
five rooms, but dwelt in his reed
cottage.  Their ideas of civiliza-
tion were mnot far advanced.

pair of boots, and their cfforts to
use them would provoke the most
serious to laughter. “They would
catch hold of a chair or scmething
to give themselves a start, and
then roll about like a child totter-
ing in its first cfforts to walk.”
They sometimes compromised by
wearing only one boot at a time.
Yet even amongst such, there
were some Deautiful Christian
characters, and the power of the
Gospel was scen in  the noble
lives and glorious deaths of
some who had yielded them-
selves to Christ. One of these,
Tapairu-arki, called by many,
“The mother of the Word of
God,” died in 1881, at about the
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age of 85, having lived to see her
descendants of the fifth generation.
In early life she had eaten human
flesh, and her history was truly a
strange one, when the darkness
and cruelty of its dawn is con-
trasted with the light and peace of
its close.  “ Do not detain me by
vour pravers,” she said, “and kind
wishes. Let me go quickly to the
Saviour I have loved so long.”
We would gladly linger amid
the interesting records of these
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wide. It is less known to civilized
man than any other region of
equal extent on the earth. No
European has cver been allowed
to advance more than a few miles
into the interior. The Dutch
claim possession of a part of the
country, but have accomplished
little in the way of trade or settle-
ment.

According to Wallace, its birds
are more numecrous and more
beautiful than those of any other
part of the globe. Among
i.em are eleven species of
birds of paradise, thirty of
parrots, comprising the
largest and smallest known,
Wal-
Jace collected 1,000 sort of
beetles in the space of one
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vears of labour, but we must
hasten to look at the work which
has Dbrought Mr. Chalmers so
prominently before the Christian
world. After ten vears of labour in
Raratonga, these noble workers
were transferred to New Guinea,
to commence work amongst a
people who had never seen a white
man, and had never heard of Jesus.

New Guinea is, with the excep-
tion of Australia, and possibly
3ornco, the largest island in the
world—1,500 miles long, by 400

mile square. Indeed, New Guinca
is the paradisc of naturalists. Its
flora and fauna being of the greatest
luxuriance and variety. In the
tropical mangrove forests the most
prolific animal and vegetable life
abounds. The natives belong
to the Papuan race. They are of
a sooty-brown or Dblack com-
plexion, with crisp hair growing
in tufts. They are intellectually
superior to the Malays., but are
inferior in civilization. They have
but two domestic animals—the
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hog and the dog. Their huts are
built on poles on the banks of the
rivers, like the ancient lake dwell-
ings of Europe. They are often
one hundred feet long and used
as common, not as individual
houses. The explorations of the
missionaries and triumphs of the
Gospel bid fair to be the pioneers
of ciwvilization in these dark lands
as they have in many others.

How this island came under
under Christian training is an in-
teresting story, but too long for
us to deal with in this paper. 1In
1874, Mr. J. and Mrs. Lawes, with
their son, Charles, settled at Port
Moresby, the only white people on
the whole of New Guinea, and
with a few teachers, claimed it for
Christ our King. In 1877, Mr
Chalmers and Mr. McFarlane
visited the island for the purpose
of exploring the coast, and settling
teachers.

One night they anchored off
Killerton Island. There was
great excitement ashore, lights
were moving about in all direc-
tions. In the morning two boys
ventured alongside on a cata-
maran, and got a present and
went shouting ashore. They were
soon surrounded by natives, who
brought their curios to barter for
beads, red cloth, and the much
valued hoop-iron. The teachers
were taken ashore and their goods
carried by the natives. One man
kept near them all day, and con-
sidered himself well dressed, with
a pair of trousers, minus a leg.
“He fastened the body of the
trousers round his head, and let
the leg fall gracefully down his
back® The missionaries went
ashore to hold a service with the
teachers. Ahout 600 natives were
there, and all round the outside of
the crowd were men armed with
spears and clubs.  When the first
hymm was being sung, a number
of women and children got up
and ran awayv into the bush.

14
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After a short service the mission-
aries sat down and sang hymus,
which seemed to amuse the natives
greatly.

At the south-west point, the
house in which the teachers were
to live, was one in which the chief,
a great man of the place, also
lived. The partition between
them was only two feet high, and
skulls, shells and cocoanuts were
hanging all over the house. The
skulls were those of enemies
whom the chief and his people
had killed and eaten. On the
wall was also a very large collec-
tion of human bones.

It was a settled point with Mr.
Chalmers to reach these people in
some better way than by ~larming
them with firearms. An axe had
been stolen and could not be
found. At last, a native dis-
covered it buried in the sand, evi-
dently hidden until a favourable
opportunity to c. oy it awav.
The teacher who lost the axe ran
off for his gun, when Mr. Chal-
mers ordered him to put it away,
saying, “If we cannot live
amongst the natives without arms,
we had better remain at home;
and if I see arms used again, for
anyvthing except birds or the like,
I shall have the whole of them
thrown into the sea.”

Of the natives of south-eastern
New Guinea, it is said they seem to
have no kind of worship, and very
few sports.  The children swing,
bathe, and sail small canoes. The
grown-up people have theh dance,
which Mr. Chalmers calls “a very
poor sort of thing™

A calm Christian bravery was
manifested on one occasion in a
marvellous way by Mrs. Chal-
mers. e quote: “One day,
soon after this, Mr. Chalmers was
absent on the mainland. A great
noise was heard from the village,
and those at the mission house
learned that a fight was going on.
Away ran Mrs. Chalmers down
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the hill, and along the village
street, into the midst of the com-
batants. Seizing the chiefs’ spears,
she made them lower them.
Then, turning to the people, she
begged and entreated them to de-

sist.  Savages can  appreciate
courage as keenly as anvone.
Every spear dropped.  But she
would not leave them. The en-

treatics were rencwed that peace
should be made; and out of re-
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her dying lips, “ More light,” she
passed to the realms of eternal
day. Not only her friends
mourned her death, but it is said

*“the cannibals of New Guinca
shed tears in ‘sincere sorrow.”
AMr. Chalmers was on  his way

home, when he took up a news-
paper and saw the heading, “The
death of a noble woman,” which
was the first announcement of the
death of his beloved wife.

DYAK DANCE.

spect to this fearless woman, these
orim cannibals sat down, and
there and then made peace.”

This noble lady, so full of zeal
and love for God and the souls of
the heathen, did not live long
amongst them to tell them of the
love of God to sinners. Her
health giving way under the
strain of the work and climate, she
went to her friends in Sydney, and
on the zoth of February, 1879,
with the prophetic words upon

After the return of Mr. Chal-
mers to his field of toil, he con-
tinued his work of exploration.
and was the first white man ever
seen by the natives of a large
number of villages visited. In
his own inimitable way, and with
soul-stirring interest, he has tald
the story of his visits. One ex-
perience is well worth recording.
“It was a Dbeautiful morning, a
fine land breeze and a smooth
sca, little surf on the beach, and
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our small colony all alive long be-
fore daylight. A hurried break-
fast, and soon it is, * Launch the
boat, and let us away” Tor the
first time, Maiva natives are to act
as crew: only one Motu native ac-
companies us. It was delightiul
sailing along the coast, light wind,
and two oars out. About T a.m.

we were off the first western vil-
lage, where no white face had cver
Getting through the

been seen.

compelled to let her down in about
three feet of water, when she
waded ashore, the first to land
among these savages.

“IWhat a reception!  Aen,
women, and children gathered
‘ummd. all are talking and shout-
ing; a number come off to help
us into the ]awoon, and soon we
are all received in grand style; our
hoat is caught up, and away theyv
walk with her, far bevond high-
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surf, we struck on a banlk, where
we were met by the natives. Just
beyond was another sheet of
water, then the shore.  Anxious
that Mrs. Lawes should have the
satisfaction of being the first to
land among these pirates and
murderers, and on this part of the
coast, a tcacher on board picked
her up and attempred to carry her
from the boat to the shore, but
misjudging her weight, he was

water mark, into the bush. \What
boots it now > e are entirely
in their hands, and away we go.
They carry our goods to the
v:llafre, a miserable collection of
houses, even for New Guinea.
There was one large temple.
When Mrs. Lawes saw 1t she said,
‘I cannot go there. You do not
expect me to ascend that ladder to
such a height” It was a house
70 feet long, and 20 feet broad,
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built on posts 18 feet from the
ground: in front a large entrance
or platform, in shape like a
crocodile’s mouth, under jaw—
platform, upper jaw—shade. Ah,
dear lady, and what now? No
weapons of any kind, and a crowd
of excited savages all round, all
urging ascent. Rungs are about
two and a half feet apart, and
made for more nimble legs.
Here goes; and we climb. Not
necarly so bad as was anticipated.
The place is clean, and is at once
handed over to us. I was never
here before, yet I am an old
friend.”

1 will close with an account of
a visit to Motumotu, in which Mr.
Chalmers says : :

“We arrived before sundown,
and were in time to see one of the
most interesting and fairy-like
sights I have ever witnessed in
New Guinea. When some dis-
tance from the village, we heard
drums beating, and knew a dance
was on. A thorough fancy dress
ball, the beginning of a series, was
being held. From the child of
four vears to the young man and
maiden of cighteen or twenty, all
were happy and terribly in ear-
nest.  Every head was wonder-
fully cropped; their faces were
painted with many colours, varie-
gated leaves hung from their
arms, waist, and legs.”

From people of such strange
habits and customs, people of
such warlike, unfriendly disposi-
tions, "e, who was’  familiarly
known and loved as “ Tamate,”
was the means, in God's hands, of
leading hundreds to the One who
is the Prince of Peace. In a few
years after his first visits, he re-
tarns to the various places where
faithful teachers had been left, and
after examination, found numbers
of them ready for Christian bap-
tism. Some became in turn faith-
ful workers amongst their own
tribes and pcoples, and when
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facing the great unknown, could
look out with joy to the prospect
of meeting Him who died for
them, and brought peace and
pardon to their hearts.

No adequate idea of the great
work done by Mr. Chalmers and
his fellow-workers can be gather-
ed from this sketch, but it may in-
duce the lover of mission work to
purchase and read the books
which record it, that they may be-
come more interested in the royal
commission of the Master, “ Go
ye therefore and teach all nations,
baptizing them in the name of the
Father, and of the Son, and of the
Holy Ghost,” or to find unques-
tioned evidence of the statement
of St. Paul, that the Gospel is “the
power of God unto salvation to
everyone that believeth.”

As a result of the arduous and
incessant toil of the Rev. James
Chalmers, colleagues and teach-
crs, three important things were
effected in New Guinea. First,
the opening up of the country and
a more correct geographical sur-
vey; together with a more exact
knowledge of the natives them-
sclves, how they looked, spoke,
thought, and acted.  The Gov-
ernment of Victoria voted £2,000
for exploration in New Guinea,
with the express desire that Mr.
Chalmers should undertake it
But he never lost sight of the
chicf object he had in mind, the
settling of Christian tcachers, and
the lecading of the natives to a
knowledge of the Prince of Peace.

Travelling in a mountainous
country, with goods to carry, is
too much for Europeans. How
Chalmers and his party envied
travellers in Africa, with 200 or
300 bearers. The difficulty of
carrving has prevented New
Guinea being more fully explored.
At a large village, they saw a wo-
man wearing a necklace made of
all the hones of her deceased
child, as a mark of affection. In
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one tour they travelled over g5oo
miles, and climbed more than
40,000 feet.

It was during one of Mr. Chal-
mers’ exploration trips to see his
friend Oa, that he met at Namoa,
“for the first time in New
Guinea,” a real chieftainess, and a
perfect Amazon. ‘ Koloka ruled
both her husband and the people.”
She was about twenty vears of
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large quantity of yvams, and two
igs.

While placing teachers among
his *wild favourites,” he received
a letter stating that Commissioner
Romilly, instructed by the British
Government, had hoisted the Brit-
ish flag, and proclaimed a Pro-
tectorate ov r the unannexed part
of New Guinea. How valuable
be was in connection with this

RETURN OF THE HEAD HUNTER.

age, and her husband two years

older. A “full dress” was sent
to her. As she expressed herself,
when a teacher was settled

amongst her followers, she was
“all same as Vitoria” Her
husband told Mr. Chalmers in
great confidence, that he had to
pay an enormous sum for Koloka
-—viz., ten arm shells, three pearl
shells, two strings of dogs’ teeth,
sceveral hundreds of cocoanuts, a

mission, going from place to place
with the war vessels, Nelson,
Swinger, Espiegle, Dart, is clearly
shown.

After the failure of four ex-
peditions up the Fly River, Mr.
Chalmers undertook this task, not
wishing to return to Britain and
leave the tribes unvisited and un-
friendly. He madc many visits
among tribes who had to be
bought, often, by presents, into

-
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friendly relations, and held many
services, speaking into the ears of
savages for the first time in their
lives the wonderful words of love,

The second cffect of great im-
portance was the reconciliation of
warlike tribes. Everywhere these
teachers went, they ever declared
themselves for peace. The won-
derful power of this man is seen
in the influence he had with tribes
when fighting, and how, by his
courageous methods, he induced
them to drop their instruments of
warfare, and join in a feast of
peace. Instead of going from
place to place to fight, they went
to trade and barter.

The third result which followed
this work in New Guinea was that
of bringing the savage tribes to
the Prince of Peace. The con-
version of souls was the objert in
view in all this work. And was
that in any degree accomplished ?
In 1877, Mr. Chalmers began
work in New Guinea, and on
January 5, 1881, we read, “ The
new church at Port Moresby was
opened, and the first three New
Guinea converts were baptized.”
Mr. Chalmers was very careful not
to baptize unless he first thorough-
ly examined them, and had evi-
dence of a true change. Tor
several vears there have been no
cannibal ovens, no desire. for
skulls.  Tribes th=t could not for-
merly meet but to fight, now meet
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as friends, and sit side by side in
the same house, worshipping the
true God.

The latest returns for the mis-
sion, given by the Rev. Dr. Steel,
are as follows: Tive European
stations, under six missionaries;
there are cighty other stations.
Fifty native teachers from Chris-
tian islands of Polynesia, and
thirty native teachers of New
Guinea, There are 500 church
members—baptized on profession
of faith in Christ. There are
3,000 in attendance at the schools,
and, besides the New Testament,
printed in the lotu language,
Gospels and portions of Scripture
have been printed in five other
dialects. Nearly all of the 200
hymns in the Motu dialect were
translated by Mr. Chalmers. Be-
sides this mission by the London
Missionary Society, the Wesley-
ans have in New Guinea four or-
dained missionaries, one lay, two
lady  missionaries, twenty-six
teachers, and one local preacher.
They have eight churches, forty-
four communicants, eight schools,
240 scholars, and an attendance
on public worship, 5,790.

The Rev. Mr. Chalmers is still
living, and working for this peo-
ple, and being a humble servant
of Jesus, earnestly requests that
nothing be said in praise of his
work.

Charlottetown, P.E.IL.

«] HAVE CALLED YOU FRIENDS.”

BY A. B. GIDDINGS,

Oh ! word of meaning holy,
My raptured car attends!
For hearts bereft and lowly,
“Lo ! Ihave called you friends!™

Thou in whose wondrous being,
The God with manhood blends,
All knowing, and all sceing,
Even thou hast called us friends !

Borne down with human weakness,
And sense of sinful ways,
*

Our hearts would fain with meekness
Accept the servants’ place.

But while that pity secking,
Which Thy compassion lends,
We hear Thee gently speaking,
*“Lo ! I have called you friends!™

Oh'! joy of walk in union !

Till life’s rough journey ends;
Oh ! wonderful communion !

That Thou should call us friends !
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DANTE. *

STATUE OF DAXNTE, FLORENCE.

Tuscan, that wanderest through the realms
of gloom,
With thoughtful pace, and sad, majestic
eyes,
Stern thoughts and awful from thy soul
arise,

Like Farinata from his fiery tomb.

Thy sacred song is like the trump of doom ;
Yet in thy heart what human sympathies,
What soft compassion glows, as in the

skies

The tender stars their clouded lamps relume ;

Methinks I see thee stand, with pallid

cheeks,
By Fra Hilavio in his diocese.

As up the convent walls, in gol-len streaks,
The ascending sunbeams mark the day’s

decrease ;

And as he asks what there the stranger

seeks,
Thy voice along the cloister whispers
¢“Peace ! ”
—Longfellou:.

The power of the human mind
was never more forcibly demon-
strated, in its most exquisite
masterpieces, than in the poem ol
Dante.  Without a prototype in

* Compiled chicfly from Professor Sis-
mondi’s ** Lectures on Dante,” Mrs. Oli-

phant’s ¢ Makers of Florence,” and Prof.
Maurice Egan’s ¢ Studies of Dante.”—Ebp.

any existing language, cqually
novel in its various parts, and in
the combination of the whole, it
stands alone, as the first monu-
ment of modern genius, the first
great work which appeared in the
reviving literature of Europe. It
prssesses unity of design and of
2xecution; and bears the visible
impress of a mighty genius.

Dante was born in Florence, in
1263, of the noble and distinguish-
ed family of the Alighieri, which
was attached, in politics, to the
party of the Guelphs. The con-
dition of Italy at Dante’s birth was
almost intolerable.  Every city
was torn by factions. The arts
had progressed, commerce had
enriched the great merchants,
learning was reverenced and
sought after, Christianity had be-
come part of the life of the peo-
ple, and its glories shone every-
where: but there were many who
rebelled, not against its teachings,
but against its practices. The
soft-coated leopard and the cun-
ning she-wolf are the symbols by
which Dante typifies, in the intro-
duction to the Inferno, the heset-
ting sins of Italian life.  These
symbolized lust and avarice.

The mother of Dante devoted
herself to the education of her son.
She determined that if he was so
fortunate as to have a thirst for
knowledge, he should know the
springs from which he could
slake it. Ana she soon found
that Dante panted after it as the
hart pants for the fresh fountains.
He attended the great universities
of Padua and Bologna, and he
even went to Paris and Oxford.
He learned grammar, rhetoric,
dialectics, arithmetic, gecmetry,
music, alchemy or chemistry, and
astronomy; he learned Latin, but
little Greek; he perfected himself
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in the philosophy and the theology
of St. Thomas Aquinas, which was
the sum of all philosophy and
theology.  He read many times
Virgil, Iorace, Ovid, Statius, and
the other great poets of Rome.
Whilst yet very young, he formed
a strong attachment to Beatrice,
the daughter of IFolco De' Portin-
ari.  Dante tells us in the Vita
Nuova how he met her. It was
in May, 1274. She was a little
girl, entering her ninth vear, and
she wore a dress of red—the
colour sacred to the Holy Ghost.
He was charmed by her modest
and gentle look, her exalted piety
and her sweetness, which seemed
to him angelicc. She did not
speak to him or he to her. But
she ever afterwards remained to
him as the model of high virtues,
so great is the power of holiness
over all that comes near it. He
saw her again nine years later,
and so exalted did she seem, as she
courteously saluted him, that he
wrote his first sonnet in her hon-
our. He seldom saw her again;
she died at the age of twentv-four.

Throughout his future life, he
preserved a faithful recollection of
the passion, which, during fifteen
years, had essentially contributed
to the happy development of his
feelings, and which was thus asso-
ciated with all his noblest senti-
ments and his most elevated
thoughts. It was, probably, about
ten vears after the death of
Beatrice, when Dante commenced
his great work, which occupied
him during the remainder of his
life, and in which he assigned the
most conspicuous station to the
woman whom he had so tenderly
loved. In this object of his
adoration, he found a common
point of union for images both
human and divine; and the Bea-
trice of his Paradise appears to us
sometimes in the character of the
" most beloved of her sex, and

Methodist Mugazine und Review.

sometinies as an abstract emblem
of celestial wisdom.

Far from considering the pas-
sion of love in the same light as
ancients, the father of modern
poetry recognizes it as a pure,
clevated, and sacred sentiment,
calculated to ennoble and to
sanctifv  the soul; and he has
never been surpassed, by any who
have succeeded him, in his entire
and affecting devotion to the ob-
ject of his attachment.

Never were the varying moods
of the tender passion ‘'so delicately
analysed and pictured as in the
Vita Nuova, “Not a harsh
thought; not an evil impulse; not
a stir of jealousy, nor look of envy;
nothing that is not as pure and
sweet as it is visionary, is in the
fantastic-delicious record.”

Dante praises his mother, and
then Beatrice; but above all, the
Blessed Lady. It is to the in-
fluence of holy womanhood that
he owes all that is great in himself,
and he is never tired of pfoclaim-
ing the truth.

After the death of Beatrice,
Dante was induced by corisidera-
tions of family convenience, to
marry Gemma De’ Donati, whose
obstinute and violent disposition
imbittered his domestic life. It
is remarkable that, in the whole
course of his work, into which he
introduces the whole universe, he
malkes no personal allusion to his
wife. He was actuated, no doubt,
by motives of delicacy towards her
and her family, when he passed
over, in similar silence, Corso
Donati, the leader of the faction
of his enemies, and his own most
formidable adversary. In the
battle of Campaldino, in 1289,
Dante bore arms for his country
against the Aretini, and also
against the Pisans, in the cam-
paign of 1200.

The two great factions of Italy
were the Guelphs and the Ghibel-
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lines.  Dante was really neither
a Guelph nor a Ghibelline, though
he was apparently attached to hoth
parties at different times. Ile
was willing to accept any party

ideal government of Dante was
one on which the Pope and the
Imperor should rule the world
together, the Chuarch filling  the
State with the spirit of charity,
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based on Christian principles
which would bring peace to Italy.
The Guelphs were looked upon as
the party of the Pope; the Ghibel-
lines as that of the Emperor. The

and the State fostering the people,
informed by the gifts of the Holy
Ghost.

Dante’s exile came about be-
cause he too hotly struggled for
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the idea of government just re-
ferred to. The Florentines, par-
ticularly that faction of the
Guelphs  called  the XNeri, or
Blacks, found him fanatical, and
while he was absent on a mission
to Pope Boniface VIIT, the gates
of the beloved city, * Dbeautiful
Flarence,” were c]osed against
him. Thenceforth he was doomed
to eat the Ditter bread of exile.
Never again should he join the
gay fcehva]s, or sit and cap son-
nets with the brilliant group of
friends who made a circle famous
in all Ttaly. Never again was he
to see his wife, Gemma Donati,
who was shut within the gates.
Later his sons joined him in exile.
He travelled from place to place,
the greatest poet the world ever
saw; a theologian so subtle that
he was put, without remonstrance,
by an enthusiastic painter, among
the Doctors of the Church;: a sage,
almost a prophet, and vet, like
Homer, he wae dependent on
others for his bread. He wander-
ed from court to court for two-
score vears, now at Padua, then
at Bologna: now at Verona, again
at Ravenna.

The last blow he received was
the worst of all.  Florence the
beautiful, Tlorence the Dbeloved,
would not receive him within its
gates, except under the most
humiliating  conditions.  With
these he refused to comply. 1In
1321, he was sent by Ravenna as
Ambassador to Venice. The
Venetians would not receive him,
and he went back to the last city
of his exile to die. ilis death
took place on the TFFeast of the

Exaltation of the Holy Cross,
“after he had received” says
Boccaccio, “all the last Holv

Sacraments according to the rites
of the Church.”

The sombre cast of genius, not
unmixed with lofty disdain, which
his portrait and poem indicate, is
fully explained by his life, the last
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two decades of which were spent
in miserable exile. Nothing is
more striking than the passion of
affection which Florence breathed
into all her children. For them
the fair city was invested with per-
sonality and life, and absence from
her was absence from the desire
of their eves. To make her beau-
tiful and rich was the object ior
whicli poct, and artist, and ruler
alike lived.

One feature of our days. for
which we may be thankful, is the
absence of political banishment,
so general a few centuries back,
The exile is almost of necessity a
schemer and conspirator: the
sensce of personal injustice blunts
his sense of right; his associations
are often low: and, however noble
in himself, he is too often dragged
down to the level of worse com-
panions in suffering.  Ancient
States did not seem to sec that
in banishing great men thev put
the most dangerous tools into the
hands of enemies. Dante felt
keenly the unworthy associations
into which he was thrown.

It must not be overlooked that
Dante’s immortal poem is largely
autobiographical. The characters
he delincates are those of his own
age, often personal enemies and
friends. The scenes he paints are
the Italian ones he saw in his
wanderings. The loves and hates,
the defeats and exultations of
Florence and Ttaly, are transferred
to the plains of the after-world.

On the death of her great poet,
all TItaly appeared to go into
mourning. On every side, copies
of his work were multiplied, and
enriched with numerous commen-
taries. Two professorships were
istituted for the purpose of ex-
pounding them. It is question-
able whether anyv other man ever
cxercised so undisputed an au-
thority, and so direct an mfluence,
over the age immediateiv succeed-
ing his own.
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So wide was the fame of Dante,
even while he lived, that once a
peasant woman, seeing him pass,
said to her neighbour: ** There is
he who has gone down to hell to
bring messages to those above.”

* One would know it to look at
him,” answered her neighbour,
“for the fires have Dbronzed his
checeks and crisped his hair.”

In meditating on Dante’s life
we shall see that out of his ap-
parent failure came his real suc-
cess; out of his suffering, his
greatest gain; for suffering—as we
cannot learn too soon—has its
ministry; it is the fire that burns
away the earthly particles in us
and leaves only the spirit. So it
was with Dante. Out of his
tribulations, out of his humilia-
tions, arose that great Christian
epic, the Divina Commedia.

Dante’s mind was naturally
noble, and while his countrymen
turned towards the lighter lvrics
and were influenced by the secu-
lar traditions of Italian poetry,
Dante felt that St. Francis d’Assisi
and the religious poets of the
Franciscan Order were more to
him than the whole band of
writers of concetti, who made son-
nets to their “ mistresses’ eyve-
brows,” to be sung to the tinkling
of the mandolin or guitar.

The Divina Commedia is very
hard reading. It is not easily un-
derstood. To gets its inner mean-
ing, you must profoundly study it.
It yields its sweetness, like roses
in the depths of a thorny and
darkened forest, only to those who
search. Tt is impossible here to
do more than allude to the In-
ferno, which is the most interest-
ing of the threc parts of the great
poem. It is full of svmbolism,
and some knowledge of this sym-
bolism must be acquired before
the poem can be studied with
satisfaction. There was a real
Beatrice Portinari, and after her
death she became in Dante’s mind
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the symbol of divine love and
grace.  The Divina Commedia
consists of three visions—of Hell,
Purgatory, and Paradise.  There
is a literal meaning and an alle-
gorical meaning.  Dante, whom
Raphael in the Disputa puts
among the Doctors of the Church,
was saturated with the allegorical
meaning of the Scriptures; simi-
larly, we find in his poems much
that is allegorical.  Dante him-
self is man: sin stops his way up-
ward until Deatrice goes forth to
rescue him.  He sees hell in all
its horrors by the light of divine
knowledge and of reason, and
turns affrighted from sin to be
purified by purgatory, and finally
led by Beatrice to heaven.

To study the Divina Commedia,
to scan it line by line, to hunt out
its historical allusions, to learn to
appreciate its Christian teaching,
is to gain an education such as
the study of no other book, except
the Dible, can give. We know
how Dante looked, for his por-
traits are fine and authentic. We
know his solemn, bay crowned
head: his eyes that seem to have
lost all human experience in pro-
found peace.

Tt is not always easy to setile
the position of a poet among poets.
1f the sacred Scriptures were not
directly inspired by God. they
would still remain in the first place
as poems of exalted splendour.
Job and Isaiah are the greatest of
all great poems, more sublime
than Homer’'s and more human
than Homer's; sublime as Dante’s
and greater than Dante’s, onlv be-
causc the mystical touch of the
fire of the Holy Spirit has touched
them. After Job and Isaiah, I
do not fear to put the Divina
Commedia of Dante.

As a specimen of Dante's style
we quote a few words from the
beginning of his great poem.

At the close of the century, in
the vear 1300. and in the week of
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TEaster, Dante supposes himself to
be wandering in the deserts near
Jerusalem, and to be favourcd
with the means of access to the
realm of shadows. He is there
met by Virgil, the object of his
incessant study and admiration,
who takes upon himself the office
of guide, and, who, by his own
admirable description of the hea-
then hell, seems to have acquired

a kind of right to reveal the mys-

teries of these forbidden regions.

The two bards arrive at a gate, on

which are inscribed these terrific

words:

“* Through me you pass into the city of woe;
Through me you pass into cternal paiv :
Through me, among the people lust for aye.
Justice the founder of my fabric mov'd :
To rear me was the task of power divine,
Supremest wisdom, and primeval love.”
Before me things create were none, save

things
Eternal, and eternal I endure.
All hope abandon, ye who enter here.™

Ter me si va citta dolente :

Per me si va nell’ eterno dolore «

Per me si va tra la perduta gente.
Giustizia mosse "1 mio alto fattore :

Fece mi la divina potestate,

La somma sapienza e °1 primo wmore.
Dinanzi a me non fur cose create

Se non eterne, ed io eterno duro.

Lasciate ogni speranza, voi ch’entrate.

The tomb of the great poet
Dante is situated in the decaved
and almost deserted city of
Ravenna, which was for so many
vears the scene of his exile
Above it is a relief portrait of the
poct, surrounded by a border of
black marble. The tomb and
floor and columns are still decor-
ated with fresh wreaths of laurel
or oi palm, showing the reverence
in which his memory is held well-
nigh six hundred vears after his
death.

Ravenna itself is a town “ab-
solutely antique in its character
and interests;” it is ¢ the only town
where we are met at every step by
the works of Christian emperors,

* The Three Persons of the hlessed Trinity.
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Gothic  kings, and Byzantine
exarchs.  Of those strange and
dark and unhappy centuries in
which the Old World was shaped
into the New, Ravenna has the
monuments almost wholly to her-
self. It is well that there should
be one spot from which the monu-
ments of  heathen Rome and
mediaeval Christendom are alike
absent, and where every relic
breathes of the strange and almost
forgotten time which comes be-
tween the two.”

Of special interest is the church
of St. Apollinare, shown in our
cngraving. It is one of the old-
est churches in Christendom, and
is the very first of those famous
basilicas erected for Christian
worship nearly a thousand years
before most of the splendid Gothic
cathedrals of England and the
continent were dreamed of. The
round tower, seven stories high, is
probablyx the oldest church tower
in the world. Tike most of the
Campanili, or bell towers of Italy,
it is built entircly separate from
the church.

In its lonely solitude on the wide-
spread plamn, and in its strange
contrast bepween the present and
the past, this church is almost as
impressive as the temple of
Paestum.  This  fever-stricken
fen once a busy sea-port town?
Yes, for how else should so grand
a pile have been built, where only
a few peasants could be gathered
to worship, or perchance once or
fwice in a year, pilgrims could
come from the city to venerate the
spot where one of its earliest
martyrs received his crown ?

Externally, the church is very
plain, though a certain relief is
given to the walls by a series of
shallow archez, which are oc-
casionally pierced for windows.
The interior of these basilicas is,
however, exceedingly impressive.
In that of St. Apollinare Nuova.
there runs a continuous band of
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Mosaics, depicting a procession of
saintly figures, probably seven or
eight” feet high. *~ On the south
side are men, on the north wo-
men; the women wear white robes
adorned with gold, the men are
mostly vested in an under-gar-
ment of white, with purple stripes,
aud an upper robe of white or
brown. Each carries a crown,
and between each is a palm-tree.
The expression of the faces is re-
markably varied: but it is always
tender and placid.
Scldom have I scen
R anything more im-
pressive than these
grand processions of
glorified figures,
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which for some thirteen centuries
have looked down with calm faces
and peaceful eyes on the worship-
pers below, as they came and
went, at last to their own place.
Through times of festivity or of
mourning, of triumph or of de-
feat, insensible alike to the sound
of jov or the noise of war in the
gate, the pictured forms of those
who had fought the good fight
have stood. fit emblems of the
cternal peace which ends at last
the hurly-burly of this transitory
life.

For five-and-twenty miles along
the Adriatic coast, in the neigh-
bourhond of Ravenna, runs a

APOLLINARE, RAVENNA,
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sombre pine forest, which Dante
describes in his time as “an im-
memorial  wood” Its dense
growth stretches on in melancholy
majesty, which makes it onc of the
most unpres»we groves in Europe.
This picture certam]v does not
scem to possess any special attrac-
tions; even when we read the
rame, which puzzles us, and after
a long huat find it in an obscure
corner of the article on ¢ Arclu—
tecture ?  in  the Encyclopedia
DBritannica, +-e are not much cdi-
fied by th. <escription of “a
forlorn and .eserted building, two
or three miles out of Ravenna,
which *‘ has lost almost all its old
decorations and is merely painted
in bad tastc and in
madern times.”
This venerable old
church is, notwith-
standing, one of the

most interesting in
the world. It ex-
hibits the transi-

tion from the Roman
to the Byzaatine
style of architecture,
of which the most
glorious example is
the Church of Holy
Wisdom in Constan-
tinople. Thearcades
of the churches at Pisa, Siena and
Padua exhibit a similar transition
style.

Most of the churches in Italy
present a very bare exterior, with
blank walls and very few windows ;
but within they abound with lavish
iuxury—costly marbles, porphyry
pillars, and on the altars richest de-
coration of gold and preciousstones.

Classe is a small suburb of the
Ttalian city Ravenna. The church
i the illustration was built about
A.D. 340, and named after St
Apollinare, who suffered martyr-
dom under Vespasian in the ycar
74—a little while after St. Pauls
death.
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THE DEEP

)

SEA MISSION.

BY JACOB A RIS

NORTH SEA FINSHING-BOATS
AN STEANM TENDER.

Two round, “smooth stones lie
on my desk for  use as paper-
weights, to which a recent cable
despatel gives a sad interest. |
jrcked them up one sunumer on
the desolate Danish coast where,
according to  the despatch, 127
fishermen perished in the great
storm that swept the North Sea.
T learned something then of the

men. The
story with

these
coast itself told the
terrible eloquence, for aloag the

hard life of
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sandy beach, up »n which the surf
beat even on that calm July day
with voice of thunder, stood wreck
upon wreck, and cvery few miles
some great sand-dune was pointed
out as a ‘“dead man's mount,”
meaning that drowned sailors were

The whole coast
was onc long, treacherous reef,
with scarce two or three safe inlets
in a stretch of a Kundred miles or
more for the fishing fleets that,

buried there.

with the salvage from wrecks,
form the chief, indeed the only,
dependence of the hardy shore-

dwellers.  Yet there are greater
hardships on the North Sea than
those endured by these fishermen.
They, for the most part, fish in-
dependently, and bring home their
datly or occasional catch. The
TEnglish trawlers have reduced

BOAT,

HOSPITAL

ocean fishing to a system which
compels them to stay out on the
deep for months together.
Sometimes as many as two hun-
dred sail together—fish in large
flecets, fitted out by speculating
firms on shore, which make the
Daogeer Bank, the Silver Pets, and
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the other rich fishing-grounds
vield them a handsome profit.
Their smacks are larger than the
Danish hoats, from forty to eighty
tons burden, and carry crews of

HOMEWARD

from five to seven men, so that a

fleet has as large a population as

many a good-sized village—say

from 1,200 to 1,400 men and boys,

who labour in all kinds of weather,
15
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week in and week out, Sundays
included, at their hard and dan-
gerous calling, often two hundred
miles from shore. Their fishing is
done chiefly at night.  The “ Ad-

BOUND.

miral,” the most experienced and
trusted skipper of the fleet, signals
“trawls down ™ at sunset, and the
great trawling-heam, with its huge
scoop-net, is shot from the side of
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cach smack in the fleet, which is
going before the wmd—rarel), in-
deed less than a gale on this
boisterous sea.  The net scrapes
the bottom, gathering into its huge
pocket everything that comes in
its way, until the signal-rocket
from the Admiral’s boat orders the
crews to ‘“haul in” Then all
hands turn to with a will. The
catch is drawn on board, and
quickly sorted, cleaned, and
packed.  The early dawn warns
the fishermen that it is time to get
their boxes ready for transfer to
the_fishing-steamer.

Every morning these swift little
vessels, specnally constructed for
their purpose, seek out the fleet
and bring their catch to Billings-
gate or Shadwell markets. The
delivery of the boxes on board the
steamer is a most dangerous busi-
ness, if the sea suns high, in rough
weather. A hundred boats and
more are striving to be first at the
rail.  Collisions, with loss of life,
occur frequently. It sometimes
happens that a boat-crew, fish and
all, is tossed upon the deck of the
steamer, and never without some
dire injury to some one or all on
board.

It is not strange that the North
Sca fishermen, scparated from
home, from their families, and
from cvery refining, ennobling in-
fluence, ever battling with the
treacherous sea, with storm and
ice and biting cold, with oppor-
tunity for dissipation constantly
held out, but never a helping
hand, grew to a large extent into
an abandoned, desperate lot of
ruffians to whom nothing was
sacred, and whose brief so;ourn
at home was too often a continua-
tion of their wild orgies on board.

The opportunity at sea was fur-
nished by the coper, a trading-
smack, in fact a floating grog-
shop, that followed the flects
wherever they went, offering the
vilest of rum and worse abomma-
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tions to their crews. The coper
was very rarely an Englishman,
for the reason that the chief at-
traction for the fishermen, the bait
upon which they were caught, was
cheap tobacco. * Tobacco the
fishermen will and must have. It
is their one comforter in the bitter
midnight watches on the heaving
deck. To argue the point with
them would Dbe useless. They
went to the copers for tobacco,
and took the rum that was offered
them. When their money gave
out, the coper was willing to take
their fish, tackle, anchor, sails,
anything that could be turned into
money. Beastly drunk, the crews
turned thieves to satisfy their
craving for more of the vile stuff.
They would sell a trawling-rope
worth £30 for half a dozen bottles
of schnapps, worth perhaps a shil-
ling a bottle. Numbers were
drowned on their way back to
their own smacks, or pitched each
other overboard in their drunken
fights. The scandal became so
great that Parliament discussed
ways and means of putting an end
to it, and to the loss of life it
caused every year on the sca.

Not by legislation, however,
was this great evil to be overcome.
Tt remained for the Christian con-
science of the English people to
be aroused to effectual hattle with
it. It is now twelve vears since
the Thames Church Mission, a
river mission society, took the
field against the coper by send-
ng out a trawling-smack manncd
bv a Christian crew to join the
North Sea fishing fleets. The
Ensign sailed in 1882 from Yar-
mouth quay, with the God-speed
of a few, and the taunts and jeers
of many, on its errand of mercy.
Tt carried, besides its trawl, a well-
stocked med1c1ne-chest a library
of good, wholesome reading. lock-
ers Tull of warm, woollen clothing,
furnished by fuends on shore, and
a skipper ‘who could not only
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spread a poultice with his horny
thumb, as well as any doctor, and
set a broken bone, but who was
not afraid to declare his trust in
God rather than in the rum-flask,
in and out of season.

AL ONITIVNDIS

2
v

ONIHSIA

RAYH

It came as a revelation to the
seamen out on the deep, and in a
few brief months it had demon-
strated that here was indeed a
field whitening for the harvest—
but what a harvest if the reapers
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did not come quickly!  They did
come. By the end of the follow-
ing year, three fishing smacks

were trawling and labouring with
the fleets, and in 1884 a fourth was
added.

In that year the Mlission

to Deep-Sea Fishermen became
an independent organization.
Within a year the opportunity
came to thesc men to show that
they were eminently the right men
in the right place. In the battle
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with the coper, who was the evil
source of all the mischief, the odds
were tremendously in his favour
through his monopoly of cheap
tebacco.  The Board of Customs
had refused to allow the Mission
to take tobacco out of bond, and
the duty was practically prohibi-
tive.  The managers decided that
between satisfving the custom and
doing their duty to the fishermen,
the latter had the greater claim.
In cffect they became smugglers.
They arranged with a Bristol firm
to export the tobacco they needed
to Ostend, then ran their smacks
over ther¢ to get it. By this
means they were enabled to un-
dersell the coper and to drive him
from the sca.  The sincerity of
the fishermen who said, “We don't
want his rum; we do want his
tobacco,” was proved. The Gov-
ernment looked on, but did not
interferec.  When it tardily gave
its consent, the enemy had been
already heaten along the whole
line.

To-day therc is not a coper on
the North Sea where a smack fly-
ing the blue flag of the Deep-Sea
Mission fishes with a fleet.  \Vith
the Dbanishment of this curse,
drunkenness among the crews has
disappeared.  They bring their
carnings ashore, and many a
family that formerly dreaded the
coming home of the bread-winner
as u time of trial, has been made
happy and comfortable. The loss
of life on the North Sca is not
nearly as great as it was.  Some
of the roughest fishermen, who
once bore the reputation of heing
champion brawlers and drunkards,
are now among the most carnest
professing  Christians, through
whose efforts and example many
seuls have been won for Christ’s
cause.

The blue flag to-day flies from
the mastheads of eleven mission
smacks, Three of them are hos-
pital ships with surgeons on
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board. The captaius or stewards
of the other eight have certificates
from the St. John’s Ambulance
Corps, and the National Health
Society, warranting their ability
to give first aid to the injured.
These fish with the rest. The
hospital boats alone do not. At
the very beginning of the work it
was found that the boat which was
scrubbed cleanest by a crew with
nothing else to do, was not the
one that attracted the most fisher-
men to the Sunday services or the
week-day meetings.  The fisher-
men, in their oily clothing, which
probably had not been dry once
or off their backs since they left
shore, were afraid of smudging
the clean boat. They did not feel
at home. So it was decided that
the mission crews, to he effective
fishers of men, must fish with
them, share their work, their
work, their hardships, and their
anxictiecs.  They do that to this
day, and they have no lack of
calibre.  The tobacco has ceased
to be the chief attraction. The
crews come not only to get broken
limbs set, and bruises bandaged;
very many come with an eager re-
quest for “something to read "—
a longing which can never he
fully appreciated by the landsman
who finds his newspaper on his
door-step every evening.  Out in
this watery desert the well-Alled
hook-chest on hoard the fishing
smack means, often. escape from
the gambling devil whom the
coper left behi~d to continue his
foul work when he fled. To the
Sunday services the crews come
in force. and very often on week-
days delegations of skippers re-
question the missionary to hold a
mecting on this or that smack.
The Deep-Sea Mission spenes
something over a hundred thou-
sand dollars a vyear in its great
work. In 1891, it had nearly
nine thousand patients under
medical or surgical treatment on
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the verious North Sea fleets; dis-
tributed over 400,000 magazincs,
nearly 300,000 tracts, and 11,837
books, not including 2,336 Bibles:
1,743 religious services were held
on board its ships; and the to-
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bacco, sold at cost or a tritle be-
low, aggregated in value about
$13,000.

Last year the Mission sent one
of its ships across the Atlantic to
the fishermen who in summer

Ieave their Newfoundland homes
and camp on the bleak coast of
Labrador. These bring their wo-
men with them, and their condi-
tion during their stay there, when
some 25.000 persons gather along-

shore with neither minister nor
doctor within reach, is described
as most deplorable. In the com-
ing season, another boat is to fol-
low, so that the beneficent activity
of this truly Christian movement
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is about to be extended to Am-
erican shores, with who can tell
what ultimate result? On the
Great Banks alone there is a
population of quite 5,000 men
fishing from April to October,
often in old and unseaworthy
boats, wretchedly equipped, suffer-
ing great hardships during their
four, five, or six weeks’ stay out at
sea, It is true there are no
copers on the banks, but neither
are there hospital ships or churches
afloat. The great difficulty in at-
tempting to relieve their wants
would be that, unlike the North
Sea fishermen, they do not fish in
fleets, but singly and independ-
ently, as a rule.

GOD BLESS OUR SAILORS.

Cold blows the wind o’er moor and lea,
White horses dance far out at sea,
Storm clouds are gathering in the west,
And sea-birds fly to land for rest.

The snow is lying on the ground,

And lake and pond by ice are bound.
So come, good landsmen, pray with me,
God bless our sailors on the sea !

The billows dash upon the shore,

List to the music of their roar,

And listen to the sea-birds’ ery

While darkening clouds move o’er the sky.
A cry of sorrow, cry of woe,

For those who to the deep do go,

So come, good landsmen, pray with me,
God bless our sailors on the sea !

God bless the toilers of the deep!

Who sail the ocean while we slecp,
Whose watchword is, ** Aye! ready we,”
Whose hearts are ever kind and free,

The lion-hearted, true and brave,

Whose home is on the raging wave,

So come, good landsmen, pray with me,
God bless our sailors on the sen !

What care they though the lightnings flash:
Or mighty thunders roar and crash ?
They brave the mighty billow’s wrath
And cross the storm-fiend’s awful path.
Their course is true, their 1motto, «* Duty,”
Their love ‘‘for England, home, and
beauty.”
So come, good landsmen, pray with me,
God bless our sailors on the sea !

When by your fireside snug and warm
You listen to the raging storm,
Think, think of those upon the wave,
And ask God in His love to save,
And He will answer as you pray,
And guide them through the watery way.
So shall this prayer chen answered be,
God bless our sailors on the sea !

-—I J. Dants.

A GRACIOUS WORD,

(John xv. 15, Revised Version.)

No longer I call you servants:
Yours is a dearer place—
Nearer and sweeter and higher,
In the light of my Father’s face.
No longer 1 call you servants:
Henceforth, till the world shall end,
To every one who obeys Me
Be the right to call Me Friend.

With a friend’s dear right to follow
Wherever My footsteps lead,

And a friend’s full right to counsel,

. Whatever the ca.e and need ;

For oft in the summer twilight,
And oft in the early day,

My friend shall coine to My presence,
And I will not answer ¢ Nay”

To the prayer his lips shall offer :
His least half-utteved sigh

Shall wing through the songs of heaven
To the ear of the Lord Most High.

And oh, My called, My chosen,
Be not afraid to claim

. Large gifts and %mcious guerdons
i

When ye plead your Saviour’s name 5

For you never need fear to ask Me
Aught that your heart may crave :

- Think of Me, dear disciple,

As the Friend who came to save
From anxious thought of the morrow,

And strife with sorrow cease ;
Remember the word I left you—

The gift of my perfect peace;

It is not an empty title
That I bid you frecly claim,
Now that I write upon you
The pure and hidden name.
No longer I call you servants;
Henceforth, till time shall end,
To each who in love obeys Me
I have given the name of friend.
—Maryaret E. Sangster.



HOW TO

TREAT THE CRIMINAL CLASSES*

BY LYMAN ABBOTT, D.D.

There are in every community
avowed and open eitemies of the
social order, men who disregard it
and are endeavouring to break it
down and to destroy it. They are
what we call the criminal class.
Sume of these criminals drift into
crime; some of them perpetrate
cccasional crime; some are edu-
cated for crime; some consecrate
themselves to crime as their pro-
fession, as men consecrate them-
selves to medicine, law, or the-
ology. And they are a very con-
siderable class. It is estimated
that in the United States, if you
take all the criminals and all the
people who are dependent upon
the criminals, something like one
in every seventy belongs to the
criminal class. And this criminal
class has been, on the whole, in-
creasing throughout Christendom.
In Great Britain apparently not,
though the statistics do not fully
agree; but in Spain it is said to
have doubled within ten years; in
France to have increased several
hundred per cent. within the last
quarter of a century; and in the
United States to have increased
one-third faster than the popula-
tion since the Civil War.

These are very serious facts.
What are we to do with these
enemies of the social order? How
shall we treat them ? Society has
very often given two answers to
this question. It has sometimes
said, Get rid of them. The sim-
plest way to get rid of them is to
kill them. Until a very recent
period that was the method ordin-
arilv pursued. In Great Britain,
unider Henry VIIL, two hundred
and sixty-three crimes were pun-

* A sermon preached at Plymouth Church,

Brooklyn. Reported ster ographically, and
revised by the author for the Outlook.

ished with death; and even as late
as the close of the last century, two
hundred crimes were so punished.
It is estimated that in the reign of
Henry VIII., 72,000 persons were
hung in Great Britain. And it is
even said by some authorities in
penology that one reason why the
criminal class is not increasing in
Great Britain is that the pro-
genitors and ancestors were killed
off by that remorseless process in
past centuries.

But we are now too humane to
continue that process. We no
longer kill them., But we banish
them. We send them to Botany
Bay. I have seen it seriously
proposed to organize a penal

colony in Alaska. Why? To
get rid of them. France sends
them to a chain-gang. We send

them to the prison and shut them
up and forget them. A boy steals
an apple from an orchard; steals
a lot of apples; he keeps on steal-
ing apples.  What shall we do
with him ? We bring him before
a magistrate and send him to a
gaol and lock the door on him and
forget about him. Do you know
what a gaol is ? T read a descrip-
tion of a American gaol from
General Brinkerhoff, of Ohio, who
is an authority on penology:

¢¢To establish a school of crinme requires
(1) teachers skilled in the theory and
practice of crime ; (2) pupils with incli-
nation, opportunity, and leisure to learn ;
(8) a place of meeting together. All
these requirements are provided and paid
for by the public, in the creation, organi-
zation, and equipment of county gaols and
city prisons. With less than half a
dozen exceptions, all the gaols and city
prisons in the United States are schools
of this kind, and it is difficult to conceive
how a more efficient system for the edu-
cation of criminals could be devised. .
Every observant gaoler knows with what
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devilish skill the professors of this school
ply their vocation. Hour after hour they
beguile the weariness of enforced confine-
ment with marvellous tiles of successful
crime, and the methods by which escape
has been accomplished. If attention
fails, games of chance, interspersed with
obscene jokes and ribald songs serve to
amuse and while away the time. In this
way the usual atmosphere of a guol is
made so foul that the stamina of a saint
is scarce strong enough to resist. Leta
prisoner attempt to be decent, and to re-
sist the contaminating intluences brought
to bear upon him, especially in a large
gaol, and he will find that, so far as per-
sonal comnfort is concerned, he might as
well be in a den of wild beasts.”

That is what comes of the at-
tempt to solve the penal problem
by simply locking the criminal up
and forgetting him.

The other remedy—it seems
worse, but I am inclined to think
it is in some respects better—is to
hate the criminal and hurt him;
and, lest vou should think what I
say to vou is rather strong lan-
guage, I will read from an author-
ity on this subject. I read from
Sir James Stephen’s “ History, of
Criminal Law?” :

I think it highly desirable that crimi-
nals should be hated, that the punishment
inflicted upon them should be so contrived
as to give expression to that hatred, and
to justify it so far as the public provision
of means for expressing and gratifying a
natural healthy sentiment can justify and
encourage it.”

This man has done society a
wrong; he is a wicked man, so we
must hate him. We must give
expression to that hate by hurting
him.  We will put him in the pil-
lory, and fling stones or rotten
eggs at him; we will tie him to the
whipping-post and beat him; we
will send him to the prison and
make it as uncomfortable as we can
for him. Inone form or another we
will give expression to the hatred
of the man who has done society
a wrong. That plan has been
tried, and on a large scale. It
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went along concurrently with the
plan of getting rid of the criminals
by killing them.  Men imagine
that the Inquisition in the Middle
Ages expressed the rancour and
bitterness of the Church. They
are mistaken. The cruelty was
not of the Inquisition, it was of
the Middle Ages; and the same
cruelty which was expressed in
punishment of heresy was ex-
pressed in punishment of all other
crimes. The Church simply said,
Heresy is a crime.  Then society
said, You are to hate the criminal
and you are to hurt him as much
as you can; and this is the way in
which socicty carried out this prin-
ciple of Sir James Stephen:

¢“The wheel, the caldron of boiling «il,
burning alive, burying alive, flaying alive,
tearing apart with wild horses, were the
ordinary expedients by which the criminal
jurists sought to deter crime, by frightful
examples which would make a profound
impression on & not over-sensitive popu-
Iation. An Anglo-Saxon law punishes a
female slave convicted of theft by making
eighty other female slaves each bring
three pieces of wood and burn her to
death, while each contributes a fine be-
sides.

‘“In France women were customarily
burned or buried alive for simple felonies.
The criminal cede of Charles V., issued
in 1530, is a hideous catalogue of blind-
ing, mutilation, tearing with hot pincers,
burning alive, and breaking on the wheel.
. - In England to cut out a man's tongue
or to pluck out his eyes, with malice pre-
pense, was not made a felony until the
fifteenth century, in a criminal law so
severe that, even in the reign of Elizabeth,
the robbing of a hawk’s nest was similarly
a felony ; and as recently as 1833 a child
of nine was sentenced to be hanged for
breaking a patched pane of glass and
stealing twopence-worth of paint.”

There is no danger of a revival
of that kind of torture; certainly
not. But when Sir James Stephen
says we are to hate the criminal
and to give expression to that
hate, that is not written in 1542,
that is modern, and it is the ex-
pression of the same philosophy
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which finds its expression in these
herrible cruelties of the Middle
Ages.  The theory is this: Man
is endowed with an instinct of vin-
dictive justice; and he is to gratify
that vindictive justice. When a
man has done a wrong and caused
a suffering, he ought to suffer a
wrong, and we ought to inflict it.
The function of society is to exer-
cise that vindictive or retributive
justice.  That is the claim. And
in doing this it will deter men
from perpetrating crime. The
man who has suffered the penalty
will not do the wrong again. He
will say, It does not pay. And
the man who looks on and sees the
penalty inflicted, he will not do a
like wrong, he will say, It will not
pay. Aud thus society will pro-
tect itself from crime. This is the
theory.  Vindictive justice is the
motive; protection of society the
end: and the deterrent power of
fear the means.

I believe that the whole system
that is built up on those three
foundation-stones is wrong from
foundation-stone to topmost pin-

nacle. It cannot be reformed
It should be eradicated. It is
wrong in every part of it. Tt is

true there is an instinct of retri-
butive justice in man; and he is to
consider what is the end for which
it is given him, and that end, not
the gratification of his blind in-
stinct, is to determine the punish-
ment.

And as the satisfaction of the
sentiment of revenge is not to be
the motive, so the protection _of
society is not to be the aim, So-
ciety is not to be satisfied always
to say, There are 700,000 criminals
in the United States: how skall
we guard ourselves against them?
Tt is not to corral them and put a
fence around them. It is not to
secure society from the thief, the
robber, the assassin. The protec-
tion of society is not the end. It
is <omethm« higher, it is some-

thing better.  And the deterrent
power of fear is not the means.
It has been tried, and it has failed.
AMen are not deterred from crime
by fear.  We have broken men
on the wheel; have bhoiled them
alive; have hung them. We have
done it in public. We have
gathered the criminal class around
the gallows to sec the execution
and be deterred by the crime, and
the man to be hung has made his
speech and  died game,” and the
men who gathered to see the exe-
cution have gone back to plunge
deeper in crime than they did be-
fore.  Severe penalty instigates,
duplicates, multiplies crime. It
does not prevent.

I want to make my meaning as
to this just as clear as I can. 1
deny that we have any right to
administer justice, if by justice is
meant the giving to every wrong
deed its proper and just cqulvﬂeut
i penalty. That is not our func-
tion. God has not authorized us
to do it. He has not given to one
man a right to determine what is
the legitimate and proper penalty
to fall upon a fellow-sinner for the
wrong he has done.  On the con-
trary, he says we are not, and he
says so clearly and explicitly.
Judge not, he says. And by that
he does not mean, do not judge
unfairly, do_not judge inequitably;
he means, Judge not. It is not
our business to administer justice.

Hate the criminal and express
vour hatred, says Sir James
9tephen he is the enemy of so-
ciety.  Christ says, Love him,
and by love cure him. What
Christ says, Paul says, possibly
even more explicitly: Recompense
to no man evil for evil.  What
does that mean? Repayv to no
man the evil for the evil he has
done you. Repaying evil to a
man because he has done evil
against yvou, this is retributive jus-
tice, and Paul says, You are not
to do it; when a man has done an
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evil you are not to measure what
amount of evil is to be given back
to him. “Dearly beloved, avenge
not yourselves, but rather give
place unto wrath: for it is written,
Vengeance is mine; I will repay,
saith  the Lord” That word
‘“vengeance ” is literally “ execute
justice.”  That is what the Greek
word means. “Dearly beloved,
execute not justice; I will execute
justice; that belongs to me, saith
the Lord”

We are neither to get rid of the
criminal, nor are we to execute
justice on the criminal. Our sole,
single business in life is to work
out redemption. We have not
the right and we have not the
capacity to execute justice. “Pri-
soner at the bar, stand up. You
are accused of stealing a pair of
shoes; you are found guilty; I will
determine what is the right and
just penalty to give to you because
you stole that pair of shoes.” Mr.
Judge, are you prepared to do
that? Do you know who that
man’s father and mother were?
Do you know what his ancestry
was 2 Do you know what temp-
tations surrounded him ? Do vou
know ihat early influences sur-
rounded him? Do you know
even whether vou or he is the
worse sinner ?

And as we have necither the
right nor the capacity, so we have
not the power. That is the way
we administer justice when we trv
to adjust the penalty to the wrong-
doing. Two men—this is not a
fanciful case—two men committed
a burglarv. One of them was an
old offender. He had persuaded
the other man to join with him.
They were arrested. The yvounger
man was ashamed of himself; was
sick of the whole business; wanted
to piecad guilty, take his punish-
ment, pay his debt, and begin life
over again.  He went before a
severe judge and received a sen-
tence of twenty years' imprison-
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ment. The old offender knew of
that judge’s severity, got a shrewd
lawyer, had his case put off, got
himself brought before a good-
natured judge, and received three
years’ imprisonment. Go before
some judges for sentence before
dinner and you will get one kind
of a sentence; go after dinner and
you will get another kind of a sen-
tence. After all, judges are very
much like the rest of us. I am
not condemning judges; I am con-
demning the whole attempt on the
part of mankind to determine how
penalty should be adjusted to the
wrong-doing.

Christ tells us we are not to un-
dertake to administer justice—that
is to say, This wrong-doing de-
serves this amount of penalty: now
visit it on the criminal. What
then ? We are to administer re-
demption. And from the begin-
ning to the end of our criminal
system, from the letter A to the-
letter Z, from the very starting-
point to its final consummation,
there is to be one object, and only
one object—namely, the reforma-
tion of the offender. It is not to-
be the satisfaction of retributive
justice, it is not to be the protec-
tion of society; it is to be, simply,
solely, singly, the reformation of
the wrong-doer, and the reforma-
tion of the class to which the
wrong-doer belongs.

In the first place, its root is not
to be hatred of the criminal, it is
to be love aud pity for the crimi-
nal. Philosophers all discriminate
between sin and crime.  There is-
a distinction.  What is it? Sin
is any violation of God’s law.
Crime is any violation of mawn’s
law. Some crimes are not sins.
It was a crime to give a glass of
water to a fugitive slave in 1850,
but it was not a sin. Now, how
does God treat men when they
violate his law ? Ie comes to
carti; he identifies himself with
them; he bears their stripes in his
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own person; he suffers the penalty
of their wrong-doing, and by
his own life and sufferings here on
the earth he endeavours to reclaim
them. And then he turns to them
and says, Even as Jesus Christ
forgave you, so also do you.

Do not misunderstand me; do
not think I am argning for sen-
sationalism; do not think I ap-
prove of sending flowers and
cakes to prisoners. It is said that
when a man is in prison for mur-
dering his wife, he is almost sure
to have offers of marriage received
irom women, in case he gets out.
That is not the kind of pity I am
speaking for. It is not sentiment.
It is the sense in one’s self. Here
is a horrible calamity that has
corae upon this man: how can we
help him to a new and better life?
Christ. treats sin as disease, and he
comes to cure the disease. We
shall not start our criminal system
aright until we get wholly rid of
this notion that we are to hate the
criminal and hurt him, and come
back to the fundamental Christian
notion that we are to love and pity
and redeem and cure the criminal.
That is to be the starting-point.
Love is to be the motive, the in-
spiration. And, that being the
inspiration, everything is to be at-
tuned and set to that.

In the first place, to give some
specifications, imprisonment ought
not to be the first penalty. In
Massachusetts they are trying
what they call a probation sys-
tem. Tt is working, apparently,
very well  When any child is
arrested, he is not first sent to a
prison. The State official whose
function it is to be the guardian
of such children, is called into re-
quisition. He is told to examine
the case. He brings his report to
the judge. If it will do, the boy
is sent back to his home, and then
the guardian is to keep an eye on
him.  If he has not any home, or
any adequate home, the guardian
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finds a home for him. If there
is not any home that can be found
for him, the guardian puts him in-
to an institution.  The institution
is the third and last resort.
Whether the method is right or
wise is not the question—the
spirit is admirable. = What Mas-
sachusetts is doing for children it
is also beginning to do for men—
for there are some men that are
twenty-one who are children in
will-power, and even in intellect.
The great majority of criminals
are weak.

When the man is sentenced, the
sentence should be adjusted with
reference, not to the crime he has
committed, but wholly to the cure
to be accomplished. Not that
this ideal could be instantly
reached, but that this ideal is to be
kept constantly in view. I con-
fess I am amazed at our patient
folly. We arrest a man in New
York for drunkenness; we send
him up to the Island for ten days;
he stays there just long encugh to
get sober, and then he is dis-
charged. He comes back to New
York; in twenty-four hours he is
arrested again for drunkenness and
sent to the Island again for ten
days. There are men in New
York who spend two-thirds of the
time on the Island. We are pay-
ing Police Justices in New York
for that operation. What we
ought to do 1s this: When the man
is arrested for his first drunken-
ness, his friends should be found,
if he has any; when he is arrested
for the second or the third or the
fourth, patience should be exer-
cised; but when the right time
comes, he should be put into an
institution, the object of which is
to cure men of inebriacy, and if he
cannot be cured, he should stay
there the rest of his life.  You say,
‘Would you imprison a man for
life for getting drunk? No! 1
would not; but I would keep him
in an institution for life rather
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than let him come out to prey up-
on the community by his drunken-
ness.

The sentence should be adjusted
wholly with reference to the
remedy. Alen will say, Can you
be sure the man is cured? No!
we cannot.  Will vou not have
some men discharged as cured
who will come out and prey on
society > Certainly. We can-
not do anything perfectly in this
life. Ve cannot adjust the penalty
adequately to the crime commit-
ted. DBut under the one system
over fifty per cent. come back and
prey upon society again, anl
under the other system less than
twenty per cent.

When the man is in the prison,
all the discipline of the prison
should be conducted with simple
reference to reformation. It is a
disgrace to our nineteenth-century
civilization that hoys should be
sent to such a gaol as that General
Brinkerhoff describes. It is done
every day in this State of New
York. When the man is arrested,
separate confinement should be
the beginning; he should be put
by himself and studied there by
himself for the first month, or six
months, or, as in England, nine
months, before he should be
allowed to mingle with his fellows.
The mingling then should be
under such authority as to prevent
the increasing and stimulating of
crime. There should be schools
in the prison for the purpose of
teaching this man how to earn a
livelihood by honest industry when
he comes out. There should be
an industrial system—not to make
money, but to make men. We
have gotten rid of the contract’sys-
tem in this State.  Formerly we
took prisoners, r.at them in State
prison, sold their labour to a con-
tractor, and told him to see how
much he could get out of the pri-
soners. And the man who went
in hating industry came out hating
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industry worse than ever.  Indus-
try should be organized for the
purpose of making the man indus-
trious, not for the purpose of mak-
ing the prison self-supporting.
The plan whioh I have hinted
at underlies what is known as the
Elmira Reformatory system; it
underlies the probation system of
Massachusetts; it underlies the
scparate confinement. Group these
all together, and out of them con-
struct the ideal system for the
moment. A man is arrested; he
is brought before the court. In-
quiry is made into his life, his
character, his surroundings. his
friends. Ifitis found that he has
some friends who will be respon-
sible for him, who will take care
of him, who will see that this thing
docs not occur again, he is put
under the tutelage of these friends.
1f it is found that he has no such
friends, or that no such trust can
be reposed in them, or that his
criminality is too firmly fixed, he
is sent to a prison, put into a
scparate cell, compelled to reflect.
His industry is carried on in his
cell; he is kept separate from the
other prisoners; is not allowed to
come out into fellowship until he
has proved some degree of sub-
mission to authority, some degree
of readiness for reform.  Then he
is put into a school and into a
workshop; but the worl- is organ-
ized to secure development, not to
secure money for the State or the
prison; and the school is organized
for the moral culture as well as the
intellectual culture of this man.
His record is kept. There are
three grades in the prison. He
begins at the lowest; if he falls
back he is put back into cellular
confinement; if he goes forward
he is put into the second grade;
if he still improves, he is put into
the third. A court sits in the
prison to determine the length of
his imprisonment; and when he
has proved that he is able to earn
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an honest livelihood and is de-
termined to earn an honest liveli-
hood, then some employment is
found outside where he can earn
an honest livelihood, and he is set
free.

I want you to notice two things:
one, that, though this redemptive
system is not yet perfected, it pro-
tects society better thar the puni-
tive system. When a man is
killed, it is true he will not trouble
society any more, but when he is
reformed he will not trouble so-
ciety any more; and experience de-~
monstrates that the way to reform
those that lie outside the circle is
to reform the men that lie within
it.  And the second thing T want
you te notice is this: An English
writer criticises the Elmira Re-
formatory. He says, Perhaps it
does discharge eighty per cent.
cured, but what is its effect on the
criminal population outside? It
does not deter them.  He is mis-
taken. One of the Judges of the
Criminal Courts of New York tells

me that criminals plead not to be

sent to Elmira under the indeter-
minate sentence, The criminal
would rather take ten years in
Sing Sing than a chance of getting
out of the Elmira Reformatory in
five years. For the one thing a
determined criminal does not want
is to be put under influences that
arc all the time saying to him,
You shall be honest; the one
thing he hates is to be ieformed.
Redemption and retribution are,
so far as this world is concerned,
different spellings of the same
word; and the best and most
cffective deterrent is a penalty
which holds the grip of law on the
wrong-doer until he becomes a
right-doer.  Christ’s method of
dealing with the enemies of society
1s to treat them as diseased men;
to pity them, not to hate them;
and to administer for them a sys-
tem of redemption, not to attempt
the impossible task of administer-
ing a system of retributive justice.

STILL WITH THEE.

LY MRS, H, B, STOWE,

Still, still with Thee when purple morning breaketh,

When the bird waketh and the shadows flee ;
Fairer than morning, lovelier than daylight,
Dawns the sweet consciousness I am with Thee.

Alone with Thee amid the mystic shadows,
The solemn hush of nature newly born;
Alone with Thee in breathless adoration,
In the calm dew and freshness of the morn.

When sinks the soul, subdued by toil, to shunber,
The closing eye looks up to Thee in prayer;

Sweet the repose beneath Thy wings o’er-shading,
But sweeter still to wake and find Thee there.

So shall it be at last, in that bright morning
When the soul waketh and life’s shadows flec;

0, in that hour, fairer than daylight dawning,
Shall rise the glorious thought, I am with Thee.
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A MINUS SERMON.

BY E. DONALD M‘GREGOR.

Miss Tracy Livingstone wasn’t
just clear about the new minister.
Sometimes she thought she liked
him, and at other times she was
quite sure she despised him. When
he preached, as he always did,
with great earnestness and fer-
vour, and people swayed ’'neath
his magnetic touch, like reeds be-
fore some southern breeze, then
it was that Miss Livingstone would
find herself sitting bolt upright,
with never even a suspicion of
moisture in her keen gray eyes.
“Not even a dollar hem-stitched
Jkerchief could tempt me to weep
in church,” she had been known
to laughingly remark, and the
Rev. Thomas Howard had seem-
ingly no power to weaken this out-
spoken resolution.

Sunday after Sunday he gave
himself to his people, and IMiss
Livingstone wavered between real-
ly liking, and positively disliking
him. Sometimes her heart warm-
ed to his message, and though, be-
cause outwardly she was a thor-
oughly self-controlled woman, she
gave no visible sign of feeling, her
whole being revelled in the mighty
power of the man. At other
times, when the preacher’s mes-
sage was not a whit more intense,
she felt a genuine disgust because
of the warm, whole-souled colour
of things.

“People want something to
think about, not something to feel
about,” she would say to herself
with decision.

Then, when justice compelled
her to admit that Mr. Howard’s
sermons were far from empty, she
generally added—

“QOh, dear, it’s all a horrible
“mix-up.”

Without asking permission of

this live corpse, allow me to
dissect her, just for your benefit,
as a student of human nature.
Miss Livingstone had sailed the
sea of emotion. She had likewise
sailed the sea of keen critical
thought, and now, at nine-and-
twenty, she was drifting in the
straits of confusion, between these
two seas. Sometimes a passing
breeze would bear her headward,
and then again some swift hurri-
cane would send her, with every
sail set, straight into regions
where the swish of the waves was
always heart music. No one could
afford to predict whether head or
heart would win. But then no
one tried to predict, for everyone
supposed that Miss Livingstone
was a thoroughly ship-shape,
well-ballasted woman. Her nau-
tical meanderings were a secret
from everyone but herself.
_How did she maruze? Why,
simply by not saying a great many
things, and in this, I take it, lies
her claim to supremacy. A wo-
man, or a man for that matter,
who cannct say a great many
things, is worth looking twice at.
Take, for instance, Miss Living-
stone’s remarks upon the Rev.
Thomas Howard. She might
have chosen at times to say with
hasty vigour, “I despise the man,”
but she was an honourable wo-
man, and to fail in allegiance to
the King’s ambassador, seemed to
her treason. Moreover, she felt
that, considering the wunsettled
state of her mind, her opinion of
Mr. Howard ought to be a cau-
tious one. Thus it was that in the
privacy of her own room, on her
knees—do not smile, for there is
nothing incongruous in prayer
over even bold phraseology—on
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her knees, I say, she formulated a
reply for the question which she
knew would come.

“How do I like Mr., Howard?
Oh, I think he is very much in
earnest—some of his sermons have
greatly impressed me.”

This answer satisfied the people
—so easily does the world accept
ialf truths for full-rounded ex-
pressions of faith.

When Mr. Howard had been
six months in B , one Sun-
day evening he walked home from
church with Miss Livingstone.
The following Sunday evening he
did likewise. Now, I suspect that
this not very alarming statement
of mine has put you in a state of
expectancy. You scent romance
in the air, and are ready to affirm
that the trend of my sketch is very

patent. Be not so hasty. You
do not yet know Miss Tracy
Livingstone. Everybody walked
home with her, and old Dame

Gossip never even troubled to
hunt her specs. Sometimes old
Mark Munday, the shoemaker,
was her escort, and the conversa-
tion was of leathers and Ilasts.
Then again, it was young Perkins,
the book-keeper, and Miss Living-
stone became interested in figures
and accounts. Old Nancy Traille
found a ready listener for her tale
of woe, founded on hens *that
wouldn’t lay more’n four eggs a
week,” and when sleek Mr. Hop-
kins, the town “catch,” or shy
young Simpkins, the tailor, slipped
into place, Miss Livingstone was
still the courteous, interested,
pleasant-voiced woman. It was
simply no use to fire gossip shot at
her head. It merely bounced off
and disappeared.

Now, apart from this fact, it was
an eminently proper thing that
Mr. Howard should enjoy a walk
with Miss Livingstone. She was
his right-hand woman in every
church enterprise, and her ideas
were guaranteed to cut truer than
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any Rogers’ steel” blade. They
talked on this particular night of
sermons, and not unnaturally of
the evening’s sermon.

“You were very much in ear-
nest,” Miss Livingstone said, and
then she paused.

“Was I too much in earnest?”’

It was a searching, and, to Miss
Livingstone, an uncomfortable
question.  She felt that by some
shade of tone she had unwittingly
betrayed herself. She parried the
question—

“ Can a man ever be too much
in earnest?”

Mr. Howard did not answer for
a moment. Then he said quietly—

“TI had not thought so, but evi-
dently we are not quite in agree-
ance to-night.”

“ Does it not depend upon what
one is in earnest about ?”

Miss Livingstone was shooting
forth these random shots, just to
keep the enemy at bay, while
swiftly she buckled on her armour
of defence. She had been read-
ing and studying much that weel,
and the winds were headward.
She felt sure that Christ’s throne
should be in the head and not in
the heart. She was critical and
cold, and the fountains of her
heart had dried up into a feeble
stream.

AMr. Howard’s answer
with an accent of surprise—

“IVhy, the thing I am in earnest
about is the salvation of souls.”

“The question is how to reach
that end.”

*Shall I reach it by being less
in earnest ™

There was in the words an em-
phasis that demanded the truth,
the whole truth, and nothing but
the truth.

Miss Livingstone replied with
decision—

“ Certainly not” Then she
paused, and there were traces of
hesitation in her tone.

“ And yet, Mr. Howard, I have

came
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sometimes thought that less appeal
to the heart, and more solid food
for the brain, might lead more
people to Christ.”

Mr. Howard was surprised.

“ Can a man be a Christian and
not use every scrap of brain God
has given him? I contend that
he cannot, and I am trying each
Sunday to give the solid food
thought—even Jesus Christ.”

“ And yet, are there not critical
problems and burning questions
of the day, that our young people
egpecially are interested in—
might not a study of these be a
roundabout, but at the same time,
a sure road to Christ?”’

“What do yvou mean?”

Alr. Howard asked the question
with a sudden swift directness
that was a fashion of his.  Miss
Livingstone did not answer. This
man was knocking at the inner
sanctum of her soul, and she
hesitated whether to open the
door, or reply—“Not at home to-
day.”

Mr. Howard continued, scarcely
seeming to notice her hesitancy.

“You have touched the great
problem of my life.  You know
about my long college course, and
how people were inclined to laugh
at all my post-graduate work, and
my fondness for digging and delv-

ing—but, oh, vou don’t know
about the struggles. When I
took my ordination vows, I

pledged myself to preach Christ,
and Christ alone.  Many a ser-
mon I have burned, because it was
all astronomy or psychology, or
some other side line, that T could
only hinge Christ on to, not put
him into. Scmetimes, even when
my text was all Gospel, my sermon
would be full of lengthy discus-
sions upon abstruse questions, that
didn’t make one bit of difference
to any poor sinner.

“ Did you ever preach them

Miss Livingstone asked the
question curiously.
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“No; never once, but the con-
flict has been like the powers of
darkness grappling for my soul,
and now you, whose judgment
everybody relies upon, would.
counsel me to throw up Jesus
Christ, the Bread of Life, and offer
stones to this people.”

“ I would counsel nothing of the
kind”  Miss Livingstone’s tones
were a trifle indignant.

“ Pardon me, then—I have mis-
understood.”

“1 am merely pleading for a
broader Gospel. I have heard
several of our college students
speak of Dr. Morton’s preaching.
You know he takes up a great
many scientific subjects, and puts
Christ into them too.”

“Does he ever have conver-
sions "

“Well, I don't hear of any, hut,
Mr. Howard, one can’t reckon re-
sults with a fluctuating, changeful
congregation like Dr. Morton's,
and, besides,”—Miss Livingstone
paused—“you are a better man
than Dr. Alorton, and therefore
that much better qualified to at-
tempt this kind of preaching.”

Mr. Howard did not protest,—
hie recognized the honesty of this
woman.  There was no shadow
of flattery in her words, and be-
sides, he would hasten on to the
real question at issue.

“Am I missing my orportuni-
ties with our young people, be-
cause I preach a plain, direct
Gospel? he asked solemnly.

“I candidly think so,” Miss
Livingstone replied. She had
been growing stronger with each
fresh plea from her own lips; and
this was not unnatural. OQur ar-
guments often have more effect
upon our own selves than upon
any one else, and our expressions,
stronger than the thought that
fathers them, form {requently
about us a kind of prison wall.
We can't escape except by club-
bing the guard of our own dignity,
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and it takes someé muscular grace
to do this. Thus it was that Miss
Livingstone, having gradually
committed herself to a theory of
which she was by no means certain,
found retreat pretty well cut off.
Mr., Howard listened while she
told him that he was in no danger
of preaching a Christless sermon.
His vanity was untouched. FHe
merely wondered if this was really
a message from the King.

* One sermon might prove to
me the right or wrong of this
notice,” he said, meditatively—" 1
may have  been narrow,—who
knows ?”

And then he opened the gate
and said, “Good night,” and Miss
Livingsione went straight to her
roem.  She prayed earnestly that
night, and every night of that

week. The Rev. Thomas How-
ard  did likewise, and God was
neither asleep nor dead. He

heard their prayers, and would
have sent an answering messenger,
but the roads were blocked. Mr.
Howard and Miss Livingstone had
made up their minds to risk it, and
even the King’s messengers can’t
brealk that kind of a blockade.

AMr. Howard seemed, as he rose
in his pulpit that Sunday evening,
to be weighed down with some
burden. His voice was low and
constrained, and there was almost
a tremour, as he gave out the
grand old hymn—

“Thy voice
spheres,
Bade the waves roar, the planets
shine,
But nothing like Thyself appears,
Through all these spacious works
of Thine.”

produced the sea and

About the prayer, ther2 might
have been various opinions. It
was a train of petitions, honestly
and surely headed heavenward,
but there was no coupler between
it and the engine, and of course it
didn’t move a bit.

The lesson was better.

16

There

is a majestic stride about that first
chapter of Genesis, that is not
casy to overthrow, and then Mr.
Howard was regaining himself.
He saw before him, seat after seat
of college boys, attracted thither
by the announcement of a sermon
on *‘the Iiirst Creative Day,” and
the rare chance to touch these
young lives scemed to lighten his
heart.  Ile recad his text in a
clear voice, and then he stopped.
His eye ran over the congregation.
He saw a splendid audience. They
were waiting, and surely he had a
message. Again he read his text.
Then, throwing back his shoul-
ders, and pushing back his hair
from his forehead, as though he
would thrust aside every impedi-
ment—he let himself go. I can-
not use any other expression.
There was no clinging to notes,
no consciousness of effort—just a
simple letting go, a dropping into
his native element. He had
longed to be free to preach just in
this fashion—mnow it had come,
and for one night he revelled in
the science of world making.

Do you ask whether it was a
Christless sermon? I answer
“No,” but it was not.a Christful
sermon.  Every now and then
you caught glimpses of the King
cternal, but somehow the Christ
was too far away for one to see
the print of the nails. You knew
that he was present to heal, but
vou could not feel his touch. The
air was full of scientific vapours,
and the face of the risen Saviour
was hidden from sight.

The college boys Jeaned forward
as the peroration was reached.
There was pbwer in the young
preacher’s words, and had the
place been other than a church,
they would have shouted, “ Bravo,
Thomas,” As it was, they gripped
one another’s knees, and whis-
pered—"* Pretty fine, eh,” “ He's a
rattler, isn't he

And then came the prayer. WMr.
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Howard knew that he had been
upon one of his mountain tops,
and the consciousness of this
breathed from his words. Nay, I
do not mean conceit, but merely
that there was expansion of chest,
a sparkling of eye, and a swinging
gait, through the rare mountain
He felt that he had sounded

air.
himself, and he had not found
shallows. Call it an egotistical

process, if you like. I choose to
dub it a clearing away of the rub-
bish, the unearthing of God’s
stamp of power.

I think Miss Livingstone was
the only person with whom Mr.
Howard shook hands that night.
He scarcely knew why, but it
seemed the proper thing to turn
aside from the vestry-door for just
a word with her. And after all it
wasn’t a sword, for they merely
shook hands. A nameless silence
seemed to have fallen across their
spirits, and yet methinks far off
was heard the footfall of a mes-
senger.

“1If you please, Miss Tracy, e’s
hawful bad, an’ the little uns is
a-cryin’, an’ goin’ on so. Won't
vou please to come? I knowed
as you would know what to do
for ’im.”

“If the man is dying, some
minister should be sent for, Mary.”
Miss Livingstone was dressing as
she spoke.

“ Oh, yes, ma’am, William went
for Dr. Gray, an’ I stopped at the
parsonage on my way up ’ere.
William’s a-takin’ care of the poor
man while I’m gone, ’cause I
thought as I could tell you better
how things was” e

Ten minutes later, Miss Living-
stone and old Mary Thomas were
walking through the quiet streets.
They stopped at a little rough-cast
row of houses.

“ Number twelve’s the ’ouse,
Miss Tracy—you'll ’ear ’im a-
groanin’ ‘fore we gets up the walk.
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William an’ me’ was both sound
asleep when we ’eard that dread-
ful noise, an’ William ’e give an
hawful jump, for ’e was sure as
some one was breakin’ in the-
door.” :

Miss Livingstone stepped quiet-
ly into the house. Dr. Gray and
Alr. Howard greeted her silently.
They were standing one on either
side of a bed, and some children
were crying piteously in an outer
room.  Scarcely looking at the
sick man, Miss Livingstone step-
ped out to the children. She was
used to such scenes. Very often
had she and Dr. Gray worked to-
gether in the sick room. They
understood each other, and the
old doctor frankly admitted that
no trained nurse could more
clearly have known her business.
The children were soon coaxed
back to their beds, and as chil-
dren do, they slipped off to dream-
land, leaving only a few tremulous
sobs to tell of the storm that had
been. '

Miss Livingstone wondered af-
terward, if her punishment would
have been complete without the
hideous scene that followed.

Dr. Gray came to her, asking
for a cup and a spoon, and old
Mary went for a dipper of fresh
water. The cottage was silent,
save for the uneasy moaning of
the sick man. Suddenly, like
some fierce storm, beating upon
the shores of silence, a man’s voice
was heard—

“ Get out of my sight. It’s vou
that has killed me, an’ a devil vou
are, if you do +wear a white
choker.”

It was strange that a man so
near the borderland could spealk
with such savage vehemence.

“Hush, man,” said Dr. Gray,
“ yow’ve not many hours to live,—
save your breath for better words.”

“Tll spend a bit of it on him,
just to make him remember, an’
save some other poor wretch.”
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Mr. Howard laid his hand kindly
-on the sick man’s arm—

“My friend, let us look to
Jesus, while there’s a chance.”

“ Look to Jesus? No ye don’t”
—the man half raised himself up
in bed—“last night I was wantin’
to look to Him, but I ain’t now.
‘Since the woman died, things has
gone to the dogs, an’ there was
no bread for the young ’uns, an’
me out of work, an’ I went to
«church starvin’ for a bit of help,
yes, starvin’, man, an’ ye give me
stones, an’ I guess I was crazed.
I just made it up to have an end
of it.  The pistol’s over there, an’
There’s where it went in”

The man drew back the clothes
as he spoke. They were spattered
with blood. Dr. Gray motioned
‘to Miss Livingstone—

“You can pray—he will listen
to you?

“ No, no—not if he goes with-
out a ray.”

Shé did not weep, but her face
was set and cold, and there was a
‘misery in it that even Mr. Howard
could afford to pity.

Quickly turning to William
“Thomas, she said: “ William,
‘there’s nothing to keep you silent
-—pray.”  And the little company
‘knelt, while old William spoke to
God. I think that’s the right way
to put it. There was no intro-
«duction, no flight of oratory, no
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anything, except just a mighty cry
for help.

Dr. Gray said afterward that it
made him think of an old English-
man, who, upon being reproved
for asking help from a nobleman
in a very rough and ready way,
replied indignantly—

“Noots, man! D’y think I’'m
going to put on tiffics, when peo-
ple’s a-drownin’ ?

Old) William felt that a man was
“ a-drownin’,” and he put on no
“tiffics.”  He just gripped God,
and it didn’t seem as though he
would let that poor soul perish.

The man appeared after a little
to fall off into a stupour-—but just
at dawn he opened his eyes.

“Parson,” he said, weakly, “I
reckon as God Almighty ‘Il settle
yer account, so I don’t know’s I
need to mind,—an’ there’s a streak
o’ light in the sky, ain’t there ?’

Old Mary closed his eyes, and
Dr. Gray had another call
Through the gray dawn there
walked a man and woman in
silence.  As they stood at a gate
the woman said—

“Do you think there is forgive-
ness for me ?”

“For us,” the man said, half
fiercely, -and then in quieter tones
he repeated just a part of a verse—

“Who forgiveth all thine in-
iquities.”

SONNET.

I think the immortal servants of mankind
Who, from their graves, watch by how slow degrees
The World-Soul greatens with the centuries,

Mourn most Man’s
The ear to no

arren levity of mind:
rave harmonies inclined,

The witless thirst for false wit’s worthless lees,
The laugh nistimed in tragic presences,
The eye to all majestic meanings blind.

O prophety, martyrs, saviours, ye were great,

All truch being great to you; ye deemed Man more
Than a dull jest God’s ennui to amuse;

The world, for you, held purport; Life ye wore
Proudly, as kings their solemn robes of State;
Aund humbly, as the mightiest monarchs use.

—William Watson.
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Catharine of Siena is one of the
most fascinating figures of church
history; not only one of the bright-
est and best of the * Saints” of
the Roman Catholic Church, but
one of the noblest, most powerful,
most saintly women of the uni-
versal Church of Jesus Christ.
Her career is striking, her char-
acter is winning, her example is
inspiring.  In Mrs. Josephine L.
Butler—the widow of a canon of
the Church of England, a woman
herself prominent in the Social
Purity movement in England, and
in other good works—Catharine
has found a sympathetic interpreter
and eloquent biographer.

Few biographies are at once so
readable, so full of information,
and so stimulating to all that is
best in human life and character.
The style is simple and direct, de-
lightfully free both from fine writ-
ing and from literary hysterics. In
places, Mrs. Butler is perhaps a
little too apologetic for the more
superstitious aspects of Catharine’s
life. But in the main she is re-
markably objective in her narra-
tive, sifting facts with quiet good
judgment, and allowing the ascer-
tained facts to produce their own
impression.

Moreover, the book is more than
the life of one good woman writ-
ten by another. Catharine’s life
is most felicitously set in its en-
vironment of contemporary his-
tory. The gifted authoress in-
troduces us to the monarchs and
the republics of the fourteenth cen-

* ¢“Catharine of Siena: A Biography.”

By Josephine E, Butler. London: Horace
Marshall & Son. Toronto: William Briggs.

tury, in that land whose ancient
glories and whose later misfor-
tunes alike kindle the imagina-
tion.  She familiarizes us \Vlth the
exactions of papal legates and the
frenzy  of popular revolutions.
She traces with a skilful hand the
deplorable condition of the church,
the * DBabvlonish captivity ™ at
Avignon, the return of Gregory
to Rome, and the rise of the great
Schism; and throughout this ¢ gor-
geous historical panorama, shows
us the life and influence of Cath-
arine of Siena flowing beneficently
on, blessing all that they touch.

With Mrs. Butler's assistance,
let us review the main incidents
of this life.

The fourteenth century was an
cpoch of mingled lizht and dark-
ness. The ancient literature of
Greece and Rome was once more
becoming a powerful influence in
stirring thought and moulding
taste.  The Italian language and
Ttalian poetry were assuming
those forms which still delight the
world. Art sprang into wonder-
ful perfection—in a word, it was
an age of intellectual and aesthetic
culture. But moral ozone was
lacking in that soft air. In palaces
and castles, where art and litera-
ture prevailed, the sterner virtues
of truth and honour languished,
intrigue and debauchery 2nd as-
qassmatlon were the ordinary in-
cidents of high life. Every little
prince was a petty tyrant, every
free republic was kept in perpetual
turmoil by the incessant wars and
revolutions which seemed the in-
evitable price of its freedom, either
from the encroachments of neigh-
bouring potentates, or the arro-
gance of its own elected oligarchy.
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In the midst of a world morally.

corrupt, the Church was by no
means the salt of the earth.  The
ambition of the Church had ceased
to be for spiritual trophies, and
had degenerated into the lust for
temporal sovereignty. Since 13035
the seat of the papacy had been at
Avignon, amid the tranquillity and
gaiety of Southern France, far
from the disturbances and diffi-
culties of the Pope’s dominions in
Ttaly. The estates of the Church
in Italy were mismanaged by ex-
tortionate and infamous cardinal
legates.  The country was over-
run by bands of mercenary troops,
the mnotorious condottieri, who
pillaged and ravaged the fair fields
of unhappy Italy for two centuries,
now in the pay of the Pope, now
of this prince, now of that repub-
lic.  Not only was the Church
thus derelict to its spiritual and its
political duties, but the personal
lives of the priests and prelates
were scandalous. It was said
that “ the morals of Avignon were
what were called vices in other
nations.”

The absorbing interest in the
life of Catharine of Siena is in this
fact, that to such an age this young
woman came forth as sent of God.
with the boldness and severity of
a Hebrew prophet, but at the
same time with the pleading ten-
derness of loving Christian wo-
man, to rebuke princes, cardinals,
and the very Pope, to denounce
all vices, hypocrisies and shams,
to minister gently to the unfor-
tunate, to rescue the outcast, and
to exemplify the real power of a
life of faith in the Son of God.

Mrs. Butler quotes from Cath-
arine’s father confessor and bio-
grapher, Raymond, as follows:
“ Catharine of Siena was to the
fourteenth century what St. Ber-
nard was to the twelfth. At the
moment when the bark of St
Peter was most strongly agitated
by the tempest, God gave it for
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pilot a poor voung girl who was
concealing herself in the little shop
of a dyer. Catharine travelled to
EFrance to lead the Pontiff Gregory
XI. away from the delights of his
native land.  She brought back
the Popes to Rome, the real centre
of Christianity.  She addressed
herself to cardinals, princes, and
kings. Her zeal inflamed at the
sight of the disorders which pre-
vailed in the Church. She ex-
erted all her activity in order to
overcome them. She negotiated
between the nations and the Holy
See.  She brought back to God
a multitude of souls, and com-
municated, by her teaching and
example, a new vitality to those
great religious orders which were
the “ life and pulse of the Church.”
And yet she, who exerted so
powerful an influence over the
men and the events of her time,
lived only thirty-three years.
Catharine was borne at Siena,
a city of Southern Tuscany, south
of Florence, picturesquely situated
upon the summit of a hill, a city of
200,000 inhabitants then, and the
rival of Florence, now much
smaller and less important. In
this place many of the sterner vir-
tues of earlier days lingered, love
of liberty, combined with purity
of life and a genuine religious
faith. The parents of Catharine,
Giacomo Benincasa, and his wife
Lapa, were of the old Sienese sort,
simple, virtuous, and pious. Gia-
como was a dyer, a man whose in-
tegrity and kindliness made him
much respected among his neigh-
bours. Catharine was one of
twenty-five children. She and
her twin sister were born in 1347.
The sister died in a few days.
Although Catharine lived thirty-
three years, she was never strong,
and through a large part of her
life endured great physical suffer-
ings. In her there soon appeared
a characteristic which was one of
the secrets of her astonishing
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power over all sorts and condi-
tions of men, namely, a certain
sweet sincerity, and a frank sym-
pathy with her f{fellows. She
loved birds, beasts, and flowers.
She fearlessly looked men, women,
and children in the eye; her smile
won every heart; “ she smiled with
her eyes as well as her lips.” Her
whole manner of intercourse was
so simple, open, and ingenuous
that prejudice and even indiffer-
ence soon melted away before her.
She was not beautiful, save with
the beauty of a pure, vivacious,
and winning expression, and the
charm of easy and graceful move-
ment. A daughter of the people
to the end, her manners were easy
and unembarrassed before prince
or pontiff.

In her earliest years the pro-
found religiousness of her nature
began to manifest itself, and
naturally in such ways as the cur-
rent tvpe of piety suggested. She
loved the old church of St. Dom-
mic, in her native city, and she
irequently wandered thither, and
spent long hours in prayer in a
chapel by the side of the church.
When six vears old, she beheld a
wonderful vision of Jesus, who
seemed to her to appear over the
church and to smile lovingly up-
on her. Rudely disturbed in the
contemplation of this sight, she
burst into tears, and sadly re-
proached her little brother, “ Oh,
Stephen, if vou could only see
what T see, you would never have
disturbed me thus.”

Filled with 7eal to emulate the
asceticism of the early anchorites,
she fled one morning from Siena,
and hid herself in a little grotto
in the hills. But by night her
better  nature prevailed, she
thought of her duty to her parents,
and their grief at her loss, and re-
turned hastily to her home. It
was largely the sanity of her
natural affections which held her
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tendency to ascetic extravagance
in check.

‘But in one point her decision
was early formed and steadily
maintained. She would not hear
of marriage. Her, mind was ab-
solutely dominated by the celibate
ideal. The kindly pressure of her
family in the direction of mar-
riage, she gently but persistently
resisted.  Sterner measures were
alike unavailing. Finally, im-
pelled by a dream, Catharine as-
sembled her father, mother. bro-
thers and sisters, and announced
to them that she had long before
deliberately made an irrevocable
vow of celibacy; declared that she
must obey God rather than man,
and expressed her willingness
either to remain dutifully in the
house as a servant, or to go forth
alone, casting herself on the pro-
vidence of God. The family were
melted and overcome. She was
allowed henceforth to follow the
leading of the Holy Spirit, to serve
the Saviour in the way she de-
sired, and her father said: “ We
could never find for her a more
beautiful or honourable alliance,
for her soul is wedded to her Lord,
and it is not a man, but the Lord
who dieth not. whom we now re-
ceive into our house.”

She arranged for herself a little
private room as a cell, wherein
she might imitate the devotion of
the monks. Here she gave her-
self to incessant prayer and adora-
tion. Tor three years she rarely
quitted this cell. —Her diet was
spare, her sleep brief, and on bare
boards, and her victory over the
legitimate demands of nature mar-
vellous.  However erroneous the
ascetic theory underlying her aus-
terities, and however inimical
this course of life to her health,
nevertheless these years of quiet
conter plation, self-denial, and
prayer, made her superior to many
of the petty infirmities, and in-
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different to the insignificant Jdis-
comforts which have so great an
mfluence over most men and wo-
men. She became fitted to en-
dure hardness as a good soldier
of Jesus Christ. Not that she was
phyvsically healthy. She was all
her life long subject to distressing
gastric trouble, and to attacks of
severe prostration. Her mother
would sometimes enter the little
cell in the early morning. carry
her to her own bed, and place her
there for comfort. But Cath-
arine begged to be allowed to re-
turn to her own dear little room,
so inflexible was her decision, so
strenuous her perseverance.

Early in life she had formed the
desire to preach the Gospel. As
a little girl, she gathered other lit-
tle girls around her, and preached
to them with “wonderful elo-
quence and power.” Her deter-
mination now became fixed to
bccome a mantellata, ie., a female
associate of the Order of St
Dominic (so called as wearing the
mantle of St. Dominic), with the
expectation of following the illus-
trious example of the friar preach-
ers. After some hesitation to re-
ceive so voung an applicant, the
fraternity admitted her. But not
vet did she plunge into an active
life of beneficence.

Before attempting to briefly
narrate her more public career. it
is necessary to pause and inquire
what was the religious experience
which these vears cf early aspira-
tion and devotion had developed.
Tt is delightiul to find that, while
she did not free herself from the
superstitions  and  errors of her
time and of her Church, neverthe-
less her faith went down below
them all, and fixed itself upon the

ocne  foundation, Jesus  Christ.
Alrs. Butler says: “1 do not find
that there entered into her

thoughts the smallest idea of merit
or of reward in renouncing earthly
jovs and human ties. The most
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careful search through all her
utterances, written or spoken, fails
to reveal a single word claiming
to herself any merit. Her dying
words give the key to the faith or
the philosophy which she em-
braced from her childhood. Bar-
duccio, one of her secretaries, who
gathered up ‘her last words, tells
us that when she knew she was
dving. “she Dblessed us all, and
pronounced these words: ‘Yes,
Lord, thou callest me. I come to
thee; T go to thee, not on account
of my merits, but solely on ac-
count of thy mercy, and that
mercy I have implored in the
name, O Jesus, of thy precious
blood.””

The profound sceret of her life,
the source of her astonishing
power— power to win, to con-
vert, to suffer, to rule, to com-
mand. for the salvation of erring
man, and for the glory of God,”—
lay not merely in her self-denial
and her conseccration, but above
all in her simple trust in the good-
ness of God through Jesus Christ,
in her constant converse with
God, and in her entire dependence
upon divine guidance. Her dia-
logues and letters abound in such
expressions as these: “ The Lord
said to me,” “ My God told me to
act so and so,” “While I was
prayving, myv Saviour showed me
the meaning of this, and spoke
thus to me.”

God and his will were intense
realities to her. The groundwork
of the legend of the mystical mar-
riage of St. Catharine was laid in
a dream she herself related, in
which she saw the Saviour place
on her finger a marriage ring,
espousing her in faith and love.
This notion of the espousal of the
consecrated virgin to the heavenly
bridegroom is but an extravagant
expression for entire consecration,
and the mystical union of the soul
with Christ. The form is in-
correct, for the New Testament
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makes the Churcel, not the indi-
vidual believer, tl @ bride of Christ.
But the underlying experience in
the case of Catharine was that of
a vital union by faith.

Such an intense type of piety,
trained in  the recollection of
dreams, visions, and ecstasies, was
sure to expect like tmanifestations
and to receive them.  Catharine,
while in prayer, often fell into an
esctasy, forgetful of all earthly
things, lost in the contemplation
of things heavenly.  After such
seasons of special realization of
divine things, her countenance
would be radiant, so that men
wondered at the joyousness of her
aspect even amid pains and per-
secutions.

Like all the great servanis of
God, and like our blessed leader
in the Christian life, she was made
“ perfect through sufferings.” In
the early years of her celibate life,
soon after becoming a mantellata,
she passed through spiritual con-
flicts, which recall Bunvan's de-
scription of Christian assailed by
the dreadiul shapes of hellish
enemies, as he passed through the
Valley of the Shadow of Death.
In her dreams came temptations
to impurity, which cruelly tor-
mented her. Then came tempta-
tions to renounce her austere way
of life, and embrace the life of wife
and mother.  After a period of
peace, these attacks became more
violent than ever. and now she
scemed forsaken by her Divine
Helper.  DBut in an abandon of
devotion, she flung herself at the
feet of her Lord, and declared her
fixed determination to live and
suffer for Him.  “I have chosen
suffering for Christ’s sake, and I
am willing, if need be, to endure
this till death.”  Thereupon came
a great light and peace into her
soul: her sense of communion
with the Lord became entrancing:
the victory was won.  Such con-
flicts with such forms of tempta-
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tion gave her power henceforth
to sympathize with the tempted
and to help them.

The thorough sincerity and the
good sense of Catharine were now
evideneed by her effort to learn
to read. Her progress was very
rapid. Not until several years
later, however, did she learn to
write. Yot she left a high literary
reputation as one of those who
moulaed the Italian language.

At length, prepared by qnict
vears of thoufrht, meditation, seli-
control, and intercourse with God.
Catharine emerged from her little
cell into the midst of revolutions,
dangers, and turmoil, to be the
Deborah, the Florence Night-
ingale, and the Mrs. Booth of her
age.  She combined in one per-
son the offices of the gentle nurse,
who cared for the sick and dying.
the evangelist. who won many
souls to Chnst and the faithful
counsellor, who advised bhoth
princes and popes, and ever
sought to promote the welfare of
the people and the reform of the
Church.

It v -as during a period of strug-
gle aad revolution. when the
Siencse fought nobly for their
liberties against the emperor, that
Catharine was induced to take
part in public affairs, For years
she had absolutely secluded her-
self in her own little room, or cell.
Now the divine voice came to her:
“Go quickly, my daughter, it is
the hour of the family repast: join
thy parents and thy familyv: re-
main with them, and T will be with
thee.”  Reluctantly, and in tears,
she at last vielded to the divine
impression of duty, recognizing,
as she afterwards related, that love
has twe commandments, tn love
God and to love one’s neighbour.
So. after mingling with her family
for some time in the active dutices
of home life, she took the further
step of visiting and relieving the
poor of the citv.  She was in her
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seventeenth year when she began
to appear upon her errands of
mercey, in the mantle of a sister of
St. Dominic—the first young wo-
man ever enrolled as a mantellata.

Soon her life was filled with
varied offices of charity, in the ac-
complishment of which it was in-
evitable that she should assume a
free attitude to the narrow tra-
ditional prejudices of the time.
In the midst of revolution she
acted as mediator and pacificator.
She sometimes addressed thou-
sands of people on the streets,
** beseeching them for the love of
Jesus, to be at peace with each
other, and to search cach his own
heart, to discover there any lurk-
ing egotism, and to give up any
selfish demand which could only
b2 gratified at the expense of his
neighbour. ‘Those who could
not hear her voice were moved
even to tears by the beaming
charitv and sweetness of her
countenance, while she spoke and
pleaded.” ™

The unconventionality of her
labours soon aroused jealousy and
suspicion; the coarsest calummies
were circulated against her; zven
a leper woman whom she waited
upon taunted her with loving to
be tvo much in the company of
her *dear friars,” and the elder
Sisters of St. Dominic constituted
themselves a committee to inquire
into her life and conduct. Cath-
arine’s patience and quiet persist-
ence anud this most cruel trial of
her faith were wonderful. Under

the taunt of the leper—her first in-
timation of sucii suspicions—she
blushed suddenly, but kept silence,
and continued to minister to the
ungrateful woman to the last.
Under the cutting reproaches of
the Sisters of St. Dominic, she
patiently and gently asserted her
chastity.  One of the wealthicst
and most distinguished of the
Sisters, who had been peculiarly
bitter against Catharine, finally
acknowledged the wrong she had
done her, and publicly proclaimed
ber imnocence.

This same spirit of patience and
humility was exhibited at another
time, when a good man from
Florence visited Catharine in order
personally to test her.  She was
very ill and lving on the planks
which formed her bed. He ad-
ministered to her the most cruel
and unjustifiable rebukes, which
she bore submissively to the end,
thanking him for his faithful deal-
ing with her.  Aftar he had left
her, he described her as “ pure
gold without allov.™  They only
can begin to understand the life
of such a saint of God, who behold
as its moving impulse not a desire
for human praise or power, but a
consccration to God, so complete
that every monition of the Spirit
is obeved no matter how far it
may lead one away from the or-
dinary path of mere conventional
religion, and every duty 1s under-
taken no matter how difficult it
may be to flesh and blood.

TWQ PATHS AND TWO VOICES.

BY REV, JOHN E. TUTTLE.

*There is no God !
O life, how hard thy burdens press;
How long thy paths, how dark they be!
The light has fled, the day is dead,
The night-wind sobs along the lea,—
A toil, and tears, a grave's distress.

¢ Lord, I believe 17
0 life, how sweet thy blessings are !
He walks Thy paths ; how light they he!
The day has come, the night is dumb ;
The Christ-song hymns along the sea,—
A work, and wage, a heaven afar.
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A MODERN SAINT*

BY W,

Alrs. Josephine Butler is, per-
haps, all things considered, the
most famous of living women.
She is the nineteenth-century ex-
ample of that heroic virtue of
which the most familiar type is St.
Catharine of Siena. But St. Cath-
arine, true to the traditions and
the directions of the Catholic
Church, was a celibate. Mrs.
Josephine Butler, as her name im-
plics, is married.

This life is an almost ideal
picture of English married life, by
one of the noblest of English wo-
men, and is worthy of a high place
in the rare books of which Lucy
Hutchinson’s “ Life of Colonel
Hutchinson ” may be regarded as
the best known type. Canon
Butler was not called to a warfare
as material as that which gave
Colonel Hutchinson his renown,
but it was his glory to be the most
efficient supporter of his wife in
the memorable campaign which
she began against the most
hideous of our social wrongs.

The life of Canon Butler is in no
sense a history of the movement
of the new Abolitionists. It may
be read aloud in a family without
offence by any decent-minded per-
son of either sex. But it was im-
possible that such a life should be
written by such a woman without
shedding a ray of golden light up-
on the secret sources of the moral
strength and Christian enthusiasm
which caused Mrs. Butler’s move-
ment to rank foremost in the
moral revivals of our time. This,
together with the charming picture

* “Receollections of (icorge Butler.™ By
his wife, Mrs. Josephine Butler. With il-
lustrations from Canon Butler's water-colour
paintings. Bristol : Arrowsmith. Pp. 487
10s. 64. Abridged from the feriew of Re-
vigwrs,

T.

.
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which it gives of a.perfect married
life, constitutes the chief feature
of the volume, and entitles it to a
permanent place among those
books whose pages elevate and
inspire the mind.

The Rev. George Butler was
Principal of the Liverpool College,
a great institution at which nine
hundred boys were receiving their
cducation. He was not only
principal of a school, he was also
a clergyman of the Church of

England. They had a family of
young sons, and Mrs. Butler's
health was wvery infirm. Yet,

when, in obedience to the Divine
call, she dedicated herself to be—
in her own picturesque and vivid
phrase—*the Lord’s scavenger,”
in an agitation which necessitated
continual travel and constant
speaking at home aud abroad for
seventeen years, at a time when a
woman seldom or never appeared
on a public platform, the immense
strain. religious, social, educa-
tional, political, and personal,
which this step involved, never im-
paired by one jot or one tittle the
lovely domestic life of which this
volume gives us so many fascinat-
ing glimpses.

Never was more arduous a
problem so perfectly solved. Ac-
cording to most people’s notions,
the work should have been left to
some lady unattached. who was
free from ties of husband and
family and church and school
Ars. Butler was, therefore, in their
cves the very last person in the
world to go.  But the wisdom of
man is foolishness in the sight of
God, and he chose precisely the
instrument which would have been
despised and rejected of men.
Every one can see now that the
success of the great movement de-
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pended upon the fact that its leader
was a married woman, living in
healthy human relations with man-
kind.  But although that is ad-
mitted, many profess great com-
miseration for the husband and
children, whose wife and mother
was told off to so terrible and
arduous a duty.

This volume finally disposes of
the delusion which excited that
unnecessary pity. It shows us
that while Mrs. Butler did her
public work magnificently, the fact
that she was able to do it was be-
ceuse her private life, and es-
pecially her married life, was so
ideal.  If Mrs. Butler had been
twice the saint that she is, the work
would have broken her d0\\n had
she not possessed the constant
support and sustaining stimulus of
the saint who was her husband.
This Yfe story reveals to the out-
side world what only those
privileged with the intimacy of the
family knew before, how much
Mrs. Butler owed to her husband,
and how invalnable was the com-
paratively suppressed life which
she led.

It is an idyl of the modern
world, the story of the mutual
service and devoted love of these
two brave co-workers, and noth-
ing is more modern or more noble
about it than the unhesitating
loyalty of the man to the woman
when it was the woman and not the
man who was called of God to the
leadership of a great cause. Such
a wedded life ]1\ ed through to its
perfect close is the most cffectlve
answer to the worm-eaten nonsense
about the impossibility of recon-
ciling the recognition of the right
of the capable to govern, even if
thev happen to be women, with
the chivalry, the love, and the de-
votion which women have a right
to expect from men. A thm«
cannot be impossible when it has
been done. And Canon Butler
and his wife have Ilived that lie
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down. No onc in the limitless
realm of imagination could have
conceived a harder test or one that
has been more triumphantly sur-
mcunted.

Of course it may be said that
this may be possible to saints, but
it is impossible to ordinary mor-
tals.  To this it is sufficient to
reply that no ordinary mortal can
ever in this world again have to
face such an ordeal as Mrs. Butler
passed through unscathed. Theie
are certain things which once done
are never so difficult again. And
n the second place, while it is true
that few live in the heights at-
tained and kept by Canon Butler
and his wife, yet they were saints
of mortal mould, and there are
few women who have more of
human nature both in its strength
and in its weakness than \rs.
Josephine Butler.

How, then, was this marvel ac-
complished? First, by love,
mutual, passionate, but reverent
love, in which each recognized the

1011t of the other’s mdxvxdu'lhtv
and lov ed it for what it was, and
not because it bowed to the dom-
ination of the other: secondly, by
the intense spiritual life which they
both enjoved and shared; and
thirdly, by the intellectual equality
which enabled them to enter into
and help each other in every work
which either undertook.

Mrs. Butler's testimony on this
delicate subject of their wedded
love is tenderly and beautifully
1ende1 ed. She says:

“His character would be very
inadequately portrayed if so pro-
minent a ieature of it were con-
cealed as that of his love for his
wife, and the constant blending
of that love with all his spiritual
aspirations and endeavours. That
Iove was a part of his being, be-
coming ever more deep and tender
as the vears went on. In the
springtime of life, men dream,
speak, write, and sing of love—of
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love's gracious birth, and beautiful
vouth., But it is not in the
springtime of life that love's deep-
est depths can be fathomed, its
vastness measured, and its endur-
ance tested. There is a love
which surmounts all trials and
discipline, all the petty vexations
and worries, as well as the sorrows
and storms of life, and which
flows on in an ever-deepening
current of tenderness, enhanced by
memories of the past and hopes of
the future—of the eternal life to-
wards which it is tending. It was
such a love as this that dwelt and
deepened in him of whom I write,
to the latest moment of his earth]v
life—to be perfected in the Divine
presence.”

That is how the wife wrote of
the husband.  This is how the
husband wrote to the wife:

“I have been reading Tenny-
son’s ‘ Maud,” and correctmo my
review of it for Frazer’s \Iadazme
Reading love stories which end in
death or separation makes me
dwell the more thankfully on my
own happiness. It is no wonder
that I am sanguine in all circum-
stances, and that I trust the love
and care of our Almighty Father;
for has he not blessed me far be-
yvond my deserts in giving me such

a share of human happmess as falls
to the lot of few ?

I think we are well fitted to help
cach other. No words can cx-
press what you are to me. On
the other hand, I may be able to
cheer you in moments of sadness
and despondency, when the evils
of this world press heavily upon
vou, and your strength is not suffi-
cient to cnable you to rise up and
do anything to rvelieve them, as
vou fain would do.”

George Butler, Canon of Win-
chester, was one of ten children
born to Dr. Butler, Dean of Peter-
boro. The father was like the
son in many respects. notably in
his wonderful constitution and
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readiness to help those in distress.
George Butler was well born, well
educated, and well trained. In
mind and body he was exception-
ally gifted.  Mr. Froude wrote :
“Te was the most variously
gifted man in body and mind that
L ever knew; and every gift that
he had he cultivated to the utmost
of his power. He was first-rate
in all manly exercises. He rode,
shot, skated, played cricket and
tennis. He was a fine swimmer
and fencer.”

‘When he was tuto- at Durham,
Mrs. Butler says :

“His excellence in athletic exer-
cises and his love for outdoor pur-
suits were a bond of sympathy
with the boys, which sometimes
produced happy results.  Their
feeling was expressed on one oc-
casion by some of their number
burning with the end of a red-hot
poker, on the outside of the strong
oak-door of his lofty apartment in
the castle, ¢ Butler is a brick.’”

Mr. Froude writes: “ We shared
ecach other’s tastes and amuse-
ments, on mountain and on river
bank. We also shared our mis-
fortunes: for he nursed me when
I caught small-pox in Ireland, and
himself took the fever after me.”

He was a very tender nurse;
they were in poor quarters, but he
made the best of the situation,
wrapping his friend Froude in his
own plaid when the night was
cold, and watching over him with
brotherly affection.

But it would be an injustice tn
Canon Butler to lay undue stress
upon his athletic prowess. After
he had passed over to the other
side, the Lord Chief Justice of
Tngland, who was his friend in
life and who was one of the most
conspicuous mourners at his
funeral, wrote to Mrs. Butler the
following tribute to her husband’s
memory :

“T have often said he was a
man more remarkable in himself
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than anything he ecver did or
wrote; a man so perfect in char-
acter, so full and varied in accom-
plishments, in whom the absence
of angularities makes it difficult to
describe him in a way which wouldl
vividly impress others.”

In 1851, he wrote to his father:
*If I should ever take orders, I
don’t mean to be a mere parson ;
for, if [ were like some of them
whom I know, I should cease to
be a man. I shall never wear
straight waistcoats, long coats, and
stiff collars! I think all dressing
up and official manner are an
affectation; while great strictness
in outward observances interferes
with the devotion of the heart.”

He was all through life as fear-
less as a lion in the advocacy of
what he considered to be the truth.
During the American Civil War
he and his wife found themselves
practically boycotted at Oxford
because of the zeal and fervour
with which they espoused the
causec of the Union. It was a
kind of preparatory initiation into
the fate in store for them when
they had to stand alone in support
of a still more unpopular cause in
their own country.

Addressing  the
clerics, he said:

“If we constantly take the
wrong side, if we are found con-
tinually acting in opposition to
the conscience of the mass of the
people, in public questions; if we
wall in the steps of those, whether
Baptists on Churchmen, Kings or
Parliaments, who burnt the mar-
tyrs, drove out Wesley and White-
field, taxed the American Col-
onies, upheld slavery, trafficked in
Church preferments, supported
monopolies, withstood the applica-
tion of our endowments to pur-
poses of general education, tied up
land by vexatious laws, connived
at drunkenness and made vize
casy and professedly safe, by law,
then I think the time is not far off

asseribled

when the cry will come from all
parts of the United Kingdom
against the Church of Lngland:
*Away with it! why cumbers it
the ground 2

It is not very surprising that
the result of attempting to speak
such plain truths in the hearing of
his clerical brethren, led 0 such
an uproar that he was obliged to
desist from the reading of his
paper.  Mrs. Dutler says:

*We had heard, many times be-
fore, rude and defant cries and
noisy opposition at crowded meet-
ings, but never so deep and angry
a howl as now arose from the
throats of a portion of the clergy
of the National Church.”

The men who howled him
down at the Church Congress
twenty years ago, probably feel
to-day what Paul thought of the
conduct of one Saul, who held the

clothes of those who stoned
Stephen and consented to his
death.

AMrs. Dutler was called to her
life-work Dby the bitterness of a
great sorrow. IHer only and
idolized daughter fell over the
halustrade of their house at Chel-
tenham and was almost instantly
killed.  With the burden of this
terrible bercavement upon them,
the Butlers removed to Liverpool.

I became possessed with an
irresistible desire to go forth and
find some pain keener than my
own—to meet with people more
unhappy than myself (for I knew
there were thousands of such). I
did not exaggerate my own trial;
T only knew that my heart ached
night and day and that the only
solace possible would seem to
be to find other hearts which
ached night and day, and with
more reason than mine.

She had not far to seck.  She
went down to the oakum sheds
where some two hundred women
and girls of the town were sent to
pick oakum in an immense gloomy
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vault. On her first visit she sat
on the stone floor and picked
oakum with the girls till her
fingers ached. Having made
friends -wvith them, she asked them
to learn a few verses to say on her
next visit.  She says:

I remember a dark, handsome
girl standing up in our midst,
among the damp refuse and lumps
of tarred rope, and repeating with-
out a mistake and in a not un-
musical voice, clear and ringing,
that wonderful fourteenth chapter
of St. John's Gospel—the words
-of Jesus all through, ending with
“ Peace 1 leave with you, my peace
I give unto you. Let not your
heart be troubled, neither let it be
afraid” She had selected it her-
self; and they listened in perfect
si'ence, this audience—wretched,
draggled, ignorant, criminal, some;
and wild and defiant, others. The
tall, dark-haired girl had prepared
the way for me; and I said, “ Now
let us all kneel, and cry to that
same Jesus who spoke those
words;” and down on their knees
they fell, every one of them, re-
verently, on that damp stone {loor,
some saying the words after me,
others moaning and weeping. It
was a strange sound, that united
wail-—continuous, pitiful, strong—
like a great sigh or murmur of
vague desire and hope, issuing
from the heart of despair, piercing
the gloom and murky atmosphere
of that vaulted room, and reaching
to the heart of God.

From these meetings in the
oakum shed sprang her home of
rest.  Of the wonderful experi-
ences which she had, notably with
-one poor girl, Marion, a nineteenth-
century Magdalen, not unworthy
to be named with her who follow-
ed Jesus, I must refer the reader
to the book itself. “T had a
daughter once.” she said to the
poor girl.  “Will you come with
me to my home, and live with
me?  Marion died in three
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months, but with death’s prophetic
eve—

*“Marion had °‘prophesied’ to
me, before she died. of hard days
and a sad heart which were in
store for me, m contending
against the evil to which she had
fallen a victim. I recall her
words with wonder and comfort.
She would say: ‘ When your soul
quails at the sight of the evil, which
will increase vet awhile, dear Mrs.
Butler, think of me and take cour-

age. God has given me to you,
that you may never despair of
any.”

Long before, when at Oxford,
Mrs. Butler had been horrified at
the tone of Oxford celibate society
on such subjects:

On one occasion, when I was
distressed by a bitter case of
wrong inflicted on a very young
girl, T ventured to speak to one of
the wisest men—so esteemed—in
the University, in the hope that he
would suggest some means, not
of helping her, but of bringing to
a sense of his crime the man who
Lhad wronged her. The sage,
speaking kindly, however, sternly
advocated silence and inaction :
“It could only do harm to open
up in any way such a question as
this; it was dangerous to arouse a
sleeping lion.”

Mrs. Butler wrote: “ Every in-
stinct of womanhood within me
was already in revolt against cer-
tain accepted theories in society.
and T suffered as only God and
the faithful companion of my life
could ever know.”

The toils and conflicts of the
vears that followed were light in
comparison with the anguish of
that first plunge into the full real-
ization of the villainy there is in
the world, and the dread of being
called to oppose it.  Like Jonah,
when he was charged by God with
a commission which he could not
endure to contemplate, “I fled
from the face of the Lord” I
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worked hard at other things—good
works, as I thought—with a kind
of half-conscious hope that God
would accept that work, and not
require me to go farther, and run
my heart against the naked sword
which seemed to be held out. But
tle hand of the Lord was upon
me: night and day the pressure
increascd.

At last she surrendered to the
imperious voice of duty. But it
seemed to her so cruel to have to
involve her husband in the suffer-
ing and sorrow which she knew
she would have to face.

I could not bear the thought of
making my dear companion a
sharer of the pain! yet I saw that
we must needs be united in this
as in everything else. I had
tried to arrange to suffer alone,
but I could not act alone, if God
should indeed call me to acticn.
It seemed to me cruel to have to
tell him of the call, and to say to

him that I must try and stand in’

the breach. My heart was shaken
by the foreshadowing of what I
krew he would suffer. I went to
him one evening when he was
alone, all the household having re-
tired torest. I recollect the pain-
ful thoughts that seemed to throng
that passage from my room to his
study. 1 hesitated, and lcaned
my check against his closed door;
and as I leancd, I prayed. Then
T went in, and gave him something
I had written. and left him. I did
not see him till the next day. He
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looked pale and troubled, and for
some days was silent. But by-
aud-bye we spoke together about
it freely, and (I do not clearly re-
collect how or when) we agreed
together that we must move in the
matter, and an appeal must be
made to the people.

He had pondered the matter,
and looking straight, as was his
wont, he saw only a great wrong,
and a deep desire to redress that
wrong—a duty to be fulfilled in
fidelity to that impulse, and in the
cause of the victims of the wrong:
and his whole attitude in responsc
to my words cited above, ex-
pressed, “ Go! and God be with
you.”

The story of the holy war upon
which they were entered is too
long to be even outlined here.
Suffice to say that having once put
their hands to the plough, they
never drew back, until after seven-
teen years the Acts were blotted
from off the Statute Book which
they had polluted.

In this matter women have
placed their feet upon the “ Rock
of Ages,” and nothing will force
them from their position. They
knew full well what a cross they
would haye to bear, but they re-
solved to take up that cross, de-
spising the shame. It was wo-
men who followed Christ in his
death, and remained with him
while others forsook him; and
there are such women among us
now.

THE WORLD,

By day she woves me, soft, exceeding fair :
But all night as the moon so changeth she;
Loathsome and foul with hideous leprosy,

And subtle serpents gliding in her hair.

By day she wooes me in the outer air,

Ripe fruits, sweet flow ers, and full satiety :
But through the night a beast she grins
at me, :

A very monstet, void of love and prayer.
By day she stands a lie : by night she stands,
I all the naked horror of the truth,
With pushing horns and clawed and clutch-
ing hands.
Is this a friend indeed ; that I should sell
My soul to her, give her my life and youth,
‘Till my feet, cloven too, take hold on hell ?
—Christine G. Rossetli.
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In our previous article we con-
sidered the spatial extent of the
universe as illustrating the tre-
mendous meaning of the Divine
omnipresence. The time-scale of
the universe matches its vastness.
“ Qur little lives are rounded by a
sleep.”  Not so with the life, the
genesis, growth, maturity, and de-
cay of worlds and systems.  The
cycles of the stellar universe arc
as far beyond the power of human
conception as are its distances.

As we study in the geological
record the Thistory of our own
small globe we find that even after
it became a world. ages upon
ages, millions upon millions of
vears, must have been occupied in
fitting it for human habitation. It
may not vet be possible to reckon
with certainty the time consumed
in each successive stage, and so
to fix the length of the creative
days, but it is clear Reyvond all
question that the whole summed-
up duration of the earth bears
some such ratio to a human life
as the earth’s huge bulk to that
of a human body.

And when we consider the pre-
sent condition and peculiarities of
the solar system, recognizing in it
the evident traces of a formative
process, facts and phenomena
which seem to mark it as a growth
rather than a structure, and when
we consider how gradual and slow
such a process must havé bheen,
then T say we are forced to con-

*This remarkable article, condensed from
parts of a thrilling lecture by this distin:
ruished American astronomer, is reproduced
rom that excellent monthly, the fHomiletic
Review, New York : Funk & Wagnalls.

clude that cven the ages of the
carth’s existence as a habitable
globe can be but a fraction of the
time elapsed since the system it-
self took form and order. In the
heavens we find bodies in all the
various stages of our system’s his-
tory.  There are nebulae which
are mere formless clouds of lumin-
ous gas: others that are more or
less globular and partly condensed
around a star-like point: some are
like spiral whirlpools : and there
are some, of which the great
nebula in Andromeda is the most
conspicuous example, in which we
have what seems to be a central
globe with whirling rings around
it, like the strange appendages of
Saturn, which first suggested to
Laplace his famous theory of
planetary evolution. There are
certain stars also, like those in the
Pleiades, with wisps of nebulosity
attached to them, reminding us of
newly hatched fledglings, not vet
quite freed from the adhering
shell.

And if we classify the stars by
the character of their light. we
find some with spectra inter-
mediate between those of nebulae
and finished suns: others whose
spectra match that of the sun with
precise exactitude; and others vet
whose spectra suggest an intenser
heat and a more dazzling radiance
than even that of our own central
orb.  Still others seem to he on
the downward grade and verging
to extinction. Perhaps one of the
most remarkable results of the
work of the past few vears is the
almost certain demonstration of
the existence of stars which, in
macs  and bhulk, resemble the
bright stars near them, but them-
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selves are dark* and utterly in-
visible. One cannot say for sure
that they have lost their light, be-
cause we have no absolute know-
ledge that they were ever lumin-
ous; presumably, however, they
were; and now, their usefulness as
suns outlived, they await changes
by which, as in all other depart-
ments of the creation, the remains
of those which have perished are
utilized in the building up of new
forms and activities; or possibly
some sort of stellar resurrection
by which they themselves shall be
restored to the ranks of the shin-
ing ones.

It is true that individual stars
and systems indeed give clear in-
dications that*® they are by no
means eternal; it is not impossible
that hereafter men may find out
the figures that measure their ex-
istence.  But the great whole, it
must be that its duration exceeds
as much the countless ages of the
life of any single system as that
of the entire human race surpasses
that of any one man. In time, as
well as in space, the Divine pre-
sence and activity declares itself
as transcending all limits we can
fathom.

What now is to be said of the
power of God as revealed in the
astronomical universe ?

When we consider the forces
which act between the leavenly
bodies, their tremendous masses
and the swiitness with which they
move, we find that the figures
which express the so-called molar
energy of the universe (ie., the
energy of masses as opposed to
that of molecules), are utterly be-
vond conception; on the same
stupendous scale as the measures
of space and time.

Add to this molar energy the
“molecular cnergy” of heat and

* As to the number of these non-luminous
stars there is some reason to suppose, with
Nir Robert Ball, that they may far out.
number those that shine.
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light, of electric and magnetic
activity, and that of chemical
affinities, energies acting either

within the celestial bodies them-
selves, or radiating from world to
world through the depths of space
—and the result is simply over-
whelming.

Attempt, for instance, a com-
parison between the energy ex-
pended in driving across the ocean
the largest vessel of the Atlantic
steam-fleet, and that stored up in
the axial revolution of the moon;
we find that this stored-up energy
of the slowly turning little satel-
lite, which occupies a whole month
in each rotation, exceeds the other
in the proportion of more than
fifty millions to one. The earth’s
energy of axial rotation is more
than cight hundred thousand
times as great as that of the moon,
and the energy of her orbital
motion, as she darts along at the
speed of cighteen and a half miles
a second, exceeds the rotational
energy by more than eleven thou-
sand times.

What shall we say then as to
the accumulated energy of such a
planet as the swiftly whirling giant
Jupiter?  Or that of the sun and
its attendant planets in their vast
journey through inter-stellar space
with a velocity at least twenty-five
times as great as that of a cannon-
ball?  What then must be the
total energy of all the spinning,
rushing universe of stars and sys-
tems !

Again, think of the heat-energy
of the universe (to consider no
other form of molecular activity) ;
recall that every square yard of
the surface of our sun is pouring
oftf continuously more than five
times as much power as that
exerted by the great engines of
the Campania at her highest speed;
and then remember ihe millions
upon millions of other suns as
great and fiercely hot as ours.

Consider too the forces—the
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pulls and pushes—that pervade
and control the universe: how in
some mysterious way each separ-
ate atom of the mighty whole is
urged toward every other atom by
what we call “ attraction,” a name
to express a fact, and at the same
time to hide our ignorance. To
one who has not thought much
about it this attraction seems a
very simple thing, and in a sense
it is simple; a fundamental fact,
as certain as the results of the
most clementary mathematics, and
no more to be called in question,
cranks to the contrary notwith-
standing; and vet it remains an
inscrutable mystery, one that de-
fies all attempts at explanation as
obstinately as the kindred prob-
lem, how the indwelling spirit of
a man or an animal calls into
action and contrels the action of
the muscles, and so is able to act
upon, and push or pull, the ma-
terial masses around him. In the
last analvsis T think we shall be
compelled to recognize all the
forces and energies of nature as
in some way manifestations of the
power of the omnipresent, omni-
potent, ommniscient Deity.

Even if it should become clear
hereafter that all the inter-atomic
forces, all the pushes and pulls of
the universe, are only various con-
sequences of the constitution of
the  hypothetical,  mysterious,
space-filling “ether” of the phy-
sicists, the conclusion would re-
main untouched.*

Once more the whole astre-
nomical universe manifests not
only power, but intelligence and

wisdom.  Our planetary system
is an orderly organization, gov-
erned b_\' laws of extreme sim-

* If space permitted I should he glad to
quote here a short, but most sugﬂestlve‘
paper by Sir John Herschel. Tt is entitled
““ Atoms,” and may be found in his “Fd-
miliar Lectures upon Scientific Subjects,’
of which a new edition has recently been
published.

plicity and beauty—-laws which our
human intelligence delights  to
search out, recognize, and apply
in scientific prophecy.

And while the stellar system is
different and much more compli-

cated, so that as vet we can only

partly comprehend its plan (as be-
ing that of a vast republic rather
than a despotism ruled by one
central, solar, dominating power),
vet here alsu we catch glimpses of
divine syvmmetries, and, like far-
off music only faintly heard, we
begin to make out the har-
monies, intricate, but exquisite.
of the multitudinous chorus of the
stars.

It is something more than
merely fortunate that we and what
we can do are so proportioned to
the universe, and our powers of
observation so limited, that we can
perceive in the heavens no trace
of the little ripples in the progress
of  astronomical phenomena ;
otherwise we should be hopelessly
confused. We are made sn small
in size and power that we can
exercise our freedom to the
utmost, and disturb things as much
as we are able, without obscuring
the manifestation of the heavenly
laws: we can do no more mischief
than flies on a locomotive, and
may be allowed, so to speak, to
play with the universe as much as
we please.

It is, however, I think, from the
philosophical point of view worth
noting as we pass, that the astro-
nomical prediction of events can
never he absolutely precise, unless
indeed we are to adopt the strict
necessitarian theory of so-called
voluntary action.  If our means
of observation were delicate
enough to enable us to note the
million-million:hs of a second
as easily as we now note the
single seconds themselves. an ac-
curate almanac would be impos-
sible.  The majestic course of
oven astronomical events is really
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(though at present only impercep-
tibly) swerved and disturbed by
causes which are unpredictable,
such as the actions of animals and
men. One cannot build a house,
or even throw a stone, without, in
fact, and to some extent, changing
the length of the day; to say noth-
ing of the immensely greater dis-~
turbances due to such natural
causes as storms, volcanoes, and
earthquakes.

One other point remains to be
" briefly noticed: how the unity of
God declares itseli in astronomical
phenomena. Identity of sub-
stance and of law, similarity of
plan and purpose, run through the
whole material universe. As to
material, the only celestial speci-
mens, the only pieces of non-
terrestrial matter upon which we
can actually place our hands, are
the meteorites which {rom time to
time fall upon the earth. It may
p rhaps not be quite certain that
they all have had their origin out-
side the solar system, but the pre-
vailing opinion is that they come
to us from far beyond, from the
depths of inter-stellar space. Now
we do not find in them a single
chemical element unknown upon
the earth: nor any combination of
elements inconsistent with the laws
of terrestrial chemistry. We do
find, however, many new com-
pounds in the form of minerals
which are never met with else-
where, and seem to have been
formed wunder conditions very
different from those which exist
upon our planct. Their whole
testimony, tho’ not absolutely con-
clusive, is relevant and weighty so
far as it goes, and indicates a
wide-spread identity of matter and
of law.

The more recent evidence of
the spectroscope bears in the same
direction with still more force, and
with a far wider reach. We can
not enter here into extended ex-
planations how the light of every
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shining body carries with it a
more or less satisfactory record of
its constitution and condition. It
is enough to say that the lovely
ribbon of colour which we call its
“spectrum ” is marked with trans-
verse lines and bands, sometimes
bright and sometimes dark, and
these are characters which, to
those who can read them, tell more
or less completely the story of its
state and nature.

Now in the spectra of the hea-
venly bodies, of the sun and stars
and nebulae, we find the clear re-
cord of the presence of familiar
clements. Here and there, it is
true, we meet with undeciphcrable
characters, some of which may
possibly indicate bodies unknown
upon the earth; though the recent
identification of the long-mys-
terious “ helium ” lines in the spec-
trum of the solar chromosphere
warrants some hope that other
similar mysteries may in time find
an explanation. But always, and
most strikingly, stand out the
well-known lines of hydrogen and
calcium, of sodium, magnesium,
and especially of iron, the same
which are the most conspicuous in
the spectrum of the sun; and Row-
land says that if the earth were
heated to the solar temperature
its spectrum would be substantially
the same as that of the sun itself.
The signatures of many of our
terrestrial metals are written upon
some of the remotest stars as
plainly as any monumental in-
scription.  Sirius and Vega, in-
deed a large majority of the near-
er stars, exhibit hydrogen as dis-
tinctly as any bell-jar upon the
laboratory table; and in its lumin-
ous properties this stellar hydrogen
is identical with the solar, and
this with the earthly, The sodium
of Arcturus, and the magnesium
and iron of Capella, ring out in
perfect luminous unison with the
same molecules upon the earth.

So also the law of gravitation
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appears, with the highest prob-
ability, to be actually, though not
necessarily, universal.  The mo-
tions of the double stars are pre-
cisely what they ought to be if the
same attractions which control the
movements of the planets are also
dominant in those distant regions;
it is true that the demonstration is
not yet complete. There are other
conceivable laws of force which
would produce similar results; but
they all involve the improbable
supposition that the force which
acts between the two stars that
constitute a “binary” pair de-
pends upon their direction from
cach other as well as their dis-
tance, and that in a complicated
and unreasonable manner. Some
vears hence, when spectroscopic
observations have been longer
carried on, it will be possible to
<ettle the question decisively, and
there is hardly room for doubt
that the outcome will be {o show
that gravitation fully explains and
rules the motions of the stars.
Other ways might be instanced
in which the “oneness” of the
rniverse appears: the manner, for
instance, in which the stars in all
portions of the heavens allow a
single consistent classification ac-
cording to their spectra. the
similarity of the forms and charac-
teristics of the nebulae, and, in
many cases, the curious conncc-
tiens between stars and nebulae.
Identic~1  appearances and be-
baviours manifest themselves in
abjects and regions as far apart
*as the East is from the West.”
separated by distances so vast that
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light itself must require millen-
niums to traverse them. In short
the universe of astronomy, incon-
ceivably immense as it is in time
and space, is not an aggregate of
differing, discordant, and unre-
lated parts, but a single homo-
geneous whole, an orderly “ cos-
mos ” of organized activity; and
its oneness illustrates and declares
the unity of the Creator, the one
Eternal, Omnipresent, Omni-
potent, All-wise God, glorious for-
ever and ever.

And now, finally, let me for a
moment emphasize one other
thought that has continually re-
curred to my own mind, as 1 pre-
sume it has to yours, while we
have been considering the great
universe of matter, law, and
energy revealed to us by the eve
and the telescope.  This, namely,.
that, after all, the human mind is
greater and more wonderful,
higher and nobler, than even the
stars of heaven. We are “made
in the image of God,” an expres-
sion the fulness of whose meaning
I imagine we shall better under-
stand hereafter. We share his
nature and his eternal life. Strange
as it sometimes seems when we
measure our weakness and little-
ness against the immensities of the
heavens, still it is true that God
*“is mindful of man, and visits the
Son of Man,” “in whom is the
breath of the Most High” As
the poet has expressed it—

“The thoughts of hwman hearts
Outvic the movements of a willion suns,
The rush of systemsintinite through space.’

THE

Nothing, resting in its own completeness,
Can have worth or beauty, but alone
Beeause it leads and tends to farther sweet-
ness,
Fuller, higher, deeper than its own.

END.

Life is anly bright when it proceedeth
Toward a truer, deeper life above ;
Human love is sweetest when it leadeth
To a more divine and perfect love.
—Adelaide Prorctor.
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THEIR OLD HOME.

It had been a busy day with
Joanna Fleming; and she was sit-
ting alone at rest for the last time
on her own hearthstone. There
was a good deal to think of though
her life had been hitherto very
quict and uneventful. The farthest
journey she had taken had been
one to the county town, when the
summer assizes were held, and
where she had been a witness in
some unimportant law suit. Only
once since her marriage had she
slept under any other roof than
her own. The rocking-chair, on
which she was sitting, had been
lter usual seat ever since her only
son was born. She had kindled
the fire on the same hearth morn-
ing after morning for nearly forty
years. The house had grown to
her almost as the shell grows up-
on the snail.

It was a comfortable old cot-
tage, built with thick stone walls,
and roofed with thatch. The
TFlemings had lived in it for nearly
three hundred years, as the parish
registers testified. Every improve-
ment that had been made was
done by their hands. Theyv had
laid out the little garden running
up the slope of a hill behind the
cottage, and planted the filbert
trees along the top, which brought
in more 1noney than the rent came
to every year. The curious old
vew frees, one on each side of the
garden gate, had been cut and
trimmed into qhape by some de-
parted Fleming; and the thick
box-hedge, slow of growth, had
been planted and watched by
them. Joanna’s husband himseif
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“LOST IN LONDON.”

had said, almost with his dving
breath, to her and his son—

“Don't YOu never go away; nor
you, nor John. We're too deep-
rooted here to live well anvwhere
else.  Itll be like tearing vour-
selves up by the roots if you for-
sake the old place: and there'll be
a curse upon it.”

Joanna was thinking of this as
she sat alone the Iast evening. It
did seem like tecaring herself up
by the roots. The old house was
as dear to her as if she had been
born a Fleming under the thatch-
ed roof; quite as dear, for was not
her son born there? and was not
her son’s birth of more importance
than her own? DBut she had
weighed the matter well; and to-
morrow she was going away, yes!
even if a curse should follow her.

She was an old woman, about
sixty vears old, with a pleasant and
sweet face surrounded by a snow-
white muslin cap, under which her
white hair was brushed neatly
There was a dainty clean-
liness about her, and about every-
thing under her care.  The old
furniture, made by a dead Flem-
ing generations ago. shone in the
ﬂlckerm« ﬁrchght and upstairs
under thc thatch was a bed-
chamber any towns-pcople might
have envied for its perfect spot-
lessness. There was no smoke in
the fresh air Dblowing over the
countless meadows; and Joanna
took care no dust should settle up-
on any of her property. She must
have everyvthing about her as
clean as a palace, she said.

But to-morrow she was going
to part with the greater portion of
her treasures, and pack them
away in a corner of a cheese-room
in the nearest farm-house. where



they would be free from damp in-
deed, but where lavers of dust
would gather on them as weck
aiter week passed by. The Squire
had promised to keep her cottage
empty for a quarter, to give her a
chance of coming home to it
again; but Joanna did not know
that she would ever come back.

Her son, John, had written to
her from London. a fortnight ago,
telling her his wife was dead and
thcre was he left with the care of
three voung children, her grand-
children, with no woman to seec
after 1hem, the youngest a baby
only six months old. Qhe did not
grieve much over the death of her
daughter-in-law, who had only
been once to see her, and that nine
vears before—a silly, vain, dressy
voung woman, who qcorned the
little, old- faqhxoned cottage, and
set Iolm against coming to live in
the counitry again. Johns wife
was a London-born, London-bred
woman; neither Toanna nor her
newhbours liked her. But no
doubt she had looked after John
and his children, and her death
must be a great loss to them.
There was no one to fill the vacant
place save herself.

She had written to her son, first
asking him if he would not come
home now, and get work in the
Hall Gardens. \\’here most of his
forefathers had been gardeners,
and then offering to go to him,
and help him to brmo‘ the chil-

dren and the hou<ehold goods
away. But no reply had come to
either letter. To- day she had

written to tell him to meet her at a
certain hour at Euston Station,
and to bring his cab for her and
her luggage. For John was a
cab-driver, with a cab of his own.

He had left her when he was
vighteen vears of age, for the
voung Sqmre at the Hall, who
lived chiefly in London, insisted
upon taking him away as his
groom. For some vears, as long
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as he kept his place, he had come
down every autumn with his mas-
ter, and stayed through the hunt-
ing season; a fine, brmht hand-
some young man, who made his
mother’s heart glad by his pre-
sence under the old roof. Ie had
been but seldom after his mar-

riage, when he left the young
Squire’s service, and went under a
strange master as coachman,

much to Joanna's sorrow. Once
he came down after a severe illness
in a London hospital to get up his
strength again in his native air.
But this was the last time, now
five years ago; and all she knew of
him “was from his letters.  She
had never seen any of her three
arandchildren.

Threc or four years ago she had
sent him all her savings to buy a
cab, which was to get him and his
family a good hvmg in the future.
The Squlre had tried to prevent
her doing so; but Joanna did not
understand his reasons. Who had
a right to a mother’s savings, if
not her only son? The young
Squire said little about John after
he left his service; London was a
big place, he told her, and he never
saw her son. It would be Like
searching for a needle in a bundle
of hay. But she thought he
might have given him a look now
and then, after enticing him away
from the home of his fathers.

She was thinking over all these
things very dehbcratel), now and
then shaking her head as if in an-
swer to some question she was
asking herself, when she heard a
light rap at the door, and the latch
was lifted as she called out, “Come
mn.>

“Sure, it’s never vou at this
fime o' night, sir,” she said, with a
smile, as the rector of her parish
came in.  Ie was one of the
Squire’s sons; and she had known
them all for the last twenty vears,
when Sir Andrew Drummond had
bought the estate. They were
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«till  almost like forcigners to
Joanna and her old neighbours ;
and now and then they lamented
that all the old stock was gone.
DBut the Drummonds were rich,
and made themselves popular; and
Joanna was onc of their special
favourites.

Alr. Drummond sat down in the
chimney corner, in old Fleming’s
three-cornered  arm-chair, and
louked across at Joanma's pleasant
face with an expression of regret.

“1 can’t bear you to go,” he
said, “ and you have no idea what
._ondon is; a great, wicked, heart-
less place, where voull pine to
death.  Stay with us, Joanna.
My father says vou shall have the
house rent free. and my mother
will sce vou want for nothing as
vou grow older. T'd see to that:
for vou don't know how I shall
miss vou at church.”

* Shall vou, sir?” she asked,
soft]y.
“AMiss vou, ves!"™ he repeated.

“Why! I depend upon you being
there, whoever else is away. And
if there is any one ill in “the vil-
lage. their first cry is for Joanna
l-lemmoz We all look to vou for
help and kindness. I always think
that your help and kindness is
true loving-kindness.”

* And who should have my help
and my kindness more than my
son, John, sir?” she said. “It's
very good of vou all; but night
and (l'n I he'n' my little frrand-
children crying and if London
cuch a wicked. heartless p]ace how
can I leave them a-be? 1 can't
sleep a wink o nights thinking of
the poor little creatures.  And
John 11 be fine and glad to have
me mind his house whilst he’s
away driving his cab. T look old,
but I'm ctronq. I could do a good
day's work yet.™

* Suppose vou find John alter-
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ed,” said the rector: " and if he's
not as good a son to you as he
oughit to be, and if he's very short
of money, and can't keep you in
comiort such as you are used to.
You must think of possibilities
lll\e thexc Joanna.

“Av,” she answered, firmly, “I've
thought of it all, and [ say to my-
self, who wants me¢ more than
John, and who should stand by a
man but his mother? If he's poor,
and if he’s a bad son, it's right for
me to go to him and help him with
all my mwht But who says my
son, John, is a bad son?”

\obody ? he replied. “it was
only a supposition. But do your
best to bring him back into the
country, to his own home. And
my father has sent vou a parting-
gift by me, and he will keep the
cottage empty for three months,
perhaps longer, in the hope you
may come back. So good-bye,
and God bless vou, Toanna"’

He laid an envelope on the table,
and she went with him to the door,
and down to the little gate Dbe-
tween the two yew trees. The
moonlight lay soitly on the old
Lottade, with its high- -pitched roof
of mossy thatch, Snd its thick
stone  walls clasped round with
huge stems of ivy like iron bands.
The g garden in front of it was set
with rare old-fashioned flowers,
and it was easv to believe that as
it looked now. so it had looked
through many gencrations. The
tears gathered in the old woman's
cves as she went slowly back to the
house-door. and closing it, drew
the massive bolts which she had
so often shot to and fro.

“We've been here nigh on three
nundred vears,” she said, forget-
ting that <hc was not a born
F]emmq, “and it is plucking
one's-self up by the roots.”
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CHAPTER II

HER LONELY JOURNEY.

It was a busy morning with
Joanna, for her furniture must be
stored away in the farm-house
cheese-room, and her big chest
packed with the clothes and house-
hold linen she was taking with her
to London.  She laid the Squire’s
gift, a new five-pound note, at the
bottom of the chest, and ahove it
the white, scented sheets and
cloths she had washed and laid in
lavender weeks ago. Her own
decent dresses and muslin caps,
and black satin bonnet for church-
going, and warm grey cloak which
Lad) Drummond gave her the
winter before, were also there.
John might think her old-fashioned
and countrified, but he could not
be ashamed of his old mother; and
if he was she would not ask to go
out with him in the streets, where
his friends and nelo'hbours might
laugh at her and lnm for her sake
C]ean and tidy she always was,
and would alwavs be, and John
knew her too well to expect her
to dress in the fashion.

Tt was four miles to the quiet
country station, with flower-bor-
ders running aIOnO‘SIde the plat-
forms, and_ the name, “ West
Woodlands," traced out in huge
letters of snail-shells upon the em-
bankment. Behind it lay a wide
heath covered with yellow gorse
and purple heather, for it was get-
ting late in September, and the
autumn flowers were in full blos-
som. A long line of dark fir
trees rose against the blue sky on
the hor17ou, and Joanna could still
see the ridge of upland where her
home was. She fancied she could
make out the black old yew-trees
standing like sentinels at her gar-
den gate.  Her eves ached as shc
strained them for a last glimpse,
until the tears made all the land-
scape dim and blurred.

“Don’t go, Joanna.” said the
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neighbours, who had walked with
her to the station, “all of us Il
miss you so. Change your mind
at the last minute, and come home
again. The station-master ’ill
give you the money bacl.”

“ And what ’ud become of my
John and his three little mother-
less children ?” she asked, in the
sharp accent of pain. ‘It lies
atween them and my old house. I
must be false to one or the other.
He won’t come to me, so I must
go to him. But it ’ill a’most break
ty heart thinking o’ this dear spot
when I'm in London. Only if it’s
the will o God Almighty, He'll

give me courage enoudh and
comfort enough.”
“I’s hard to feel so when

everything goes wrong,” said one
of the neighbours. T can only
trust in  God Almighty when
things are going right.”

Before Joanna could answer,
the whistle of the coming train
was heard, and the bell rang loud-
ly, and there was hurry and con-
fusion, and bewildered farewells,
and then she was being borne
swiftly away from her old world
into quite a new one.

It was her first journey by rail.

.and she sat stiffly upright on the

edge of the seat, with her feet
firmly planted on the floor, and
holding on to a little blue bundlc
and her umbrella with all her
might. From the moment she
started her mind was all confusion
and bewilderment.  The noise of
the engine; the shaking of the car-
riage; the fields and hedges flying
past her; the strange pcople get-
ting in and out at the little way-
aldc stations; the long hours dur-
ing which she could do nothing
but sit still, with a feeling of pain-
ful astonishment.  All these things
were so unlike anything she had
cver experienced before, or any-
thing she could have imagined.
that when she reached London she
was as utterly perplexed and
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troubled as if she had entered a
new world indeed.

It was quite dark—had been
dark for an hour—but the huge
station was lit up almost as light
as day with the white, clear
radiance of the electric lamps.
Hundreds of people were rushing
to and fro, and a long line of cabs
were moving briskly up and down,
and carrying away the crowds
with their piles of baggage.
Joanna Fleming stood still, pretty
nearly on the spot where she had
alighted with her f{ellow-passen-
gers, gazing about her with a
fecling of utter helplessness. John
was not there! Every cab that
rattled past her gave her a hope
that she would hear his voice call-
ing out to her. But nobody
scemed to see her; nobody except
herself stood still for an instant,
and she dared not stop any of
these hurrying folks to ask them a
question.  What could she do ?
She had never thought of John
failing to meet her. There was
a whirl and rush all about her for
some minutes; and then, suddenly
it seemed, all had vanished, and
no one was to be seen save a few
porters loitering on the long plat-
iorm, and her own big box stand-
ing alone at a little distance from
her.  One of the porters came up
to her.

“ Now, mother!” he said kindly,
“is nobody come to meet vou?"

At the sound of his friendly
voice, Joanna’s ebbing courage
came back to her. She could not
be very far from her son, now she
had reached London, and she had
only to find him and all would be
right for her.

“I'm looking round for my
son,” she answered; “ maybe you
know him? He's called John
Fleming, and he's a cab-driver. I
thought he’d be sure to meet me
with his cab.”

“ Perhaps he’s up vonder,” said
the porter, pointing to a few dis-
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tant cabs at the other end of the
platform. “ Hello! anybody know
John Fleming, cab-driver?”

But none of the cabmen stirred
or answered, and the porter came
back to Joanna, who was now
standing beside her box.

“Where does John live, mother?"”
he inquired.

“It’s No. 19 Gibraltar Court.
Gibraltar  Street, Whitechapel,”
she answered. “Is it far awayv
from here ¥

“ A matter of four or five miles,”
he said, “ and you’d better go in a
cab. If you sent your box by the
carriers, and went by ’bus. vou'd
have to change at the Mansion
I{ouse. So being a stranger,
you'd better take a cab.”

“T’ll wait a little while for John.”
she answered, “maybe something’s
kept him.”

She sat down on her box, and
waited patiently, but with a sink-
ing heart. Ier limbs were verv
weary, and her head ached, if this
dull pain in it was what people
called headache; she had never felt
it before in all her life.  Surely
this was a foreign. outlandish
country; not England. The Eng-
Jand she knew was made up of
fields and hedges, hills and little
rivulets, with farm-houses and
pretty cottages dotted about, and
the sun or moon shedding a
natural light over them all. Could
it be true that she was still in Eng-
land ?

She felt this doubt still more
when she was sitting in a cab, and
driving through the miles oi
streets which stretched between
the station and \Whitechapel. She
was looking out for the houses
and shops to come to an end, and
for the fields and hedges to begin.
There were endless rows of shops.
past which were hurryving a rush-
mg, pushing crowd, instead of the
dark trees and quiet lanes such as
she had often trodden alone at
this time of night. Harsh voices
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were all around her in place of the
soft sweep of the evening wind,
and the low twittering of birds
under the eaves; a glow of yellow
light and black fog overhead, in-
stead of the dim starry sky that
was hanging over the old home-
stead.  There were clusters of
men and women hanging round
the brilliant houses at the corners
of the streets, which shone far
brighter than the shops, and chil-
dren sitting in the dirt at the curb-
stones.  By-and-bye, these corner
houses grew more numerous, and
the groups of people about them
more wretched looking.  And at
length the cab turned sharply
round a corner, where the light
streamed gaily through many a
window, and passed slowly and
carefully down a badly-paved and
dark court. Then the driver came
to open the door, and said to her—

“No. 19 Gibraltar Court: and
mv fare's four shillings." ?

CHAPTER IIIL

HIS HOME IN LONDOX,

Several of the men and women
who were loitering outside the
spirit vaults at the corner had fol-
lowed the cab, so rare was the ap-
pearance of such a convevance in
the Court: and still more had
rushed out of their houses, and
thrown open theii windows, at the
sound of wheels. Joanna descend-
¢d amidst a little crowd, which she
could only dimly see in the general
darkness.  There was no more
than one lamp in the centre of
the Court, and few of the windows
displayved any light. There was a
babel of voices around her; and it
was with some difficulty she made
the cabman understand that the
house she wanted was John Flem-
ing's. .

* Does anybody

know John
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Fleming ¥ shouted the driver
above the din.

“Why! that's me!” answered a
husky voice, and a tall, stooping,
haggard man thrust his way
through the crowds “who wants
John Fleming ? Good heavens!”
he cried, in a tone of horror, “why!
i’s mother!’

To Joanna's ear his voice sound-
ed as if it had been that of an
angel from heaven.  She threw
her arms around him, and pressed
him to her heart, whilst for a mo-
ment or two the bystanders stood
silent, neither laughing nor jeer-
ing.

“Yes, it's mother, my boy!” she
said, sobbing.  “1 couldn’t bear
to leave you alone with the little
children, and nobody to mind
them. Take me into vour house,
John; I'm very tired, but I'm
thankful 1 came.”

“ 1 wrote to-day to tell vou uot
to come,” he answered, in a low
tone. DBut she did not hear him.
The cabman had shut the door if
his cab, and stood with his back
against it.

“You take care o' your traps,
missis,” he said gruffly, “or they'll
hbe gone before you can turn
round. Ilere, John Fleming; yvou
catch hold of your mother’s things,
and choose who'll carry the boxin.
I won’t leave my cushions and
whip, or anything that is loose, in
a place like this. I never see such
a place for a decent old woman like
this to come into.”

There was an angry snarl from
the crowd; but a policeman was
standing at the entrance of the
Court, plainly visible in the bright
light: and the cabman lowered the
box from the top of his cab, and
went away in peace. Then Jobhn
Fleming drew his mother's tremb-
ling arm through his own, which
was no steadier than hers, and led
her up a staircase feebly lighted
by a low gas-jet enclosed in a wire
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frame. 1t seemed a large house
to Joanna; and they had passed
five or six rooms when she stopped
him at the top of the second flight
of stairs.

“Let me be somewhere ncar
vou, John,” she said; ‘““ anywhere
will do for me, so it’s near vou.
Don’t put yourself about for me.
You've got a big house, and any
room in it will be good enough for
me.”

“ No, mother,” he answered, and
his voice shook, “I've not got many
rooms for you to choose from. I
couldn’t have a whole house to
myself in London. All these
rooms arc let to other lodgers ;
and DPve got no more than one
room, up in the attics, for me and
the children.”

He pointed out a staircase, al-
most as steep as a ladder, too nar-
row for them to go up it together;
and his mother, with her weary
limbs and aching head, followed
him, and stood beside him as he
slowly unlocked the door. DBut
she was not thinking of her weari-
ness and headache. Her heart
was full of the gladness and relief
of being with John; so full of this
that she could not grasp the mean-
ing of his last words.

There was no gleam of fire or
candle-light when the door was at
last opened; but a child’s drowsy
voice said, sleepily, but in a fright-
ened tone, “ We've all gone to bed,
father. Do you want anything?®”
Joanna’s voice leaped at the sound
of this voice! her grandchild—the
child of her son John! How many
a time had she thought of her un-
known grandchildren, and fancied
to herself what they were like; al-
ways picturing them in her mind
as being what their father had
been when he was her little son.
There were threc of them living,
and two dead, whom she would
never see in this life, and over
whose early deaths she had shed
bitter tears, grieving most of all
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that she had never looked upon
their little faces.  But now she
was about to see those who were
left.  No; she was no longer tired
with the journey.  All the be-
wilderment and confusion she had
come through cleared away and
rolled into the past, in the one
thought that now she was at home
with her dear son and his little
children.  In another moment
there would be a light, and she
would clasp them in her arms, and
kiss them—yes! and cry over them
a littie, especially over the baby,
poor little creature, who was only
six months old, and had lost its
mother !

John was fumbling about, mut-
tering to himself, but unable to
strike a match, when the child’s
voice spoke again in a tone no
longer drowsy, but still frightened.

“Father ¥ it said, distinctly
enough, *if yowll promise not to
hit me, I'll light the candle.”

Did she hear aright? She was
a trifle dull of hearing, but the
words sounded plainly.  She felt
as if the bewilderment was not
quite gone, and her heart sank a
little. ~ She saw the flickering of a
match, and the lighting of a
farthing candle, which gave only a
feeble glimmer around the room,
but lighted up the face of the child
who held it, and the face of her
son.,

But could this man be her son?
Her boy, of whom she was so fond
and proud ! This grey, haggard,
squalid man, so plainly a drunkard.
She bhad never seen a man look so
bad as this! Iis thin hair hung
in matted, uncombed tufts about
his head, his skin was vellow and
furrowed, and his eves bleared and
red.  She could see his hands
trembling as if he had the palsy;
and he gazed across at her with an
expression of low terror and
shame, as if he had been a criminal
face to face with his judge. The
little girl holding the candle, and
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screening the flame with her hand,
was famished looking, and her
eyes too were red and sunk, as if
with many tecars, and she cowered
away out of reach of her father’s
hand, so occupied with watching
every movement of his that she
did not perceive there was another
person in the room. There was
1no furniture in the wretched place,
except a broken table and a chair
with the seat almost worn out of
it; but in one corner was a hideous
heap of straw and rags in which
two vounger children lay asleep.
Joanna stepped across to this bed,
and stooped over it; but children
€0 miserable, and pinched, and
dirty she had never seen, and
looking down on them the old wo-
man wrung her hands, and broke
into bitter tears. Was this her
son, and were these her grand-
children ?

“Av! it’s a hell upon earth !”
said John Fleming, speaking more
to himself than to her, “and it's
my making!”

And suddenly the memory of
his own home in the country, his
mother's home, awoke within him:
and he saw it as distinctly as this
dreary and miserable home, which
was what he had provided for his
children. He cursed the day, as
he had done thousands of times
before, when the young Squire had
persuaded him to come to London
as his groom.

“ Are these my grandchildren ?”
asked his mother, with a heavy
sob.

At the sound of her voice the
girl who held the candle in her
hand turned sharply round, and
looked at her in stupid astonish-
ment.  The child seemed afraid
of her, and drew back, even cower-
ing nearer to her father, as if she
dreaded some new trouble.
Joanna held out her arms towards
her.

“1¢s little Ally. I'm thinking.”
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“my dear, Pm your
grandmother, and I'm come to
take care of you all. Didn’t no-
body ever speak to you of your
granny, an old woman that lived
in the country ? I .want to kiss
you, my dear. Don’t be afraid of
me, never ”

She drew slowly towards her, and
took the shrinking little girl in her
arms, holding her fast to her
bosom, with the bitter tears still
stealing down her withered face.
Joanna was again in a state of
strange Dbewilderment, and her
brain could not understand all at
once the meaning of what she saw.
There had been a few minutes,
after she heard her son’s voice,
and felt his arm supporting her,
when everything had appeared
right again.  She had found a re-
fuge and a shelter. But now a
worse confusion, a more stupefy-
ing amazement took possession of
her. This man, who was so un-
like her toy of whom she was so
proud, was her son; he recognized
her as his mother, and in spite of
all the change her own heart
claimed him as her son. This
home she had come so far to tend
was a miserable and filthy hole:
and the children—where then were
the pretty, rosy little creatures she
had dreamed of, full of merry,
plavfui wavs? This ragged,
shivering child. Ally, looked as if
she had never laughed; and those
squalid babies, grimy with dirt.
could never have played and
danced in their mother’s arms, and
crowed in their father’s face. Yet
Joanna knew that she had found
her son, and her son’s home, and
her son’s children.

“ John,” she said, sinking down
in the only chair, for she trembled
too much to stand any longer, “I'm
come to live with you, and take
care of you, now poor Susan’s
dead. You couldn’t get along
alone with three children, I knew;

she said,
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and 1 couldn't rest at home for
thinking of you. So I'm come
to stop.”

“No, mother, no !’ he cried,
*you can't stop in a little hell like
this. No! you must go home
again. You're too good; you
don’t know what a set of scoun-
drels and wretches we are.  You
must go away to-morrow.”

“ Not to-morrow, John; no, not
till we can all go together,” she
answered, ‘1 must be where you
are, my dear. DBut the Squire’s
promised to keep the old house
empty for a quarter; and we’ll all
go home together. Yes, we'll go
home, John.”

“I couldn’t earn my living in
the country,” he said, huskily.

1 thought you’d got a cab,”
said his mother, “and was earning
a deal o’ money by it. TIsn't that
how vou get yvour living ?”

“Not now,"” he answered, "I
lost my license, and now I pick up
odd jobs; anything for a penny.
I pay three times as much for this
liole as you pay for the house at
home; and it’s cruel hard work to
get along anyhow. But we'll talk
about things to-morrow. Ally,
vou run and tell Mrs. Christy vour
granny is come; and can she make
her a cup o tea, and lend us some

)
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cups and saucers, and L'll pay to-
morrow for certain.  And, Ally,
ask her can granny sleep with her
this one night ?  And see if the
Gibraltar’s shut up for the night,
and be as sharp as you can.
Never mind, though, I'll go and
look if the Gibraltar is shut up for
myself.”

“Don’t go away and leave me
to-night, John,” said his mother,
laying her tremulous hand on his
arm, “ sit down, and stay with me,
for everything is strange but you.”

He crouched down on the floor
beside her, and she drew his head
to rest upon her lap, where it had
so often rested when he was a little
lad, and they sat by the fire on
winter evenings watching the logs
burn.  She laid her hand upon it,
stroking the thin matted hair, as
she had been used to stroke the
thick brown curls in old days.
Tvery touch of her fingers went to
John’s heart, for he had always
dearly loved his mother. Dut
neither of them spoke or moved
till Ally’s step was heard on the
staircase, and then he rose up, and
busied himself in giving her some
tea. Ally looked on with large
round cyes of astonishment; her
father’s gentleness almost frighten-
ed her.

A VAGABOND SONG.

There is something in the autumn that is native to my blood—

Touch of manner, hint of mood ;

And my heart is like a vime,

With the yellow and the purple and the crimson-keeping time.

The scarlet of the maples can shake me like a ery

Of bugles going by,
And my lonely spirit thrijls

To see the frosty asters like smoke upon the hills.

There is something in October sets the gypsy blood astir:

We must rise and follow her,
When from every hill of flame

She calls and calls each vagabond by name.

—DBliss Carman.
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CHAPTER TIIL
IS I A VALE OF TEaARS Y

After a rather lugubrious “Good-
evenin’, Marthy Golf,” Cynthia
Griffin laid her sunbonnet on the
table and sat down with an air
of general weariness.  She had
pretty nearly everyvthing that is
absolutely necessary to human
happiness, but seemed to think it
a duty to be miserable. Tom,
her husband, was a good-natured
fellow, who did not go to church
as often as he should, partly, I
fear, because his anxious wife con-
stantly reminded him that he and
she and all the rest of mankind
had nothing to fear so much as the
terrors of the Lord. He uncon-
sciously reasoned with himself that
if there was no hope for the future
he might as well have as gooil a
time as possible in the present life.
A well-to-do-workman. with two
dollars a day, he had a cozy little
house of his own., a small mort-
gage on it of four hundred dollars,
and a couple of children who
chirped when he came home. like
a couple of young thrushes.

Cynthia had a saturnine tem-
perament. That was mnot her
fault, but it was certainly a great
misfortune. She had a fixed
habit of always looking for and
dwelling on the dark side—was
one of that class of Christians who
make their religion as disagree-
able and discouraging as possible,
the class who prefer a drizzling
rain to sunshine. If vou said to
ker, “ Cynthia, it's a lovely day.”
she would instantly reply, “ Yes,
but it’s brewin' a storm.”  She
never quite managed to get the

feeling into her heart that God is
our I'ather; she was afraid of
Him, and lived in constant expec-
tation of some calamity. The
Lord's Prayer did not convey any
idea to her mind, but some of the
Psalms of David stimulated her
imagination and at the same time
depressed her.  Her faith, if the
word can be properly used in such
cases, was of the sombre sort,
which tends to make the con-
scientious timid and heavy-heart-
ed. and all others indifferent.

She had so often reminded Tom
that life is nothing but a vale of
tears, that he went altogether too
frequently to the corner saloon to
drown his grief over the fact. He
would regard it as presumption
to contradict her, for was not she
a member of the church, while he
was a brand not vet plucked from
the burning? He had long ago
begun to feel that religion and
personal discomfort are as closely
allied as cause and effect. He
was willing to admit that religion
is absolutely mnecessary, but re-
garded it as something to be post-
poned to old age, when the tomb-
stones in the churchyard became
unpleasantly suggestive.

When Cynthia had ensconsed
herself in an arm-chair, Martha
placed by her side a glass of fresh
milk and some crullers. She en-
joved the little collation. and
munched the crullers with a keen
appetite, but could not quite re-
press the feeling that enjoyment
of any kind was to some extent
sinful.  She managed, however,
to dispose of both crullers and
milk, and then took out her knit-
ting with the air of one who has
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committed a misdeed, and after a
long-drawn sigh made her usual
remark about the vale of tears.

Hiram had taken in the scene
from his shoemaker’s bench, and
scemed to enjoy it. He chuckled
to himself as he drove in the next
half. dozen pegs, but could not
help saying:

*“ Cynthy, was that milk sour?®”

“Why, Hiram, it was jest as
sweet as could be,” was the reply.

* And was the crullers to your
taste, Cynthy? I hope Marthy
hasn’t been passin’ off any of day-
before-yesterday’s crullers on a
neighbour.”

“They was jest splendid, Hiram.
Cooked this mornin’, wasn't they,
Marthy?”

The houscwife nodded, and her
mouth twitched quizzically, for she
was accustomed to Hiram's peculi-
arities.

“ Got the dyspepsy, Cynthy ¥
persisted Hiram.
"“Not as I
Hiram »

*’Cos the minute yvou swallered
them things they scemed to dis-
agree with vou, and you said that
catin® crullers and drinkin® sweet
milk was a vale of tears.”

*“ No, Hiram Golf, I didn't mean
that. and you know I didn’t; but I
think it’s always well to keep in
mind that the enjoyments of this
life is jest vanity of vanities, that's
all.”

€¢ ™

know of; why,

Tain’t so, Cynthy, ’tain’t so.
That sentiment ain’t founded in
fact, and it ain’t authorized by the
Lord. There's no use to put on
a pair of bluc spectacles to look
at the gifts of God with.”

The poor woman was startled,
and came very near dropping a
stitch.

“When I hear you talkin® in
that way, Cynthy." resumed
Hiram, “T wonder if some fatal
accident has happened to the Holy
Spirit that I don't know nothin’
about. A wvale of tears> Wall,
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ves, it is to some pcople, but to the
soul that is in Christ, and feels as
safe as your baby does when it is
in your arms, the world is so full
of beauty and gladness that we
can’t sce no end to ‘em.

“Now, Cynthy,” and Hiram
took up another shoe and ex-
amined 1t carefully, “ you think too
much about your poor miserable
self, and too little about God. I've
knowed you for a long ten vear,
and nobody can say but you're a
good woman and a good mother.
Why are you always afraid that
somethin’ will happen to God so
he can’t do what he says he will ?
That’s what ails you, and it’s jest
as much a disease as the mumps.
and it's about as painful.”

At that moment, under cover of
the darkness, a forlorn, haggard-
looking tramp came up the steps.
hat in hand. He was a woe-be-
gone creature, young in years, old
in experience, and his glance was
furtive, like that of a hunted
animal who expected the dogs to
pounce upon him at any moment.

“Mister, will you give me some-
thing to eat ? he half whispered.
* I'm dreadful hungry.”

“ Wall, my boy,” said Hiram,
after surveying him for a moment,
“you do look as though vou'd
had a rough time. Here, sit
down. Hungry, beve? Come,
Marthy, bustle round and get a
slice of that cold ham we had for
dinner "—the tramp’s eyes opened
wide—“ and bring a nice bowl of
bread-and-milk.” The tramp ap-
parently thought he had suddenly
entered a suburb of Paradise.

He was really half famished, and
bolted the food with the feeling
that the plate, and the ham, and
Hiram. and the wife might dis-
appear at any instant, and leave
him in the wilderness from which
he had just emerged.

The shoemaker sat looking at
him. What was there about this
forlorn wretch which recalled a



robbery that had *been committed
two days before in Green ffeadow?
Was it that the tramp was all
ablaze with the crime, and a sen-
sitive nature like Hirem’s could
smell the smoke thereof ? The
transmission of thought is a mys-
tery, but also a fact. Hiram was
impressed with that idea, and a
great pity filled his heart.  “ Per-
haps,” he thought, “that younglin’
has a mother who is at this very
minute lookin’ out of the winder
and wonderin’ where her boy is
wanderin’ ; or perhaps there is a
father who would give all he owns
to save his wayward child.”
Hiram’s eyes became moist.

“ That was a sad affair at Green
Meadow on Tuesday, wasn’t it >’
he remarked casually.

The tramp dropped the piece of
bread he held in his hand, and
stared at the speaker. The bullet
had hit the mark, and you could
hear the impact as it struck.

“VYes, you must know about
it,” he continued. “It’s the talk
of all the country round. He
broke into a house, they say. and
carried off some money which the
poor farmer had laid up for a
rainy day. But that money won’t
do the robber no good. Itll burn
a hole in his pockets, I reckon.”

The tramp’s eyes turned rest-
lessly from one person to another.
* Do they know what I know
he seemed to be saying to himself.
“Will they inform on me? The
old man’s a cripple, and I could
master him easily enough. But
if these two women should scream!
The woods are a mile and a half
away, and I should have to run for
it” He looked at Martha and at
Cynthia with a quick, inquiring
glance.  His appetite was gone.
Another mouthful of that -ham
would have chcked him. Did he
tremble with cold? WNo, the even-
ing was warm, and the wind was
from the south. Then his chest
heaved and his lips quivered, and
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he could hardly contain himself.
An expression of agony stole over
his face, and he moved restlessly
in the chair.

“I’'m sorry for that young man,”
said Hiram. I ruther guess he
must have had a great temptation,
and couldn’t resist it. It's so
much better, though, to be honest.
Money that’s earned is all right ;
money that’s stolen ain’t no good.
Then, maybe, the robber was
hungry, jest as you are. The world
had gone terrible hard with him—
who knows?  Perhaps he tried
to get work and failed. Now he'll
be caught and go to gaol, and the
old home with the father and
mother in it—”

That seemed to be too much for
the tramp. He reached down,
got his fingers on his slouch hat,
sprang like a frightened doe from
the veranda, and disappeared in
the darkness. Hiram’s specters
were giving him chase. The chair
was empty, the food was only half
eaten, and a groan filled the air.

Hiram said sadly, “I wasn't
mistook.” Then he turned to
Cynthia, who had noticed the pro-
ceedings with something like
terror, and remarked, ‘ Cynthy,
vou are quite right: under certain
circumstances this life is a vale of
tears, and it can’t be made nothin’
elsc. T reckon it’s about that to
the poor feller who couldn’t stop
to eat his vittles. But is it God’s
fault., Cynthy, or is it his own ?
Did God make it a vale of tears,
or is it the devil’s workk ? That's
what T want to know. It's sin in
the heart that makes life a failure.
There ain’t no stars in the sky for
that tramp; it’s a thunderin’ and
light-nin’ all the time. I shouldn’t
blame him one bit if he was to
sigh, jest as you do, and talk ab»out
the terrors of the Lord. He'll find
’em all out before he gets through.
"Tain’t in natur that he should sleep
casy. He's travelin’ .a boggy
road, and will bring up with a
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broken axle after a while. Dut
what business have you, with a
house, a husband and children,
and trust in the Lord, what busi-
ness have you to go whimperin’
along as though you was out in
a drivin’ rain without no umbrella,
and no hope of reachin’ a shelter?”

Fifteen minutes later John Jessig
_]Om@(l the little company.

*I'm not making visits at this
time of night, Huam 7 he said,
“but 1 heard vour clieery voice
as I was passing, and concluded
to stop in for a bit. “Vhat a beau-
tiful night it is! One of the
nights when the ‘ heavens declare
the glory of God and the firma-
ment showeth his handiwork.” I
think I never saw so many stars
before.  They are at mass meet-
ing, I imagine, and there's hardly
room for them all.”

“Yes, I've been watchin’ ‘em,”
responded Fliram. *It’s one of
them nights when a man can't hold
himself in, He feels so small and
insignificant, and he wants to say
so much that he hain't got words
to express. It reminds me of the
time when Zadok anointed Solo-
mon king, and when ‘the people
piped with pipes, and rejoiced with
great joy, so that the earth rent
with the sound of them. I tell
you, parson, I'd like to be at that
meetin’ of the stars up yonder, for
’'m chock full of rejoicin’. I'm
thankful for pretty near every-
thin’, includin’ my rheumatism.
I don't see how folks can grumble
at the Lord on such a night as
this. It makes such a grand
picter of where we’re goin’ to be.”

“ Religion,” said John, “is cer-
tainly intended to make us con-
tented with our lot.”

“ That's jest what I’ve been tell-
in' Cynthy here. When a man’s
religion don't make him cheerful,
he’s got hold of the wrong bottle.
He'd better break it, and get an-
other one”

“Wall, it seems to me, Hiram,”
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broke i Cynthia, *‘that you
haven't sech a great sight to boast
about.  You're only a poor man,
an\ho“, and—

*A poor man, am I? I tell
you, Cynthy Griffin, I'm one of
the richest men in the world.”

* Oh, you be, Hiram ! [ didn't
know it, and I guess therc's lots
of othcr folks that don’t know it,
too.” T herc was something con-
temptuous in her tones.

“Yes, indeed I'm rich. Look
at thc sky up there! Aint that
mine > Don’t I have the use of it
while I live

“Maybe, leam but I shouldn't

say I owned it unless I had a bet-
ter title than you have.

“No, I don’t exactly own it, but
then my Father owns it, and what
my Father owns I havc a right to

enjoy.”
Cynthia began to knit very
vigorously. After rocking back

and forth with some v1olence, she
tossed her head in the air, and re-
marked, “ Seems to me that you're
talkin’ nonsense, Hiram.” Then
she looked with a side glance at
Jolm for corroboration.

*And I own the Cheroquee,”
continued Hiram, “and can fill
myself full of the scenery along its
banks all the vear round: and I
own the whole range of hills over'
yonder that the sun creeps behind
every afternoon. I watch the
crimson glory of God siftin’
through the trees, and lift my eyes
to the clouds that drop down the
west like a veil over the face of a
bride, and can't hardly contain
myself. *The earth and the ful-
ness thercof’ is a part of my in-
heritance.  No matter how many
dollars I may have, I couldn’t buy
as much scenery as 1 own now as
a free gift.”

The minister nodded approval.
He never interrupted the shoe-
maker when he was in such a
mood as this. On the contrary,
he felt that the pupil was teaching



the teacher, and
silent.

“ Besides all that,” said Iliram,
aglow with his own thoughts, and
speaking with the eloquence of
one of Israel’s prophets, * I've got
this little home, aad a grown-up
boy who is doin’ well out in Mon-
tana, and all the work I can do,
and all the clothes I want to wear
two whole suits for every day
and an extra nice one for Sundays
—and all the vittles I can eat. I
ain't never too hot in summer, for
there’s always a breeze comin’
across the river, jest like now ;
and I aint cold in winter, because
I can crawl up close to the stove.
Now what more can any reason-
able man ask for ?”

*I'd like to try my hand at ask-
in'," sneered Cynthia, “if there
was any use in it, but 1 spose
there aint.”

*Them is onlv the beginnin® of
my possessions,” continued Hiram,
without heeding.

“ Oh, there's more. is there 7
and L,_vnthia shrugged her :houl-
ders.  “ More of the same sort, I
reckon.”

“In the last will and testament
of my Saviour,” said Hiram, “ I'm
made legal heir to the immortal
iife.  That dockiment is very
vallible to me. ‘In my Father’s
house,” he says, ‘are many man-
sions. I go to prepare a place
for you' “So Ive got a place
here, and a place ther. : a house
on the earth, and a home in hea-
ven. This great gift is deeded
to me, and guaranteed. The
title to it can’t be disputed in no
court.”

“1 should say vou was one of
them visionaries,” curtly broke in
Cynthia.

“TIf I get down-hearted. a Voice
says, ‘Let not v.ur heart be
troubled.” T listen, and listen, and
listen, and Dby-and-bye it says
again, ‘I will be with yvou alway,
even to the cend of the world’

was gratefully
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God and me! Can you reckon up
how much that is worth ?”

“ Now, then, parson, I ask you
this plain question: Ain’t religion
sometimes like magic ? It does
the impossible, and it gives us the
one thing we want ‘more than any-
thin® clse.  There’s so much to it
that once in a while I’'m afraid I’ll
wake up and find I've been dream-
in’.  And when I do wake up, it’s
bigger, and broader, and higher,
zmd more glorious than ever. 1
begin to laugh when I begin to
cry, for it turns all my groanin’
into praise. Jest think of it! All
these things actually belong to
me, and nobody can’t dispossess
me. They belong to jest me,
Hiram Golf, shoemaker by the
grace of God, and at present livin’
in the little manufacturin’ village
of Woodbine, with heaven in full
view from my cottage winder.”

The spell of Hiram’s voice, and
the profound earnestness with
which he spok: charmed even
Cynthia into silence, while the
parson’s eves and heart were both
full.

* Why,? cried Hiram, “ I've zot
so much ahead of me that I'm al-
most dizzy with gratitude. 1t is
so wonderful, so unexpected, so
undeserved !  Don't yvou think I
can walk a httlc while on this poor
crutch, when [ < forward to a
snew body, a new life, renewed
youth, and the splendour of God.
which no eye can bear ?  Shall T
grumble at the small incon-
veniences of this present time?
No, parson; no, Cynthy !  With
every peg I drive into a shoe 1
cry, * Glory, glorv?  When I close
my tn’cd cves at night, I say to
myself, * The j journey is nearin’ its
end, and then—ah, then?

“That's what I call religion.
T've got only a taste of it o the
tip of my tongue; but what v il it
be when I drink it as the th.rsty
traveller drinks from the bucket
at the well 2 T only see a corner
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of the battlements; but how shall
Ifeel when T holdthem in survey?'”

Then, as though he could bear
it no longer, or as though lan-
guage had failed to express his
thoughts, he caught up his crutch,
and, beating time with it, broie
into song. The hymn was a
familiar one, and at the third line
John joined him. At the second
verse cven Cynthia caught the
glorious infection, and her thin
and piping voice was added.

It was a revelation.  “ Qut of
the mouths of babes and suck-
lings,” you would have said if vou
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liad passed by at that moment.
Religion ! It is the gift of gifts,
the legerdemain of life. It
doubles our joys, and lightens our
burdens.  The secret of all hap-
piness is in its hands. The low-
tiest life is made radiant by it, for
under its benign influence, poverty
forgets itself and drudgery be-
comes endurable.

As John went home that night
he felt that he had been in goodly
company, and that the ministry of
the Gospel is the grandest work
in which the mind and heart of
man can engage.

A FAMOUS SCOT.*

In the famous painting illustrating the
First General Assembly of the Free
Church of Scotland, one of the most con-
spicuous fignres is the sturdy form of
Hugh Miller, arrayed in his Scottish
plaid among the grave and reverend
seniors, the fathers of the new church.
That tigure typities his true relation to
the great moral wovement of which he
was one of the chicf actors. Tt is well
that such a sturdy chiel should have such
a fitting biographer

The little town of Cromarty, the birth-
place of Hugh Miller, has a very ancient
history. Its patriotic historian traces its
discovery to Alypus, a descendant of
Japhet. Dempster, the Scottish scholar,
<laims the Maccabees to be butan ancient
Highland family. Akin to this, is the
assertion of the Scotch servitor that his
famuly is *‘us auld as the flood, sir, ay!
and a great deal aulder””  Another
veracious chronicler, midway in the his-
tory of a Highland clan, says *¢about
this time the world was created.”

They are great on pedigree, are our
Highland friends, but some onc has said
that a pedigree as long as the Book of
Chronicles is no good ‘¢ if the hoss can’t
trot.” Dut Hugh Miller, the son of
sturdy covenanting ancestry, gave added
lustre to his pedigree. It is significant
of the perils of the deep that for more
than a hundred years the sea has been
the graveyard of the family. 3Miller’s
father, grandfather, and two grand-uncles
were all buried in its depths.

Young Miller's love of learning seemed

* Hugh Millr. By Kerrit Leask.
Famous Scots Scries.  Edinburgh: Oli-
phant, Anderson & Ferrier.  Toronto :
William Briggs.

to indicate the Church as his sphere ; but,
he said, “ Fetter be anything than an
wiealled wénister,” and so he became a
mason and quarryman.  He was trained,
like many another benefactor of his race,
in the school of toil, which developed
steength of body and of mind. Work
was scarce and pay was poor, and he
became a wandering 0ld Mortality, re-
storing the lichen covered inseriptions of
the tombs.  He tells of an Bnglish mason
who mangled Proverb xii. 4, into the
bewildering abbrevintion: A virtuous
woman is ds. to her husband.”

He refused the Queen’s shilling as a
likely recruit, aud enlisted in the brigade
of authors by publishing a velume of verse.

A concise account is given in this
volume of the Scottish Church, leading
to the Disruption and the establishment
of the Edinburgh IWilness as its organ,
with Hugh Miller as its Editor.

To most readers, however, Hugh
Miller’s name and fame spring from his
books on “The Old Red Sandstone,”
¢ The Footprints of the Creator,” and
“The Testimony of the Rocks.” His
hard work in the quarries led to his study
of the racky pages of Nature and the de-
ciphering of the scerets of the universe.
He was such a master of style that
Buckland said he would give his left
hand to have such powers of description.
As an exponent of science, he could hold
an audience of five thousand in Exeter
Hall despite his northern aceent.

‘The ending of his life was very tragical.
The very night that he revised the last
proof pages of his great work, *“The
Testimony of theRocks, his over-wrought
brain gave way, and in a fit of mental
aberration, he took his own life.
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BY PROF. BE. 1,

1. This is a reprint, the first edition of
which we noticed in 2%e Cinadian Mcth-
oldist Review. Theauthor evidently thinks
he has a mission as the special advocate
of “ Monism,” in the exposition and de-
fence of which he has written several
books, and is also the able editor of a
quarterly published in Chicago under the
title, The Monist.

Monism is defined as a ** unitary con-
ception of the world.” It “*stands upon
the principle that all the ditferent truths
are but so many different aspects of one
and the same truth. . There is bus
one trath, and that truth is eternal.” Tt
‘' signifies consisteney.” It is not 1o be
confounded with *‘one-substance theory :”
nor does it “‘subsume all phenomena
under one category.”  Nevertheless, what
we term different substances, as spirit
and matter, soul and body, God and the
world, ‘‘are not separate entities but ab-
stract ideas denoting certain features of
reality.” Al this is not very clear, but
it is as clear as anything else m the book.

Monism is a system of progress ad-
mitting of a constantly increasing vealiza-
tion, and of a further perfection. Itisa
plan for a system. It mediates between
the extremes of idealism and empiricism.
Kant and Mill bave each contributed
something to a correct conception of truth
and science, but both were extremists and
need amendment.

Monism becomes a religion which is
nothing more nor less than fidelity to
truth. Truthis saered, whether revealed
in the book of nature or in the laboratory
of the chemist. Truth is a * religious
ideal ™ and as such it **is holy to us.”

* 1. “Primer of Phalosaphy.™
%l Carus,  Revised edition,

2, ¢ An Examisation of Weistiannism.™
By George John Romanes.  Chicago : The
Open Court Publishing Company.

By Dr.

REST IN

Happy the heart, warm. fresh and young,
That in life’s dewy morn )

Kuows how, from brightest joyvs of carth,
To tear itself with scorn—

BADGLEY, LL.D.

In his views of God, the Trinity, Per-
sonality and Will, the pantheism of
Hegel is most manifest, and, we think,
subversive of both religion and morality.
We think that God is more than cither
an ““abstract” or “‘a moral idea.” Our
coneeptions are not substantial creations,
but an effort to represent to the mind
what kind of realities we and other things
and personalities are. Thoughts are not
things.  Our thought in relation to any
reality is for the present our solution of
it and nothing more. Like all of the
author's writings the book is full of
thought, but we are far from believing
that the theory advocated will either win
a general following, or cver come to he
regarded as a final philosophy.

3. Anything from the pen of the versa-
tile and brilliant late G. J. Romanes is
cntitled to a candid hearing. It is well-
known that he was an earnest advocate
of Evolution ; that he carried his views
to the extent of publishing anonymously,
before e was thirty years of age, “ A
Candid Examination of Theism,” inwhich
he rejected the doctrines of God and a
Personal Crestor ; that in a posthwnous
publication he cancelled these leading
conclusions of the former volume and
Aied in the aceejtance of the Christian
«ith. He held through life, however, to
Brolution as the tunde of the Divine ac-
tivity.

It is also wellknown that Herhert
Spencer has advacated the inheritance of
acuired characters as part of, and essen-
tial to, the theory of Kvolution. This is
disputed by Weismann. and the question
isstill under review. The present volume
is not an examination of the main postu-
late, so fully discussed between Spencer
and Weismann ; but an examimition of
the theories the latter has built upon the
presumption that acquired charactevistics
are not inherited.

JESUS,

To soar up to the throne of God,
Nor ever thenee depart,

Finding 1ts one, true, hlessed home,
Lord, in Thy sacred heart.



THE UNSELFISHNESS

Mr. David A. Wells, the well-known
American writer, contributes to the North
cnerican Review a very remarkable arti-
cle which he entitles ** Great Britain and
the United States : Their True Relations.”

Mr. Wells asks those who maintain
that Bugland is the monopolizing selfish
Power, to state what it is that she en-
deavours to monopulize :

A popular and ready answer would
probably be ‘land.” But there is not a
square foot of the eartl’s surface over
which the flag of England tloats which
the citizen of the United States, in com-
mon with the people of all other countrices,
has not 2 right to enter upon and vossess
and control and enjoy on terms as favour-
able as are ever granted to any lnglish-
man.  England grants no privileges to
her own people 1 respect to trade and
commerce which are not equally accorded
to the people of all other countries ; and
there is no country over which the sover-
eignty of England extends, where the
people of all other countries—wii'te,
black, yellow and red—have not the right
or privilege of trade, in its broadest sense
of exporting and importing, buying, sell-
ing, or tranusporting, on terms in any way
different from those enjoyed by her im-
mediate and typical subjects.”

England throws all her colonies open
to other nations as freely as she opens
her dvors at home.  She is free from the
reproach of establishing despotic and av-
bitry govermuents in regions under her
flag :

** The sovercignty of England is said to
cover about one-third of the earth’s sur-
face. It includes forly separate su-called
colonies, which cinbrace about one-fourth
of the population of the globe. When-
ever the population of any of these
colonies becomes considerable, and there
is 2 manifest and intelligent desire on
the part of its inhabitants to be emanci-
pated from close dependence on the
mother-country, England grants them a
substantially free :nd independent gov-
ernment.”

Mr. Wells puints out that one of the
few restrictions which England does place
upon the liberty of her colonuts is to
prevent them fran depriving other na-
tions of the right of unrestricted trade on
the smane terms as the mother country.

OF ENGLISH POLICY.

Iinglish Treatment of Nulives.

Mr. Wells says, that so far from the
Americans having the right to take the
mote out of John Bull’s eye for his treat-
ment of Indians, they had much better
tuke the beam out of their own eye. He
says :

*“The British American colonies have
never warred with their Indians ; never
robbed them of their land, but have al-
ways dealt kindly and justly by them.
The treatment of their Indians by the
United States has always been notoriously
arbitrary and bad. It has sequestered
their land ; arbitrarily abrogated its
treaties with them ; ahmost continually
provoked them to hostilities, and nearly
effected their extermination.”

On another point Mr. Wells is equally
emphatic :

¢ The allegation that the British Gov-
ernment exacts tributes of iis subjects,
ha not even so much as a shadow of a
foundation. England does not take from
any of her citizens or subjects as much
as a sixpence which ¢an merit the name
of tribute. There is no government in
the world whose administration is more
honestly conducted, and which is doing
more for the material good of the gov-
erned, than the present English govern-
ment of India.”

In conclusion, Mr. Wells pays the fol-
lowing magnificent tribute to the civiliz-
ing sovereignty of Ingland :

*“ Wherever her sovercignty has gone,
two blades of grass have grown where one
grew before.  Her flag, wherever it has
bLeen advanced, has benefited the country
over which it tloats ; and has carried with
it civilization, the Christian religion,
order, justice and prosperity. England
has . lways treated a conquered race with
justice, and what wnder her rule is the
law for the white man is the law for his
black, red and yellow brother. - And here
we have one explanation of the fact that
England alone of the nations has been
successful in establishing and maintaining
colonies : and of the further extraovdin-
ary fact that & comparatively small insular
country, containing less than 40,000,000
inhabitants, can successfully preside over
the destinies of about 360,000,000 other
members of the hwman vace.”

tiop did anoint thee with His adorous ail.
Ta wrestle, not to reign.—FE. B, Browaiug.
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Frep SiLven.

One of the most extraordinary pheno-
mena of the times is the rapidity with
which the free silver eraze has spread like
an epidemic over large areas of the
United States It is most prononnced,
of course, in th. West and South. 1t is
natural that the silver-preducing states
should favour the free coinage of their
staple product, to which is thus given a
ralue far beyond its intrinsic worth. But
there are other causes than this, which
make the frec coinage of silver so popular.
The extension of the wheat producing
countries of the world, India, Argentina,
Egypt, Russia, the United States, and
Canada, has had the inevitable vesult of
reducing the price of bread-stufis in all
the markets of the world.

Farms which were mortgaged, for say
$10,000 at six per cent., could pay the
interest ten years ago with 600 bushelsof
grain at one dollar a bushel. Now it
takes 1,200 bushels of grain at fifty cents
to pay the same interest. The money
lenders are almost entirely in the North
and East, in the great financial centres ;
the money borrowers, in the vast grain-
producing regions of the West and South.
The creditors, or ‘“ gold-bugs,” get their
interest in gold, orits equivalent, while
the debtors have to pay their debts with
land products greatly depreciated in value.

So also, the western railways are
largely built with eastern and foreign
capital. Many of these arc bonded far
beyond their worth, and the interest
must be paid in gold. The western
farmer feels the effect of the high freight
charges on his depreciated grain intensely,
and looks for relief to the free coinage of
silver at the ratio of sixteen ounces to
one ounce of gold, or nearly twice its
value, as & measure of relicef in the pre-
vailing indebtedness.

This would be only a temporary velief,
because immediately the prices would
leap to their real value, orabout twice
current rates. That is, the farmer would
have to give &10 for a coat where now he
gives $5. [n the meantime, were Mr.
Bryan’s policy carried out, panic would
paralyze the country, east and west, north
and south, and connereial relations with
all gold-basis nations would be destroyed.

Not this way lies the solution of the
labour problem. It will tax the sagacity
and statesmanship and patrviotism of the
nation.

Tue BLECTIONS.

It does not come within the scope of
this MacGazINE AND REVIEW to coinment
upon questions of party politics. In the
Methodist Church, fortunately, perfect
freedom of thought and action obtains
on all political matters. No bishop or
potentate can issue any ‘‘mandement” or
exercise any clerical or spiritual intimida-
tion. No organ or individual can assume
to speak for the Methodist Church.
Honest differences of opinion exist among
godly men.

One thing we may all be proud of
the instant and universal recognition and
acceptance of the popular will.  No one
for a moment dreams of resistingit. In
many countries such a political revolution
would be attended by bloodshed. Here,
silent as a snowflake falls the freeman’s
ballot, more potent than warrior's hullet.

The independence of action of our
Roman Catholic and French fellow citi-
zens is cause for congratulation. De-
spite priestly terrors and ** mandements”’
they have asserted their manhood and
freedom and given demonstration that
Queen Victoria and not the Pope of
Rome is the sovereign of this common-
weal.

Iach party, whether in or out of oflice,
is loyal to British connection and to the
best interests of Canada. Each party will
do its utmost to make our beloved coun-
try a praise in the earth—the excellency
of many generatious.

[The above was written at the Boston
Sunday-school Convention just after the
clection. but was received too late for in-
sertion in the August number of this
MacazINE AND REviEW.—ED.]

A Beavrirvn CHARITY.

A recent number of the Independent
is devoted largely to summer vacations.
The time was when these were thought
to be only the privilege of the rich.  But
under the pressure of modern life most
of the busy toilers in the city try to get
at least o few days’ vacation amid the pure
air and restful scenes of the country.
But the feature of special intevest in this
number is its revelation of the amount of
love and thoughtfnleare which is bestowed
in securing for the very poor, for the slum
children, for the ncwsboys and boot-
blacks, for sick babies and their mothers,
for working girls and these to whoma
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cacation was an unheard-of luxury, a
fortnight or more of summer rest.

In 1873, the city editor of the New
York T'tmes, after sending his wife and
children out of town, heard some little
street waif in Lower New York say, **let’s
play we are in the country.” The man’s
heart was touched, and out of that has
sprung the Fresh Air Fund, which has
sent many thousands of children for a
time to country homes in more than
thirty States.

The St. Johm's Guild of that city has
a floating hospital which carries a thou-
sand sick babies, feeble children and
worn-out mothers to breathe the healing
vzone of the soft sea air. For working-
girls one society controls six country or
seaside homes, and in New York, Chicago,
Detroit, Louisville, San Francisco and
clsewhere, such similzx provision is made.
Not less than 10,000 working-women
from New York alome have their fort-
night of recuperation in these country
homes.

The Children’s Aid Society of New

_York sent out last year 3,779 little boys

and girls from their tenement homes for
a week beside the sea. A farm school
has been established where last year 227
boys attended school and worked on the
farm half a day altermately. The great
papers organize their various funds, and
between thirty and forty thousand women
and children have been reached by this
beneficence. In Toronto, Montreal and
clsewhere in Canada a similar kind of
thoughtful provision is made for summer
outing for sick children, working-girls
and toil-worn mothers.  This is one of
the most heautiful forms of Christian
philanthropy we can conceive.

Honace 10 THE QUEEN.

In a recent issuc of The Forwm' Siv
Edwin  Arnold has an excellent article
on ** Victoriz, Queen and Empress,” in
which he rapidly sketches some of the
maxvellous  results which have been
achieved under the reign of our great
Queen. He says:

““The heart of gold, the will of iron,
the royal temper of steel, the pride, the
patriotism, and the deep piety of Victoria
have been enshrined in a small but vigor-
ous frame, the mignonne aspeet of which
especially strikes those who behold her
for the first time in these her ©chair-
days.” It was reported how, when
Prince Alhert was dying, he roused him-
self from « perind of wandering to turn
with ineffable love to his spouse and Sov-
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ereiyn, saying to her, with a kiss, ¢ Good
little wife !’ And when the Prince Con-
sort was actually passing away, after those
twenty-one years of wedded happiness,
it was told how the Queen bent over him
and whispered, ¢ Tt is your little wife,” at
which last words the Angel of Death
stayed his hand while ounce again the
dear eyes opened and the dying lips
smiled.  But though this be so, no one
who has been honoured by near approach
to her Majesty, or has ever tarried in
her presence, will fail to testify to the
extreme majesty of her bearing, mingled
always with the most perfect grace and
gentleness. Her voice has, moreover,
always been pleasant and musieal to hear,
and 1s so now. The hand which holds
the sceptre of the seas is the softest that
can be touched; the eyes which have
grown dim with labowrs of state for
England, and with too frequent tears,
are the kindest that ean be seen.”

Tiur BigLE IN THE SCHOOLS.

In the Board Schools of Great Britain,
aswell asin the Public Schools of Canada,
the Christian religion is recognized so far
at least as the reading of the Bible is con-
cerned. A little group of infidels and
agnostics objeet to this as too much, and
the Roman Catholics affirm that it is not
enough, and that the denominational
schools should receive Govermment, aid
for the teaching of denominational doc-
trine. The same question as t een raised
in this country and this discussion is of
much interest. to Canadians.  On this
subject The Methodist Limes makes the
following vigorous remarks :

““All the great religious communities
of the country have accepted the princi-
ple of Bible teaching in the clementary
schools.  The Methodists. the Baptists,
the Congregationalists, the Presbyterians,
and the Society of Friends ave all stand-
ing shoulder to shoulder in defence of
Bible truth and Bible morality in the
public schools of England.  There is nut
a single city, town, or village in England
where the attempt to exclude the Bible
from the day-schools would not be -
jected by an immense majority of Nou-
conformists with horror and indignation.
Their decpest instincts and their loyalty
to the Divine Christ are dead against this
proposal, and their instinets ave right.
The acceptance of Bible teaching in the
day-school daes not in the least degree
commit us {o the acceptance of the politi-
cal establishment of a sect.  If the State
is obliged to undertake the education,
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and does undertake the edueation
of millions, and does compel those mil-
lions to receive that education, is the
State to teach them everything except
the Bible? God forbid that the children
should be taught everything except the
Bible.

¢ All the Reformers, all the Puritans,
all the fathers of English Nonconformity,
and all the apostles of the Methodist Re-
vival of the last century believed and
taught that it is as much the duty of the
State as of the individual to obey Christ.
The notion that the State is wholly secu-
Iar and non-religious was first conceived
and propounded by the atheists of the
French Revolution.  With what scorn
would Oliver Cromwell and all the great
Congregationalists of the past have re-
pudiated so hideous an idea! Every
atheist in the country is ready to second
it.
““It is better that childven should be
taught the facts and truths and morality
of the Christian religion in the very words
of Scripture. The controversial creeds
of technical theology may well be rve-
served for later years and for other places
than the primary day-school.”

Revisiox or 11HE COVENANT SERVICE,

In the February munber of this maga-
zine we stated that impressive though the
covenant service was, it might be made
still more so if it were brought wore in
harmony with owr joyous Methodist
theology ; that it seemed more like the
indenture of a bond-servant than the
gladsome marriage covenant of the soul
with the heavenly Dridegroom : that it
emphasizes, in Puritan-wis;, the stern
duties of service and not the glad obedi-
ence of adopted childven and heirs of
grace and glory.

We were not aware at the time that
similar views were held with respect to
this venerable service—an heirloom from
the times of the Puritans over two hun-
dred years ago—but since then we ob-
serve that a strong movement is on foot
in Englwmd for the revision of that
covenant service.

The Methodist Limes says: It is out
of touch with the best spiritaal aspira-
tions of our time. We want 2 much
more attractive, sunny and heavenly ser-
vice. If the Confercnce insists upon
maintaining a form which is essentially
ascetic and morbid, the inevitable result
will be a great increase in the present
tendeney to stay away from the covenant
service.”

Rev. C. H. Kelly, the devout and
accomplished Book Steward of the Wes-
leyan Church, has prepared a revised
form of this service. \We question the
right for any man or any body of men to
veach out the dead hand from the grave,
and by an act of ecclesiastical mortain to
fmpose w rigid form of expression on suc-
cessive generations of devout God-fearing
1 cand women,  Our communion, bap-
tismal, marriage and funeral services
have all handed down their hevitage from
the Roman Catholic Church throughthe
Church of England.  In Canada we have
modified these services, the marriage ser-
vice as well, but we have maintained in-
tact the somewhat rigid covenant servieee.

Brrrrst IMPERIAL FEDERATION.

The British Colonial Secretary has won
the reputation of being one of England’s
most brilliant and patriotic statesmen.
It is Mr. Chamberlain’s aim to use the
alleged *“isolation of England” to con-
sulidate the Lmpire. His policy, says
The Literary Digest, is not without re-
sponse. The colonials declare that they
will stand by England in the hour of dan-
ger. Thus Olive Schreiner, the author
of *“The Story of an African Farm,” who,
despite her German descent, is an en-
thusiastic adherent of the British Empire,
writes in The Fortwightly Leview as fol-
lows: *“If to-morrow England lay pros-
trate, as France lay in 1871, with the
heel of the foreigner at her throat, there
are sixty millions of English-speaking
men and women all the world over who
would leap to their feet. Women would
wrge on sons and hushands and forego all
luxury, and men would leave their homes
and cross the seas, if in so doing their
was hope of aiding her. It will never be
known what Colonial Englishmen feel for
the national nest till a time comes when
it may be in need of them. It may be
more than questioned whether even
Brother Jonathan, in spite of the back
score against her and the large admixture
of foreign bleod in his veins, would sit
still to sce the foreigner crush the nesting-
place of his people; to sce the eradle of
his tongue, the land of Chancer and
Shakespeare, trampled down by men
who know not their specch.  And the
Trish-Englishman all the world over, for-
getting six centuries of contumely, would,
with the magnanimity of his gencrous
ace. stand shoulder to shoulder with his
Enelish brother, as he stood and died
beside him in every country under the
sut.  Blood is thicker than water, and
language binds closer than blood.”
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Recent Seience.

A L Wrrnovr Hear.

The new white light with which Thos.
A. Edison has been experimenting has
almost reached perfection. The new
light, or ‘‘ fluorescent lamp,” as Edison
has named it, is somewhat similar to the
incandescent lamp now used everywhere.
There is a glass globe, from which a part
of the air inside has been extracted.
There is not so perfect a vacuum as in the
i.candeseent lamp. Unlike the electric
lamp, the whole globe glows with a pure
white light. The light comes from a
metallic crystal known as * tungstate.”
The illuminating property is due to a
pecaliar attribute of the tungstate crystal
itself.

“T1 was surprised,” said Mr. Edison,
“ to find that with the intense white
light given off by the tungstate there
was no heat.  The incandescent lump
transforms ninety-tive per vent. of the
clectrical foree into heat, and only five
per cent. is turned into light. This is a
tremendous loss from a commercial po'nt
of view. With my new lamp I absolutely
can discover no heat. T do not attempt
to explain it ; T only accept it as a fact.
This means an astounding cheapness in
lighting, and a counsequent commnercial
gain.  The new lamp will last as long as
the globe lasts.  There are no expensive
films to consider. I get, besides, a much
better light. It is a singular fact that a
two-candle new light lamp gives out to
the eye almost twice the illumination
effect that a two-candle incandescent
lamp does.”

FarLL or Merrors.

Twenty millions of meteors, according
to Dr. Murray, fall upon the earth every
day, their agaregate weight amounting to
something like two tons.  In a hundred
years we should get at least one pound, at
most twenty pounds, of cosmic dust dis-
tributed over each syuare mile of the
carth’s surface, and yet the organized
search which has been made for cosmic
dust in every quarter of the globe has
yielded meager results. The best hunt-
ing-ground has proved to be the bottom
of the Pacitic Ocean, where, 1,000 miles
from any land, a ved clay is brought up,
which on cxamination is shown to con-
sist of three kinds of particles. A wag-
net will pick out certain microscopic erys-

tal fragmeuts of titanic and magnetic
iron, leaving behind a mixture of blackish
and brownish spherule, the former of
which contain copper, and are scemingly
of voleanie origin, while the latter (called
*chondres ') ave of radial eccentrie strue-
ture, and are judged to be cosmic dust.
The slopes of Ben Nevis also yield traces
of this eatraneous matter, which, con-
sidering the millions of years during
which it has been steadily falling on the
carth, is strangely little in evidence.

Loxc-zaxce Guxss.

The longest distance that a shot has
been fired is a few yards over fifteen
miles, which was the range of Krupp's
well-known ¢ monster” 1:30-ton steel gun,
firing a shot weighing 2,600 pounds. The
111-ton Armstrong gun has an extreme
range of fourteen miles. firing a short
weighing 1,800 pounds, and requiring 960
pounds of powder. These guns, however,
prove tuo expensive, being unable to
stand firing a hundred times, and their
manufacrure has practically been aban-
doned.  The 22-ton Armstrong gun hurls
a solid shot for a distance of twelve miles,
and *he Zischaree of the sun cannot be
heard ac the place where the ball strikes.
From twelve to thirteen rules is the com-
puted range of the most powerful guns
now made, and to obtain that range an
clevation of nearly forty-five degrees is
found to be neeessary.  Quick-firing guns
are more depended upon at the present
day than extreme length of range, and in
this respect what is considered the most
wonderful of guns, perhaps, is one of the
Maxims, which can fire as many as six
hundred shots a minute, and yet is so
light that & soldier can carry it strapped
to his back.

IavENTIONS AND Lapotr.

Dr. Talimage is said to have remurked
that he experiences a pang of regret every
time he hears of a new invention that
will do the work of fifty men. Regard-
ing this The Seientific Machinist, Cleve-
land, March 15, says: * Probably the
doctor fears that these fifty men are to
be thrown out of employment to become
tramps, paupers, perhaps criminals. Did
he st.p to think of the thousands of men
to whom such an invention gives employ-
ment, perhaps saving them from starva-
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sion? Did he stop to think that that
invention might lessen the cost of some
ixticle—perchance an article absolutely
necessary to the civilized state of living
-tv willions and either add so much
comfort to a vast number of lives orsave
money for many pockets? The cruel
malignity of machinery has come to be
believed in as much as the most im-
portant article of faith of the Christian
religion. Its compensations should also
be taken into account.”

('01.OCR PHOTOGRAPHY,

The latest contribution to the problem
of colour photography is an instrument
contrived by Dr. Selle, of Brandenburg,
Germany, which, it is claimed, will repro-
duce in minute details the various colours
of objects brought within a specified
range of the camera.

The most important factors of the in-
vention are still a seeret ; but it is an-
nounced that the instrument contains
three thin gelatine films, placed at equal
distances, of which all three receive the
same impressions of the objects within
the range of the camera, with this distine-
tion, that on the first the various tints of
the red, on the second of vhe blue, and on
the third of the yellow ave reccived. The
films are correspondingly stained with
aniline colours, and when superposed pro-
duce the colours true to nature.

Tne KiNEmatocravi. -

This instrument, the invention of MM.
A, and L. Lumiere, of Paris, is in prin-
ciple the same as Edison’s kinetoscope
and  Professor Latham’s eidoloscope.
Like the latter, it depicts motion in large
pictures projected on a screen ; but, as
in both, the principle employed consists
in simply passing rapidly before the eyex
series of pictures representing the succes-
sive stages of the action or the changing
seene to be reproduced.  The interval of
time between the successive photographs
is about 1-900th of a minute, giving a
rapidity which exceeds the susceptibility
of the eyc to perceive distinet impres-
sions, so that the impressions merge
together without ary pereeptible break in
continuity.

Interesting  experiments have been
made with the Roentgen rays upon
noxions bacilli by Professor H. P. Pratt
and Hugh Wightman. of Chicage. The
typhoid and diphtheria microbes were
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killed by the rays; thuse of cholera and
tuberculosis were rendered inert, show-
ing no disposition to attack the nutriment
in the tubes. They will bo transplanted
to see if they will recover. The chemical
cffect of the rays appeared to be exerted
upon the tissue, free oxygen and an acid
being developed which either killed the
bacilli or rendered them inactive.

‘A new death-dealing device, described
inthe Electrical World,is an atrial torpedo.
It is a small balloon to which is attuched
a powerful explosive. The balloon ean
be directed over a city or fort, and an
electrical device will cause the torpedo to
drop to carth, carrying havoc and destruc-
tion far and wide. Such devices will
have the effect of making nations, we
should judge, less eager for war.

Berlin hasa waiterless coffee house. All
along the walls of the establishment auto-
matic machines are placed, each with a
label revealing its contents. The cus-
tomer takes a glass, holds it under the
fancet, inserts a penny in the slot and is
served instanter with beer, cofiee, tea or
milk, as the case may be.

Some of the medical journals report a
new affection of the eyes, caused, it is
said, by the prevailing method of seating
in street-cars. The eftort to fix the gaze
upan passing objects causes an snnoying
strain and twitching m the external mus-
cles of the globes.

The camel's foot is a soft cushion,
peculiarly well adapted to the stones and
aravel over which it is constantly walk-
ing. During a single journey through
the Sahara horses have worn out three
sets of shoes, while the camel’s feet ave
not even sove.

When water freezes it expands with a
force estimated at 30,000 pounds per
squarc inch.  No material has been found
which can withstand this pressuve.

The aiv, after a heavy snowfall, is
usually very clear, because the snow, in
falling, brings down with it most of the
dust and impurities, and leaves the
atmosphere exceedingly clear.

A nine-mile railroad between Hull and
Aylmer, Canada, will be converted intu
an electric road, and the engine ordered
will be the first electric one in the country.
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Moral L and Clvil Law, Parts of the
Scme Thing. By Bur F. Rirrex.
New York: Hunt & Eaton. Toronto :
William Briggs. Price, 90c.

The great systems of jurisprudence of
Christendom are largely based upon the
Ten Commandments, which received their
solemn sanctions amid the thunderings
and lightnings on Mount Sinai.  They
appear in the pandeets of Justinian, in
the laws of Alfred, in the code of
Napoleon, and in the civil law of all
nations.  The harmony, or identity
rather, of moral and civil law is clearly
shown in this book. It has its practical
application, too, in the author’s treat-
ment of the legislation on the drink
trafic.  His conclusion on this subject
is that the saloon business is an immoral
business, Hence the licensing of that
business is licensing immorality, and is
bargaining away the public morals and
the public safety.

History of the Christion  Chureh.
Geor:e H. Dryer, D.D.
Founding of the New World.
nati: Curts & Jennings. New York:
Eaton & Mains. Toronto: William
Briggs. Cloth, 12mo. Pp. 413. Eleven
illustrations.  With index.  Price,
£1.50.

We hail with delight the contribution
to American literature of a popular his-
tory of the Christian Church. As a
student, we wearied over the minute de-
tails and angular forms of expression in
Kurtz and other translations from Ger-
man authors.  In this volume the history
of the first six hundred yecurs is treated
in a way so comprehensive and lucid that,
while no vital part is omitted, the facts
are so presented as to be easily compre-
hended. The author well says in his
preface : ¢ The distinguishing feature of
our civilization is that it is Christian.
The Man of Galilee uttered words and
lived a life by which public opinion judges
men and nations.  Our developing civili-
zation feels the influence of the centuries
of Christian history.” And th: conclu-
sion he draws is that *‘every intelligent
man should know, at least in outline, the
history of his own land and of the Chris-
tian Church.” He recognizes the unity
of Christian history, and places the veader
in the midst of the Christian life of the
time. He properly regards the history

By
Vol. 1.
Cinein-

of the Christian Church as the record of
life, and not merely the tracing of doc-
trines and usages. It is the following of
the development of the kingdom of heaven
on earth. This work is written for popu-
lar use, and is eminently adapted not only
for college students but for Sunday-school
libraries, young people’s reading courses
and family civeles. It will be complete
in four or five volumes. The second, now
in coursc of preparation, will reach the
Reformation period. We Dbespeak for
this history private and public use.
A DM P

LPrincess Anne: A Story of the Disnd
Swamp, and  other Sketches. By
Awgerr R, LeEvor X, New York: The
Louker-On Publishing Co.  Toronto :
William Briggs.

The Disimal Swamp celebrated in
Doore’s and Longfellow’s poems, and in
Mrs. Stowe’s famous tale of “Dred,” re-
ceives a new interest from this little book.
It tells the pitiful story of negro lepers
who took refugein the recesses of that
drear region where “the carth is ahnost
water, and water not quite earth.” The
sketch is very strongly written and has
some striking dramatic situations. The
other sketches evince a keen sympathy
with nature and rare facility in its inter-
pretation.

By Oak anel Thore : 4 Record of English
Days. By Anice Brows., Boston:
Houghton, Mifflin & Co. Tovonto :
William Briggs. Price, S1.25.

One of the strongest ties between the
Mother and the Danghter land on either
side of the sea is the literary and romantic
associations of the Old Country. The
writer of this book realizes to the full the
manifold charm of these associations, and
describes with enthusiasm her pilgrimage
through Kingsley's Devon, the Haunt of
the Doones, the Land of Arthur, the
Bronte Country, and other interesting
parts of the Motherland.

The Crisis of this World ; or, The Domiaion
and Doom of the Decil. By S. M.
Meurrivt,, Bishop of the Methodise
Episcopal Church. Cincinnati : Cran-
ston & Curts. Toronto: Wm. Brigus.
Price, 60c.

It is too much the fashion nowadays to
explain away the doctrine of a personal
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devil, hut theve is evidence enough in the
world as well as in the Scripture of his
existence. Bishop Merrill is a vigorous
thinker, and a clear and strong writer.
This little book is one of the best discus-
sions of this important subject we have
seen.,

No, 1.
Pp.

Ceeent History. Vol VI,
Butialo : Garretson, Cox & Co,
250.  Price, $1.50 per year.

This exceedingly useful quarterly im-
proves with each volume. The editor,
A. S. Johnson, Ph.D., is, we believe, a
Canadian, and very ample space is devoted
to Canadian subjects, thirteen pages in
this number with seven portraits. A
condensed survey of national and inter-
national events for the quarter is given,
witha record of recent progress in science,
literature and art. It is of great value to
the student of current events.

Sone Recopds of the Life of  Stevenson
Arthur Blacliwood, K.C.I3. Compiled
by a friend and edited by his widow.
Loundon : Hodder & Steughton.  To-
vouto ¢ William Briggs. 8vo. Pp. xi.
395,

Sir Arthur Blackwood was one of the
most conspicuous figures in the religious
life of London. He possessed eanlree to
the highest social citcles, and after his
conversion  promptly  confessed s
Mster, preaching the Guospel in the
fasnionable parlourswlhich he hadformerly
visited as a devotee of pleasure.  Yet he
was no ascetic. At the postal congress
at Vienna he was the only member of the
congress who did not visit the theatre and
attend the balls. He was also o champion
lawn-tennis player. Through his in-
fluence largely the Baroness Langenan
espoused the canse of the persecuted
Methadists in Vienna.,  We shall devote
to this hook a special article in an early
number.

Lhe Movewed Builders ;s Theiv Worls and

Relies. By Rev. Sreruex D, Pegr,
Pu.D. Vol 1. Pp. xxil. J70.
Chicago : Oflice of the American Anti-
quarian.

The works and relies of the mound
builders, the cliff dwellers and pueblo
huilders, furnish a theme of fascinating
interest.  The volume under review pre-
sents the most full, exact and exten-
sive treatment of this subject we have
anywhere met.  Dr. Peet has devoted
many years to the subject, is the editor of
the *“American Antiquarian and Oriental
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Journal,” the oldest archivological review
in the country, and is a member of several
Ameriecan and  foreign  archweological
socicties. He has devoted himself with
enthusiasm to this subjeet, and has pro-
duced a volume which is simply essential
to those who would master its literature.
This is a theme which cannot be under-
stoad withount full illustration, maps and
diagrams and cuts. Dr. Peet has supplied
this need with 245 illustrations. We
shall devote a special article in an early
number of this MacaziNg AN REVIEW to
this important volume.

Christiandty Vindicated by its Enemies,
By Daxien Doxrcugsrer, D.D.  Cloth,
16wo, 187 pages. Price, 75 cents.
New York : Hunt & Eaton. Toronto:
Williaan Briggs.

This little book has for its motto,
* Their rock is not as our Roek, even our
enemies themselves being judges,” and
is intended to present in condensed form
the argument for Christianity as against
the various forms of scepticism. It is
especially written to be helpful to the
young, who ave often in danger of doubts.
The author™ assumption is that *¢Infi-
delity is both ot the head and of the heart.”
He carvefully avoids the arguments and
facts from the Christian side of the case,
and seeks all the proofs and testimonies
out of the admissions made by those who
are either enemies to or are not friends
of Christianity. This is & unique way of
vindicating Christianity, and yet so good
is the cause that the verdict may be left
to outside judges, That this is true is
clearly proven by the cumulative argu-
ment of the book.

The weakness and folly of infidelity,
and the strength and Dblessedness of
Christiznity, are so brought out in the
discussion that one’s confidence in and
respeet for Christianity is greatly stimu-
lated. It is just the book to put into
the hands of the douber. A. M. P.

How {o Study the Bible for Greatest
Profil. By R. A. Tonrrzy, Superin-
tendent Chicago Bible Institute, Author
of **How to Bring Men to Christ,”
“ Baptisin with the Holy Spivit,” ete.
Cloth, 16mo., pp. 121, Price, 75 cents.
Toronto : Fleming H. Revell Co.

The author has issued this book to
meet a felt want, as indicated by many
inquiries em “how to study the Bible.”
The answer, as found in the hook itself,
has been given in addresses at various
places, and requested to be put in perma-
nent shape.  His aim is to give **The



Book Notices.

methods and fundamental conditions of
the Bible study that yield the largest
results,” and in so doing accommodates
the scientific method to popular work.
The book is full of good suggestions and
will be a help to those who wish to study
the Bible in a devotional frame of mind.
This book is the more valuable, coming
as it does from a practical instructor, and
is a fit companion for, *‘IHow to DBring
Men to Christ.” Preachers, theological
students, and all Christian workers, will
receive great assistance from both these
works. The increased interest in Bible
study is one of the most encouraging
features of our times, and any works that
tend to stimulate it ought to have a wide
circulation. A M. P

The Fisherinon couel His Friends. A sevies
of Revival Sermons by Lotis ALsenT
Baxks, D.D., Pastor Hanson Place
M. E. Church, Brooklyn, N.Y. Cloth,
12mo, 365 pp. Gilt top. $1.50. New
York, London, and Toronto : Funk &
Wagnalls Company.

The freshness and suggestiveness of Dr.
Banks’ recent book of revival sermons,
entitled *‘Christ and His Friends,”
ensures a glad welcome for this compan-
ion volume, * The Fisherman and His
Friends.” The sermons in this new vol-
ume were all the result of lung study and
observation, but the actunal construction
of each secrmon was left till the day of
delivery. Then out of the fulness of the
heart and mind the mouth spoke. 'The
blessing of God attended their delivery
most abundantly, and a large nmmber of
men and women were persuaded by them
to accept Christ as their Saviour. Bishop
John ¥. Hurst characterizes these ser-
mons as follows: **The subjects are
strong, striking and varied, the trentment
is of the most searching kind, and, alto-
gether, it is a most valuable addition to
our devotional literature.” In suggestion
and illustrative material this book is in-
valuable to Christian workers, who, in the
Bible class of the Sunday-school, or in
the pulpit, are secking to win souls to
the Master. To the Gospel fisherman
who longs to become skilful in the
sipreme work of catching men, this
stimulating and inspiring book cannot be
too highly commended.

The dModern Reader’s B'We. ¢ The Book
of Job™ and “‘Deuteronomy.” Kdited,
with an Introductivn and Notes by
Richard G. Moulton, M.4., Ph.D,,

285

Professor of Literature in English in
the University of Chicago. Cloth extra,
18mo. Price, 50 cents each. New
York: Macmillan & (o.  Toronto:
William Briggs.

These are two additional volmnes in
‘“a geries of works from the Sacred Serip-
tures presented in modern literary form.”
The purpose of this series has regard to
the Bible as part of the world's literature,
without reference to questions of religious
or historie criticism.  The introductions
are confined strictly to the consideration
of the book as o pilece of literature, and
the annotations are of the same kind. In
these volumes we have the benefit of
Prof. Moulton's rare skill and experience
in unfolding to erdinary audiences the
literary significance and beauties of the
Bible. This work is destined to have a
wide and salutary intluence.

Peter Mackenwie ; His Life and Ledwnrs,
By the Rev. Joseprn DawsoxN, author
of *“The Face of a Soul,” and ** The
Soul of the Sermon,” ete, third
edition. London : Charles H. Kelly, 2

Castle Street, City Road, and 66
Paternoster Row, E. C. Toroto:
William Briggs., 1896,

One of the characteristics of Methudism
is that it tends to develop the individu-
ality of its preachers, indeed it would be
hard to fashion upen conventional models
such an original genius as Peter Mae-
kenzie. We use the word genius advised-
ly. Ee was a poet as well as an orator—
though so far as we know he never wrote
a line of verse. He was an apostle of the
connon people, loved and honoured and
revered throughout Oreat Britain, It
is caleulated that he raised £600,000 for
veligious purposes by means of his
stivring sermons and lectures.  We shall
make this unique personality the subject
of a special article in this magazine,

Lrrerany Notk.

Lhe Reliviow of Seience Library, Jan-
uary, 1896, The Redemption of the
Brahman, a novel by Richard Earle. The
novel in this little volume is a very
simple affair. A Brahman falls in love
with a girl of the merchant caste aud
breaks his caste. We fear that this can
hardly be dignified by the name of “* ve-
demption.”  The description of the
struggle required to break away from the
bondage of hereditary order and faith is,
however, well described. N. B.
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Tur Meraopist CHURCH.

The convocation exercises of Mount
Allison University were eminently sue-
cessful.  The exhibition in the Arts
Department excited universal admiration.
The orations, including the valedictory,
were superior to those of former years.
President Allison and the Faculty may
well be proud of the success achieved

during the year. An enlargement ¢
Lingley Hall is contemplated. Mr.

Massey’s bequest was especially appre-
ciated.

Rev. Messrs. Crossley and Hunter
were very successful at Yarmouth, N.8.
1t was estimated that 3,000 were present
at the farewell meeting. Between 500
and 60D gave in their numes as seckers
after ** the pearl of great price.”

They next went to Windsor, N.S,,
where they were equally, if not more sue-
cessful.  After another month’s pleasing
toil, they closed their labours amidst the
most gratifying cireumstances.  Berwick
caump-imeeting was the next scene of their
beloved work.  We understand that they
intend to remain in the Maritime Confer-
ences until 1897.

Nova Scoria CONFERENCE.

The Rev. John Johnston was elected
President, and Rev. D. W. Johunston,
re-elected  Secretary.  Dr.s Carman,
General Superintendent, preached on
Sabbath morning, and Dr. Potts in the
evening, when four candidates who had
completed their probation were ordained.

The business of the Conference pro-
ceeded most  satisfactorily. Rev. Al
Kinley was received into the ministry.
This was an unusual oceurrence, as Mr.
Kinley had been connected with the
Reformed Baptist Church. His people,
one hundred in wumber, joined the
Methodist Church with their pastor.

Rev. C. H. Paisley reported success
in his enterprize on behalf of the Super-
numerary Fund, having received pro-
mises amounting to $$13,000.

The statistics reported an increase of
799 to the membership of the Church.

As the Rev. A. (. Borden, M.A.,
B.D., has accepted an appointment to
Japan, the Confercnce took an affection-
ate leave of their heroic hrother.

New BrUNSWICK aND Prixce Epwarn
Isnaxp CoNFERENCE.

This Conference met in St. John,
Rev. T. Marshall was elected President,
and Rev. Geo. Steel, was re-clected
Secretary. On the evening of the first
day a sacramental service was held, at
which Father Daniel, a veteran of cighty
years, delivered a historic address which
was greatly appreciated.  Dr. Carman
gave a strictly sacramental address which
was solemuizing.

The Rev. John Prince has completed
his jubilee year. Rev. Jas. Taylor and
Geo. 0. Huestis, Nova Scotia Conference,
were also in the saine honoured position.
The Epworth Leagne movement is taking
hold of the young people in the East.

The following 1s the increase of mem-
bers in the various Conferences : Hamil-
ton, 756 ; London, 1,293 ; Bay of Quinte,
581 ; Toronto, 740 ; Manitoba, 556 ; New
Brunswick and Prince Edward Island,
459 ; Nova Scotia, 736 ; Newfoundland,
188 ; total, 3,309 ; Montreal decrease,
455 ; net increase, 4,854.

NewroUspLAND CONFERENCE.

St. Jolm's was the place of meeting.
The Conference was favoured by the pre-
sence of the General Superintendent, Dr.
Carman, aud the Senior Missionary
Secretary, Dr. Sutherland.  The Confer-
ence gave them a cordial greeting. Rev.
H. P. Cowperthwaite, ML.A., was elected
President, and Rev. J. T. Newway,
Secretary.

The Missionary Anniversary was vesy
successful, so was the Educational.  Dr.
Carman aud Dr. Sutherland both spoke
at great length to the delight of all who
heard them. Rev. C. H. Paisley made
an appeal for the aged veterans, the
Supernumeriries, and the congregation
laid §200 on the plates.

Sunday was a grcat day. A holiness
meeting on the preceding night was o
good preparation for the exercises of the
holyday, which began with a love-feast.
The various churches in the city were

ccupied by members of Conference. Dr.

Sutherland preached in the Conference
Church to an immense concourse of
people.

From the statistical report we gather
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that the merease in the mewmbership is
188, most of the funds also report an
increase of income.

All were gratified with the state of
affairs in the college. The debt has been
counsiderably reduced.

Toronto was lately visited by Professor
Beet, of Richmond College, London.
The Doctor’s fame as a Biblical Excgete
drew large congregations to hear him in
Metropolittn  and  Sherbourne  Street
Churches.  This eminent theologian was
employed to deliver couroes of lecturesat
Ocean Grove, Chautauqua and Chicago,
and preached in New York, Washington,
Cleveland. and other cities, so that he
was privileged to see a good deal of
Methodism in the western world. He
was greatly pleased with Toronto, and
was full of admiration for Wesley
Buildings, the like of which he had not
seen anywhere.

MEerHopIsT NEW CONNEXION
CONFERENCE.

This Conference met at Batley, near
Leeds. The Ceuntenary Fund has reached
350,000,

The Stationing Committee consists of
three ministers and two laymen.  Minis-
ters and representatives can appear before
the Committee, if they desire, and plead
their respective claims.

There is an increase of 136 members in
Chisa, which makes the increase in the
Connexion more than 300, which is larger
than that in any other branch of Mecth-
adism in England.

New mission premises, including a
chapel and training institution, in Tien-
tsin, China, ar» to be erceted, mnearly
$20,000 wre invested for the cost.

All the Connexional funds are in
advance.

Proyviitive MeTHODIST CONFERENCE.

Barnley, in Lancashire, was the place
of meeting. The denominativn is strong
in the town and immediate vicinity.

The non-conformist pulpits of the town
were occupied by members of Conference
on the Sabbath.  Open-air meetings were
held, when sermons were delivered from
four preaching-stands. The increase in
the membership is only 304. The Book
Roum reported a prosperous year, with
profits of $16,920, $15,000 of which was
donated to the Superannuation Fund.
The village question excites much atten-
tion amoung all branches of Methodists in
England. The Primitives have places of
worship in 3,453 villages. The Missionary
Society reported an increase of nearly
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$25,000. The Primitives and the Meth-
odist Free Churches employ mission vans
which perambulate in different counties.
Those who have them in charge hold
open-air and other services, at which
they circulate comnexional and other
literature.

One new chapel has been built every
week during last year.

A united love-feast was held at the
Wesleyan Centenary Church, York, when
ministers of Wesleyan, New Conuexion,
Primitive Methedist, and Methodist Free
Churehes took part.

WesLeyaN Mernonisr.

The Conference of the parent body is
in session in Liverpool as these notes are
being prepared.

Rev. D.J. Waller, D.D., President of
Conference for 18435, was presented at
the levee at St. Jumes' Palace, held by
the Prince of Wales on behalf of the
Queen.

Local preachers are important agents
in English Methodism. In the Wesleyan
Church alone there are 17,141 local
preachers. There is an association for the
benetit of the aged and sick of these
brethren, and it has now been arranged
that the local preachers of other branches
of Methodism can become members of
the Association. Without this army of
local preachers Methodism could not be
maintained in England.

The Irish Conference was held at
Dublin. Rev. Dr. Waller presided.  He
was accompanied from England by Rev.
M. Randles, D.D., and Rev. Walford
Green, cx-President.

Owing to emigration, some of the cir-
cuits in the West of Ireland had suffeved
great loss, and needed much financial
aid.  Some of the funds suitered declen-
sion, but others reported increases.

Dr. Crawford .Johnson gave a glowing
account of his visit to the General Con-
ference and of his tour in Canada and the
United States.

Mernovist Eriscorar, CHURCH.

A remarkable incident which proves
the extent of this Church was given at the
late General Conference. One of the
bishops stated, that in the course of
episcopal visits to foreign conferences, he
had oceasion to utilize as many as forty
interpreters representing more tongues
than were spoken at Pentecost.

The Wesleyan Mission in Germany
has been given to the Methodist Episco-
pal Church. The hope is indulged that o
similar union will soon follow in Italy.
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Rev. €, L. Yatman has returned from
his evangelistic tour around the world. He
says: **In all of Australasia, which in-
cludes New Zealand, Iam foreibly struck
with the amazing amount of good done
by Bishop Taylor to the colonies ;. the
abiding results of his evangelistic tour
here, many years ago, are found on every
side. At the Mcthodist Conference at
Victoria I found there were forty-nine of
his converts preaching the Gospel.”

Bishop and »irs, Joyee have gone to
Asia, and will Lold the Conferences in
China, Korea and Japan.

The increase of Methodism in India
has been marveilous. It now represents
@ Christian  community of more than
100,000 souls.  'Tac membership has
increased by 39,802 or 150 per cent. dur-
ing the last four years.

REcEN? Deatns.

The Rev. W. D. Kirkland, D.D.,
editor of the Sunday-schoul publications
in the Methodist Episcopal Church South,
died very suddenly. He was eminently
suceessful in ali the positions which he
tilled.

In Canada, Mr. . E. W. Moyer has
been removed.  He travelled a few years
in the Methodist Church, but for about
forty years he has laboured as a local
preacher. As a man he was greatly
esteemed and filled important positions
both in the Chureh and civil affairs,

The Rev. Geo. Daniel, formerly a
missionary in the Friendly Istands, passed
to his reward since our last issue. He
was a leader in the Australian Churches,
and filled the presidential chair.

Rev. William Wilson, better known as
“Fiji” Wilson, has left the church
militant.  None of the heroes of Fiji have
pleaded so earnestly and successfully for
that land of cannibals as he. His life
was one of great domestic afiliction, but
of eminent uscfulness.

Mrs. Harriet Beecher Stowe was per-
mitted to live to a good old age and then
entered into vest.

Mrs. Letitia Youmans, whose maiden
name was Creighton, was born near
Cobowrg, in 1827, and died at Toronto,
July 19th. She was not a stranger in
her youth to the hardships of pioncer
life. She made the best of her school
privileges and became @ person of more
than ordinary intelligence, and qualified
herself for the office of teacher in connec-
tion with the Rev. D. C. Vannorman’s

Methodist Magazine and Review.

academy. In 1850 she married, wnd after
more than thirty years of happy wedded
life, she was left a widow.

Atan early age Mrs. Yowmans beeame o
member of the Methodist Church, with
which she continued until her removal to
the better world. She was a plodding
labourer in church work, more especially
among the young. At camp-meetings
and evangelistic-services, she was always
ready to render efficient aid.

As a temperance advocate she was well
known, not only in Canada and the
United States, but also in England.
During the Scott Act campaign she did
yeoman service, as hundreds can testify.
During this campaign, the present writer
was associated with her, in one county,
and he always admired her Christian
fidelity and patience during that trying
period.

The W.C.T.U. and the Order of Good
Templars are greatly indebted to the
deceased lady for her untiring efforts on
their behalf.

In the United States she was almost as
well known and equally beloved as she
was in Canada. She inaugurated the
W.C.I.U. in the Provinces of Quebec
and Manitoba. In 1882 she went to
Eugland as a fraternal delegate to the
British Women’sTemperance Association,
and during her stay she addressed several
public meetings, and was everywhere
received in a most enthusiastic manner.
Lady Somerset, Miss Frances Willard,
and other distinguished ladies, received
her most joyfully.

For the past cight years DMrs.
Youmans has been confined to her room,
and for most of the time suffered the
most intense agony from inflammatory
rheumatism. When visited by her friends
she always expressed hersclf as firmly
trusting in the Saviour, and, to the last
moment, took the greatest possible
interest in the great work in which she
had so long laboured.

The memorial service, held July 21st,
was deeply affecting. Telegrams were
received from various purts of the Domin-
ion and the United States, and a cable-
gram signed by Lady Somerset, Miss
Willard and Miss Gordon, was sent from
England. These illustrious ladies styled
Mrs. Youmans the ¢ Deborah of Canada.”
She rests from her labours and her works
follow her.

The editor of this magazine recently
visited the venerable Neal Dow, at his
home in Portland, and among the first
enquiries which he made was respecting
Mrs. Youmans, of whom he spoke in
terms of the highest culogy.
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H. & C. BLAGHFORD risroiass Foorwear

...............

Our Ladies’ Department is replete with the latest styles in Walking Boots,
Summer Shoes, &c.

Our Gents’ Department is stocked with specialties for beauty and fit.
Our Boys’, Misses’ and Children’s Footwear is specially selected with a

view to durability.

LACROSSE SHOES, BICYCLE BOOTS and SHOES,
TENNIS SHOES, CANVAS SHOES, BICYCLE LEGGINGS,

and all summer outing footwear, in great variety.

H. & C. BLACHFORD, - 83 to 89 King Street East, Toronto.

THE BENNETT & WRIGHT Co., LiD.

Our Suow Roowms are now fitted with the latest and best

SANITARY SPECIALTIES,

Showing complete BATHR0oOMS in various styles.

s INSPECTION INVITED. &
VAAAAAS

GAS AND ELECTRIC LIGHT FIXTURES

IN GREAT VARIKETY.

Gas Stoves and Fan Motors.
AANYVAVAANAAAA

The BENNETT & WRIGHT Co., Ltd,,
HEATING ENGINEERS AND SANITARY PLUMBERS,

72 QUEEN STREET EAST, TORONTO.

What a Woman Can Do

Last week I cleared, after paying all expenses, THE GREAT

$355.85, the month previous, $260, and have at toe
same time attended to other duties. 1 believe any
energetic person can do equally as well, as I have

The bisn Washer is

had very littie experience.

just lovely and every family wants one, which
inakes gelling very eary. I do no c.un,vass'mg. REMEDY IS K.D.C.

People hear about the Dish Washer and come or | Itgivesimmediaterelief for distress aftereating

one. It is strange that a good, chea;
i)eigh Vf\?x:sher has never before been Eut on thlz, SOUR STOMAGH’
market. The Mound Citg Dzishd Wa?’hen('i .ﬁ;l]s t]tnis FLATULENCY,
ill. ith it you can wash and dry the dishes for
Xll{lamivlv;tgf tt,e"r’n in two minutes without wetting HEARTBURN and
your hands. As soon as people see the Washer INDIGESTION in any form.
work th.y want one. You can make more money
and make it quicker than with any household ar- TRY A FREE SAMPLE.
ticle on the market. I feel convinced that any lady K. D. C. Co., Ltd., New Glasgow, N.S,

or gentleman can make from $10 to $14 per da;
around home. You can get full particulars by ad-
dressing, THE MouNp CitTy DisH Wasnkr COMPANY
St. Louis, Mo, They help you get start t{len

ed,
you can make money awful fast, A. fJ C. 97-6
96-11

127 State Street, Boston, Mass.

1
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LIGHTING
cees other Public Buildings,
Dwellings, Ete.,
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hl! Kmﬂenw GrUARANTEE_F our ous THE
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' _ (LIMITED)
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orders for these goods.
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ASK FOR THE

B | [OMBURG and SAVOY
ROGERS

LATEST SOFT FELT HATS

IN THE MARKET.

I ALIL COLORS.
SUITABLE FOR YOUNG AND OLDP..

JAMES H. ROGERS,
Cor. King and Church Streets, - =

TORONTO.

A Chance to Make
Money.

I have berries, grapes and peaches a
year old, fresh as when picked. I use
the California Cold process, do not heat
or seal the fruit, just put it up cold, keeps
perfectly fresh, and costs almost nothing;
can put up a bushel in ten minutes. Last
week I sold directions to over 120 families;
anyone will pay a dollar for directions
when they see the beautiful samples of
fr it. As there are many people poor
like myself, I consider it my duty to give
my experience to such, and feel confident
anyone can make one or two hundred dol-
lars round home in a few days. I will mail
sample of fruit and complete directions
to any of your readers for eighteen two-
cent stamps, which is only the actual cost
of the samples, postage, etc., to me.

FRANCIS CASEY, St. Louis, Mo.
96-9

THE PARLOR DANCE.

Rev, H. T. Crossley, the noted evangelist, who,
with Rev. J. E. Hunter, are called the * Moody and
Sankey of Canada,” hus consented to have published
in bouk form his three popular campaign lectures on

The Parlor Dance,
The Theatre,
The Cards.

These lectures, like the author, are free from
extravagancies and coarseness, and are polite, pointed
and practical, Youth and adult should read them.
The book has 72 pages, and contains an oiiginal
solo and portrait. It is beautifully bound in paper
and limp cloth, and is sold at the unusually low
prices, 10c. and 15c.

\\’ILL]AM i&Rl(H.S.
Wesley Build ngs, Toronto.

JUST ISSUED.

A0

A Collection of Gosprl Hlymns for Sunday
Schools and Revivals,

By E. 0. EXCELL.

Price, by mail, boards, muric, 35 cents each;
by express, not prepaid, $3.50 per doz.,
$30 per hundred.

"
I X L EDITION

(Same book, printed from smaller type.)

By mail, boards, musio, 25 cents each; by ox-
press, not prepaid, S'Z.r'ogdper dozen,
s‘gl per hundred.

From Coal-Pit to Palpit.

Anecdotes and inoidents from the life of

Rev. Peter Mackenzie.

By JAMES A. NOBLE,
Editor of The Illustrator.

8ixth edition. With portrait. Prioce, 35 cents,

WILLIAM BRIGGS,
WESLEY BUILDINGS,
TORONTO, - - . - Onr.



HEADQUARTERS FOR

Stabionery a1
Bee Supnie,

Aucount Books.

Full assortment, all descriptions.

Bookbinding,

Every style, moderate prices.

Loather Goods,

Great variety, unsurpassed, close
prices.

AGENTS FOR
Caligraph Typewriter.

¢¢ Stands at the head.”
Wirt Fountain Pen.
“Get the best.”
Edison Mimeograph.

¢ Perfect Duplicator.”

BROWN BROS,

Stationers, Bookbinders.

MANUFAGTURERS OF
ACCOUNT BOOKS, LEATHER GOODS,

Erc.

64-68 King St. E. - TORONTO.

EsTasLiSKED 1856.

DO YOU USE

Leather Belting ?

IF SO sena your address to

ROBIN, SADLER & HAWORTH,
976 TORONTO.

A Remarkable Book.

THE TRUE SCIENGE
OF LIVING,

BY

Dr. Edward Hocker Dewey.

With an Introduction by the Rev. Dr. G. F.
Pentecost,

b

Buy this book and follow {ts teaching, and
you vzﬂl acknowledge by-and-bye that it {s the
Lest, investment you ever made, Itisnot *‘faith
cure,” or “Christian Science,” so-called, but
common sense. It is the story of an evolution
of natural law in the cure of disease, and shows
how the well get sick and how the sick ma
get well and siay 8o, without money or medi-
cine. Such expressions as the following are
frequently heard by persons who have bought
the book: “I am a thorough believer in Dr.
Dewey.” ‘‘Iam aconvert to Dr. Dewey's treat-
ment.” * You did me a great service when you
recommended me to read ‘The True Science of
Living.'! Ihave never felt as well in my life a8
Ido now, aud 1 attribute my good health ta
foliowing Dr Dewey’s advice.”

Price, 82 2B, post free.

Now Ready.

INDUCTIVE STUDIES IN

) e

N. Burwash, S.T.D., LL.D.
Cloth, 75 cemts.

A Biblical and Arminian discussion of the
great central dootrines of Christianity. This
volume will commend itself to all thoughtful
readers.

WILLIAM BRIGGS,
Wesley Buildings, - -  TORONTO, ONT.



NEW BOOKS

Rulin&,ldea.s of the Present Age.
By Washington Gladden.......... $1
The Elements of the Higher
Criticism. By Andrew C. Zenos. 1 00
Christ's Trumpet Call to the
Ministry ; or, The Preacher and
the Preaching for the Present Crisis.
By Daniel 8. Gregory, LL.D......

Christianity Vindicated by its
Enemies. Daniel Dorchester, D.D.

Daniel in the Critics’ Den, A
Reply to Dean Farrar’s < Book of
Danijel.” By R. Anderson, LL.D.

Practical Christian Socioloﬁy. By

075

Rev. Wilbur F. Crafts, Ph.D...... 150
The Problem of the Ages. A Book
for Young Men. By Rev. J. B.

................

Hastings, M. A

The God-Man. Being the ¢ Davies
Lecture” for 1895. By T. C.
Edwards, D.D......... .........

The Permanent Message of the
Exodus, and Studies in the Life
of Moses. By Rev. J. Smith, D.D.

A Little Tour in America. By S.
Reynolds Hole, Dean of Rochester.

Dictionary of Burning Words of
Brilliant Writers. A Cyclopzdia
of Quotations from the Literature
of all Ages. By Josiah H. Gilbert. 2 40

125

125

12
150

125/

A Hundred Years of Missions ; or,
Thé Story of Progress since Carey’s
Beginning. By Rev. D. L. Leonard,
Associate Editor of The Missionary
Review of the World .............. $1 50

The Christ of To-day. By George
A Gordon ..............0.....0.

Christ and His Friends. A Series
of Revival Sermons. By Rev. Louis
Albert Banks....................

The Fisherman and His Friends.
By Rev. Louis Albert Banks. .. ...

The Saloon-Keeper's Ledger. A
Series of Temperance Revival Dis-
courses. By Rev. Louis A, Banks 0 75

Sin and the Atonement, Inductive
Studies in Theology. By Rev. Chan-
cellor Burwash, S.T.D............

Higher Criticism. A Lecture by
Rev. W. Armstrong, D.D.
Paper, 15c.;cloth.. .............

Human Quests. A Series of Sermons.
By Rev. J. E. Lanceley ..........

Talks to the King's Children.
Five-Minute Object Lessons to
Children. Second Series. By Syl-
vanus Stall, D.D................. 100

Poems and Pastels, By William

17

Edward Hunt ................... 100
Canadian Savage Folk. The

Native Tribes of Canada. By Rev.

John Maclean, Ph.D............. 2 50

0111'.

In the Days of the Canada Company.
Mustrated. .................. ...

sSaddle, Sled and Snowshoe.
Walter Gibbs, the Young Boss.
Around the Camp Fire.
Fishers of the Nets.
Warden of the Plains.

By Amelia B. Barr

Coming Publications
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By Robina and K. M. Lizars.

................................. §2 00

By John McDougall. Illustrated.......... 100

By Edward W. Thomson. Illustrated 1 25

By Chas. G. D. Roberts. Illustrated .......... 12
................................ 1 00

By John Maclean, Ph.D. ........................ 100

WILLIAM BRIGGS, - WESLEY BUILDINGS - TORONTO, ONT.

O. W. COATES, Montreal, P.Q.

8. F. HUESTIS, Halifax, N.S.

We Prepay Postage.



SUNDAY SCHOOL REQUISITES

tary’s Minute Book.. ............! .. $0 50 Ward’s Perpetual Class Record.......... $2 50
g?ﬁ:‘gsy School Minute Book... ... 050 Excelsior Library Cards. Per hundred. 100
Eiler’s Sunday School Record. For 20 Librarian’sCards. 50in packet; per packet 0 30

classes, $1.00; for 40 classes ........... 150  Perrin's Collection Envelopes. Per doz. 0 50
Perrin’s Perfection Sunday School Record. Blackboard Cloth. Per yard ............ 2 00

For 20 classes, $1.00; for 40 classes... 150 First Reading Book. Easy Scripture Les- .
Hobart’s Condensed Record.............. 0 60 sons. Per doz.... ................. .. 065
Eiler's Primary Teacher’s Record........ 020  Second .Reading Book Easy Scripture
Roll Book. 90 pages, $1.00 ; 190 pages ... 150 Lessons. Perdoz ............. ... 095
Sunday School Register.................. 050 Temperance Pledge Cards. Per hundred 1 00
Librarian’s Account Book. Quarto..... 050 Temperance Pledge Roll. Paper 25¢.;

1 M “ Foolscap ... 075 cardboard ...................... .. 03
Sunday School Class Book. Per doz..... 075 Catechisms. No. 1, per doz., 25¢.; No. 2,

M I “ “ " Cut leaves, perdoz., 60c. ; No. 3, per doz. 75¢. ; Nos.
POF dOZ wveveeenenariiniiirininnannn s 1,2and 3, in one volume, each -..... 025
G00000000000000000000000000000 4222222
L & .
[ 4
® THE e o o o . . That have been doing splen-
: ; %:;d seﬁvwe in our schools, avt-fs
b4 en hampered by the lack o
p4 Su nd ay SChOOl an orchestral arrangement of
® tunes. To meet this want
:: wfe 81‘0 se t? isssue a seriez
of rchestral Selections of
$ Orchestras S e o e B
b4 adian Hymnal.
L 4
0000000000000 0000000000

No. I, NOW READY.

Contains 24 hymns, arranged for ten instruments—first violin, second violin, flute, trombone

first cornet, second cornet, clarionet, viola, ’cello and bass, Th
and also the 'cello and bass, making eight sheets in all in the set.

e two cornets are on the one sheet,

Price, per set. $1.00 postpaid. Separate Parts, 153¢. each, postpald.

Manilla cases for the separate parts m

ay be had at 2c. each. The twenty-four hymns selected
furnish grand material for anniversary occasions.

A NEW PANSY BOOK.

MAKING FATE

NRS. G. R. ALDEN,
(“ Pansy )
Cloth, Wllustrated, - - -

*e
OTHER VOLUMES IN CANADIAN
COPYRIGHT EDITION.

Eighty-Seven, A Chautauqua Story....

70 cents.

70c.
Judge Burnham’s Daughters.......... 70e¢.
Aunt Haunah and Martha and Jobn.. 30c.

Miss Dee Dunmore Bryant
A Modern Exodus...............
Her Assoclate Members..
John Remington, Marty
Twenty Minutes Late

........ 70c.
Stephen Mitchell’s Journey .. 70c.
Only Ten Cents ................. 70c.
‘What They Couldn’t .................... %0c.

Canadian Stories.

A LOVER IN HOMESPUN

AND OTHER STORIES.

By F. CLIFFORD SMITH.

Paper, = 50c¢.3 Cloth, - $1.00.
CONTENTS :—A Lover in Homespun—The
Faith that Removes Mountains—A Pair of
Boots—A Prairie Episode—A Daughter of the
Church—A Perilous Encounter—Le Loup-Garon
—A Christmas Adventure—Narcissis’ Friend—
A Strange Presentiment—A Memorable Dinner.

*“ A book.to be looked for and read, and which

is sure to go down to the future.”—Our
Monthly.

‘“ As a writer of short stories Mr. Smith is
truly delighttul.” —Massey's Magazine.

*‘Some of the stories in ‘ A Lover in Home
spun’ are equal to the best work of Gilbert
Farker and E. W. Thompson. There is not a
poor story in the book.”—-Canadian Home
Journal.

WILLIAM BRIGGS,

METHODIST BOOK AND PUBLISHING HOUSE, TORONTO.,

C. W. COATES, MONTREAL.

8. F., HUESTIS, HALIFAX,



THE STORY OF

TRACING THE RISE AND PROGRESS

OF THAT

Bl WONDERFUL RELIGIOUS MOVEMENT

WHICH, LIKE THE GULF STREAM,

HAs GIVEN WARMTH TO WIDE WATERS AND
VERDURE TO MANY LANDs;

AND GIVING

AN ACCOUNT OF ITS VARIOUS INFLUENCES
AND INSTITUTIONS OF TO-DAY.

BY

A. B. HYDE, S.T.D.,

Professor of Greek in the University of Denver; Member of American Philological Association;
of American Society of Biblical Exey em, of Summer School of Phdomphy, ete. ;
lately Professor of Biblical Literature, Allegheny College, P

TO WHICH 1S ADDED

“THE STORY OF METHODISM IN THE DOMINION OF CANADA,”
By Rev. Hugh Johnston, M.A,, D.D,,
AND

“THE STORY OF THE EPWORTH LEAGUE,”
By Rev. Joseph F. Berry, D.D.

Seventietb Thousand, Revised and Enlarged,

Embellished with nearly six hundred portraits and views,
With Classified Index of nearly 3,000 References.

TORONTO, ONT.:
WILLIAM BRIGGS, PuBLISHER.
1894.



BT HCk:

A Tale of the Beginnings of Meth~
odism in the New World.

Cloth, illustrated, 75 cents.

Few Canadian books have been ro cordially
welcomed as this inspiring and spirited story
from Dr, Withrow’s practiced pen. Principal
Grant, of Queen’s University, makes it the sub-
ject of a four-page article in the Methodist
‘Mavazine and Review, in which he says:
“Reading it, & window was opened through
which I saw glimpses into the early history of
our people.”

Chancellor Burwash, reviewing it in the same

eriodical, says: *“ The warp and woof of the
grmk is thus through and through historical.
He has characters of rare beauty to depict, and
many of the sketches would be well worthy of
the pen of Ian Maclaren.”

The Montreal Witness gives it nearly three
columns of space, and says: ‘*“We could wish
that thousands besides Methodists would read
it to kindle and fan the flame of Canadian

atriotism, and that all might learn the imper-

hable power and beauty of Godliness and true
religion in humble life.”

The Canada Presbyterian says: ‘Meth-
odists may well be proud of such spiritual
ancestry. The book should be in every Meth-
odist household. and read by all of them, both
old and young.”

The London Advertiser gives a column to
the review, and says: ‘“Dr. Withrow has
woven into a delightful romance the story of
Barbara Heck and her associates in the found-

ing of Methodism in the United States and
Canada.”

The Epworth Era says: *“This book is a

ood one for the Leaguers to place in their
braries.”

i

Rev. Wm. Cheetham,

Author of “Lights and Shadows of Clerical
Life.

Price, -~ - $1.23,

Contents :—The Bible from a Common Sense
Sbandpomb-H&ndlin%the Word of God—The
Inconsistencies of Professing Christiana—
Church Methods and  Work —Prayer—The
Prayer-meeting— The Philosophy of Balvation
—The Duty of Supportin he Go-pel—-The
Pastoral Helation—The Kthics of Christianity.

A Good Missionary Beok
For Every Sunday-school Library
and for Every Home,

0eWoro n i

By Agnes McAllister,
Missionary under Bishop William Taylor.

L 2

CoNTENTS :—~Introduction by Bishop Taylor.
1. The Call to the Work. 2.y First pDa.ys at
S hool. 3. The War. 4. The End of the War.
5. Lib ria—Its Penple, Language and Customs,
6. Bury the Dead. 7. Native Theology and
Mor 1s. 8. Incidents of Missionary Life. 9.
Visilig Neighboring Tribes. 10. In Jourhey-
i1gs Oft. 1. Ups and Downe. 12. Sasswood
Palaver. 13. The African Woman. 14. Farm-
ing—African Curios _15. House-building—The
Liquor Curse. 16. A Revival,

12mo, Cloth, 295 Pages, Priece, $1.

Cheap Edition,

THE CIRCUIT RIDER.

A Tale of the Herole Age of
American Methodism , , .

By Edward Eggleston.
Author of “ The Hoosier School-
'n “ M"v “

Price, 60 centa,

A splendid picture 1s here drawn ot thas
heroi¢ figure the history of Methodism in
America—those old preachers whose constitu-
tions had conquered starvation and exposure,
who had survived swamps, alligators, Indians,
highway robbers and bilious fevers. Their
hairbreadth escapes, thrilling axperiences,
burning zeal and undaunted devotion are in-
imitably portrayed: by Dr. leston.
story has heretofore been sold at $L.75

I Qs

Why ? When? Where? Who?
What? How? Whither?
Sermons preached by
Rev. J. E. Lanceley
Paper, - - - 15 cents, postpaid.

WILLIAM BRIGGS,

METHODIST BOOK AND PUBLISHING HOUSE, TORONTO.

C. W. COATES, Montreal, Que.

S. F. HUESTIS, Halifax, N.S.

>



to the
A Joy * ¢ ool

Is a new library of well-selected, rcadable books. How long is it
since your School—you who read these lines—got in a new library ?
Are you still serving out to the scholars the old, shelf-worn books
that were put on the shelves six years age ? 1If so, be advised to call
a halt, Ask the Treasurer if the funds will stand a new library., If
not, then take up special collections, get up an entertainment—do
something to get the books,

We offer to Schools a range of books not found elsewhere. All
the best authors, and their latest works. Special Canadian editions
of the stories of Henty, Mrs, Worbeoise, Annie Swan, and * Pansy.”
A large number of distinctively Canadian books of our own publica-
tion. Special popular series—such as the Elsie, Pansy, Mildred, ete.
—at special prices. Discounts the most liberal, and books sent in
quantity for selection.

If the Schooel prefer to deal with the local Beookseller, we can
sapply through him, and will he pleased to do so. We will gladly
send our Catalogues to any person who writes for them.

William Briggs, Wesley‘tiuildings, Toronto.

~_Spectal Cansdian Bdition.

Titus:

A COMRADE OF THE CROSS. BY
FLORENGCE M. KINGSLEY,
A Tale of the Christ.

Author of *“ Tiug: A Comrade of the Cross.”

STEPHEN:

A SOLDIER OF THE CROSS.

Paper, 370 pages,- 50 cents.
BY Cloth Boards, -~ =~ 75 ¢
FLORENCE M. KINGSLEY, -

Handsomely bound in Cloth, with design in gold and
brown, and with gilt top, fully illustrated.

Price, - 9o Cents.

This wonderful story, reaching a sale of a
million copies within a year, should be placed
in all our Sunday-school libraries. Qur Can-
adian edition makes a capital gift-book as well,

WILLIAM BRIGGS,

WESLEY BUILDINGS, TORONTO.

(. W. Coates, Montreal. §. F. Huestis, Halifax.

Advance orders for more than 900 copies
already received by us indicate the eager
expectancy of the public for this new story
by the author of ** Titus,” a hook that with-
in a year had a sale of over a million copies.
«Stephen” is a continuation of that won-
derful story, and carries the reader on to
the beginning of the ministry of Paul, It
is a story of thrilling interest, and presents
a vivid and faithful picture of the times.

WILLIAM BRIGGS, Publisher,
29-33 Rienmoxo St. West, TORONTO.




My Baby

was a living skeleton; the doc-
tor said he was dying of Maras-
mus and Indigestion. At 13
months he weighed only seven
pounds. Nothing strengthened
or fattened him. Ibegan using
Scott’s Emulsion of Cod-liver
Oil with Hypophosphites, feed-
ing it to him and rubbing it into
tis body. He began to fatten
and is now a beautiful dimpled
boy. The Emulsion seemed to
supply the one thing needful.
Mrs. KEnvoN WiILLIAMS,
May 21,1894. Cave Springs, Ga.
Similar letters from other
mothers.

Don't be persuaded to accept a substitute!
Scott & Bowne, Belleville,  50c. and $1.

BEHOLD YOUR GOD!

BEING
SEVENTEEN ADDRESSES
BY
REV. G. C. GRUBB, M.A.
Ten Bible Readings, by
MRS. W. K. CAMPBELL.
Addresses to Children, by

MR. E. C. MILLARD.
Notes of the Prayer-meetings,

CONDUCTED BY
MR. W. K. CAMPBELL.
During their Mission in Toronto, February
15th to March 2nd, 1896.

Paper, 327 pages. Price, 40c. net.
Cloth boards, - = 60c,

WILLIAM BRIGG=, - Pablisher,
Wesley Buildings, Toronto.

JUST PUBLISHED

Ganatian Savane Folk

THE NATIVE TRIBES OF
CANADA,

By JOHN MACLEAN, M.A., Ph.D.

Author of ** Th' Indians of Canada,” ** Janes
Evans, Inventor of the Cree Syllabic
System,” ete.

Cloth, illustrated, $2.50.

[
CONTENTS: Some Queer Folk—In the Lndges
—Church and Camp—Native Heroes—Native
. %eli{ions — Races and Languages — On the
rail

Rev. DR. WITHROW writes in Onward :
** This is, we believe, the largest and most im-
rtant book on the native races of Canada
hat has yet been published. It is the result of
the careful and thoronfh study of many years.
During his missionary life among Indian tribes
and by subsequent investigation, Dr. Maclean
has familiarized himself with the languages
traditions, religions, manners and customs o
the Canadian aborigines. His (i)revxous volume
on the Indians of Canada is a demonstration of
his qualifications for treating the records of our
native races. This book will be a permanent
authority on this subject.”

A NEW CANADIAN BOOK.

]
BY
WILLIAM EDWARD HUNT
(** Keppell Strange ).

Superior Paper, Buckram Binding, Gilt Top,
PRICE, $1.00.

* A dainty volume. . . Be the mood of
the muse airy, tender or pathetio, the facile
musical flow of the rhythm and the delicate
duscriptive touches strike one at every page.
. . . The declicate, graphic pa'.'stels are all
equally faultless word paintings.”"—The Metro-
politan,

*Mr. Hunt'’s poetry is marked by a charm-
ingly musicalstyle and finish. His work reminds
one of the simpler poems of Tennyson and
Longfellow, yet in nearly every case Mr.
Hunt's individuality asserts itself. But
itis in the pastels one most catches glimpses
of the strength of this writer'’s imagination,
These strong pen-pictures stirs one's soul and

. ..

one's thoughts.,”—Canadian Magasine,

WILLIAM BRIGGS, -

O. W. COATES, Montreal.

Waesley Bulldings, -

TORONTO, ONT.
S. F. HUESTIS, Halifax.
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