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THE YOUNG PROPRIETOR OF A COCOANUT GROVE GATHERING TUBA.



Ilethodist IWaguzing and Beview,

APRIIL,

AMONG THE

1899.

FILIPINOS.*

I

A GLIMPSE OF THE GREAT STONE BRIDGE.

The attention of the whole world
i< now being focused upon the
group of i<lands in the castern
Pacific, which a year ago were
known chiefly 1o the general
reader as an out-of-the-way Span-
ish possession, noted chiefly for its
product of hemp and tobacco
When Dewey's ships  sailed into
the harbour of Manila on the first
of last May the centre of gravity
o the American Republic was

* *The Philippine Islands.” By Ramun
Reyes Lala, a native of Manila. Ilustrated.
New York: Continental Pullishing Co.
Torento : William Briggs. Svo, pp. 341,
The cuts which illustrate this article are by
«ourtesy of the publishers 1eproduced from
this hook.

Vor. XLIX. No. 4.

A new f{rontier
createdd, new  burdens
sumed. a new relation to the
Asiatic continent and to great
world questions was adopted. The
Philippines, from being regarded
with indifference as a group of
scattered isiands, occupied largely
by semi-civilized peoples, hecame
a subject of engrossing interest in
two continents.

It was soon found that we must
revise our ideas about this archi-

changed. was

were  as-

pelago.  Notwithstanding the ar-
rested  development  caused by

Spanish misrule there were still
many clements of advanced civil-
ization.  There were, for instance,
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three universities in the island.
There were professors of learning
and scientific culture. One of the

most important observatories for
*he study of physics, especially of
earthquake phenomena, with in-
struments of great precision and

AUTHOR IN SILKEN SUIT : KIND WORN BY HIGH-CLASS NATIVES

delicacy, had long been at werk.
The contributions to this import-
ant department of science were of
great value,

A considerabie number of the
Filipinos received collegiate and
university training cither in the
islands or in the universities of

Methodist Magazine and Review.

Europe. Among these was the
author of the book under review,
Ramon Reyes Lala. He was edu-
cated in the schools of his own
country, in St. John’s College,
London, at a French college in
Neufchatel, Switzerland, and be-
came subsequently a
citizen of the United
States. He possesses
unusual qualifications
for giving a compre-
hensive and eoccurate
account of his own
country. He writes in
vigorous and vivacious
English, and in excel
lent literary style. He
has made a thorough
study of all the pre-
vious historians and
chroniclers in French,
Spanish, and English,
and writes from an in-
timate personal ac-
quaintance with the
present facts which he
records. We feel, there-
fore, that in quoting
from this book we are
laying under tribute
the most accurate and
up-to-date sources of
information accessible
to the English-speak-
ing reader.

An interesting epi-
sode in the history of
Manila is its capture
by the British in 1762.
During the war, at
that time waging, both
Havana and Manila
were taken by the
British fleet. but were
eventually restored. The Span-
iards promised a ransom of four
million dollars for Manila; but
with characteristic treachery they
hid their treasure in the earth and
defrauded the captors out of seven-
eighths of the ransom agreed upon.

Under the recent Spanish re-
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gime, says our author, there were
about 750 towns in the colony,
cach ruled by a Gobernadorcillo,
“little governor,” called Captain;
usually a native or half-caste. The
people were heavily taxed for al-
most every article of consumption.
Lotteries yielded an immense re-
venue. More money was set
aside for the transportation of
priests than for the building of
railroads, while ten times the sum
was donated to the support of the
Manila cathedral that was spent
for new’ improvements and for
public instruction. There are al-
most no roads. Transportation is
often impossible, and private in-
dividuals were forbidden by law tu
repair the highways.

There were abundance of dila-
tory and abortive courts, forty-onc
of a so-called superior grade.
The Department of Justice cost
the colonies $350,000 a year. A
case was seldom settled till the
client could be squeezed no fur-
ther.

The Church was one of the most
oppressive institutions. The hier-
archy cost the Government $800,-
000 a year. The cathedral of
Manila alone cost $60,000. The
Archbishop lived in a palace, with
a salary of $12,000 a year. The
salaries of the priests ranged from
$500 to $2,500 per annum, with
large fees in addition from mar-
riages, burials, baptisms, masses,
indulgences. There are four thou-
sand priests in Manila alone.
“They receive all and give noth-
ing.” is the terse phrase of our
author.

The several orders of monks
have immense revenues. They
possess magnificent estates, but
notwithstanding their enormous
wealth they are hard taskmasters,
grinding the poor to the paying of
the last penny. Yet on the whole
the friars repress in some degree
the vicious and brutal instincts of
the natives. They are usually of
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lewly family, many of them the
sole representatives of social
order, but there are also many im-
moral, gross black sheep. The
monks have opposed every attemp.
at reform.  Their policy has ever
been the policy of ignorance,
knowing that their livelihood de-
pended on its perpetuation.

The natives are a branch of the
Malay race, divided into three

CHILDREN OF A GOBERNADORCILLO.

large groups, the Tagalogs, the
Visayos, and the Sulus. They are
born stoics, fatalists by mnature.
They make good sailors, bold
pirates, and fierce soldiers. They
are very fond of their children,
who, as a rule, are respectful and
well-behaved. The mnoisy little
hoodlums of European and Am-
erican cities are utterly unknown.
The old are tenderly cared for,
and are venerated; while in almost
cvery well-to-do household are one
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or two poor relatives, who, while
mere hangers-on, are, neverthe-
less, always made welcome to the
table of their host. Indeed, the
hospitality of the Filipinos is pro-
verbizl. A guest is always'wel-
come, and welcome to the best.
The better class, too, gladly em-
brace every opportunity to feast

A PARISH PRIEST.

their neighbours or the stranger
within their yates.

All over the isiands are scat-
tered a mountain tribe called
Negritos. They are supposed to
be the aborigines. Theyv are of
African descent, many of them
possessing all the negro charac-
teristics. Their weapons arc bows
and poisoned arrows. Their gen-

Mathodist Magezine and Review.

eral type is illustrated by the cut
on page 302. They wander about,
scarcely spending more than one
season in one place.

There are a large number of
dohammedans, especially in the
scuthern or Sulu group. Some
of these take a fanatical and in-
violable oath to shed the blood of
the hated Christian. They are
therefore known as Juramen-
tados”  Lashcd into a fury of
madness, the “ Juramentado?® be-
comes niore beast than humau,
and is forever lusting for murder.
He oils his supple limbs and
rushes ferociously into the con-
flict.  Nothing “can stay him.
He knows that he is going to cer-
tain death—that is but the door
to paradise! In his excitement
he feels no pain; and, though
severely wounded, he will continue
his furious onset until killed.

Manila has a population of
nearly 300,000, is an impurtant
port with large trade, and pre-
sents striking contrasts of wealth
and poverty. The tobacco fac-
tories alone employ 10,000 men,
women, and children. The aver-
age earnings of the cmplovees are
about fifteen cents per  day.
Electric lights, telephones, aml
primitive tramways present a kind
of veneer civilization. There js
one single track railbvay on the
island of Luzon of 123 miles.

In the wet season Manila is a
sort of Oriental Venice. The
numerous canals and creeks are
flooded and thronged with native
boats. Restaurants abound, giv-
ing meals for as little as two cents.
The numerous holidays—there are
forty in the ycar—breed indolence
and cause poverty.

The principal drive is the
Luneta, beside the old sea wall,
shown in our picture on page 301.
Here in the cool of the evening all
Manila comes out to see and be
seen and to listen to the military
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music, nearly every one, men and
women, boys and girls, smoking
cigarettes. .

Here, too, says our author, were
enacted some of the most horrible
tragedies in the recent rebelion.
Hundreds of native prisoners were
here executed. Such an execu-
tion was made occasion of great
rejoicing.  The fashionable Span-
isi» element, men and women, was
not wanting to witness it; and
while the band discoursed a Fvely
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the fireworks, of which the natives
are particularly fond.

Commerce has long struggled
with vexatious restrictions and
imposts, yet it had reached con-
siderable magnitude. In 1893
the principal exports of the
Philippines were : Hemp, $14,-
517,000; sugar, $10,975,000; to-
bacco, $3,159,000;  cocoanuts,
$356,000. This fell off greatly in
1896, on account of the increased
scale of export duties, hemp de-

INTERIOR OF A NATIVE HUT.

air, the poor fellows were made to
stand on the sea-wall, facing the
sea; at a given signal the firing-
squad discharged a wvolley, and
they fell dead or mortally wound-
ed, while the onlookers cheered for
tyranny and Spain.

The islands are a botanist’s
paradise, with almost every variety
of tree and plant life, lowers and
fruits.  Our author gives a
vivacious account of town and vil-
lage life, religious processions,
social entertainments, games, and

clining to $7,500,000, and sugar to
$10,973,000.

Plantation life is the industrial
unit of the islands. The soil is
divided up into plantations, la-ge
and small, according to the capital
and enterprise of the planter. As
a rule, the planters are of the
Malay race, and the work of the
fields is done by other Malays, as
many as five or six hundred being
employed on large plantations.
The labourers live in little bamboo
houses, the planters furnishing
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them both food and clothing.
The food consists of rice and fish,
—very cheap provender in the
Philippines,—and the clothing is
of a primitive character, that costs
little.  Yet, at the end of the 'sea-
son, the labourer has usually ex-
hausted his wages and may be in
debt to the planter. Often a
hundred per cent. interest is de-
manded for the use of money.

A MESTIZA FLOWER-GIRL.

Thus the planter is ground be-
tween the upper and nether mill-
stone, the exporter and the middle-
man.

Among the chief exports is
sugar. The culture and manu-
facture are conducted in a very
slovenly fashion, consequently the
sugar produced is coarse of grain
and poor in quality. The yield,
however, is large, and leaves,

Methodist Magazine and Review.

after the demands of the islands
are supplied, some 250,000 tons
annually for export. With pro-
per cultivation, this could be very
much increased and its quality
greatly ir.proved.

The staple food of the people is
rice.  Upon it their very exist-
ence depends. It is cultivated by
the most laborious and unscientific
methods. It is usually husked in
a large hardwood mortar,
where it is beaten with a
pestle. In husking or win-
nowing, machines are not
employed, save some small
ones in domestic use. The
manufacture of hemp, the
chief export, is of a similarly
primitive character.  The
product is used in making
mats, sail cloth, cordage, and
the famous Manila paper of
commerce.  Nearly o mil
lion tons a4 year were ox-
ported before the war.

Smoking goes on in the
Philippines everywheire but
in church—in the hotel din-
ing-room as soon as coffee
is served, and at the theatre
ot opera while the audience
is gathering, and between
the acts. FEven your cab-
driver will offer you a cigar,
if he thinks you have none.
Spanish women of wealth
and rank — grandmothers,
mothers, daughters and
nieces—sit on the balconies
of their beautiful residences
in the capital, puffing
away at their cigarillos,—a tiny
brand made especially for feminine
consumption; while in some homes
men and women help themselves
from the same box.

The Jesuit missionaries intro-
duced the art of weaving, and all
through the islands a primitive
bamboo-loom is one of the com-
moner implements of the smallest
hut. Here are woven fabrics of
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cotton, silk, hemp, bamboo, and
pina,—the fibre of the pineapple
leaf. The merely well-to-do and
poorer classes wear clothes woven
of cotlon, silk, and pina, or of
pina and hemp, or of hemp or
bamboo.

But the glory of the wealthy,
Spaniard or Meztizo, man or wo-
man, are their garments of pure
pineapple-leaf fibre, called *jusi”
This 1s durable and almost price-
less. A small jusi handkerchicf
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gold, in token of whose riches one
of his cruisers swaggered into the
port of London with damask sails
and silken cordage. In the eight-
centh century Anson’s fleet hov-
ered for years in the neighbour-
hood of the Philippines, a rich
prize occasionally his reward.
The principal beast of burden
is the buffalo. He is the plough
horse of the islands. The plough
is a very primitive affair—a heavy
stick of wood sharpened to a point

THE BEAUTIFUL LUNETA.

is worth $50. So delicate is the
thread, that, in weaving, it is pro-
tected by gauze from the gentlest
breeze. The costliness of the ma-
terial, therefore, is due to the dif-
ficulties of the weaver and to the
time and patience necessary to
produce even a single inch.

Gold has been found in large
quantities in the Philippines.
Galleon after galleon sailed to
Spain laden with the precious
dust. In his voyage round the
world, Sir Francis Drake seized
two prize-ships filled with island-

at one end, with a beam attached
by rattan thongs, about two feet
above the point to which the
buffaloes are hitched, and with a
handle for the ploughman at the
right end, consisting of a round
bar of wood, inserted in an auger
hole.

The buffalo is amphibious in
habit, and if left to itself will spend
a considerable part of the time in
mud and water. It is capable of
keeping its head under water for
two minutes at a time, exploring
the bottom of streams or pools for
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certain favourite plants. To it a
daily mud-bath is one of the
necessities of life.  The buffalo
will fling himself on his side in
the mire, and shuffle round and
round until he is covered to the
eyes with a mortar-like substance.
When he has dried himself in the
sun he looks like a huge clay

image. This strange habit is not
without its useful purpose.  Mil-
lions of stinging flies swarm

among the rank vegetation of his
habitat, and till his mud-coat peels

Methodist Magazine and Review.

tions practised by the Government
officials.

* At first, the rebels were suc-
cessful; but when a large army,
between 15,000 and 20,000 fresh
Spanish conscripts from the pen-
insula, was sent against them,
they were forced to retire; and, ac-
cordingly, they entrenched them-
selves in the mountains near the
capital.  Here they built a con-
siderable fortress, and though the
greater part of the troops were
without arms of any kind, never-

SULU WARRIORS IN FIGHTING ATTITUDE.

off the animal is impregnable (o
their vicious attacks.

The intolerable oppression of
the Spaniards naturally provoked
many struggles for liberty, going
back nearly three hundred years.
These were suppressed with ruth-
less cruelty and wholesale execu-
tions.  The most formidable of
these insurrections was that which
began August, 1896. lts causes
were the arrogance and exactions
of the friars, the oppressive taxes,
the licenses and numerous fees,
and other extortions and confisca-

theless they were made subject to
the most rigid discipline.  Only
1,200 of the 7,000 men that com-
posed this camp possessed rifles;
yet, even thus poorly equipped, for
more than eighteen months they
kept up a desultory but harassing
war against 15,000 well-armed
Spanish troops.

The Tagal Republic was pro-
claimed in October, 18g6, aund
Andreas Bonifacio was chosen
president. 'When Bonifacio died,
a few.months later, Aguinaldo was
elected president and commander-
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in-chief. ~ When General Primo
de Rivera arrived from Spain to
quell the. insurrection, he at-
tempted to end it by making vari-
ous concessions, having been un-
able to do so by force. The fol-
lowing reforms were promised :

*“The banishnent, or at least the dis-
banding, of the religious orders ; Philip-
pine representation in the Cortes; the
same administration of justice for the
natives as for the Spaniards; unity of
laws between the Philippines and Spain ;
the natives to share the chief oftices of
the Philippine civil administration ; re-
arrangement of the property of the friars
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Aguinaldo received 400,000 pes-
etas, which were deposited at
Hong-Kong; not for his own per-
sonal use, but as a find, the in-
terest of which was to be devoted
to the education of native youth
in England. In case the agree-
ment was not carried out by the
Spaniards, the money was to be
used for arms and to renew the
rebellion.

How did the Spaniards fulfi!
their part of the pact? Rivera
at no time proclaimed a general
amnesty; he denied the existence

SHIFTING LUMBER IN A FOREST OF TAY.\3AS.

and of the taxes in favour of the natives;
recognition of the individual rights of the
natives, with liberty of public meeting
and of the press, and a general ammesty.”

In return for these concessions,
Aguinaldo and the other leaders
promised that they would leave
the country for three years; and
that they would stir up no insur-
rection against the Spanish Gov-
crnment during this period. The
rebels then laid down their arms
and surrendered their {forts and
ammunition, and, according to
other provisions of the treaty,

of the pact, and shot several lead-
ers, who, relying on his promises,
had rcturned to Manila. The re-
bellion was therefore renewed.
Dewey's victory wonderfully in-
creased the morale of the rebel
army; while the Spaniards daily
lost hope.

There can be no question that
Americans made use of the insur-
gents in the suppression of the
Spaniards.  Qur author says the
insurgents received some field-
guns, 5,000 magazine rifles, and
200,000 rounds of ammunition
from Admiral Dewey.
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EMILIO AGCINALDO,

The following is his brief ac-
count of Aguinaldo :

General Emilio Aguinaldo is a
little more than thirty years of age.
He was bora in Imus, a village
near Cavite.  His father was a
planter, and the son was sent first
to the college of St Jean de
Lateran, then to the University of
St. Tomas in Manila. Aguinaldo
was adjudged a very dull student,

and gave no promise of distinc-
tion. In fact, the Dominicans
finally sent him home in sheer
despair.  During the rebellion he
became such a prominent figure
that a reward of $25,000 had been
offered by the Spaniards for his
head.

The seli-will and headiness of
the man are shown by the follow-
ing paragraph :
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A WEALTHY MESTIZA OF THE UPPER CLASS

“In everything he takes the
initiative; in no event does he con-
sult any one. Ile braoks no op-
position; he has had no rivals in
reality; there have beenr: one or

two would-be ones, but they could
not withstand him.  He is per-
haps not always scrupulous as to
the attainment of his ends. vet his
proclamations are wise and moder-
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ate, his conduct all one would de-
sire in even a European dictator.
Moreover, few have shown them-
selves so modest and so merciful.
Of course I do not agree with him
in everything he does, but, know-
ing his sincerity, and believing
that he makes his spectacular dis-
play merely to impress the
natives, and so hold their allegi-
ance, I therefore admire him and
hope that the Americans will co-
operate with aim to give us a
stable Philippine governinent. At
all events, the man's stroug per-
sonality, and his large following,

Methodist Mugazine and Review.

cannot, I believe, well be ignored
by the American Government.”

An account is also given of the
American oecupation of  Cavite,
the capture and occupation of
Manila zad capitulation of the
Philippines.  Since then history
has been making very fast, and its
events will be familiar to all our
readers. ‘fhe volume under re-
view is 2 most important contribu-
tion to the study and solution »i
one of the gravest problems which
has ever confronted the American
Republic.

ON EASTER DAY.

BY SUSAN COOLIDGE.

We light the Easter fire, and the Easter lamps we trim,

And the lilies rear their chaliced cups in churches rich and dim,
And chapel low aud minster high the same triumphant strains
In city and in village raise, and on the lonely plains.

¢ Life” is the strain, and ““endless life™ the chiming bells repeat,
A word of victory over death, a word of promise sweet, :
And as the great EQ:OOd clasps the less, tk2 sun a myriad mays,

t

So do a hundred

houghts of joy cling round ocur Easter days.

And one, which seems at times the best and dearest of them all,
Is this: that all the many dead in ages past recall,

With the friends who died so long ago that memory secks in vain
To call the vanished faces back, and make them live again;

And those so lately gone from us that still they seem to he
Beside our path, beside our board, in viewless company—

A light for all our weary hours, a glory by the way—

All, all the dead, the near, the far, take part in Easter day!

They share the life we hope to share, as once they shared in this;
They hold in fast possession one heritage of bliss;

Theirs is the sure, near Presence toward which we reach and strain.
On Easter Day, on Easter Day, we all arc onc aguin.

O fairest of the fair, high thoughts that light the Easter dawn,

O sweet and true companionship which cannot be withdrawn,

““The Lord is riscn ! sealed lips repeat out of the shadows dim.

¢ The Lord is risen,” we answer back, ““and all shall rise in him !”

The Holy Son of God most high,
For love of Adam’s lapstd race,

Quit the sweet pleasure of the sky
To bring us to that happy place.

His robes of light He lais aside,
Vhich did His majesty adorn,

And the frail state of mortal triad,
In human flesh and figure born.
The Son of Go-l thus man became,
That men the sons of God might be,
And by their second birth regain
A likeness to His deity.
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" THE SAINT OF THE WARTBURG.

BY FRANCIS HUSTON WALLACE, M.A,, D.D.,

Projessor of New Testament Fxegesis, Victoria University.

CHURCEH OF ST. ELIZABETH, MARBURG.

II.

The Landgrave Ludwig fully
approved of his wife Elizabeth's
vow of perpetual obedience to
Conrad as her director, “saving
her matrimonial vow.” Even this
exception did not prevent Conrad
from exercising a most malign in-
fluence over his victim and assert-
ing a most insolent domination
cven while her husband still lived.
TFor instance—Elizabeth had been
unexpectedly and miost imperative-
Iv detained from a certain service
to which he had bidden her. His
rage was unbounded. And to
break her spirit he withheld all
pardon until she and her ladies
humbled themselves so far as ta

bare their shoulders to the
brute and suffer him to beat
them with a knotted scourge.
May we not legitimately see
in the malign influence of this
*“director” the wretched pos-
sibilities wrapped up in the
principle of auricular confes-
sion?

In 1227 the Emperor Fred-
erick 1I. embarked on the
Sixth Crusade, and among
the princes and nobles of Ger-
many who followed him was
Ludwig of Thuringia. On
his departure Ludwig showed
Elizabeth his signet ring and
said, “If this ring should be
brought you, it will be a token
of my death.”

Elizabeth henceforth count-
ed herself a widow, arraying
herself in widow’s weeds, and
seceking for consulation in
constant vigils, prayers, pen-
ances, and kindly ministra-
tions to the poor. hoping against
hope for the saie return of her
beloved. But it was not to be.
\Vithout ever crossing seca to
Palestine. gallant Ludwig suc-
cumbed to fever. His last thought
was of his wife. and he sent to her
the signet ring.

One day., some months after
Ludwig’s departure from Lome,
as Elizabeth was busy in acts of
mercy to the inmates of the Lazar-
house at the foot of the Wartburg,
she was summoned to the castle
by the Dowager Sophia, who ex-
horted her to be brave and not
disturbed by what had happened
to her husband. Elizabeth re-
joined, using still the fond name of
“brother ™ : “If my brother be
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THE ANCIENT CASTLE, MARBURG.

captive, he can be freed by the
help of God and our {riends.”
Then Sophia handed her the fatal
signet ring and announced the ter-
rible truth, ** He is dead.” “Then
she, clasping her hands upon her
knees, exclaimed, ‘The world is
dead to me, and all that is pleasant
m the world,”” and rushed dis-
tractedly through the palace.
Speedily, to the bitter grief of
youthful widowhood, was added
the pang of insult and outrage.

Her brother-in-law, Henry, eagerly
seized the opportunity to aggran-
dize himself, ignored the rights of
Ludwig’s son Hermann, a little
boy of four years, and with cruel
promptness turned Elizabeth, her
children, and her attendants out of
the Wartburg ! In the midst of
winter they were driven out,
penniless and unprotected, keeping
only such clothing, bedding, and
jewels as they could carry with
them, and the people of Eisenach

THE UNIVERSITY, MARBURG~—A WINTER BIT.
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and of all Thuringia were forbid-

den to give_themn shelter. This in
the ages of chivalry !
Elizabeth, with her faithful

ladies, of whom the chief were
Isentrude and Guta, and with the
three dear children, the eldest only
four years old, was repulsed from
every door, and forced to take re-
fuge in the outhouse of a low
tavern, disturbed by the pigs on
one side and by noisy, drunken
skittle-players on the other. For
one night she lived beneath the
roof of the parish priest, but soon
Henry’s orders sent her forth
again. For a time she lodged in
the house of an enemy of hers, at
Henry’s orders, and there was
loaded with every form of con-
tumely and annoyance, until she
was forced to prefer the compara-
tive quiet of the tavern outhouse.
Food was procured partly by the
kindness of her former persecutor,
her mother-in-law, Sophia, whom
her gentleness and sufferings seem
to have softened, partly by pawn-
ing her jewels, and then at last by
spinning.

In the midst of this almost un-
exampled reverse of fortune, weak,
weary, almost in despair, she was
faithful to her devotions, and was
not without consolation. One day,
almost fainting, she was forced to
lie on the ground with her head
in Isentrude’s lap. As she lay,
gazing up at the wintry sky, she
smiled, and murmured : “ Thoy,
Lord, desirest to have me with
thee; and I long to be with thee,
and never to be separated from
thee”  Isentrude asked : “ What
is it, dear lady ?* _ And Elizabeth
replied : “1 saw the Lord Jesus
bending towards me from vonder
pale blue sky, comforting me for
my sorrows. \When e turned as
if to go away, I was troubled; then
He looked on me and said, ‘If
thou desirest to be with me, so do
I will to be with thee’?”

21
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At last Elizabetl’s friends be-
stirred themselves to succour her.
Her aunt, the Abbess of Kitzingen,
received her with her children and
ladies into the convent. Then her
uncle, the Bishop of Bamberg, es-
tablished her in the castle of Pot-
tenstein, a delightfully secluded
retrcat. In the summer came
Ludwig’s companions and follow-
ers, bringing his remains for burial
among the tembs of his ancestors
at Reinhardtsborn. The funeral
cortege, with the costly shrine in
which the bones of Ludwig were
enclosed, was received by the
bishop in the cathedral of Bam-
berg, amid the wailing of chants
and the muffled pealing of the
bells; Elizabeth and the children
followed, weeping, as the bier was
carried before the altar.

Turning from the bier of her
beloved to the manly Crusaders
who stood around her, she ap-
pealed to them for protection for
herself and her children, and
stirred them to righteous indigna-
as she cried with simple, natural
cloquence, “Be a wall around
Ludwig’s son; stand up for him;
defend his rights?

Immediately after the burial, a
council of all concerned was held
at Reinhardtsborn, and Rudolph
Von Vargila, son of the faithful
‘Walter, in the name of “the great
God of heaven,” indicted Henrv
and his brother Conrad of the foul
wrongs which they had done to
their brother’s widow and children.
The guilty brothers promised to
repair the injury they had done, to
confirm Elizabeth and her children
in their rights, and to permit her
to live with them in the Wartburg.

But Elizabeth could not long en-
dure to behold the extortion with
which the brothers plundered the
poor, and exchanged her home in
the Wartburg for one in the castle
of Marburg with sovereign rights
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over the town and neighbouring
country.* .

In Marburg Elizabeth might
have been comfortable as well as
useful had not her lavish benefac-
tions impoverished her, and had
not her subserviency to the domin-
eering Conrad darkened all her
days. Her religious “director?”
insisted upon a yet more abject
vow of renunciation and of obedi-
ence, and on Good Friday, with
her hands on the altar, she re-
nounced her own will, her parents,
children, relations, and all pomps
of this world, and stripped herself
of all as Christ for the cross.

‘What did this practically mean ?
That she should hold all her pos-
sessions and powers and influence
as a sacred trust whicl she must
use as a stewardess of the bounty
of God? Nay, but that all her
money was received by Conrad,
who doled out to her from time to
time what he thought best; that
her dear babes were torn from her,
never to see her face again; that if
she gave more to the poor than
Conrad thought right, or in any
way disobeyed him, he punished
her not only with cruel penances,
but even by himself slapping her
face or beating her with a stick.
And all this in the name of the
gentle Jesus and his religion of
love ! . )

Conrad’s aim was to crush her
spirit and make her as clay in his
hands, with the motive of training
her up to sainthood. One cannot
doubt that another motive was at
work, the base delight in unlimited
power over a beautiful spirit of an

* The ancient town of Marburg nestles at
the foot of the grim castle which, from the
height of eight hundred feet, dominates the
wh~le scene. This was long a state prison,
but is now judiciously restored as a museum
of antiquities. The fine Gothic chapel and
rittersaal are worthy of inspection. It was
in this castle that the famous dispute be-
tween Luther, Zwingle, Melanchthon, and
other Reformers took place in 1529. They
met on the invitation of Philip the Cener-
ous with a view to adjust their differences
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infinitely higher type than his
own. Behold, ye who would
glorify mediaeval piety at the ex-
pense of the more human and
more Christlike religious life of
our own time, the abominable pos-
sibilities wrapped up in that false
ideal.

“ Oh, God,” cried Elizabeth, re-
ferring to Conrad, “if I fear a
mortal man so greatly, how ter-
rible must the Lord and Judge of
all the earth be!” How sad a
perversion of the idea of God.
whom Jesus taught us to «call
Father.

Elizabeth did not live long in
the castle at Marburg. For what
reason we know not, but before
long she exchanged the castle for
her last earthly home in a little
hut in a neighbouring village. Be-
side the hut she erected a large
hospital, and there she nursed the
sick, washing the foulest victims of
scrofula with her own hands, and
lavishing on diseased children the
loving care which she was not
suffered to show to her own sweet
babes. In this period there are
gleams of the old-time gaiety and
joy, as she tried to make the poor
and wretched merry, and as she
laughed at the difficulties of her
own position.

While she thus lived in a
wretched hovel and lavished ali
her resources on the poor, there
came an embassy from King An-
drew to bring her home to Hun-
gary. The Count of Banat and
the Knights who accompanied him
found her sitting at her door, clad
in coarse patched raiment, spin-

regarding the Eucharist. But the attempt
was in vain, owing to Luther’s tenacious
adherence to the precise words, ¢ Hoc est
corpus meum,” which he wrote in large let-
ters on the table. The beautiful church,
erected in honour of St. Elizabeth, still at-
tracts many pilgrims, and over her empty
sarcophagus not a few tears are shod. The
university founded by Philip tlic Generous
in 1527 is attended by a thousand students.
Our engravings reproduce the most inter-
esting features of the ancient town.—Ep.
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ning wool—a beautiful lady yet,
although worn and emaciated,
and the Count exclaimed : “ Was
it ever seen to this day, that a
king’s daughter should spin wool ?”
But no entreaty could persuade
Elizabeth to break from her awiful
vows to her “ spiritual director.”

The last days were dreadful.
Her money and her jewels were
exhausted in her benefactions. She
spun wool and caught and sold
fish to gain a bare subsistence for
herself and to help her pensioners.
Her health rapidly declined. But
all this was not enough for Con-
rad. He redoubled his cruel im-
positions; made her scrub floors
and wash dishes; added to her
penances of fasting and scourging;
himself beat her with his fist, with
a stick, with a knotted rope; dis-
missed the devoted ladies who un-
til now had comforted her, and put
about her hard, harsh creatures
who acted the spy and continually
denounced her to her tyrant, be-
cause she had given to the poor
contrary to his orders.

Without a loving face about her,
reft of husband, children, and her
faithful Isentrude and Guta, for-
bhidden to give money or even
Lread to the poor, severely pun-
ished for every breach of this
harsh command, deprived of all
opportunity of that beneficence
which was the one outlet for her
affectionate nature, thus was she
trained by Conrad for sainthiood.
To be perfect, she must be dead
to all earthly affections and de-
sires, even those of doing good.
She must be absolutely, blindly
obedient. Pope Gregory wrote
her to submit to Conrad. and to
Conrad to keep hold of her. And
so they killed her.

To the last she worked and
prayed. While her hands re-
tained sufficient strength, she spun.
When that became impossible, she
lay in bed and pulled hemp. At
last she could do no more. For-

. “saints,” in the vear 1235.
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tunately Conrad was absent when
the end came, and she died in
peace, without pain or struggle.
At midnight sheé sang very soitly;
and at cock-crowing said, “ Now
comes the hour when Mary the
Mother-Maid brought the child
Jesus into the world, and laid Him
in the manger; and the star ap-
peared to guide the wise men to
His cradle. He came to redeem
the world, and He will redeem me.
And now is the time that He rose
from the grave and broke the
prison-doors of hell, to release the
imprisoned souls; and He will now
release me” At last, with the
words, “I am very weak, but I
have no pain,” she composed her-
self as if to sleep, and so passed to
the dear Lord Jesus whom she had
so loved and served.

It was the 19th of November,
1231, when she died. She was
buried in the church attached to
her hospital; but in 1236 the re-
mains were removed to the church
specially built in her honour at
Marburg. In the meantime, Con-
rad’s representation of her life and
character and the reports of
miracles wrought at her tomb,
transmitted to Rome, secured her
admission to the canon of
Her
shrine was much frequented by pil-
grims throughout the Middle Ages,
until the Protestant Philip of
Hesse removed her remains to
some unknown place of sepulture,
that the superstitious reverence of
them might cease.

But nothing can deprive Eliza-
beth of the right to be reverenced
as indeed a notable saint of God,
simple-hearted, honest, sincere in
faith, noble in patience and endur-
ance and good works, shining out
in the beautv of a spotless char-
acter amid all the barbarity of her
age and the false religious ideals
and influences which so embittered
her existence.

WWhen we think of her blind
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obedience to her brutal “ spirituzl
director,” unnatural, repugnant to
the spirit of that Saviour who so
blessed the innocent ties of home
affection, and who asked for ‘mercy
and not sacrifice, we shudder and
exclaim, “Oh! the pity of it
But when we think of her labours
for .the poor, her peerless “en-
thusiasm of humanity,” her pas-
sionate devotion to the work of the
hospital and the lazar-house, we
feel that in her we have the noble
predecessor of John Howard, and
Florence Nightingale, and Clara
Barton, the Salvation Army lassies,
the deaconesses, the *sisters of
the people,” and of all others who,
married or celibate, have devoted
themselves to the relief of suffering
and the rescue of the perishing.
Such a life as Elizabeth’s would
to-day be better appreciated, would
lack much of its extravagance and
austerity, would be more frankly
human, and yet no less divine. It
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is not so necessary now as in those
hard, tyrannical, semi-barbarous
ages to make the choice between
a worldly life and the life of a re-
cluse. Susanna Wesley never felt
the joys of wifehood and mother-
hood poisoned by the suspicion
that after all hers was “the lower
life,” nor was she the less a saint
because she bore nineteen children,
and so trained them that from
among them came those who have
been a blessing to the world.
Apart from the sweetness and
holy beauty of the character of
Elizabeth, her life fills one with a
profound sense of the terrible mis-
take of cultivating an artificial
conscience, of making those things
sins which God has not made sins,
of the assertion of a church au-
thority which shall crush indivi-
duality and stifle personal con-
science, which shall produce such
men as Conrad to darken and em-
bitter the lot of the saints of God.

THE SINGING IN GOD'S ACRE.
BY EUGENE FIELD.

Out yonder in the moonlight, wherein God’s Acre lies,

Go angels walking to and fro, singing their lullabies,

Their radiant wings are folded, and their eyes are bended low,

As they sing among the beds whereon the flowers delight to grow—

¢ Sleep, O sleep!

The Shepherd guardeth His sheep.
Fast speedeth the night away,
Soon cometh the glorious day ;
Sleep, weary ones, while ye may—

Sleep, O sleep!”

The flowers within God’s Acre see that fair and wondrous sight,
And hear the angels singing to the sleepers through the night ;
And lo! throughout the hours of day those gentle flowers prolong
The music of the angels in that tender slumber-song—

t¢ Sleep, O sleep!

The Shepherd loveth His sheep,

He that

ardeth His flock the best

Hath folded them to His loving breast ;
So sleep ye now, and take your rest—

Sleep, O sleep!”

From angel and from flower the years have learned that soothing song,
And_with its heavenly music speed the duys and nights along;

So through cll time, whose flight the Shepherd’s vigils glorify,

God’s Acre slumbereth in the grace of that sweet lullaby—

¢ Sleep, O sleep!

The Shepherd loveth His sheep,
Fast speedoth the night away,
Soon cometh the glorious day;

Sleep, wea
Sleep,

ones, while ye may—
sleep !”
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WHAT .CHARLES DICKENS DID FOR CHILDHOOD.*

BY JAMES L. HUGHES,

Inspector of Pulblic Schools, Z'oronto.

Froebel and Dickens are the
best interpreters of Christ's ideals
of childhood. .The philosophy o
Froebel and the stories of Dickens
are in perfect harmony. The two
great reformers protested vigor-
ously against the interference of
iptermeddling adults with tae full
development of the individuality
of the child. They recognized the
divinity in each child so fujly that
they objected to all “stamping
and moulding ” processes by which
its selthood was dwarfed or

warped. Other educators and
reformers had considered the
problems of human evolution

from the standpoint of the adult,
and had asked, “ What can we do
to fit the child for its work
Froebel and Dickens asked, “How
can we help the child to grow by
its own seli-activity > They were
the great apostles of childhood.
They began the struggle for the
freedom of childhood from the re-
strictive interference of adulthood.

Dickens is commonly regarded
merely as an educational critic.
This i1s a narrow and unfair view.
He was 2 great criticc. He
aroused the indignation of the
civilized world against those who
treated childhood inhumanly, and

*We have pleasure in reprinting, from the
February number of The Ceniury Magazine,
the substance of an article by our accom-
plished contributor, Mr. J. L. Hughes. Our
readers may nov all be aware that in Mr.
Hughes Canada possesses one of the most
eminent authorities on this continent upon
educational topics. He is in great request
at educational counventions throughout the
United States, from Denver to Boston, and
his contributions are solicited for the most
eminent educational periodicals. The Cen-
tury makes cpecial editorial commendation
of éhe admirable article which we reprint.
—Eb.

the hatred of adult tyranny which
he awakened developed a loving
sympathy for children. But he
could not have so clearly exposed
the wrong in education without
having a definite conception of the
right. He was the greatest de-
siructive educational critic, but he
was also a most advanced, posi-
tive, constructive educator. There
is no great ideal of the “new
education ” which is not revealed
by Dickens in his novels or his
miscellaneous writings.

Dickens was the first English-
man of note to advocate the
kindergarten. The following are
extracts from this article, written
forty-three years ago :

There would be fewer sullen, quarrel-
some, dull-witted men or women if there
were fewer children starved or fed im-
properly in heart and brain. To improve
society—to make men and women better
—it is requisite to begin quite at the be-
ginning, and to secure for them a whole-
;xlom:ia education during infancy and child-

ood. . . .

Childhood should be made as happy as
God in his wisdom designed it to be, and
full play should be given to its energies
and powers. . . ._

Only the mother should, if possible, be
the child’s chief companion and teacher
during at least the first three years of its
life, and she should have thought it worth
while to prepare herself for the right ful-
filment of her duties.

‘We have been perfectly amazed at the
work in clay-modelling we have seen done
by children of six or seven, bright merry
creatures, who have all the spirit of their
childhood active in them, repressed by
no parents’ selfish love of ease and silence,
cowed by no dull-witted teacher of the
a-b-c and pothooks.

Every element of purity and
strength in the new education is
revealed in these quotations.
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The reverent sympathy for child-
hood; the spirit of true
motherhood ; the full recogni-
tion of selfhood; the influence of
nature in revealing conceptions of
life, evolution, and God; the de-
velopment of body, mind, and
spirit through play; the need of
training the entire being as a
unity; the culture of originative
and executive power; the necessity
for perfect freedom in order to at-
tain full growth; and the funda-
mental process of creative self-
activity—all were clear to the
great absorptive and reproductive
mind of Dickens.

It was a part of the life-work he
planned for himself to change the
spirit and revolutionize the atti-
tude of adulthood toward child-
hood. He aimed to clear away
the barriers that prevented the free
growth of the child toward God,
to save it from cruel treatment,
and to fill its life with brightness,
hope, and love. All his child
characters were created to make
humanity aware of the gross
wrongs inflicted on defenceless
childhood, or of the possibility of
guiding the race by wise, reverent,
loving training of children.

Dickens adopted two plans for
arousing the world; he pictured
both the bad and the good meth-
ods of training. He was no
more effective in describing the
evil than in unfolding the good.
He deliberately planned to be de-
structive more frequently than con-
structive.  Men generally have to
be prepared for an advance toward
a higher stage of evolution by
making clear to them the errors
or weaknesses of their condition.
Dickens had exquisite skill in pic-
turing the inconsistencies, the in-
justice, the blundering, and the
selfishness of weak or wicked men
and women; but he had power to
reveal the true as well as to un-
mask and expose the false.

He made schoolmasters promin-
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ent characters in six of his books—
* Nicholas Nickleby,” “The Old
Curiosity Shop,” * Dombey and
Son,” “ David Copperfield,” ** Qur
Mutual Friend,” and “ Hard
Times.”  The. coarse brutality of
Squeers was offset by the loving
sympathy of the dear old school-
master who sheltered little Nell.
Dr. Blimber and Mr. Creakle, each
in his way a perfect type of wrong
methods of dealing with children,
were more than counterbalanced
by Dr. Strong.  There is no page
in any language that treats of more
fundamental educational principlés
than the page describing Dr.
Strong’s school.

Squeers’ school was described to
arouse the indignation of the pub-
lic against badly managed private
schools, conducted by ignorant,
sordid, brutal men who “ traded in
the avarice, indifference, or im-
becility of parents and the helpless-
ness of children.” He had a wider
aim, however, than the overthrow
of an evil system of private schools.
He caught the spirit of Henry
Barnard and Horace Mann, and
was one of the first Englishmen
to see the advantages of a national
system of education, and the
urgent need of well-trained teach-
ers by whom young minds might
be guided in the first stages of
their growth. THe showed true
sympathy with childhood, and a
clear conception of responsibility
for its proper development. “ We
hear sometimes,” said he, “ of an
action for damages against the un-
qualified medical practitioner, who
has deformed a broken limb in pre-
tending to heal it. But what
about the hundreds of thousands
of minds that have been deformed
forever by the incapable petti-
foggers who have pretended to
form them I

Dickens concentrated in his de-
lineation of the character of
Squeers the chief elements of evil
that existed in the schools of his
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day, and revealed the terrible
effects of unnatural and inhuman
treatment of children. Human
hearts everywhere were appalled
by the picture of the boys in
Dotheboys Hall as they appeared
to Nicholas when he was first in-
troduced to them.

There were little faces which should
have been handsvmne, darkened with the
scowl of sullen, dugged suffering ; there
was childhood wich the light of its eye
quenched, its beauty gone, and its help-
lessness alone remaining; there were
vicious-faced bpys, brooding, with leaden
eyes, like malefactors in a gavl; and there
were young creatures on whom the sins of
their frail parents had descended, weep-
ing even for the mercenary nurses they
had known, and lonesome even in their
loneliness. With every kindly sympathy
and affection blasted in its birth, with
every young and healthy fecling flogged
and starved down, with every revengeful
passion that can fester in swollen heaxts,
eating its evil way to their core in silence,
whatan incipient Hell was breeding here !

It takes only a few minutes to
read the description of the single
day's experience of the school-
master in *The Old Curjosity
Shop,” but few characters are bet-
ter known or better loved than he.
We get only a glimpse at a single
man in passing, but that glimpse
reveals his unselfishness and his
tenderness so perfectly that he be-
comes one of our dearest friends.
The school is very old-fashioned,
the seating is bad, the appliances
are defective, the methods of teach-
ing poor; but the greatest power
in the world to stimulate soul-
growth is there—sensitive, respon-
sive, reverent, loving sympathy
with  childhood. The school-
master’s joyous pride in the ac-
complishments of his sick favour-
ite, his care in erasing the drop of
irk from the boy’s writing, his sad-
ness because of his absence, his
vearning hope that he would be
better on the morrow, his request
to little Nell for her child-prayer
for his recoverv—these are over-
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whelming evidences that Dickens
possessed the true spirit of rever-
ent child-love, and recognized the
mother spirit as the most essential
element in the character of a
teacher, either man or woman.
He intended the dear old school-
master to be a perfect positive for
the negative of Squeers, and the
humanity of the ome was appre-
ciated more fully in contrast with
the brutality of the other.

Paul Dombey’s life was sketched
with the noble purpose of over-
throwing another of the greedy
school giants that were blighting
the lives of the innocents. The
giant evil of cram was crippled by
Dickens, and his memory should
be cherished forever for this ser-
vice to humanity. Dr. Blimber
was the ideal cramming monster.

Whenever a young gentleman was taken
in hand bv Dr. Blimber, he might con-
sider himself sure of a pretty tight
squeeze. The doctor only undertook the
charge of ten young gentlemen, but he
hac always ready a supply of learning for
a2 hundred, on the lowest estimate ; and
it was at once the business and delight of
his life to gorge the unhappy ten with it.

Miss Blimber, too, although & slim and
graceful maid, did no soft violence to the
gravity of the house. There was no light
nonscnse about Miss Blimber.  She
kept hor hair short and erisp, and wore
spectacles.  She was dry and sandy with
working in the graves of deceased lan-
guages. None of your live languages for
Miss Blimber. They must be dead,—
stone dead,—and then Miss Blimber dug
them up like a ghoul.

To Dr. Blimber Mr. Dombey
brought his sickly little son, with
the simple instruction that he was
“to learn everything.” This brief
phrase makes the parent’s ambition
one of the motives that urge the
ignorant teacher to cram. Par-
ents nearly always deserve their
share of blame when children's
lives are blighted by cramming.

Paul was given over to the ten-
der mercies of Miss Blimber, with
the solemn injunction : * Bring
him on, Cordelia! Bring him
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on!”  There are places even yet
where “ Bring them on” is the
educational watchword of thought-
less parents and ignorant teachers;
where the development of selfhood,
of originative, directive, and exe-
cutive power, is sacrificed on the
altar of examination results. Cor-
delia began to “bring him on?”
before breakfast the first morning
he was in school, by giving him
so many books to study that he
was unable to carry them to his
room. ,

Through the dreary days and
nights the grinding went on, till
Paul’s feeble body yielded to the
strain, and he was taken home to
die. No other educational writer
saw the evils of cramming more
clearly than Dickens, and these
evils are described in no other
book so forcefully as in “ Dombey
and Son.”

Paul’s life and death were in-
tended to reveal to the world the
vital importance of systematic
physical training, especially in the
case of children who are physically
weak or defective. Paul might
have lived, should have lived. He
was killed by his father and Dr.
Blimber. They were saved from
criminality only by their ignor-
ance. Paul's brain wais too
strong for his body, yet instead of
giving special attention to the de-
velopment of his body, he was
taken to Dr. Blimber’s school that
he might “learn everything.” The
educational leaders of to-day have
not fully learned the lessons
directly and incidentally taught by
the pathetic story of Paul Dombey.

In “David Copperfield ” the ex-
tremes of bad and good schools
are outlined. David attended.two
schools, one conducted by Mr.
Creakle, a selfish wretch of the
Squeers type, the other taught by
Dr. Strong.  The first was a type
of evil in brutal coercion, in disre-
gard of the rights of childhood,
and in the dwarfing of individual-
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ity; the second was a type of every
high modern ideal of education.
The more perfectly a man compre-
hends the philosophy of the new
education, the more definitely will
he recognize the fact that Dickens
includes in the half-page describ-
ing Dr. Strong’s school every ele-
ment of the best modern ideals of
teaching, management, and train-
ing.

David’s reception into the school
is suggestive. He was presented
by Dr. Strong to the head boy, and
by him introduced to the rest of
the school individually. Polite-
ness, courtesy, consideration, re-
cognition of brotherhood, are all
involved in this suggestion.

“We had noble games out of
hours.”  Dickens saw not only
that physical culture is an import-
ant element in education, but also
that games constitute by far the
best kind of physical culture—the
only kind that develops the child
as a unity, physically, intellectu-
ally, and morally. The world is
now beginning to learn what
Dickens saw so clearly in 1850.
Prussia recently sent sixty edu-
cators to England to study Eng-
lish games, with the view of in-
troducing them into Prussia.

“The doctor himself was the
idol of the whole school” This
recognizes the positive side of the
personal influence of the teacher.
Dr. Strong was described, not as
a restraining influence, but as in-
spiring and stimulating.

“He was the kindest of men,
with a simple faith that might
have touched the stone hearts of
the very urns wupon the wall”
The mightiest force in education
is human sympathy and love, the
spirit of true motherhood in man
or woman. Blessed are the chil-
dren whose teachers have “a sim-
ple faith” in them. It is easy to
love the good; the bad most need
love. “QOh, if Tom McGuire
would leave school,” says the dis-
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couraged teacher, “ how happy I
should be !  Love him with a
true unselfish love, and the demon
in him will leave, and into its place
will come two angels, one to shine
in Tonv’s life, and the other in your
own,

“We had plenty of liberty.”
Liberty is the central principle in
true development. Christ’s great-
est work is the emancipation of the
human soul. “ The perfect law of
liberty ” recognizes independent
self-activity as the basis of all real
growth, physically, intellectually,
and spiritually: as the source of the
natural evolution of a strong, self-
reliant, self-directing individuality.

“We all felt that we had a part
in the management of -the place,
and in sustaining its character and
dignity.”  Individuality is not the
highest ideal in education. Com-
munity, interdependence, the unity
of the race, the relationship of the
individual to humanity, this is the
supreme element in education.
There is perfect harmony between
individualism and socialism, when
they are fully understood. Dickens
made the every-day life in Dr.
Strong’s school reveal this great-
est truth in philosophy.

“There was an appeal in every-
thing to the honour and good
faith of the boys, and an avowed
intention to rely on their posses-
sion of those qualities unless they
proved themselves unworthy of it,
which worked wonders.” Chil-
dren deserve our faith, and even
if they do not, we can make them
worthy of trust by trusting them.
Let a boy understand that you ex-
pect him to do wrong, and he will
usually fulfil your expectations.
Dr. Strong looked for the divinity
in the child, and made it the
dominant element in its develop-
ment.

In “Hard Times,” one of the
least appreciated of Dickens’
books, he deals in a masterly way
with the broad question of the true

317

function of education, and proves
the folly of the utilitarianism
which would degrade education to
a mere economic question; which
elevates a so-called practical edu-
cation above the spiritual evolu-
tion of the race; which confines the
child to the elements that will en-
able it to make a living, and ex-
cludes from its life music, art,
literature, the appreciation of
nature, and all those elements of
culture that give true grace and
dignity to man, and qualify him for
the transformation of his material
environment, for progressive ad-
vaucement toward a higher civil-
ization, and for a conscious growth
toward the divine.

Mr. Gradgrind believed in facts.

““Now, what I want is Facts. Teach
these boys and girls nothing but Facts.
Facts alone are wanted in life. Plant
nothing else, and root out everything
else. You can only form the minds of
reasoning animals upon Facts: nothing
clse will ever be of any service to them.
This is the principle on which 1 bring up
my own children, and this is the principle
on which T bring up these children. Stick
to Facts, sir!”

But the events of the story give
a clearer answer to the practical
utilitarians. Robbed c. their child-
hood, Mr. Gradgrind’s children,
Louisa and Tom, had no true
foundation for womanhood and
manhood.  Their wrecked lives
revealed too late to their regretful
father the folly of his system of
training. .

The interview between Louisa
and her father, when she fled from
the coarse husband he had chosen
for her, is full of suggestiveness
and warning for all who either de-
liberately or czrelessly  blight
childhood by the interference of in-
termeddling adulthood.

““How could you give me life, and take
from me all the inappreciable things that
raise it from a state of conscious death ?
Where are the graces of my soul? Where
are the sentiments of my heart? What
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have you done, O father, what have you
done with the garden that should have
bleomed once in this great wilderness
here?” . . .

“If it had ever been here, its ashies
alone would save me from the void in
which my whole life sinks. . . . I
don’t reproach you, father. What you
have never nurtured in me, you have
never nurtured in yourself; but oh, if
you had only done so long ago, or if you
had only neglected me, what a much bet-
ter and much happier creature I should
have been thisday! . . . Would you
have doomed me, at any time, to the frost
and blight that have hardened and spoiled
me/ Would you have robbed me . . .
of the immaterial part of my life, the
spring and summer of my belief, my re-
fuge from what is sordid and bad in the
real things around me, my school in which
I should have learned to be more humble
and more trusting with them, and to hope
in my little sphere to make them better ¢

O, no, no! No, Louisa.”

This scene proves that Dickens
is worthy of a foremost place of
honour with Montaigne, Rousseau,
Pestalozzi, and Froebel as a
pleader for a reverent recognition
of the rights of childhood.

“Hard Times” ridiculed with
deserved mercilessness the absurd-
ity of giving mere verbal descrip-
tions of things as a substitute for
actual knowledge of the things
themselves, and of their powers,
their processes of growth and
modes of action. Nothing could
be finer than the incident at the
examination of the school estab-
lished by Mr. Gradgrind, when he
asked Sissy Jupe (“girl number
twenty ) to define a horse.  She
was the daughter of a circus-rider,
and had lived with horses from
ner babyhood, and played with
them as an ordinarv child does
with kittens or dogs. but she had
never defined a horse, and she
failed to answer.

“Bitzer,” said Thomas Gradgrind,
““your definition of a horse.”

‘“Quadruped. Graminivorous. Forty
teeth, namely, twenty-four grinders, four
eye-tecth, and twelve incisive. Sheds
coat in the spring ; in marshy countries,
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sheds hoofs too. Hoofs hard, but requir-
ing to be shod with iron.  Age known by
marks inmouth.™ This (and much more)
by Bitzer.

“ Now, girl number twenty,” said Mr.
Gradgrind, ‘“you know what a horse is.”

The natural curiosity of children
in relation to the great world into
which they are born is their
mightiest intellectual stimulus. De-
fore the child goes to school it
finds its own problems; as soon as
it goes to school the problems are
brought to it by the teacher.
Dickens exposed the stupidity oif
the school processes by the meth-
ods of Mr. M‘Choakumchild, Mr.
Gradgrind’s teacher. There is a
world of suggestiveness even in the
name, M‘Choakumchild.

‘¢ Bring to me,” said Mr. M*Choakum-
child, “‘yonder baby just able to walk,
and I will engage that it shall never
wonder.”

Alr. Gradgrind was a kind man
at heart, and he had adopted Sissy
Jupe when she was left fatherless.
He was very much disheartened to
find that she had read poetry, and
about the fairies and the hunch-
back and the genii. He hoped,
however, that right training would
undo the evil he supposed must
follow such reading.

AMr. M‘Choakumchild gave her
up in despair, however. He could
not fili her mind with bare facts,
and she “would burst into tears
on being required (Ly the mental
process) immediately to name the
cost of two hundred and forty-
seven muslin caps at fourteen
pence halfpenny.” Mr. Gradgrind
reluctantly told her it was no use
for her to continue longer at
school.  She cried, because she
was really sorry at her failure to
please her benecfactor.

“Don’t shed tears.” said Mr. Grad-
arind ; ““don’t shed tears. I don’t com-
plain of you. You arc an affectionate,
carnest, good young woman, and—and
we must make that do.”
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“ Affectionate, earnest, good,”
these were the characteristics re-
sulting from a system regarded as
a failure by Mr. Gradgrind. The
real failure was revealed to him
later, when he saw the ship-
wrecked lives of Louisa and Tom.

Tom expressed his opinion of
his father’s system of training to
Louisa confidentially, one evening,
when they were accidentally left
for a few minutes alone in their
study den.

“T am a Donkey, that’s what Tam. 1
am as obstinate as one, I am more stupid
than one, I get as much pleasure as one,
and I should like to kick like one.”

He was not far astray in his
opinion. He was the natural pro-
duct of a false system of training,
that dwarfs true childhood by pre-
venting its happy, free develop-
ment, and biights it by forcing
upon it prematurely the experi-

ences, the feelings, and the
thoughts rightfully belonging to
maturity.

Did Dickens deliberately aim to
improve educational systems and
reveal the principles of educational
philosophy ? The answer is easily
found.

He was the first great English
student of Froebel. He deals with
nineteen different schools in his
books. He gives more attention
to the training of childhood than
any other novelist, or any other
cducator except Froebel. He was
one of the first Englishmen to de-
mand national control of education,
even in private schools, and the
thorough training of all teachers.
He exposed fourteen types of
coercion, and did more than any
one else to lead Christian men and
women to treat children humanely.
Every book he wrote except two
is rich in educational thought. He
took the most advanced position
on cvery phase of modern educa-
tional thought, except manual
training. When he is thoroughly
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understood he will be recognized
as the Froebel of England.

[We add a few paragraphs from Mr.
Hughes' lectures on Education at the
Chautauqua Assembly.—En.]

What a change has come since the time
of Squeers! Fifty years ago, teachers
might whip -5 much asthey chose. Now,
teachers in most civilized communities
will be imprisoned or fined if they whip
beyond « certain point.  Fifty years ago,
a man might whip his wife. In Engiand,
the law was that he might whip her, if he
did not use a rod bigger than his middle
finger ; and some of them had big mid-
dle fingers. You cannot do it to-day
without being punished. Fifty yeurs
ago, & man might whip his horse as much
as he pleased.  Why shouldn’t he, it was
his? ~ You cammot do it now without
being lable to punishment for it by the
courts. Thank God for the change ; and
thank Dickens and Fracbel, more than all
men and women since Christ. Frwbel
gave the revelation, and Dickens ciiught
the spirit ; and Dickens, even more than
Freebel, made that change come. They
are learning in Englund to do away with
coercion, and to deal with the children
as rational beings, and to develop them
by love rather than by fear. Thereisa
very good aphorism, as you know, that
you may flog one devil out of a child, but
you will flog seven devils in.

Ispoke, not very long ago, at the largest
normal school in the United States on
this matter, and advised those beautiful
graduates who were going out to do the
work they were called to do, not to de-
pend on coercion.  And a gentlenum fol-
lowed who was & leader in the place, and
he was very emphatic in saying that T
was wrong. He said we must follow
Solomon. In reply, I simply said that
there was great danger of our misrepre-
senting the Bible. You will remember
that men have stood in the way of every
advance in human civilization with the
Bible in theirhands. Solomon had seven
hundred wives ; and I am just as much
bound %o adopt his family economy as I
am to adopt his family discipline.

True sympathy is the greatest power
that one soul has to strengthen and en-
noble other souls. It is the teacher's
highest qualification. Love blesses the
lover and the loved. As Esther says in
“Bleak House,™ ** When I lovea person
very tenderly indeed, my understanding
seems to brighten ; my comprehension is
quickened as my affection is.”
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‘* He ordered melike a dog,” said David
Copperfield, ¢ and I obeyed him like a
dog.” There is philosophy in that, enough
for a month of thinking. If you order a
child to do things, as you would order &
dog, as mothers and fathers and teachers
frequently do, you produce a type of
character of the same kind, the dog-type
of character, the slave-type of character.
T think there never could have been a
better picture of tyranny in the home
than given by Dickens of Murdstone. I
have given you only a few glimpses of
it, but these show you Dickens’ hatred of
<hild cuercion in all forms, his deep sym-
pathy with childheod, and his absolute
belief that the child should be allowed to
expand like a flower, instead of being
forced open like an oyster.

One of the greatest mysteries to me is
the slowness with which humanity frees
itself from the practices of barbarism. If
we had never heard of flogging a child
until to-day, and some man should come
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here from France—no, not France, for
they do not allow flogging of children
there—perhaps from Russia, or Central
Africa, and preach on this platform that
the right way to train a child is to flog
him ; if we had never heard 2bout it be-
fore, we would drown him in the lake, if
he did nutleave the place quickly. Chris-
tian civilization would not stand such
things. It is simply the fact that we are
accustomed to it, that it has come down
to us, and we allow it to be tolerated as
other things that remain to us from bar-
barism.

The old idea was punishment, the new
idea is stimulation ; the old idea was re-
striction. the new idea is inspiration ; the
old idea was repressi: n, the new idea is
encouragement ; the Jld idea was keeping
under, the new idea is getting up ; and
when that idea gets clearly into the minds
of the world, Christ’s ideals will be carried
out a great deal more fully than they are
now. .

AN

EASTER THOUGHT.

BY META E. B. THORNE.

What if He had not risen?

Ah! soul of mine, where hadst thou been—say, where? .
Still in the gloomy prison—

The prison-house of darkness and despair.

In yon hushed woodlands where the Mayflower Luds
Are swelling *neath the snow,

No voice would stir the solemn solitudes,
When soft the south winds blow,
Whispering, “Thou too shalt rise!™

And when the brooding swallows nest again
Beneath these colder skies,

Hope in their spring songs would not thrill me then.

On yonder hillside where the lilies lift
Their chalices of white

All thro’ the long, bright day to catch the light,
Not even a tiny rift

Would pieree the shadows that above me roll,
Did not a heavenly Voice

Speak from that mound the lilics deck—* Rejoice,
Be glad, O sorrowing soul!

He is not here—the one thou lov'st so well—
Not here, beneath the sod ;

Because 7 live, he too with Me shall dwell
Within the heaven of God.™

O hecart of mine, rcjoice, be glad, arise,
And join the Easter anthem of the skics!

Sing with rejoicin

faith

His glorious trinmph which alone ean save:

““He rose! He rose!

He burst the bars of death

And triumphed o'er the grave!”



" THE IDYLL OF BETHANY.

BY THE REV. DR. S. P. ROSE,

Admirers of the idyllic form of
literature may well turn their at-
tention to the story of the Bethany
home. It would be very difficult,
if not quite impossible, to discover
in any literature, ancient or
modern, sacred or profane, 2 more
beautiful or touching idyll than
that which has becn preserved fo
us by the pen of St. John th:
Divine. The characters whom it
introduces, but most emphatically
the Character whom it so delight-
fully reveals, give to it a pre-emin-
ence which we should be slow to
claim for any other tale of similar
length. It has outlived thousands
of ancient histories, not only by
reason of the literature to which it
belongs, but also by virtue of its
inherent sweetness and strength.

We shall meet in few households
with three more loving and lov-
able characters than Martha and
her sister and Lazarus. And yet
how utterly unlike they are, save
in the fact of their common love
and devotion to the One who
sometimes honoured them as their
Guest.

Martha claims our first atten-
tion, in part because she is prob-
ably the oldest member of the
family circle and the mistress of
the home (tradition makes her a
widow), but more by reason of her
superior strength of character and
her marked fidelity to the divine
Master. For many years she was
much abused by preachers and
sadly misunderstood by Bible
readers.  Her character was
brought into sharp contrast with
her sister’s, greatly to Martha’s
disadvantage.  She has been
thought of as worldly-minded, and
the purity and simplicity of her
devotion to the Saviour have been

called in question. A great re-
vulsion of feeling has occurred
within my own life-time, and now
we are in almost as much danger
of losing the real Martha through
overpraise, as werc our fathers
of never knowing her through too
severe criticism.

She was undoubtedly the strong-
est member, in point of character,
of the family group. Her love
for Christ was quite as deep as
Mary’s, and, in time of trial,
showed itself even more constant
than that of her more demonstra-
tive sister. The one weakness.
which marred an otherwise most
admirable disposition is disclosed
in our Lords often quoted re-
buke : = Martha, Martha, thou art
careful and troubled about many
things.” Her deep love for the
Master was sometimes unhappily
expressed, and its outward mani-
festation was rendered less effec-
tive by a certain fussiness of man-
ner which was most unrestful, and
even, on some occasions, positively
irritating. You have met such
people surely. You could not
doubt their good intentions, but
you did wish that their concern
for your welfare were occasionally
expressed in less anxious forms.
You were persuaded that your
good was their first thought, but
vou could not suppress the regret
that nothing was Ieft to vour im-
agination.  Their very affection
became now and then a weariness
to the spirit.

But the rebuke of Jesus to
Martha reveals a more serious
weakness still. In the carlier
stages of her Christian life she
scems to have missed the truth
that there are wants which are not
to be met by material food. Her
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love for her Guest found expres-
sion in a well prepared dinner;
Mary’s love,—not one whit more
real, and when tried scarcely so
trustful,—expressed itself in that
tactiul sympathy so priceless to a
man of Christ’s temperament and
character.

One of Charles Dickens’ char-
acters manifests his sympathy to-
ward a much misunderstood boy
by pouring more gravy on his
plate, while another good-natured
man, likewise a creation of
Dickens’ fertile brain, evinces his
pity for an outcast lad by giving
him sixpenny bits. These acts
were the outward sign of a true
sympathy somewhat indifferently
expressed. So, too, Martha loved
the Master with unfaltering de-
votion, but missed the truth that
love’s highest ministry is not al-
ways, or indeed ever, interpreted
in the terms of exclusive care for
the earthly and temporal needs of
our loved ones.

Not, indeed, that there is no
place for just such loving ministry
as that which appears to have en-
crossed the devotion of Martha at
the moment when our Lord re-
buked her. There is much room
for just such service in Christ's
name and on behalf of His follow-
ers.  Martha's hand set free the
loftier and sweeter ministries of
Mary’s heart. Nr. Booth, in
Darkest England, gives expres-
sion to the value of this side of
Christian service in words well
worth repeating : “\What is the
use of preaching the Gospel to
men whose whole attention is con-
centrated on a mad. desperate
struggle to keep themselves alive ?
You might as well give a tract to
a -shipwrecked sailor. who is bat-
tling with the surf which has
drowned his comrades and threat-
ens to drown him. He will not
listen to you. Nay, he cannot
hear you, any more than a man
whose head is under the water can
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listen to a sermon. The first
thing to do is to get him at least
a footing on firm ground and give
him room to live.”

In such practical and prepara-
tory ministries’ Martha is certain
to have a first place, for it is she
to whom, in a great measure, we
owe the various philanthropic in-
stitutions which do so much to
prove to the weary and outcast
that Christ still lives, not only in
a far-away heaven, looking with
a sweet but unavailing compassion
upon this earth, but in the hearts
of ail who are truly filled with
His spirit.  While Mary weeps
over and feels for the heathen,
while she is ready to go to them
as a missionary and to speak to
their hearts of the love of Christ,
it is Martha who founds the so-
cietv which sends her, pays for
her ticket, and sees that she 1s sup-
plied with the temporal necessities
which make her mission possible.

I doubt if Mary would ever have
have founded the W. C. T. U. or
the Y. W. C. A, But if Martha
had not secured the co-operation
of the quick sympathy and sweet
tact of Mary, those magnificent
associations must long since have
been crushed bencath the weight
of their own good deeds. In the
practical character of Martha's
ministry, she misses the higher
and highest possibilities of service
for which the world longs. With
characteristic  felicity and ac-
curacy, Robertson of Brighton
thus indicates the world’s sorest
need : “Till we have reflected on
it, we are scarcely aware how
much the sum of human happi-
ness in the world is indebted to
this one feeling—sympathy. Ve
get cheerfulness and vigour, we
<carccly krow how or when, from
our association with our fellow-
men, from human presence and
from cheerful looks. The sub-
stantial good and the cffectual re-
lief which men extend to one an-
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other is trifling. It is not by
these, but. by something far less
costly, that the work is done.”
This is the great truth which
Martha is in danger of missing.
Mary was weak where Martha
was strong; she was strong where
her sister was weak, in the quick
perception of the more imperative
needs and the nobler aspirations
of their Guest. And so, while
Martha was wearving the Master
with a cumbered service which
could only feed the body, Mary
was ministering to His higher
nature, and feeding His soul by a
patient waiting at His feet.
Plainly, then, Martha and Mary,
cach in her place, are equally in-
dispensable.  The Church and
society need them Dboth. Happy,
though most rare, the woman or
man in whom the excellencies of
both are united. But as it is. we
may continue to look for different
forms of service from different
types of character. The right
point of view from which to judge
the different, though not neces-
sarily opposing, virtues of the sis-
ters of Bethany has been plea-

santly indicated by a modern
verse-writer :
MARTHA OR MARY?

I cannot choose; I should have liked so
much

To sit at Jesus® feet—to feel the touch

Of His kind, gentle hand upon my head,

Whiledrinking in the graciouswords Hesaid.

And yet to serve Him ! O, divine employ !
To minister and give the Master joy,

To bathe in coolest springs His weary fect,
And wait upon Him while He sat at meat !

Worship or service—which ? Ab, thatisbest
To which He calls me, be it toil or rest—
To labour for Him in life’s busy stir,

Or seck Hix feet a silent worshipper.

So let Him chnose for us: we arenot strong

Tomake the choice ; perhaps we should go
wrong,

Mistaking 7.c:\§ for service, sinful sloth

For loving worship—and so fail of hoth.

But Lazarus mwust not be for-
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gotten. The most important con-
tribution he makes to the story is
dying. He was evidently a com-
monplace man. We may well be-
lieve that his abilities were small.
But he was needed to give sym-
metry and perfection to the family
circle.

The commonplace man! How
poor the world would be without
him!  After all, when you come
to think of it, you will confess that
he is our uncrowned king. You
cannot afford to leave him out of
vour reckonings in matters social,
literary, political, or religious. He
1s the general reader whom the
author and publisher must please
if the book is to become “all the
rage.” He must be pleased with
the choice of candidate if the party
is to head the polls. The pastor
must remember him if he would
do his best work. Clothed with
regal authority, of which he is
generally quite unconscious, he
renders the greatest possible ser-
vice to his kind. He is the
executive who gives cffect to the
brilliant plans which great minds
conceive. Without him the ablest
general must fail upon the battle-
ficld.. But jor his fidelity to truth
the Church of Christ could no
longer accomplish her divine mis-
sion. Let us sing his praises and
confess his power, and thus prac-
tise the advice of a true philos-
opher, “Be on good terms with

vourscli™ To the great army of
the commonplace Lazarus be-
longed.

Martha the practical, Mary the
syvmpathetic and contemplative,
Lazarus the commonplace : these
were the members of the family
circle whom Jesus loved. Blessed
be God, His heart is large enough
to receive all sorts and conditions
of men, and it is intended that His
kingdom should be no narrower
than His heart. Let Martha aund
Mary and Lazarus be carcful to
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cultivate mutual love and respect
for each other. All are members
of the same body if they belong to
Christ.  The apostle Paul draws
this lesson in forceful terms : “For
the body is not one member, but
many. If the foot say, Becausc
I am not the hand, I am not of
the body; is it therefore not
of the body ? And the eye can-
not say to the hand, I have no
need of thee; or, again, the head
to the feet, I have no need of you.
Now ye are the body of Christ,
and severally members thereof.”
“Now Jesus loved Martha and
her sister and Lazarus.” But His
love, so strong and wise, did not
shield the members of the Bethany
household from great sorrow.
Lazarus sickened and died. It is
no necessary part of love’s minis-
try to deliver us from pain and
sorrow. On the contrary, “Whom
the Lord loveth e chasteneth.”
Love restrained Jesus from has-
tening to Bethany when the first
tidings of Lazarus’ illness reached
Him. The blessings He had in
store for the houschold He loved
so well were far greater than the
healing of the sick brother. The
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love which did not shield from
sorrow transformed the affliction
into a glorious benediction. So
it shall always prove to those
whom Jesus Joves and in whose
hearts returning love to Him
burns. Out of the grief the abid-
ing gladness shall be born.

How essential, therefore, that
the friendship of Jesus should be
carefully cultivated. How wise
the members of the Bethany
household were in entertaining the
Master in days of sunshine, so
that familiar feet crossed their
threshold and a familiar voice
greeted their ears when sorrow
clouded their sky. May it be ours
to imitate their wisdon.. May
the guest-chamber ever stand open
to receive the King, and may He
never be absent from any meal,
nor thrust out from any pleasure.
Then shall the common meal rise
to the dignity of a holy com-
munion, life’s pleasures shall be-
come worshipful, and the sorrows
which he permits shall be so sanc-
tified that our sorrow shall be
turned into joy.

Ottawa, Ont.

THE ENTOMBMENT.

BY ALFRED H. VINE.

Aye, leave Him thus—
Hands folded so upon His breast,
The lips fast closed that spake to us,
The eyes down-pressed,

That yesterday

Blent grace-light with the truth we heard,
Too high, too keen, without allay,

The wisdom word !

The pain He had

Warps uot the clearness of Ifis brow ;
And, see, the mouth is scarcely sad

Or troubled now.

Yet it is said
No sorrow was like His sorrow,
When on His soul the ploughers made
Long their furrow !

Into what sea
He plunged, thro’ what all-bafliing surge,

On what far shore of victory
He doth emerge,

We know not, we:

But leave all things with God, the Just :
He was our Hope : it cannot be

That this is dust !

So in a night

Of blood and death and tears and scorn,
Weeping we sow some seeds of light

For morrow's morn.

We will go find

Soft spice-cloths for these wounds so wiile.
The torn feet, the torn hands to bind,

And the rent side.

Till morn this eve
Shall haply with some joy requite,
Here, with our hopes, lilies we leave
Scarlet and white.



AN

OLD COLONIAL PILGRIMAGE?®

LY THE EDITOR.

*“LONG IN SILENCE THEY WATCHED THE RECEDING SalL
OF THE *MAYFLOWER.””

*“That man is little to be en-
vied,” said Dr. Johnson, as he
mioralized amid the mouldering
monuments of the ecarly Culdee
faith, “whose patriotism wouid
not gain force upon the plains of
Marathon, or whose piety would
not grow warmer among the ruins
of Iona.” So also. we think, his
must be a vervy sluggish nature
whose pulses are not quickened as
he stands on Plvmouth Rock and
recalls the thrilling memories of
the Mayflower.  These old col-
onial towns upon the New Eng-
land coast—Portsmouth, New-

* ¢ Historic Pilgrimages in New Eng-
land.”  Among Landmarks of Pilgrim and
Paritan Days, and of the Colonial and Pre-
Revolutionary  Periods. By Edwin M.
Bacon. 12mo, 486 pages. Over 120 illus-
trations,  Attractively bhound in_ cloth.
Price, 31.50.  Published by Sitver, Burdett
& Co, Boston, New York, and Chicaga.
Toronto: William Briggs.
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buryport, Salem, Boston, Ply-
mouth, Newport, Providence, with
their historic associations of the
Pilgrim Fathers, have all a strong
attraction to the British subject,
no less than to the citizen of the
Republic.  Indeed. the heroic
memories of the Puritans are the
common heritage of all mankind.
AMr. Bacon’s admirable volume
furnishes the material for an inter-
esting study of the beginnings of
New England. Tt adopts the true
historical method of investigating
wherever possible original docu-
nients. maps, early diaries, and
other contemporary material. A
more vivid interest is given to this
study by investigation on the very
spot, by the deciphering of
original, and often scarce legible,
inscriptions on the tombs of the
founders and fathers of the com-
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monwealth, such as Longfellow
describes in his Hiawatha :
¢« Pause by some neglected graveyard,

Tor a while to muse, and ponder
On 2 half-eflaced inscription,
Written with little skill of sung-craft,
Homely phrases, but each letter
Full of hope and yet of heart-break,
Full of all the tender puthos
Of the here and the hereafter.”

Tor the filling up of the details
which we can sketch but in outline
in this article, we must refer to
Ar. Bacon's interesting volume.
For the illustrations that accom-
pany this article we are indebted

T —
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CAPTAIN MILES STANDISIH.

to the courtesy of the publishers.
There s no more delightful
method of studying history than
joining just such a pilgrimage as
that on which our author leads his
readers.

Nowhere in the world can the
founding of an cmpire be so
minutely studied as at the town of
Plvmouth. In the stone vaults
of the Registry Office may still be
seen the carliest records of Ply-
mouth Colony. We may read the
very handwriting of the men who
are held in reverence the world
over, for their courage in braving
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the perils of an unknown sea and
an equally unknown shore, in
facing the dangers of savage men
and savage beasts, and in planting
in the virgin soil of the New
World the principles of a govern-
ment by and for the people.

Here is their writing, some of it
quaint and crabbed, some fair and
legible. Here, on these very
pages, rested the hands, fresh
from handling the sword and the
musket, or the peaceful imple-
ments of husbandry, of Dradford,
and Brewster, and Standish. and
others of that heroic band. Here
is the original laying out of the
first street, named after that old
refuge of liberty. Levden. Here
is the plan of the plots of ground.
first assigned for vearly use, which
they called in the tinge of the
Dutch tongue they had acquired
in their long residence in Holland.
“ meersteads.” Here are the sim-
ple. and yet wise. rules,—laws
they can hardly vet be called,—
laid dewn for the government of
the infant colony.

The seed of the three king-
doms, says the old chronicler, was
sifted for the wheat of that plant-
ing.  Winnowed by the fan of
persecution, of exile, of poverty,
of affliction, the false and fickle
fell off. the tried and true only re-
mained.  Even after leaving the
weeping group upon the shore of
Delit-Haven, and parting with
their English friends at South-
ampton, the little company of
exiles for conscience sake was
destined to a still further sifting.
Twice was the tiny flotilla driven
back to port by storms. One oi
the two small vessels of which it
was composed, and a number oi
the feebler hearted adventurers,
were left behind, and only a hun-
dred souls remained to essay the
mighty enterprise of founding a
nation.

In the little cabin of the May-
flower were assembled some of the
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noblest and purest spirits on earth,
whose nanres are an inspiration
and a moral power for ever—the
venerable Brewster, Governor Car-
ver, and DBradford, his successor;
Allerton, Winslow, the burly and
impetuous Standish; Alden, the
first to leap ashore and the last to
survive: and the heroic and true-
hearted mothers of the New Eng-
land ccmmonwealth. DBefore they
reached the land they seu their seal
to a solemn compact, forming
themselves into a body politic for
the glory of God, the advancement
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and still more savage men, even
stouter hearts than those of the
frail women of that little company
might have failed for fear. DBut
we read no record of despondency
or murmuring: each heart seemed
inspired with lofty hope and un-
faltering faith.

The first landing was effected
on the barren sand dunes of Cape
Cod, an arm stretched out into the
sea, as if to succour the weary
voyagers. In debarking, they
were forced to wade through the
freezing water to the land, and

BURIAL HILL,

of the Christian faith, the honour
of king and country. and their
common welfare.  “ Thus,” says
Bancroft, “in the cabin of the
Mayflower humanity recovered its
rights and instituted government
on the basis of “equal laws’ for
the general good.”

On  the wild New England
shore, at the beginning of an in-
clement winter, worn and wasted
by a stormy voyage, and with a
scant supply of the necessaries of
life—behind them the boisterous
ocean, before them the sombre
forests, haunted by savage beasts,

PLYMOUTH.

sowed the sceds of suffering in
their weakened frames. “ The
bitterness of mortal discase was
their welcome to the inhospitable
shore.™

Toit they must seek a more fav-
ourable site for settlement. Dy
the good providence of God. they
reached safely the quiet harbour
—since known, in grateiul remem-
brance of the port from which they
sailed, as Plymouth Bayv. The
next day. despite the urgent need
of despatch, thev sacrediv kept
the Christian Sabbath in devout
exercises on a small island. On
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Monday they crossed to the main-
land, and a grateful posterity has
fenced and guarded the rock on
which they stepped.  Thither, as
to a sacred shrine of liberty, many
men of many lands have made a
reverent pilgrimage. *“ Dlymouth
Rock,” in the brilliant rhetoric of
one of these, the accomplished
De Toqueville, “is the corner-
stone of a nation.”*  The prin-
ciples of which it is the symbol are
certainly the foundations, broad

HAWTHORNE AT THIRTY-SIX.

and deep, on which national great-
ness is built.

The Mayflower soon anchored
in the quiet bay, and on Ci.:ist-
mas Day, 1620, its passengers de-
barked and began the building of
the town of Plymouth. By the
second Sunday the “ Common
House,” some twenty feet square,
was ready for worship; but the
roo: caught fire, and they were
forced to worship beneath the

*Down by the sca-shore, now protected
by a graceful canopy, is the huge houlder

on which sprang John Alden, the first of
the Pilgrims to lund, the last of them to die.
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wintry sky. At length, little by
little, in frost and foul weather, be-
tween showers of sleet and snow,
shelter for nincteen families was
erected.

But disease, hunger and death
made sad havoc in the little com-
pany. * There died,” says Brad-
ford, *“sometimes two or three in
a day.” At one time only six or
seven were able to attend on the
sick or bury the dead. @ When
spring opened, of one hundred
persons, scarce half remained alive.
Carver, the Governor, his gentle
wife, and sweet Rose Standish,—-

* Beautiful rose of love, that bloomed
by the wayside,
She was the first to die of all who came in
the ¢ Mayflower 3™

with many another of unremem-
bered name were laid to rest in the
*“God's acre” overlooking the
sea, still known as “ Burial Hill”
In the spring, wheat was soun
over their graves “lest the Indian
scouts should count them and sec
how many already had perished.”

At length the time arrived for
the departure of the Mayflower:
and as the signal-gun of departure
awoke the echoes of hill and
forest—

* Ah ! but with louder echoes replicil

the hearts of the people.

Meekly, in voices subdued, the chapter was
read from the Bible,

Meekly the prayer was begun, but ended in
carnest entreaty.

Then from their homes in haste came forth
the Pilgrims of Plymonth,

Eager, with tearful eyes, to say farewell to
the * Maytlower,’

Homeward bound o'er the seas and leaving
them there in the desert.

¢ Meanwhile the master.

Taking each by the hand, as if he were
grasping a tiller,

Sprang into his hoat and in haste shoved off
{o his vessel,

tilad to be gone from a law ’ of sand, and
sickness and sorrow,

Short allowance of victual, and pleaty of
nothing but Gospel.

Lost in the sound of the oars was the last
farewell of the Pilgrims.

) strong heartsand true ! not one went back
with the ‘ Mayflower !
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No, not one looked hack, who had set his

hand to this ploughing.

¢ Long in silence they watched the e
ceding sail of the vessel,
Much endeared to them all as something
living and human.
“Ihen, as if filled with the Spirit, and wrap-
ped in vision prophetie,
Baring his hoary head, the excellent elder
of Plymouth
Said ¢ Let us pray,” and they prayed, and
thanked the Lord and took courage,
Mournfully sobbed the waves at the base of
the rock, and above them
Bowed and whispered the wheat on the
field of death, and their kindred
Seemed to wake in their graves, and to join
in the prayer that they uttered.
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and even in the speeches of its
principal characters.®

But their sufferings were not yet
ended. At the beginning of the
following winter came an arrival
of new emigrants, not only un-
provided with food, but the very
ship that brought them had to be
provisioned for her return voyage
out of the scanty harvest of the
colony. During that cruel win-
ter the entire population was put
upon half allowance. “I have
seen men.” savs \Winslow, “stag-

THE OLD GOVERNOR BRADSTREET HOUSE, SALEM.

Sun-illumined and white, on the ecastern
verge of the ocean,

Gleamed the departing sal, hike a marble
slab in a graveyard ;

Buried beneath it lay forever all hope of
returning.”

We make no apology for quot-
ing so fully from Longiellow’s
truthful account of the Pilgrims.
We have carefully compared his
poem with Governor Bradford’s
Journal, and other contemporary
documents, and have been struck
with its marvellous fidelity to his-
torical fact, both in minute details

ger by reason of {aintness for want
of food.”  *‘Tradition declares,”
savs Bancroft, “that at one time
the colonists were reduced to a
pint of corn, which being parched
and distributed, gave to each in-
dividual only five kernels; but
rumour falls short of reality; for
three or four months together they
had no corn whatever.”

They were forced to live on
7 Longfellow does not give the full name
of Priscilla, the Puritan maiden, as perhaps

unsuited for poetic uses. It was Priscilla
Mullins.
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mussels, ground nuts, and clams,
which they dug up on the shore,
and returned thanks to God who
gave them, as to Zebulon of old,
“of the abundance of the seas and

of treasures hid in the sand.”
(Deut. xxxiii. 19.)  They found
also certain subterranean stores

of Indian corn for which there was
no claimant. A scvere pestilence
had shortly before desolated the
entire New England scaboard,
sweeping away whole tribes.
Thus, as the Pilgrims devoutly he-
lievad, God had cast out the hea-
then and planted them, and of the

TOMB OF THE MATHERS, core's HILL, BOSTON.

focd which they had not planted
did they ecat. Indeed, had it not
thus been providentially exempted
from hostile attack, and, as it were,
fed by the hand of God in the time
of its utter weakness, it is difficult
to conceive how the colony could
have survived at all.

But it was not altogether free
from alarm.  Sundry wandering
Indians made unwelcome visits to
the settlement, and the sachem
of the Narragansetts, a still
numerous and hostile tribe, sent,
as a deadly challenge, a rattle-
snake’s skin, filled like a quiver
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with arrows.  Straightway DBrad-
ford, the undaunted Governor,
jerked out the arrows, filled the
skin to the very jaws with powder
and shot. and returned it as a
haughty defiance to the savage foe.
Meanwhile the village was inclosed
with a stockade, a brazen howitzer
was mounted on the roof of the
church,—

*“ A preacher who spoke to the purpose,
Steady, straightforward and stroug, with

irresistible logic,

Orthodox, flashing conviction right into the
hearts of the heathen,”

and the little garrison kept “ watch

by night and ward by day on their
half rations, no man of them sleep-
ing but with his weapon beside him
ready for battle.”

Even the seed entrusted to the
ground seemed to have perished.
For six weeks there was no rain.
The land was consumed with
drought. The heavens were brass
and the earth iron. “It seemed
as if God had forsaken them.”
But they feared lest they had for-
saken  Him. They thereforce
sought Him in solemn fasting and
prayer, ‘“in hope,” says Winslow,
“that God would grant the re-
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quest of their dejected souls,
if their countenance might
in any way stand with His
glory and their good.” They
were not troubled with scien-
tific doubts as to the efficacy
of prayer. Fromnine o'clock
in the morning, for eight or
nine hours, they continued
in religious exercise and de-
vout supplication. And,lo!
while they were yet assem-
bled, the clouds began to
gather, and for fourteen days
“distilled soft, sweet and
moderate showers of rain. It
was hard to say,” they de-
voutly add, “whether our
withered corn or our droop-
ing affections were most re-
vived, such was the bounty
and goodness of God.”

Thus, amid manifold privations
and sufferings, amid famine and
fever, and perils, and deaths, but
sustained by a lofty hope and an
unfaltering faith, the foundations
of empire were laid.

OLD PROVINCE HOUSE.

GOVERNOR WINTHROP,

As one walks to-day benceath the
venerable elms of Levden Street,
whose name commemorates the
old Dutch town where for a time
the Pilgrims sojourned, the past
is mare real than the present. The
scene is haunted with
old-time memorics, and
with the ghosts of the
Pilgrim forefathers of
New England.

Inexpressibly sad to
me was the outlook from
Burial Hill, thickly stud-
ded with gravestones
bearing the historic
names of the Pilgrims.
The tide was out,a broad
expanse of dulse and
seaweed spreading far
and wide beneath the
eve. Not a sail was in
sicht, and anly a solitary
seagull gleamed white
against a sullen sky, and
hung poised on unmov-
ing pinion, “like an ad-
venturous spirit o'er the
deep.” Here amid the
sad and lonely graves of
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thatfirstsadwin-
ter, with loving
hearts and eyes
that often dim-
med with long
watching and
with tears, I felt
sure that the fair
Priscilla must
often have gazed
wistfully upon
the sca —“the
awful. pitiless
sea” —hoping
for the nceded
succour whose
long delay made
their hearts sick.
Not a few of the
Pilgrims,like the
Puritan Maiden
of Longfellow’s
poem, as the late
spring came to
Plynoith, were
*Thinking all day of the hedgerows
of England,
Thuhmg of lanes and fickds, and the sonyg
of the Iavk and the linnet,
And the village street, and the village
chureh, and the quiet gaves in
the chiarely yvard.”

HEARY WADSWORTH LONGFELLOW,
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Burial Hill is
thickly studded
with grave-
stones,  bearing
rudely-carved
inscriptions  of
descendants  of
the Pilgrims.
Amongthe char-
acteristic  Puri-
tan names | not-
ed the following:
Consider,  IEx-
perience, Pa-
tience,  Mercy,
Thankful, Dec-
sire, Abigail, Se-
lah, Abiel, An-
tipas, Beraiah,
Silvanus, Secth,
Nathaniel, Bath-
sheba, Elnathan,
Ebenezer, Job,
Perez, Jeremiah,
Eliphalet,  Mehetabel, Tabitha,
Zilpah, Bethiah, Gideon, Ichabod.
Isracl, Zabdicl, Pella, Zeruiah.
Eunice, Jerusha, Lois, Lemuel.
Priscilla, Penclope, and many
others.  Sarahs and Rebeccas
were especially numerous. One

LONGFELLOW'S JIOUSE, CAMBRIDGE
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of the oldest ecpitaphs reads as
follows : ~

*Here lyeth buried ye body of that
precious servt. of God, Thos, Cushman,
who after he had served his generation
according to the will of God, and es-
pecially the church of Plymouth for inany
years in the office of a ruling clder, fell
asleep in Jesns, Dec. 10, 1691, in the S4
¥rof his age.”

The seed of the Pil-

¢ This woman was full of good works and
alms-deeds which she did.,
Death but entombs the budy,
Life the soul:
Hers was the mevkness of the rising
morn.”

The epitaph of Tabitha Plasket,
written by herseli, breathes such a
spirit of defiance that it attracts
much attention :

grims  were long-lived.
I noticed several of ad-
vanced age, as 79, 85,
9o, and onegy. On one
stone is the epitaph of
four children, aged re-
spectively, 36, 21, 17,
and 2 years. On the
gravestone of a child
aged one month we read
the quaint comment—
‘¢ He glanced into our world

1o sce
A sample of our miserie.”

The following epi-
taphs of this first ceme-
tery in New England
are perhaps worth no-
ting :

*¢ The spider’s most atteruaterl
thread

Is cord, is cable, to man’s
tender tie”

.

* As younyg as beautiful, and
soft as young,

And gay as soft, and inno-
cent as gay.”’

.

* This modest stone, what few vain marbles
can,
May truly say, here lics an honest man.”

.
B

He listened for a while to hear

Our mortal griefs ; then tun'd his ear

To angel harps and songs, and cried

To join their notes celestial, sigh’d and
died.™ i

* Death does not alvays warning give,
Therefore be careful how you live.
Repent in time, no time delay,

1 in my prime was called away.™

Remember me as you pass by,

As you arc now, sn once was I
As Tam nuw, so you will be,
Therefore, prepare to follow me.”

FIRST TOWYN HOUSE, BOSTON.

¢ Adicn, vain world, T have seen enongh of
thee:
And I am careless what thou say’st of me;
Thy smiles 1 wish nat,
Nor thy frowns 1 fear,
Iam now at vest, my head lesquict hepe.”

Mrs. Plasket, in her widowhood,
taught a private schonl for small
children, at the samc time, as was
the custom of her day. doing her
spinning.  Her mode of punish-
ment was to pass skcins of yarn
under the arms of the little culpritz
and hang them on nails. .\ sus-
pended row was a ludicrous sight.

Onc tombstone commemorates
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seventy-two  seamen.  who  were
wrecked in the harbour. Near by
is the cenotaph of Adoniram

Judson—whose body, deeper than
plummet sinks, les buried in the
Indian Sea.

In  Pilgrim Hall, a model
museum, 15 an extremely interest-
ing collection of relics of the fore-
fathers of New England : Gover-
nor Hancock's clock. with its ap-
propriate motto, = Tempus fugit,”
still keeping time correctly, though
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Lorea Standish is my name,
Lord, guide my heart that 1 may doe
Thy will :
Alsofill my hands with such convenient
skill
As wil! conduce to virtue void of shame,
And 1 will give the glory to Thy name.

There are also, in a glass-case,
the originals of Mrs. Hemans’ ade,

*The  breaking  waves  dashed
high” and of DBryvant's poem:
“Wild was the day, the wintry

ELMWOON, LOWELL'S

180 vears old: FElder Drewster’s
chair: Alden’s Dible and halberd;
the cradle of Peregrine White, the
first child born in New Iingland!?
the sword of Miles Standish, the
valiant captain, *“wha knew, like
Caesar, the names of cach of his
soldiers.™ This is an ancient
Saracen blade, brought from tle
cast during the crusades.  There
is shown a picce of embroidery,
wrought by the redoubtabie Cap-
tain’s daughter, and bearing the
iollowing verse :

HOME, CAMERINGE.

sea” a copy ol Eliot's Indian
Bible, whose strange words nn
man on carth can read: and other
objects of interest. A notable
pamting of the embarkation of the
Pilgrims will rivet the attention.
The faith and hope and high re-
solve written on each counten-
ance: the pathos of the partings,
“such as wring the life out from
voung hearts:” the high-souled
heroism of even the women and
*he chikdren will long linger in the
mind.  Near Plvmouth Rock is
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the old Winslow House, with its
quaint interior architecture and
decorations, which 1 was kindly
permitted to examine.  Near the
town is the noble Forefathers’
Monument,—crowned with a ma-
jestic statue of Liberty—over
cighty feet high®

The old town of Salem, settled
only six vears after Plymouth, has
also its many Puritan memorics.
Here is still preserved the oldest
church in New England, of which
Roger Williams was pastor, built
1634—only 25 by 17 feet, with
steep roof, and small diamond
panes, and containing the desk at
which 200 years later Hawthorne
wrote * The Scarlet Letter.™  The
house of Roger Williams—a
quaint old many-gabled structure.
now a drug-shop—hinks us with
one of the noblest spirits of the
seventeenth century.  Of pamfnl
interest is Witch 1Iill. where nine-
ieen persons were put to death
during the witcheraft delusion—
the Rev. Cotton Mather and other
Puritan ministers calmly looking
on. In the museum 1 saw the
original depositions of the wii-
nesses in the writing of the Rev.
Samwel Parris, dated May 31,
1692.  One I deciphered as {ol-
Tows : ** The Indictment of Abigail
Hobbs who did wickedly and
felloniously covenant with the
Evill Sperret. contrary  to the
Peace of our Lord and Lady,
King Willilam and Qucen Mary”
A striking painting depicted  the
Reverend judges condemming to
death the poor dazed and crazed
creatures before them—a sad chap-
ter in the history of human delusionr.

Successive generations of  sea
captains—Salem  used to  have
more ships than DBoston—have
brought from the cnds of the

* For the information of readers statis.
tieally inclined, 1 may mention that the
figrure is 216 times life size.  The nose is 16
inches, the upraised arm 20 feet, and fore-

finger two feet loag. It is the langest
granite statuce in the world.

STATUE OoF LEIF ERIRSON, BOSTON.

carth one of the finest collections
of curiosities, Mustrative of cthno-
logy and natural history, in Am-
crica.  Within half an hour’s ride
are the birth-place and grave of
the philanthropist  Peabody. and
the noble muscum and library
which he lIeft his native town.
Here is the jewelled portrait
presented him by Queen Victoria.
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Portsmouth  was  settled only
three vears after Plymouth. It
has more quaint old houses than
any other town on the coast, hav-
ing Dbeen left almost entirely be-
hind in the march of modern im-
provement.  *‘Yes,” said one of
its amphibious inhabitants to the
writer, " we are thinking of fenc-
ing in the town for a pasture ficld.”
Here is the famous old mansion of
Governor Wentworth—the story
of whose marringe Longfellow
tells.  Ilere, too, is published the
-oldest paper on the continent, dat-
ing irom 1750,

AMore historv has gone into the
making of Boston itself than into
that of any other town on this
continent, save, perhaps, the rock-
built fortress of Quebec. Not-
withstanding the march of im-
proyements, there are many of the
old buildings and other survivals
of the ecarly times which still
speak unto the present of the past.

ON

ny

EASTER
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TFaneuil Tall, the old Socuth
Church, the »ld State House, the
Kings Chapel, above all. the
gravevards in the heart of the city
in which slumpbers the dust of the
fathers and mothers of the com-
monweal, are wonderfully impres-
sive.
*In the heart of the city they lie, un-
known or unnoticed.
Daily the tides of life go ebbing and @ow
ing heside lhvm,
Thonsands of throbbing hearts, where
theirs are at rest and forever,
Thousands of aching brains, where their~
no longer are lmx\,
Thousands of toiiing hands, where theirs
have ceased from their labowrs,
Thousands of weary feet, where theirs
have completed their journey *™

These are all admirably treated
in detail in Mr. Bacons volume.
So also are the necighbowing
towns of Cambridge, the seat of
the  ancient umvcrsm Marble-
head. Concord, and Lexington.
with their Rey uluhunar\ memorics.
and other places of historic interest.

MORNIXNG.

S, ALICE BRANLETT.

What time ficree hands tore off a brauch of tharn,
To make a crown,

The thorn bush, stricken, on that awful momn,
With shame, bowed down,

And lay,

a crushed and blighted dying thing.

Cumbering the grouml 3
Thus angel gnardians, coming on swift wing.
The thorn-bush fuuml
And to the mck-hewn tomb, throuv-h shadows gray,
Passed shuddering by s
But at the dawn, One trod the warden way,
With pitying eyve:
The lriars caught his white robe floating wide;

Its healing hem
Swept through the thorn a thrilling,

quickening tide—

Life's flood again;
And the hright augcls, on the Easter Day,
Winging once more
Their flight toward their home reals, o shining way.

Glad se rvice o'er,
in living verdure clad.

Beheld the bush

And gemmed with dew :
And stayed, with folded wings, in wondering glad,
“The sight to view,

And oue spake low,

AAANY lv\t warvel do we see,

My brotlher, say? ®°

*« No marvel: ( hrist is risen !’

* answered he,

“ And came this way.”



THE LEPERS OF

D’ARCY ISLAND.

BY ERNEST ILALL, M.D, AND JOHN NELSON,

Iictoria, 1.C.

THE LAZARETTO FROM THE BOAT, IVARCY ISLAND.

British Columbia has a leper
colony. Its existence is mnot
widely known, for those who com-
pose it are of a race whose affairs
rarelv recach the public ear. But
for years to come students of this
strange disease may find in Can-
ada’s most western province ma-
terial of the most interesting and
instructive nature to aid them in
their researches.  About a league
off the eastern coast of Vancouver
Island, and separated from it by
the waters of the Gulf of Georgia.
lies the pretty little island of
DrArcy.  Almost its entire sur-
face 35 covered with a dense
growth of pine, cedar and spruce,
among which the great ferns toss
their green arms in a vain upward
struggle to the smile of the sun.
This bank of verdurc extends to
the edge of the pebbly beach,
where at high tide the waters of
the Pacific kiss and caress the fect

of the forest monarchs, whose ver-
dant crowns stand out in bold re-
lief against the milder tints of sea
and sky. Although the gem of
the East Coast Islands, the shores
of D'Arcy Island are rarely
pressed by the feet of the white
man, and few indeed arc the
prows which grate upon its beach.
Travellers in these waters dread
the storm which forces them upon
its coast even for a night, and the
superstitious Siwash trolling for
salmon or paddling to the city for
his season’s supply, pulls with a
swifter oar as he discerns ahead
the outline of her shores. Tor
hidden away vonder in their little
cabins under the grateful shade of
the fir, with their hot blood burn-
ing out their life. the victims of
this plague are slowly dying with
their faces to the rising sun.

The knowledge of the vast ma-
jority of those who speak the lan-
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guage of Shakespeare concerning
the scourge of leprosy is confined
to that obtained in the biblical ac-
count of the cleansing of Naaman
the Syrian, and the late miracles
described in the pages of the New
Testament.  Some certainly do
know that to-day it is a common
disease in the Oriental lands, par-
ticularly in the southern latitudes,
in China. Japan, India. Hawaii,
and the Sandwich Islands. But
few indeed of the intelligent east-
erners are aware that at the pre-
sent time on the Pacific coast of
the North American continent the

ONE OF THE LEPERS.
THE DISEASE ATTACKING THE MNERVES,

health and sanitary authorities of
the larger cities are fighting over
again the battle which was waged
in older lands when the disease
was epidemic in those climes.
This is one of the penalties which
we are paying for emipire.

The thirst for empire of the
Dritish people, and the equally
potent passion of the American
Commonwealth for commercial
conquest, have led both to seek
trade privileges in the kingdom of
China and the islands of Japan.
Trade concessions from these
countries have rendercd necessary
reciproca! privileges on the part of
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the Saxon nation, and the conse-
quence has been an enormous in-
flux of Eastern population, the
price_of our unrestricted trade in
the Orient.

The introduction of this plague
to the Pacific coast of British
Columbia, was duc to the immi-
gration of the Mongolian races to
her shores. Filthy as are the lives
of many of the warlike Indians
who dwell along the inlets and
river mouths of the coast of that
province, the tribes have hitherto
escaped from any such visitation
as leprosy.  But with the advent
of the Chinese came also the
plague peculiar to the East.
Herding as they do in shacks,
sheds, and even boxes, all crowded
into a very small area, the race is
a very difficult one with which to
deal.  The attention of the health
officers of the city of Victoria was
first attracted by the peculiar
habits of some of the denizens of
the Chinese quarter who were
habitually sleeping under the side-
wa.l . of the streets. A sharp in-
vestigation followed, and after a
diligent scarch the sanitary off:-
cer succeeded in locating five
lepers who had successfully eluded
the vigilance of the quarantine
officers at William’s Head, and
had brought to the city the loath-
some disease in its initial stages.
Following the policy of isolation.
most notably exemplified at lMo-
lokai. in Hawaii. and also adopted
at the Tracadie Lazaretto in
Fastern Canada, the City Council.
cight vears ago, removed the vic-
tims to D’Arcy Island., where a
line of huts, all under one roof.
were erected for their accommo-
dation, the use of the island for
this purpose being granted by the
FFederal Government. Here the
unfortunate sufferers are regularly
supplied with rations and properly
provided for without imperilling
public health. Other munici-
palities have united with Victoria.
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and now whenever a leper is dis-
covered in any part of the Pro-
vince he is at once conveyed to
the Lazaretto; the corporations
having inmates contribute pro
rata to the aggregate cost, and
every three months the sanitary
officer of the city of Victoria visits
the settlement with a sufficient
supply of food for the following
quarter.

It was on one of these oc-
casions that, through the courtesyv
of Dr. Fraser, Medical Health
Officer for the city of Victoria, the

enveloped them, while the sun’s
great searchlight sought their
frow ning depthc, and snapping the
fetters oi the frost king, brought
the crystal waters babbling over
the crags.

Far to starboard in the city the
zephyrs lazily caressed the ensign
which floats in the perpetual sun-
shine unfurled in honour of the
natal day of her Britannic Majesty.
The very joyousness of the day
seemed only to emphasize the
hopeless fate of those seven w eary
watchers by the sea. who day by
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writers had an opportunity of visit-
ing these unfortunate but inter-
esting people. It was one of
thoqe delightful mornings in May
when all the forces of nature
wnite in a chorus of delight. The
sunbeams, shimmiering on the sur-
face of tln, ocean, ﬂashed their
hcliograph signals into the stern
face of old Mount Baker, who re-
sponded with a blaze of light on
his grim countenaunce. Bchmd us
the Ol_\'mpzcs, the sentinels of the
sea, thrust their white heads
through the cloud-mantle which

day long for the last journey aund
the long sleep. As our dorv
grates on the shore, and we hurry
up the incline to their homes, the
real wretchedness of their con-
dition becomes evident. They
have gathered on the little plat-
form. which extends the entirc
length of the cabins. and with
listlessness  and indifference por-
trayed in their very attitudes, await
with querulous expressions our
approach.

The alert Sanitary Inspector,
who by familiarity has been ren-
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dered more or less impervious to
its horrors, advances with a
cheery salutation which is as
cheerily returned. The first ques-
tion of the officer is practical and
suggestive.  “How many arc
there, John > “ Sellen.” “Where
is the eighth " TFor an answer
John points over his shoulder with
a thumb from which the first joint
is gone, and the lady of the party
involuntarily shudders, for back
there amid the wild shrubbery just
bursting into Dbloom, with the
waves singing their requiem, lies
the poor yellow tenement out of
which the troubled and Ilonely
spirit has at last struggled into
rest and peace. Then, under the
leadership of John, who navigates
with difficulty, we follow the little
foot-path leading back to the en-
closure where the garden is
located. Splendid vegetables were
here growing, including potatoes,
lettuce, onions and cabbage. Then
we pushed through the tangled
luxuriance of shrubbery, and came
on the little mound which marked
the resting-place of the last suf-
ferer, and hurried back over the
rocks, which the ivy vainly sought
to conceal with her mantle, to the
cluster of cabins overlooking the
sea.

At this moment, for the first
time, our guide observed that the
party included a representative of
the gentler sex. “Oh, laddee,
laddee.” he exclaimed, and the dis-
torted features lit up with pleasure
as he bowed repeatedly before her
with Oriental grace. Who may
fathom the workings of his mind ?
Weeks had lengthened into months
and months to years, and these
again had dragged round their
successive cvcles. In all these
vears who can tell what passionate
yearnings he may have had for far
Cathay, and for those days of his
younger manhood sweet to the
human neart ? Little wonder that
even the alien face of a white wo-
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man may have recalled to his poor
mind a suggestion in his expres-
sion of wistful womanly sympathy,
of days long since dead.

The monotony of the existence
of these unhappy creatures can
hardly be described. Back among
the pines the wild flowers beckon
them, but their haunts are rarely
visited.  Indeed, it is doubtful ii
any of them have explored the
Iittle realm whose possession none
will dispute with them, The las-
situde and depression, mental and
physical, which is the first symp-
tom of the disease, unnerve until
there is neither volition nor vitality
left to carry them from place to
place.  Out upon the blue waters
of the Gulf of Georgia can be seen
the black hulls of the vessels which
bear the gold hunters northward,
or the long trail of smoke, the
breath of the giant Empress as she
beats in from the Flowery King-
dom; but these are but reminders
of a life in which they can no
longer have any part. The lapse
of time is marked on a Chinese
calendar, and their only music is
the scream of the sea gull and the
monotone of the waves as they lap
the pebbles on the shore.

Since the establishment of the
station only one white man has
been incarcerated wupon it. He
was shunned by his Mongolian
fcllow sufferers, and as in a com-
munity of this kind the patients
are dependent upon one another
for mutual assistance, the white
victim speedily sank from neglect
and loneliness.

The station is maintained at a
minimum outlay, though each
man is allowed fifty pounds of rice
per month, and all the flour.
pork, tobacco, tea, oatmeal, etc..
which they can use, yet the annual
expenditure does not exceedl
$1,000. They raise plenty of founl
for their own use, and at the time
of our visit there were about one
hundred and fifty chickens and
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thirty or forty ducks, whose char-
acteristic animation was in marked
contrast to the surrounding scene
of inanimation and decay.

A curious feature in connection
with the Lazaretto is that the
friends of the inmates never in-
quire for or send any message to
them. Shut up from their kindred
and race, and visited only three or
four times a year by white mis-
sionaries, and by the city officials,
little wonder that sometimes they
become desperate to return to
China, where no restriction is
placed upon their movements.

Not long since a leper suc-
ceeded, through the agency of his
friends, in escaping {rom the
island and returning home, but
this is the only case of that nature
since the establishment of the
staticn. 'When annoyed, as on the
occasion of our visit, they will
sometimes threaten to return, but
as they have no vessel, not even a
row-boat, the threat is likely to
be an idle one. The station is
maintained on the principle of the
strong helping the weak. The
supplies are placed in a store-
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house, and each man helps himself
as necessity requires,

Ancient as is the disease, modern
science is still powerless to cope
with its ravages. By a system of
segregation contagion has been
prevented, yet it is still a matter of
of doubt whether or not the
malady is transmitted by contact.
Some of the victims at D’Arcy
Island were removed from white
homes where they were employed
as cooks, yet no whites in the city
here ever contracted it. No
specific has been discovered to
counteract its ravages.

We left the island; the evening
was casting a sombre hue on the
shore and the waters. Before us
the bay was dotted with the white
sails of the yachting fleet, and
crowds of holiday-makers thronged
the streets; but amid it all cur
thoughts would unwittingly revert
again and again to the little
island with its lonely colony of un-
fortunate men who, far from home
and friends, and all that makes life
worth living for, are passively
waiting for the coming of the
night.

“EYE HATH NOT SEEN.”

BY WILLIAM SHOREY.

O for a greater grasp
On all that life doth bring,
Aud for a brighter hope
Through Christ the Eternal King.

Hew can we rise aloft,

While hampered with this clay ?
How can we clearly see

Till dawns the eternal day ?

How can we joy in God,
Till God Himself appears?
How can we overcome,
Till freed from doubts and fears?

How can we know the truth,
Till He the fruth reveal ?

Hamilton.
23

How can a dark, cold heart
Be made to sce and feel ?

How can a rebel born
The heritage receive ?
How can a doubting one
Bow meekly and believe ?

How can the poor outcast
Be made to enter in ?

How can a lost one know
When God forgiveth sin?

Spirit of truth, reveal
The mysteries of thy grace ;
Give us to know thy mind,
Impart to us thy peace.
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THE MINISTRY

OF ART.*

BY THE VERY REV. J. D. O'MEARA, D.D.,
Dean of Rupertl’s Land.

I am not an artist of any kind.
My musical accomplishments are
about as limited as were those of
the gentleman who thought he
knew two tunes. One was the
Dead March in Saul and the other
wasn’t—he always sang the other.
If I painted a horse, I’'m afraid I'd
have to do as the ambitious artist
did who drew an elephant, but in
a moment of sudden distrust as to
its lifelikeness—so as to make
identification dead sure—wrote at
the bottom—"“ N.B.—This is an
elephant.”

But yet, though the production
of Art work of any kind is not at
all in my line; the study of Art,
whether in its roots in human
thought and feeling, or in its fruits
in great pictures and sculpture
work, has always had for me a
peculiar fascination. Though I
do not profess to be in any way
an Art critic, yet there are certain
aspects of Art with which my
special studies, both of man in the
individual and man in the mass
have familiarized me, and therefore
it seemed to me that I might
have some words to say which per-
haps might be of some interest and
some little help.

To one with the artist’s soul, Art
studies must be like the opening
of doors into a great and glorious
palace, each door admitting you to
some new and ever brighter vision
of delight. Then as you begin to
turn out work of your own, the
joy of creation that comes to you,
the gladness that attends the con-
sciousness of dawning powers,
the sense of elation which lifts

* The substance of a lecture delivered be-
fore the Woman’s Art Associations of To-
ronto and Winnipeg.

you onward and upward, always
striving to reach some as yet un-
attained ideal of excellence; the
things which you have done being
but the earnest of the things that
you shalt do.  All this will be to
you indeed a new spring of unim-
agined gladness.

I am going to try to represent
to you Art as a service—a Minis-
trv. For, as you know, my theme
is not the pleasure of Art or the
profit of Art, but the Ministry of
Art. T wish to speak to you of
Art as a service, a service for God.
a service for our fellowmen, and,
in the highest and best sense, a
service for yourselves.

I need hardly remind you of the
royal dignity of service. Ich
Dien, I Serve, is not only the
motto of the heir to the British
Empire : it is the key-note of each
kingliest, queenliest life that has
ever been lived amongst men.
For who are those whom the
deathless centuries have crowned
with the coronal of a fadeless
fame? Who are those whom
humanity has ever delighted to
seat upon the enduring throne of
a world-wide and ace-]ono- honour
and renown ?  Not the men who,
to please themseives, have waded
through rivers of flowing blood to
seize a sceptre or subjugate a
state : not the men who have
heaped heavenward their piles of
sordid gold : no, not these, but the
men who lLave served : the men
who have given their lives in loyval
and lovnw sacrifice for the glory
of their God or the good of Their
fellowmen: the men whose whole
existence has been one long ser-
vice undertaken and bravely car-
ried through. that the world might
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be richer, sweeter, better, because
they had lived and died. Keep-
ing in view, then, the supreme
dignity of service, it seems to me
no unworthy object for your lec-
turer to try to show you Art as a
Ministry. .

Speaking of Art as service, I
notice first, that Art may be, Art
has been, Art ought to be, a Min-
istry for God. They talk about
Sacred Art, meaning by that, Art
occupied with Sacred themes; but
in a far truer, higher, wider sense,
all right Art is Sacred Art, for it
is a service wrought for the glory
and honour of God.

Now it seems to me that in a
very special way, we have a right
to expect that Art should be a
AMinistry for God, for in a very
special sense it is a direct gift from
God. Men have always deemed
the artist, whether he be poet.
painter, sculptor or musician—all
cultured people, I say, have deemed
the artist as if by divine right a
man inspired, a man whose soul
is fired, and whose whole life is
glorified by the inrush of a divine
breath. In all Art, no doubt
there is much, very much that is
the outcome of tireless industry
and limitless perseverance, so
much so that genius itsef has
been defined as “an infinite
capacity for taking pains” and
vet, at the root of all this, there
lics something that no industry can
of itself produce ; an often uncen-
sctous but no less real power to
create ; making out the artist of
every kind as a true poet—a maker
{for that is the meaning of poet).

And this singular, this heaven-
born, this God-given power that is
the true artist’s special preroga-
tive, sets him aside from his fel-
lows, as a man apart; for has he
not climbed celestial heights, has
he not bathed his soul in visions of
unutterable loveliness ; and is it
not his mission to bring down to
us dwellers in the plain some
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hints and reminiscences of those
glories which shone round him on
the mountain-top ; that so he may
touch to a new brightness the
often sad and sordid lives of men ?
Because, then, God has given the
artist peculiar gifts, we expect him
to be God’s minister to pass on
some share of those gifts to men.

Again, the artist may be a min-
ister for God, by becoming in a
way the prophet of God. He may
become indeed a most eloquent
and enduring preacher of right-
cousness and truth. I wish I
could speak to you aright of the
preaching power of pictures. Take
that marvellous picture of Albrecht
Duarer’s, representing the Christ as
having come down to see how His
Church is carrying on His work in
winning the world for Him. The
Christ still crowned with the dia-
dem of thorns is represented as
sitting in the midst of a dreary
weed-grown wilderness; the head
bowed in the hands, and the whole
attitude of the drooping figure
cloquent of deep dejection and
bitter disappointment.  We can
almost hear the crv of sorrow
with which He chides His church
for having done so little to re-
generate that world which He had
died to save. So pitiful and
pathetic is that picture, that it is
said Durer himself used often to
weep over it.  Such a picture as
that will touch the heart, more
than some of the most eloquent
missionary sermons ever listened
to.

Or, again, you all know what a
power for good, in thd evangeli-
zation of the world, has been the
Moravian brotherhood; few mis-
sionary societies in the world have
done as much genuine self-sacri-
ficing work as have they. And
vet it was to a great picture that
that society owed its birth. Count
Zinzendorff, with very little
thought of religious effort in his
mind, stood one day before



344

Murillo’s great .picture of the
Crucifixion; and as he looked up
into that kingly face, seamed with
sorrow, and that royal brow
pierced and bleeding with the cruel
thorns, and as all the awful agony
stole into his soul and mastered
his heart, he turned his eyes,
streaming with tears, down to the
words written at the foot, * This
have I done for thee, what hast
thou done for me ?» Words and
picture together smote him like a
voice from the opened heavens,
and then and there he laid his life
in utter sacrifice at his Saviour’s
pierced feet; and the result was
the foundation and the subsequent
work of the Moravian Church.-

Or, take again, Turner’s won-
derful picture of the Slave Ship.
Well might Lord Beaconsfield say
of that picture, ““ That's Turner’s
sermon against the slave trade, and
a splendid sermon it is.”

Who can look long at Fra An-
gelico’s angel-faces, without feel-
ing as if the pearly gates had in-
deed opened for him, and earth,
and all its sin and care, had sunk
far away beneath his ascending
feet.

Correggio’s picture of the Holy
Family—who can see the glory
that streams from the cradle of
the Holy Infant and fills all the
room with its radiance, and not
see in this an exquisite prophecy
of the world-wide influence of the
. Babe of Bethlehem ?

The artist opens our eyes, to
read, written large over all the
face of nature, the autograph of
God’s present and prevailing love.
He lifts for us a little corner of
the curtain of nature, and peering
through to the glory-land beyond,
we catch gleams and glimpses of
“the light that never was by sea or
shore.”

The artist shows us nature, as
our dim and sense-bound eyes can
never see it; for pictures, if true,
and the production of the seer, un-
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fold nature to us, as it never would
unfold itself to our unaided sense;
they are thus revelations to us of
a new world lying back of the
mere surface of nature; windows,
through which the devout soul
may look through from the seen
to the unseen; from the earthly to
the heavenly; and so to the eye, in-
formed by this priestly ministry of
the painter’s art, the whole world
becomes radiant with the foot-
prints of a present God.

No pebble at my feet, but proves a sphere ;
No chaffinch, but implies the cherubim ;
No hum of lily-muffied bee, but finds
Some coupling music with the spinning

stars ;
Earth’s crammed with heaven—
And every common bush afire with God.

It is time now to speak of an-
other Ministry of Art, the Ministry
of Art for men. Did I say another
ministry ? Nay, is it not the same
ministry, only viewed from another
side ?  For is not the service of
our fellowmen one of the most
fruitful spheres’in which our love
to God can display itself. Is it
not just by the measure of our
love for our fellowmen and our
willingness to serve them, that
Christ gauges the reality of our
profession of love to God ? “In-
asmuch as ye have done it to the
least of these my brethren, ye have
done it unto me,” thus does Christ
by a single sentence lift all man-
ward service to the loftier level of
a God-ward service; as by the
touch of the philosopher's stone,
transmuting the commoner metal
of ordinary kindness and self-
denial for others’ sake into the fine
gold of a ministry for God.

Whenever through the ages rise
The altars of self-sacrifice;

When love its arms has opened wide,
Or man for man has calmly died,

1 see the same white wings outspread,
That hovered o’er the Master’s head.

How then does Art minister to
the best interests of our fellow-
men ?
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In the first place, Art emphasizes
and expands the ideal element of
life.  Art has well been defined
as “the representation of the ideal
under the forms of the actual”
The artist sees, in what we call
common scene; and objects, far
more than what meets the ordin-
ary eye. A great Italian sculptor
stopped at a marble dealer’s, and
closely examined 1 piece of rough
marble at his feet. A friend asked
him what he was going to do with
that rough block. “I see an
angel imprisoned in that block of
marble, and I’'m going to let the
angel out,” was the suggestive an-
swer.

And isn’t this the artist’s mission
for men? The musician, the
sculptor, the painter; in the com-
mon scenes of nature and life, do
they not see the angel of some in-
spiring sentiment, some noble
thought, some tender or pathetic
association ? And do they not
just let the angel out to brood
with the white wings of an unutter-
able gladness over our poor,
cheap, often sordid lives, and then
taking our very souls upon those
outspread pinions, to bear them
upward for a brief space away,
away from care and sorrow, and
toil and strife, to spend a little
while in the very heaven of im-
agined glories and ineffable de-
light ?

“1 assert for myself,” said the
poet-painter, William Blake, “ that
I do not behold the outward crea-
tion and that to me it is a hin-
drance and not an action. What,
it will be questioned when the sun
rises, do you not see a round disk

of fire, something like a guinea ?”

Oh, no, no, I see an innumerable
company of the heavenly host,
crying, “ Holy, holy, holy is the
Lord of hosts” I question not
my corporeal eye, any more than
I would question a window con-
cerning sight, I look through it,
not with it.

And, again, in ministering to
the purest possible pleasure of his
fellowmen, the artist renders them
genuine service, and this he does
in several ways. In the first
place, Art wakes among our peo-
ple a keener appreciation of beauty
of every kind.  Especially is this
true of the new sense of the
beauties of nature, which a general
artistic taste spreads amongst our
people. 1 have said that the
artist is not only an imitator, but
an interpreter of nature. He
makes nature mean more to us; he
teaches us to read nature, as we
never would have read it without
his aid. With his magic wand
he touches our sense-sealed eyes,
and, lo, around us everywhere we
see new and ever brightening and
broadening beauties, which we
never would have thought of be-
fore.

Will you pardon me if I draw
upon my own experience for an
instance of what I mean. I have
always been fond of sky scenery.
In a flat and unpicturesque country
like our own Manitoba, where at
the same time, by reason of our
crystal clear air, the beauties
denied to the land are painted in
special splendours on the sky, we
naturally look upward for loveli-
ness which we fail to find on the
great monotonous snow-clad plain
around us. And so, through
over twenty years in this country,
I have been learning more and
more to love the skies. But about
five years ago a quite new source
of very exquisite delight came to
me. I read carefully Ruskin’s
matchless descriptions of the
forms and colours and groupings
of the clouds, and ever since then
the clouds have had a quite new
meaning to me, and have become
to me a source of very keen and
continuous pleasure.

And so I think, when we begin
to see nature under any of her
forms as the artist sees her, doors
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are opened into new and hitherto
unexplored palaces of delight.
And here let me say, not to the
artists alone, but to all who would
famm find in life a new fountain of
gladness, a perennial spring of
very noble and exquisite enjoy-
ment, “ Go to some artist or poet
(for the poet has the artist view
of nature), go, and sit at their feet
in your study of nature, and forth-
with she shall clothe herself with
a new meaning, and take to her-
self, for you, new beauties, and
speak to you with a new voice,
and open for you new wells of re-
freshment along the often dry and
dreary roads of life.”  Just let me
give you a specimen or two of
what I mean. Look with me for
a minute or two at Ruskin’s pen-
picwre of dawn among the hills.

“And then the east again beecomes
purple, and the heaving mountains rolling
against it in darkness, like waves of a
wild sea, are drowned one by one, in the
glory of its buming; watch the white
glaciers blaze in their mighty paths
about the mountains, like great ser-
pents with scales of fire; watch the col-
umnar peaks of solitary snow, kindling
downwards, chasm by chasm, each in
itself a new moming; the roselight of
their silent domes flushing the heaven
about them and above them, piercing
with a purer light through its purple lines
of lifted clouds, casting a new glory on
every wreath as it passes by, until the
whole heaven, one scarlet canopy, is in-
terwoven with a woof of waving flame,
and tossing vault beyond vault, as with
the drifted wings of many companies of
angels. And then, when you can look
no more for gladness, and when you are
down with fear and love of the Maker
and Doer of this, tell me who has best
delivered nature’s message unto men ?”

And again I would say, if we
want new views of nature that
shall be new delights, let us go to
the poets, and catch the artist mes-
sage about nature from their lips.

If you want de criptions of
nature, exact in their detail, ex-
quisite in their delicate touches,
splendid in their groupings, and
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infinitely faithful in the pains be-
stowed upon an exact reproduc-
tion of minute points of beauty
which only reward the eye that
waits and watches for them; then
go to Tennyson. Butif you want,
not to see only the outer courts of
nature, but to enter into the very
inner shekinah of her glory, if you
want to penetrate to the very soul
of nature, to feel the pulse of her
life mingling with yours, to feel
her very heart beating against
your own, then I charge you drink
deep of the well springs that
bubble up, full and clear and
strong, in the nature poetry of
Wordsworth and Shelley.

Or take another form of Art,
that of sculpture. ~ What a power
sculpture has been in surrounding
with a halo of undying reminis-
cence these noble spirits who,
from time to time in each crisis
of a nation’s history, have built
their very lives into the founda-
tions on which that nation’s great-
ness rests. Let me give you an
instance or two of what I mean.
“In streaming London’s centrai
roar” rises the great equestrian
statue of the Iron Duke, the Duke
of Wellington. A noble sculpture
worthy of a noble man; the man
who “ never sold the truth to serve
the hour, nor paltered with eternal
God, for power;” the man who. in
the time of Britain’s deadliest
peril, “stood four-square to all the
winds that blew;” the man who
fronted the gathering tempests
with heart unmoved and brow
serene; the man who led England
in her forlorn hope when ringed

round with foes, like a lion
brought to bay. She fought the
“world, and won because she

fought the battles of her God. to
huril the tyrant from his throne
and set the captive people frec.
And think you that through those
carven lips the artist has no mes-
sage for the Britain of to-day, re-
minding her that what Britain did
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in those brave days of old she
can, if need be, do again. That
Britain’s God 1is still above her,
and Britain’s sons in clustering
millions are still around her, and
that Britain’s heart still beats high
with courage, and true as steel to
follow the pole-star of honour and
duty wherever that star may lead
her, as she did when Wellington
taught the world for all time,
“what long enduring hearts can
do; in that world’s earthquake—
Waterloo.” Thus does the artist
speak to his nation, bidding her
thank God for her glories past,
and take courage and high hope
for all the time to come.

Or, again, take an instance that
comes nearer home. In the centre
of Main Street, Winnipeg, close
to the heart to which and from
which flow all the beating pulses
of the commerce and the growing
life of all this great northwestern
land. stands a monument, com-
pared to the more costly and
ambitious structures of older coun-
tries, no doubt a modest product
of the artist’s skill.  And vet, for
us in the Northwest, ay, and for
all Canada, that monument is rich
in pathetic and yet inspiring sug-
gestions.  What are those in-
signia of war, that surround its
base ? 'What are theyv doing in
that city of peace? What does
that soldier figure mean, looking
down upon the tides of trade and
traffic surging up and down those
peaceful streets> Oh, friends,
we who were in Winnipeg thirteen
years ago, we know too well. Ve
stand and look up at that monu-
ment, and as we look, and think
of what it means, the sounds
around us die away, the streets
and buildings of our prosperous
city pass out of view, and, lo,
borne on sad memory’s wings, we
are far away on the plains of the
Saskatchewan. Around us echo
the sounds of strife, the bugle
calls, the words of command. and

the tramping horse-hoofs that
speak of grim and real war. And
then from that deep ravine before
us, we hear the ringing rifle shots
of the hidden foe; and, then, alas,
alas for the weeping, heart-broken
fathers and mothers at home; we
hear another sound, a sound to
send a shudder of sympathetic
grief through a nation’s stricken
heart; we hear the choking death-
cry of some one of our boys, the
brave, bright boys, who, full of
vouth and hope and courage, went
to the front so gladly, to stand by
their country in the hour of her
bitter need.

And as still we gaze, as still we
listen to the message of Art, telling
us of that sad but stirring incident
in Canadian story, a noble band
goes past us, and in loving mem-
ory we call out the names, carved
by enduring affection upon a
nation’s recollection, Swinford,
Frazer, Code, Hardisty, Innis,
Hutchinson, Ferguson, Wheeler;
and as that company of heroes
files past us, on their way to their
honoured resting-place in the
cemetery at St. John’s, those dead
lips seem to us to live again. And
as we listen, they seem to say to
us, “We gladly left home and
friends, and faced desperate pri-
vations and deadly perils; ay, we
gladly laid our very lives on the
altar of our country's neced; and
what we did, Canada's true sons
will always do, for the blood that
flows in their veins is the blood
that beats in British veins across
the sea; the blood that has tlowed
so freely on the foughten fields f
Britain’s glorious past. Douot
not, that should Canada again
need such services, the memory of
what we did will prove the rally-
ing flag of a new consecration,
round which shall gather each
true Canadian, to do, and dare, and
die if need be, in his counfry’s
cause.”

Such seems to me the service
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that the sculptor’s art can render
to a nation. And what is true
of this, is true of all forms of Art.
The vestal virgins of ancient
Rome kept burning on the city
altars the sacred fires, on whose
continuance, as was supposed,
depended the safety of the empire.
And Art, the Art of the poet, the
painter and the sculptor—Art is
the true vestal virgin of our
modern life.  For it is hers to
keep zalive the holiest memories,
the most giorious traditions, the
most spirit-stirring incidents, the
most ennobling deeds of an im-
memorial past. It is hers to keep
the sacred fires of a noble en-
thusiasm burning undimmed in a
nation’s heart; it is hers to kindle
to a brighter, purer flame the
spatks of a frue scli-sacrificing
patriotism, a generous devotion
and a high and holy purpose,
which the colder mists of 2 selfish
age would soon utterly extinguish.

The flight of time warnos me to
bring my words to you to 2
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close. I have tried to paint for
you the Art we love (for in intense
love of Art you and I meet on
common ground). I have tried
to paint her for you in celestial
colours. I have tried to repre-
sent her, not as a mere denizen of
earth, but as a visitant from hea-
ven. In my thought of her, she
has come to us wearing the golden
crown of service. bearing in onc
hand high ministry for God, and
in the other rare sweet ministry for
men. Along the path her feet
have trod spring flowers of beauty
and well of refreshment, to delight
the hearts of men. On her fair
features we read her lincage as the
dzughter of Love. And around
her, like a waving garment of
light, there floats an uncarthly
tadiance which proclaims her what
she is, God’s angel, sent down to
brood with wings of comfort and
gladness over the weary, care-
worn hearts and lives of the sons
and daughters of men.

Winnipeg, Man.

A LENTEN HYMNXN.®

From my lips in their defilement,

From my heart in its beguilement,
From my tonguc which speaks not fair,
From my soal, stained everywhese,

O my Jesus; take my prayoer!

Spern me not for all it says,

Not for words and not for ways,
Not for shamelessness cndued ;
Make me brave to speak my mood,
Q my Jesus, as I would ;

Or teach me=—which I rather seck—
What to do and wkhat to spezk.

1 have sinned more than she
“’bdo,bluming whc}x;c :g n]l.‘ccg‘ with 12;?
And bringing mytth, the highest priced,
_-\noin{od%nvc]y. from her knee,

Thy blessed foot ; accordingly,

Ay God, my Lord, my Christ,

As Thou szid st not, ** Depart,™

To that suppliant from her heart,

Scorn me not, O Word, that att

The gentlest one of all words sqid ;
Rut give to me Thy fect instead,
That tendesly I may them kiss,
And clasp them close, and never miss
With over-dropping tears as frec
Anq precious as that myrrh could be
T° anoint them bravely from my knees
Wash me with my tears; draw nighme,
That their salt may purify me.
Thoa remit my sins who knowest
Al my sinning to the lowest—
Knowest 21l my wounds, and scest
AN the stripes Thysclf decreest 5
Ycz, but knowest 2ll my faith,
Seest all my force to death,
Hearcst all my wailings low,
?ﬁ min: s:;xl s!gonld s0:

Vvothing hidden but a
In Thy knowledge, O E’dnc,
O Creator, Savionr mine—
Not a drop of falling tears,
Not & breath of inward soan,
Not a hoart-beat—which is gonc !

* 0l this hyzon, wTitlen by Joba Dasmacenss in the oehth comtasy, the trandator, ERz=beth Rasmeil

Rrownisng, xays:

* 0! this deep yathas of Christianily, we date a0k my 2 wond | we darc et e1es

Rt

. 1t us who are sorrowial Rill be sShoat oo™

posiry : ott beast is stivred and not * My, 2he only sound which can My sceeed the ery of a contsite yosl,
35 that of Ditine condonalion o ZRTHIC Tejolcng.
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GRIFFITH JOHN.
FOUNDER OF THE HANKOW MISSION, CENTRAL CHINA.

BY REV. W. P. DYER, D.D.

“For many years the Church
of Christ had prayed that its mis-
sionaries might be admitted into
China. Ancient heathenism, in
proud possession of a literature,
the mastery of which demanded
the cffort of the keenest intellects,
was quite satisfied and contented
in the belief that it had little to
learn from foreigners. But the
mighty empire which for ages had
forbidden the barbarians to tread
upon her shores, suddenly found
her gates of brass thrown open
by the hand of Omnipotence.
"That same Power had also urged
the Church to prepare men, and,
when the golden opportunity ar-
rived, promptly sent forth these
messengers of salvation into
China’s crowded cities.  Further
events pushed the door more
widely open, and the vast interior
was made accessible to missionary
operations.”

Griffith John was one of these
pioneer missionaries. He was
the founder of the mission in
Hankow, the “ Athens of China,”
and was the first to carry the Gos-
pel into the province ~f Sz-Chuen,
where our own Chinese mission is
now established. This fact makes
the study of his life of more than
ordinary  interest to Canadian
Aethodists.

He was born at Swansea, in
Wales, December 14th, 1831. At
eight years of age he became a
member of the Church, and at four-
teen he began to preach the Gos-
pel, giving evidence of possessing
gifts of the highest order. The
people were delighted to hear him,
and everywhere he was known as
the “Boy Preacher of Wales”

In 1849 his father was smitten

by the disease to which his mother
had succumbed seventeen years
before, and died of cholera. He
was then left alone, without near
relations.  So bitter was the grief
which the son manifested at the
grave of his father that the Rev.
E. Jacob, the pastor of Ebenezer
church, Swansea, said Griffith
John should never know the lack
of an earthly father as long as he
lived. So faithful and tender was
this friendship that Griffith John
speaks of “losing and gaining a
father by the same grave” He
soon, by the aid of his foster-
father, entered college at Brecon.
\Vhile in attendance the veteran
missionary, the Rev. David Grif-
fiths, of Madagascar, visited the
college and addressed the students
with great earnestness, concluding
by an appeal for recruits for mis-
sionary service. Mr. John, who
had already an ardent longing for
work among the heathen, now
openly declared his determination
to be a missionary.

In March, 1853, he offered his
services to the London Missionary
Society, and was accepted. The
bent of his mind had been towards
Madagascar as a sphere of labour,
but the island was closed to Euro-
pean missionaries by the cruel
Queen Ranavalona. He did not
make any objection when asked to
go to China, and soon was aglow
with enthusiasm for the dark-
minded millions of the Flowery
Kingdom. With other recruits
for the mission field he sailed for
Shanghai in May, 1855.

After a pleasant and uneventful
voyage of one hundred and twenty
days he reached Shanghai. He
could not have arrived at a more



350

opportune time. For forty years
missionaries had prayed that an
opportunity might be afforded for
the free proclamation of the Gos-
pel to the country people of China.
Their prayers were about to be
answered. For five years the
Taiping rebellion had ravaged the
fairest part of the empire. For
ages the Government had cxer-
cised a strong conservative power,
now its grasp slackened, and the
missionaries in the seaport towns
made evangelistic tours inland.
Under the treatv of Nanking,
made between Great Britain and
China in 1832, foreigners were
only allowed to go a day's journey
from treaty ports. The door had
been gradually opening, and at the
time of Mr. John's arrival the coun-
try was practically free to travel-
lers with peaceful objects in view.
About a year was spent in learn-
ing the Chinese language, so diffi-
cult to master, and m accompany--
ing other missionaries in their
preaching journeys. He under-
took his first independent expedi-
tion on October, 1856, taking with
him Wong-Wong, the colporteur,
as assistant.

After two years’ residence in
Shanghai, he fully appreciated the
immense difficulties which lay in
the way of the Gospel in China.

He says: “The good work is
moving but slowly. The people
.are as hard as steel. Sometimes

I am ready to think that China is
doomed. Confucius, while speak-
ing admirably of justice, faithful-
ness, says, ‘ Respect the gods, but
keep them at a distance’ The
Chinaman’s way of doing this is
to think of them as little as pos-
sible.”

He next made a visit to Soo-
chow, which is regarded by the
Chinese as one of their richest and
most beautiful cities. No for-
eigner had previously visited this
city undisguised. It contains
over a million inhabitants, while
the trade of several provinces
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meets here, and contributes much
to its prosperity. The chief tem-
ple contains five hundred life-sized
gilded figures representing dis-
ciples of Buddha, among them be-
ing several deceased emperors of
the present dynasty.

One of the most important and
extended tours undertaken by Ar.
John and three of his brother mis-
sionaries, preaching and distribut-
ing books, was along the Grand
Canal for six hundred and fifty
miles. By it, and the rivers it
connects, there is an almost unin-
terrupted waterway made from
north to south of the empire, from
Pekin to Canton. They had
many strange and exciting experi-
ences, narrowly escaping with
their lives, but Mr. John bears glad
testimony to the fact that the
words, “I am an Englishman”
ever had equal moral force with
the proud words of the Roman,
“Ego Romanus sum.”

The Taiping rebellion contri-
buted in large degree to the open-
ing of China to the missionaries.
Revolution is to the Chinaman
something more than it is even to
the modern Parisian, being his
only constitutional means of get-
ting rid of bad government. The
Manchu dynasty of Ta-Tsing had
reigned for two hundred years
with moderation, when between
the years 1830 and 1840 an un-
usual number of rebellions, inun-
dations, and famines caused great
discontent among the people.  To
this must be added the growing
power of the foreigners and
troubles arising therefrom. Thus
the country was unsettled when
Hung-Sew-Tsuen, the Taiping
chief, arose. He was a poor lad
of a despised race, who were al-
ways opposed to the Government.

In 1837 he proclaimed himself
a heavenly prince, and fixed upon
his door-post a proclamation of
*“The noble principles of the
Heavenly King, the Sovereign
King Tsuen” He belicved, and
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his followers professed the same,
that he was distinguished from
other men by being a younger
son of God and brother of Jesus
Christ. In 1843, he began to
study Christian tracts, and in 1847
put himself under the instruction
of Mr. J. Roberts, an American
missionary in Canton. His actions
led us to conclude that he was a
seeker of newer and more potent
truths which should give force and
shape to his claim to a divine mis-
sion. This man swept over this
great land, causing devastation in
sixteen provinces and six hundred
cities.  Although the Taipings
fell into many grievous errors,
they did one good thing by creat-
ing a vacuum, not only in the tem-
ples by destroying the idols, but
also in the hearts of the people.
China was in a most interesting
and exciting crisis, and the mis-
sionaries recognized it.  Writing
to the home society, Mr. John
said : “ What the fathers of the
London Missionary Society de-
sired to see, but did not see, and
what Morrison, Milne, Med-
hurst and others laboured dili-
gently, prayerfully and with tears
10 obtain, but did not obtain,
we now see and possess. The
whole Imperialist territory is now
open by the recent treaty between
England and China, and that of
the insurgents by the edict which
I had the honour to procure.
Shall the four hundred millions of
China remain in their state of
darkness and death because of the
worldliness and deadness of the
people of God?  Shall not the
cry which goes forth from this
land penetrate our universities,
colleges and churches, and elicit
a response in many a heart de-
voted to Christ worthy of the
urgency and solemnity of the oc-
casion
_ At length, after six years’ labour
in China, with Shanghai as centre
of operation, Griffith John was
ready to undertake the work
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with which his name must forever
be associated. At eleven o’clock
in the night of June 21st, 1861, he
and Mr. Wilson arrived at
Hankow. It was a beautiful
moonlight night.  All along the
walls of the Wuchang, and on the
ton of the Han Yang hill hundreds
of lanterns were hung. These
were lighted every night by a
coolie, and answered the same
purpose as the wooden “ Quaker
guns” did in the American Civil
War, viz., to frighten the rebels, as
there were no soldiers to defend
either the walls or the hills. Mr.
John, with characteristic prompt-
ness, commenced preaching on
the first day after his arrival
From that day to this, Hankow
has had the Gospel proclaimed by
an ever-increasing number of mis-~
sionaries.

In the same year occurred a
coup d’etat, so characteristic of
the Government in the Celestial
Empire, and so far-reaching in its
influence upon the work of the
missionary. In August, 1861, Hien-
Fung, the Emperor of China.
died. He had long been under
the power of a number of officials,
influenced by reactionary prin-
ciples, who wished to have no in-
tercourse with foreigners, and to
sweep all such out of the Flowery
Land. Chief among his favour-
ites was the avaricious and cruel
Su-Shun, who, with the members
of the extreme anti-foreign party,
formed a council of regency to
take care of the new boy-emperor,
then eight years old.

These officials did not possess
the sympathy of any party, and
had long been discredited in the
cyes of the people. Tinally,
Prince Kung, brother of the de-
ceased emperor, with the ecm-
peror's mother, seized upon the
reins of government; the members
of the council of regency were ap-
prehended and Su-Shun was be-
headed.

This revolution had a most im-
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portant bearing on the empire of
China. Its policy toward foreign
powers was reversed, Prince Kung
being shrewd enough to see that
it was impossible for China suc-
cessfully to resist them and yet to
prosper.  For a time preaching
was conducted by Mr. John for
several hours each day in his own
house.  Steadily the work pro-
gressed, Mr. John coping success-
fully with the duplicity of the
Mandarins, until at Hankow he
had erected a commodious chapel,
two large school-rooms, houses
for the missionary and the native
evangelists, and, at a still later
date, a hospital costing £1,350.
Similar buildings were also erect-
ed at the neighbouring city of
Wuchung, in which place Mr.
John subsequently resided.

The great event of 1868 was the
journey of the missionaries to
Chentu, the capital of Sz-
Chuen, and their return through
the province of Shen-Si, a distance
of about three thousand miles.
This journey will ever be memor-
able in the history of Protestant
missions in China as the pioneer
journey throughout that vast re-
gion in which the Han and Yang-
Tsi take their rise.

After fifteen vears of faithful
and successful work, Mr. John and
his family returned to London in
1870. During his stay of a little
over two years he was actively en-
gaged by public addresses and
otherwise in furthering the in-
terest of the London Missionary
Society. Mrs. John’s health had
been rapidly failing, but she
hoped and believed to the last that
she should see China and labour
there a little longer. Her ardent
desire was not to be realized, for
just as the vessel entered the har-
bour of Singapore her gentle spirit
took its flight.

The bereaved husband found his
only solace in missionary work.
He was often discouraged, after
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an carnest exposition of the Gos-
pel, by a Chinaman stolidly ask-
ing, “What advantage is therc
connected  with believing in
Jesus?  Will it bring us any
rice? How many cash does a
man receive on entering the
Church ?” He had, however.
among his native helpers men giv-
ing daily evidence of clear con-
version and Christ-like character.
One of these is described as “ A
man of simple faith, but mighty
"1 prayer and in knowledge of
Scripture.” Another for twenty-
five years laboured faithfully as a
Christian evangelist.

In 1874 Mr. John married the
widow of the Rev. Dr. Jenkins, of
the Methodist Episcopal Church,
a lady of gifts and graces quite
exceptional. She was led by a
somewhat remarkable occurrence
to take a deep interest in sailors,
organizing for them a Sunday
evening service, which earned for
her the world-wide love and re-
spect as “the sailor’s friend
Her death, on Christmas Day,
1885, was an harmonious supple-
ment to her consecrated life.

Although Griffith John’s name
is inseparably connected with the
Hankow Mission, it is, neverthe-
less, true that it 1is chiefly
through his literary efforts that it
has become so well known in the
Celestial Empire. The catalogue
of the Central China Tract So-
ciety contains upwards of thirty
books and tracts from his pen.
Many of them have been adopted
by other societies, and every year
over half a million of his publica-
tions are circulated throughout
China. His translation of the New
Testament in Chinese circulates
everywhere from the Great Wall tn
Annam, from the borders of Bur-
mah out to the Yellow Sea, the
annual issues being over two hun-
dred and fifty thousand copies.

Albert College, Belleville, Ont.
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“SAINT RUTH.”*

BY EDITH FERGUSON BLACK.

Aduthor of * 4 FPrincess in Calico,” * God's Porcelain.”

Two young men were sitting before
an open fire chatting together of so-
cial problems. Geoffrey Charlton
was cynically contending that the
Church did not really believe in
Christianity as Christ founded it,
and did not embody Christian princi-
ples in the lives of its members.
His friend, Charles Maynard, pro-
tested against this view, and declared
it was a libel on Christian people
to assume that every one was a
hypocrite with a stone for a heart.

I know,”.Geoffrey admitted, “ that
there is a great deal of philanthropy
preached and practiced, but we have
none of the real spirit of Christ in
the Churches.

“ There are none who really practice
self-sacrifice, which was the essence
of Christ’s life and teaching. It
seems to me the old Bible has be-
come obsolete.”

Charles Maynard Ilooked sadly at
his friend. “ You are an odd fish,
Charlton ; ycur assertions are too
sweeping. Take women as a class
for an example. There is no end to
their devotion ; and self-abnegation,
1 take it, is the master passion
which ruleg their lives.”

“That is not likely,” said Charl-
ton. He rose and crossed the room
to get his overcoat. ‘I will not for-
get to let you know if I should meet
your ideal woman.”

Some weeks Jater he lifted the
knocker of an old-fashioned house
which stood on the outskirts of the
college grounds.

The door opened, and a young girl
stood framed in the doorway. A
magnificent spaniel at her side eyed
him doubtingly ; behind her a low,
wide hall stretched the depth of the
house, and opened into a rose gar-

* The readers of Miss Black’s charmin,
story, ¢ A Princess in Calico,” will be gla
to read another from her pen. Like all her
stories, it has its strongly marked religious
tea~hing. Our readers will be pleased to
know that Miss Black is a great-grand-
daughter of the famous ‘Bishop Black,”
the apostle of Metho?ism in Nova Scotia—
aman of consecrated zeal and heroic life—
a man whose memory should be revered by
every Canadian Methodist.

den whose
every room.

“I have been led to hope,” he
said, ‘“that I might find a home here
for the summer. I want perfect quiet
for studv T think you will not find
me a troublesome guest.” He
smiled winningly as he handed her
his card.

She bowed, with an answering smile
in her eyes and lips. ‘“ Down,
Leo! If you will walk in, Mr.
Charlton, I will call my aunt.”

The preliminaries were not difficult
to secttle, and Geoffrey Charlton
found himself the next day in pos-
session of a large room, whose bay
windows opened into a garden which
was an old-time wilderness of de-
light.

Mrs. Hall, with her niece, Ruth
Howard, and Nora, the girl, were the
only occupants of the house. It was
a new experience to them to have a
boarder. The elder woman ex-
plained this to Charlton with clumsy
politeness.

“ Ruth hopes you will tell us if any-
thing doesn’t suit. It is very hard
for people who have always had
enough to live on, but the times are
so dreadful bad now,—Ruth thought
it was best.”

He begged her to assure Miss Ruth
that everything suited him to per-
fection.

Sunday afternoon he strolled across
the college campus and took tea at
Professor Brockton’s house. When
he came back he heard a clear voice
singing. He whistled under his
breath.

“What a voice !” he murmured,—
“for the stage.”

Then the singing ceased, the
lights went out, and all was still.
He awoke with a start. The morn-
ing light was dawning through the

fragrance permeated

windows. Overhead Ruth was step-
ping lightly. He 1looked at his
watch. It was half-past five. He

felt stiff and sore. He would go out
and walk it off. When he came back,
Ruth was in the rose garden. He
watched her as she went up and down
among the bushes, stopping at inter-
vals to caress Leo, who- followed



354

closely in the mnarrow paths, and,
when she stopped, sat watching her,
his soft eyes full of a benign affec-
tion. There was a swift directness
about her movements which pleased
him. He met her at the door and
took the laden basket from her.

“You revel in flowers, Miss How-
ard.”

She lifted her fearless eyes to his.
‘1 rejoice in them, Mr. Charlton. To
me they are a living gospel. See
these pure cream beauties, they go to
deck a young girl’s coffin ; the pinks
are for a children’s party ; and the
pansies are to soothe the last days
of one who for years has had a liv-
ing death; they are so brave and
helpful.” She gave them soft
touches with alert fingers as she
spoke.

“Do others read your
he asked curiously.

“T think they do—sometimes. I
try to send the right word, always.”

gospels 77

The days slipped by almost im-
perceptibly. He saw but little of
Ruth. She was always busy, and
there was a strange intentness of
purpose about her which he felt as a
tacit rebuke. He found the time
hang heavily after the hours which
he devoted every day to study were
over. The Brocktons had given him
a cordial invitation to make their
house his home, but it did not prove
a congenial resting-place; the chil-
dren were noisy and uncouth, Mrs.
Brockton was a commonplace woman,
absorbed in her house-keeping and
an apparently bottomless mending-
basket, and the Professor’s social na-
ture had become atrophied by con-
tinual overdoses of knowledge. He
began to think a unique personality
might prove a more profitable study
than academic lore.

He opened his door one evening
and crossed the hall to the opposite
room, where Ruth and her aunt sat
sewing. In his hand he held a late
magazine, open at an exquisitely ten-

der sketch from the German. With
Mrs. Hall’'s permission, he would
read it 2loud.

She nodded. He was “ welcome.”

She “always liked to hear reading.”
Charlton winced. The homely phras-
ing grated on his fastidious ear.

When he finished. Mrs. Hall was
asleep ; Ruth’s eyes were shining
like stars. She bent towards him,
her sewing forgotten in her lap.
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‘; Well, Miss Howard, do you like
it 77

“It is beautiful !”’

‘“And the hero——?”

‘“Ah, he disappoints me—at the
last.” *

“They all do,” he asserted, cheer-
fully. ‘Water cannot rise above its
own level, you know, and every man
has his limitations. It is one of the
penalties of human nature.”

“Mr. Charlton—you have read so
much—among all the books—have
you ever found—a hero like Jesus ?”

Her voice was full of a tender pos-
session, as though she had named her
dearest friend.

A deep hush fell upon the room.
Outside a sleepy Kkatydid piped a
shrill good-night; Leo drew a long,
deep breath, as he lay dreaming at
Ruth’s feet, and the old clock in the
hall ticked off the minutes with a
solemn  distinctness. At length
Charlton answered :

“ No, Miss Ruth,” he said, quietly,
“I never have.’

He went out after that into the
rose garden, and paced up and down
the narrow walks far into the night.
He felt strangely moved. “It was
almost as if He were real to her!”
he said in an awed whisper, ‘“ and as
if—she loved Him!”

He fell into the habit of accompany-
ing them to church, that he might
see the play of bher countenance
under distinctively religious emo-
tions. As he watched her clear-cut
profile raised toward the kindly face
of the old minister, he felt conscious
that she had forgotten his very ex-
istence, and, to his surprise, the
thought was not a pleasant one.
‘Where was she, he wondered, and
what visions did those intent eyes
behold ? That her soul was content
to feed upon the platitudes of the
venerable preacher he never for a
moment imagined.

“Miss Ruth,” he said, one morn-
ing, as the aroma of coffee and
griddle cakes stole out from the
kitchen, where Nora was feeding one
of the many unfortunates who found
their way to her hospitable door.
“Miss Ruth, do you know you are
getting the tramp problem into an
inextricable tangle ? Cold bread and
meat are barely permissable, but
when it comes to luxuries. it is put-
ting a premium upon vagabondage in
a manner appalling to one who is a
lover of his country.”
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‘“You remember the legend of St.
Christofero ?” she said, softly.

“And do you see the Christ in
every beggar ?”” he asked, presently.

‘‘Inasmuch as ye have done it
unto one of the least.” So she
answered him.

He followed her one day into the
rose garden. She was bubbling over
with merriment and talking all man-
ner of gay nonsense to Leo as she
garlanded his neck with flowers.

“Can you spare time to choose a
rose, Miss Ruth—for me ?”

She went swiftly to a bush at the
corner of the garden, and brought
back a crimson beauty.

“Will you interpret
also ?”

She caressed tne velvel petals.

“To me it means something very
deep and rich and {full. A per-
fectly rounded life, Mr. Charlton, is
one of God’s best things.”

He bent his head, while the colour
rose to his cheek.

“I accept your kind omen of what
a possible future might hold,” he
said, gently, “otherwise I +were not
worthy to wear your gift.” He held
the lapel of his coat towards her, and
she fastened the rose in his button-
hole with fingers that did not trem-
ble. It would have been awkward
to refuse.

“What makes you so happy ?” he
asked abruptly.

“Y am an apostle of the gospel of
sunshine. Do you not think, when
the Lord gives us everything, it is
the least we can do to be cheerful ?”

‘“Everything!” he repeated ip-
credulously.

“Yes,” she answered bravely.
“As much as is best for us down
here ; we can wait—for the rest.”

“But do you never grow tired of
this monotony of stillness? Do
you never pine for the world, Miss
Ruth 2"

“Dao you think we need the world,
Mr. Charlton, when we have God ?”

‘““She has given me her creed,” he
said 1o himself as he strode along the
quiet street, “as high and pure as
her life—and as unnatural,” he added.
bitterly. “It cannot last. It is
bound to break down under the test
—when it comes.”

The next morning he was awakened
by low, intense ecries, which came
from the rose garden. He dressed
hurriedly and went out. Ruth was
crouching on the ground beside Leo.
who lay rigid. his soft eyes fixed
and staring with a horrible blankness

its message
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of gaze. Nora stood wringing her
kands, and Mrs. Hall looked on help-
lessly. Charlton came nearer, but
she did not heed him.

‘“ Leo,” she wailed, in a voice whose
pain seemed to smite the air, ‘“Leo,
speak to me! Tell me what has hurt
you. Leo! Leo!”

The dog gave a convulsive shudder
and tried to struggle to his feet. She

threw her arms about him to help
him to rise. Charlton interposed
hastily.

‘“ Miss Ruth, be careful. The dog
is poisoned—with strychnine! He
is past help, but in his agony he
may bite——"

She turned on him a look of fine
scorn.

‘“You do not understand.” she said.
quietly. “Leo is my friend.”

The dog gave a quick, hard gasp.
then his dead body fell against her
heavily.

Ruth was evidently shocked by the
death of her four-footed friend.
Charlton took the dog’s body from
her unresisting arms and 1laid it
gently on the ground. then he turmed
away ; her grief seemed a sacred
thing.

Suddenly she faced him with blaz-
ing eyes.

‘“Poisoned. you say ? Then 1
know who did it. They threatened
to do it long ago because he stole
one of their chickens when he was a
pup. Oh! it is dreadful! Mr.
Charlton, you are a lawyer ; have you
no code of punishment for people
mean enough to nurse a grudge
against a dog ?” She passed him
swiftly, and went into the house.

That evening he led her to the
farthest corner of the garden, where,
under a spreading oak, he had dug
Leo’s grave.

‘“He has a beautiful spot to rest
in, Miss Ruth——" he hesitated. “I
did not know what flower you would
choose—for him.”

She gave him a grateful look.

“I thank you for the thought,
Mr. Charlton.” She picked some of
the wide leaves off the tree, and
weaving them together, hung them
over the pine headboard, where
Charlton had carved the dog's name.
‘“ The oak stands for faithfulness—
to me,” she said, in a low voice.

He looked at her critically, as.
with quivering lips she bent over the
humble mound. “What a desper-
ate thing love will be to her when it
comes !” Then he spoke:

* Miss Ruth, if you will give me
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the address of the wretches who have
caused you such needless pain, I will
make them feel the utmost rigour of
the law.”

She shook her head sadly as she
lifted her white face towards his and
tried to smile.

“1I let Satan conquer me this morn-
ing—I forgot—for the moment—that
my code reads, ‘ Love your enemies.’
I shall take no revenge, Mr. Charl-
ton ; their own hearts will condemn
them.”

Geoffrey Charlton came ont of the
post-office that afternoon and walked
rapidly towards the house, which,
for one bright suiamer, he had called
home. He held an open letter in
his hand. He went direct to the rose
garden. He knew he should find
Ruth there. She was standing in
her soft, white dress against a back-
ground of crimson beauty. He called
her softly.

‘“Miss Ruth!” There was an
eager note in his voice. “I have
just got word that important business
calls me to New York. This pleasant
life will be over in a fortnight. Are
you sorry ?”

The face which she had turned to
greet him grew suddenly pale, and a
shadow seemed to fall upon the shin-
ing eyes. He bent over her. The
tremulous, tender mouth was tempt-
ingly near. He bent lower and
claimed it for his own.

“I love you, Ruth,”
simply.

he said

The fortnight drew rapidly to an
end. In after years Geoffrey Charl-
ton was wont to look back upon it as
having held his one drop of unalloyed
happiness.

The evening closed in damp and
chill. His 1last evening! The
thought made him miserable. A sense
of impending evil was in the air. He
felt strangely nervous. He lifted a
little coat of coarse homespun, which
lay across Ruth’s work-basket. The
sight irritated him.

“ To-night, Ruth, we must settle
the future. 1 am anxious to get you
away from all this nonsense,” he gave
the coat a contemptuous toss; “you
have played Dorcas to all the beggars
in Christendom long enough.”

‘“Are there no poor in New York,
Geoffrey ?” Her voice was tinged
with reproachful sadness. It was his
first rough word.

“ Beggars by the million, my dear,
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but Mrs. Geoffrey Charlton will have
neither part nor lot in them.”
She looked puzzled.

“Don’t they need me, then,
Geoffrey ?”
‘“Need you! Poor creatures, I

should think so! But you cannot
expect to carry on your old life there.
You will not have time, for one thing.
I can afford to make my wife a social
queen. Ah, my darling, you would
grace any palace with that proud-
poised head of yours!” He put his
arm around her, but she drew her-
self away. A troubled look had crept
into her eyes.

‘“What do ‘social queens’ do,
Geoffrey 7 Her voice was very
low, but there was a strange quality
in it he had never noticed before.
He laughed uneasily.

“Do? Everything, I should say.
You will be on two or three charit-
able committees, and half a dozen
philanthropic associations; a couple
of women’s clubs, I suppose, and
musical societies, and, besides, there
will be luncheons, and dinners, and
receptions, and balls, charitable whist
parties, and tennis parties, driving
parties and yachting parties, besides
the theatre and opera; and, in the
summer, the seaside and the moun-
tains. You will have no time even
to think, my little Puritan, much
less to worry your precious head over
the unsightly woes of Five Points or
the Bowery.”

A grey pallour settled down upon her
face and her voice had the far-away
sound of one speaking under intense
pressure.

“We have made a terrible mis-
take! I have been dreaming these
last weeks or I should have realized
it. 'We belong to different worlds,

Geoffrey. I love you—God knows
bow much! but—I can never be
your wife.” She drew off his ring

and laid it on the table with a
caressing touch, as though it was
some dear dead thing she was put-
ting out of her sight forever.

‘“You are dreaming now, Ruth,”
he said lightly, although a strange
dread filled his heart. “ You see,
darling, you could not expect your
new life to be like this. In a large
city you must follow the fashion.”

She smiled sadly.

“Peter ‘followed the fashion’
when he denied his Lord. The King's
children must be about their Father’s.
business.” :
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‘“But is - not
Lord’s work ?”

She shook her head. *“It is only
an accessory. You have shown me
that. When I feel that my whole
time belongs to God, could I spend
it as you have said? Would I
dare ¥

“You must marry me, Ruth! If
you do not, I shall go to ruin!” he
cried recklessly. ‘'Why, your Bible
says a single soul is worth more than
the world. Save me, and you will
have done your part—-"

*“ No, no,” she cried, through white,
quivering lips. ‘“ No good was ever
accomplished by one recreant to a
solemn trust. You would be the first
to despise me—in your heart.”

“You do not love me!” he said
passionately, *“if you did, you counld
not treat me so!”

Her voice broke in a low, bitter
ery. ‘“Ah, my leve, God knows! I
shall pray for you until I go to my
grave ; but I cannot give up my duty,
even for you!” She caught his face
between her hands and kissed him
once, then she crossed the room with
uncertain, tottering footsteps; her
face was ghastly in its intense pallour,
and her eyes were shadowed deep
with pain. At the door she turned
and stretched her clasped hands to-
wards him. It was the gesture of
renunciation.

philanthropy the

Ten years later the principal hotel
in X—— was tazed to its utmost
capacity to accommodate the occu-
pants of a vestibuled train which had
broken down just outside the station.
Handsomely appointed men and wo-
men filled the parlours amd strolled
through the corridors, while the bell
boys tumbled over each other in the
hope of prospective tips. Among
the belated travellers, one gentleman
and lady were the cynosure of many
eyes; he for his handsome, cynical
face and prematurely silvered hair;
she for her imperious beauty, and the
elegance of her dress.

It was a languorous summer even-
ing, and the lady threw her gauzy
wrap upon a chair with an exclama-
tion of fatigue as they entered their
private apartments.

“ Miserable me'!
perishing with ennui.
go to Paris, Geoff 7”7

“Paris be hanged !”

“Well, my dear, you are emphatic
enough for an anarchist! Poor
Paris! It hardly merits such a
fate.”

I am fairly
When do we

24

She lifted the fan which hung
suspended from her girdle, and
swayed it to ond fro as she talked.
“Well, there are no attractions. The
place is absolutely devoid of any pre-
tensions in that line. But we found
a human wonder instead. A verit-
able Grace Darling, steering her bark
over the boisterous sea of life, to
rescue callow youth from its hidden
shoals.

‘“She lives in an old-fashioned
house, such an antiquated-looking
place! with a palsied aunt, and de-
votes her whole life to taking carve
of boys who come to attend the col-
lege here. What a life! And they
say she would grace a palace! Poor
soul, I suppose the chance never
came. She has a pretty name, too
—Ruth Howard, it is—"

A smothered exclamation and a
sudden start made her look quickly
at her husband.

‘“ What is the matter, Geoff ?”

“I caught my hand on a pin, that
is all,” he said quietly.

She gave a peculiar laugbh which
jarred on his quivering nerves.

‘“You are not usunally given to
making such a fuss over trifles.” She
gave him a sly glance. *You are
ill, Geoff—you look like death itself!
Shall I ring for some wine ' Her
hand was cn the bell rope, but he
interposed hastily.

‘“ Nonsense, Louise! It is so con-
foundly hot here. I will go out and
get cooled off.”

‘“ Louise,” he added, *“ 1 must apolo~
gize for my unpardonable rudeness.
just now. The fact is I have been
feeling wretchedly all day. As to
Paris—we can start next week if you
choose.”

He did not see the soft colour fiush
in her lovely cheeks. When she
spoke she was her own careless self
again.

‘“ Thanks, my dear. My beautiful
Paris! Now, once more, I shall be-
gin to live!”

Geoffrey Charlton swung himself
over the low wall into the rose
garden. All day he had been fight-
ing a mad longing to see Ruth once
more; now his heart bad com-
quered.

Here at least the busy wheels of
time stood still. .

Screened behind a majestic syringa.
he looked through the open window
of the familiar sitting-room. Ruth
sat in her own'low chair, on the
table beside her her favourite bowl
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was filled to the brim with golden-
hearted pansies. She smiled brightly
at a boy, who, seated at the piano,
was trolling college songs in a voice
of wonderful scope and richness.
Charlton groaned, while mocking
fiends seemed to whisper the words
which all down through the ages
have rung a mournful minor among

the reverberating chimes in the
heart’s belfry, “It might have
been !”

Suddenly she rose and laid the
little garment on top of a pile which
was to gladden the heart of some
poor mother, stopped to arrange her
aunt’s cushions and kiss the pitifully
drawn cheek, then she crossed the
room to the piano, and laid her hand
—the hand on which, for two short
weeks, his ring had glistened !~—upon
the student’s shoulder.

“Won't you sing something for me
now ?”

The boy looked up ai her, his eyes
full of the chivalry which ali boys
feel toward a good woman.
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“The old favourite, I suppose,
Miss Howard ?”7 He struck some
deep chords, and his magnificent
voice fell full and tender through the
quiet room: * Jesus, lover of my
soul.” Ruth turned towards the win-
dow and stood with uplifted face. and
the old far-off look in Ler eyes. Charl-
ton gazed at the picture hungrily,
until it was framed in his memory
forever.  “Thou, oh Christ, art all
I want.” The singer had reached
the third verse now. The moon
shone down on the lovely face, which
the angel of pain had chiselled. Her
eyes had caught the shining of the
stars.

‘“All!” she murmured. She
stretched out her hands with a quick,
impulsive movement, and her sensi-
tive mouth curved in a happy smile.

Just outside, on his knees, in the
still, scented garden, a haggard-faced
man whispered through ashen lips
the Publican’s prayer !—The Chris-
tian Herald.

THE EASTER APPLE.*

BY ANNIE TRUMBULL SLOSSON.

Author of * Fishing Jimmy,” ¢ Scven Drcamers,” cte.

No one who knew Stonington of thirty
years ago can fail to remember old Jona-
than Tripp, the apple-dealer. His quaint
figure and waggon with its spicy load were
as familiar to all who lived in or visited
the village as was the Road Meeting-
house, the old light-house on Windmill
Point, or Roderick Nathan’s store.

He was not often called by his whole
name. The Stonington boys of that day
had a rare faculty for bestowing appro-
priate nicknimes, and to the old vendor
of the fruit so dear to all New-Englanders
they gave the name of Apple Jonathan.

He was a tall, spare, awkward man,
with rounded, stooping shoulders, thin
gray hair, and a lean, brown, weather-
beaten face. Again and again as he
passed along he was hailed, sometimes by
a woman with her shawl over her head,
who would run out with a milk-p.n for
some golden sweets for the children, or
pippins for apple-sauce ; sometimes by a
boy or girl with a big copper cent to

*From “Dumb Foxglove and Other
Stories.” New York : Harper Brothers.

spend for juicy fruit. Again, it might be
a man with an order for a barrel or two
of seek-no-furthers for the winter even-
ings.

But Apple Jonathan was not merely a
dealer in apples; he was a lover of the
fruit, which he knew thoroughly in all
its forms, stages, developments. I do not
mean simply that he understood its culti-
vation, preservatisn, and uses, though
these he did understand well. But all
his thoughts and his words were of his
favourite fruit ; he found in it something
for every emergency ; he used it for illus-
tration, for suggestion, for moral lesson—
everything.

*“Tell me I set too much by apples,”
the old man would say. *‘Why, I couldn’
doit. There ain’t nosech thing as settin’
too much by 'em. They're the one thing
in all this shaky, onsartin’ airth of oumn
that stands by you allus, an’ don’t never
fail nor disapp’int. Set your heart on
clothes, or houses, or live stock, or even
folks, and more'n likely they’ll turn out
as you don't want ’em to. Clothes will
tear or rip or grow shiny most the fust
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time you put ’em on; your new house
will be draughty or smoky or leaky or
suthin’; your creatur’s will ail, or fall
into holes an’ break their legs, or be
struck by lightnin'; an’ folks—well,
everybody knows what folks is, an’ how
they ain’t to he depended on for a stiddy
supply o' comfort best o’ times.

But apples never disapp'ints ye. There
they be, year arter year, seed-time an’
harvest an’ all, right by ye, never failin’,
never hurtin' ye, never turnin’ out diffent
from what you'd expected, an’ ready for
every single state o' mind or sitcoation
o’ body you could getinto. S'pose you've
had a disapp’intment o’ some kind, an’
you've begun to feel as if there wa'n’t any-
thing to be depended on in this mortal
airth, that everything’s a fleetin’ show for
man's delusion given, that there ain’t
nothin’ what it’s made out to be, that
‘each pleasure hath its p'ison too, an’
every sweeb its snare,’” why you jest go
to your apple barrel for a gillyflower, say,
if that's the kind you like. That's what
you want jest now, an’ you says to your-
self, ‘Here’s suthin’ cert'in, suthin’ I
can lot on an’ never be disapp’inted.
Tell me that don’thelpye? Itcan’twmiss
o’ doin’ it.

¢t Or s’pose ag'in you're sick, an’ nothin’
seems to do you any good—doctors’ stuff,
nor yarbs, nor nothin’. Why you have
to come to apples. If youre run down
an’ pindlin’, an’ need stren’th’nin’ an’
stimerlatin’, why there’s new’ cider or
apple-jack to build ye up. Or ag'in, if
it'st’other way, an' you're too hot-blooded
an’ filled up an’ pulsy, why, there’s nothin’
s0 coolin’ an’ down-pullin’ as a froze-an’-
thawed apple un an empty stomach. If
it’s nettle-rash or erysipler, or any out-
side skinny thing like that, a poultice o’
sour apples spread on is the best thing in
the world—lots better 'n cramb’ry. For
a hackin’ cough you take apple surrup
with a little bit o' flaxseed or slippry
ellum. There ain’t nothin’ apples can’t
cure, take it in time.”

And so the old man would run on as
long as any one would listen to his talk.
On topics of general interest he had noth-
ing to say. He was, according to most
standards, a very ignorant man. He
could read slowly and with difficulty,
spelling out laboriously the larger words.
He wrote a little, and knew enough of
figures to ““tot up”’ his accounts in the
apple trade. Nota very liberal education,
you see. But he had picked up much
odd, out-of-the-way information—relig-
ious, biographical, historical—relating to
his favourite theme. To humour his
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fancy, for he was a general tavourite in
the town, people brought to the old man
any facts that they could gather relating
to his hobby. And he luid thewm away
carefully, till his mind was a queer store-
house, an apple-cellar, so to speak, of
pomological treasure. And he knew how
to bring out these bits of learning, casually
as it were, in his daily conversations,
orten giving one the impression that he
was 2 student and a thinker, and had read
and absorbed many books.

He did read his Bible a great deal.
He was a good, pious old soul, and if his
religion seemed strongly flavoured by his
favourite fruit, can we blame or judge
him? Is there not decided individuality
in each one’s creed, and do not our own
peculiar tastes ‘ufluence strongly the
hopes and fears of our theological sen-
timents? I never saw Apple Jonathan
read any book but the Bible—an old
leather-bound copy which was his con-
stant companion—and a queer old hymn-
book, which he knew by heart. Of this
last I know but one copy, which is unique
as far as I know. Its title is * Divine
Hymns, a Collection by Joshua Smithand
others,” and it is full of quaint verses,
which the old man was fond of repeating.

I suppose that the principal, perhaps
the sole reason that it was included in his
small library was because of one hymn
which bore upon his beloved hobby. It
is a curious old piece, entitled ¢ Christ,
the Apple-tree.” However strangely it
may sound to modern ears, it certainly
did not strike any of us who heard it in
Apple Jonathan's thin quavering voice as
irreverent, or lacking in a sort of homely
fervour. T quote here some of the lines,
and I can almost hear his very tones,
while a faint, spicy odour, as from an
orchard, seems to fill the air :

¢ The Tree of Life my soul hath seen,
Laden with fruit, and always green ;
The trees of nature fruitless be -
Compared with Christ, the apple-tree.”

There seems to be a good deal about
fruit in that old book. Perhaps Joshua
Smith and others had orchards too. One
of them sings :

¢ There we shall see that fruitful tree

Which bears twelve times a year,

Whose lovely fruits so sweetly suits
All heav'n’s guests for cheer.”

‘T never knowed a woman hardly,”
Jonathan would say, ‘‘that was a real
jedge o’ apples. They don’t never seem
to have what I call a tasty fac’lty. Course
they can't help knowin’ when a apple's
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out an’ out sour, or up an’ down sweet;
but the betwixts an’ betweens, the half-
ways, the jest off one an’ a mite on
t'other, why, they can’t ketch it—minds
ain’t strong enough.”

Apple Jonathan was an even-tempered,
kindly man, and rarely showed any
acidity or real bitterness in his feelings.
The only occasions on which T have seen
him give vent to much irritation or
annoyance were when any of the ¢city
folks,” summer visitors, staying at the
old Wadawannuck, made inquiries of him
concerning some species of apples un-
known to him. That piqued and vexed
the old man sorely. I met him one day,
out on the east road, shaking his head
and muttering to himself, with a very
troubled look on his brown, wrinkled face.

“ Jest come from the hotel,” he said.
¢¢dan from Philadelphy wanted to know
if I'd got any twenty-ounce apples. I
wa'n’t goin’ to let on I never heered on
em, so I says: ¢'Tain’t the season for
twenty-ouncers. The kep’-over ones is
gone, an’ the new crop ain't ripe.’

‘¢ An’ then a lady she run out an’ she
says: ‘Ain’t you got any New Jersey
codlins? That’s the only specie my
husband can eat,’ she says.

¢ Codlins ! codiins! Better call ’em
tom-cods an’ done with it, an’ buy 'em
from Abel Wilcox, the fish-man. I ain’t
no patience with them ‘ere furren fruits
an’ names. Every apple that’s good for
anything is raised in Stonin'ton borough,
or within five miles on it, 't any rate.”

We often teased the old man and tried
to draw from him some of his odd in-
formatior: as to the fruit he sold, by pre-
tending to decry it and seeming to doubt
its close connection with the history of
the universe.

“Why, what has it to do with geo-
gr]::phy, for instance ?” one of us would

“ Jography? Why, it's got everything
to do with jography. ’Tis jography
itself. How docs the books go to work
when they want to lay down the very
beginnin’ o’ things an’ tell how the
airth’s shaped? They say it’s like a
apple, kind o’ round, but a little flattened
off at the stem an’ blossom ends. They
couldn’t give no idea o' the airth if
twa'n’t for apples, an’ we might 2’ got
to conceitin’ ’twas narrer an’ p'inted like
a pear, or skewy an’ knobby like a
quince, or with a turnover handle like a
crook-neck squash, if we hadn’t got jest
the thing to measure it off by.”

**But history, Uncle Jonathan—how
about that 7"
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“Hist'ry ? It’s jest chock-full on 'em !
You rec'lect about the man that put the
apple on his boy's head—a greenin’, I
guess 'twas; that’s flattest at the bottom,
an’ would set good without jogglin’—an’
fired at it. An’ then there’s that story
that’s in all the school-books, they say,
about a prize apple they give une time to
the best-loukin’ woman, an’ the time they
had over it. It's just so to-day at our
county fairs an’ fruit shows; there's
sure to be trouble about the premiums,
partic’lar if there’s women in it. But
that wa'..’t in Conne’ticut, but out Troy
way, I believe. An’ then there’s that
story they tell about George Washin'ton
an’ his cuttin’ his pa's apple-tree. Oh,
hist'ry’s jest as full o’ apples as this peck
measure here is.”

¢ But arithmetic—do apples come into
that?” we would ask.

““BMore 'n anything else,” Apyle Jona-
than would reply. ‘I hear the boys an’
girls at Miss Lucy Ann’s school sayin’
their lessons when I'm waitin’ outside,
days. Teacher says, ‘If John’s got
fifteen apples, an” he gives Mary six,’ an’
so on an’ so on, ‘how many,’ she says,
‘has he got left?’ °An’ if a bushel o’
apples cost so much,’ says she, ‘how
much does a barrel come to?’ An’ so
'tis, over 'n over—apples, apples, apples.

“More™n that, they can’t learn young
ones to read without 'em. I heerd Hepsy
Pomeroy sayin’ over her letters t'other
day, an’ "twas all, ¢ A apple-pie, B bit it,
C cred arter it,, D danced for it,’ an’
so on an’ so on, from A to Zed and Am.
persand.

¢ What yon gigelin’ at now? They
ain't got anything to do with courtin’ an’
lovesmakin’? Well, I don’t know what’s
got any more. How’'d you tell whether
your sweetheart likes you or not ’thout
namin’ nx)ples an’ then countin’ the sceds,
an’ sayin’ :

¢ ¢One I love, two Ilove, threeIlove Isay,
Four I love 'ith all my heart,
And five I cast away,’

an’soon? Or ag'in, how'd you git the
Zust letter of her name if you didn’t have
a apple-parin’ to throw 'round your head
an’ drop on the floor? An’do you sup-
pose there was ever a couple kep’ com-
p'ny here in the borough or anywhero
else "thout a dish o' apples set out when
he come to see her ? I was sayin’ that
once to Elder Frink, o’ West'ly, an’ he
laughed kind o' foolish, an’ owned right
up that he begun courtin’ Mis’ Frink—
she was Selmy Noyes, ye know—Dby givin’
her a bite of a pumpkin-sweet at recess
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when he ava'n’t fourteen years old.
You've got tu ask me suthin’ harder 'n
that.

¢ Now about the Scripters—that's the
greatest. They're jest full o’ apples. In
the fust place, in the very beginning, ye
know, there was the garden o' Eden, an’
the best tree there, the very ch'icest,
everybody knows, wus a apple-tree. You
rec’lect all that story, an’ you know what
came on it. A apple was the one thing
Adaman’ Eve couldn’t stan’ bein’ tempted
by. an” they give way. So, you see,
‘riginal sin, that the ministers make so
much on nowadays, wasstarted by apples.
That wa'n't the fault o’ the apples, but
the folks that made » bad use on ’em.

““Then Solomon, he was the wisest
man 't ever lived, an’ he couldn’t find &
stronger comparin’ or measurin’ to use
than to say, * As a apple-tree is compared
to other trees.” e set a great deal by
apples, Solomon did. The Bible says he
writ a book about trees, an’ I often think
T'd like to git hold on it an’ see what he
said about the Lang'erthy fav'rite, f'r
instance. He talks about bein’ ‘under
the apple-tree,” an’ he says to his folks
unce, * Comfort me with apples,’ he says,
showin’ that he knowed what they counld
duv to raise your sperrits an’ chirk ye up
when low in your mind. Why, the hest
thing that he can liken a good, seas™nable,
appropri‘te sayin’ to is to apples o' gold
— gulden-sweets, I s'pose—in picters o’
silver, that is, set out on a shinin’ pewter
plate or Brittany waiter; 'tis as hand-
some ’s a picter then, ye know.

*“An’ then Joel, one o' the old pro-
phets, he tells about the apple-trees bein’
all withered; kind of a blight, ye sce.
To be sure, he mentions the palm-tree
in the same c¢’nection, but that was a
mistake, I guess. I dun’no’ what palm-
trecs is good for except for fans to keep
in the pews at meetin’.

**An’ then there’s one sayin’ that's
come down from them Bible times about
the apple of our eye. That means the
thing we've set our hearts on, the very
best thing we've got—the apple, ye see,
of our eye. They had to use the apple,
ye see, to figur’ that out too.”

There was in the village at that time
a boy named Joseph Peckham, but
universally known as Joe Ricketts. His
misshapenlittle figure, rounded shoulders,
crooked legs, large head, and pale, thin
face were well known to every one in
Stonington. He was wonderfully in-
telligent, fond of reading, and had a re-
markable memory. To this hoy Apple
Jonathan seemed greatly drawn, and the

two were close friends. It was from Joe
Ricketts that the old man learned much
of the apple lore he dealt vut with the
fruit itself to his customers.

It was little Joe who hunted out from
books, papers, or magazines, stories about
the fruit, found out fur his vld friend the
origin of the different names his apples
bore, and the history of each variety. I
cannot remember them, those old tales.
I do not know now who was the Peck
who gave his name to the Peck’s pleasant,
nor why the Astrakhan should bear that
furry name. But Apple Jonathan knew
it all, and it was little Joe Ricketts who
told him.

There was one apple in the old man’s
orchard whose name puzzled both him
and his little humpbacked teacher. A
young tree had been given him years
before by an old farmer long ago dead,
and to the best of Junathan's recollection
he had called it the Easter apple-tree.
That name was inexplicable to little Joe.
No such family as Easter was known in
the town, nor, as far as he knew, in the
neighbouring villages. Neither was there
any place of that name known to the buy,
or to any of whom he made inquiries. He
was piqued and interested, and deter-
mined to solve the mystery. No trained
antiquarian or philologist could have
thrown himself more eagerly into the
question. He said the word over and
over, suggested theories, and again de-
molished them.

After a talk of this nature one day, as
the boy rode along the village streets by
the old man’s side, the waggon drew up
before the green door of Miss Esther
Carew. ¢ Wait a minute, sonny,” said
Jonathan ; *“I promised to speak to Miss
Easter about some pie-apples.”

Now in Stonington, and through all
New England, I think, the name Esther
was pronounced Easter. It was often
spelled so, and I have found it ir that
form on many an old gravestone. As
Apple Jonathan came out of the back
gate and rejoined the boy, little Joecried
out:

“1 ’most b'lieve 1 got it this time.
Wan't there an Easter 'mong Jubal
Miner’s folks, an’ didn’t he name it arter
her, an’ call it an Easter apple?”

“*Sounds likely,” responded Jonathan,
“but T don't rec'lect any onc o' that
name in the family. W¢'ll find out. 1
hope ’tis that way, for I allus liked that
name. In my hymn-book here there'’s a
picce called ¢ Composed on the Death of
a Wife.’ I've spoke it to you, youknow;
that one that says :
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¢ ¢ Now like a disconsolate dove
I'in left all alone for to moura.’

An" her name ’peared to be Easter, forin
one stanzy he says :

¢ ¢ An’ jine that eternal new song
An’ with my kind Easter tosing.””

So to Quiambaug again they journeyed
to look for 2 possible Esther among Jubal
Miner’s folks. But no trace of any one
bearing that name could be found among
the Miners, nor in the closely connected
families of Wheelers or Yorks.

It was on a blustering day in early
March, as the old appie-dealer rode down
the main street of the village, that hesaw
Joe Ricketts hobbling towards him up
¢“the docror’s lane.” Joe waved his little
thin hand, and Jonathan stopped and
took him in. The boy’s face was bright
with excitement and interest.

¢ Mebbe—we've—got it this time,” he
gasped, out of breath with his exertion.
¢ jest come acrost it in a Sabba’-school
book Ben Niles lent me. D’ye know
there was another kind o' Easter 2

*¢ No,” said Apple Jonathan, in a sur-
prised tone. ** Whatis 't—awoman ?”

“Oh no; it's a day—a day some folks
keep. Jeverhear of it, Uncle Jonathan ?”

Now you must remember that the
feasts and festivals of what is called the
Christian Year werc but little heeded at
that time in Puritan New England.
There was no Episcupal church then in
Stonington, and in the other churches the
custom of holding services upon Christ-
mas or Easter was quite unknown. I
doubt not there were many in the village
and town who had never heard of Easter
Sunday, though knowing well all about
the glusivus fact it is intended to com-
memorate.

So Apple Jonathan shook his head.
“Never heerd of a day like that, Joe,”
he said. ‘¢ What's it kep’ for 7"

Now poor Joe Ricketts was very close
to being a hcathen. There had been
little in his wretched life to make him
anything else.  He remembered nothing
of father or mother, but made his home—
if we can give the place that Leautful
name—with a crabbed, soured old aunt,
who beat and abused the boy. Apple
Jonathan, though a religious old soul,
was reticent upon sacred themes, save so
far as they scemed associated with his
favourite pursuit, and had taught the boy
little of what might have brought much
light and comfort to the stunted, dwarfed
soul shut up in its queer, battered cage.

I will not give you the story of Easter
as the boy told it. You would hardly
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recognize the tale in its quaint, homely
form. But Jonathan knew it for what it
was. His wrinkled brown face took ona
softened look as he interpreted the story,
and with the aid of his old Bible and
hymn-book tried to make it clear to little
Joe. This is no place in which to say
much of that, nor ¢f the hope which be-
gan to dawn in the boy’s soul of a possible
change some day in the rickety aching
body he dragged about sv wearily. But
after all, though there was such an Easter
as this, what had Jubal Miner’s apple-
tree to do with it? Neither Jonathan
nor Joe could explain this.

*Did the book say what time o’ year
this Easter come ?”" asked Jonathan.

“*Said it changed about a guod deal,
but 'most allus come along in April some-
wher’s.”

¢ April! There ain't no apple-tree
bears that time o’ year,” said the old man.

¢« Mebbe this kind keeps over till April
better 'n t’others,” suggested Joe.

¢ No,” said Jonathan; “‘they don't
keep good anyway. Fac’ is, they ain't
good for much, them Easterapples, 't any
rate late years. The leaves was all eat
up this year an’ last by caterpillars, an’
the fruit wasn’t much but windfalls, an'I
left 'em on the ground; didn't pay to
gether 'em.”

Many and long were the conversations
held upon tuis theme by the odd pair of
friends. Their world was verysmall, and
this question of the Easter apple’s origin,
so trivial to us, assumed vast proportions.
Little Joe found much about Easter in
his books, now that he looked for it, and
he asked many questions of the minister
and others well informed on the subject.
But nothing helped him to make out the
connection between the anniversary and
the gnarled, worm-infested apple-tree.
At last he read in the New Londmn
weckly paper that Easter would that year
fall upon the 20th of April, and the hoy
looked forward eagerly to the day. Some-
how he would know all about it then, he
thought ; something would happen.  *'1
hope “twill be nice weather,” he said,
“so't I can set out an' watch, an’ ]
blieve Tl find out the reason o' that
name.”

Apple Jonathan was to take the buy
home with him on Saturday, the 19th,
and keep him over Sunday. It wasan
early spring for that climate, and there
had been a succession of soft, warn days,
with the sun almost hot at noontime,
though the nights were stillcold. It was
warm_that Saturday morning as Apple
Jonathan and Joc Ricketts started on
their drive out to the old man’s hame.
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Joe thought it was too warm, took off his
ragged woollen comforter, and said his
hands and cheeks were * burnin’ up.”
And surely there was a crimson spot on
each thin check, and the little fingers felt
very hot when Jonathan touched them.
The boy was strangely excited, for they
two were going to keep Easter, their first,
under the apple tree. April is an un-
certain month, particularly so in New
England, and before they reached Jona-
than’s house the sky had clouded and a
cold wind had come up.

It was from old Junathan himself that
I heard the story of that Easter. The
morning dawned sunshiny and fair, and
the pair of friends were early at their
post. There was nothingof awakening
or reviving about the Easter apple-tree.
Some of the early fruit already showed
small pink buds, and there were leaves
of tender green on many trees. But
Jubal Miner's tree looked brown and
dead. They sat down under it, and
again little Joe questioned Apple Jona-
than. He asked him about the blowth,
the fruit, the leaves, and finally about
the caterpillars that devoured the foliage.

*Oh, they was jest these pesky little
things,” the old man told him, *that
spin down on ye by a thread, you know ;
the kind that go along, fust their heads
an' then drorin’ up their tails, hunchin’
their backs up every time, ye know.”

*¢Like me,” said the boy; *“I've seed
that sort; allus makes me feel's if they
was mockin’s me an’ my way o gettin’
along. An’ what become on ‘em, Uncle
Jonny 17

“What, the worms, sonny? Why, 1
killed all T could on 'em ; an’ the rest—
there, now, they was suthin’ cur’us about
that!' T forgot it till now. I sce some
on ‘em let theirselves down off the tree,
an’ then what d’ye think come on ‘em?
Why, they dug down inter the groun’

_like a mole, an’ there they stayed.”

The boy raised himself on his elbow
aud looked into the old man's face.
““Buried theirselves in the groun’,” he
said, ‘‘an’ stayed there ! He shivered.
““Wish ye hadn’t tole me that,” he said ;
““that's what I'm scared of.”

““What, of bein’ buried, sonny ? You
hadn't oughter talk that way; ‘tain’t
good for little boys.”

“Yes,” in a low, frightened voice.
“Aunt Viny says I ain’t never goin® to
grow up ; an’ if I don’t, why, that means
I'm goin’ to be put in the groun,’ like
Jim Fannin’, an’ it scares me so !

“But, bubby, you mustn’t think o’
that part. Don't ye rec'lect what I told
ye about the risin’ an’all that 2"
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“I know,” sighed the boy; “‘but T can’t
make it out real, someways. It don’t
seem reasmable, does it, now, that you
put me down in the dirt there, a drawed-
up, hunched-up chap like them cater-
pillars you tell on, an’ spect me to come
out ag'in, an’ all diffent an’ spry an’
flyin’ ;—it don’t, does it, mow, Uncle
Jonny ¢ Might jest ’s well think as how
them hunchy worms that went down an’
died undergroun’ there was goin’ to come
back ag'in.” As he spoke, the boy, still
leaning on one elbow, sifted through the
tingers of his other hand the earth, lifting
and letting it fall idly. In doing this he
uncovered something small and hard and
brown.

“There, that’s one on ’em now!” he
said, in a weary tone ; *‘all dried up and
dead’s a nail, jest ’s I'll be, arter a spell.”
He touched it with hisfinger. Suddenly
his face flushed and his eyes grew bright.
**Uncle Jonny, quick! look! Suthin’s
happin’ to it ! Look ! look !” Together
the two bent over the dry, horny thing,
and something did happen. It was an
every-day, common thing, not a miracle.
We do not believe in mircles in these
days when we know so much. But it
wits 2 strange and wonderful thing to
those simple folk. The bursting shell,
the waking life, the spreading wings, the
fhight—oh, it was a glorious Easterlesson !

And when I saw, only a few days later,
the rough, strangely shaped cofin that
held the quiet form of poor Joe Ricketts,
I thought less of the little grave just dug
in the moist earth of the grave-yard than
of the waking at another Easter.

**There 'tis, ye see,” said Apple Jona-
than, setting down his wooden peck
measure while he wiped his eyes with his
big red handkerchief : *¢ even that has to
be learnt ye by apples. Sin an’ dyin’
come in by ‘em, yc know, an’ it looks
now as if they went out same way.
Never made that little fellow take in the
doctrine o’ risin’ from the dead till we
coine to the apple-tree for °’t. I'm drefile
glad he gota leetle comfort out on it ;
though anyway he'd ‘3’ found itall out
pooty soon, where he's gone. But I kinder
miss him, an’ even apples don’t seem to
help me s much ’s you'd think.”

What mattered it that I learned long
after from Elder Browning the true
origin of the name old Jubal Miner had
given his seedling apple, and that he had
called it after hisdead sweetheart, Esther
Swan, for whosesake he had lived solitary
all his days? The lesson was the same,
and so was the comfort it brought to one
poor little crawling, hunchy, human
earthworm.
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SOCIAL PROBLEMS.*

Dr. Lorimer is the well-known and
successful pastor of the congregation of
Tremont Temple, Boston. He is a man
of wide reading and rare affluence of
thought and expression. He recognizes
the fact that the great questions
of the times are not its political or
economical, but its social questions. He
writes with all the strength of intense
conviction on the importance of social
reform and social evolution. The author
has much faith in co-operation as a solv-
ent for many of the troubles of the
times. He arraigns as ‘‘the greatest
crime against humanity,” not the trusts
and combines of the day, but the drink
evil. No longer slavery, but drunken-
ness is ‘‘the sum of all villainies.”
¢ The poverty, squalor, anguish, misery,
and infamy occasioned by it have never
been told, and never will be until the
angel at the last shall unroll that awful
scroll whose dread record shall smite the
guilty with an unending curse.” hen
the duty on spirits was removed in
Norway, in ten years insanity increased
50,000. Of 300 idiots examined by Dr.
Howe, of Massachusetts, 145 were chil-
dren of intemperate parents. Insanity
in the United States in thirty years has
increased nearly four-fold ; murders in
ten years from 1,449 to 10,054, or about
thirty & day. Our author quotes the
grim irony of sending to the coast of
Africa in one vessel 800,000 gallons of
rum and one issionary—a very slim
percentage of antidote to such a tre-
mendous dose of the bane of the Dark
Continent.

As one of the most noteworthy signs
of social evolution our author notes *“ the
passing of the war god.” The Church of
Christ, he aflirms, has been founded by
the Prince of Peace to bring about the
reign of peace. ** The waste and woe of
war is such as to envelop the Christian
mind in an agony of great darkness, even
as our Saviour himself was oppressed by
the blackness of the world’s shame in the
Garden of Gethsemane.” Napoleon sac-
rificed to his ambitious schemes five
millions of men. Eighteen or twenty
millions are slain in battle every century
in Europe, and as many more in non-
civilized nations. After the battle of
Jena, Napoleon imposed upon Prussia

* ¢ Christianity and the Social State.™
By George C. Lorimer. Philadelphia: A.
J. Rowland. Toronto: William Briggs.
Pp. xix.-488. Price, $2.00.

the humiliation of restricting her army to
40,000 men. This, regarded at the time
as a calamity, wasa blessing. It relieved
the impoverished country of vast war
burdens, afforded an opportunity for
industrial revival and the recuperation
of national resources, and helped to make
Germany what she is to-day. War is
not now the pastime of kings. There
have been evolved great principles cf
international law which are making for
brotherhood between the nations. Black-
stone, Grotius, and XKent, and other
writers of international polity, attribute
this directly to the influence of Chris-
tianity. When the American Senate and
yellow journals were swept off’ their feet
by Cleveland’s message, the pulpit and
religious press caused a reaction in favour
of peace. In England & new stanza was
added to the national anthem :

Lord, let war’s tempests cease;

Fold the whole world in peace

Under Thy wings ;

Make all the nations one,

All hearts beneath the sun,

Till Thou shalt reign alone,

Great King of Kings.

‘Within three years came the Anglo-
American rapprochement and the pas.
sionate welcome on both sides of the
sea of the English laureate’s prophecy :
Aye, fling them out to the breeze,

Shamrock, and thistle, and rose ;

And the star-spangled banner unfurl with
these,

A message to friends and foes,

Wherever the sails of peace are seen,

And wherever the war-wind blows.

Now that the English heart has found
a kindred American heart; and now
that its wise men are planning to guide
its future in such a way that it shall no
longer be subject to misconceptions,
jealousies, and contentions, but shall
strive in brotherly emulation for the
victories of peace, we may well believe
that the prophet’s vision of the world's
wide love shall speedily be fulfilled and
the war god be forever overthrown.

And now that the two are one again,
Behold on their shield the word *“ refrain ¥ !
And theeagle’s swoop and thelion’smight,
And the lion's leap and the eagle’s sight,
Shall guard theflag with the word **refrain?!’
Now that the two are one again.

Such books as Dr.Lorimer’s cannot fail
to knit the bonds of brotherhood between
the kindred peoples on both sides of the
sea.



SPIRITUAL
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I

I know of few subjects upon which
there is as much diversity of opinion, and
of which Christian people have such con-
fused ideas, as that of spiritual power.

I rvefer to that spiritual experience
which Jesus promised his disciples in
His statement: **But ye shall receive
power after that the Holy Ghost is come
upon you,” and the fact that the Master’s
words in this promise are, in my opinion,
generally misunderstood.

We do not often find religious teachers
who agree in their statement as to wiat
the power is, what its manifestations are,
how it is received and retained and the
persons vwho arc endued with it. Per-
haps the chief reason for this confusion is
that many who teach concerning it have
never experienced the power personally,
and they must needs be in error; for no
man can correctly theorize concerning
such a subject unless he is actually in
possession of the experience,

There are few branches of even human
Lknowledge which can be correctly taught
by one who has not had actual experience
in the subject, and who does not know of
his own knowledge that which he teaches ;
although there may be some subjects
which are an exception to this rule. But
a blind man can never be an anthority on
colours, nor can a deaf man be a teacher
of music, and it is equally impossible for
aman to correctly describe 2 spiritual ex-
perience of which he has not himself par-
taken.

It is true that an intelligent Christian
may read the promises of the Master con-
cerning this great gift, and draw his own
conclusions as to what it is, and the way
it may be obtained ; and he may impart
his own ideas to others, but his concep-
tion of it, short of its actual experience,
is sure to be wide of the mark, and he
will be but little better than the blind
leading the blind.

Still, incorrect views of sincere men

* \We regret that the crowded state of our
ages prevents our presenting the whole of
Mr. Linscott’s admirable article in this
number. The remainder will follow in our
May issue. The two parts form one of the
strongest, clearest, and most cogent papers
on this important subject that we have
rcad.—Ep.

POWER.*
S. LINSCOTT.

concerning this, as well as other great
spiritual questions, are infinitely better
than no views at all, and it does seem Im-
possible to arrive at mew truth without
wading though error. But the wrong view
of areal truth-seeker to-day isalways
step toward the right view to-morrow.
for God always meets such a man in his
spiritual investigations and reveals to him
all essential truth.

So I rejoice in all the views that are
advocated on this all-important subject
of spiritual power, and hail with the right
hand of fellowship those who are investi-
gating its wonderful depths.

But I desire to help spiritual students
to as clear an understanding of this sub-
ject from an intellectual standpoint as
can be obtained ; by first clearing away
the rubbish which has gathered around it
so that the truth itself may be seen as it
is.

Perhaps the most important question
with which we can start the discussion is:
What is the power that Jesus said Chris-
tians should have after that they had re-
ceived the Holy Ghost? It does not, in
my opinion, necessarily mean that the
physical powers will be increased or be
above the normal, for we all know that
some men who are powerful physically
are entirely void of spiritual strength,
while others who are weak physically
illemonstmte the power of God in their

ves.

Nor does spiritual power imply that a
man will of necessity be intellectually
strong as compared with other men.
Some intellectual giants are spiritual im-
beciles; and we read that God hath
chosen the weak things to confound the
mighty. Doubtless a person clothed with
spiritual power will make the best use
possible of his physical as well as of his
intellectual powers, but I do not think
that either of these are necessarily in-
creased thereby, although there may be
some exceptions to this rule.

It is generally supposed thata person
clothed with spiritual power experiences
great emotion, that his nature is under
a pressure of fecling like steam ina boiler
pressing upon every square inch, driving
him through life at a wonderful speed,
and enabling him to do the work of a half-
dozen ordinary men. Such an experience
is often pictured by teachers of the
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higher life, and hundreds as a result seck
such power, and not being able to find it
give up the quest in disappointment.
Others succeed in getting an experience
similar to that which I have described,
and in error call it the power which Jesus
promised ; but in a few days or weeks
human nature rebels at the unnatural
strain, and reaction sets in. Then such
persons think that they have driven the
Holy Ghost away and have lost the
spiritual power which they thought they
possessed.

Or it may be in some cases that persons
do actually receive the Holy Ghost, and
consequent spiritual power ; and its mani-
festations are great mental and nervous
excitement, with mesmeric power or ex-
traordinary influence over their fellow-
men, and they confound the Holy Ghost,
who is not an emotion, and whose inten-
tion is to abide always, with these mani-
festations, which of necessity can be of
but short duration, or at most will but
come and go like the early cloud and the
morning dew. So when the manifestation
is gone such persons often cast away their
faith in the Holy One, and become again
like other men.

Evidently spiritual power may exist
with great emotion and wonderful mani-
festations of human energy and strength,
or it may exist with the quiet and calm
of a summer evening, without a ripple
upon the spiritual deep or sufficient
breeze to fill the sails of the emotions.

A man’s sensations are no gauge what-
ever of the power of the Spirit ; the only
true gauge being that of simple faith;
committing one’s self to the Unseen, and
trusting the Invisible and Intangible,
with the same confidence with which men
trust that which they see and handle.

Again, although the Holy Ghost is
¢¢ for us and our children, and for all that
are afar off,” yet being possessed of Him
will not make all men alike, or affect them
in the same way. This may not seem an
important statement on the face of it,
but we shall find upon investigation that
it reveals a very serious practical difticulty
in the minds and experiences of many.

We come in contact with men, either
by reading or personally, who are filled
with the Holy Ghost and power. We
wonder at their work, we admire their
spirit, we marvel at the beauty and sym-’
metry of their lives, and straightway we
want to be like them. They tell us the
story of their spiritual education, of their
former defeats and the present victories
of their faith. They ascribeall their con-
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quests to the Lamb and to the indwelling
Holy Spirit, and urge us to receive the
Comforter as they did.

Tnder these influences many begin to
seck for the spiritual power manifested
in such lives, ahd in the majority of cases
I fear they set God a plan, and want to
be like the individual whose wonderful
experience and teaching has created in
them this holy aspiration. But God
works to no man’s plans, and he rarely, if
ever, makes two lives alike, for with the
same spiritual power He creaves in menan
endless diversity of manifestations.

Persons who thus seek, I venture to
say, never find, until they cease asking
for a particular kind of blessing, and de-
sire to be filled with the Holy Ghost
without setting Him any plan as to the
manifestation which His presence will
make in their experiences and lives.

But the Scriptures end all controversy
on this point. ““For to one is given by
the Spirit the word of wisdom, to another
the word of knowledge by the same Spirit.
To another faith by the same Spirit, to
another the gift of healing by the same
Spirit. To another the working of mira-
cles; to another prophecy; to another
the discerning of spirits ; toanother divers
kinds of tongues; to another the interpre-
tation of tongues: But all these worketh
that vne and the selfsame Spirit, divid-
ing to every man severally as he will.”
Now these experiences referred to by
Paul in the quotation which I have given
can only be possessed by persons who are
endued with the power of the Holy Ghost,
and yet the manifestation of the power is
different in each case. It is not to be
supposed that Paul stated more thana
few samples of the manifestations which
are a result of the gift of the Holy Ghost,
for the list can be indefinitely extended.

Indeed, while there may be much in
common cnjoyed by those who are thus
spiritually endued, yet it is a fact that
the manifestations of this spiritual power
are as varied as are human faces, and its
special gifts as multiform as are the needs
of each individual and the special work
to which he may be called.

God never intended that man should
be sufticient of himself to fulfil properly
any of the high functions of life, or to
adequately discharge any of its important
duties without divine aid.  Spiritual
power, the power of the Holy Ghost, is
an essential to all men. The tendency is
to limit this need to what is called
spiritual work, but it is needed for the
proper discharge of all sorts of legitimate
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work, and so we might say that to one is
given the spirit of merchandise, to another
the gift of banking by the saume Spirit,
and to another the skill of a imechanic,
and to another motherhood and domes-
ticity, and to another agriculture. To
another the power to rule and to another
the spirit of service. The Holy Spirit
anoints one to preach and another to hear;
one to write and another to read ; and all
these are but the different manifestations
of that one and same Spirit who is God
the Holy Ghost.

The Holy One does not give different
faculties, or new natural abilities, but He
does supplement the lack that men feel ; He
does intensify, gives point and force, and
marshals the natural adaptation of each
against the difficulties that are encoun-
tered, so that ‘‘ one shall chase a thousand
and two put ten thousand to flight.” Men
fail in their work because they lack the
power of God, but no man fails, no matter
what his work, who is energized by the
Spirit, for the promise of the Master is,
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¢ But ye shall receive powerafter that the
Holy Ghost is come upon you."”

By these remarks I would emphasize, to
a seeker of this puwer, the importance of
not trying to be made like any other man,
or to set God in any way a plan, but
simply to receive the prumised Holy
Ghost and let His power work out the
finished product in your life.

While the Holy Ghost gives different
gifts to Christians, He also gives different
degrees of the same kind of gift to differ-
ent individuals, as it may please Him.
So that it is not for us to say whether we
shall be Spirit-filled men of the first or
any other magnitude, and no man in my
opinion can enjoy the fulness of the Spint
unless he is as willing to be last as he is
to be first, as willing to be the least as he
is to be chief in this spiritual kingdom.
This pussibly may be one reason why so
few are filled with all the fulness of God,
for the last thing that dies, even in a
good mar, is the desire that he should be
an important person.

HOLY COMMUNION.

BY THE LATE RIGHT HON. W. E.

Lord, as Thy temple’s portals close,
Behind the outward-parting throng,
So shut my spirit in repose,
So bind it here, Thy flock among.
The fickle wanderer else will stray
Back to the world’s wide parchéd way.

Here where thine angels overhead
Do warn the Tempter's Powers away ;
And where the bodies of the deaid
For life and resurrection stay ;
And many a generation’s prayer
Hath perfumed and hath blest the air;

O lead my blindness hy the hand,
Lead me to Thy familiar feast,
Not here or now to understand,
Yet even here and now to taste,
Fow the Eternal Word of heasen
On carth in broken bread is given.

We who this holy precinct round
In one adoring circle kneel,

AMay we in one intent be bound,
And one serene devotion feel ;

And grow around Thy sacred shrine

Like tendnls of the deathless vine.

We, who with one blest food are fed,
Into one body may we grow,

And one pure Life, from Theo the Head,
Informing all the members flow,

One pulse be feit in every vein,

One law of pleasure and of pain.

GLADSTONE.

O let the virtue all divine,
The gift of this true Sabbath morn,
Stored in my spirit’s inner shrine,
Be purely and be meekly borne,
Be hushanded with thrifty care
And sweetened and refreshed with prayer:

Like some deposit rarely wrought,
And to be rendered up to Thee
In righteous deed and holy thought,
In soul-desires Thy face to sce,
Then freely to be poured as rain

In grace upon the heart again.

Cease we not then to adore
When our footsteps pass away
From this House’s hallowed floor :
Let us worship all the day
By a soul to Thee resigned
And by the love of human kind.

In theé silence of the tongue,
In the stillness of the hand,

Thy songs, my heart, be not unsung ;
All thy wild desires command

Into a celestial calm:

Sprinkle them with angel's balm :

Nor for this day alone, but all,
Till soon again in holy fear
Upon our present Lord we call
And hold with Him Communion here,
Discerning from our earthly food
His broken Body and His Blood.
—McClure’s Magazine.
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MEMBERS ONE OF ANOTHER.

BY THI LATE REV. S, S. NELLES, D.D.

*“The human frame is frequently em-
ployed in the Holy Scriptures to illus-
trate spiritual truths. It is used espe-
cially to depict the relations subsisting
between Christ and his Church, and also
the mutual dependence subsisting be-
tween the various members and oftices
of the Church.

““ Educated men and uneducated are
members one of another. The men who
toil with the brain and the men who toil
with the hand are in co-partnership, bound
together by the closest ties of reciprocal
help and obligation. This is sometimes
forgotten by men of culture, especially
by men of narrow or ungenerous,types of
culture. They have a knowledge that
putfeth up, but not a charity that build-
eth up. They become infected with the
haughty spirit of exclusiveness, the cold-
ness and pride of a spurious refinement.
They are of finer clay than the common
humanity. They are of the head and
have no need of the feet.

“Young men fresh from college are
sometimes tainted with the disease, and
venture even to look scornfully upon the
homely garb and homely ways of the
very father and mother by whose tender
love and sore self-denials they have
secured the slight elevation from which
they affect to look down upon the rock
from whence they were hewn. And in
other walks and phases of intellectualism
the same miserable vanity may be de-
tected. But his enlightenment has not
advanced very far ; he has not yet learned
that without the mechanic and the
farmer there could be no scholarship
and philosophy.

“If there was no shoemaker the
scholar must needs make his own shoes ;
if there were no carpenter, the scholar
must needs build his own house ; if there
were no miller or baker, the scholar must
needs grind his own corn and bake his
own bread ; the result of all which must

must be, poorer bread, poorer houses,
poorer shoes, and also poorer scholar-
ship, if, indeed, any scholarship at all.

““When it is said the king himself is
served by the field, this means the king
of thought as well. The crown upon the
brow of the scholar may be luminous
with the light of heaven, but the gems
with which it is set have been dug from
the rugged rocks of earth. The sceptre
he wields was hewn from the mountain
side by the rude hands of toil. The steps
by which he ascends to his thrune of
power repose upon the shoulders of the
common and unlettered humanity below.
Learning means leisure, leisure means
capital, and capital means lahour.

‘¢ The scholar’s exemption from manual
toil isa purchased exemption—purchased
by the vicarious drudgery and mental
poverty of many generations of men. It
is one of many examples to show how
dependent the perceptions of the intel-
lect often are upon the affections. The
philosopher may indeed discover his
obligations to the peasant, hut the
Gospel alone will infuse into all the
walks of literature and science that
sweet and tender sympathy which reveals
itself to the world in the manger and the
Cross.

¢TI beseech you, cultivate this sense of
oneness with all humanity, however re-
moved from you it may be in learning
and refinement. If at any time you find
a man whose hands are hardened by toil,
whose feet are laden with the thick clay
of the field, and whose air and gait
betoken the severities of his homely lot,
then, with a quick and tender cordiality,
lay your soft white hand in his, letting
him feel how mindful you are of him as
a brother in the common work of human
advancement ; as a bruther, too, through
whose vicarious exclusion you have found
admission within the temple of science
and letters.”

EASTER

Chrrist is risen, the sky is saying ;
Lo ! He lives, the hills declare :

God is love, the flowers are telling ;
Joy is round us everywhere.

Love’s pure bliss shall live forever,
Rooted in eternal love ;

Happiness and hi§h endeavour,
Have their birth in heaven above, .

HYMN.

Easter lilies, fair and tranquil,

Tell how Jesus conquered death,
Let the glad news of atoncment

Waft its fragrance from your breath.

Weep not o’er the graves of loved ones,
Come away, oh, grieving heart !

Hast not heard the graves are opened ?
They are risen ; in peace depart.
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LIQUID AIR.

A NEW SUBSTANCE THAT PROMISES TO DO THE WORK OF COAL AND
ICE AND QUNPOWDER, AT NEXT 70 NO COST.*

BY RAY STANNARD BAKER.

Charles E. Tripler, of New York city,
reduces the air of his laboratory to a
clear, sparkling liguid that boils on ice,
freezes pure alcohol, and burns steel like
tissue paper. And yet Mr. Tripler dips
up this astounding liquid in an old tin
saucepan and pours it about like so much
water. Although fluid it is not wet to
the touch, but it burns like a white-hot
iron, and when exposed to the open air
for a few minutes, it vanishes in a cold
gray vapour, leaving only a bit of white
frost.

All this is wonderful enough, but it is
by no means the most wonderful of the
inventor's achievements. I saw Mr.
Tripler admit a quart or more of the
liquid air into a small engine. A few
seconds later the piston began to pump
vigorously, driving the fly-wheel as if
under a heavy head of steam. The
liquid air had not been forced into the
engine under pressure, and there was no
perceptible heat under the boiler; in.
deed the tube which passed for a boiler
was soon shaggy with white frost. Yet
the little engine stood there in the middle
of the room running apparently without
motive power, making nonoiseand giving
out no heat or smoke, and producing no
ashes. And that is something that can
be seen nowhere clse in the world—it isa
new and almost inconceivable marvel.

“If T can make little engines run by
this power, why not big ones?” asks
Mr. Tripler. ““And if I can produce
liquid air practically ™. »ut cost—and I
will show you that I really can—why
shouldn’t we be able soon to do entirely
away with coal and wood and all other
fuel ?”

*“And run entirely with air?”’

“Yes, with liquid air in place of the
water now used in steam boilers, and the
ordinary heat of the air instead of the
coal under the boilers. Air is the cheup-
est material in the world, but we have
only begun learning how to use it. We
know a little about compressed air, bub
almost nothing about utilizing the heat of
the air. For centuries men have been
digging their source of heat out of the

* Abridged from an article in March
number of McClure’s Magazine.

earth at enormous expense, and then
wasting ninety per cent. of it in burning.
Coal is only the sun’s energy stored uj.
What I do is to use the sun’s energy
direct.

It is easy enough, after obtaining a
supply of liquid alr, to run an engine
with it ; but where is there any practical
advantage in using steam power to make
liquid air for running engines? Whynot
use steam power direct, as at present ?

Mr. Trpler always anticipates this
question after explaining his engine—
which is still running smoothly before our
eyes,

**You have seen how I run this engine
with liquid air,” he says. **Now, if T
can produce power by using liquid air in
my engine, why not use that power for
producing more liquid air? A liquid-air
engine, if powerful enough, will compress
the air and produce the cold in my
liquefying machine exactly as well as a
steam engine. Isn’t that plain?”

You look at the speaker hard and a bit
suspiciously. ¢¢Then you propose making
liquid air with liquid air ¢”

““ T not only propose doing it, but this
machine actually does it.”

““You pour liquid air into your engine,
and take more liquid air out of your
liquefier ¢

“Yes; it is merely an application of
the power produced by my liquid-air
engine.”

This all but takes your breath away.
““ That is perpetual motion,” you object.

¢“No,” says Mr. Tripler sharply,” no
perpetual motion about it. The heat of
the atmosphere is boiling the liquid air in
my engine and producing power just
exactly as the heat of coal boils waterand
drives off steam. I simply use another
form of heat. I get my power from the
heat of the sun; so does every other
producer of power. Coal, as I said be-
fore, is only a form of the sun’s energy
stored up. The perpetual motion crank
tries to utilize the attraction of gravi-
tation, not the heat of the sun.”

Then Mr. Tripler continues more
slowly: “But I go even further than
that. I have actually made about ten
gallons of liquid air in my liquefier by
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the use of about three gallons in my
engine. There is, therefore, a surplusage
of seven gallons that has cost me nothing
and which I can use clsewhere as power.”

¢ And there is mo limit to this pro-
duction ; you can keep on producing this
surplusage indefinitely 7"

‘I think so. I have not yet finished
my experiments, you understand, and I
don’t want to claim too much. I believe
I have discovered a great principle in
science, and I believe I can make prac-
tical machinery do what my experimental
machine will do.”

POSSIBILITIES OF LIQUID AIR.

What if Mr. Tripler can build a sue-
cessful ‘‘surplusage machine”? It is
bewildering to dream of the possibilities
of a source of power that costs nothing.
Think of the ocean greyhound unen-
cumbered with coal bunkers, and swel-
tering boilers, and smokestacks, making
her power as she sails, from the free sea
air around her! Think of the boilerless
locomnotive running without a fire-box or
firemen, or without need of water tanks
or coal chutes, gathering from the air as
it passes the power which turns its
driving-wheels! ~ With costless power.
think how travel and freight rates must
fall, bringing bread and meat more
cheaply to our tables and cheaply manu-
factured clothing more cheaply to our
backs. Think of the possibilities of
aérial navigation with power which re-
quires no heavy machinery, no storage
batteries, no coal—but I will take up
these possibilities later. If one would
practise his imagination on high flights,
let him ruminate on the question, ‘¢ What
will the world be when power costs
nothing ?”’

PREVIOUS ATTEMPTS TO LIQUEFY AIR.

Until twenty years ago, scientists
thought that air was a permanent gas—
that it never would be anything but a gas.
They had tried compressing it under
thousands of pounds of pressure to the
square inch ; they had tried heating it in
reverberatory furnaces and cooling it to
the greatest. known depths of chemical
cold; but . remained air—a gas. But
one day, in 1877, Raoul Pictet submitted
oxygen gas to enormous pressure com-
bined with intense cold. The result was
a few precious drops of a clear bluish
liquid that bubbled violently for a few
seconds and then passed away in a cold
white mist. M. Pictet had proved that
oxygen was not really a permanent gas,
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but merely the vapour of a mineral, as
steam is the vapour of ice. Fifteen
years later Olzewski, o Pole, of Warsaw,
succeeded in liquefying nitrogen, the
other constitugnt of air. About the
same time Professor James Dewar, of
England, exploring independently in the
region of the North Pole of temperature,
not only liquefied oxygen and nitrogen,
but produced liguid air in some quantity,
and then actually froze it into a mushy
ice—air ice. The first ounce that he
made cost more than $3,000. A little
later he reduced the cost to $500 a pint,
and the whole scientific world rang with
the achievement. VYesterday, in DMr.
Tripler’s laboratory, I saw five gallons of
liquid air poured out like so much water.
It was made at the rate of fifty gallonsa
day, and it cost, perhaps, twenty cents a
gallon,

A NEAR VIEW OF THE ACTUAL MAKING.

The apparatus by which the air is
actually liquefied is nothing but a felt-
and-canvas-covered tube about as large
around as a small barrel and perhaps
fifteen feet high. The lower end is set
the height of a man’s shoulders above the
floor, and there is a little spout below,
from which, upon opening a frosty valve,
the liquid air may be seen bursting out
through a cloud of icy mist. I asked the
old engineer who has been with M.
Tripler for years what was inside of
this mysterious swathed tube.

“It’s full of pipes,” he said.

T agked Mr. Tripler the same question.

““Pipes,” was his answer ; ‘‘pipes and
coils with especially constructed valves
for the air to go in, and pipes and coils
for it to go out.”

The heat caused by the compression
had been removed by passing the pipes
through coolers filled with running water,
so that the air entered the liquefier at a
temperature of about fifty degrees Fah-
renheit.

Professor Dewar always lost ninety
per cent. in drawing off his product ; Mr.
Tripler's loss is inappreciable. Some-
times the cold in the liquefier becomes
so intense that the liquid air actually
freezes hard, stopping the pipes. Mr.
Tripler has never tried, but he says he
believes he could get & degree of cold in
his liguefier suflicient to reduce hydrogen
gas to liquid form.

Scientists used to think that there
could be no real loss of energy—that it
was all conserved, although changed in
form. They have given up that theory,
at least so far as this earth is concernel.
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We are gradually cooling off, and some
time the cold will be so great that the
air will all fall in liquid drops like rain
and freeze into a quartz-like mineral.
Then the hydrogen gas will liquefy and
freeze ; then helium gas; and the world
will be nothing but a dead, inert block of
mineral, without a vestige of the vibra-
tions which cause heat. Now where
.does all this heat go ?

‘“ And when you come to think of it,”
Mr. Tripler continued, ‘*were a good
-deal nearer the cold end of the ther-
mometer than we are to the hotend. I
suppose that once we had a temperature
equal to that of the sun, say 10,000
degrees Fahrenheit. We have fallen to
an average of about sixty degrees in this
latitude ; that is, we have lost 9,940 de-
arees. We don’t yet know just how
cold the absolute cold really is—the final
.cold, the cold of interstellar space—but
Professor Dewar thinks it is about 461
degrees below zero, Fahrenheit. If it is,
we have only a matter of 521 degrees yet
to lose, which is small compared with
19,940. Still 1 don’t think we have any
cause to worry ; it may take a few billion
years for the world to reach absolute
cold.”

Mr. Tripler handles his liquid air with
a freedom that is awe-inspiring. He
uses a battered saucepan in which to
draw it out of the liquefier, and he keeps
it in a double iron can, not unlike an
ice-cream freezer, covering the top with a
wad of coarse felting to keep out as much
heat as possible. ‘““You can handle
liquid air with perfect safety,” he said;
‘“you can do almost anything with it
that you can with water, except to shut
it up tight.”

This is not at all surpricing when one
remembers that a single cubic foot of
liquid air contains 800 cubic feet of air at
ordinary pressure—a whole hall bedroom
full reduced to the space of a large pail.
Tis desire to expand, therefore, is some-
thing quite irrepressible. But so long as
it is left open, it simmers contentedly for
hours, finally disappearing whence it
came.

Mr. Tripler has sent liquid air in_open
cans to Boston, Washingtun, and Phila-
delphia. *‘But it is my belief,” says he,
“that t' re will be little need of trans-
porting 1t ; it can be made yuickly and
cheaply anywhere on earth.”

CURIOUS PROPERTIES OF LIQUID AIR.

Liquid air has many curious properties.
It is nearly as heavy as water and quite
.83 clear and limpid, although, when seen

in the open air, it is always mufiled in
the dense white mist of evapuration that
wells up over the edge of the receptacle
in which it stands and rolls out along the
floor in beautiful billowy clouds. No
other substance in the wotld, unless it be
liquid hydrogen, is as cold as liquid air,
and yet Mr. Tripler dips his hand into it
fearlessly, taking care, however, to re-
move it instantly. A few drops re-
tained on a man’s hand will sear the
flesh like a white-hot iron; and yet 1t
does not burn ; it merely kills. For this
reason it is admirably adapted to surgical
uses where cauterization is necessary ; it
will eat out diseased flesh much more
quickly and safely than caustic potash, or
nitric acid, and it can be controlled
absolutely. Indeed, Mr. Tripler has
actually furnished a well-known New
York physician with enough to sear out
a cancer and entirely cure a difficult case.
And it is cheaper than any cauterizing
chemical in use.

Alcohol freezes at so low a temperature
—202 degrees below zero—that it is used
in thermometers to register all degrees of
cold. But it will not measure the fearful
cold of liquid air. I saw a cup of liquid
air poured into a tumbler partly filled
with aleohol. Mr. Tripler stirred it up
with a glass rod. It boiled violently for
a few minutes, and then it thickened up
suddenly until it looked like sugarsyrup ;
then it froze solid, and Mr. Tripler held
it up in a long steaming icicle. Mercury
is frozen until it is as hard as granite.

Liquid air freezes other metals just as
thoroughly as it freezes mercury. Iron
and steel become as brittle as glass. A
tin cup which has been filled with liquid
air for a few minutes will, if dropped,
shatter into a hundred little fragments
like thin glass. Copper, gold, and all -
precious metals, cn the other hand, are
made more pliable, so that even a thick
piece can be bent readily between the
fingers.

““The time is certainly coming,” says
Mr. Tripler, *‘when every great packing-
house, every market, every hospital, every
hotel, and many private houses will have
plants for making liquid air. The ma-
chinery is not expensive, it can be set up
in a tenth part of the space occupied by
an ammonia ice-machine, and its product
can be easily handled and placed where
it is most needed. Ten years from now
hotel guests will call for cool rooms in
summer with as much certainty of getting
them as they now call for warm rooms in
winter.

¢ And think of what unspeakable value
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the liquid air will be in hospitals. In the
first place it is absolutely purcair ; in the
second place the proportion of oxygen is
very large, so that it is vitalizing air.
Why, it will not be necessary for the
tired-out man of the future to make his
usual summer trip to the mountains. He
can have his ozone and his cool heights
served to him in his room. Cold is
always « disinfectant ; some disease
germs, like yellow fever, it kills outright.
Think of the value of & ‘cold ward’ in a
hospital, where the air could be kept
absolutely fresh, and where nurses and
friends could visit the patient without
fear of infection.”

Suppose, also, as Mr. Tripler does,
that every warship could have a liquid-
air plant. It would not only operate the
ship’s propellers, but it would be ab-
solutely invaluable in cooling off the guns
after firing, in saving the lives of the
sailors in the sweltering sick bay, and,
indeed, in firing the cannon.

Liquid air will burn steel itself. Mr.
Tripler demonstrates this most strikingly
by making a tumbler of ice, and filling it
half full of liquid oxygen. Then he
fastens a burning match to a bit of steel
spring and dips it into the liquid air,
where the steel burns exactly like a
greasy bit of pork rind—sputtering, and
giving out a glare of dazzling brilliancy.

The property of liquid oxygen to pro-
mote rapid combustion will make it in-
valuable, Mr. Tripler thinks, for use as
anexplosive. A bit of oily waste, soaked
in liquid air, was placed inside of a
small iron tube, open at both ends.
This was laid inside of a larger and
stronger pipe, also open at both ends.
When the waste was ignited by a
fuse, the explosion was so terrific
that it not only blew the smaller
tube to pieces, but it burst a great
hole in the outer tube. Mr. Tripler
thinks that by the proper mixture of
liquid air with cotton, wool, glycerine, or
any other hydrocarbon, an explosive of
enormous power could be made. And
unlike dynamite or nitro-glycerine, it
could be handled like so much sand,
there being not the slightest danger of
explosion from concussion, although, of
course, it must be kept away from fire.
It will take many careful experiments to
ascertain the best method for making
this new explosive, but think of the
reward for its successful application!
The expense of heavy ammunition and
its difficult transportation and storage
would be entirely done away with. No
more would warships be loaded down
with cumbersome explosives, and no
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more could there be terrible powder ex-
plosions on ship-board, because the am-
munition could be made for the guns as
it was needed, a liquid-air plant on
ship-board furpishing all the necessary
materials.

But all other uses of liquid air fade
into insignificance when compared with
its utilization as power for running
machinery, of which I have alveady
spoken.

¢ My greatest object is the production
of a power-giving substance,” says Mr.
Tripler ; *“if you can get cheap power, all
other problems are solved.”

And that is why Mr. Tripler has spent
so much time on the little engine in his
lahoratory, which runs by liquid air.
The reasons for the supremacy of this
strange liquid over steam are exceedingly
simple. In the first place, liquid air has
about 100 times the expansive power of
steam. In the second place, it begins to
produce power the instant it is exposed
to the atmosphere. In making steam,
water has first to be raised to a tem-
perature of 212 degrees Fahrenheit.
That is, if the water as it enters the
boiler has a temperature of fiity degrees,
162 degrees of heat must be put into it
before it will yield a single pound of
pressure. After that, every additional
degree of heat produces one pound of
pressure, whereas every degree of heat
applied to liquid air gives twenty pounds
of pressure.

“Liquid air can be applied to any
engine,” says Mr. Tripler, *‘and used as
easily and as safely as steam. You need
no large boiler, no water, no coal, and
you have no waste. The heat of the
atmosphere, as I have said before, does
all the work of expansion.”

The advantages of compactness and
the ease with which liquid air can be
made to produce power at once suggested
its use to all kinds of motor vehicles, and
a firm in Philadelphia is now making
extensive experiments looking to its use.
A satisfactory application will do away
with the present huge, misshapen, ma-
chinery-laden automobiles, and make
possible small, light, and inexpensive
motors. Mr. Tripler believes firmly that
liquid air makes aerial navigation a
distinct probability. The great problem
in the past has been the immense weight
of the steam or electrical machinery
necessary to operate the air screws.
With liquid air no heat of any kind save
that of the sun would be required ; the
boiler could be made of light tubing, and
much of the other machinery of aluminum,
so as to be very light.
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A JEWISH

PILGRIM IN JERUSALEM ON EASTER EVE.

BY ISRAEL ZANGWILL.

CHAPEL OF THE HOLY SEPULCHRE.

On the Eve of the Passover and Easter,
the pilgrim arrived at the outer fringe of
the rambow.robed, fur-capped throng
that shook in passionate lamentation be-
fore that Titanic fragment of Temple
Wall, which is the sole relic of Israel’s
national glories. Roaring billows of hys-
terical prayer beat against the monstrous,
symmetric blocks, quarried by King Sol-
omon’s servants and smoothed by the
kisses of the generations. A Fatherland
lost eighteen hundred years ago, and still
this strange indomitable race hoped on !

‘Hastén, hasten, O Redeemer of Zion.”

The pilgrim had slipt, half disguised,
into the Church of the Holy Sepulchre :
no Jew being allowed even in the court-
yard or the precincts of the sacked place.
His first open attempt had been frustrated
hy the Turkish soldiers who kept the nar-
row approach to the courtyard. ¢ Halt!
Depart ! they had shouted fiercely,
and the scribe, recklessly refusing to turn
hack when called, had been expelled by
violence. A blessing in disguise, his
friends had told him, for should the
Greek-Church  fanatics have become
aware of him, he might have perished

25

in & miniature Holy War. And
as he fought his way through
the crowd to gain the shelter of
a balcony, he felt indeed that
one ugly rush would suftice to
crush him.

In the sepulchral incense-laden
dusk of the uncouth church, in
the rveligious gloom punctuated
by the pervasive twinkle of a
thousand hanging lamps of sil-
ver, was wedged and blent a suf-
focating mass of palm-bearing
humanity of all nations and
races, the sumptuously clothed
and the ragged, the haleand the
unsightly ; the rainbow colours
of the East relicved by the
white of the shrouded females,
toned down by the sombre shab-
biness of the Russian nonjils
and peasant-women, and pierced
by a vivid circular line of red
fezzes on the unbared, unreveren-
tial heads of the Turkish regi-
ment keeping order among the
justling jealousies of Christen-
dom, whose rival churches swarm
around the strange, glittering,
candle-illumined Rotunda that
covers the tomb of Christ. Not
an inch of free space anywhere under
this shadow of Golgotha: a perpetual
sway to and fro of the human tides,
seething with sobs and quarrels ; fowing
into the planless maze of chapels and
churches of all ages and architectures,
that, perched on rocks or hewn into
their mouldy darkness, magnificent with
untold church-treasure—-Armenian, Sy-
rian, Coptic, Latin, Greek, Abyssinian
—add the resonance of their special
sanctities and the oppression of their
individual glories of vestment and cere-
monial to the surcharged atmosphere
palpitant with exaltation and prayer and
mystic bell-tinklings ; overspreading the
thirty-seven sacred spots, and oozing
into the holy of holies itself, towards
that impassive marble stone, goal of tl
world’s desire, in the blaze of the ever-
burning l. .ps ; and overflowing into the
screaming courtyard, amid the flagstone
stalls of chaplets and crosses and carven-
shells, and the rapacious rabble of erip-
ples and vendors.

And amid the frenzied squeezing and
squabbling, way was made for a dazzling
procession of the only orthodox Church,
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RINPLING THE HoLY FIRES AT Tilk HOLYV SEFUICHRE.

wreing satclily wamed and round, to the
strains of usseen singing boys and pre-
cotad by an upbamne dlivedree ; seveaty
prestz in flowenng damask, cuTying
el or swingisg censers, bvys in green,
uplifting sitken Ianners sichly briderel
with swerel seenes, an-hiandrit. s at.
tended by draons. il bearing symindic
trnitarian candlestichs,  bikhops with
itres, and Jast amd et vageons of all,
the weepdned Ustriarch  lowing to the
tiny Coptic Church in the omner, as his
jriests wheel and swing their comsers
tomands it =all the chbmmtcly jewelled
ritial cvadved by sl meex foan the
dimple life and teading of Jows of
Nazzreth.

<03 Jesus, bodher in Ismel, perhags
omly these excluded frvan this suctuary
of thine can uinlerstand theet 7

The pitarim theuzht of the even wwwv
tumultnmxe seene abosut o be enactoed
here om the day of the Greek fire ; whent
in the awful darkness of extimgmished
Tuapes, throwgh a wift in the Haly Sepml
chre within which the Patrarch prayed
in solitude and datkness, 3 tapme 6
hearenly flane would shemd, God's an
il witiess to the exclusive rightaes of
the Greek Charch, and the oot footsete
pikrims, wad with codaxy, would kar
over vire anadlier 3o Kindle thear cardbk
and tarches at . while 2 vesel wew
wdue at awchor woukl haste with s
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TRADITIONAL SITE OF CALVA .Y, IN CHURCH OF HOLY SEPULCHRE.

freight of sacred flame to kindle the
church-lunps of holy Russia.

This ~trange scene has thus been de-
seribed by Dean Stanley: “Greeks,
Armenians, Copts, and Abyssinians take
part in the ceremony. The wild and
noisy scene begins on Good Friday. The
crowd passes the night in the church in
order to secure places, some of them
attaching  themselves by cords to the
sepulchre, while others run round it in
anything but a reverential mamer. On
Saster Eve, about 2 pau., aprocession of
the superior clergy moves round  the
aspulchre, all lamps having been care-
fully extinguished m view of the crowd,
The patriarch enters the Chapel of the
Sepulebre, while the priests pay and
the people are in the utmost suspense.
At length the fire, which it is alleged has
came down from heatven, glejuns fram the
sepulchre, the priests cwerge with a
bundle of burning tapers, and there now
follows an indescribable tumult, every-
one endeavouring to be the first to get
his taper lighted.  Even from the gal-
lery tapers are let down to he lighted, and
in a few seconds the whole chueh is
illuminated.  This, hawever, never hap-
pens without fighting, and  accidents
wenerally oceur owing to the crush. The
spectators do not appear to take winning
from the terrible catastrophe of 1854

On that oceasion there were upwards of
6,000 pexsons m the chureh when a2 riot
suddenly brokeout.  The Turkish guards,
thinking they were attacked, used their
weapons against the pilgrims, and in the
scufile about three hundred pilgrims were
suffucated or trampled to death.™

Another very ssiered spot in the Church
of the Holy Sepulchre is Golgotha, or,
the Chapel of the Crucifixion.  To veach
it weascend to * Maunt Calvary, " asmall
and jewelled chapel, fifteen feet above
the level of the churel. Here one may
stoap down beneath an altar and examine
the silver-ficed apening where the cruss
is said to have been set into the rack,
and about five feet distant on either side
the site of the crosses of the thicves.
Here, too, one is shown the very cleft in
the rock wrought by the cartlyuake,
which isx said by tredition to extend to
the centre of the warld.  The chapel is
sumptuously embellished with paintings,
costly mosaies and icons of the Vingin,
surrounded  with  silver nimbus. The
life-sized fmage of the Vingin was he-
decked with costly jewels and a4 number
of gold watches and other votive offerings
were lying at her feet. Near the Chapel
of the Cross is the sa.called Chapel of
Adam, where tiadition aflinus that the
first father of mankind was buried. and
that the blood of Christ falling on his
head restored him to life.

¢ I would mather walk with Gad in the dark, than walk alone in the light ;
1 would rather walk with God by faith, than walk alere by sight.”
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The World’s Progress.

REPRESESNTATION OF THE COMYARATIVE STRENGTH OF THE
SIX GREAT NAVAL POWERS.

Leams thE \WoRLD.

Our engravings, reproduced fran the
Scientific American, show the tremendous
preponderance of Great Britain's navy
over that of any other country. The
figures are based upon the following data:

England, 290 vessels, tonnage, 1,557,-
522 ; France, 144 vessels, tonnage, 734,-
629 ; Russiz, 86 vessels, tonmage, 453,-
899 ; TUnited States, 67 vessels, ton-
nage, 303,070; Germany, 73 vessels,
tonnage, 299,637 ; Italy, 63 vessels, ton-
nage, 286,175. Only those vessels of
up-to-date first-class chamcter arc in-
cluded. (3reat Britain has about six
hundred ships in all, but less than half
of these arc given in this statement.

The tremendous war estimates of the
iresent year show the determination of

ritain to maintain a navy at least twice
as large as that of any two of her rivals
combined. With her world-wide empire,
her sea-horne commerce, her dependence
upon free waterways for food and for
very existence, this may be called a
strictly defensive measure. Mr. Go-
schen’s challenge to Russia will test the
sincerity of the propoesed peace confer

ence. If Russia, which has no foreign
colonics nor sex-borne crwmerce, will
refraia from her proposed naval expendi.
ture, then Great Britain will cancel this
Iarge vote.  Letus hope that the meeting
in May will lift their great burden from
the tax-payers of the Ukraine and Great
and Little Russia, as well as from the
people of the sea-girt isle. Apparently
reckless as is this gome of begaar-my-
neighbour, Great Britain, with its vast
wealth and resources, can keep it up
longer than Russia or France, which are
so burdened by debt and crippled in
resources.  Without doubting for a mo-
ment the sincerity of the Czar in his
desire for peace, we may well question
that of some of his bureaucratic ministerx

Tremendous as isthe naval expendituie
of Great Britain, it is the insurance
premium paid for the safety of the com
merce by which she lives. It has, during
the past year, it is affirmed, saved the
nation from a war which would specd-
ily have cost fifty times that whick
was spent in averting it At the
same time, we very much dislike the
names proposed for some of the new
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ships. They strike usas vaunting, boast-
ful'and foolish. We notice in the list the
Formidable, the Irresistible, the Venge-
ance, the Implacable, the Glory, the High-
Slyer, and we have already the Derastu-
tion, and others as truculent. More
dignified we think the American methud
of naming their ships from the states and
great cities of their country.

Tue Wiire Max’s Burpes.

MThe guerilla war in the Philippines,
like a wounded snake, drags its slow
length along, as it is likely to do for some
months. Rebellion may be **scotched,
but not killed.” It may linger long in
the mountains of Luzon and the swamps
of Panay, where little glory will be won,
but much life lost by its suppression.
But this seems the only alternative, un-
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IN THE ANTILLES.

The White Man’s Burden is proving
pretty heavy for Uncle Sam in Cuba and
Porto Rico as well as in the Philippines.
The ** Cuban Assembly,” which professes
to represent the army, resents Gomez's
aceeptance of $3,000,000 for the back
pay of the insurgent troops, who have
multiplied on paper much more rapidly
than they materialized in action. They
propose to raise a loan of ten or twelve
millions more— though on what securities
it does not appear.

In Porto Rico, ton, the supple natives
who welcomed the American troops with
brass bands and garlands of flowers, and
surrendered towns over the telephone,
have already grown restive, and some
cases of treacherous murder of soldiers
ha occurred. A strong hand—a hand of

ANOTHER COMIARATIVE VIEW OF THE SIX GREAT NAVAL 'OWERS.

less the insurgents recognize the hope-
lessness of the conflict and throw them-
selves on thegenerosity of their conquer-
ors. In this appeal they would not he
disappointed, and we hope they will soon
recognize its wisdom. Their incendiar-
isin and assassinations in Manila place
them without the pal~ of civilization.
The Americans are pleased at the friendly
act of Germany in withdmwing its fleet
from the Philippines and committing its
interests to the care to the United States
at the very time that rumoursarrived that
Dewey had sunk a German warship.  If
this comity had heen exhibited earlier
it would have saved much ill feeling.
Pritain did not wait to see which way
the cat wouid jump hefore declaring her
friendship. It is averred that Germany
withdraws her ships chiefly because she
needs them clsewhere ; but let us give
Ter the credit of more generous senti-
ments ’

iron in a glove of silk - is needed for the
management of hothislands.  Meanwhile
Santingo, San Juan and Havana are
heing cleansed, policed, and already the
death rate has failen to less than half
what it was a year ago. Uncle Sam may
make some mistakes, but he will correct
them, and a brighter day for the Pearl of
the Antilles has dawned.

A Faise Move.

The Roman Catholic Bishop Santander,
of Havana, did a foolish thing in refusing
to allow any Protestantninisters to offer
prayers over the graves of the American
sailors who were Olown up m the
“Maiue, "and were buried in the Cristabal
Colon Cemetery.  His plea was that the
cemetery was a sanctuary too holy to be
defiled by heretival services.  These
centeteries helong to the people. not to
the Pope, and the rights of Protestants
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must be recognized, or the cemeteries, and
perhaps other so-called ecclesiastical pro-
perties, may before long be secuvlarized.

A Cour p'EraT TuaT Dipn't Come OFF.

In France especially it is the unex-
pected that happens. The very event
which it was feared would provoke a
coup d’état has been the most tranquilliz-
ing event for years. The hysterical ap-
peal of M. Paul Dérouléde to General
Roget to march on the Elysée Palace,
and his loyalty to the Republic, quite
pricked the ballvon of revolt. The level-
headed, humespun President bids fair to
still further illustrate the democratization
of the age. That a tanner’s apprentice
and a peasant’s son should mould the
destinies of France, so long guided by
the Grand Monarque and the military
despot Napoleon, is a sign of the times.
There are many more pour than rich born
into the world, so, according to the doc-
trine of chances, there should be among
them more strong rulers of men, if they
but have the opportunity

“To take
Occasion by the hand, and make
The bounds of freedom wider yet.”

The story of Lincoln, the rail-splitter ;
of Garfield, the canal boy ; and of Grant,
the tanner, show that more often is
ruling genius born in poverty than born
in the purple.

¢WaHaT SHapows ArRe We !

The death within a few weeks of each
of the two leading members of the
Joint High Commission, Senator Dingley
and Lord -Herschell, but show ‘‘what
shadows are we, and what shadows we
pursue.” Doubtless the lives of these
distinguished men were shortened by the
arduous toils of the futile Commission.
Yet not altogether futile will it be if
kindlier feeling, more just appreciation
of each other’s rights, more cordial good
wili, shall spring from this meecting, even
though no treaty has been signed.

Each of these men sprang from humble
origin, to be a trusted yepresentative of
a great nation. Lord Herschell was the
son of a converted German Jew, who
became a missionary for one of the
Nonconformist English Churches. The
younger Herschell laid the foundation of
his success in strenuous toil. Though

forseven years he was a briefless barrister’

without a single case, he yet made such
good use of his enforced leisure as to
become twice Lord Chancellor of Eng-
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land, and ono of a grateful country’s
most honoured sons.

TrE CodMMISSION THAT FAILED.

It is, of course, an occasion for regret
that the labours of eight long months
should fail to result in more tangible
results than have been secured. But
many minor agreements of vexed ques-
tions have been reached, we learn, that
need- only the addition of one or two
more to promote the growth of friend-
ship and good will. Such a plant cannot
be forced, like the Indian magic mango,
in a few hours. The political party exi-
gencies are also unfavourable to such a
growth. In the sympathies of the com-
mon people of both countries rather than
in the selfish interests of trusts and com-
bines will these feelings be fostered. We
are glad to note the generous spirit espe-
cially of the religious press of the United
States in commenting on the Commission.
The following item from the Western
Christian Advocateis in the spirit of brond-
est Christian frateriity :

‘¢ Great Britain fears the failure of the
Commission would be a wet blanket on
the Anglo-Saxon compact. So Canada is
expected to give in to most of the con-
tentions of her big sister in the interests
of the Motherland. This ought not to
mean that our contentions shall grow.
It should not be for us to take advantage
of a friendly nation in such a manner.
An agreement with Canada should be
reached that will be the result of wise
and mutual concessions. Each party to
the agreement should feel that closer ties
of friendship are worth somnething. We
can gain nothing by going on the theory
that Canada is always wrong. Whatever
may be the wisdom of an Anglo-American
alliance, the cultivation of the friendliest
relations with Canada should always be
one of the first principles of our national
policy.”

No'!

Mr. Laurier’s letter to Mr. Spence,
Secretary of the Dominion Prohibition
Alliance, is a great disappointment to all
friends of prohibition. They hoped for
something better. Such a majority as
prohibition received would have been
ample to elect any Govermment. If
majorities are not to rule, certainly min-
orities should not. In view of the tre-
mendous vote for prohibition in the
Provincial plebiscites its friends have a
better right to claim that the majority of
those who did not vote in the Dominion
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plebiscite ivere on their side than have
the antis. But all the moreshame to the
lukewarm temperance folic who voted
prohibition when there was no practical
end to be secured, but refrained from
voting when prohibition was within their
reach.

A BARBAROUS SPECTACLE.

The fair fame of Canada has been dis-
graced by the lawless scenes enacted at
the hanging of a wretched man and
woman at St. Scholustiyue. It is proposed
to enact a law to exclude the public from
the scene of public exccutions. This
cannot too soon be dune. Sume would
make an exception in the case of the
representatives of the press. The Mont-
real Star takes the ground that the press
especially should be excluded. The vul-
gar brute who goes to gloat upon the
hanging of s fellowman demoralizes but
himself. The newspaper demoralizes all
who read it. ‘‘The reporter,” says the
Star, “‘should not be allowed near a
scaffold unless he is the man to be
hanged.”

When condemned felons were dragged
up Tyburn Hill by the score in tumbrels,
sitting on their own coflins, and were
exhorted by the mob to *‘die game,”
as the phrase was, there was a sort of
posthumous glory about it that took from
the scaffold much of its horrors. Let the
death sentence, if we must have it, be
carried out without vacillation, with
promptness, and in the presence of only
official witnesses, and it will be much
more than it is of a deterrent from crime,
and will certainly much less demoralize
the community.

AN EMrmme-BuiLper.

The ‘German Kaiser knowsand adiires
a strong man when he sees one. This
was, in part, no doubt the reason of his
teiegram to the sturdy Qom Paul Kruger.
It is also shown in the cordial frankuess
with which he received lecil Rhodes at
Berlin. Oom Paul, while strong, is
stubborn, reactionary, and wedded to the
dead past. Rhodes is an empire-builder,
full of faith and hope in the future, a
man after the Kaiser’s own heart. An
agrecement has been made for the exten-
sion of the railway from the Cape to
Cairo through German instead of
through Belgian territory. The cement-
ing of British and German interests in
Africa and in China will greatly make for
the peace of the world. This daring
railway across the vast stretches of un-

explored and unimaginable African
savagery proves indisputubly that the Old
Land, inspite of its Atlas-like load, is not
disposed to shirk ¢ the white maw’s bur-
den.”

NeMesis oF A Ciry.

¢ Though the mills of God grind slowly
Yet they grind exceeding small.”

The carnival of nrurder of the nazgroes
at Wilmington, North Carolina, is pro-
ducing its legitimate result.  Business in
the city is dead. Several hundreds of the
negro pupulation have left ; others are
saving their money to leave. Three hun-
dred houses are empty, and a commercial
collapse has cume. 1t has been found
that “shouting niggers ™ does not pay.

Britisg PRESTIGE.

It has been the fashion to decry or de-
nounce Lord Salisbury’s diplomacy
because he is not willing to go to war
till the Jastresources of statesmanship are
exhausted. For this he deserves praise,
not blame. British prestige now stands
higher in the world than formany a year.
The vaunted alliance between France and
Russia, over which the boulevards grew
wild, has been tested and found wanting.
Russia made no sign of helping the Re-
public out of the Fashoda scrape, Lut
rather snubbed her ally by proposing
disaxmament just as France had her
artillery equipped with quick-firing guns
and her infantry with improved rifles.

Russian preponderance in China has
been checked by concessions to the
British, and by the understanding arrived
at with Germany and Italy as to spheres
of influence and the ‘‘open door.” An
American syndicate has also  obtained
mining and commercial concessions of
cast importance in the great and rich
provinee of Sz-Chuen, the scene of our
own missions, two thousand miles up the
Yang-Tse.

THE LAUREATE oF THE EMPIRE.

The whole English-speaking world may
be said to bave lingered around the sick-
room of Rudyard Kipling. The EKaiser
of the Teutons, who is so fond of tele-
groms, sent his sympathy. Tt is one of
the grandest proofs the world has seen of
the power of genius to attract the homage
of mankind. It is more, we think, a
tribute to what Kipling is tn possc than in
esse. The man who wrote tha* grandest
hymn of these latter days. ““The Reces-
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sional,” is capable of doing better work
for mankind than he has ever done be-
fore. We regret that Kipling’s genius
has been so largely devoted to ignoble
theines, describing the lust for fighting of
Ortheris and Mulvany, and the seamy
side of the barrack-room life. Now thathe
has come back from . jaws of death we
hope that he will employ his great giftsin
more noble subjects.

Mrs. Browning realized the poet’s high
vocation when she said :

I would not clip the poet’s awful crown,
To mete my lesser brows.”

Milton sets before himself a poet’s noble
theme : *“To celebrate in glorious and
lofty hymns the throne and equipage of
Gud's almightiness, and what he suffers
to be wrought with high providence in his
Church ; to sing victorious agonies of
martyrs and saints, the deeds and triumphs
of just and pious nations, doing valiantly
through faith against the encmies of
Christ.”

Let Kipling rise to the grand themes he
has touched in *“ The White Man's Bur-
den,” and ‘““The Seven Seas,” and he
will heeome in o nobler sense than ever
¢“the Laureate of the Empire.”

A Praver 1N Peack.

Almighty God, etornal source
Of every arm we dare to wield,
Be thine the thanks, as thine the force,
On reeling deck or stricken field ;
The thunder of the battle hour
Is but the whisper of thy power.

By thee was given the thought that bowed
All hearts upon the victor deck,
When high above the battle’s shroud
The white flag fluttered o’er the wreck,
And thine the hand that checked the cheer
In that wild hour of death and fear.

O Lord of Love, be thine the grace
To teach, amid the wrath of war,
Sweet pity for a humbled race,
Some thought of those in lands afar,
Where sad-eyed women vainly yearn
For those who never shall return.

Great Master of earth’s mighty school
Whose children are of every land,
Inform with love our alien rule,
And stay with us thy warning hand
If, tempted by imperial greed,
We in thy watchful eyés ¢xceed,

That, in the days to come, O Lord,

When we ourselves have passed away,
And all are gone who drew the sword,

The children of our breed may say,
These were our sires who, doubly great,
Could strike, yet spare the fallen tate.

-=8. Weir Mitckell, in Harper's Weekly.

A LENTEN THOUGHT.

BY T. W. PARSONS.

* Esuriendo sen. «re quanto ¢ giusto."—Dante.

When Mary mentioned at the marriage feast
That wine was wanting, her desire was least
For her own lips, but that the nuptial rite

. Should yield the guests due custom of delight,
Since joy is fitting to the festive day
When Love in triumph bears his Queen away-

But now the sober season comes again
That brings our Saviour's fast back unto men,

The rule of abstinence bids Christian souls
Forbear the lavish board and brimming bowls,
‘That all should wisely use the time’s restraint
To calm our facultics, but not to faint.

O God! who listenest when thy lions ery

And in the desert dost their need supply

From forest deeps whence their providers bring
Tribute of prey to feed their famished king;

Who giv’st the lion’s lord his wine and oil

And bread to cheer and make him strong for toil ;

Lend us the power to use Thy golden grain

And fruits and flocks, the wealth of hill and plin,
With such discretion always that no day

Set by the Church be bitter to obey s

And while we moderate our banquets, grant

That we forget not those who fast from want.
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P et

Arcumisuor (to Ritualist): For Heaven's sake stop
that nonsense or you'll have the whole thing down.
It’s cracking already.

Ritvamsr: I don't carel-—London Westminster
Gazette.

Our cut indicates very accurately the
ecclesiastical situation in Creat Britain.
The pranks of tie Ritualists have hrought
the national Church very near the pe-il
of disestablishient, which would nein,
if we can gauge the temper of the times,
also disendowment. We believe hoth of
these would be bettex for the Church and
better for the State. If the Ritualists
wish to have mas<es and auricular con-
fession, candles and incense, copes and
chasubles, let them have the same toler-
ation which is given to the full-fledged
Roman Catholic, but let them, like the
Catholic, pay for this mummery out of
their own pockets, and not out of the
endowment of the Protestant Church of
England, the Church of Cranmer and
Latimer and Ridley. Protestant Eng-
land will never permit its great minsters
and cathedrals, the sacred property of
the nation, to be turned into Rowmanist
mass-houses.  There would be more than
ane repetition of the Jenny Geddes
episode of St. Giles when she cried,
*“Wad the loon say the mass in my lug?”

Sir William Vernon Harcourt utters
these significant words< **I find some of
these lawless gentlemen talk very glibly
of disestablishment. I do not know if
they have reflected that disestablishment
will ecome in a very different shape from
that which they contemplateat their case.
They need not lay the flattering unction
t their souls that they are going to carry

off the Protestant plant of the National
Church in order to carry on their
Romish meanufactures. They are not
to be allowed to occupy the parish
churches ox the cathedrals in which to
erect confessionals and celebrate without
restraint their high masses. They are
not to be secu 2d by life incomes as
commutation or compensation in the
work of accomplishing the ¢ conversion of
England ’ out of the funds of the Pro-
testant Establishment. These are con-
siderations on which the bishops and
the clergy may with advantage reflect.
Their time is short, their sands are run-
ning out; if they continue pusillan-
imously to shiver on the brink, their
mpaired authority will be finally ex-
tinguished, and the existence of the
Church they have so ill tended will be,
and, indeed. is to-day, at stake.”

His words on the confessional awaken
a Protestznt ccho: ¢ The Protestant
Iaity will not allow the children of their
parish schools or of their families and
homes to be brought up in children’s
messes and children’s coufessionals—to
be seduced, trained up, and dragoened
by such men and such teaching. If the
bishops are incompetent to put Cown the
confessional, the confessional vill put
down the bishops.”

There are doubtless some sincere and
honest clergymen who make their High
Ritual 3 matter of conscience. If so, let
them imitate the two thousand God-fear-
ing clergy who, in 1662, on account of
the Act of Uniformity, left their glebes
and parish churches, or the four hundred
Scottish divines who, in 1843, for con-
science sake, forsook an Erastian Church.

The Church of England is a revered
and honoured institution among many
Nonconformists on account of its noble
traditions and its great service to Chris-
tian scholarship. It is this very fact
‘“that gives bitterness to the revolt of a
Protestant nation against the Romanizing
efforts of a handful of men, many of whom
avow their desire to undo the work of
the Reformation.”

The Nonconformist Churches more
fully represent the religious life of Eng-
land, both by their numbers and the
church accommodation which they have
created without a penny of State aid, than
does the Anglican. A disendowed and dis-
established Church, taught to lean upon
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the love and loyalty and liberality of its
members, would be stronger, more decp-
Ly spiritual and more actively aggressive
than the Church which is entangled
with State alliances and fettered by
State manacles—even though they be
manacles of gold.

Rrrcanisy 1N THE MerHopisT CHURCH.

Quite a little breeze has been raised
in the Methodist press of the United
States from the fact that a couple of
Methodist churches in Chicago have fol-
lowed the example of the Metropolitan
Temple of New York, in introducing
what is called a “vested choir,” that is,
a choir in which the young people wear
a black serge gown. The argument in
favour of this is, not that it is Ritualistie,
but that it does away with all possible
display on the part of those who sit in
the choir gallery. This may be true,
but if it be good for the choir it would be
good for the congregation. Why should
we not all wear—i.e. the ladics, the men
are plain enough as it is—serge gowns and
students’ caps instead of theEaster gowns
and hats which make their wearers sur-
pass the glory of Solomon.

In some of the Londen Wesleyan
congregations the morning service is
largely that of the Established Church.
Wedonot think it addsto their efficiency.
After going from St. Paul’s to City Road
Chapel, one Sunday morning, an English
Church lady said to the writer, *‘After
all T prefer the genuine article.”

Methodism has flourished best without
such adventitious aids, and we do not
think it needs them now.  “The
churches that are crowded,” says Dr.
Day, ‘‘are not the churches where
Ritualism sits in its dignity, but rather
where the simple Gospel of saving grace
is being faithfully declared to needy men.
Let us have the best singing. But let
it be singing by, and not to, the people.
Let us have the sweetest chord of anthem
and choral strain; but let these be in-
cidents to the one great thing, ‘the
preaching of the Gospel.” ™

A Perrery LETTER.

Lyman Abbott, of the New Yorl: Qui-
look, requested Bishop Potter, who has
won notoriety by the alleged statement
that the saloun was the poor man’s club, to
give, in an avticle of not more than fifteen
hundred words, his plan for dealing with
the saloon evil.  Bishop Potter replies:
“I wish I could comply with your
request ; but, alas ! fifteen words, crowd-

ed as Lam, are almost as impossible as
fifteen hundred.” Yet he gives over sia
hundred words to denouncing the prob-
bitionists as the modern representatives of
the Scribes and Pharisees, ‘‘arrogant,
denunciatory, ignorant, unscrupulous,
and untruthful; holding one meagre
fragment of the truth to their eyes, and
denying great and fundamental facts in
human nature, in their foolish and futile
endeavour to remedy the perversion of
human instinets by extirpating them.
The grotesque hypoerisy of the pro-
hibition system, from Maine to Kansas,
is a sufticient commentary upon their
theories. Meantime, it may be well to
relieve the minds of fanatical and hyster-
ical people by saying that there is 2o one
cure for so vast a mischief us the salvon
stands for ; wnd, generally, that in dealing
with humanity and its perverted instincts
and appetites, the divinest Teacher that
the world has had would seem to have
taught usa law of transformation, as that
for the regeneration, whether of society
or of the evil instinets of individuals—not
extirpation.”

We think this letter extremely ua-
worthy of the leading Protestant Episco-
pal Bishop of the United States. He has
no words of sympathy for the labours of
devoted men and women, like Miss Wil.
Jard and Neal Dow, who have given their
lives to the extirpation of the greatest
evil of the age. He has only sncers and
carping criticism, yet all the while the
tide of drunkenmness is desolating count-
less homes and destroying countless lives.

ArrorTIiONING THE Fexp.

The secular press is chaffing the Meth-
odists of the Old World and the New for
apportioning the Twenticth Century Fund
long before that fund is in hand. It is
counting their chickens, in fact, befure
they are hatched. But this is a ven
silly sneer. The money will never be
raised unless definite objectsare set forth
and a division of the fund agreed upon.
People will not give blindly for they
know not what. The Church must take
them into its confidence and arouse their
enthusiastic co-operation. In most of
these schemes education is a very promin-
ent feature. In the Nashuille Christian
Adrocate the Methodist Episcopal Church,
South, asks for $150,000 for educational
purposes, and claims that nothing will
more greatly redound to the spiritual
welfare of the entire Chureh.  From our
exchanges we glean the following items.

The Twenticth Century Fund of the
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English Wesleyan Church continues to
increase, one of the most helpful signs
being the way in which Methodist people
of moderate means, and even those in
humble circumstances, are contributing
their guineas. Among larger gifts is one
of 5,000 guineas, which is likely to be sup-
plemented by another gift of 1,000, the
wife of the generous donor wishing her
husband to give the 1,000 as her thank-
offering that he had been led to give the
5,000.

The two donors of $25,000 each to the
Irish Twentieth Century Fund arve the
Messrs. Booth.

AN Herorc Cavaniay MISSIONARY.

We have read few more pathetic stories
than that of the capture and probable
death of the Rev. Mr. Rijnhart, & mis-
siomary in China. Though a native of
Holland, Mr. Rijnhart has special inter-
est to us in Canada. He learned English
while working in the factory of the Cob-
ban Company, in this city. He became
deeply interested in missions, and walked
most of the way to San Francisco to enter
Chinese mission work. He penetrated
into the ‘“Forbidden Kingdom” of Tibet,
found his way back to Toronto, married a
Canadian lady, Miss Dr. Carson, and
with her returned to China and Tibet.
Amid the dreadful scenes of the Chinese
war they ministered to the bodies and
souls of the wounded Chinese, and set
out once more on their mission of merey
for the Hermit Kingdom.

Their little babe died, was buried in a
drug box, and over its grave the heart-
broken parents rolled a huge stone to
keep the beasts of prey from devouring
us hody. While secking help from the
natives, Mr. Rijuhart was either killed
or kidnapped, and his heroic wife was
left to struggle back to China. Inthe
howr of her bereavement she *‘leaned
hard on God” and was graciously sup-
ported, and is now secking to ransom her
husband if alive, or be assured of his fate
i dead. It is a tragic story, but full of
heroism, s most missionary stories are.

It would, in our judgment, have been
much wiser to have gone out under some
Missionary Society, which can exercise
direction, vversight, and some degree of
protection, than in this free-lance style.
Yet in this manner Xavier visited Japan
and the Moluccas three hundred and fifty
yems ago.  Had the Rijnharts been suc-
cessful they would have been hailed as
heroes where many have failed.  Ourown
missionaries m the disturbed Province of
Sz-Chuen are not without serious peril,

but they are also laying the foundations
of a great and successful mission by
which the highlands of Tibet may be
most successfully entered.

ITunter 1N NEWFoOUND-
LAND.

CROSSLEY AND

Our Newfoundland exchanges describe
in very glowing terms the wonderful work
of grace which is in progress in the city
of 8t. Johns through the evangelistic
Iabours of Messrs. Crossley and Hunter.
The whale city has been stirred, the
largest churches crowded week after week,
many scorves of souls have been saved,
and all the Protestant denominations have
shared the benefit. The warm-hearted,
whole-souled fisher folk, and other people
of the ancient colony respond warmly to
the stirring appeuals of the evangelists.
So great is the awakening that they pur-
pose remaining on the island till the seal-
ing fleet shall return with the brave
sallors who are exposed to great peril and
hardship on the ice-floes. The contact
with the great elemental forces of nature
seems to produce a strength of character,
a force of will that when brought under
the power of the Gospel make these men
stalwart and valiant Christians. How
they do sing the grand old hymmns of
Methodism.  Never has our soul Teen
more stivred than in some of their ser-
vices.

NEew Meruonist MAGAZINE,

We have just received as we go to press
the initial number of the Adwerican Il-
lustrated Methodist Diugazine, which gives
promise of a brilliant future. It is de-
signed to represent both Northern and
Southern Methodism, and, in part, that
of Great Britain as well, as some of the
articles will be reprinted from the Wes-
leyan Methodist Magazine.  We hope
that this periodical will take the place in
Methodist households of some of the
cheap sccular mouthlies which devote
much attention to fashion, sport, and
theatricals.  We wish for this new maga-
zine a very conspicuous success.

Tre St. James’ Frxn.

Much progress has been made towards
raising the quarter of & unllion dollus
required for the relief of St. James'
Church, Montreal. Much more yet re-
mains to be done. The whole Church
is now committed to this great relief
scheme, and most strenuous efforts must
be made for its successful accomplish-
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ment. We can conceive of no greater
disaster, not only to Methodism in Mont-
real and in the Province of Quebee, but
to our whole Connexion, than the failure
to achieve the grand result we have at-
tempted. Having put our hand to the
plough, we must not look back till the
work is done.

RecexT DEeaTHs.

The necrolugy of the last month in-
cludes noted names in both Church and
State. To some of these we have al-
luded elsewhere. By the death of the
Rev. A. K. H. Boyd, D.D., a faithful
pastor and distinguished writer has been
called away. His fame asalitteratewr has
partially been eclipsed by more brilliant
writers of recent times. Yet twenty years
ago his *‘Essays by a Country Parson™
were quite the vogue, and were trans-
Jated nto several languages. He had
liturgical, not to say ritualistic, leanings,
was a favourite preacher with the stu-
dents of St. Andrew’s, and reached the
highest dignity of any Scottish clergy-
man, that of Moderator of the General
Assembly of the Church of Scotland.

A different type of man was Dr. J. M.
King, by whose death, on March 5th, the
Presbyterian Church in Canada lost one
of its most distinguished men. Dr. King
was a quiet, calm, undemonstrative man,
but a man of broad scholarship, deep
piety, indefatigable industry. After
twenty-six years of pastoral life, twenty
of which were spent in Toronte, he be-
came Principal of Manitoba College at
Winnipeg, and devoted sixteen years of
earnest toil in developing its strength and
increasing its resources.  ‘“His'sermons,”™
says Dr. Caven, ‘‘dealt with th~ great
things of the Kingdom and were distin-
guished at once by their thorough expo-
sition of divine truth and by their faith-
fulness of application to the heart and
conscience of his hearer.” We reviewed
in a recent number of this periodical Dr.
King’s last book, his thoughtful and in-
terpretative volume on Tennyson’s ¢“ In
Memoriam.”

The Methodist Episcopal Church of
the United States has lost a man of light
and leading by the death by apoplexy of
Dr. Alpha J. Kynett. He wasa member
of cight General Conferences, and for
thirty-two years has been Secretary of
the Church Extension Society of that
hody. By its means many thousands of
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churches have been erected, for the most
part in the new and sparsely scttled parts
of the country, and Chaplain McCabe
was enabled to reply to the taunt of
Ingersoll on the deeay of religion, ‘¢ We
are building'two a day.” He might now
say five or six a day.

The many friends of the late Rev.
Andrew Cunningham will hear with pro-
found regret of his death. Nomore shall
we see his tall, spare form, nor hear his
wise and godly counsels in our annual
assemblies. In the providence of God
our departed brother was called to pass
through very severe tribulation. For
seven long months his sufferings were
intense, yet he was ‘*‘made perfect
through suffering.” He gave over thirty
years of his life to the faithful ministry
of the Word. The members of our
churches in London, St. Mary’s, Haml-
ton, Stratford, Guelph, Galt, Orangeville,
Mitchell and Fincardine, will call to nund
his faithful ministrations, his godly
Christian life. They will pray that the
consolations of God may abound accord-
ing to their need to his sorrowing widow
and family. Mrs. Cunningham is a
daughter of the late Dr. Rice, a General
Superintendent of the Methodist Church.
Our departed brother received the high-
est honour the Guelph Conference could
bestow by his election to its Presidency s
and at the time of his death he was Chair-
man of the Wingham District of the
London Conference.

We regret to learn of the death, on
March 14th, of the Rev. John Cassidy,
at Bridgetown, Nova Scotia. Brother
Cassidy entered the work in 18356, and
has been stationed chiefly in Nova Scotia,
New Brunswick, and Cape Breton, and
twice at Bermuda. He was at least
twice clected chairman of his district, and
was & man held in much esteem by his
brethren.  He has been in failing health
for some time. The particulars of his
death we have not heard. We greatly
sympathize with his sorrowing family.

Dr. Ormiston was for many years the
foremost preacher of the Preshyternn
Church in Canads. He was 2 man of
stirring  cloquence, of magnetic persen-
ality, of whole-souled cordiality. He
was one of the oldest and most distin-
guished graduates of Victoria Colleue.
1l-health caused his removal to Southern
California, where he died on March 2iith.
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Book Notiees.

Catholicism ¢ Roman and dnglican. By
A. M. FamrBairN, M.A., D.D,, LL.D.,
Principal of Mansfield College, Oxford.
New York: Charles Seribner’s Sons.
Toronto: William Briggs. Pp. xxiii-
481. Price, 82.00.

This book is not so much an historical
account of the Anglo-Catholic movement
as a masterly analysis of its principles
and refutation of its ervors.  Oxford,
long the stronghold of ancient Cunserv-
atisin, and even of bigotry, has become
in these days wonderfully liberalized. In
Mansfield College and Leys Hall the
Independents and Wesleyans extend
their hospitalities to  Nonconformist
students. Dr. Fairbairn is one of the
ablest of living apologetes, a staunch
Independent, yet with broad and genial
sympathies.  **On the religious side,”
he says, *‘he was attracted by the men
who had been the makers and leaders of
the Catholic revival, by what appeaved
their spirit of devotion, their sincerity,
their simplicity of purpose and honesty
of belief in an age of intellectual com-
plexity, unrest, and change.” In New-
man especially *“ he seemed to have come
upon a man of the ancient heroic strain,”
but his judgment had to reject their
teachings as opposed alike to philosophy
and Scripture.

In these pages he gives the reasons for
that rejection. He discusses Catholicisn:
and Religious Thought, Reason and Re-
ligion ; Cardinal Manning and the Cath-
olic Revival, Anglo-Catholicism, the Old
andthe New, and similar themes. Among
the most interesting chapters are the
sympathetic sketches of some great theo-
logians of Cambridge and Oxford—Light-
foot, Westcott and Hort, Jowett and
Hatch. In a masterly way he traces the
wenesis of the Oxford Movement, ana-
lyzes its elements, and shows its merits
and defects.

Missionary Expansion Since the Refor-

maiion. By the Rev. J. A. GraHawm,
M.A. 145 illustrations and eight

maps. Toronto. Fleming H. Revell
Co. Methodist Bouk Rooms, Toronta,
Montreal & Halifax. Price, $1.25.

No feature in the religious history of
the century now closing is more marked
than the immense development of mis-
siomary enterprise and  achievement.

While wmissionary literature contains
many admirable monographs, full of
inspiration and rich in adventure, about
special missions, yet a concise history of
the great missionary movement has not
till recently been accessible. That want
has been very fully met in the volume
under review.

It gives a few chapters on the mission
work before the epoch of Carey—the
hegimming of the modern missionary
period, as it has well been called ; but
the bulk of the book is devoted to the
marvellous development of the century
now drawing to a close. The missions
are admirably grouped as to the lands in
which their work is done. A personal
interest in the hervie workers is created
by the strong biographieal element of the
book.  An interesting chapter describes
missions ameng God’s seattered people,
the Jews.

Sometimes  missionary  books, while
very pious, are coasidered as literature
very poor. There is no excuse for this.
No theme can be more noble, more
august, nay, sublime. Our author has
imparted a literary grace to his treat-
ment worthy of the theme. The sta-
tistics we judge are as accurate as can be
procured, and the references to auther-
ities very copious. One of the best
features is the admirable illustrations.
One hundred and forty-five engravings
of missionary workers and missionary
scenes, and eight coloured missionary
maps enhance the value of this book.

Across India at the Dawn of the Ticenticth
Century. By Lucy E. GuUinNNess.
London : The Religious Tract Socicty.
Toronto : Fleming H. Revell Co.
Price, 81.50 net.

This is a book of an entively different
character from the last. It treats the pre-
sent, and desceribes the actual cond ™ on of
things in England’s great Indian Empire.
It is one of the most inspiring missionary
hooks that we know. Every resource of
illustration and comparison has been
exhausted to show the vast needs of the
world, the work accomplished, and the
still greater work to be done. It is a
striking fact that there are more students
in the universities of India than in those
of Great Britain.

The ten years' growth of the Students’
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Christian Movement is strikingly shown
by the development from a very small
tree, or book, or human figure, to those
of very large size. The woman’s parish
in Great Britain is shewn  as a tiny
figure; in India it is a colossal type of
the 145,000,000 women and girls of the
Empire. Twenty years’ growth of the
Church is shown by two great candelabra,
each candle representing twenty thou-
sand Protestant adherents. In 1871,
there were 224,161 ; in 1890, there were
559,66L. There are vastly more Mos-
lems under Queen Victoria's rule than
under that of the Sultan of Turkey.
These diagrams bring home with appalling
vividness the significance of the fact that
there are in India 145,000,000 women,
25,00.,000 of them widows, 75,000,000
of them little girls under ten years old,
over 5,000,000 shut up in zenanas, most
of whom have never even heard the
name of Christ. .

All the resources of typography and
striking illustration are exhausted in
setting forth thesefacts. Although thereis
reason to thank God for the two and one-
third million Christians in India, yet
they are a very thin crescent of light on
the great dark orb of 287,000,000 Hindus,
Moslews, Buddhists, ete., in that country.

The book is written with a woman’s
clear observation, keen sympathies, lov-
ing heart, and with rare literary skill.
It is just the book to lend fresh interest
to the meetings of woman’s missicnary
societies, mission bands and circles. We
hope to quote from its stirring pages in
an early number.

Men and Morvements in the English
Church. By ArtACR Rocers. New
York: Longmans, Green & Co. To-

ronto: Wm. Briggs. Pp. x-375. $1.50.

The best way to study any great move-
ment is to study the men who have pro-
duced it. This is especially true of
great religious movements in which so
much 1s due to the personal initiative.
Our author shows the striking need for
a religiors awakening in the Church of
England at the beginning of this century.
Although the Methodist revival had
areatly quickened all the Churches, still
there was need of a great deal more in
the national Church. There were still
too many fox-hunting parsons, who made
the sport not merely the recreation of
their leisure hours, but the chief business
of their lives. Dean Hole remarks of
these that it is charitable to suppose that
they mistook the fox for a wolf, and so
were anxious to destroy him, like good
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shepherds of the flock. A rector at
Alderly used to boast that he had never
set foot in a sick person’s cottage. O(n
Easter Day in 1800 there were only six
communicants in St. Paul’s Cathedral.

In the first year of the century were
horn Newman and Pusey ; shortly befere,
John Keble and Arnold ; and shortly
after, Stanley and Tait. These men, with
Robertsen and Maurice, Kingsley and
Lightfoot, were destined greatly to
change the character of the national
Church. Dr. Rogers gives a sympathetic
study of the various characters of these
men of mark and of their work. The
genesis and growth of the Oxford Move.
ment, the Tractarisn Controversy, the
development of the High Church, Low
Church, Broad Church, are lucidly sct
forth. We know no book which so suc-
cinctly yet so adequately treats the great
movements which have their natural se-
quence in the religious discussions which,
both in Convocation anid Parliament, in
Church and State, are agitating the
public mind.

Charles Kingsley and the Christian Social
Movement. By CHARLES WILLIAM
Stesss, D.D., Dean of Ely. London:
Blackie & Son, Limited. Toronto:
The Copp. Clark Co., Limited. Price,
¢'0 cents.

This is not so much 2 life of Kingsley
as a study of his relations to the Christian
social movement which is so characteristic
of our times. To this movement Kings-
ley gave a great impulse. Before his
time the country parson had little to do
with social problems. As Punch makes
Hodge declare :

¢ Parson do preach and tell me to pray,

And to think of our work, and not ask
more pay ;

And a’ bids me pay my way like a man,

Whether I can’t or whether I can;

And as I han’t beef, to be thankful for
bread,

And bless the Lord itain’t turmuts instead;

And never envy the farmer's pig,

For all a’ lies warm, and is fed so big,

While ;.he missus and little uns grow that
thin,

You may count their bones underneath
their skin ;

I'm to call all I gets ¢ the chastening rod,’

And look ;lp to my betters and then thank
God.”

To Kingsley this was all rank heresy.
He mightily stirred up Hodge to demand
his rights, and as a result Farmer Hudge
or the village shoemaker sits cheek hy
jowl with the parson and the squire in
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the new county council. His intense
sympathy with the poor is seen in his
“Yeast,” his *Alton Locke,” and his
Chartist pamphlets and poems. Kings-
ley did not lay the blame of typhus and
cholera on the Almighty, but on the
¢reed or unthrift of man. He has been
sneered at as preaching the *¢ Gospel of
Drains,” but if cleanliness is next to god-
liness that gospel is & very important
part of the Gospel of salvation.

Kingsley vecognized the drink curse
as the bane of England. In *¢Alton
‘Locke” old Sandy Mackaye, who is un-
derstood to stand for Carlyle, cries out to
the budding poet: *“Say how ye saw the
mouth o’ hell, and the twa pillars thereof
at the entry—the pawnbroker’s shop o’
the one side, and the gin palace at the
other—twa monstrous deevils, eating up
men, women and bairns, body and soul.
Are they nd’ a mair damnable, man-
devouring idol thun ony red-hot statue o’
Moloch, or wicker Gogmagog, wherein
auld Britons burnt their prisoners?
Drunkards frae the breast !—harlots frae
the cradle !—damned before they are
born! John Calvin had an inkling o
the truth there, I'm amost driven to
think, wi’ his reprobation deevil’s doc-
trines.””

But Kingsley’s noblest epic was his
own life ; his healthy, heartsome English
manliness, his true and tender affection.
His noblest tribute are the simple words
his wife placed upon the white cross upon
his grave: ‘‘ Amavimus, amamus, ama-
bimus.”

Round the World from Londm UBridge
to Charing Cross, viu Yolohama and
Chicugo. An Album of Pictures from
Photogruphs of the Chief Places
of Interestin all Parts of the World.
London: George Newnes, Limited.
Toronto : Educational Publishing Co.
Obleng 4to, gilt. Price, §3.85.

Travel is one of the most important
factors in education. Nowadays every-
body travels, if it be only to the county
or provincial fair. There are lessons we
can learn in no other way. Tennyson
speaks of the untravelled peasant

\Who thinks the cackle of his rustic bourg
The great round murmur of the world.

The crusades and pilgrimages of the
Middle Ages did much to disseminate a
knowledge of distant Jands and brought
back to the remotest wilds of Europe
some of the civilization and learning of
the Orient. Never was trarel so all-
pervasive as it is to-day. The globe-
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trotter, inscead of being a rara s, is
now one of the commonest of hirds.

Still there are many whose travels
must ke around their garden, or around
their room.  The demands of duty or the
lack of means keep them at home. But
for even these such splendid albums of
photographic pictures as Mr. Newnes'
furnish many of the advantages of travel
without the cost, and dust, and heat,
and weariness, and often peril, of real
touring. These sun-pictures are actual
transeripts from nature. The instan-
taneous photograph of a crowded London
Street, or of a féte on the Grand Canal
at Venice, enable us to study details
even better than the tourist’s hurried
glance.

M. Newnes'album presents 284 photo-
graphic reproductions, each about seven
by eleven inches, with descriptive text
on each page. It begins at London
Bridge and goes zigzagging about the
world through the fairest scenes of
Europe, from the North Cape to Sicily,
from London to Scamboul. They take
us through the ancient lands of empire
around the Mediterranean, up the Nile,
through Palestine and Syria, and, fol-
lowing Britain’s keys of empire, to her
great Indian possessions, to China and
Japan ; across the American concinent,
portraying some of the finest scenery of
our own Canadian Rockies; through the
United States and South America, and
back through the vast island colony of
Aacstralia, New Zealand, Africa, the
Madeira and Canary Islands, to London.
It fosters one’s patriotic pride to note
the predominance of the Union Jack aid
English signs throughout the world en-
girdling tour.

This book is published by the great
English firm of George Newnes, London,
and is sold only by subscription for £3.85
in cloth gilt, by the Educational Publish-
ing Company, of Toronto. With over
one hundred of the places here shown
we are familiar and can testify to the
absolute accuracy of the presentstions.

Rerview of Historical Publications Ke-
lating to Canada. Edited by GEORGE
M. Wroxg, M.A., and H. H. Laxa-
ToX, B.A. Volume III. Publications
of the year 18958. Toronto : William
Briggs.  Price, paper cover, $1.00;
in cloth, §1.50.

This handsome quarto fully main-
ains the reputation of the previous
volumes of the series. It Is a sign of the
growing time in Canadn that such well-
digested high-classreviewsof studiesof our
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country are issued in a style worthy of the
University Press of Oxford or Cambridge.
This volume will help to build up a
robust and sturdy Canadie--’sm and will
inform our kinsmen throughout the Em-
pire of the literary progress of our coun-
try. An important article on ¢t Canada’s
Relations to the Empire,” presumably by
the editor, opens the volume. An in-
teresting review by Professor Goldwin
Smith of Parkman’s works, reviews of
Kingsford’s history, and of a great num-
ber of minor works are given.

The Interlivear Literal Translation of
the Hebrew Old T'estament. By GEORGE
iCKER BERrY, Ph.D. PartI. Gen-
esis and Exodus. New York: Hinds
& Noble. Toronto: William Briggs.
Price, £6.00.

Those who are called of God to the
exposition of His Word are also called to
qualify themselves therefor as far as
possible by a working knowledge of the
tongues in which it was given. All
preachers cannot become experts in
Greek and Hebrew, but almost all may
at least learn to read the oracles of Ged
in their original form. Only thus can
they in the highest degree avail them-
selves of the best critical helps. The
Hebrew language has comparatively few
verbal forms, only about seven thousand
in all. But these words are strong,
nervous and vivid expressions, having,
as Luther says, ‘“hands and feet.” Any
man of average intelligence and appli-
cation can in a few months at least spell
his way through a Hebrew text. This
literal interlinear translation, flanked on
either side of the page with the old and
new versions of the text, is a most
valuable help. Of course, one will need
a grammar as well, and Messrs. Hinds
and Noble publish one at $1.00.
Cheaper still is Pinpock’s Hebrew
grammar for only 25 cents, a very
useful little book. The volume under
review contains the paradigms of the
verbs and some notes, which need, how-
ever, to be supplemented by a good
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lexicon. The text is in beautiful bold
print, with the vowel points clearly
shown. On account of the minuteness
of these points small Hebrew text is very
hard on the eyes. With this book and
grammar and lexicon any man may
acquire a good working knowledge of the
Hebrew tongue.

The Range of Christian Experience, being
the Twenty-eighth Fernley Lecture, De-
livered in Hull, July, 189S. By Ricn-
ARD Waopy Moss, Classical Tutor,
Didsbury College. London: Charles
H. Kelly. Toronto: William Briges.

The practical topic of this lecture ix
treated with a literary skill and a religious
spirit that will commend it to every
thoughtful reader. The writer sets out
with two chapters on the Christian
regulation of both body and mind. The
body, he says, is generally over-indulged
or over-restrained in religious prescrip-
tions. Asceticism has no religious quality
in itself, while reasonable physical exer-
cise has. The slander that religion is an
enemy to culture is successfully contro-
verted. Scripture, itis shown, ““appeals
directly for the exercise of the mind, im-
plicitly requires it, and supplies both
necessary and worthy objects of thought.”
Religion is the true co-ordinating power
in man. Using the language of the new
biology the life and health of the soul is
described as ‘¢ correspondence with its
environment.” Not with low and sordid
surroundings, but congruity with its di-
vine relations. The discrimination be-
tween holiness and saintliness, even in
Jewish conception, is very just and beau-
tifully phrased. The ore is separation
from sin and the imitation of the kindlier
virtues of God ; the other is love’s in-
genuity in the effort to please Him. ¢ The
saintly man endeavours not merely to
carry out his Father’s orders, but eagerly
anticipates a sceking in unbidden ways to
give the Father joy. Love, and not law,
1s the sanction of duty of which the in-
genuity of a devoted heart becomes
thenceforth the measure.”

THE EASTER MESSAGE.

O quickening life of Easter Day,
burst of snowy bloom ;
¢ The Lord has risen,” lilies say,
In gush of sweet perfume !

Oh, lift your heads and face the sky,
Oh, watch the brightening dawn ;

For life and light and hope are nigh,
And death’s dark night has gone!

**Up, up, to the soft shining blue,
The freshening wind and sun ;

All nature thrills, all life is new,
Christ’s victory is won !

‘¢ Rise, Lord, witha our hearts,” we cry,
¢ Through strange, bright mist of tears:
Oh, show us 'neath this Easter sky
Love’s own immortal years!?
—Margaret Deland.



