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SOME LIGHTHOUSES ON OUR CANADIAN COAST.




Hetiodist Magazing and  Beview,

DECEMBER, 1897.

1

LIFE IN

LIGHTHOUSE OF THE 17TH CENTURY.

After all the progress of civiliza-
tion there is one sphere in which
the power of man seems of little
avail. In Byron’s magnificent
“ Address to the Ocean,” we read :

¢ Man marks the carth with ruin—his con-
trol
Stops with the shore ;—upon the watery

plain
The wrecks are all thy deed, nor doth re-
main
A shadow of man's ravage, save his own,
When for a moment, like & drop of rain,
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A LIGHTHOUSE.

He sinks into thy depths with bubbling
groan,

Without a grave, uuknell'd, uncofiin’d
and unknown.”

Lvery autumn storm brings us
records of wrecks all aiong the
rocky coasts of Great Britain and
Ireland, and on the Canadian and
American seaboard, and on our.
great lakes. .True, much has
been done to lessen these evils.
On every headland, lighthouses
send their friendly gleai2 on dark-
est nights far and wide. At every
great port, life-saving crews watch
the rocket signal of distress, and,
when waves are wildest, launch
their life-boats to rescue drowning
niariners.

The early mariners, says Lieut.
Lllicott, were bold and reckless
rovers, more than half pirates, who
seldom owned a rood of the coasts
along which they sailed, and could
not have established lights and
landmarks on them had they cared
to do so. The rude beginning,
then, of a system of lighthouscs
was when the merchants with
whom the reckless mariners traded
in those dark ages, built beacons
near the harbour mouths to guide
the ships into port by day, and
lighted fires for their guidance at
night.  As such a harbour-guide
had to be a sure landmark in the
daytime and a light by night, it
soon took on a settled shape,—a
tower on which could be built a
fire; and such a tower was usually
built of stone.

This method of guiding ships
into the ports which they sought
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was scarcely established before
human wickedness used it as a
means for their destruction. Bands
of robbers, or, as they came to be
called, “ wreckers,” would hide
themselves somewhere near the
haven sought by a richly laden
vessel, and after overpowering
the fire-keepers, would extin-
guish the beacon-fire on the
night on which the ship was
expected. Then they would
light another fire near some
treacherous reef. The mariner,
sailing boldly toward the false
light, would dash his vessel to
destruction on the reef, where-
upon the robber band would
plunder the wreck and make
off with the booty. This prac-
tice obtained in Cornwall in the
last century, and one of the
great rcforms wrought by
Methodism was its extirpation.

A famous lighthouse was built
on the little island of Pharos, by
Ptolemy Philadelphus, king of
Egypt, two hundred and eighty
years before Christ, to guide ves-
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sels into the harbour of Alex-
andria. Open windows were near

its top, through which the fire
within could be seen for thirty
miles by vessels at sca.

It was

GIBBS HILL LIGHTHOUSE AN
SIGNAL-STAYTF, BERMUDA.

about 400 feet high, and was
destroyed by an earthquake,
after having stood for 1,600
years.

As commerce became a
sourcc of great revenue to
nations, the maintenance ot
lights and beacons for the pro-
tection of vessels became a
-national care; but this was of
so very gradual a growth that
it was not until the beginning
of the seventeenth century
that the building, lighting, and
maintaining of lighthouses was
looked after with regularity by
all governments.

Victor Hugo thus describes a
lighthouse two hundred years ago:
“In the seventeenth century a
lighthouse was a sort of plume of
the land on the sea-shore. The
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ST. DAVID'S LIGHTHOUSE, BURMUDA.

architecture of a lighthouse tower
was magnificent and extravagant.
It was covered with balconies,
balusters, lodges, alcoves, weather-
cocks. Nothing but masks,
statues, foliage, w~olutes, reliefs,
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figures, large and small, medallions
with inscriptions. Such excessive
adornment gave too great a hold
to the hurricane; as generals too
brilliantly equipped in battle draw
the enemy’s fire.  Besides whim-
sical designs in stone, they were
loaded with whimsical designs in
iron, copper, and wood. The
iron-work was in relief, the wood-
work stood out.  On the sides of
the lighthouse there jutted out,
clinging to the walls among the
arabesques, engines of every de-
scription, useful and useless, wind-
lasses, tackles, pulieys, counter-
poises, ladders, cranes, grapnels.
On the pinnacle around the light,
delicately-wrought ironwork held
great iron chandeliers, in which
were placed pieces of rope
steeped in resin; wicks which
burned doggedly, and which no
wind extinquished; and from top
to bottom the tower was covered
by a complication of sea standards,
banderoles, banners, flags, pen-
nons, colours which rose from
stage to stage, from story to story,
a medley of all hues, all shapes, all
heraldic devices, all signals, all
confusion, up to the light chamber,
making, in the storm, a gay riot

GREAT ISAAC LIGHTHOUSE, AND HEN AND
CHICKENS, BAHAMAS,
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of tatters about the blaze. That
insolent light on the brink of the
abyss showed like a defiance, and
inspired shipwrecked men with a
spirit of daring.”

The best proof of the slowness
of nations to see the necessity of
properly lighting their coasts is
afforded by Great Britain, as a
rule the most advanced com-
mercial nation. During the reign
of Queen Elizabeth a religious
brotherhood known as “the
Brotherhood of the Most Glorious
and Undivided Trinity,” was
directed by an act of Parliament
to preserve ancient sea-marks, and
to erect beacons and “ signs of the
sea.” For more than a hundred
years this brotherhood kept up the
ancient sea-marks, but erected
nothing new; then they began to
purchase and operate lights owned
by private individuals cr by so-
cieties; and still later they com-
menced to build lighthouses and
beacons. Tinally, in 1856, Par-
liament gave Trinity House the
entire control of the lighthouses of
England.

Cast-iron lighthouses were first
erected by Mr. Alexander Gordon,
an English civil engineer. Two
were constructed in England, and
were erected on the islands of Ber-
muda and Jamaica. From the
fact that every part of the struc-
ture can be completed at the work-
shop, cast-iron lighthouses answer

admirably for positions at

points remote from large

centres of manufacture, and

are gradually coming into

use. They require a lining

of brick, the weight of which

prevents oscillation or sway-

ing, while its low conducting

power of heat hinders the
deposition of moisture.

Meantime the means of

lighting was being steadily

rresnenimproved.  The open fire

Leas. light gave place to the oil

Methodist Magazine and Review.

lamp; then a curved mirror, called
a parabolic mirror, was placed be-
hind the lamp to bring the rays
together; next, many lamps with
mirrors were grouped about a cen-
tral spindle and some such lights
are still in operation. The
greatest stride came when an ar-
rangement of lenses, known as the
Fresnel lens, in front of a lamp
replaced the mirror behind it
This lens was rapidly improved for
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SECTION OF THE PRESENT
MINOT'S LEDGE LIGHT.

lighthouse purposes, until now a
cylindrical glass house surrounds
the lamp-flame. his house has
lens-shaped walls which bend all
the rays to form a horizontal zone
of strong light which pierces the
darkness to a great distance.
Since the adoption of Argand
lamps in lighthouses, oil has been
used as the combustible. In
Europe the vegetable oils (olive
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and rape-seed or colza) have been
generally used.

Attempts have been made to use
gas in Iiighthouses. Difficulties
have been found in getting the
proper shape of flame for deviation
by the illuminating apparatus; and
the uncertainty of the supply
where the gas is made at the
lighthouse 1is another objection,
and one so serious that 2 full sup-
ply of oil has had to be kept at the
station for fear of accidents to the
gas apparatus. In a few cases
gas has been introduced into light-
houses near towns supplied with it.

The rapid increase in the num-
ber of lighthouses has made it
necessary to have some means of
telling one from another, or, as it
is termed, of giving to each light
its ‘“characteristic.” Colouring
the glass made the light dimmer,
but as red comes most nearly to
white light in brightness, some
lights have red lenses. The latest
and best plan, however, is to set
upright prisms at intervals in a
circular framework around the
lens, and to revolve this frame by
clockwork. Thus the light is
made to flash every time a prism
passes between it and an observer.
By changing the number and
places of the prisms, or the speed
of the clockwork, the flashes for
any one light can be made to
occur at intervals of so many sec-
onds for that light. Putting in
red prisms gives still other
changes. Thus each light has its
“ characteristic,” and this is written
down in signs on the charts, and
fully stated in the light-lists carried
by vessels. Thus, on a chart you
may note that the light you want
to sight is marked “F, W, v. W.
Fl, 10-sec.,” which means that it

is “fixed white varied by white -

flashes every ten seconds.” When
a light is sighted you see if those
are its characteristics; and, if so,
you have found the right one.
Another scheme is used on the
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coasts of Irance, in addition to
those mentioned. It is a means
for swinging a vertical beam of
light across the sky at regular
times. Thus the whereabouts of
a light can be discovered by the
appearance of its beam long before
the light itself shows above the
horizon.

THE LIGHTHOUSE AT ST. AUGUSTINE,
FLORIDA.

Lighthouse buildings are vari-
ously painted, so that they will
have a * characteristic” by day.
Thus some towers are red, some
black, some white and black in
horizontal or vertical stripes, some
checkerboarded, and some painted
in spirdl bands like those on a bar-
ber’s pole, as is shown in the pic-
ture above.
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One seldom thinks, when he
watches the brightly cheering and
safely guiding light of a light-
house, what ceaseless watching
and patient heroism it takes to
Ieep the light burning year in and
year out through all weathers.
Generally there 1s for each light

A SCREW-PILE OCEAN LIGHTHOUSE ON
FOWEY ROCK, FLORIDA.

only a keeper with two assistants,
and often the keeper is assisted
only by his wife, sons, or daugh-
ters. Even the most comfortably
situated lighthouses are generally
on lonely headlands, with no
human dwelling near. Others are
on outlying rocks, or islands swept

Methodist Magazine and Review.

by the sea, and wholly cut off
from the land except in fair wea-
ther. There are even a few
which, built upon sunken reefs,
seem to rise from the very bed of
the ocean, and against which
storm-driven seas break with
shocks which shake them to their
foundations.  Such are the Eddy-
stone Lighthouse, off the coast of
England, at the entrance to the
English Channel, and Minot’s
Ledge Light, near the entrance to
Boston Harbour. These two are
the most isolated and exposed
lighthouses in the world. They
were built at the utmost peril to
human life. Each was swept
away by storms after completion,
and had to be rebuilt.

The first lighthouse on Minot’s
Ledge was built in 1848. It was
an octagonal tower resting on the
tops of eight wrought-iron piles
eight inches in diameter and sixty
feet high, with their bases sunk
five feet in the rock. These piles
were braced together in m. :y
ways; and, as they offered less sur-
face to the waves than a solid
structure, this lighthouse was con-
sidered by all awthorities upon the
subject to be excepiionally strong.

On the 14th of April, 1851, two
keepers being in the lighthouse,
an casterly gale set in, steadily in-
creasing in force. People on
shore, and no doubt the keepers
themselves, watched the heavy
seas sweep harmlessly through the
network of piles beneath the house,
and feared no harm.

That night was one of keen
anxietv, for the gale still increased;
and all through that dreadful driv-
ing storm and darkness, the faith-
ful keepers were at their posts, for
the light burned brightly. The

- gale had become a hurricane; and

when at times the tower could be
seen through the mists and sea-
drift, it seemed to bend to the
shock of the waves. What agony
those two men must have suffer~d!
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How that dreadful abode must
have - swayed in the irresistible
hurricane, and trembled at each
crashing sea! At one o’clock in
the morning the lighthouse bell
was heard by those on shore to
give a mournful clang, and the
light was extinguished. It was
the funeral knell of two patient
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ter, a girl of seventeen, was in
charge of the light. The roar of
the surf and the wind was so great
that the poor women could not
hear one another’s voices. As
the storm grew worse, the dwell-
ing had to be abandoned, and all
lived in the light-tower for three
days and nights, during which the
little light-keeper never lost her
nerve, but kept the light burning
as regularly as clockwork.
Lighthouse-keepers do not seem
to feel their lonely life. I once
spent a week on a lightship, near
the entrance to New York har-
bour. The assistant keeper was
in charge, and he was nearly stone
deaf. He had not been ashore
for three months, and even a
newspaper came to him only by
chance from time to time, when a

STIRRUP CAY L1GHT, BAHAMAS,

heroes. Next day there remained
on the rock only eight jagged iron
stumps.

During this same galc another
lighthouse, twenty-five miles out
at sea on that New England coast,
was sore beset. The keeper had
gone away for provisions, leaving
an invalid wife and four daughters
in the station. The eldest daugh-

pilot-boat stopped by on her way
out of the harbour. From sunrise
until nine o’clock at night he did
little else but sit on a hatchway
smoking an old pipe and gazing
reflectively at the great harbour
receiving and dismissing its thou-
sands of vessels. One day he
asked me to use my influence to
get him transferred to Cape Cod.
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I asked him why he wished the
change.

“Well,” said he, very seriously,
“I want a quicter station; it’s too
lively here; I want to be where
there is less going on

Light-ships take the place of
lighthouses on shoals which are
too much exposed, or where sands
are too shifting to allow light-
houses to be built on them.
These vessels are very securely
moored, and newer ones have
auxiliary steam-power, so that if
they should break adrift in a storm

Methodist Magezine and Review.

ported by iron piles screwed into
the sand.

A Dbeacon is a structure of
stone, iron, or wood, placed upon
the shore or upon a rock or shoal
in the water to designate a danger.
Beacons are built at points where
lighthouses cannot be built, or
which are not of sufficient import-
ance to justify the constant ex-
pense of keeping up lighthouses or
light-vessels, but which neverthe-
less require to be pointed out.

A fog signal is an aid to naviga-
tion placed on board a light-vessel
or near a lighthouse to give warn-
ing to vessels in time of foggy or
thick weather. They are of the
greatest importance, hardly, if at
all, inferior to lighthouses. In
fogs no light can be seen far
enough to be of use, and a signal
by sound is the only one that can
give warning of the presence of
danger. Bells are the most com-
mon signals, and when placed on
light-vessels they are very efficient.
Whistles, horns, and sirens are
also used as fog signals, and are
more efficient than bells, because
their sounds are heard further.
They are sounded by steam or air-
engines, and their positions are in-
dicated by the length of and in-
tervals between the blasts. The
siren is actuated by steam or com-

pressed air, producing an intense
sound of great volume, which is

SCREW
AT END

SCREW-PILE RIVER LIGHTHOUSE.

OF PILE.

they could steam into the nearest
port for shelter, or lie to until the
gale abated. Their light and
lenses surround one or both of
their masts, and in the daytime ave
lowered down into a little house
at the foot of the mast. At night
the lamps are lighted, and the
lights hoisted up again to the
mastheads. On some shoals,
usually in rivers and bays, where
the water is not too deep and the
sea is never violent, lighthouses
are built on a trestlework sup-

transmitted in the required direc-
tion by the horn. Sounds from the
siren have been heard at a distance
of twenty-five miles. And most
doleful and lugubrious sounds they
are.

Well-equipped vessels are em-
ployed to carry provisions and
stores to the lighthouses, planted
on headlands or on rocky islands.
One can well imagine how wel-
come must be the arrival of one
of these steamers at such lonely
spots, bringing letters, newspapers,
books and fresh provisions. Yet
perhaps the exiles look forward
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almost more to a chat with some
one, even for a few minutes, from
the outside world. There arc
what are called shore-stations and
rock-stations.  In the former, two
men live at the basc of their tower
in comfortable, strong-built cot-
tages along with their wives and
families; they may be forty miles
from a church, and the children
may have to tramp many a weary
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miles of sea; but at Sule Skerry,
forty miles north-east of Cape
Wrath, the scabirds and the seals,
with an occasional trader, are the
only evidences of life that the
watchers see between the monthly
visits of the relief steamer.
Carrier pigeons communicate
with the shore at Ailsa Craig, but
at Sule Skerry they have failed to
give satisfaction. There are tele-

LIGHT-SHIP, CLAREMONT ISLAND, AUSTRALIA.

mile to school, but still they arc
within the pale of civilization.

On the rock-stations three men
keep watch while the fourth en-
joys a fortnight at the cottages
ashore. Sometimes an anxious
husband can with his telescope
make out the faces of his family
if they walk up to the top of a hill.
At Skerryvore, in Scotland, in clear
weather, an “all's well ¥ signal can
be read from the shore over twelve

phones in these days that need no
wires. There is the simple Morse
code, worked manually by a little
flag or handkerchief, which an in-
telligent boy can learn in a week.
One can imagine the anxiety with
which a keeper would watch his
cottage door for the handkerchief
that waved him accurate news of
his sick wife, or the amusement it
might give him to flag home the
the latest lighthouse jest.
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The lighthouse on Sule Skerry
is a typical one, and of modern
construction. The base of the
tower is surrounded by a strong
penthouse containing rows of huge
oil-cans, whose size and number
remind one of Ali Baba's oil-jars
in which Morgiana boiled the
forty thieves. The lighthouse has
naturally many stories. Two
store-rooms lead up to a kitchen;
a bright little fire makes this a
pleasant apartment, and having
cverything within reach is certainly
an advantage.  On the wall a
violin, a concertina, a carved boat,
indicate how the leisure hours are
emploved. Library books are, of

Methodist Magazine and Review.

A very important part of the
lighthouse service is the supplying
these scattered stations with the
necessaries of life and light. To
land barrels of oil, with a heavy
sea running, takes a lot of care,
and is often rough, dangerous
work.

No one can make a relief voyage
without remembering the hearty
handshakes received on landing to
visit the lighthousemen; one may
be tempted to smile at some of
their little grievances magnified
into mountains by being brooded
over in solitude; to hear that two
families have lived next door on a
desert island without speaking to

THE MARINER'S WELCOME LIGHT.

course, regularly supplied, so also
is a certain amount of periodical
literature.  Up further, the men’s
berths occupy a stage, and close
to the pillow there is a fiendish
device for waking the next man on
watch.

This floor has actually two
rooms, with tiers of three berths
in each. Above this comes the
lantern-room, a magnificent place
glittering with polished brass-work,
machinery and crystal facets. The
lamp has six rows of circular
wicks, is one of the most powerful
in the service, and is surrounded
by a revolving dome of glass
prisms.  There is the time-table,
to show lighting-up time for every
day in the year, and indicating a
17 1-2 hours night in midwinter.

cach other for eighteen months is
sad but comic; one wonders why
as a rule the wives look happy and
the men look sad; and one reflects
on the unfairness which covers the
service of the scarlet coat with
glory, while these devoted men
work on, unknown, undecorated
and almost forgotten by the coun-
try they serve.

Longfellow thus describes in his
picturesque manner the associa-
tions of a lighthouse :

The rocky ledge runs far into the sea,
And on its outer point, some miles away,
The Lighthouse lifts its massive masonry,
A pillar of fire by night, of cloud by day.

LEven at this distance I can see the tides,
Upheaving, hreak unheard along its base,

A speechless wrath, that rises and subsides
In the white lip and tremor of the face.
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And as the evening darkens, lo ! how bright,
Through the deep purple of the twilight
air,
Beams forth the sudden radiance of its light
With strange, unearthly splendour in its
glare !

Not one alane ; from each projecting cape
Ana perilous reef along the ocean’s verge,
Starts into life a dim, gigantic shape,
Holding its lantern oer tie restless
surge. .
-
Like the great giant Christopher it stands
Upon the brink of the tempestuous wave,
Wading far out among the rocks and sands,
The night-o'ertaken mariner to save.

And the great ships sail ontward and veturn,
Bending and bowing o'er the billowy
swells,
And ever joyful, as they see it hurn,
They wave tllllch‘ silent welcomes and fare-
wells.

They come forth from the darkness, and
their sails
_ Gleam for a moment only in the blaze,
And eager faces, as the light unveils,
Gaze ab the tower, and vanish while they
gaze. . . .

Steadfast, serene, immovable, the same
Yearafter year, though all the silent night

Burns on for evermore that quenchless flawme,
Shines on that inextinguishable light !

It sees the ocean to its hosom clasp
The rocks and sea-sand with the kiss of
peace;;
It sees the wild winds lift it in their grasp.
And hold it up, and shake it like a tleece.

The startled waves leap over it ; the storm
Smites it with all the scourges of the rain,
And steadily against its solid form
Press the great shoulders of the hurricane.

The sea-hird wheeling round it, with the din
Of wings and winds and solitary cries,
Blinded and maddened by the light within.

Dashes himself against the glare, and dies.

A new Prometheus, chained upon the rock,
Still grasping in his hand the fire of Jove.
It does not hear the ery, nor heed the shock,
But hails tive mariner with words of love.

“Sail on!” he says, ““sail on, ye stately
ships!
And with your floating bridge the ovean
span;
Be mine to guard thislight from all eclip
Be yours to bring man nearer unto man

THE DYING YEAR.

Full knee-deep lies the winter snow,

And the winter winds are wearily sighing:
Toll ye the church-bell sad and slow,
And tread softly and speak low,

For the old year lies a.dying.

—Zeanyson.
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BATTLE-GROUND OF

LEUROPL.

BY HARRIET CORNELIA HAVWARD.

JOSEPH EOTVOIN, HUNGARIAN PATRIOT.

The great Sarmatian Plain, cov-
ering the whole of south-castern
Europe, has been from time imme-
morial the battle-ground of the
nations.  The Iuns, the Tartars,
and the Goths, Genghis Khan,
Tamerlane, and Iskander, and
many another ruthless tribe and
conqueror, have swept this vast re-
gion with the scythe of destruc-
tion.

But in this paper we refer more
cspecially to the great duel be-

tween the Ottoman poveer and the
Chiristian nations of Europe for the
mastery of the entire west. For
hundreds of vears the tide of battle
ebbed and flowed across those fer-
tile plains, of what is now the
kingdom of Hungary. Army aiter
army of Crusaders were launched
against the Moslems, and army
aiter army of Moslems swept up
to the very walls of Vienna. The
corsair fleets of the Turks swept
the shores of the Mediterranean,
and the terrible Tanizaries were the
scourge of Christendom. The
traces of this great conflict are
seen in ruined Christian castles
and dilapidated Turkish mosques
all along the {rontiers of this
world’s debate.

On some of the incidents of that
prolonged conflict, and a few of
the places which it madc memor-
able, we purpose in a short space
to dwell.

For two hundred years the
Crusaders passed through HHun-
gary in going to and returning
from the Holv Lands. Richard
Cocur de Lion, it is said, was cap-
tured. and for fifteen vears con-
fined in one of the castles on the
Danube. Many of the crusading
armies were composed of such a
motley, lawless host that thev
would have been a grievously dis-
turbing eclement in the country,
but fortunately for Hungary the
kings who reigned during this
period were men of firmmness of
character, and the Crusaders were
kent within bounds.

Under their first king, St
Stephen, Buda was founded. For
two centuries after the death of St.
Stephen, Hungary continued to
keep pace with the western world,
but then internal feuds arose, and
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HUNGARIAN PEASANTS.

so occupied the attention of the
people that they did not heed the
gradual approach of the Mongols,
and before they realized their dan-
ger the Mongolian hordes had
crossed the Carpathians, and the
smoke of the villages they were
destroying could be seen from the
walls of Pesth, and the army that
Hungary was able to raise, al-
though they fought with a bravery
unsurpassed, were completely anni-
hilated on the plains of Muhi.

The infidels overran all Hun-
gary, and the Christian altars
evervwhere were soon a mass of
ruins. This state of things cxisted
for some time, but finally the Mon-
gols retired, leaving the whole
country in a most desolate con-
dition.  “Since the birth of Christ
no country has ever heen over-
whelmed by such misery.” says the
historian.

But the brave King Bela. the
regenerator of Hungary, rose to
the emergency, and by his aid,
phoenix-like she sprang from her
ashes and again started upon the

| time begun
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high road to prosperity. In five
vears the desolated cities were re-
stored and new ones founded.
For two hundred vears Hungary
was again torn by internal feuds
and wars with other nations, and
was in most desperate straits,

[l \whon, in 1456, John Hunvadi came

upon the scene, a full-fledged
general, invincible in battle.  He
was at once dubbed the raven
knight, from the fact that there
was a raven cmblazoned on his
shield. He was here and there,
and evervwhere that the fight
raged the fiercest, and wherever
he went the enemy either fled or
were slain.

The Turks, who had about this
their depredations,
showed a superstitious fear of him.
\While this fear kept them from
Hungary itself, they preyed upon
the vassal states. Hunyadi pos-
sessed the most indomitable will
and sleepless, untiring energy, and
kept the Turks at bay, meeting

FORTIFIED FRONTIER TOLL-HOUSE.
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and foiling the marauding expedi-
tions.

The Turks attached such im-
portance to the capture of Hun-
yadi, dead or alive, that large re-
wards were promised to the sol-
diers who should accomplish this.
One of Hunyadi’s followers, who
resembled him, heroically volun-
teered to personate his leader by
donning his uniform and mount-
ing the well-known charger. The
brave fellow at almost the outset
of the battle was
killed. The Turks,
thinking that their

RUINS OF WAAG-BISZTRICZ CASTLE.

hitherto invincible foe had been
conquered at last, were wild with
joy, but when sudderly the réal
Hunyadi appeared among them,
the whole Turkish army became
panic-stricken and fled, leaving a
vast amount of booty. And so
it was up to the hour of his death,
which took place very suddenly
after a signal victory over the
Turks at Belgrade—a victory so
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brilliant that all Europe rang with
the praises of the raven knight.

Soon came dark days for Hun-
gary. There were weak, incom-
petent rulers, and dissatisfied sub-
jects, and in the short space of
thirty years she sank as rapidly as
she had previously advanced, and
seems to have reached a very low
ebb at the time of the disastrous
battle with their old enemies, the
Turks, at Mohacs. Then Bel-
grade was taken. This startled
the Hungarians, but there was so
much bitter feeling between
the adherents of
the new Luther-
an doctrine and
the Catholics,
they did not heed
the danger that
menaced them,
and dearly they
| paid the penalty,
for the Turks
captured Buda-Pesth and placed
the atrocious Janizaries in charge

f the ill-fated city.

The Turks soon overran all
Hungary, and for one hundred and
forty-five years the Hungarians
groaned under their yoke. Dur-
ing this period Hungary made no
advancement, as history shows has
been the case with every nation
that has had the misfortune to fall
under the domination of the Turks;
but the spirit of patriotism was not
dead within them, and finally,
when by the aid of nearly all of
Christendom the abhorred invaders
were overpowered and driven out,
the news was received with joy by
the whole of civilized Europe.

But the Hungarians could not,
unaided, protect themselves against
the infidels.  Austria seemed the
one to whom she should most
naturally turn for assistance. Aus-
tria’s promises were fair enough,
but were not kept; she took advan-
tage of the opportunity, and Hun-
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gary was soon under the Haps-
burg severeignty. For two hun-
dred years she was, so to speak,
between the hammer and the anvil.
It would have taken her, even
under the most favourable circum-
stances, many years to recover
from the terrible calamity of a
Turkish occupation, and the Aus-
trian oppression was almost as
hard for a liberty-loving nation to
bear. She did not wear the voke
tamely; many attempts to gain her
freedom were

made from time

to time.

CHURCH AND

At last, under less oppressive
rulers, some of Hungary’s de-
mands were acceded to, and on the
occasion of her coronation cere-
monies the Empress Maria
Theresa so won the hearts of the
Hungarians that during uer reign
there was comparative peace be-
tween the two countries, and the
conquered subjects were able
auxiliaries in the wars with other
nations.

We comge at length to the days
of Hungary’s champion, Louis
Kossuth, a nobleman by birth, but
proud to be called a child of the
people.  What he sought for his
country was free speech, the free
press, and the emancipation of the
peasants. But the brave champion

2
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was a martyr to his country’s
cause, for he was thrown into
prison, where he remained for two
vears.  During this period he ap-
plied himself so diligently to the
study of the English language,
chiefly through the study of the
English Bible and Shakespeare,
and became so proficient in 1t that
on his subsequent visits to Eng-
land and America he was enabled
to charm all hearers by his mas-
terly style of oratory.

In 1840, Kossuth was pardoned
and again became the leader of the
liberal party, who swore by the God
of the Magyars

CONVENT OF SKALKA.

to be slaves no
longer. They
were gallantly
sustained by the
Hungarian army,
and bravely they
struggled for nine
years, and it is
more than prob-
able that Hun-
gary would have
gained her inde-
pendence at last
if Russia had not
responded  to
Austria’s earnest
appeal for aid: but this she did to
the number of two hundred thou-
sand troops ; this, added to the
Austrian forces, made a power
against which it was worse than
useless for the brave patriots to
struggle.

Many of the distinguished Hun-
garians, with Kossuth, sought re-
fuge in Turkey and other coun-
tries, and for ten years were exiles
from home and country, until they
were pardoned at the time of the
coronation, in 1868, at Buda-Pesth,
of Francis Joseph and his consort
as King and Queen of Hungary.
Kossuth, however, till ninety years
of age resided in Turin, a sclf-
exile, true to his vow mnever to
return to his beloved country so




498

CRLIL Fussung <t

SZTRECSNO.

long as it remained under the
Hapsburg dynasty.

It was up the Danube and Save
that the Turks made their maraud-
ing ecxpeditions for hundreds of
vears, and the junction of these
two rivers was the key to the situa-
tion. This the fortress of Bel-
grade commanded, so it will
readily be seen why such great im-
portance was attached to securing
this position, bothh on the part of
the Mohammedans, who were de-
termined to still farther encroach
upon Europe, and on the part of
Austria and Hungary, who were
equally determined they should go
no farther.  So poor little Servia’s

position was anything but an en- ~

viable one. Lying, as she did.
helplessly  Detween the great
powers, she was for hundreds of
vears simply a bone of contention,
and was almost annually devastat-
ed by the contending nations.
Aany a stately castle and high
tower is reflected in the waters of
the river Waag, in the northern
part of Hungary. The steep and
almost inaccessible crags along the
course of the river were selected
by the robber-knights of the
Middle Ages for the sites of their
strongholds, the ruins of which
still attract the traveller’s eve and
furnish the inhabitants of the sur-
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rounding country with material
for countless legends. In very
early times the valley of the Waag
formed one of the chief rowwes
along which passed the caruvans
of the merchants who were occu-
pied in exchanging the products of
the east for those of the west; here,
therefore, the predatory nobles
found a profitable field for the ex-
crcise of their vocation.

At the foot of the hill of Pre-
pastry, close to the Waag, stand
the ruins of a church with twin
towers, in a mingled Romanesque
and Gothic style of architecture,
and adjoining are the remains of
the ancient Benedictine Abbey of
Skalka. See cut on page 497.
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On a steep hill of limestone we heads of the assailants. Hundreds
see the ruins of Waag-Bisztricz  of the heroic defenders fell in the
castle, Tradition says that the desperate fray, but Erlau was
aqueduct, remains of which have saved, and on the night of October
recently been
discovered, was
known only to
the owner of the
castle, the work-
men  employed
in its construc-
tion having been
put to death in
orderto preserve
the secret of its
position.  This
stronghold was a
nest of robbers.

At the en-
trance to the
Sztrecsno  Pass
rises a steep crag, surrounded by beautiful
wooded mountains ; at the summit of the crag
stands the ruins of the Castle of Sztrecsno; a
lofty watch-tower overtops the ruins.

On the right bank of the Waag, the ruins of
Ovar Castle occupy a rocky ridge falling ab-
ruptly to the river. No craft could pass this
spot without paying toll to the lord of Ovar
Castle. It was perhaps with a view to thus
levying tribute on the river traffic that this site
was chosen for the stronghold.

The most glorious event in
the history of Erlau is the his-
toric defence of the town and
fortress in 1552 against the
Turkish army, under the com-
mand of the Vizier Ahmed and
Ali Pasha. With an army of
100,000 men the Turks appeared
before the weakly garrisoned
town. The Turks
thriceendeavour- .
cd to storm the
fortress, but were
repulsed on cach
occasion, losing
over a thousand
men. Women . )
and- maidens even took their part 18 the Turks raised the siege.
in the furious conflict, hurling Twelve thousand heavy balls,
stones and boiling water on the which had been shot into the

MINARET AND CATHEDRAL OF ERLAU (EGEK). WOMAN OF ERLAU,
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town, were collected, without
counting the smaller ones.

The cathedral as shown is sup-
ported by twelve Corinthian col-
umns, and the staircase leading to
the portico is flanked by statues
of the Apostles Peter and Paul and
of the canonized Hungarian mon-
archs, Stephen and Ladislaus.

PARISH CHURCH, FUNFKIRCHEN,

Funfkirchen, or Five Churches,
is one of the oldest cities of Hun-
gary. The cathedral is one of the
most interesting of mediaeval edi-
fices. During the Turkish dom-
ination (1543-1686), it served part-
ly as a fortress, partly as a mosque.
Interesting, too, are the three
Turkish mosques with their slender
minarets; thev are now employed
for civil purposes. The parish
church, in the principal place, was
once a mosque, as might Dbe
guessed from its external appear-
ance.

At Mohacs we reach the blood-
drenched plain consecrated by the
tears and pangs of generations. Tt
was on August 29, 1526, that the
Hungarians, under King Louis
I1, met the advancing Turkish
army. Being unable to oppose
more than 30,000 troops to the
200,000 of the invaders, the Hun-
garians were completely over-
whelmed by numbers. The youth-
ful monarch himself lost his life,
together with the flower of the
nation.  Flecing after the hattle
with a small band of faithful ad-

Methodist Magazine and Review.

herents, in the act of cross-
ing a stream which was at that
time swollen by heavy rains, the
king, weighed down by his heavy
armour, sank and was drowned.

A hundred and sixty-one years
after this disastrous day, also in
the month of August, the Duke of
Lorraine avenged the former de-
feat by achieving on this same ficld
a signal victory over the Turks,
more than 22,000 of whom were
slain.  This victory put an end to
the dominion of the Turks in
Hungary.

Sultan Suleiman, who with an
army of 220,000 men had for
weeks in vain besieged a fortress,
which was defended by only 2,500
Hungarians, offered to make its
commander, Zrinyi, Governor of
Bosnia and Illyria in case he
would surrender the place, point-
ing out that neither the walls nor
the garrison were in a condition
to withstand a general assanit.-
Zrinyi scornfully rejected this dis-
honouring proposal, and pro-
visions being already scarce, he re-

STATUE OF JELLACSIES, HUNGARIAN
PATRIOT.

solved to make a sally at the head
of his faithful troops and fall fight-
ing against the enemy.

On September 7th, 1556, he as-
sembled his little company of
heroes, whose number was now re-
duced to 600, made them swear to
stand steadfastly by him, and then
placed himself at their head in gala
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costume,  without helmet or
armour. The gates were flung
open, and Zrinyi rushed out, a sec-
ond Leonidas, leading his handful
of men against a forest of spears
and scimitars.  Scarcely had the
hero got half-way across the
bridge, which had been thrown
over the moat, when he fell to the
ground, pierced by a - ore of bul-
lets, and his faithful comrades
speedily shared his fate.  Zrinyi’s
wife, who was s'anding on the
walls watching the sortie, now
rushed into the powder magazine

RIEGERSBURCG,
FRONTIER FORTRESS.

with a lighted torch, which she
threw into a powder-barrel. The
next moment the tower and a
large part of the fortifications flew
into the air, burying thousands of
the enemy under the ruins. This
explosion cost the Turks more
than 20,000 men, and the Sultan
was so afflicted and enraged by the
loss that he was seized with an
apopletic fit and soon afterwards
-died.

On a mass of rock rising from
the bottom of the valley, but fall-
ing off towards the west and north
in perpendicular precipices, rises a
huge cone of basaltic tufa, tower-
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ing like some dark promontory of
the Arctic seas. This is the fam-
ous Riegersburg, the grim warder
of the Styrian frontier, a steep rock
covered with formidable ramparts
enclosing an area of more than
thirty-five acres, yielding every-
thing necessary for the support of
a garrison. Through several
strongly fortified gates and across
two moats excavated in the solid
rock, onec of them sixty feet deep
and fifty feet wide, the road leads
into the Castle of Kronegg. Eight
hastions defend the entrance. The

SRELLIT SSeTACT

KRONEGG CASTLE.

road, entirely cut in the stone,
winds slowly up the steep rocky
mount, close by the side of the
Icopholed wall, each embrasure of
which forms the framework of a
charming landscape. Above the
sixth gate, richly decorated with
armorial bearings, is the follow-
ing inscription in commemoration
of the builder of this fortress,
Catherine Elizabeth Galler, popu-
larly known as “ Schlimme Liesel ”
—“wicked Eliza”:
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Was ich in 16 Jahren hier hab lassen pauen
Das ist woll Zusechen und anzuschauen.
Kein heller mich nicht renen thuet,

Ich neing dem Vaterland zu guet.

Auf Gotte’s genad und reichen segen

Steht all’ mein hofinung und all mein lewen.

which doggerel may be thus trans-
lated :

What here in sixteen years was built by me
Is plain to look at and to see.

I don’t regret a penny spent,

My Fatherland to serve ’twas meant.

In God’s rich mercy and His grace

My life and all my hopes I place.
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features of the Hungarian land-
scape and the Magyar race; the
long low farm-houses, often built
of no better material than mud,
with their thatched roofs, in strong
contrast with the stately seats of
the nobles, surrounded by avenues
of poplars; vast expanses of heath,
with picturesque herds of grazing
cattle, fringed by extensive oak-
forests; the squalid village inn,
with a wreath of oak-leaves flutter-
ing from its gable, and the melan-

HUNGARIAN PEASANTS FORDING A STREAM.

The Castle of Gussing stands on
a steep conical hill of volcanic
origin, rising to a height of 280
feet above the plain; round the
mount is grouped the picturesque
village. 'The old castle is now for
the most part merely a magnificent
ruin; only the family hall and three
rooms in the tower, containing an
interesting collection of weapons
and armour, and other curiosities,
and the chapel, known far and
wide as a place of pilgrimage
under the designation of our Lady
of the Snow, are still kept in re-
pair.

We meet with all the peculiar

choly airs of the wandering gypsy
minstrels issuing from its rooms.
The men we meet wear wide linen
trousers, the women, who, though
mostly of short stature, are of
pleasing appearance, bright blue or
red gowns and head-dresses. Trim
vehicles, drawn by splendid little
horses, rattle along the high-roads.
Everywhere we meet with signs of
a vigorously pulsating national life,
inspired by an enthusiastic patriot-
ism which manifests itself towards
foreign wvisitors in a chivalrous
hospitality.  Such are the traits
that now constantly accompany
the traveller in his wanderings.

The happy Christmas comes once more,
The heavenly Guest is at the door,
"The blessed words the shepherds thrill,
The joyous tidings—Yeace, good.will !

The belfries of all Christendom
Now roll along
The unbroken song
Of peace on carth, good-will to men!
—Lonysdiom..



(

R

BY REV. JAMES

JOSEPH GARIBALDI.

The mission of some men is like
that of the hurricane—and is as
necessary and useful. Nations can
become stagnant and corrupt as
well as nature. The wild storm
cqually purifies both.  Garibaldi
was a hurricane.

No nation in Europe stood in
sorer need of a political ¢torm, of
the right sort, than Italy, and nonc
has had a wilder or more bene-
ficent one than she, in the central
years of this century.

Three men—a marvellous trium-

*« Joseph Garibaldi: Patriot aud Sol-

dier.” By R. Corlett Cowell. London:
Charles H. Kelly. Toronto: Wm. Briggs.
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GARIBALDI*

COOKE SEYMOUR.

virate of greatness—conspired to
this, and inspired the mighty Re-
volution that has made Italy a
nation—Mazzini, Cavour, and
Garibaldi. Three men as unlike
as could be—often utterly diverse
in their ideas and plans—and
sometimes strongly hostile to each
other—but absolutely one, in the
supreme object of a free and
united Italy. Mlazzini was the
Prophet of the Revolution, Ca-
vour its Statesman, Garibaldi its
Rnight-errant Warrior.

Nice was the birthplace of Gari-
baldi, and the 22nd of July, 1807,
his natal day. His father and
grandfather were captains of mer-
chant vessels.  His mother, Rosa
Raguindo, the daughter of a
major-domo of a noble house in
the neighbourhood, was a singu-
larly gentle, affectionate and pious
woman. She was his good genius.
He well-nigh worshipped her as
the ideal of perfect womanhood.
Writing after her death, he said :

«To her pity for the unhappy I owe
that profound charity for my country
which has procured for me the affection
of my unfortunate brethren. I am not
superstitious, and yet I will aftirm that
in the most terrible incidents of my life,
when the ocean roared under the keel
and against the sides of my ship, and
when the bullets were whistling about
like hail, 1 constantly saw her on her
knees buried in prayer, bent at the feet
of the Most High for me. And that
which gave me the courage at which
people have been astonished was the con-
fidence I felt that no harm could befall
me while so holy a woman was praying
for me.”

AMuch to his mother’s disap-
pointment—for she had destined
him to the priesthood—he became
a sailor. In the course of his
voyages he came in contact with
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some Italian patriots, who awoke
in him the first vivid conceptions
of his country's sad condition. In
Marscilles he met Mazzini. That
decided his future career.

Poor Ttalia !

With a wound in her breast

And a flower in her hand

And a gravestone under her head ;
While every nation at will,

Beside her daved to stand,

And flout her with pity and scorn,
Saying : **She is at rest,

She is fair, she is dead.”

All the fire of Mazzini’s patriotic
spirit was soon ablaze in the
breast of Garibaldi. =~ What that
spirit meant can be readily seen in
Mazzini’s famous letter to King
Charles Albert of Sardinia :

1 dare to speak the truth to you be-
cause I deem you alone are worthy to
listen to it, and because none around you
venture to utter the whole truth in your
ears. Sire, have you never cast a glance
on this Italy ; beautified with nature’s
smile, crowned with twenty centuries of
sublime memories, the home of genius,
endowed with infinite means, requiring
only unity, surrounded by such natural
defences, as a strong will and a few brave
breasts would ensure to protect her from
the foreigner’s insult? Have you never
said to yourself, ThisItaly is created for
great destinies? Have you never con-
templated this people who inhabit it,
splendid, despite the shadow of servitude
which hangs over their hezds; great by
the instinct of life, by the light of in-
tellect, by the energy of passions—pas-
sions blind and ferocious it may be, since
the times are against the development of
nobler ones—but are, nevertheless, the
elements from which nations are created ;
great, indeed, since misfortune has not
crushed them nor deprived them of their
hope. Has the thought never dawned
on you to evolve, as God from chaos, a
new world from these dispersed elements;
to re-unite the dissevered members?
Sire, we are determined to become a free
and united nation—with you, if you will ;
without you, if you will not ; against you,
if you oppose our efforts.”

The king's reply to this was an
order that the foot of Mazzini
should never again be allowed to
desecrate his kingdom.
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Garibaldi’s military career
opened with the part he took in an
invasion of Italy in 1834, planned
by Mazzini, and which ended in
speedy disaster, chiefly through
the treachery of the Polish General
Ramorino, who had been entrust-
ed with the leadership.  Already
he was a marked man. He fled
to Marseilles, and on reaching
there, he read in the newspaper,
Le Peuple Souverain, that he was
outlawed and condemned to be
shot. ““This was the first time,”
he remarked, “that he had had
the pleasure of seeing his name in
print.”

This did not prevent him, after
a subsequent voyage to Marseilles,
volunteering for service in the
common hospital of the city, when
the cholera was raging fearfully.
Fifty or sixty were dying every
day. Half the doctors had fled. .
The people had shut themselves
up in the garrets of their houses,
drawing up food and' water by
ropes, but the brusque sailor-
patriot stood to his post, tenderly
as a woman nursing the sick, com-
forting them in pain, closing their
eyes in death, and reverently per-
forming the last sacred offices.

But Garibaldi was not yet ready
for his great work. In 1836, he
sailed for South America. He
spent twelve years there. Those
were twelve wonderful years. In
all .the annals of wild adventure,
daring exploits, thrilling scenes by
ﬁopd and field, varied fortunes,
hair-breadth escapes, it would be
hard to find a more marvellous
history than this.

But out of it all Garibaldi had
learned some invaluable lessons.
He had discovered what Repub-
licanism among the Latin races of
South  America meant. And
tlzerg is little doubt that this, and
his intense admiration for British
constitutional monarchy, saved
him from the fierce Republicanism
of Mazzini. He had gained a
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veteran’s experience for the tre-
mendous toils and trials that
awaited him. He had found out
the secret of his own strength as
a soldier. As Cavour afterwards
confessed, “ Garibaldi is a man by
himself. His ways are peculiarly
his own. Others would not do
what he does; and he could not do
what others do. Garibaldi is
more than a general-—he is a
Banner.”

He had discovered that he could
dispense with scientific militarism,
except so far as he chose to use it,
and that his most successful ex-
ploits could be conducted in de-
fiance of many of its rules. He
had learned simply to follow his
own genius, and that proved to be
a" Napoleonic one.

The moral grandeur of the man
déveloped amid the interminable
struggles of this period. And he
had found a wife—a Brazilian lady
—his heroic, his beloved Anita.
In the Brazilian wars of 1837, he
fought in the cause of the Re-
public, “winning battles, storming
fortresses, standing his ground
with a handful of men, against in-
credible odds, beating strong
- squadrons with a few small vessels,
giving through all proofs of the
rarest humanity, disobeying orders
to sack and ravage vanquished
cities, and exercising that mixture
of authority and glamour over his
followers which far more than
took the place of stern military
rule.”

In the Argentine Republic, he at
one time found himself in the
power of the Governor—Leonardo
Millan. This man treated him
with fiendish cruelty.  Garibaldi
had his revenge, for some time
afterwards this same man fell into
his hand, and he treated him with
the greatest clemency.

Before leaving South America,
the Admiral of the French fleet
came on shore at Monte Video,
to pay his compliments to Gari-
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baldi as the Chicf of the Italian
Legion.  The poorest soldier of
the Legion could not have had an
humbler abode. It was a mere
hovel. The door, without fasten-
ings, stood open day and night,
and, as our hero said, “ particu-
larly to the wind and rain” The
admiral’s visit was after dark. He
entered, stumbling against a chair,
exclaiming : “ Halloa ! is it neces-
sary to risk one’s life to see
General Garibaldi ?

“ Ho, wife,” cried Garibaldi, on
hearing the sound, “don’t you
hear some one in the passage.
Bring a light ¥ .

“And what am I to light ?” an-
swered Anita. “ Don’t you know
there is not a candle in the house,
and not a coin in our purse to buy
one with ??

“Very true, wife, very true.”

The admiral entered, and as it
was too dark for mutual recogni-
tion, announced his name, ‘" Ad-
miral,” said Garibaldi, “ I presume
you wish to speak with me rather
than to see me.”

On leaving, the admiral went off
to the Minister of War and told
him of the incident. e at once
dispatched a messenger with
twenty pou:ds to Garibaldi. The
hero accepted the gift, but next
morning gave it away to the
widows and orphan children of
his comrades who had fallen in
war, keeping enough to buy a
pound of candles with, in case Ad-
miral Laine should pay him an-
other visit.

But Garibaldi had not forgotten

Italy. The year 1847 had wit-
nessed immense chrnges in
Europe. A Republic had been

proclained in France. Austria
was convilsed with insurrectionary
movements.  Sicily had risen in
open and successful revolt. Above
all, a new Pope, Pius IX,, had
been elected, whose liberal ten-
dencies had excited such high ex-
pectations that he had been called
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a “Deliverer.”  Garibaldi heard
the good news and made all haste
for home.

Sardinia was at war with Aus-
tria, and Garibaldi offered his ser-
vices to Charles Albert, the king
who had signed his death warrant
years before. The king referred
him to his Minister of War, Ricci.
The latter sarcastically advised him
to go to Venice and ply his trade
as a corsair. He went to Milan
and offered his services to the
Provisional Government, whose
noble struggle to free itself from
Austrian tyranny was just then at-
tracting the attention of LEurope.
They gladly accepted his offer.
Three thousand volunteers rallied
around his standard. A motley
host indeed!  Bronzed veterans
from Monte Video, with their
scarlet blouses and hats of every
imaginable shape; young nobles,
stimulated by ambiticn; scholars
and s‘udents from the universities,
where liberty had struck a deep
root; raw lads, attracted by the
gaudy uniform and the ring of the
war-clarion: lawless spirits, who
sought for license in the confusion
of war; here and there a priest
who loved his country more than
he feared the ban of the papacy,
and among them some who after-
wards became Methodist preach-
ers.

“ The wild, fierce legionaries, with no law
But Garibaldi’s, round him reverently
Khnelt, for the first time praying, till his

word

Subdued them to some likeness of himself,

And all the camp became a house of God.”

Garibaldi had scarcely begun
operations when news came of the
capitulation of Milan and of an
armistice between Sardinia and
Austria. The visions of Italian
liberty seemed as distant as ever.
Pope Pius IX. had proved the
bitterest disappointment of all, so
much so that he had been obliged
to flee from Rome, and a Republic
was proclaimed in 1859.  Austria,

Methodist Magazine and Review.

ever the champion of Italian mis-
rule, crossed the Po, making south
in hot haste, the army of the
Neapolitan tyrant marched north,
making for Rome. Spain joined
the alliance to crush the liberals
of Italy, and lastly, France sent
an immense army under Oudinot.

Oudinot laid siege to Rome.
Garibaldi was the soul of the de-
fence.  For three months thou-
sands of the noblest champions of
Italian freedom lavished their
blood like water. The city capi-
tulated, but not Garibaldi. He
refused to obey, and marched out
of Rome with 5,000 men.

Then began probably the most
terrible scenes of suffering in his
whole life.  He and his men were
pursued with relentless fury. It
was death to provide any of them
with food or fire or water. A free
pardon for any crime, no matter
what, was offered for his body
dead or alive, with the addition of
an enormous sum of money.
After innumerable escapes and un-
told hardships, he found himself
left with a handful of followers
and a dying wife—for Anita had
never left him.  She could go no
further, and in the shelter of a
friendly woodman’s cottage, she
lay dowa to die.

“1 strove to detain her with
me,” said the distracted man. “I
felt her failing pu'-e, and sought
to catch her feeble breathing, but
I pressed the hand and kissed the
lips of the dead, and wept the
tears of despair.”

A grave was hastily dug, and
they buried her alone within the
depths of the pine forest, near the
murmuring sea.

The unfortunate woodman who
had shown them this merciful hos-
pitality, was afterwards hanged.
drawn and quartered. by order of
the Austrian general.

Garibaldi was broken-hearted.
The light of his life had gone out
in a terribly dark night. He

.
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plunged into the forest and made
his way with one companion
across the whole breadth of Italy.
For thirty-seven days he wandered
in various guises among the
Apennines, hiding in caves and
dense jungles, except when some
patriot-peasant would risk his
head—as indeed many of them did
—in obeying God rather than man
in furnishing him a shelter.

At last he reached Nice. His
venerable mother greeted him
with speechless sorrow, and his
children—all unknowing of the
death of their mother-—asked him,
“MWhere is mamma ?” He had
to hurry away. Sardinia did not
dare to offer an asylum to her
greatest hero.  Tunis refused him
at the dictation of France. Even
the English Governor of Gibraltar
ordéred him to move on. A
“world-rejected guest,” he em-
barked for America in 1850. He
lived three years in New Yorl;,
working in a candle-factory, or at
any manual labour available,
whereby he could earn a little
money, which was sent to his
mother and orphan children.

Tiring of this mode of life, he
went again to sea, and in a few
vears made enough money to pur-
chase his little farm and home at
Caprera.

In 1859, under the extraordinary
statesmanship of Cavour, Sardinia
and France were allied in war
against Austria. Cavour could
not do without Italy’s greatest sol-
dier. so he sent for Garibaldi.
Garibaldi promptly responded to
the call.

“This time we shall do it.” he
said.  And thev did. The battles
of Magenta and Solierino were de-
cisive victories for Sardinia—alto-
gether too decisive for Napoleon.
The near vision of a strong and
united Italy, under Victor Im-
manuel, was too much for his
jcalous eve.  To the astonishment
of Europe, the intense chagrin of
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Cavour, the utter disgust and in-
dignation of Garibaldi, the two
Emperors—o? Austria and France
—patched up the inglorious peace
of Villa-franca.

But nothing could stem
rising tide of Italian patriotic
aspiration, nor divert Garibaldi
from the supreme purpose of his
life. In 1860. without asking
leave of any one, he made his
famous dash on Sicily and Naples.

He swept everything before him.
On September 7 fell the abhorred
Dourbon Dynasty, which a great
English statesman had called * the
curse of God.”

All Ttaly shouted for joy. Pro-
claimed Dictator, Garibaldi hast-
ened to liberate political prisoners,
abolished the Order of Jesuits,
substituted savings-banks for the
lottery, reduced the price of bread,
proclaimed the absolute freedom
of the press, and other similar re-
forms.  Dut he held his Dictator-
ship only until the first oppor-
tunity of handing over all his con-
quests to King Victor Tmmanuel.

The two kings—the crowned
and sceptred Victor Immanuel
and the uncrowned king of mil-
lions of hearts, who wore the
scarlet blouse—rode together into
Naples, amid onc continuous ova-
tion.

the

The land sits free,
And happy by the summer sea,
And Bourhon Naples now is Italy.

Oh'! joy for all who hear her call
From gray Camaldan’s convent-wall
And Elmo's towers, to freedom’s carnival.

A new life breathes among her vines

Aud olivas, like the hreath of pines

Blown downward from the bhreezy
Apcnnines.

Lean, O my friend, to meet that Ineath.

Rejoice as ane that witnesseth

Beauty from ashes rise, aud life from
death !

Thy sorrow shall no more be pain

Its tears shall fall in sunlit rain,

Writing the grave with flowers, ** Arisen
again.”



Methodist Magazine and Review.

GARIBALDI LANDING AT MARSALA.

Honours and rewards were now
showered on Garibaldi. The title
of Prince of Calatafimi, the rank
of Marshal in the Italian army, the
Grand Cross of the Annunciata,
and an income of 500,000 francs.
But he declined them all.  With
the sole request that the king
would not forget the army of
liberators, he went back to his lit-
tle farm on sea-girt Caprera.

Dut Garibaldi did not think his
work was yet done. United Italy
must have Rome as its capital.
“ Rome or Death,” was his motto.
Again he is at the head of his
warriors. But the Dbattle of
Ospromonte proved disastrous.
Iis foes were his own brethren of
the Italian army. Garibaldi was
severely wounded, his thigh being

pierced, and his ankle broken by
bullets. As he was conveyed to
Caprera he said, “I have in my
heart an Italy, the thought of
which hurts me more than the
bullet—than the broken bone—oh,
patria I?

In 1864 he visited England, and
had a reception, the like of which
was never given to any foreign
potentate.  The city of London
conferred on him its freedom, with
the lavish cxpression of its admira-
tion. A few sentences from the
reply of Garibaldi to the address
of the City Charaberlain shows us
the profound love of his heart for
t .c British nation.

©“Mr. Mayor, T am prouder of this
honour than of the first place in war—
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the falsc glare of war—Dbecause 1 con-
sider it 15 the greatest honour for me to
be a freeman of this glurous aty —the
focus of the civilization of the world. 1
do not exaggerate in saying that, because
T have seen now that this city is the very
centre of liberty. Here there are no
strangers, because every foreigner is at
home in England.”

Garibaldi’s attempts to secure
Rome for Italy were not after all
the disastrous failures which they
seemed, but real successes, in the
end. He had evoked a spirit
which would not die, and ..hich
only waited an opportunity .. re-
assert itself more vigorously than
ever. That opportunity came in
1870. The fateful battle of Sedan
broke the last barrier to Italian
unity. As the last French soldier
retired from Rome, Victor Im-
manuel had the choice of two
alternatives, “ on to Rome,” or the
loss of his throne. It must have
given Garibaldi—wvho was at the
tirae far distant from the scene—
inexpressible satisfaction and joy,
the news of the king’s triumphant
entry into the capital of Italy.

With 1870 Garibaldi’s military
career ends, but not his loving
labours for Italy. The solitude
of Caprera and the pleasure he de-
rived from his family, gilded the
last years of his life with a per-
sonal jov which the changeful
events of his stormy carcer had
prevented him ever before from
tasting. Regard for his family
led him at last in 1876 to accepi
the national gift of a million francs,
with an additional life pension of
30,000 francs annually.

In 1875 he revisited Rome. The
enthusiasm with which he was
welcomed bafiles all description.
Rut Garibaldi fixed his eye on
substantial  improvements  for
Rome. He was bent on draining
the pestilential swamp known as
the Agro Romano.  Desides this,
he proposed to raise the banks of
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the Tiber, to prevent its perindic
overflow.  Acting on the advice
of the engineer, Temenza, hie
settled upon Tiumicino as the spot
where the port of Rome should be
—the same place that Julius
Caesar had sclected as the best
adapted for that purpose. IHe
sought to promote the commerce
of Italy as one of the best things
to consolidate the young kingdorn.
Both in public and in private he
did not hesitate to say that he
looked on war as merely 2 means
to an end. e advised the
Romans to put their sons to some
honest handicraft. In one of his
addresses to the workingmen of
Rome, he said :

¢ Be as the Romaus, your forefuathers :

steady, undaunted, unflinching, per-
severing. Imitate the English of modern

days, cspecially in the serious purpose
they throw into all they do. In my
opinion the English bear a greater re-
semblance to the ancient Romans than
any other modern people. Nothing
daunts them. They are never beaten
down by misfortune. Follow in their
footsteps. Thisis the advice that T have
to give you as your friend and brother.”

On June =2, 1882, Garibaldi
peacefully passed away, mournced
as few men have ever been.

Now he is dead his martyrdom will reap
Late harvest of the palms it should
have had, .
In life. 'l'u]u Iate the tardy lands are
sad.
His unclaimed crown in secret they will
keep
Forages, while in chains they vainly weep.
And vainly grope to find the roads he
bade
Them tike. O glovious soul !
no dearth
There must he many bhetter
waorth
Thy presence aid thy leadership than
this.
No doubt, on some great sun to-day, thy
birth
Is, for a race, the dawn of Freedow's
bliss,
Which, but for thee, it might for ages
miss,

Taisley, Oat.

Theve is

Of worldls.
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GaripaLnr's Lasr Pogy.*

Friendship, pervading spirit of the blest,
Sublimest bounty of the Infinite,
Imperishable as the Alpine height

That stands secure in everlasting rest :

And what were we, if thoun wert unpossest

Midst all the adversities that do us spite ¢

What but thy power caun shelter the op-
prest

And lift this sunken people to the light :

All pass the Styx—love, pride, ambition’s
dream,
And human greatness flies, a fugitive,
T'o vanish, cloud-like, in the Lethic stream;
Thou, emanate from God, alone dost live
The life of the immortal and supreme
‘The holy comfort which is thine to give.

O the most commanding of the
Neven Hills on which the Eternal City
is built stands what is, we think, the
most majestic and interesting monument

Translated by Evelyn Mavtinengo Cesavesco in
the Academy.

in Italy, if not in all Europe. Itisa
splendid equestrian statue of Garibaldi.
At its base are four allegorical figures
commemorating the fulfilment of the
nation’s hope, the unification of Italy.
The majestie figure looks down upon the
great and flourishing city which he did so
much to emancipate. Far below lie its
streets and squares, its palaces and
churches, and far to the left is the Papal
quarter, with St. Peter’'s and the Vatican,
for hundreds of years the residence of
the Popes, once the arbiters of Europe.
There now Leo XIIL., shorn of his
temporal power, feigns to be a prisoner
and beguiles his leisure by writing elegant
Latin verse. Seldom has the whirligig
of time brought a more striking revenye
than the passionate love of the people for
the hero of the red shirt, and their hatred
for his papal adversary, Pius IX., whose
remains were buried almost by stealth at
dead of night in an obscure church, and
narrowly escaped being hurled into the
Tiber through the rage of an angry
people.—Enb.

CHRIST WI1TH US.
= For the poor ye have always with you.”

In Betblehem had we been, when Mary came
For shelter from the storm, we muse in pity.
¢¢Qur homes had not been shut to her in shame.
She had not heen an outeast from the city.

“She had not passed, forsaken and forlorn,
From kindrved doors, an exile and a stranger,
Her babe in royal purple had been born,
Nor lain among the oxen in the manger.

“ On hended knees had many a worshipper

On Christ, the King, in royal love attended,
And subject hands had oftered gifts of myrrh

And frankincense and gold and jewels splendid.”

Nay, nay, for Christ is ever at our door,
For shelter sweet and kindly pity pleading,
And we—we only, like the blind of yore,
Discern Him not, hard-hearted and unheeding,

With beggar hamds He asketh us for alns,
He pines upon the threshold of the palace;

We know Him not, but scorn His outstretched palus,
And while He hungers, drink of plenty’s chalice.

Daily we meet Him secking merey sweet
With tender eves of orphans, wan and wistful,
Hc haunts us in the starveling of the street,
Among the poor, the lc:lrfu?, and the tristful.

For still He loves the lowly and the poor,
And he who scorns in pride his outceast brother,
Hath turned of old the Saviour from the door,
Aund barred his gates against His maiden mother.

But ah! the crust, the cup of water cold,

For Chyist’s sweet sake to whoso needeth given,
Will vield us gain of grace a millionfold,

With rich requital in the courts of heaven.



PALERMO AND ITS MEMORIES.

BY 111

). TRAILL.

PALERMO FROM THE HARBOUR,

Captured by Garibaldi in 1560,

To the traveller who proposes
to enter Sicily by the favourite sca-
route from Naples to NMessina, the
approach to the island presents a
scene of singular interest and
beauty. A night’s voyage from
the sunny bay which sleeps at the
foot of Vesuvius suffices to bring
him within the shadow of Etna.

Very bold and impressive grows
the island scenery under the
gradually broadening daylight.
Tier on tier above him rise the
bare, brown hill-slopes, spurs of
the great mountain pyramid which
he is approaching.  These tum-
bled masses of the mountains.
deepening here where the night
shadow still lingers into downright
black. and reddening there where
they “take the morning™ to the
colour of rusty iron, proclaim

their volcanic character, to all who
are familiar with the signs thercof,
unmistakably enough.

Palermo, the Sicilian capital, is
a city better entered from the sca,
to which it owes its beauty, as it
does its nmame.  Palermo is “a
handsome modern city.”  In the
Sicilian capital, the passion for the
monotonous magnificence of the
boulevard has been carried to an
almost amusing pitch.  Palermo
may be regarded from this point of
view as consisting of two most im-
posing boulevards of approximate-
1y equal length, cach bisecting the
city with scrupulous equality from
cast to west, and from north to
south, and intersecting each other
in its exact centre at the mathe-
matically precise angle of ninety
degrees.
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The traveller may find enough

here and there to remind him that
he is living on the “silt” of three,
nay, four civilizations, on a four-
fold formation to which Greek and
Roman, Saracen and Norman,
have each contributed its succes-
sive layer. It need hardly be said
that the latter has left the deepest
traces of any.

The Palazzo Reale, the first of
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decoration.  The stately files of
Norman arches up the nave would
in any other building arrest the
gaze of the spectator, but in the
Cappella Palatina one can think of
nothing but mosaics. Mosaics
are everywhere, from western door
to eastern window, and from
northern to southern transept
wall. A full-length, life-sized
saint in mosaic grandeur looks

CATHEDRAL OF PALERMO.

the Palermitan sights to which the
traveller is likely to bend his way,
will afford the best illustration of
this.  Saracenic in origin, it has
received successive additions from
half a dozen Norman princes. It
is a gem of decorative art which
would alone justify a journey to
Sicily to behold.

The purely architectural beauties
of the Cathedral are impressive
cnough, but the eye loses all sense
of them among the wealth of their

down upon you from everyv in-
terval between the arches of the
nave, and medallions of saints in
mosaic, encircled with endless
tracery and arabesque, form the
inner face of every arch. Mosaic
angels float with outstretched arms
above the apse. A colossal Ma-
donna and Bambino, over-
shadowed by a hovering Pcre
Eternal, peer dimly forth in mosaic
across the altar through the dark-
ness of the chancel.  The ground
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is golden throughout, and the
sombre richness of the effect is in-
describable.

The Palazzo Reale may doubt-
less, too, be remembered, as
affording the point of vi»w from
which is obtained an ide: of the
unrivalled sitnation of Palermo.
A noble panorama lics stretched
before us. The spectator is stand-
ing midway Dbetween Amphitrite
and the Golden Shell, that she
once cast in sport upon the shore.
Palermo, however, does not per-
haps unveil the full beauty of its
situation elsewhere than down at
the sea’s edge, with the city nest-
ling in the curve behind one, and
Pellegrino rising across the waters
in front.

Mount Pellegrino, sleeping in
the sunshine, and displaying the
noble lines of what must surely be
one of the most picturesque moun-
tains in the world, is likely enough
to lure the traveller to its summit.

The merest lounger, the most
frivolous of promenaders in Paler-
mo, should congratulate himself
on having always before his eyes
a mountain, the mere sight of
which may be almost described as
a ‘“liberal education” in poetry
and art.

He should haunt the Piazza
Marina, however, not merely at
the promenading time of day, but
then also, nay, than most of all,
when the throng has begun to thin,
and, as Homer puts it, “ All the
ways are shadowed,” at the hour
of sunset. TFor then the clear
Mediterranean air is at its clearest,
the fringing foam at its whitest, the
rich, warm Dbackground of the
Conca D’Ore at its mellowest.
while the bare, volcanic-looking
sides of Monte DPellegrino scem
fusing into ruddy molten metal be-
neath the slanting rays. Gradual-
1y, as you watch the colour dic out
of it, almost as it dies out of a
snow-peak at the fading of the
*“ Alpen-Gluth,” the shadows begin
to creep up the mountain-sides,
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forcrunners of the night which has
alrcady fallen upon the streets of
the city, and through which its
lights arc beginning to peer. A
little longer, and the body of the
mountain will be a dark, vague
mass, with only its cone and grace-
ful upper ridges traced {aintly
against pale depths of sky.

Thus, and at such an hour, may
one see the city, bay, and moun-
tain at what may be called their
esthetic or artistic best. But they
charm, and with a magic of almost
cqual potency, at all hours.  The
fascination remains unabated to
the end, and never, perhaps, is it
more keenly felt by the traveller,
than when Palermo is smiling her
God-speed upon the parting guest,
and from the deck of the steamer
which is to bear him homeward,
he waves his last farewell to the
receding city lying couched, the
loveliest of ocean’s nereids, in her
shell of gold.

If his hour of departure be in
the evening, when the rays of the
westering sun strike athwart the
base of Fellegrino, and tip with
fire the summits of the low-lying
houses of the seaport, and stream
over and past them upon the glow-
ing waters of the harbour, the
sight is one which will not be soon
forgotten.  Dimmer and dimmer
grows the beautiful city with the
increasing distance and the gather-
ing twilight. The warm rose-tints
of the noble mountain cool down
into purple, and darken at last into
a heavy mass of sombre shadows;
the sca changes to that spectral
silver which overspreads it in the
gloaming. It is a race between
the flying steamer and the falling
night to hide the swiftly-fading
coast-line altogether from the
view; and so close is the contest
that up to the last it leaves us
doubtiul whether it be darkness or
distance that has taken it from us.
But in a few more minutes, be it
from one cause or from the other,
the effacement is complete.
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How the Anglo-Saxon heart is
bound up in the English Bible,
cven in the form of the Authorized
Version with all its defects ! The
Revised Version. completed in
1884, came with its academic
merits and just corrections, rectify-
ing the old by the enlarged ap-
paratus which has been accumulat-
ing since 1611.  Still the heart
of more than ninety millions of
English-speaking people is pas-
sionately attached to the old book
which with magic power has
created reforms, inspired literature,
furthered education, and elicited
from Protestants, sceptics and
Romanists alike the most eloquent
eulogies. “It was a stupendous
work,” says Macaulay, “which, if
everything else in our language
should perxsh, would alone suffice
to show its beauty and power.”

Similar is the devotion of the
German people to Luther's Bible.
The champion of freedom was im-
prisoned by his friends for his own
protection ‘at Wartburg, and there

fighting with the devil, at whom he
flung his ink-bottle, he prosecuted
the task on which he had set his
heart, of giving to the German
people the Word of God in their
own tongue. So enshrined is this
Version in Teutonic affection that
a needed revision recently made
has been as jealously regarded as
was the revision of the Authorized
Version among  Anglo-Saxon
people.

There is one instance of a great
version which, at least in modern
times, has failed to excite such in-
terest, although it is a version
which stands first in the extent of
the communion which it repre-
sents, and which has had more

ecclesiastical and dogmatic import-
ance than any other viz., the Latin
Vulgate, in many respects the
greatest and yet arousing the least
enthusiasm.  This anomaly is the
more conspicuous as it alone has
carried through all its history the
name of the People’s Bible, or the
Vulgate. 1Its origin and influence
we shall notice later.

Was the early Church, say from
the second to the sixth century,
thrilled as we are to-day by the
possession and use of the HOI\
‘%cnptures in the vernacular ? In
answering this question, we need
to remember the absence of the
printing press and the consequent
dependence of the people upon the
sacred manuscripts prepared by
scribes or monks, and used in
divine worship and in schools, or
perchance occasionally purchased
at great expense by the laity. We
doubt not the general devotion of
the people to the Word of God was
as warm and earnest then as now.
The substitute for the printed page
was the impression made on mem-
ory and heart, which impression
doubtless many strove to perpetu-
ate in wntmg

Renan’s view, stated in his “ Vie
de Jesus,” of the genesis of the
Gospels, vividly portrays the feel-
ings of early Christians, ecven

-though it absolutely fails to ac-

count for the origin of the four
Gospels. He says, “The poor
man who has only one book wants
it to contain everything which

goes to his heart. These little
books were lent by one to another.
Each transcribed in the margin of
his copy the words, the parables,
which he found elsewhere and
which touched him. Thus the
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finest thing in the world (La plus
belle chose du monde?”) issued
from a process worked out unob-
served and quite unauthoritatively.”

What an agony must have been
caused to the holy confessors amid
the persecutions of Pagan Rome
when Imperial officers would
simply demand of the Christians
the surrender of their sacred books.
By yielding these they would save
their lives. Some flinched and
surrendered, and such are called
“ traditores,” not so much to re-
proach them as traitors as simply
to indicate how they fell by giving
up these precious records.

The Canon of Scripture was
completed near the close of the
fourth century, not so much by
ecclesiastical action as by a gener:1
consensus, east and west, as to its
proper contents. The Divine
Spirit, in the fulness of time, like
the Divine Son, said, “It is
finished.” By Alexander’s con-
quests and Hellenic civilization, the
Greek language had been most
widely diffused, relatively as much
then as is the English language to-
day, and so the Holy Scriptures in
Greek were within the reach of all
educated people from Britain to
India, the Old Testament being
supplied from the Version of the
LXX, which, completcd about 285
B.C,, was standing ready, first to
welcome and bless the Hellenic
civilization then being so widely
established, and next, to prepare
the way of the Lord and hail the
widening of the old economy into
the catholicity of the new. But
in the vastness of the Roman Ew-
pire, by whose very conquests, as
to-day by Britain’s, the way was
prepared for the coming of the
King of Righteousness, in the im-
mense area it covered the great
majority of the peopie had no
knowledge of Greek, though prob-
ably many of their pastors had.
There were many tribes and na-
tions who desired to read in their
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own tongue the wonderful works
of God, hence the demand for
vernacular versions, as natural and
peremptory then as to-day, where
it finds now a response in the
three hundred versions published
by the British and Foreign Bible
Society.

The People’s Bibles I wish to
describe are five. To Biblical
scholars they are familizr, but a
brief description of them may be
of some general interest. They
are the Syriac, Latin, Egyptian,
Ethiopic and Gothic.

Nearest to the birth-place of
Christianity and first to have a
place in the list were the Syriac
Versions. Syria, including a large
part of Asia Minor and Palestine,
southward to Arabia and eastward
to the Euphrates, represents a type
of Semitic language and nation-
ality of great importance in
apostolic times.  Following Alex-
ander’s conquests, three centuries
before Christ, on the division of
his kingdom, the Seleucidae here
established a power of great in-
fluence, and stretching from the
Aegean Sea to India. In the sec-
ond century these people had a
Bible in their own tongue, called
the Peshito, or Pure Version, the
New Testament omitting, however,
2 Peter, 2 and 3 John, Jude and
the Apocalypse. Fragments of
another version in this language,
called the Curetonian, have been
found, of a date perhaps as early as
the second century.

Much interest has recently fol-
lowed the discovery of another
Svriac Version in the Convent of
St. Catharines, at Mount Sinai, the
very spot where the oldest Greek
Testament manuscript was dis-
covered by Tischendorf, in 18g59.
This was in 1892, by two English
ladies, Mrs. Lewis, and her sister,
Mrs. Gibson. These ladies were
well educated in Syriac, Greek and
Arabic, and are well-known for
their services in Biblical literature,
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and they most successfully im-
proved their opportunity among
the monks at Mount Sinai.in
transcribing a version which prob-
ably is as old as the second cen-
tury. Indeed, some think the
Syriac Version was prepared under
the direction of the Apostles. Cer-
tain it is that in this language the
Saviour often spoke, and from it
we still retain some phrases now
familiar, Ephphatha, Talitha cumi,
Cephas, Mammon, Raca; Eli, Eli,
lama sabachthani.

What a curious fact that at the
great Council of Nice in 325,
among the 318 bishops seated
around the Emperor Constantine,
one there was who signed himself
as “ John, Metropolitan of Persia
and of Great India,” and behold,
when the Portuguese entered India
in 1498, they found the successors
of the same John using a Syriac
liturgy and a Syriac Version of the
Holy Scriptures, to which, in spite
of Roman Catholic opposition,
they have clung to this hour.
These Syrian Christians on the
Malabar Coast now number 118,-
000, and dearly prize the People’s
Bible prepared for them 1,700
vears ago.

Svriac in the East and Latin in
the West are the natural successors
to the original Hebrew and Greek
as the vehicles of the oracles of
God to the people. It must, how-
ever, be borne in mind that in the
first two centuries of the Christian
era Greek was the language of
higher culture in Rome, and w.any
of the western fathers, for example,
Trencus and Hippolytus, wrote in
Greek. It was different in North
Africa, where the population was
less cultured and more practical
Hence the ecarliest translation of
the Bible into Latin appeared in
North Africa, where Christianity
was earnest and aggressive, and in
its warm impulsiveness was more
open to schismatical and puritani-
cal movements, like Donatism and
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Novatianism. Here was the birth-
place in about 200 A.D. of the
Vetus Itala, whose very name
gives us a corrupted form of a
Latin adjective. °

This version, however, did not
meet the demand in the West for a
Latin copy of the Holy Scriptures.
It was not until 404 that this de-
mand was met. In 384, St
Jerome, or Hieronymius in his
Latin name, with the sanction and
direction of Damasus, Bishop of
Rome, entered upon his work and
afterwards shut himself up in the
Convent of Bethlehem, in Judea,
and gave himself to the task for
which, as the greatest scholar in
languages among the Fathers, he
was eminently qualified, the task
of translating the Bible for the pco-
ple directly from Hebrew and
Greek into Latin.  Other versions
took the Old Testament from the
LXX or the Greek Bible, but
Jerome’s knowledge of Hebrew
showed him a better way. But
by this very way he encountered
prejudice. The Anti-Semitic fecl-
ing which has disgraced the
Church until this hour was active
then, and Jerome’s Hebrew lore
was not appreciated. So keen was
the jealousy against him that in his
irritation he was provoked to call
his opponents “ bipedes asselli,”

" two-footed little asses.

In 404, after twentv vears’ la-
bour, Jerome’s translation into
Latin was completed, and hecame
knowan as the Vulgata, the People’s
Bible. Through all the later cor-
ruptions of its text it still survived,
and in the place it has had in his-
tory and the constituency it has
represented it must be regarded as
the greatest of versions. It is
fitting that the very frst book to
be printed was this same Latin
Jible, the Vulgate, in 1455. The
Council of Trent, 1545-63. pro-
nounced this version the only au-
thoritative copy of the Word of
God. It did not occur to the
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Tridentine fathers to say which of
the divergent texts of the Vulgate
they meant, so the edition of
Sixtus V., in 1590, was found so
defective that his successor, Cle-
ment VIIIL, in 1592, had to issue
another, or rather, the composite
work goes to this day by the name
of the Sixtine-Clementine text,
but in neither part is there evi-
dence of that grace of infallibility
which a later Council discovered
in the Pontificate and which ought
to be of infinite value in questions
of criticism.

So, in East and West, in the
Early Church, Christians had the
Bible in their own tongue. DBut
it must also be prepared for Chris-
tian peoples in South and North.
So, in Egypt, we find in the second
century two versions in the Coptic,
which word is regarded as a cor-
rupt form of the Greek “Aiguptos.”
These were the Thebaic and Mem-
phitic, the Upper and Lower
LEgyptian, so called from the cities
of Thebes and Memphis. The lat-
ter omits the Apocalypse. With
Egypt we are to associate the com-
mencement of monasticism in the
third century by St. Anthony, and
with the city of Alexandria the
most speculative and scholarly
type of Christian thought in the
early Church. But better than
Alexandrine philosophy anad better
than the Hermits in the Desert,
who by hundreds flocked about St.
Anthony, was the providential gift
of the vernacular version of the
Holy Scriptures. Well had it
been for the Egyptian Church had
it prized this more than the others.

South of Egypt we find the
Ethiopic Version, written in a lan-
guage which scholars still study
but which long ago ceased to be a
living language. This part of
Christendom is best known as the
Abyssinian Church. This version,
an ecclesiastical mummy, some
would call it, as dead as the
Ethiopian, still doubtless keeping
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alive some measure of truth and
grace even amid their un-Christian
customs. A sacred ark is the
centre of devotion.  Circumcision
is as necessary as Baptism. The
Jewish Sabbath is observed as well
as the Christian. Pork and other
“unclean” foods are prohibited.
Baptism is so respected that there
is an annual national lustration on
the Feast of the Epiphany, and
Pilate is canonized by virtue of the
Baptism of his hands.  Truth thus
imperfectly apprehended has evi-
?ently not fully set these Christians
ree.

Passing away to the North we
come, in the fourth century, to the
valuable work of Ulphilas in
preparing the Gothic Version.
How opportune, how providential,
that amid the restlessness of the
northern tribes soon developing
into the mighty movements which
spread fan-like over all Western
Europe and North Africa, Chris-
tianity, though largely in the
heretical form of Arianism, was
present to modify the evils of the
great incursion. Most of these
tribes were barbarians, for ex-
ample, the Angles, Saxons and
Jutes, who, in 449, conguered
England and drove its Celtic Chris-
tians into Cornwall, Wales and
Scotland. But many of them
were Christians, carrying with
them their Gothic Bible and a
plainer ritual than Europe has
since used. Tregelles says this
Gothic Bible “ must have been the
vernacular version of a large part
of Europe” Ecclesiastics and
theologians must settle it among
themselves as to how it is that
from the fourth to the sixth cen-
tury heretics like Nestorians in the
East and Arians in the West were
most active in missionary zeal
However, on the settlement of
pending theological disputes, the
Orthodox faith, the Catholic
Church, took its normal place in
the Christianizing of heathen peo-
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ples, for example, under Augus-
tine in England, in 597. A splen-
did copy of the Gothic Bible, prob-
ably of as early a date as the fifth
century, a treasure which money
could scarcely buy, is in the Uni-
versity of Upsala in Sweden.

These several versions we have
described were all the work of
godly men before the year go0.
Their labours covered the whole
of Christendom at that date,
Europe, North Africa, Egypt.
Ethiopia, Syria, and even a part
of India. So mightily grew the
word of the Lord and prevailed !
After the year 500, the demand of
the people for Bibles in their own
tongues continued, but gradually
diminished in force amid the
ignorance and corruption preced-
ing the Reformation. Still in
mediaeval times the great Bible-
loving British nation had its ver-
nacular Scriptures. In 706, Ald-
helm, Bishop of Sherbourne, Eng-
land, prepared in Saxon the
Psalms, and the Venerable Bede,
in 735, the Gospel by John, dving
on the completion of his precious
task. In the tenth century,
Aelfric rendered in Saxon large
parts of the Old Testament.
These translations were made
from the Vulgate, as Roman
Catholic vernacular versions have
been ever since, on the same plan
as that of Protestant missionaries
to-day, who often translate from
the Authorized English Version
instead of from the Hebrew and
Greek.

The Georgian in the sixth cen-
tury, the Slavonian in the ninth,
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and various portions in Arabic in
the ninth, tenth, and eleventh—
these are samples of supply of
demand in the mediaeval ages in
the East. In the West the Vul-
gate almost completely dominated
the Church to the exclusion of
other versions until the Reforma-
tion. Itis this domination which
in part has limited the attention
and labours of Roman Catholic
scholars in the department of
Biblical exegesis, Hebrew and
Greek, and Biblical criticism in
general.

Origen of Alexandria (died 254),
in his work, “Contra Celsum,”
Chap. viii., defends the Bible from
the charge that it was written in a
common style by stating that it
was intended for the common peo-
ple.  Well had it been for the
Church had this sensible view pre-
vailed in later centuries. The
Church in its primitive purity and
the Church in its reformed purity
has placed the Bible in the hands
of the common people.  The first
formal prohibition of the reading
of the Scriptures by the laity was
by Innocent IIIL, 1199, a fitting-
prelude to the three sad centuries
which followed.  The best gifts of
God are for the people, air, light,
and salvation. From Him pro-
ceedeth also the perfect gift of
Holy Scripture, manifestly meant
for the world, and so its versions
from the earliest times have served
the divinely intended purpose, not
merely of being text-books for
scholars, but especially as the
Bibles of the people.

OFFERINGS FOR CHRISTMAS.

We come not with a costly store,
O Lord ! like them of old,
The masters of the starry lore,
From Ophir’s shore of gold;
No weepings of the incense-tree
Are with the gifts we bring ;
No odorous myrrh of Araby
Blends with our ofiering.

But faith and love may bring their best,
A spirit keenly tried

By fierce afiliction’s fiery test,
And seven times puritied ;

The fragrant graces of the mind,
The virtues that delight .

To give their perfume out, will find
Acceptance in Thy sight.
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IN HIS STEPS.

BY CIIARLES M. SHELDON.
~Author of ** The Crucifixion of Phillip Strong.”

CHAPTER II

““He that saith he abideth in Him ought
himself also to walk even as He walked.”

Edward Norman, editor of the
Raymond Daily News, sat in his
office room Monday morning and
faced a new world of action. He
had made his pledge in good faith
to do everything after asking,
“What would Jesus do ?” and as
he supposed with his eyes open to
all the possible results.  But as
the regular life of the paper started
on another week's rush and whirl
of activity he confronted it with a
degree of hesitation and a feeling
nearly akin to fear. He had come
down to the office very early and
for a few minutes was by himself.
He sat at his desk in a growing
thoughtfulness that finally became
a desire which he knew was as
great as it was unusual. He had
vet to learn, with all the others in
that little company pledged to do
the Christlike thing, that the Spirit
of Life was moving in power
through his own life as never be-
fore. He rose and shut his door
and then did what he had not done
for years. Ie kneeled down by
his desk and prayed for the divine
presence and wisdom to direct him.

He rose with the day before him
and his promise distinct and clear
ir his mind. “ Now for action,”
he seemed to say. But he would
be led by events as fast as they
came on.

He opened his door and began
the routine of the office work.
The managing editor had just
come in and was at his desk in
the adjoining room. One of the
reporters there was pounding out
something on a typewriter.

Edward Norman began an cdi-
torial. The Daily News was an
cvening paper, and Norman usual-
ly completed his leading editorial
before eight o’clock.

He had been writing about
fifteen minutes when the managing
editor called out, ‘“ Here’s this
press report of yesterday’s prize
fight at the Resort. It will make
up three columns and a half. I
suppose it all goes in ?

Edward Norman was one of
those newspaper men who keep an
eye on eyery detail of the paper.
The managing editor always con-
sulted his chief in matters of both
small and large importance.
Sometimes, as in this case, it was
merely a nominal inquiry.

“¥Yes—no. Let me see it.”

He took the type-written matter
just as it came from the telegraph
editor, and ran over it carefully.
Then he laid the sheets down on
his desk and did some very hard
thinking.

“We won't run this in to-day,”
he said finally.

The managing editor was stand-
ing in the doorway between the
two rooms, ¥e was astonished at
the editor’s remark and thought he
had perhaps misunderstood him.

“What did you say ?”

,;‘ Leave it out. We won’t use
it.

“But—" The managing editor
was simply dumbfounded. He
stared at Norman as if the editor
were out of his mind.

“1 think, Clark, that it ought
not to be printed, and that’s the
end of it” said Edward Norman,
looking up from his desk.

Clark seldom had any words
with the chief. Norman’s word
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had always been law in the office
and he had seldom been known to
change his mind.  The circum-
stances now, however, seemed to
be so extraordinary that Clark
could not help expressing himself.

“Do you mean that the paper
is to go to press without a word
of the prize fight in it ?

“Yes, that’s just what I mean.”

“ But it’s unheard of. All the
other papers will print it.  YWhat
will our subscribers say ? Why,

it’s simply—" Clark paused, un-
able to find words to say what he
thought.

Edward Norman
Clark thoughtfully.
ing editor was a member of a
church of a different denomination
from that of Norman’s. The two
men had never talked together on
religious matters although they
had been associated on the paper
for several years.

*“ Come in here a minute, Clark,
and shut the door,” said Norman.

Clark came in, and the two men
faced each other alone. Norman
did not speak for a minute. Then
he said abruptly,

“ Clark, if Christ were editing a
daily paper, do you honestly think
he would print three columns and
a half of prize fight in it ?”

Clark gasped in astonishment.
Finally he replied—* No, I don’t
suppose he would.”

“Well, that’s my only reason
for shutting this account out of
The News. I have decided not
to do a thing in connection with
the paper for a whole year that I
gox3cstly believe Jesus would not

o.” ’

Clark could not have looked
more amazed if the chief had sud-
denly gone crazy. In fact, he did
think  something was wrong,
though Mr. Norman was onc of
the last men in the world, in his
judgment, to lose his mind.

“What effect will that have on

looked at

The manag-.
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the paper ? he finally managed to
ask in a faint voice.

“What do you think ?” asked
Edward Norman, with a keen
glance. '

“I think it will simply ruin the
paper,” replied Clark promptly.
He was gathering up his be-
wildered senses and began to re-
monstrate. “ Why, it isn’t {easible
to run a paper nowadays on any
such basis. It’s too ideal. The
world ism’t ready for it. You
can’t make it pay. Just as sure as
vou live, if you shut out this prize
fight report you will lose hundreds
of subscribers. It doesn’t take a
prophet to say that. The very
best people in town are eager to
read it.  They know it has taken
place, and when they get the
paper this evening they will ex-
pect half a page at least.  Surely,
you can’t afford to disregard the
wishes of the public to such an
extent. It will be a great mis-
take if you do, in my opinion.”

Edward Norman sat silent a
minute.  Then he spoke gently,
but firmly.

“Clark, what in ycur honest
opinion is the right standard for
determining conduct? Is the only
right standard for every one the
probable action of Jesus ? 'Would
you say that the highest, best law
for a man to live by was contained
in asking the question. ‘ What
would Jesus do ¥ and then doing
it regardless of results? In
other words, do you think men
everywhere ought to follow Jesus’
example as close as they can in
their daily lives ™

Clark turned red, and moved
uneasily in his chair before he an-
swered the editor’s question.

“Why,—yes—. I suppose if
you put it on the ground of what
they ought to do there is no other
standard of conduct. But the
question is, what is feasible? Is
it possible to make it pay? To
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succeed in the newspaper business
we have got to conform to the
customs and the recognized meth-
ods of society. We can't do as
we would do in an ideal world.”

“Do you mean that we can’t
run the paper strictly on Christian
principles and make it succeed ¥

“Yes, that's just what I mean.
It can’t be done.  'We'll go bank-
rupt in thirty days.”

Edward Norman did not reply
at once. e was very thoughtful.

“We shall have occasion to
talk this over again, Clark.
Meanwhile, I think we ought to
understand each other frankly. I
have pledged myself for a vear to
do everything connected with the
paper after answering the question,
* What would Jesus do .’ as hon-
estly as possible. I shall continue
to do this in the belief that not
only can we succeed but that we
can succeed better than we ever
did.”?

Clark rose.  “Then the report
does not go in

“It does not. There is plenty
of good material to take its place,
and you know what it is.”

Clark hesitated.

“ Are you going to say any-
thing about the absence of the re-
port

“No. let the paper go to press
as if there had been no such thing
as a prize fight vesterday.”

Clark walked out of the room to
his own desk feeling as if the bot-
tom had dropped out of every-
thing.  He was astonished, be-
wildered, excited, and considerably
enraged. His great respect for
Norman checked his rising indig-
nation and disgust, but with it all
was a feeiing of growing wonder
at the sudden change of motive
which had entered the office of The
Daily News, and threatened, as he
firmly believed, to destroy it.

Before nocn every reporter,
pressman and cmployee on The
Daily News was informed of the

remarkable fact that the paper was
going to press without a word in
it about the famous prize fight of
Sunday. The reporters were
simply astonished beyond measure
at the announcement of the fact.
Tvery one in the stereotyping and
composing rooms had something
to say about the unheard-of omis-
sion. Two or three times during
the day when Mr. Norman had oc-
casion to visit the composing-
rooms, the men stopped their work
or glanced around their cases
looking at him curiously. He
knew that he was being observed
strangely and said nothing, and did
not appear to note it.

There had been several changes
in the paper suggested by the edi-
tor, but nothing marked. He
was waiting, and thinking deeply.
He felt as if he needed time and
considerable opportunity for the
exercise of his best judgment in
several matters before he answered
his ever present question in the
right way. It was not because
there were not a great many things
in the life of the paper that were
contrary to the spirit of Christ
that he did not act at once. but
hecause he was yet greatly in
doubt concerning what action
Jesus would take.

When The Daily News came
out that evening it carried to its
subscribers a distinct sensation.
The presence of the report of the
prize fight could not have produced
anything equal to the effect of its
omission.  Hundreds of men in
the hotels and stores down town,
as well as regular subscribers,
cagerly opened the paper and
searched it through for the ac-
count of the great fight. Not
finding it, they rushed to the news-
stand and bought other papers.
Even the newsboys had not all
understood the fact of the omis-
sion. One of them was calling
out, “Daily News! TFull *count
great prize fight °t Resort.



A man on the corner of the
Avenue close by The News office
bought the paper, looked over its
front page hurriedly and then
angrily called the boy back.

* Here, bov ! What’s the mat-
ter with your paper? There is no
prize-fight here! What do you
mean by selling old papers

“0ld papers, nuthin’ ¥ replied
the boy indignantly. “Dat’s to-
day's paper. What's de matter
wid vou

** But there’s no account of any
prize fight here! Look !I”

The man handed back the paper
and the boy glanced at it hurriedly.
Then he whistled, while a be-
wildering look crept over his face.
Seeing another boy running by
with papers he called out, “ Say,
Sam, lemme see vour pile!” A
hasty examination revealed the re-
markable fact that all the copies of
The News were silent on the prize
fight.

“Here, give me another paper !
One with the prize fight account ¥
shouted the customer. He re-
ceived it and walked off, while the
two bhoys remained comparing
notes and lost in wonder at the
event. “Somp'n slipped a cog in
The XNewsy, sure.” said the first
boy. But he couldn’t tell why,
and rushed over to The News
office to find out.

There were several other hoys
at the delivery-room and they
were all excited and disgusted.
The amount of slangy remon-
strances hurled at the clerk back
of the long counter would have

driven any onc else to despair..

He was used to more or less of it
all the time and conscquently
hardened to it.

Mr. Norman was just coming
downstairs on his way home and
he paused as he went by the door
of the delivery-room and looked in.

“What's the matter here,
George  he asked the clerk as he
noted the unusual confusion.
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“The boys say they can't sell
any copies of The News to-night
because the prize fight is not in it,”
replied George, looking curiously
at the editor as so many of the
employees had done during the
day.

Mr. Norman hesitated a mo-
ment, then walked into the room
and confronted the boys.

“How many papers arc there
here, boys ? Count them out and
I’ll buy them to-night.”

There was a wild stare and a
wild counting of papers on the
part of the boys.

“Give them their money, George,
and if any of the other boys come
in with the same complaint buy
their unsold copies.  Is that fair®”
he asked the boys who were smit-
ten into unusual silence by the un-
heard-of action on the part of the
editor.

“Fair! Well. T should— DBut
will you keep dis up? Will dis
be a continual performance for de
benefit of de fraternity ™

Mr. Norman smiled slightly. but
he did not think it was necessary
to answer the question. THe
walked out of the office and went
home. On the way he could not
avoid that constant query, “ Would
Jesus have done it 2 It was not
so much with reference to this last
transaction as to the entire motive
that had urged him on since he
had made the promise. The
newsboys were necessarily suffer-
ers through the action he had

taken. Why should theyv lose
money by it? They were not to
blame. He was a rich man and

could afford to put a little bright-
ness into their lives if he chose to
do it. He believed as he went on
his way home that Jesus would
have done ecither what he did or
something similar in order to be
free from any possible feeling of
injustice.  He was not deciding
these questions for any one clse
but for his own conduct. He was
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not in a pesition to dogmatize, and
he felt that he could answer only
with his own judgment and con-
science as to his interpretation of
Jesus’ probable action. The fall-
ing off in sales of the paper he had
in a certain measure foreseen. Dut
he was et to realize the full ex-
tent of the loss to the paper if
such a policy should be continued.

During the week he was in re-
ceipt of numerous letters com-
menting on the absence from The
News of the account of the prize
fight. Two or three of these let-
ters may be of interest.

Editor of the ¢ News.”
Dear Sir:

I have been deciding for some time
to change my paper. I want a journal
that is up to the times, progressive and
enterprising, supplying the public de-
mand at all points. The recent freak of
your paper- in refusing to print the ac-
count of tl e famous contest at the Resort
has decided me finaliy to change my
paper. Please discontinue it.

Very truly yours,

{Here followed the name of a
business man who had been a sub-
scriber for many years.)

Edward Norman,

Editor of the **Daily News,” Raymond.
Dear Ed. :

What is this sensation you have given
the people of your burg ? Hope you don’t
intend to try the * Reform Business,”
through the avenue of the Press. It's
dangerous to experiment much along that
line. Take my advice and stick to the
enterprising modern methods you have
made so successful for the ¢ News.” The
public wants prize fights and such. Give
it what it wants and let some one else do
the Reforming business.

Yours, _—

{Here followed the name of onc
of Norman’s old friends, the editor
of a daily in an adjoining town.)

My dear Mr. Norman :

I hasten to write you a note of appre-
ciation for the evident carrying out of
your promise. Itisasplendid beginning
and no one feels the value of it better
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than I do. I know something of what it
will cost you, but not all.
Your Pastur,
Henry Maxwell,

One letter which he opened im-
mediately after reading this from
Maxwell revealed to him some-
thing of the loss to his business
that possibly awaited him.

Mr. Edward XMorman,

Editor of the *‘ Daily News.”

Dear Sir :

At the expiration of my advertising
limit you will do me the favour not to
continue as you have done heretofore. I
euclose cheque for payment in full and
shall consider my account with your paper
closed after date.

Very truly yours,

(Here followed the name of onc
of the largest dealers in tobacco in
the city. He had been in the
habit of inserting a column of con-
spicuous advertising and paying
for it a veryv large price.)

Edward Norman laid this letter
down very thoughtfully, and then
after 2 moment he took up a copy
of his paper and looked through
the advertising columns.  There
was 1o connection implied in the
tobacco merchant’s letter between
the omission of the prize fight and
the withdrawal of the advertise-
ment. But he could not avoid
putting the two together. In
point of fact, he ajterwards learned
that the tobacco dealer withdrew
his advertisement because he had
heard that the editor of The News
was about to enter upon some
queer reform policy that would be
certain to reduce its subscription
list.

But the letter directed Norman's
aitention to the advertising phase
of his paper. He had not con-
sidered this before. As he
clanced over the columns he
could not escape the conviction
that Jesus could not permit some
of them in his paper. What would
Jesus do with that other long ad-
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vertisement of liquor 2 Raymond
enjoved a system of high license,
and the saloon and the billiard hall

and the beer garden were a part’

of the city’s Christian civilization.
He was simply doing what every
other business man in Raymond
did.  And it was one of the best
paying sources of revenue. What
would the paper do if it cut these
out > Could it live ? That was
the question.  But—was that the
question after all 7 “ What would
Jesus do ?”  That was the ques-
tion he was answering. or trving
to answer, this week. Would
Tesus  advertise whiskey and to-
Dacco in his paper ?

Edward Norman asked it hon-
estly, and after a prayer for help
and wisdom he asked Clark to
come into the office.

Clark came in feeling that the
paper was at a crisis and prepared
for almost anything after his Mon-
day morning experience. This
was Thursday.

“ Clark,” said Norman, speaking
slowly and carefully, “ I have been
looking at our advertising columns
and have decided to dispense with
some of the matter as soon as the
contracts run out. I wish you
would notify the advertising agent
not to solicit or renew the ads. I
have marked here.”

He handed the paper with the
marked places over to Clark, who
took it and looked over the col-
unms with a very serious air.

“This will mean a great loss to
The News. How long do you
think vou can keep this sort of
thing up ™ Clark was ustonished
at the editor’s action and could not
understand it.

“Clark, do vou think if Jesus
were the editor and proprietor of
a daily paper in Raymond He
would print advertisements of
whiskey and tebacco in i#?”

Clark looked at his chief with
that same look of astonishment
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which had greeted the question be-
fore.
“ Well—no—1I don’t suppose He

would. But what has that to do
with us? We cail’t do as He
would. Newspapers can’t be run

on any such basis.”

“ Why not?” asked Edward Nor-
man quietly.

“Why not! Because they will
lose more money than they make,
that’s all.”  Clark spoke out with
an irritation that he really felt.
“We shall certainly bankrupt the
paper with this sort of business
policy.”

“Do you think so ?” Norman
asked the question not as if he ex-
pected an answer but simply as if
he were talking with himself.
After a pausc he said,

“You may direct Marks to do
as 1 said. I believe it is what
Jesus would do, and as I told you,
Clark, that is what I have pro-
mised to try to do for a year, re-
gardless of what the results may
be to me. I cannot believe that
by any kind of reasoning we could
reach a conclusion justifying Jesus
in the advertisement, in this age,
of whiskey and tobacco in a news-
paper. There are some other ad-
vertisements of a doubtful charac-
ter I shall study into. Meanwhile
I feel a conviction in regard to
these that cannot be silenced.”

Clark went back to his desk
feeling as if he had been in the
presence of a very peculiar person.
He could not grasp the meaning
of it all. He felt enraged and
alarmed. He was sure any such
policy would ruin the paper as
soon as it became generally known
that the editor was trying to do
everything by such an absurd
moral standard. 'What would be-
conie of business if this standard
were adopted? It would upset
every custom and introduce end-
less confusion. It was simply
foolishness. It was downright
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idiocy. So Clark said to himself,
and when Marks was informed of
the action, he seconded the man-
aging editor with some very for-
cible ejaculations. What was the
matter with the chief? Was he
insane ?  'Was he going to bank-
rupt the whole business ?

But Edward Norman had not
faced his most serious problem.

When he came down to the
office Friday morning he was con-
fronted with the usual programme
for the Sunday morning edition.
The News was one of the few
evening papers to issue a Sunday
edition, and it had always been re-
markably successful financially.
There was an average of one page
of literary and religious items to
thirty or forty pages of sport,
theatre, gossip, fashion, society and
political material.  This made a
very interesting magazine of all
sorts of reading matter and had
always been welcomed by all the
subscribers, church members and
all, as a Sunday necessity.

Edward Norman now faced this
fact and put to himsclf the ques-
tion, “ What would Jesus do ?¥ If
He were editor of a paper would
Ie deliberately plan to put into
the homes of all the church peo-
ple and Christians of Raymond
such a collection uf reading matter
on the one day of the week which
ought to be given up to some-
thing better and holier ? He was
of course familiar with the regular
argument for the Sunday paper
that the public needed something
of the sort, and the workingman,
especially, who would not go to
church anyway, ought to have
something entertaining and in-
structive on Sunday, his only day
of rest.  But suppose the Sunday
morning paper did not pay?
Suppose there was no money in it?
How eager would the editor or the
proprietor be then to supply this
crying need of the workingman ?
Edward Norman communed hon-
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estly with himself over the subject.
Taking everything into account,
would jesus probably edit a Sun-
day morning paper 7 No mtter
whether it paid. That was not
the question.  As a matter of tact
the Sunday News paid so well that
it would be a direct loss of thou-
sands of dollars to discontinuec it.
Besides, the regular subscribers
had paid for a seven-day paper.
Had he any right now to give them
anything less than they had sup-
posed they had paid for ?

He was honestly perplexed by
the question. So much was in-
volved in the discontinuance of the
Sunday cdition that for the first
time he almost declined to be
guided by the standard of Jesus'
probable action. He was sole
proprietor of the paper. It was
his to shape as he chose.  He had
no board of directors to consult as
to policy. DBut as he sat there
surrounded by the usual quantity
of material for the Sunday edition,
he reached some definite con-
clusions.  And among them was
the determination to call in the
force of the paper and frankly
state his mouve and purpose.

He sent word for Clark and the
other men in the office, including
the few reporters who were in the
building and the foreman, with
what men were in the composing-
room, (it was early in the morn-
ing and they were not all in) to
come into the mailing-room. This
was a large room, and the men
came in, wondering, and perched
around on the tables and counters.
It was a very unusual proceeding,
but they all agreed that the paper
was being run on new principles
anyhow, and they all watched NMr.
Norman curiously as he spoke.

“T called vou in here to let vou
know my plans for the future of
The News. T propose certain
changes which I believe are neces-
sarv. [ understand that some
things 1 have alrcady done are re-



526

garded by the men as very strange.
I wish to state my motive in doing
what I have done.” Here he told,
‘the men what he had already told
Clark, and they stared, as he had
done, and looked as painfully con-
scious.

** Now, in acting on this standard
of conduct I have reached a con-
clusion which will. no doubt. cause
some surprise. I have decided
that the Sunday morning edition
of The News shall be discontinued.
I shall state in next issue my rea-
sons for discontinuing. In order
to make up to the subscribers the
amount of reading matter they may
suppose themselves entitled to, we
can issue a double number on
Saturday, as is done by very many
evening papers that make no at-
tempt at a Sunday edition. I am
convinced that, from a Christian
point of view, more harm than
good has been done by our Sunday
morning paper. I do not believe
that Jesus would be responsible for
it if He were in my place to-day.
It will occasion some trouble to
arrange the details caused by this
change with the advertisers and
subscribers. That is for me to
look after.  The change itself is
one that will take place. So far
as I can see, the loss will fall on
myself.  Neither the reporters nor
the press men need make any par-
ticular change in their plans.”

Clark came in and had a long,
serious talk with the chief. He
was thoroughly roused and his
protest almost reached the point of
resigning his place. Norman
guarded himself carefully. Every
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minute of the interview was pain-
ful to him, but he felt more than
ever the necessity of doing the
Christlike thing. Clark was a
very valuable man. ' It would be
difficult to fill his place. But he
was not able to give any reasons
for continuing the Sunday paper
that answered the question, “ What
would Jesus do ?” by letting Jesus
print that edition.

“It comes to this then,” said
Clark finally. “You will bank-
rupt the paper in thirty days. We
might as well face that future
fact.”

“1 don’t think we shall.  Will
vou stay by The News until it is
bankrupt? asked Edward Norman
with a strange smile.

“Mr. Norman, I don’t under-
stand vou. You are not the same
man this week that I ever knew.”

“1 don't know myself, either,
Clark. Something remarkable has
caught me up and borne me on.
Jut I was never more convinced
of final success and power for the
paper. You have not answered
my question.  Will you stay with
me

Clark hesitated a moment and
finally said, “VYes” Norman
shook hands with him and turned
to his desk.  Clark went back in-
to his room stirred by a number of
conflicting emotions. He had
never before known such an ex-
citing and mentally disturbing
week, and he felt now as if he were
connected with an enterprise that
might at any moment collapse and
ruin him and all connected with it.

CHRISTMAS MORNING.

The bells ring clear as bugle-note,
Sweet soag is thrilling every throat,
"Tis welcome Christmas morning !
0, never yet was morn so fair,
Such silent music in the air,
*Tis merry Christmas morning !

Dear day of all days in the year,
Dear day of song, goodwill and cheer,
*Tis golden Christmas morning !
The hope, the faith, the love that is,
The peace, the holy promises,
*Tis glorious Christmas morning !
—Joaquin Miller.



THE CHURCH AND LITERATURE.*

BY THE REV. CHARLES ]J. LITTLE, LL.D.,

President of Garrett Biblical Institute.

What has the disciple of Jesus
Christ to do with literature ?
And to this question I give a
double answer; he must create a
literature of his own, and he must
conquer and transfigure the litera-
ture of the world.

Christians must create a litera-
ture of their own.  They were
born to a literary inheritance; hut
their first great achievement was a
splendid addition to these trea-
sures.  The little company of dis-
ciples that fled to Antioch carried
with them Moses and the prophets:
wherever the apostles preached
they found among their Jewish
brethren the Scriptures and the
Palestinian literature. They might
have trusted to their oral speech,
and left posterity without the re-
cord of their revelations. How
miserably poor we should have
been! TImagine a Christianity
without Luke and John, without
the letter to the Romans or the
letter to the Corinthians; a Chris-
tianity without the Prodigal Son

“ We have pleasure in presenting here-
with the eloquent address delivered by
Dr. Little on the anniversary of the Tract
Society of the Methodist Episcopal Church
of the United Ntates, @ society whose object
it is to create and diffuse in English, Spanish,
Italian, German, and other languages, sound
Christian literature. The stirring words of
Dr. Little should stir responsive sentiment
in all our hearts.

The purpose of this magazine, from its
inception twenty-four years ago, has been
to meet the very want deseribed by Dr.
Little—to create and diffuse a sound Chris-
tian literature ; to make its readers familiar
with the best thoughts of the world’s best
thinkers; to bring them into more vital
touch with the great moral movements of
theage, especially with the great missionary
movement, the truest type of noblest Chris-
tian chivalry ; to muke the great names of
the Church’s beadroll, the saints and seers
and sages, the heroes and martyrs of its

and the Good Samaritan, without
the many mansions of the Father's
house, without the light and the
life of the world, without the cry
of Abba FFather, without the trum-
pet of the resurrection, without the
love that passeth knowledge !

Yes, these men, busy as they
were, found time to write ; they
spake as they were moved by the
Holy Ghost, and then they made
their speech immortal by making
of it literature.

The Christian writers of suc-
ceeding centuries, like Justin and
Origen, were men of philosophic
training, and wrought nobly in
their own time; but we could casily
spare the best of them, rather than
lose the narrative of Matthew or
the letters of John Zebedee. All
the later Christian literature must
be judged and compared with
these productions of the first dis-
cipless. Back to the Gospels!
back to the New Testament! is
the watchword of every great re-
form. Develop and apply the

glovious history, an example and inspira-
tion to our daily life; to exhibit the hand
of God in history, guiding the nations, as a
skilful ridler guides his steed, up the heights
of progress to the golden age to be; to
show that God, by His providence and His
grace, is reconciling the world unto Himself.

We are devoutly thankful for the degree
of success which has attended these efforts.
It is no meagre achievement that over 60,-
000 volumes of this magazine have found
their place in Canadian homes ; that over
200,000 monthly numbers have been scat-
tered throughout the length and breadth
of our country ; that over 20,000,000 printed
pages have sought to set forth high Chris-
tian ideals and the sound principles of right
living,

We thank the ministers by whose help
this has been accomplished. We beg to
solicit their strenuous co-operation that our
connexional monthly shall be crowned with
still greater snccess and blessing than ever.



ethics of the New Testament! is
the mandate of the angel of human
progress. Give to us the life of,
Jesus and the spiritual experience
of Saul and John! is the eager
longing of men and women weary
of ritual and speculgtion, weary of
subtleties and mysteries, weary of
metaphysical disquisitions and of
historical puzzies.

“There arc onlv a few books,”
wrote Mr. Emerson; “most of
them are mere comment.” And
verily this is true of the hooks that
have gathered about the New Tes-
tament. Thousands of them
might perish without the slightest
loss to human kind: many of them
are a darkening of counsel with a
multitude of words; many of them
are occupied with questions that
have no bearing upon human con-
duct or human happiness. Under
these circumstances one might
think that the duty of creating a
Christian literature had been ful-
filled by the first disciples. But
we live in a queer world. len
and womien are seeking constantly
new forms for old facts, new ex-
pressions of immutable truth.

An old building, however beau-
tiful, however glorious with in-
scriptions and traditions, ceases to
be an inspiration to those who sce
it every day. Even the blue sky
becomes a weariness to those who
seldom see a cloud, or seldom hear
the rushing of the rain. So the
Bible needs to be wrought into
new forms; its precious truths need
to Le seen in new relations: its
blessed experience to be told in
new language. When Stanley
wrote his “ History of the Jewish
People,” men and women felt that
he had restored to them the Old
Testament.  Theologians might
complain of his defects, and
scholars might impeach his learn-
ing, but Abraham and Moses and
David pleaded for him, saying to
us : “ He has brought us from our
graves”  When Mr. Browning
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wrote his “ Saul” and his “ Death
in the Desert,” we might indecd
question his accuracy and pause at
his philosophy, but we could not
but praise him for his recovery of
a world that lay so long beneath
the dust.

The Bible is so marvellous a
book that even the eye-destroying
print and unpictured pages of the
copies that we give away cannot
quite deprive it of its power. But
T wonder sometimes what the Bible
will become when we cease to re-
gard it as an idol or a fetich, and
treat it as a cluster, a glorious
cluster of inspired books; and when
we bring to cach of these books
our highest powers, not of criti-
cism, but of illustration. Beda
spent his dying breath to turn the
Gospel of John into the English
of his time.  Wrycliffe sought to
make the whole Bible familiar to
his people.  Luther laboured hard
to make a text through which his
Christ might reach the Germans.
And in a time when the Bible was
an unknown book, men read it
cagerly and found it more precious
than their blood. But the Bible
has cecased to be a book concealed
and forbidden; so that men who
hear it preached from (and
preached away from), almost every
Sunday, do not care to read it for
themselves.  The charm of it in
Reformation and in Puritan times
no longer holds. The clear blue
sky and bright persistent stars be-
gin to weary us.

Hence 1, for one, have no great
fear of anv discussions now pre-
vailing. I welcome any move-
ment that will bring us back with
cager, even though anxious, in-
quiry to the Bible. Yet, I repeat,
not criticism, but illustration, illu-
mination. is what we want.  Such
illustration as Bunyan gave the
Bible in his “ Pilgrim’s Progress:”
such illustration as Dante gave the
Rible in his divine drama ; such
illustration as Charles Wesley gave
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the Bible in his hymns; such illus-
tration as John Watson gives it in
his “ Bounnie Brier Bush.” As one
whose life-work is the study of his-
torical theology, I do not hesitate
to say that the literature of Chris-
tianity is toc critical and too specu-
lative; too thick with controversial
dust; too full of metaphysical be-
wilderments and perplexities. It
is for the few, rather than for the
many ; for a curious intellectual
aristocracy, rather than for the
hungry multitude.  John Wesley,
with those unclouded eyes of his—
unclouded, at least, in what con-
cerned humanity—John Wesley
saw the need of a different kind of
literature, and set himself to furnish
it.  He published Bunyan’s “ Pil-
grim,” Young’s “Night Thoughts,”
and “ Herbert’s Poems;” he pub-
lished “Thomas a Kempis,” and
Miiton’s ““ Paradise Lost;” indeed,
iie published a whole Christian
library, hoping to stir his people
and his preachers to a broader and
richer intelligence.

A life is often determined by a
book; so it was with Luther and
with Lincoln, with Augustine and
with Michael Faraday. So it has
been and will be with thousands.
But it is harder to prescribe books
than it is to prescribe medicine.
To tell young people that they
must read this, and must not read
that, is to arouse within them the
spirit of individuality, which lies at
the root of Teutonic and American
achievement. They go at once by
contraries. But possess your-
selves of noble literature, live in it,
and reveal its uses; talk about it at
the breakfast-table, and start the
day with inspirations from St. Paul
and Tennyson; let it gleam out
from your conversation as sunshine
flashes out from water breaking
over rocks, and those about you
begin to learn the meaning and
the glory of it.

We Methodists need to recover
the spirit of our founders: for the

R

revival of the eighteenth centurv
was as wonderful in its intellectual
impulses as in its ethical influence.
Each year of its existence the
Wesleys were adding to the litera-
ture of England, or diffusing the
best that they could find at home
or in Germany.,

Again, we are undergoing a
marked revival of historic study.
This is manifest in every magazine
and in every library.  On the one
hand scholars are striving to make
of history a science; on the -other,
literary artists are making of it
material for poetry. The Church
will doubtless profit by this move-
ment; -but it is painful to see how
slow, and even stupid, Christian
men have been.

But even now the ignorance
about the men and women who re-
shaped the world is pitiful and
almost shameful.  For the move-
ment of the Gospel is the miracle
of history; its progressive conquest
of its environment is the mightiest
victory recorded in the annals of
mankind.  Here are displays of
heroism that Alexander might
have envied. and Caesar would
have listened to amazed. The
tenth legion of Jesus Christ, his
glorious company of martyrs re-
cruited from all countries and from
all ages, marches across the cen-
turies, trampling triumphantly up-
on the slaveries and barbarisms,
the organized unrighteousness and
the disorganizing brutality of the
ancient and the mediaeval world.

Gathering to it all that was valu-
able in the science and the litera-
ture, in the institutions and cus-
toms of antiquity, the Gospel saved
the world in many senses, The
preachers of the glad tidings were
the instructors of the European
nations.  Ulfilas and Beda and
Alcuin, with a goodly multitude
whose names have perished, pre-
ceded Abelard and Anselm, Dante.
and Roger Bacon, and Thoas the
Angelic Doctor.  Yet the splen-
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dour and variety of this historic
miracle, of this unfolding power
of an endless life, is too little
known, or scarcely known at all.
The splendour of it, and the in-
spiration of it, both are lost. TFor
in every age the cloud of witnesses
that throng the imagination are the
authors of our best enthusiasm.
Not to know the world of Paul is
not to measure the intellectual and
moral stature of the man whose
energy and faith made of that
world mere background for the
cross of Jesus Christ. Not to
know the world of Wesley is not
to know the mental strength and
spiritual mastery of the man who
swept opinions to the right and
left of him, and roused two con-
tinents with his cry of “ Give me
life! I am tired of opinions 1’

To create a literature, and to
diffuse it when created, is clearly
therefore the duty of the followers
of Jesus. This literature must
keep alive and keep efficient the
vital truths of the Scriptures and
of Christian experience.  This
literature must presecrve and glorify
the story of Christian progress and
of Christian triumph; the story of
vicissitude and struggle, of con-
flict, of corruption, of reformation,
of revival; in a word, the story of
Christ and his disciples in all the
centuries.

Now to my other proposition.
The disciples of Christ must con-
quer and transfigure the literature
they find at hand. This literature,
like that of Paul at Troas, is of two
classes—ephemeral and permanent.
In our day there is the newspaper,
the magazine, the review, the
novel, Jhe text-book, the con-
troversial pamphlet, and the cam-
paign document. And then, on
the other hand, there are the few
immortal books that are not born
to die. Now, our duty is to con-
quer and transfigure both; and this
not by opposition, but by the
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steady pressure of an inspiration
not to be resisted.

I have no quarrel with the
modern newspaper; it renders us,
at fearful cost, incalcilable service.
Like Phidippides, the famous run-
ner immortalized by Browning,
who lost his life to bring the pre-
cious news to Athens, the lives
and energies of those who tell the
daily story of the world are sacri-
ficed to their tremendous task.
They put us in electric touch with
the nerve-centres of humanity ;
they translate for us the vital
speech of many nations, and bring
to our breakfast-tables the dis-
coveries of science, the inventions
of genius, the echoes of the world’s
music and of the world’s misery.
When we are sleeping quietly,
these indefatigable workers are
alert and active to feed our curi-
osity, to satisfy the exorbitant de-
mands of our business, and to fur-
nish entertainment for our minds.
The sleuth-hounds of the editorial
sanctum hunt down the villainies
of public and of private life, expose
the hypocrite to merited and in-
dignant scorn, and often bring to
bay the tramplers of the oppressed
and the tormentors of the unbe-
friended.

The modern press has all the de-
fects of the society of which it is
the organ; it has also the defects
of its particular readers and its par-
ticular publishers. It is often
abused for its shortcomings, and
upbraided for its faults. It is sel-
dom praised for its cnergy, or re-
warded by a generous recognition
of its public services. If the pub-
lisher is too much governed by
subscription list and advertisement
bureau, the reader is just as often
governed by his selfish whims, his
apathy, his prejudice, and his in-
gratitude.  But when editors and
reporters know that every effort to
make an ideal journal will meet a
generous response, then virtue and
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righteousness will multiply their
power, and holiness will be en-
graved upon the bells of these
mighty couriers of our modern life.
Wherever Christianity is merely
nominal and traditional, a Sunday
spectacle or a Sunday pastime,
there the modern press—which has
the sharpest eyes for the hard
realities of life—will treat Chris-
tianity as it treats all other forms
of entertainment. But let Chris-
tianity become a real and present
energy, let it become the dominant
and predominant power of social
and political life, and the modern
press will offer itself at once to be
the organ of this all-conquering
energy. For the modern news-
paper lives upon modern intelli-
gence, and directly that intelli-
gence is openly, courageously, and
actively Christian, the modern
newspaper will be, perforce, a
Christian institution.

What is true of-the great news-
paper is true also of the great
magazine. It is there to be used
by the Christian genius as well as
by the profane, by John Watson
with his stories of humble saints
and human hearts and heroic daily
Christian lives, as well as by Zola
with his ugly realities of wicked-
ness, or Du Maurier with his en-
chanting impossibilities of virtue
and sweet womanliness floating
above the slime of Parisian nasti-
ness.

In our colleges, I fear, we lack
the enthusiasm for literature which
gave Longfellow and Hawthorne
to Bowdoin, and Holmes and
Emerson and Parkman to Har-
vard. Even our Christian stu-
dents run to declamation and top-
loftiness more than to steady
thinking and to literary skill
Hence the incalculable power of
the modern periodical is likely to
be wielded by men who doubt and
disbelieve rather than by men of
iaith and prayer. Can we imagine
a calamity much greater ? Wesley
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asked with scornful wonder, “Why
Iet the devil have all the good
tunes ?”  Is the devil to have all
the good stories of the future, all
the witty essays, all the charms of
poetry, and all the subtleties of
prose ?  Is the humour that de-
lights our children to be the grin-
ning scepticism of Voltaire, or rich
and quaint and divine like that of
Bunyan ?  Are they to urge their
way into the future, singing
“ psalms of life,” or splendid stan-
zas of “ eternal hope,” or shall they
dance away their lives to songs
without substance and rhymes that
stir the blood but petrify the soul ?
Are they to face death with the
lines of “ Morituri salutamus” on
their quivering lips, or hurling the
chant of “ Prospice ” in the Arch-
fiend’s face; or are they to cower
before him with the moaning
couplets of a bard without faith,
or to shout away his hideous pre-
sence with some bacchanalian lay ?

Well, this depends upon whether
we who believe in the Gospel shall
conquer and transform the forces
of existing periodical literature.
These forces are varied, numerous,
powerful, aggressive, fascinating.
We must conquer them, or they
will conquer us. They share with
‘1s already the dominion of our
firesides; they are shaping the as-
pirations, the ambitions, the
creeds, the conduct of our children.
They are disintegrating subtly the
beliefs in which we were reared, as
well as the prejudices that we mis-
took for sacred truth. Hence, I
repeat, we must conquer them, or
they will conquer us.

And, finally, I urge that the
Christian of our times must con-
quer, for his Master, place and
power in the permanent literature
of the world. Few are the books
that abide; few are the names that
were not born to die.  Yet Christ
has never been without his witness
among the immortals *whose
sceptres rule us from their urns.”
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The long roll of English poets
opens with Caedmon, who sung the
story of creation, and closes for
us with him that sung a song of
triumph as he “crossed the bar,”
and him whose soul now builds
itself a grander habitation in a
diviner world.  Dante still holds
us by his visions of appalling judg-
ment and of beatific love, while the
troubadours have faded to a troop
of lisping shadows, the helpless
phantoms of their carousing world.
Milton thrills us yet with “thoughts
that wander through eternity,”
while Butler and the mockers of
the Merry Monarch’s court have
faded to a speechless pageant.

Bunyan, no longer prisoner in
Bedford gaol, but denizen of every
pious home, reveals his Pilgrim’s
miseries and triumphs, and points
a multitude of wanderers onward
to the gates of light. Not Pope,
with all his mastery of verse,
speaks for the eighieenth century;
but Cowper, bendmd to kiss his
mother’s portrait, or rising to the
mysteries of God that moves so
wonderful behind the clouds that
hide his smiling face. Al that is
best in Burns comes from the
prayers that glorified the Cotter’s
Saturday Nxcrhts or sweetened the
lives of men and women that
climbed the hill together, and then
tottered down hand in hand, to
sleep together at the foot until the
resurrection morn. Not Voltaire,
with all his iridescent genius, but
the Wesleys with their songs of
Zion, are the mightier influence of
the modern world.  Which of you
can quote a stanza or a line of Vol-
taire’s poetry ?  But how many
thousands have been lifted to the
feet of God by the hymns that have
conquered two continents and have
filled the world with Christian rap-
ture !

Where shall we look for Chris-
tian poets now ? Tennyson is
dead ! Who shall strike again his
Iyre, and set the echoes of his
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bugle blowing? Browning is
dead! Who shall sound his
brazen trumpet, with its clangor of
celestial tone, to which the heavens
opened, giving him a glimpée of
God. Whittier is dead! Who
now shall sweep the keys that an-
swered to his firm and gentle
touch, and filled the air with
melodies of faith and hope and
love ?  We scan the horizon with
an anxious look; no sign of poet,
no sound of Christian singer any-
where. The reason is partly in the
age and partly in the Church.
The intellectual movement of our
time has been chiefly scientific, and

“science has been exploited for ma-

terial triumphs.  The Church,
while recognizing and dreadmg
this increasing power of science,
has failed to comprehend the power
of pure literature. She has estab-
lished a religious press; she has
printed sermons and religious
books; she has deluged the world
with controversy and theological
disputes. But what we chleﬁy
need is none of these; no ! not even
the specifically rehmom book.
We need poetry and history and
science filled with God, as nature
is full of God. There are no
specifically religious stars, but the
heavens geclare His glory, and the
firmament showeth his handiwork.
There are no specifically religious
flowers, but the lilies of the field,
and the roses of Sharon. and the
cedars of Lebanon, tell of His ten-
derness and His perpetual care.

I long for the day, and I some-
times think I see the heralds of
its dawning, when literature shall
be religious as the sky and the sea
are religious, as the snow-capped
mountains and the pine-trees of the
forest are religious,—a literature
full of God, because his presence
fills and overflows the minds of
men, urging them to perfect ex-
pression of His beauty, His justice,
and His loving kindness.  In that
day “the wheel shall come full
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cycle,” and literature shall end
where it began—in inspirations of
the Holy Ghost. In that day the
lawgivers of nobler common-
wealths shall, like ancient Moses,
take their mandates from the living
God; and poets of a nobler choir
shall, like David and Isaiah, touch
their lips with coals from off the
altar beneath the shadow of the
cherubim.  In that day annalist

and thinker, seeing with unsealed
eyes and speaking with pure lips,
shall rebuild for us the worlds that
have perished, and transfigure for
us the world now perishing by the
working of that mighty power
whereby the children of men ac-
complish the miracles of God, the
power of the truth that works by
love.

BERNARD OF

CLAIRVAUX.

BY FRANCIS HUSTON WALLACE, M.A,, D.D.,
Professor in Victoria University.

JL

From hLis mystic type of piety,
from his consuming love of the
suffering Saviour, there naturally
sprang in Bernard deep humility
as to himself, wide tolerance as to
others. Throughout his Christian
life he consistently repudiated all
merit in the sight of God, and
even in his intercourse with his
fellowmen wrote and spoke of him-
self in tones of profound humility.

Although men spoke of him as
more the pope than was the
Roman pontiff, although for many
years he was, as Milman describes
him, “at once the leading and the
governing head of Christendom,”
yet he persistently rejected all
ecclesiastical dignities and hon-
ours, content to live and die the
abbot of Clairvaux.  “The hu-
mility of his heart surpassed the
majesty of his fame,” said one of
his early biographers.

His generous and Christlike
tolerance of Jews and heretics was
of a piece with his loving type of
piety, and most wonderful in an
age of bigotry and intolerance.
The atrocious cruelty of Christians
to Jews throughout the Christian
ages almost surpasses belief. In

the days of Bernard this temper of
hatred to the descendants of those
who had slain the Lord was raised
to white heat. If men could not
go on crusade against the Mo-
hammedans, they turned upon the
hapless Jews of their own neigh-
bourhood. A sanguinary monk
of Germany preached along the
Rhine, in Cologne, Mayence,
Worms, Strasburg, the gospel of
“death to the Jews,” inciting
wholesale. massacre. It was Ber-
nard and Bernard only who quelled
the rage of the frenzied home-
crusaders and delivered the poor
Hebrews.

Toward even Christian heretics
Bernard’s spirit was strangely
tender for those hard, ruthless
times.  While he did not plead
for unchecked liberty of opinion
and recognized extreme penalties
as justified in the last resort, he
carnestly protested against sum-
mary executions. “They are to
be overcome,” said he, “ not with
weapons, but with arguments; to
be led back to the faith by instruc-
tion and persuasion.”

With such a humble, loving tem-
per, it is not strange that Bernard
loved his quiet monastery, de-
parted from it only with great re-
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luctance and at the call of duty,
and returned to it after his most

renowned appearances upon the ,

stage of European history with
eager delight. To preach daily
sermons, t0 read, to write, to
meditate, aye, to take his part in
preparing dinner and in washing
dishes, to look after pigs and
poultry, to grease his own boots—
this was the humble routine of the
life which he loved. To stand be-
fore counts and emperors and
bishops, shaping the policy of
Church and State—this was his
strange work.

It is indeed remarkable that out
from such a mystic type of piety
there should have gone forth such
world-wide energy and influence,
for mysticism readily passes into a
quietism which is content to “sit
and sing itself away” But in
Bernard there was a rare and most
admirable combination of the mys-
tical and the practical. The key-
note of his character was indeed
love to the suffering Saviour. But
this coexisted with, passed over in-
to loyalty to Christ as King.

Bernard was born in a castle;
he was a knight in temper; he was
penetrated with the spirit of chival-
rous devotion to hic Lord Jesus
Christ. His love was a love
which kept the commandments of
Him whom he loved. This in-
tensely practical side of his piety
saved him from morbid mysticism,
while the mystic side saved him
from worldliness, and the combina-
tion of the two gave him a pro-
fundity of spirit and a power in
action quite unique in his time and
rarely equalled in any age.

Such a man, with the blood of
knights in his veins, and the
knightly temper of valour, forti-
tude, and loyalty in his heart,
could not fail to take the keenest
interest in the affairs of Church
and State, could not fail to make
his influence widely and profoundly
felt wherever he was convinced
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that his liege Lord, Christ, de-
manded his exertions.

The great aim in all Bernard's
intervention in public affairs was
essentially that of Hildebrand, to
make a pure and living Church the
uniting centre of the whole life of
Europe, probably with a more
single eye to the spiritual aspect

_of this high enterprise than had

characterized Hildebrand’s am-
bition. Having the absolute con-
fidence of all men, as entirely sin-
cere and unselfish in his purposes,
possessing unflinching courage,
indomitable will, a fascinating per-
sonality, Bernard, in the midst of
his extreme physical infirmity,
from his humble cell at Clairvaux,
practically ruled the fierce forces
of his time.

“ Not tasting the difference be-
tween wine and oil, he elected
popes, and with his delicate hand
guided and governed the counsels
of monarchs. Secluded in the
valley of Clairvaux, which his com-
manding personality had made the
real centre of Christendom, he
marked out the policies of priest-
hoods and princes; and as noth-
ing can well be imagined more
fragile than his frame, or more
ethereal than his physical presence,
so nothing can be conceived in the
Europe of that time more control-
ling than his genius, more su-
preme than his fame.

“ We must accept him as quite
the most eminent and governing
man in the Europe of his time ;
whose temper had in it a remark-
able combination of sweetness and
tenderness, with practical sagacity,
devout consecration, a dauntless
courage, and a terrible intensity;
whose word carried with it a
sovereign stress surpassing that of
any other, whose hand most effec-
tively moulded history.”

The space allotted to this article
would fail me were I to attempt to
rehearse the episodes of Bernard's
career which justify the above
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judgment of Dr. Storrs. The
most salient were his decisive effort
to seat Innocent 1I. on the papal
throne, and his successful preach-
ing of the Second Crusade. Two
popes had been elected by their re-
spective cliques among the car-
dinals, Anacletus and Innocent.
The rift widened throughout the
Christian world. The King of
France called a national council at
Etampes to decide for France
which of the rivals should be re-
cognized.  Bernard was not yet
forty years of age, but such was
his reputation for piety, impartial-
ity, and wisdom, that he was
specially summoned to the coun-
cil, and king, bishops, and nobles
unanimously referred the solemn
decision in the case to his sole
arbitrament.

Bernard’s decision in favour of
Innocent seems to have been made
not on technical grounds (for
technically Anacletus was the pro-
perly elected pope), but with an
eyc to the spiritual interests in-
volved, for Innocent was vastly
superior to his rival in uprightness
and piety. The strange spectacle
was presented of a whole kingdom
welcoming this decision of a hum-
ble monk with acclamations as if
his voice had been the very voice
of God.

Bernard appealed to the King of
England and the Emperor of Ger-
many on behalf of Innocent with
success. Henry of England ex-
pressed conscientious doubt as to
the legality of Innocent’s election.
Bernard silenced his objection and
swept away his hesitation by the
impetuous appeal : “Are you
afraid of incurring sin if you ac-
knowledge Innocent 2  Answer to
God for vour other sins yourself.
I will answer for this one.”

The same persistent and im-
petnous energy of appeal overcame
the hostility of the Emperor
Lothaire. After threc journeys,
he reconciled jarring factions in

Italy itself, and Bernard’s benign
influence ended the schism of
seven years in favour of Pope In-
nocent.  But while all Rome was
en fete, triumphing and rejoicing
in the settlement which the monk
of Clairvaux had effected, that
same monk stole quietly away to
the humble routine of his beloved
monastery.

Equally thrilling is the episode
of Bernard’s preaching the Second
Crusade. It was near the end of
his arduous career. But nothing
daunted his courage or dampened
his enthusiasm. He was a child
of his times in his passionate
eagerness for the rescue of the fair
scenes of sacred story from the
grasp of the Mussulman. From
place to place he proceeded, rous-
mg men to the great undertaking.
At Vezelai a vast assemblage
gathered, the king and queen of
France were present, barons,
knights, soldiers, and peasants.
On a platform stood Bernard and
the king. Bernard’s impetuous
eloquence lashed the multitude in-
to a frenzy of enthusiasm for the
rescue of the Holy Sepulchre.
The cry for crosses rose on every
side. The supply was exhausted,
and robes and mantles were torn
up to make more.

At Chartres, the clamorous mul-
titude insisted that the frail monk
should himself lead them on the
crusade. But Bernard, while en-
thusiastic, was not a fanatic; his
prudence restrained him from en-
terprises for which he knew him-
self unfitted ; he recognized the
limits of his possibility. Tiirough-
out Germany Bernard preached
the crusade with the same pro-
digious success as in France. So
many men assumed the crusader’s
cross that Bernard declared that
scarcely one man was left for
seven women ! So did the frail
hand of this one monk launch all
France and Germany upon what
appeared to the conscience of the
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time the holy task of the Sccond
Crusade.

The disastrous failure of the en-
terprise produced universal rage
and grief, and Bernard became the
object of the bitterest reproaches.
The quietness and meekness with
which he patiently endured these
reproaches afford the highest proof
of his nobility of character. I‘rom
the rage of men he took refuge
under the shadow of God's wings
and waited until the calamities
should pass over.

In the year 1153 he died, with
his weeping monks around him,
praying God to spare him to them,
He cried to them : “ Why do you

detain a miserable man?  You
are the stronger and prevail
against me.  Spare me! Spare

me, I beseech you, and permit
me to depart” And when they
begged him to consider them and
remain among them, he replied
that he was in a strait bctween two,
not knowing whether to choose to
tarry with them or to go to Christ,
and that he left it all to the will of
God.  And with these words he
fell asleep.

The therlogy of Bernard was in
its fundamentals that of universal
Christianity, with many traces, in-
deed, of the special developments
of mediaeval thought. He was,
in fact, the most beautiful and ad-
mirable flower of the religion of
the Middle Ages. The universal
mediaeval conceptmn of the higher
Christian life was monastic, and

Sernard was 2 monk.  But it is
notcworth_v that he never lowered
the ideal of the monastic life. He
preached against monastic pride,
ostentation, and hypocrisy. He
insisted, addressing his mionks, that
humility in fine clothing was better
than pride in the cell, and that the
kingdom of God was within them
and not an outward thing of clothes
and food.

His doctrine of fasting was that
it was a discipline to free us from
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the tyranny of the world and fit us
for heaven.
While devoted to the papacy, he

"held no doctrine of papal infalli-

bility, but felt himself'free to s«-
buke what he thought wrong a
the decisions and evil in the life of
the pontiffs. His reverence for
the Church was mainly for that
ideal Church, spiritual, spotless,
and beneficent, to the realization of
which he direrted ali his vast ener-
gies.

His view of the sacraments as
signs and means of grace to true
believers was probably not far re-
moved from that of Protestantism.
He certainly prayed to the saints
and preached on the saints. Dut
the saints of who.n he spoke were
of the highest type, and he spoke
so nobly of them as to incite his
hearers to imitate their Christian
virtues, “who through faith and
patience inherit the promises.”

Bernard protested against the
doctrine of the immaculate concep-
tion of the Virgin Mary. But in
other respects he paid her the
honour which the Roman Catholic
Church has usually paid her. She
was to him the womanly, more
accessible, more  sympathetic
Saviour. Mary, he taught, would
be our advocate with the Son, even
as the Son with the Father. Such
is the teaching of Bernard's ser-
mons in honour of the Virgin.
But such teaching does not often
obtrude itself upon us in the rest
of his sermons, which are to the
Christian heart a garden of spices,
breathing forth the perfume of the
most precinus truths of the free
grace of God, the love of Jesus
Christ, the merits and the saving
issues of His sacred and vicarious
sufferings.

Bernard thoroughly recognized
the profound malignity of sin, the
freedom and efficacy of God’s grace
in Jesus Christ. Salvation by
grace he emphasized almost as did
the Reformers. In his later years,
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after a noble, virtuous, devoted,
and most useful life, hre always dis-
claimed all merit and stood only
upon the solid rock, Christ Jesus.
He said : “ So far from being able
to answer for my sins, I canot
answer even for my righteousness.”

Cn his death-bed his prayer
was : “Dear Lord Jesus, I know
that even if I have lived the best
of lives, yet I have so lived as to
deserve dammation; but my com-
fort 1is that Thou hast died
for me and hast sprinkled me
with  Thy Dblood from Thy
sacred wounds. For I have
been baptized into Thee, and
have heard Thy word, through
which Thou hast called me and
promised me grace and life and
commanded me to believe. There-
fore will I depart not in uncer-
tainty and anxious doubt concern-
ing God’s judgment for me.”

Bernard may not have claborat-
ed a clear-cut doctrine of justifica-
tion by faith, but certainly the
elements of that great truth, as
taught by Paul and Luther, are
vital parts of his theology. Listen
as he cries: “Scarcely for a
righteous man will one die; but
Thou hast suffered for the unjust,
who hast come freely to justify
offenders, to make slaves brethren,
captives co-heirs, exiles kings.
Whosoever now, in penitence for
sin, hungers aid thirsts after
rightcousness, let him believe in
Thee, who dost justify the ungodly,
and being justified by faith alone
he shall have peace with God.”

He emphasizes the office of faith
in the process of salvation. “ Christ
dwells not in that heart which lacks
the courage of faith; the just shall
live by his faith” There seems
in all this no confusion of objective
justification, as the pardon of sin,
with the subjective renewal of the
soul, the new life in Jesus Christ,
such as is common in Roman
Catholic theology. But certainly
Bernard throws great emphasis on

the subjective aspects of salvation.
His thought is not fixed so much
on the forensic transaction In
which the soul is pardoned, as on
the hidden life of God within fthe
soul, Christ living in and through
the man, holiness in heart and life,
fellowship with God here and now
consciously enjoyed and hereafter
consummated in the heavenly
kingdom. Union with God, per-
fect union with God—that is to the
mystic the goal of all endeavours.

But while Bernard was a mystic,
hie was not a Pantheist, as so many
mystics have been.  Personal con-
sciousness. in his thought and
hope of the consummation, con-
tinues. Man is not to be ab-
sorbed and lost in God, but bless-
edly, consciously, one with God.

To know and to love Jesus, to
be in Jesus, to he one with Jesus
in thought, feeling, will—this is
Bernard’s conception of the Chris-
dan life.  In this living fellowship
with God in Jesus Christ Bernard
saw the means of sanctification.
“ Love Jesus,” said he, “ and with
His sweetness drive out the sweet-
ness of the world. as one key
pushes out another.”

A will out of harmony with God,
that, in his view, was sin; and a
will restored to harmony with God,
that was salvation. ‘‘ Listen,” he
said, “ye earth-born, ve sons of
men, listen, ye who live m the dust,
awake and praise Him who has
come as Physician to the sick, as
Redeemer to the captive, as Way
to the erring, as Life to the dead.
He has come who casts all our sins
into the depths of the sea.”
* Jesus—all the food of the soul is
dry, if it be not mingled with this
oil; is insipid, if it be not seasoned
with this salt: if you write, I have
no relish, unless I there read of
TJesus; if vou dispute or confer, I
have no relish, unless I there hear
the name of Jesus.”

His boundless love of Jesus is
embalmed in those two tender and
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touching hymmns, among the most
precious in all hymmn-books to-
day, “O sacred head, once
wounded,” and, * Jesus, the very
thought of thee”  These hymns
are only less dear to us, if less at
all, than the * Jerusalem, the
Golden,” of that other sweet singer,
and contemporary, Bernard of
Clugny.

It is not wonderful that such a
man, with so profound reverence
for Holy Scripture and for Holy
Church, with such simple trust in
God and reliance upon His grace,
with such confidence in the long
established truths of the Christian
faith, should have looked on with
pain at the brilliant, tragic career
of the great Abelard, and should
have been constrained to an-
tagonize his baldly intellectual, if
not rationalistic, conception of
Christianity.  “ Proficiency in
science was the ideal of one, saint-
hood of the other.” I confidently
promise a rare treat to the reader
of Dr. Storrs’ chapter on Bernard’s
controversy with Abelard, for in it
the whole career of the fascinating
Abelard and the unfortunate
Heloise, as well as the teaching of
Abelard, will be found depicted by
a master’s hand.

It remains to speak briefly of
Bernard as a preacher. The pulpit
of the monastery was his throne-
room, and the listening monks
were the courtiers of his palace.
Such a man as Bernard, so gifted,
so godly, so enthusiastic, could
hardly fail to be a great preacher,
noble in form, rich in contents,
persuasive in results, His whole
heart was in this work more than
m any other. His sermons were
but the literary expression of those
convictions, purposes, and hopes
which found yet louder expression
in his life. ~An enemy one day
thought to discredit his preaching
by praising the good condition of
his well-fed horse. Bernard at
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once bared his own emaciated neck
as the conclusive refutation of the

.insinuation of luxurious living.

The aiisterity and all the virtues
which he preached he practised.

It may be said of Bernard, as of
all great preachers, that the per-
sonality of the preacher was pro-
minent in his sermons. He im-
pressed upon the consciousness of
his hearers not only the Gospel of
God, but also himself as one whom
the Gospel had saved. He spoke
of his own experiences, of the time
before his conversion, of his joys
and sorrows, of his struggles and
victories, of the Saviour as his
Saviour, and by thus personally
bearing witness to Christ and the
Gospel, he made them a living
reality to his hearers.

But he was no mere exhorter,
no mere narrator of personal ex-
perience.  The more intellectual
side of preaching was not wanting
in his sermons.  Himself well ac-
quainted with classical and patristic
literature, he exhorted his brethren
to be diligent in acquiring all avail-
able learning for God’s service.
“There are those,” he said, “ who
strive for knowledge only in order
that they may sell it for gold and
honour; but there are those who
strive for knowledge in order that
they may edify with it—and that is
love and wisdom.” With him the
principal knowledge is knowiedge
of self and God.

He was a very Biblical preacher.
His principal preparation was in-
cessant and profound meditation
upon Holy Scripture. His ser-
mons are more like Bible read-
ings or expositions than our for-
mal rhetorical discourses. In his
interpretation of the Bible he is
an allegorist, ever hunting after the
hidden mystic sense, often doing
violence to the principles of a
sound exegesis. But his good
sense and his deep spirituality pre-
served him from the ludicrous ex-
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cesses into-which the allegorical
method leads shallower and less
pious men.

He surely was right in holding
that while inteliectual study may
make men learned in the truths of
Scripture, nothing short of a right
spiritual temper, a docile mind,
longing and love toward the truth
makes them really wise in spiritual
things.  And with the instinct of
the heart he found Christ and sal-
vation throughout the Bible. It
was the intensity of his own con-
victions, the white heat of his own
spiritual feelings, that made his
word a fire in the hearts of his
hearers.  He always spoke with
fear and trembling, conscious of
the frailty of the vessel which held
the heavenly treasure, and yet with
assurance and power, conscious of
the divine authority and energy of
the truth he proclaimed. “ I walk
in full assurance,” he said, *“in the
faith of the Creator of all nations;
and I know that I shall never be
confounded.”

Living such a life, constantly
brooding over Scripture, he was at
any moment ready to preach. His
preaching was, in the only proper
sense, “extempore”  Iis effort
was not to construct mellifluous
sentences and majestic periods, but
only to pour out into the hearts of
his hearers the riches of Christian
thought, which meditation on
Scripture and the ripe results of
personal experience had accumu-
lated in his own,

He is free from all homiletical
pedantry of form, all painfully
logical accuracy of division, all at-
tempt at rhetorical ornament. Yet
true oratorical power will show it-
self and will unconsciously con-
form to the principles of art. His
sermons are among the noblest
extant. As they were all delivered
in the monastery. either to his own
monks or to visitors who tarried
for the night, there is lacking in
them the spice of variety, they do

not touch human life at many
points, they have nct the wide,
keen sympathy with men and
affairs which characterizes the
sermons of a Chrysostom or a
Beecher.  But they are full of
life, energy, spiritual power. There
is a breadth of view and a nobility
of expression, a sense of the preo-
found needs of the soul and of
the glory of the grace of God, a
consciousness of the nearness of
the eternal world, which make his
discourses peculiarly impressive.
Luther declared him the best of all
the doctors in his sermons.

His most famous sermons are
those on the song of Solomon,
allegorical and spiritual in the
highest degree, breathing out the
sweetness of a perfect peace with
God and man, and representing
mediaeval piety at its best. Some-
times the natural tenderness of his
affections finds unchecked utter-
ance in his discourses. His be-
loved brother, Gerard, died at the
abbey during the course of the
series on the Song of Solomon.
On the day of Gerard’s death,
Bernard proceeded with his ex-
position as if nothing of peculiar
interest to him had occurred.
Finally, however, he broke short
his exposition and exclaimed :

“How long shall I dissemble !
the fire which I conceal within me
is consuming my sad heart. Hither-
to I have done violence to myself,
that my passion should not seem
to overcome my faith.” Then he
announced the death of his brother,
and proceeded to preach a most
affecting and beautiful funeral ser-
mon, recounting the simple, help-
ful life of his brother, their mutual
love, his own deep sorrow, and
closing with the touching cry:
“ And now that my tears put an
end to my words, I pray Thee teach
me how to put an end to my
tears.”

There is not in Bernard the pro-
found originality of Augustine or
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of Luther. But he preaches Jesus
out from a heart full of the love of
Jesus and in harmony with a life
of service for Jesus. He is a
worthy link between the great
fathers of the primitive Christian
ages and the heroes of the Refor-
mation.  His personality is noble
and attractive.  His influence was
a benediction to his own time and
remains an inspiration for all ages.
He is the representative of the
chivalry, the poetry, the religion of
the Middle Ages, yet he speaks in
stirring tones to us of the nine-
teenth century. He speaks to us
of the power of faith and prayer, of
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the necessity and advantage of
meditation, of the duty of public
service, of the nobility of unselfish-
ness, of the beauty of holiness, of
the energy of love, of the victory of
hope.

And now he has long since at-
tained the bliss of which he sang
so sweetly :

““ But those who find Thee, find a bliss
Nor tongue nor pen can show ;
The love of Jesus, what it is,
None but His loved ones kuow.

* Jesus. our only joy be Thou,
As Thou onr prize wilt be ;
Jesus, be Thou our glory now,
And through eternity.”

MERCURY

AND VENUS.

BY THOMAS LINDSAY,

Sceretary dAstronomical and Physical Society of Toronto.

In times so stirring as the pre-
sent year has brought we could not
reasonably expect that scientific
men would be quite unmoved by
what interests us common folk; in
fact, had they asked it, we would
have granted them a holiday, de-
manding no more work from them
than might be absolutely neces-
sary. From the astronomer, for
instance, we would have asked
only that he keep one eye upon
the heavenly hodies just to see they
did not get away from him alto-
gether : for a few months of
vigilance entirely suspended would
work more havoc with our systems
of time reckoning than, I fancy,
most of us have any idea of. But
whether it was that he did not wish
a holiday, or whether it was that
his work was so entrancing as to
make his time one long holiday,
certain it is that the astronomer
has not abated one jot in his con-
stant search after knowledge—and
that for its own sake. We are
right in the midst of a controversy,

a peaceful one, however, regarding
a point in the history of world
making, which by no stretch of the
imagination can be brought to bear
upon our every-day life. I think
we are all pretty well agreed that
the regular work of our observa-
tories is useful work, an aid to us
in our civilization ; and when
astronomers pass into the fascinat-
ing realm of celestial chemistry,
their labours in that far-away de-
partment may still be shown to
have a direct bearing upon the
chemistry of the laboratory, there-
fore useful in our modern life.
But, departing from the routine of
planctary observation, and the ap-
plication of the Newtonian phil-
osophy to little irregularities, we
find our star-gazing friends agitat-
ed over the question as to whether
our neighbours, Venus and Mer-
cury, rotate upon their axes in
short or long periods. And we have
our scientific magazines giving
considerable space to the views of
this or that authority; and artist-
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astronomers _on one or other
side of the question publishing
drawings of what they have seen,
each conclusive enough, so thor-
oughly conclusive, in fact, on both
sides, that the amateur is complete-
ly at a loss, and knowing that his
little telescope will not help him to
an independent conclusion, in-
clined for once to despair.

What is all this for? What
does it matter to us whether the
planets rotate at all or not ? Their
revolutions we want to know
about; their places in the heavens
at a given moment, their distances
from the sun, these are brought to
the finest perfcctxon and the great
mass of work in this line was done
before there was a telescope in ex-
istence good enough to deal with
the questlon of a planet’s rotation.
That marvellous work, the Nauti-
cal Almanac, with hundreds of
pages of figures, the result of the
very highest flight of mathematical
analysis, has not one word about
the time which any planet takes to
turn upon its axis. The practical
observational work in connection
with the compilation of an
ephemeris is done with instruments
of extreme precision, but not large
enough to show the little markings
on a planet’s disc that might settle
the question one way or other
(that have already scttled it, in-
deed, both ways!). The observer
of steady hand and keenr eye, using
constantly the transit instrument
of some great observatory, will not
claim to be an authority on planct-
ary surfaces. Centres he kn.ws
something about, and minute frac-
tions of seconds, and contacts of
images with spider lines; he will
tell us where a planet is, and if we
want to know more about it, there
are great telescopes, not neces~ar1ly
of such extreme precision in
mounting as the elaborate meridian
circle, and therc are observers of
another class, not necessarily
trained in the higher mathematics.
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Among these latter the great con-
troversy mildly rages.

In every disputed case there are
always some facts that all admit.
The few here we can state briefly,
and it will be seen what a hopeless
case it is so far as a final decision
is concerned.

If we look up some of the older
works on astronomy and consult
the planetary tables there given,
we will find that Venus was sup-
posed to have a rotation period
about the same as our own, her
days and nights corresponding
somewhat to ours.  Mercury will
be generally found with a query
mark in the place of the rotation
figures. It has always becn a
matter of difficulty to make any-
thing out of either planet so far as
surface markings are concerned,
and in every one of the old books
we find the statement that “ AMer-
cury and Venus are very disap-
pointing objects in the telescope.”
Nevertheless, as stated, a definite
period was assigned to Venus.
Then, in later years, the renowned
Schiaparelli entered upon planetary
work, with a magnificent instru-
ment, and under clear Italian skics.
Something or other was certain to
be discovered, and, in 1891, all the
annual addresses by presidents of
astronomical societies contained
references to the announcement
made by the observer of Milan,
that Venus and Mercury did not
rotate in short period, but kept one
face to the sun, as the moon keeps
one face to the earth. and then
the controversy began. A cele-
brated Berlin ol)server Leo Bren-
ner, disputed the vahdlt\' of the
Itahan s conclusions, for that is the
correct way to put it. No one
would accuse him of misreprescn-
tation, but it is easy for an observer
to deceive himself about such a
difficult object as either of the two
inner planets. And the contro-
versy has been going on in a more
or less vigorous style ever since.
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Then here comes an observer
from the ranks of enthusiastic lay-
men, Mr. Percival Lowell. Ile
equips an observatory for the ex-
press purpose of -studying the
planets; he startles the world by
his reports of observations of
Mars; he lectures and publisies
books about the planet of war; he
is praised on one hand, abused on
the other; takes everything phil-
osophically, has the courage of his
own convictions, and keeps right
on, determined no doubt to go
clean through the solar system.
Venus is a fair mark for every-
body, and of course comes under
Mr., Lowell’s searching scrutiny.
The result is a series of drawings
and several well-written articles, to
prove that one side of Venus is so
enamoured of the sun that she
cannot take her eyes off him, but
wheels round in a stately orbit,
turning on her axis only once in a
revolution. The inhabitants, if
there be any, flock to the sunward
side, for the outer half of the sur-
face is doomed apparently to
eternal cold. Then, to be thor-
ough, Mr. Lowell attacks Mercury,
and places him also in the list of
bodies without axial rotation in the
ordinary sense. The drawings
and reports from the great Ari-
zona observatory are reproduced
in the most conservative publica-
tions, and it soon becomes re-
ported all over the world that
Lowell has corroborated Schia-
parelli, and that the planets,
Venus and Mercury, do not rotate
in short period. Then, again, Leo
Brenner comes to the front, and
Lowell shares the same fate as the
great Italian, in the clutches of the
German.*

*Tt is but fair to Mr. Lowell to say that
he defends his position very ably. The
writer had the pleasure of hearing a short
paper by the renowned observer at the meet-
ing of the British Association. Mr. Lowell
makes the point, and holds to it manfully,
that the atmosphere of Flagstaff, Arizona,
is the purest in the world that has yet been
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Such has been the controversy,
and about what ?  Is it very im-
portant to know the axial period ?
Well, it is not unimportant, for
everything that can be known of
the heavens is worth learning.
But, as has been said, we could get
along very well without troubling
ourselves about axial rotation of
other planets, we are only con-
cerned with that of our own.
There is, however, a question in-
volved which becomes very inter-
esting as it is studied out in all its
bearings.

This we may perhaps be able to
explain. Let us go back to a
unebula, throwing off rings and
other masses. Let a ring be sup-
posed to break up and coalesce in-
to one body, a planet revolving
about the parent mass. Now
think for a moment of its history; it
has assumed successive shapes
gradually approaching the spheri-
cal ; it has been made up  of
pieces, some denser than others;
its centre of mass has been con-
tinually changing, now somewhere
about the centre of figure, and
now out far away from it as some
unshapely piece of the original ring
comes to join its fellows; but the
particles composing the whole
have been gradually pressing in to
the centre of mass, wherever it
might be, and under such condi-
tions we would surely expect a
planet to fairly tumble about on its
changing axis, not to mention
regular rotation at all. We would
expect this without giving a
thought to the theorems that prove
it.  If we want to imagine a body
not rotating we must think of one
filling these conditions : “ Perfectly
spherical and homogeneous, sent

found for astronomical observations. He
says, in effect, that if the other great tele-
scopes were mounted in localities as favour-
able, they would reveal the markings on
planetary dises just as he sees them. Flag-
staff, it appears, is practically a oasis in a
desert, and it is claimed that the atmosphere
of an oasis is the ideal for ¢ good seeing.”
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forward by some omnipotent hand
and by an impuise in a line
directed to the centre” Such a
body would not rotate.  If we are
asked why not, we reply by an-
other question, How could it ? If
Newton’s Laws of Motion are
correct at all, they teach that mat-
“ter can do nothing of itself, it is
inert.  How then could the par-
ticles composing a globe go
whirling round unless some force
acted upon them? But—the touch
of a child’s finger, if we could im-
agine such a force employed,
would set a giant sun rotating.
And here we reach the contra pro-
position with which we are most
concerned, a child’s finger acting
as a brake, could in time stop that
same giant’s whirling motion.

We can see now that it is use-
less to deny that Venus and Mer-
cury rotated rapidly enough at one
time. If they have slowed down,
the brake applied has been the
tidal friction. ~While either was a
plastic mass great tides would be
set up tending to elongate the
diameter in one direction and to
keep it so. The earth has exer-
cised this power upon the moon;
has the sun been able to exercise
the same power upon the inner
planets ?  This sounds like asking
a question involving considerable
mathematical work. It does in-
deed, but what are we to do?
One astronomer tells us not to
waste time in figuring, take a few
observations with his telescope,
and we can see that whatever
Venus may have done in her
voung days, she dances now only a
slow and stately minuet, once
around on her axis as she makes
her revolution about the sun.
And as we are about to look, an-
other astronomer, with a quiet
smile, tells us to use his telescope,
which is a far better one, and we
can see the planet turning rapidly
before our eyves. This is “ doctors
disagreeing” with a vengeance.
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And we are not to blame if we try
figuring on the problem.

The mathematics of the tidal
theory will carry where no ama-
teur need hope to follow, but there
is a popular presentation of the
problem we have been trying to
consider, due to the late Prof.
Coakley, of New York University,
which is not difficult to grasp. It
is something like this : The gravi-
tational influence of the earth upon
the inner hemisphere of the moon
is greater than upon the centre,
and that upon the centre is greater
than the force of gravity on the
outer hemisphere. Note that the
difference is very slight; gravity
decreases as the square of the dis-
tance increases, but if we set down
the distance between the centres
of earth and moon, then increase
this by 1,100 miles or so, there is
not much difference between the
squares of the numbers. There is,
however, if the tidal theory is cor-
rect, enough to cause a pulling
away of the inner hemisphere of
the moon from the centre; that is,
the moon has become a body of
the prolate spheroid form, not the
oblate.  This was done while the
moon was still plastic, and as it
cooled down it held this shape
while the gravitational influence of
the earth held it so rigidly that one
hemisphere could not turn round
upon the other.

Now pass at once to the sun and
Venus. The planet’s diameter is
a mere speck compared with the
sixty-six million miles that separ-
ate it from the sun, and the differ-
ence between the gravity exerted
on the inner and the outer hemi-
sphere of the planet by the sun is
extremely small, very much smaller
than in the earth-moon system.
Consequently, it was held by
Coakley, and he has many follow-
ers, that the sun could not draw
out the diameter of Venus and
hold it in the rigid manner re-
ferred to. Mercury works out in
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the same way, and the final con-
clusion is that these planets rotate
in short period, that there is not
power enough in the sun to slow
them down.

Perhaps some will think all this
unsatisfactory.  If so, then the
case is indeed a bad one, and we
are left with a problem as yet un-
solved, having no immediate con-
nection with our lives, vet studied
for its own sake.

But I said a child’s finger might
stop a sun; and the very tiny
friction of the tides will in time
slow down the rotation of the
planets—in the unthinkable future,
however. Perhaps as the rotation
of Mercury and Venus belong to
the tidal theory, the astronomer
with utter fearlessness would even
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look to the very end, and would
trace the solar system to the time
when the planets will have one by.
one closed in their orbits, and fall-
ing upon the sun, revived that then
cold, dark body into a glowing
mass of gas—a nebula once more.
The theory of tidal action looks
even so far ahead as this ! )
It will be seen, then, that though
the question of rotation does not
concern us to-day, and never will
concern our race, it is yet bound
up with the history of our system,
with the methods of the Creator.
And though, if settled to-morrow,
it would not increase our so-called
useful knowledge, it would yet in-
crease the sum total of knowledge,
and who will dare to draw the line
between the useful and the useless ?

TWELVE.

A CHRISTMAS CAROL.

From the Provengal of Roumanille, after literal translation by
Mrs. Catharine A. Janvier.

¢ (ireat stir among the shepherd folk ;
To Bethlehem they go,
To worship there a God whose head
On straw is laid full low ;
Upon this lovely new-born child
Their gifts will they bestow.

< But I, who am as poor as Job—
A widowed mother I,
Who for my little son’s sweet sake
Tor alms, to all, apply—
Ah, what have I that I can take
The child of love most high ¥

“T'hy cradle and thy pillow too,
My little lamb forlorn,
Thou sorely needest them—no, no,
I cannot leave thee shorn !
I cannot take them to the God
That in the staw was horn.”

Oh, miracle ! the nursing babe—
The babe e’en as he fed—

Smiled in his tender mother’s face,
And, “Go, go quick !” he said ;

“ To Jesus, to my Saviour, take
My kisses and my bed.”

The mother, all thrilled through and
through,
To heaven her hands did raise ;
She gave the babe her breast, then took
The cradle—went her ways, . . .
And now, at Bethlehem arrived,
To Mary mother says:

¢ O Mary, pearl of Paradise,
That heaven on earth hath shed,
O virgin mother, hear the word
My little babe hath said :
‘To Jesus, to my Saviour, take
My kisses and my bed.’

¢ Here, Mary, here the cradle is :
Thy need is more than mine ;
Receive, and in it lay thy Son,
Me -iah all-divine !
And le ae kiss, upon my knees,
That darling babe of thine !”

‘T'he blessed Virgin, then, at once,
Right glad of heart, bent low,

And in the cradle laid her child,
And kissed him, doing so.

Then with his foot St. Joseph rocked
The cradle to and fro.

¢“Now, thankstothee, good woman,thanks,.
For this that thou hast done.”—
Thus say they hoth, with friendly

ooks.

¢ Of thanks I merit none;
Yet, holy mother, pity me,

Tor sake of thy dear Son.”

Since then a happy soul was hers;
God’s blessing on her fell ;

One of the twelve her child became,
That with our Lord did dwell.

Thus was this story told to me,
Which I afar would tell.
—Idith M. Thomas, in ** Century.”
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RHODA ROBERTS.
A WELSH MINING STCRY.

BY HARRY LINDSAY.
Author of “ Adam Cartright’'s Will,” elc.

CHAPTER XVIL
TERRIBLE NEWS.

A great surprise awaited Seth
Roberts and his daughter on their
arrival at home in the form of a
letter which had been dropped in-
to their letter-box during their
brief absence. The letter was
written on black-edged paper, en-
closed in a Dblack-bordered en-
velope, and bore the Trethyn crest
on both paper and envelope.

Seth opened it wonderingly, and
read its contents with apprehension
and misgiving of darkening
trouble, for why should the gentle-
folk of the Manor write to him ?

¢ Trethyn Manor, Nov. 18.
¢“To Mr. Seth Roberts.

‘“Dear Sir,—A messenger from me has
twice been to your house looking for you,
without success. Hence thisnote. Please
come to the Manor at once, as we are
anxiously waiting to see you.

¢ M. TRETHYN.”

Written in a thin, scrawling
hand, that was all the letter con-
tained.

“ Lady Trethyn’s own handwrit-
ing,” whispered Rhoda, who had
stood looking at the letter over
her father’s shoulder as he read it
out aloud.

“ It’s something concerning Ed-
ward,” whispered Rhoda.

“Yes,” replied her father slowly
and,after a few moments’ thought-
ful deliberation, “something con-
cerning Edward. Lady Trethyn
could not possibly desire to see me
on other business.”

“I hope, father,” said Rhoda,
“that no evil has befallen him,”
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and as she spoke she called her
father’'s attention to the black-
edged paper and envelope.

* Indeed, I hope€ not,” answered
Seth solemnly.

“Youll go at once, father?”
asked Rhoda presently.

He hesitated before he answered.

“What is the time now ?” he
queried.

“ Just
Rhoda.

“It's very late,” mused Seth,
“to go out again to-night, and
T’ve to be in the mine at three to
prepare for the men.”

(It was his business to go round
the mine very early in the morn-
ing, before the arrival of the work-
men, and test the workings and the
mine with a Davy lamp to see if
they were sufficiently free from
gas to be safe, and, if necessary, to
put up the usual signs of warning.)

“TIt is late,” said Rhoda thought-
fully, “but—"

“You think I ought to go ?”’

“Yes,” she answered faintly, “I
think so. Lady Trethyn will be
expecting you and waiting for
you.”

“Then Il go at once,” said
Seth, reaching down his hat from
the peg behind the door on which

ten o’clock,” replied

it hung. “I’ll come back again
as soon as I can. You won't feel
lonely

“ No; T’ll fasten the door when
youw’re gone, and spend the time
correcting some exercises which
I’ve brought home from school.”

Correct exercises !  How could
she do that when her mind was
filled with the subject of Lady
Trethyn’s note, and fears as to the
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meaning of it ? She got out the
exercise-books, however, and
spread them on the table beside
her. But she accomplished little,
and what she did was done list-
lessly.

“ He promised to write to me,”
she mentally observed, “and let
me know all. He hasn’t once
written. Oh ! what can have hap-
pened to him 17,

Meanwhile Seth had reached the
Manor, and, as Rhoda had sus-
pected, had found Lady Trethyn
awaiting him, and also, to Seth’s
surprise, though the letter which
summoned him to the Manor
spoke plurally, Sir Charles Mont-
gomery and Lawyer Jeffries.

“You've come at last,” faintly
exclaimed Lady Trethyn, as Seth
was ushered into the sumptuously
furnished drawing-room, and stood
hat in hand near the door. “Iam
glad.”

“We were down at poor Tuck-
er's, at a prayer-meeting,” ex-
plained Seth, “else I might have
come earlier.”

“His wife’s dead ?”

Lawyer Jeffries.

“Yes,” replied Seth, simply.

“TI've heard queer things about
it,” said the lawyer, sotto voce,
which no one, however, seemed to
notice, for Lady Trethyn’s face was
pitifully directed towards the fire-
man, and her sad eyes, for the
hundredth time that night, sud-
denly filled with scalding tears.

“T've just teen bringing Lady
Trethyn bad news, Seth,” said Sir
Churles Montgomery, his voice
shaking with emotion.

“ Indeed, sir ? said Seth, raising
his brows questioningly, “I'm
mortal sorry to hear that, Sir
Charles.”

“ And I, too, have brought evil
news,” said Lawyer Jeffries; “ or,
at least, what I believe the people
of Trethyn will consider evil news.”

“It’s nothing but trouble upon

queried
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trouble,” remarked Sir Charles ;
“though to Lady Trethyn no
news can be worse than mine”

“ None,” wept Lady, Trethyn.

The fireman looked from one to
another in amazement.

“ Does it concern Mr. Edward?”
he asked.

“You were good to Mr. Ed-
ward, I’'m informed,” said Sir
Charles presently.

“I don’t know what you mean,
sir,” replied the honest-hearted
fireman. “ No one could be any-
thing but good to him.”

Sir Charles Montgomery shook
his head.

“Some have been anything but
good to him,” he said, adopting
the fireman’s words, but reversing
their meaning, “ and have wrought
him the greatest injury.”

“True,” consented Seth, “but
they were his enemies.”

“Yes,” said Sir Charles, vigor-
ously, “ enemies. Every man has
his enemies, but poor Edward’s
enemies were fiends.”

Again he paused, while all sat
silent and still. But in a few mo-
ments Sir Charles spoke again.

“Lady Trethyn informs us that
you befriended Mr, Edward

Seth looked confused, and
glanced towards the weeping Lady
Trle]thyn, wondering what she had
told.

“My dear fellow,” said Lawyer
Jeffries, hastening to relieve the
fireman’s embarrassment, “you
needn’t fear. Your goodness to
him on the night of his escape
won’t go beyond us, and we're all
very grateful to you for it”

So the matter was not public
property, but only known to those
present, who would keep it secret.
Seth felt more satisfied on hearing
the assurance, but especially be-
cause the lawyer’s words plainly
showed him that Rhoda’s part in
the drama was not known, and that
he was being thanked merely for
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the refuge and hiding-place he had
afforded the fugitive.

“ And,” said Sir Charles Mont-
gomery, “ we're anxious to reward
you for it.”

Seth shook his head vigorously.

“ But you deserve it,” went on
Sir Charles.

Still more vigorously Seth shook
his head.

“ At all events,” said Sir Charles,
“ yow’ll henceforth consider me—”

“Us,” emphatically supplied
Lawyer Jeffries.

“You'll henceforth consider us
your friends, Seth Roberts,” cor-
rected Sir Charles, “and if ever
you’re in need of either money or
assistance of any kind whatever,
you’ll perhaps allow us to do some
little to repay your great kindness
to poor Edward.”

The old fireman was completély
overwhelmed. Over and over
again he protested against all the
kind words they said about him,
telling them emphatically that he
had done nothing to merit them,
only having acted the part of com-
mon humanity towards Edward ;
but they would not listen to his
self-depreciation, declaring he had
acted nobly, heroically, and had
laid them under a debt of gratitude
to him for ever.

“1tis your kindness to Edward,”
said Lawyer Jeffries, “ that has in-
duced Lady Trethyn to send for
you to-night”’

Lawyer Jeffries paused, and
glanced at Sir Charles Mont-
gomery.

“Go on, Jeffries,” said Sir
Charles, languidly; “ tell him.”

“ Lady Trethyn wants to inform
you, Mr. Roberts,” pursued the
iawyer, “ that her poor unfortunate
son will never now be able to re-
pay your kindness.” )

Seth’s face suddenly grew white
and startled.

“ Never in this world,” added
Sir Charles with forceful meaning.
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“ What !” gasped Seth, “is Mr.
Edward dead ?”

“Dead,” solemnly repeated the
lawyer, “ mysteriously dead.”

“Read that, my good fellow,”
said Sir Charles presently, placing
a telegramin Seth’s hands. “ This
came early to the Bucklands this
morning, and since then I’ve had
corroboration of it in the form of a
letter.”

Still panting for breath through
the great shock given him, Seth
glanced quickly at the telegram.

“To Sir Charles Montgomery,
Bucklands Park.
¢ From Police-Sergeant Tomlinson,
Police Station, Uplands.
“Found drowned in Avon, body of
young man with linen marked ‘E. T.’ in
red characters. Recognized as Edward
Trethyn, of Trethyn parish.”

TUpon reading the words Seth
broke down utterly.  His tremb-
ling limbs refused to uphold him,
and he sank, faint and feeble, into
a chair.

“A glass of wine ?” suggested
Sir Charles.

Seth shook his head.

“ No,” he said faintly, “let me
be. I shall be better presently.
But this is a great shock, a great
shock. Better a thousand times
over that he had died in prison
than this”

“You suspect the truth, then ?”
asked the lawyer.

The fireman looked his answer.

“Tt is so,” assented the lawyer.
“Driven to despair and despera-
tion, poor Edward Trethyn had
evidently sought rest from all his
troubles in the placid waters of the
Avon.”?

For a few moments complete
silence reigned, each one present
quietly brooding over the sad cir-
cumstances.  Presently, however,
Lady Trethyn, unable to bear the
strain any longer, rose and left the
room, burying her flushed and
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tear-stained face in her handker-
chief as she went out.

“It's a terrible affair,” muttered
Seth.

* Terrible,
Charles.

“Poor Lady Trethyn” pitied
Seth.

“Yes,” said Sir Charles, “it’s an
awful blow to her. I fear it’il be
the death of her.”

*“ Especially,” said Lawyer Jef-
fries, “after the sad and tragic
events of the past few months.”

“Well,” said Sir Charles, after
another pause, “now that poor
E-iward’s gone, and the new heir is
coming home, I shall resign my
position as trustee of the Trethyn
estates. I have no further interest
in the matter, and the new-comer
must act for himself.”

The fireman looked up quickly.

“Yes,” explained the lawyer,

“that’s the news I bring here to-
night, the news which I suggested
would probably be ill-news to the
good people of Trethyn. I have
a letter from the heir to say that
-he is coming home, and that he
will probably call and see me on
Friday morning next between the
hours of ten and eleven.”

“From whence did the letter
come ? queried Sir Charles.

“ It has no mention of the heir’s
whereabouts,” answered the law-
yer, “but the envelope bears the
Lyons postmark.”

“ South of France

“Yes”

“Then the probability is that
he is here already,” said Sir
Charles; “ that is, if he be travel-
ling direct, without staying at any
town on the route.”

Had Sir Charles intuitional
knowledge of the fact? for fact
indeed it was. Arthur Bourne
Trethyn had indeed arrived in
England, and at that very mo-
ment was within several hundreds
of yards from the AManor. A few
hours before he had alighted at the

terrible,” said Sir
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little railway station, and, unknown
and unsuspected, had slowly wend-
ed his way through the darkness of
the dreary night towards the park,
when he had observed a light
gleaming from the windows of the
lodge near the gate, the house in
which  Stephen Grainger had
domiciled since the burning of the
larger one he had previously ten-
anted.

“At last!” muttered Asthur
Bourne Trethyn, on observing the
light. “ Here it is at last. This
is the place, I judge, and yon Steve
Grainger’s house.”

He quickened his steps, and very
soon was standing before the do.i,
giving a loud resounding knock at
the knocker.  Almost before he
had finished knocking the door
was opened by a servant-girl, who
was considerably astonished to see
the figure of a man, wrapped in a
great-coat, from which the rain
streamed copiously, step boldly in-
to the hall without one word of
comment or inquiry, but who, as
he stood on the mat, opening his
coat and shaking off from it the
rain, muttered some words of fear-
ful malediction at the character of
the night.

“ Grainger at home ? he de-
manded from the aghast servant-
girl when he had sufficiently
shalken the rain from his coat.

“ Mr. Grainger is at home,” she
replied, with emphasis on the little
word of courtesy, at which the
heir-presumptive set up a coarse
laugh, to the great indignation of
the servant-girl.

“ Mister, is it now ! exclaimed
the heir.  “Well done, Steve!
Ha!ha!ha? Laughing loudly
and ironically, he snatched off his
closely fitting cap and swished the
rain from it, sending all the wet
over the place, while the disgusted
maid looked at him like drawn
daggers.

*“ Where is Grainger ?” he asked
at length,
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“Do you wish to see him, sir ?”
she inquired.

“1f I don’t, why do you think I
ask ? he demanded somewhat
angrily.

But there was no need for reply,
for at that moment Stephen Grain-
ger himself, attracted by the noise
and commotion at the door, came
forward from his little office, where
he had been sitting, or rather lying,
pondering over some papers relat-
ing to the estate, to learn the cause
of the noise.

“Oh! there you are, Steve
Grainger ! called out the heir on
seeing him. “ Bless me, how re-
fined-looking youw've grown, old
man 1’

“You, Arthur ?” cried the agent
in manifest surprise.

“ Arthur ” humorously repeated
that young gentleman with the
stubby moustache, low brow, and
powerful jawbones. “ Come, sir,
what do you mean? Your girl
here has just been giving me a
lesson on politeness, and I think
I’ll have to read it to you, sir 1?

“Indeed I” laughed Stephen
Grainger.

“Yes, indecd,” quickly replied
the heir, with a merry twinkle in
his deep -sunken eyes. “ She tells
me that it’s Mister Grainger now,
and not plain old Steve, “\What I
say, sir, is this, that other folks
will have to insist upon being ad-
dressed in a becoming manner;’
and as he spoke the avent led him
into the little office, leavmcr the
servant-girl looking after them in
a stupefied sort of way.

“Yes,” said Stephen Grainger,
carefullv closing the door behind
them, and evincing an exuberance
of spirits suck as he had not {felt
since he had left poor William
Tucker’s house earlier in the day,
“1 suppose it will soon be squire
now.”

“ Squire ¥’ said Arthur Bourne
Trethyn in mock majesty, haugh-
tily drawing himself up to his full
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dignity, and stalking across the
room with a proud, contemptuous
air, much to the amusement of Mr.
Stephen Grainger. “Yes, sir,
squire it 1s—Sq1ure Tlethyn, of
Trethyn Manor. What do you
think of it all, Steve Grainger
“1 think,” answered that gentle-
man, “that youre one of the
luckiest dogs under the sun. But
sit down, Arthur ; sit down, and
tell me your plans. TFirst of all,
have you come to stay ?”
“Yes,” answered Arthur Bourne.
“That’s good,” exclaimed Ste-
phen Grainger. “ Things will
come out all right again if you
stay; at present they’re in a terrible
mess—all sixes and sevens.”
“Indeed! How’s that
“Too many officious people

"about this estate now,” said the

agent.
lived—"

“ God bless him!” piously, or
rather impiously, exclaimed the
heir, laughing, and in which the
agent joined him.

“When the old squire lived,”
went on Stephen Grainger, “he
left the whole mamo-ement of the
estate to me; and I tell you,
Arthur, it prospered There was
then no back rents due; everything
was paid up promptly, and people
were much more respectful and
honest. Now, since Sir Charles
Montgomery has acted as trustee,
he has permitted no end of abuses.
Why, there are hundreds and hun-
dreds of pounds now due for reat
which are practically lost to the
estate through his—"

* Confounded bad management!”
exclaimed the heir.

“Yes,” agreed the agent. “ Nor
is that all, for he is now contem-
plating giving the tenants a ten
per cent. reduction on their rents
and wiping out over a score of the
rents due and yet unpaid.”

“Not if I know it,” cried the
heir, swinging his chair backwards
and forwards, and looking for all

“When the old squire



550

the world as if he were about to
topple over altogether. “ Not if
I can prevent it.”

“You can prevent it.”

“How

“By forbidding it,” replied
Stephen Grainger ; “by taking
thése matters into your own hands
and—"

“Oh! I know mnothing about
such things,” he was beginning,
when the agent quickly interrupted
him.

“What am I here for ™

“ Exactly ; what are you here
for ?» ’

“To serve the best interests of
this estate,” said Stephen Grainger,
“and to protect yours.”

“Tell me, Grainger, how did
vou get into your present posi-
tion ?”

*“The merest chance,” replied
Stephen Grainger carelessly, “ the
telling of which can be told again.”

“Nay,” said Arthur Bourne,
“but tell me now. Did you use
my name ?”

Stephen Grainger hesitated.

“Look here, Steve,” said the
heir; “I have been thinking this
matter over, and I can’t help be-
lieving that you must have forced
yourself into this position. What
was the lever you used ?”

“Would you blame me very
much if I told you ? queried the
agent, with a meaning tone.

Arthur Bourne Trethyn caught
the meaning, and looked into the
agent’s face in no little anger.

“ 1 suspected it,” he said in sub-
dued tones. “ I suspected it from
the first.” .

“ But you see, Arthur,” persisted
Stephen Grainger, “it has all
turned out for the best. When
we were together out yonder—"

“ Hush " whispered the heir,
seizing the agent’s arm: “for
mercy’s sake, hush!  Don’t even
breathe it.”

Stephen Grainger laughed.

“Very well,” he said, “I think
we understand each other ; and
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now to business again. I was re-
marking that things had come to a
terrible pass here—”

“I shall leave you to right
them,” said the heir, wearily. “I
shall never much bother with the
management of the estate, but
shall leave it to you.”

Stephen Grainger was immense-
ly satisfied with this decision, and
rubbed his hands in glee.

“ That being so,” he said, “ you’ll
become a fabulously rich landlord,
Arthur, for when I have my way
there shall be no thieves allowed
to tenant the estate’s houses. If
they can’t or won’t pay, out they’ll
go, to make room for those who
can and will. And, bless my soul !
the cottages are worth twice the
rent we're getting for them. In-
stead of being reduced ten per cent.
they shall be increased twenty.”

“ Just as you like,” said the heir,
“only get me some money. I
shall require a great deal soon.
What can you lend me now ? I've
not got a red cent; it cost me my
last halfpenny to pay my train here.
Can you give me twenty pounds ?”

“With pleasure,” replied Stephen
Grainger, opening his desk. “In
notes or gold ?

“ Half it,” said the needy heir.

“You're sure that will be
enough

“ For the present,” he answered.
“And you can charge it to the
estate, you know.”

“Well, now,” said the agent
again, having got that little matter
pleasantly over, “ what are you go-
ing to do ?”

“'m going to call on Jeffries on
Friday—>

“You ought to inform him,
then, beforehand,” said the agent.

“T have done so.”

“You have

“Yes.?

Stephen Grainger gave a low
whistle.

“That explains it,” he said
thoughtfully. “ Lawyver Jefiries
was up at the Manor to-night, and
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Sir Charles Montgomery; they've
evidently been considering the
question of your arrival. 1 hope
they’ve not been plotting against
you. But you must stand up for
your rights. I think you had bet-~
ter let Jeffries know that you've in-
vited me to meet you at his office
on Friday. I know the gentle-
man, and can manipulate him.
Shall it be so P

“Yes, if you think proper.
P'raps you'll let him know.”

“ Praps it would be better,” said
the agent. “Very well, I'll let
him know.”

At that moment the clock in the
next room struck the hour of
eleven, and with the last strokes
came also a rat-tat-tat at the hall
door.

“ Who's that, I wonder ?” queried
the agent. “It's a very late hour
for visitors.”

“ P'raps it’s Jeffries on his way
home from the Manor.”

“ No,” said the agent, shaking
his head, “he’ll have gone home
long ago. 1It’s probably some
tramp. Listen 1

The servant-girl had reached the
door and opened it.

“I want to see Mr. Grainger a
moment.”

“Will you come in, sir ?”

“ No, I'll stay here. I want to
get home, and I'll only keep him a
moment.”

Standing with his hand on the
handle of the office door, and
holding it ajar, Stephen Grainger
heard plainly what was said

“It is Lawyer Jeffries,” he

whispered. “You keep quite
still, Arthur. He sha’n’t come in
here?

“You're wanted, sir,” cried the
girl the next moment.

“ Wanted ?” exclaimed the agent
in well-feigned surprise.  “ Who
wants me at this hour of the
night

“I think its Lawyer Jeffries,
sir”
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“Lawyer Jeffries ? Then why
ever didn’t you ask him in ?” cried
the agent, going out into the hall.

“Oh! T won't come in, Mr.
Grainger,” answered the lawyer
from the door. “I only want a
word with you, and the trap is
waiting outside.”

‘“ Bless me, what a night 1” ex-
claimed Grainger, going forward
to the door and glancing out.

“A wretched night,” said the
lawyer.  “Mr. Grainger, I have
bad news for you.”

Filled with his own misgivings,
he at once thought the plotting at
the Manor, as he had been pleased
to term it, had been directed to-
wards himself. But he was soon
immensely, jubilantly relieved.

“Mr. Grainger, Mr. Edward
Trethyn is dead—"
“Dead

He had not heard the faintest
whisper of the sad event until that
moment, and though he was re-
lieved, he was, too, intensely sur-
prised.

“Yes,” said the lawyer, “the
poor fellow is gone. It is a sad
affair.  Can you call round at my
office on Friday between ten and
eleven

“Yes.”

“Thanks. T can’t stay now to
explain, but Sir Charles Mont-
gomery is giving up his office of
‘rustee to the Trethyn estates, and
it'll have to be put into other hands.
Whose I won't mention now, else
vou would never let me get home
to-night, but I would like you pre-
sent to meet the new trustce.
Good-night, Grainger.”

Sir Charles Montgomery having
resigned his trusteeship, the alien
heir took upon himself the full
management of the estates, sub-
ject, of course, to his crafty agent,
and the next Friday all Trethyn
learned with amazement and con-
cern that Arthur Bourne Trethvn
was practically squire of the parish.



ANSWERS TO PRAYER.

BY HUGH PRICE HUGHES.

I have never had any doubt that
Dean Milman was right when he
said that personal religion becomes
impossible if prayer is not an-
swered. Neither have I ever been
able to appreciate the so-called
scientific objection to prayer, as
we have ample experience in the
activity of our own will, to illus-
trate the fact that invariable laws
may be so manipulated and
utilized as to produce results
totally different from those which
would have taken place if some
free will had not intervened to use
them. We must assume that God,
who is the author of all natural
laws, can with infinite ease mani-
pulate them so as to produce any
desired result, without in the least
degree altering their character or
interfering with the universal reign
of law.

However, what you want is not
theory, but actual experience. I
will not refer, therefore, to the
stupendous proofs that God does
answer prayer, presented by Mr.
Muller, of Bristol, in his immense
orphanages, or to similar unmis-
takable results in the wvarious
philanthropic institutions of Doctor
Cullis, of Boston. I will go at
once to my own personal experi-
ences, and mention one or two
facts which have come under my
own observation. There are a
great many, but I will simply give
a few typical cases.

A good many years ago I was
conducting a special mission in the
neighbourhood of Chelsea. It is
my cusiom on these occasions to
invite members of the congregation
to send me in writing special re-
quests for the conversion of un-
saved relatives or friends. On the
Tuesday night, among many other

requests for prayer, was one from
a daughter for the conversion of
her father. It was presented in
due course with the rest, but no
one at that moment knew the
special circumstances of the case,
except the writer. On the fol-
lowing Friday I received another
request from the same woman; but
now it was a request for praise,
describing the circumstances under
which the prayer had been an-
swered, and I read the wonderful
story to the congregation. It ap-
peared that this girl’s father was an
avowed infidel who had not beenta
any place of worship for many
years, and he disliked the subject
of religion so intensely that he
ultimately forbade his Christian
daughter in London to write to
him, as she was continually bring-
ing in references to Christ. On
the particular Tuesday evening in
question, that infidel father was on
his way to a theatre in some pro-
vincial town more than a hundred
miles from London. As he was
walking to the theatre, there was a
sudden shower of rain which drove
him for shelter into the vestibule
of a chapel where a week-night
service was being held. The
preacher in the pulpit was a
Boanerges, whose loud voice pene-
trated into the lobby, and there
was something in what he said
which attracted the attention of the
infidel, and induced him to enter
the chapel. He became more and
more interested as the sermon pro-
ceeded, and before its close he was
deeply convinced of sin, and in
true penitence sought mercy from
Jesus Christ. I need scarcely say
to any one who knows anything of
the love of God, that this prayer
was speedily answered, and he
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went home rejoicing in divine for-
giveness. The next day he wrote
to his daughter in London, telling
her that he had set out on the pre-
vious evening intending to visit the
theatre, but he actually found his
way into a chapel, where his sins
had been forgiven and his heart
changed. He wrote at once to
tell her the good news, and he as-
sured her that he would now be
only too glad to hear from her as
often as she could write to him.
These facts were communicated
through me to the congregation,
and we all gave thanks to God.

Of course, it may be said that
the conversion of this man, who
had not been into a place of wor-
ship for more than a dozen years,
was a mere accident, and that its
coming -at the very time we were
praying for him was a mere coin-
cidence. But we need not quarrel
about words.  All we need to es-
tablish is, that such delightful ac-
cidents and such blessed coinci-
dences are continually occurring in
the experience of all real Chris-
tians. I may add generally, that
1t 1s our custom to present written
requests for prayer and written re-
quests for praise at the devotional
meetings of the West London Mis-
sion every Iriday night. This
has now gone_on without interrup-
tion for more than nine years, and
I scarcely remember a prayer-
mecting at which we have not had
some request for praise on account
of prayer answered.

It may be argued, however, that
all such cases are purely subjec-
tive, and that they take place in
the mysterious darkness and
silence of the human heart. Let
my next illustration, then, be of a
much more tangible character.
Let it refer to pounds, shillings
and pence.

Not long ago the West London
Mission was greatly in need of
money, as has generaily been its
experience since it began. It

(24

would seem as though God could
not trust us with any margin.
Perhaps if we had a considerable
balance in the bank, we should put
our trust in that, instead of realiz-
ing every moment our absolute de-
pendence on God. Like the chil-
dren of Israel in the wilderness,
we have had supplies of manna just
sufficient for immediate need.
Always in want, always tempted
to be anxious, it has always hap-
pened at the last moment, when
the case seemed absolutely desper-
ate, help has been forthcoming
from the most unexpected quarter.
But a short time ago the situation
appeared to be unusually alarm-
ing, and I invited my principal
colleagues to meet me near mid-
night—the only time when we
could secure freedom from inter-
ruption and rest from our own in-
cessant work.

We spent some time, in the
quietness of that late hour, im-
ploring God to send us one thou-
sand pounds for His work by a
particular day. In the course of
the meeting one of our number
burst forth into rapturous expres-
sions of gratitude, as he was
irresistibly convinced that our
prayer was heard and would -be
answered. I confess I did not
share his absolute confidence, and
the absolute confidence of my wife
and some others. I believed with
trembling. I am afraid I could
say nothing more than, “ Lord, I
believe; help thou mine unbelief.”
The appointed day came. I went
to the meeting at which the sum
total would be announced. It ap-
peared that in a very short time
and in very extraordinary ways,
nine hundred and ninety pounds
had been sent to the West London
Mission. I confess that as a
theologian I was perplexed. We
had asked for a thousand pounds—
there was a deficiency of ten. I
could not understand it. I went
home, trying to explain the dis-
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crepancy. As I entered my house,
and was engaged in taking off my
hat and coat, I noticed a letter
lying on the table in the hall. I
remembered that it had been lying
there when I went out, but I was
in a great hurry, and did not stop
to open it. I took it up, opened
it, and discovered that it contained
a cheque for ten pounds for the
West London Mission, bringing
up the amount needed for that day
to the exact sum which we had
named in our midnight prayer-
meeting. Of course, this also may
be described as a mere coincidence,
but all we want is coincidences of
this sort. The name is nothing, the
fact is everything, and there have

been many such facts.

Let me make one other in refer-
ence to money, as this kind of
illustration will, perhaps more than
any other, impress those who are
disposed to be cynical and to scoff.
I was engaged in an effort to build
Sunday-schools in the south of
London. A benevolent friend
promised a hundred pounds if I
could get nine hundred pounds
more within a week. I did my
utmost, and by desperate efforts,
with the assistance of friends, did
get eight hundred pounds, but not
one penny more. We reached
Saturday, and the terms of all the
promises were that unless we ob-
tained a thousand pounds that
week we could not proceed with,
the building scheme, and the en-
tire enterprise nught have been
postponed for years, and indeed,
never accomplished on the ]arcre
scale we desired.

On Saturday morning one of my
principal church officers called,
and said he had come upon an ex-
traordinary business; that a Chris-
tian woman in that nelohbourhood
whom I did not know, of whom I
had never heard, who had no con-
nection whatever with my church,
had that morning been lying
awake in bed, and an extraor-
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dinary impression had come to her
that she was at once to give me
one hundred pounds! She na-
turally resisted so extraordinary
an impression as a caprice or a de-

lusion.  But it refused to leave
her; it became stronger and
stronger, until at last she was

deeply convinced that it was the
will of God. 'What made it more
extraordinary was the fact that she
had never before had, and would
in all probability never again have,
one hundred pounds at her dis-
posal for any such purpose. But
that morning she sent me the
money through my friend, who
produced it in the form of crisp
Bank of England notes. From
that day to this I have no idea
whatever who she was, as she
wished to conceal her name from
me. Whether she is alive, or in
heaven, I cannot say; but what I
do know is that this extraordinary
answer to our prayers secured the
balance of the money, and led to
the erection of one of the finest
schools in London, in which there
are more than a thousand scholars.
to- day

Let me give one other illustra-
tion in a different sphere.  God
ias answered our prayers again
and again by saving those in whom
we are interested, and by sending
us money. He has also answered
prayer for suitable agents to do
His work.

Twelve months ago I was sitting
in my study at a very late hour;
the other members of the house-
hold had gone to bed. I was par-
ticularly conscious at that time
that I greatly needed a lay agent
who could help me in work among
the thousands of young men from
business houses, who throng St.
James’ Hall.  Several of our staff
who could render efficient service
in that direction were fully occu-
pied in other parts of the mission.
I prayed very earnestly to God, in
my loneliness and helplessness;
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and while I was praying, an as-
surance was given me that God
had heard my prayer. By the
first post on the next morning I
received a letter from a man whom
I had never met, requesting an in-
terview. I saw him. It turned
out that he was a staff-officer in
the Salvation Army, and formerly
a Methodist; and that for two
years he had been longing for a
sphere of work among young men.
He had been himself in a Man-
chester business house, and he was
extremely anxious for work among
young fellows in the great business
establishments. For various rea-
sons a development of work in that
direction, although it commanded
the sympathy of the heads of the
Salvation Army, could not be
undertaken just then; and while he

London, England.
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was praying upon the subject, it
seemed to him as though a definite
voice said, ““ Offer yourself to Mr.
Hugh Price Hughes.” 1In obedi-
ence to that voice he came, and he
is with us now. He has already
gathered round him a large num-
ber of young mien; and at our last
public reception of new members
I received into the mission church
forty-two young men of this class,
who had been brought to Christ,
or to active association with His
Church, through the agency of the
man whom God so promptly sent
me in the hour of my need.

Nothing that I have said will in
the least degree surprise earnest
Christians and Christian ministers.
Such experiences as these are the
commonplace of real and active
Christianity.

A CAROL.

BY WILLIAM CAXNTON.

This gospel sang the angels bright ;
Lord Jhesu shall be born this night ;
Born not in house nor yet in huﬁ,
Wrapped not in purple nor in pall,
Rocked not in silver, neither gold ;
This word the angels sang of old ;

Nor christened with whité wine nor red ;
This word of old the angels said

Of Him which holdeth in His hand

The strong sea and green land.

This thrice and four times happy night—
These tidings sang the angels bright—
Forlorn, betwixen ear and horn,

A babe shall Jhesu Lord be born,

A weeping babe in all the cold ;—

This word the angels sang of old—
And wisps of hay shall be his bed ;
This word of old the angels suid

Of Him which keepeth in His hand
The strong sea and green land,

O babe and Lord, Thou Jhesu bright,—
Let all and some now sing this night—
Betwixt our sorrow and our sin,

Be Thou new-born our hearts within ;
New-born, dear babe and little King,
So letten some and all men sing—

To wipe for us our tears away !

This right so letten all men say

Of Him which spake, and lo! they be—
The green land and strong sea.

THE ANGEL'S CHRISTMAS QUEST.

BY FATHER JOHUN B. TABB.

¢ Where have ye laid my Lord ?
Behold I find Him not; ¢
Hath He, in heaven adored,
His home forgot?
Give me, O sons of men,
My truant God again !

‘A voice from sphere to sphere—
A faltering murmur—ran,
¢ Behold He is not here !

Perchance with man,
The lowlier made than we,
He hides His majesty. >

Then, hushed in wondering awe,

The spirit held his breath,

And bowed : for, lo, he saw
O’ershadowing Death,

A Mother’s hands above,

Swathing the limbs of Love.



THE LAST OF THE PALZAOLOGI.

BY FRANK

At the present time, when the affairs
of Greece are attracting so much atten-
tion, a few words on this subject may be
interesting to the readers of this mag-
azine. A remote valley hidden among the
Cornish hills is not a likely spot in which
to look for the resting-place of the last
representative of a line of monarchs who
for over two centuries controlled the
affairs of the Eastern empire. Yet such
is the case.

On the banks of Moditonham creek,
nestling among hills whose sides are
covered with magnificent orchards inter-
spersed with rich meadow land, stands
the quaint old village of Landulph. The
spot, though secluded, is not without its
historical associations. In Moditonham
House, a mile or so up the valley, in the
winter of 1638, the mayor and aldcrmen
of Plymouth took the oath of allegiance
to William and Mary, peacefully de-
livering up the keys of that staunch old
Puritan fortress which had successfully
withstood a three months’ siege by the
Royalist troops, under Prince Maurice,
in 1643.

The Anglican church and graveyard,
overhung by mighty elms and oaks, the
ivy-mantled tower and curiously in-
scribed headstones, recall forcibly the
lines of Gray :—

¢ Beneath those rugged elms the yew-trees
shade,
Where heaves the turf in many a
mouldering heap,
Each in his narrow cell forever laid,
The rude forefathers of the hamlet
sleep.”

And here among ‘‘ the rude forefathers
of the hamlet” and the ‘‘squires” on
whose lands they toiled, the last of an
illustrious house was Jaid when the seven-
teenth century was drawing to a close.
When Constantine Paleologus fell in his
heroic but unsuccessful attempt to defend
his capital against the Turks on the fatal
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29th of May, 1453, the members of his
family became scattered. We have very
brief mention of them in subsequent his-
tory. Mosheim, Ecc. Hist., Cent. 16, states
that one James Palaologus, of Chios,
was burned at Rome for Socinianism, in
1585. Another descendant settled in
England, where he married a Suffolk
lady. Their only son, the subject of
this sketch, migrated to Cornwall, and
took up his residence at the old manor
house of Clifton, overlooking the beau-
tiful valley of the Tamar, where he
appears to have spent many years in
peaceful retirement until his death,
which took place in the last decade of
the seventeenth century. Although news
travelled slow in those days, h® may
have heard rumours of the splendid
victory gained oyer the ancient enemies
of his race, under the walls of Vienna,
by John Sobieski, in September, 1683,
which marked the commencement of the
decline of the Turkish power in Europe.
In the eastern wall of the chancel of
Landulph church is a small brass plate
with this inscription—I am quoting
from memory, it is some years since I
saw it—¢ Here lyeth ye bodye of Theo-
doro Paleeologus, ye last of ye imperyall
lyne of ye Greekes.” Then follows his
pedigree, tracing his descent from the
Constantine Palweologus aforesaid, with
the date and place of his death, with a
few other particulars relating to his
family.

When the Greeks gained their inde-
pendence, in 1829, some Greek envoys
visited the neighbourhood to ascertain
if any descendants of their ancient
royal family remained to fill the vacant
throne. But the search was vain.
For more than 130 years ¢ Theodoro
Palxologus, ye last of ye imperyall lyne
of ye Greekes,” had been peacefully
sleeping under the chancel of Landulph
parish church, and the race was extinct.

South Vancouver, B.C.

What does it mean this Christmas,
Down from the ages sent ?

Out of the lips of a little child,
What is the message meant ?

Into one word it is prisoned,
Struck into life and light ;
Love is the Christmas-tide message
Of heavenly power and might.
—Margaret Stdney.



“SAYINGS OF

Professor John H. Bernard, D.D., of
Trinity College, Dublin, writesas follows:

No one supposes, of course, that all
the priceless words of our Lord ave vre-
corded in the Gospels; indeed, one of
the most familiar—*¢It is more blessed
to give than to receive ’—is not found in
the Gospels at all, but has been preserved
for us by St. Luke in the Acts. And in
the scanty remains of the Christian litera-
ture of the second century we have casual
mention of a few sayings ascribed to
Christ which may quite possibly have
heen spoken by the great Master: **He
that is near me is near the fire ;”’ * Show
yourselves tried bankers ”’—(that is,
able to discern the false from the true
coin) ; ¢ He that wonders shall be king.”
These and others like them are tolerably
familiar to any one interested in the
literature of the Primitive Christian
Church. But, on the whole, the number
of such sayings unrecorded in the New
Testament which have any claim to be
counted genuine issurprisingly small. It
might have been thought not unlikely
that independent and true traditions as
to our Lord’s words and works should
have lingered on for centuries after the
Gospels had received unqualified accept-
ance from the Christian world. But it
cannot be said that much of value has
been preserved in this way. The legends
of what are called the Apoeryphal Gos-
pels are for the most part puerile and ab-
surd, and many of the sayings which they
attribute to Christ do not seem to us to
be even edifying.

Still the fact remains that the Gospels
do not profess to record everything that
our Lord said, any more than they record
anything which He did. St. John gives
a good reason for the omission. *¢There
are also many other things which Jesus
did, the which, if they should be written
every one, I suppose that even the world
itself could not contain the books that
should be written.” And so there is al-
ways a possibility that some new dis-
covery in Egypt, that land of surprises,
where books last forever in the protect-
ing sand, may tell us something of our
Lord’s words and deeds which we did
not know before. I do not say that it is
probable that anything of special value
in this way will be found, for, as I have
said, the Christian writers of the third
century do not seem to have any more
knowledge on these points than we have.

The Gospels held the field, as the only

OUR LORD.”

authoritative record of the life of Jesus,
by the year A.D. 180 at the latest, and
they had then been for many years—per-
haps a hundred—in the possession of the
Christian world.

But how did it happen that the first
three Gospels so largely confine them-
selves to recording the same incidents
and the same discourses, though with
slight differences of detail? This is one
of the problems which is engaging the
attention of most students of the New
Testament at the present day, and it is
one of very great difficulty. No doubt,
the believer in God’s overruling provi-
dence will not be slow to think that the
sclection of incidents was divinely or-
dered and guided. But the influence of
the divine Spirit does not exclude the or-
dinary methods of literary workmanship.
St. Luke in the Preface to his Gospel tells
us distinetly that his work followed many
other works of the same kind. And it is
tolerably plain to any one who will care-
fully compare the first three Gospels that
the writers had access to some common
source or sources of information. They
record events in the same order, without
any apparent reason for observing such
sequence, they often tell the same thing
in exactly the same words, and it is only
by their divergences from each other that
we know that they are following inde-
pendent reports in any case.

A favourite theory is that there were at
least two documents before the synoptic
evangelists (we do not here speak of St.
John), and that one of these was in the
main a collection of sayings or discourses.
From this, for instance, according to the
theory, St. Matthew drew much more
largely than did St. Mark; the three
chapters in which he records the Sermon
on the Mount afford an example. Iam
not now advocating this theory, I am
simPIy stating it 1 a very crude way.

Now an objection to any such hypoth-
esis, which has carried weight with a good
many people, is that there is no trust-
worthy evidence that there ever was made
a collection of the Lord’s sayings only, to
the exclusion of his works. The only
direct evidence for it, indeed, is that one
Papias, who was a bishop in the second
century, tells us that St. Matthew com-
piled the Hebrew Logia, that is, “say-
ings,” and he himself is said to have writ-
ten a book entitled ¢ Exposition of the
Lord’s Logia.,” But people have rejected
this evidence for the existence of a col-
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lection of sayings of Jesus, because it is
urged that logion does not mean “‘saying”
ab all, but *“oracle,” and that, on the face
of it, St. Matthew’s Gospel is a narrative
which contains more than discourses.
Any way, up to a short time ago, as I
have said, there was no good proof forth-
coming that any collection of the words
of Jesus, as distinct from the general nar-
rative of his ministry, was ever current
in Christendom.

We have now got the proof, thanks to
the sagacity and industry of Mr. Grenfell
and Mr. Hunt. The pampblet in which
they have published their discovery has
taught us at least this, that, before the
year200, a collection of thesayingsof Jesus
in book form was going about in Egypt.

Recent Earry CHRISTIAN FiInps.

When the world was told that a cer-
tain document had been found at Con-
stantinople, called ¢ The Teaching of the
Apostles,” there was joy unspeakable in
many hearts. We hold to the Fourth
Gospel with a tighter grip as the pro-
duction of the man whose name it bears,
since Titian's * Diatessaron ' was placed
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in our hands., Mount Sinai forlong con-
cealed the Apology of Aristides, but the
day come when it was brought to light.
More recently, the tombs in Akhmin,
in Upper Egypt, rewarded the excavator,
and gave to us among other things, ¢ The
Gospel of Peter.” And on the surprises
come.

In December of last year the authorities
of Cambridge University sent Mr., S.
Schechter, M.A., on a visit to a Genizah,
which may be termed a grave of ancient
documents. He went to old Cairo ; nor
in vain. This Genizah belongs to the
synagogue of Cairo, and its contents were
placed at the disposal of Mr. Schechter.
He obtained some forty thousand frag-
ments, among them being fragments of
the original Hebrew of Kcclesiasticus ;
the two Talmuds (the Talmud of Babylon
and the Talmud of Jerusalem); old
forms of Synagogue worship (but so far
no single prayer for the dead) ; and many
other fragments which remain to be
examined. What may we not expect?

Interest at present culminates in the
document designated the *‘Sayings” of
our Lord. Numerous documents await
examination, and what they will reveal
the Lord only knows.

GENERAL BOARD OF MISSIONS.

GENERAL BOARD OF MISSIONS.

The annual meeting was held at Hali-
fax, Nova Scotia, in October. Most of
the thirty-six members who constitute
the Board were present. The sessions
extended over a week, including one Sab-
bath. The report of the year’s operations
was an admirable document, full and com-
prehensive, From several of the Missions,
both Foreign and Domestic, gratifying
communications had been received.

In respect to finance, notwithstand-
ing the ‘‘hard times,” there was a sub-
stantial increase of incume from the
ordinary sources, although the quarter of
a million is not yet reached. The total
income now exceeds 8229,982. The
amount received from Sunday-schools and
Epworth Leagues is larger than in any
former year. The former brought in
821,805, and the latter $5,056. As the
missionary department of the League is
only of recent date we cannot report any
increase for the year. The outlook from
this source is very encouraging, as some
of the missions are entirely supported by
League funds. Some of the city Leagues

regard certain missionaries as their own,
and no doubt the number of such will be
greatly increased in the near future.

There are Home, or Domestic, Missions
in all the Conferences; Indian Missions
in seven Conferences; Montreal Confer- -
ence alone has French Missions. There
are Chinese and Japan Missions in British
Columbia. The Foreign Missions are in
China and Japan. The total number of
missions is 508, and the number of mis-
sionaries and other paid agents amounts
to 606, with 48,319 members.

The Domestic Missions areall the while
becoming self-sustaining circuits. During
the past year, thirteen missions became
independent in Manitoba alone, making
in all ninety independent circuits in the
Prairie Province, which is truly a marvel-
lous progress.

Applications were made for additional
labourers in the Foreign Missions, but
only a few could be entertained, and to
keep the expenditure within the bounds
of the probable income, a reduction was
made in the allowances both to the
foreign missionaries and the officers of
the Society.
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The Young People’s Forward Move-
ment is a very important auxiliary. One
young man, Rev. D. Norman, has re-
cently gone to Japan largely through the
Young People’s Movement. A medical
missionary, Rev. R. B. Ewan, M.D., has
been accepted and will shortly go to
West China. The students in Montreal
Theological College will provide either
the whole or the greater part of the ex-
pense of his mission.

General Superintendent Carman was
appointed to visit Japan during the year.
A mission will doubtless be commenced
in Korea in the near future. A mission-
ary was asked for to labour in the Yukon
district, but the appointment is held in
abeyance. E. B.

THE WoMAN'S MISSIONARY SOCIETY.

The General Board of this Society met
at Whitby, Ont., since our last issue.
There were about fifty members present,
representing the churches of Methodism,
from Nova Scotia to British Columbia.

The meecting was somewhat unique,
inasmuch as the Treasurer reported
cash in hand of $36,000, an unusual oc-
currence in missionary and similar organ-
izations. The ladies deserve to be con-
gratulated on their successful mode of
management,

There were several items of interest
reported which were gratifying to all
present. Miss Jost, daughter of Rev.

Dr. Cranswick Jost, of Sydney, Cape
Breton, was aceepted and appointed a
missionary to Japan. The young lady has
been spending some time at the Deaconess
Tome, Toronto, and is believed to be well
qualified for the position. She will pro-
ceed to her field of toil at a early date.

Mrs, Gooderham, who has long filled
the presidential chair of the Society, has
resigned her position. A very appro-
priate vote of thanks in acknowledg-
ment of her valuable services was pre-
sented to her. Mrs. Carman was also
thanked for the services she has rendered
as vice-president.

The officers for the current year.
are :—President, Mrs. Ross ; Recording
Secretary, Mrs, Kerr ; Field Correspond-
ing Seccretary, Mrs. Strachan; Home
Corresponding Seeretary, Mrs, McKay ;
Treasurer, Miss Wilkes; Editor of de-
partment in Outlook, Mrs. Wright ; Edi-
tor of Palm Branch, Miss Smith ; Editor
of column in Wesleyan, Mrs. Whiston ;
Editor of column in Christian Guardian,
Miss Cartmell. It was a matter of regret
that Mrs. Large had seen fit to sever her
connection with the Society.

Rev. Dr. Potts attended the meeting
as representative of the General Board
of the Missionary Society. The Editor of
the Christian Guardian was also present
and reported the session very fully.

The public meeting in the Tabernacle
at Whitby was of a most interesting kind.
Several of the ladies addressed the as-
sembly. E. B

AFTER DARWIN,.

BY REV. W. S. BLACKSTOCK, D.D.

This volume ought_to be read in con-
nection with the author’s exposition
of the Darwinian theory. It deals, as
will be seen by the title-page, which we
quote in full, with the Post-Darwinian
questions. When Charles Darwin com-
pleted his own life-work, the theory which
he propounded, though very generally
accepted by the scientific world, was soon
found to be beset with more or less for-
midable difficulties.  Questions arose

* «Darwin and After Darwin.” An ex-
position of the Darwinian Theory, and a
Discussion of the Post-Darwinian Questions.
By the late George John Romanes, M.A.,
LL.D., F.R.S. III Post-Darwin Questions,
Isolation and Physiological Selection. Chi-
cago: The Open Court Publishing Com-
pany, 1897. 12mo, pp. 178.

which, it was perceived by thinkers, must
be answered, if this theory was to secure
a permanent foothold. And to these this
little volume is devoted.

The mere mention of the specific ques-
tions with which it deals will show how
impossible it is to do more than to make
a reference to them in a notice of this
kind. The subject of **Isolation” as one
of the prime factors in the process of or-
ganic evolution, is treated in two chap-
ters. Closely related to this is the doc-
trine of ‘Physiological Selection,” to
which, with the evidences upon which it
rests, three chaptersare devoted. In the
final chapter the author gives us a brief
but interesting history of *‘Isolation
as a factor in organic evolution, with
a summary of the general conclusions
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;;q which the study of the subject has led
him,

Students of Darwinianism will, no
doubt hail this as an important contribu-
tion to the literature of the subject.
They will find in it light upon several
points which have hitherto been obscure.
And the Christian theologian will be es-
pecially interested in the overwhelming
evidence which it supplies of the presence
and superintendence of the Divine Intelli-
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gence throughout the whole of the com-
plex and wonderful processes which it
describes. Iivolution, as expounded by
Mr. Darwin and his followers, if it be
true, is but a mode of creation. Itis
but the working out of a Divine plan;
and that too under the superintendence
of the All-Comprehending Mind that first
conceived the idea, and made provision
at the first for every step in the process
of its accomplishment.

THE SUPERANNUATION FUND.

In the November MAGAZINE a timely
and well-considered letter from W. J.
Robertson, M.A., of St. Catherines, deals
with several aspects of the above fund
from a view-point that it will be well for
all our Annual Conferences to carefully
consider when the question of receiving
young men on probation is before them.
The time was when the pressure for more
men made it almost imperative to accept
all candidates of even fair promise of
usefulness, but we are now at a period
when we are not under the pressure, and
ought to receive only the choicest and
most promising candidates ; not only
with regard to the demands of the times,
and the keen competition which is
meeting us upon every side, but also
that we may avoid the very cause of
discount upon the claims of our super-
annuated preachers to which Mr. Robert-
son refers.

I cannot agree with your conclusions
in this matter, for, as a question of fact,
the superannuates of a former period did
not receive so liberal an allowance as
they do now, even after the discount is
made. Nor did the Methodist people
raise so large a sum in comparison with
the contributions to other funds. We
are now quite a distance from the date of
the Union, and it is a fact that up to two
years’ since the full claims on the present
liberal scale were paid. Why are they

not paid now? Simply because all the
Conferences have admitted so many more
men than the work required, that many
ministers quite capable of doing efficient
work—in not a few cases men who were
as capable as they had ever been—have
been put upon the Superannuation list to
make room for these younger men. Mr.
Robertson says that the laity are not re-
sponsible for this. But the Stationing
Committee have some experience in this
matter. The fact is that the invitations
extended to young men—and -insisted
upon—from circuits, for the work .of
which older men have equal—to say the °
least—adaptation, forces these older men
to the wall. The demands of their
families and their own circumstances, for-
bid, absolutely forbid, their being sta-
tioned on remote missions, orupon circuits
unable to support families. The only al-
ternative is superannuation with such
prospects of earning something to sup-
plement their allowance as their abilities
and public life may afford.

I suppose it is too much to ask that the
Church which made its most remarkable
progress under the recognition of the
constitutional functions of the Stationing
Committee, shall return to its former
practice in this regard; but the whole
solution of the Superannuation Fund
difficulty is involved in this more than in
all other causes. METHODIST.

THE NATIVITY.

¢ What means this glory round our feet,”
The Magi mused, ‘‘more bright than
morn ?”
And voices chanted clear and sweet,
“To.day the Prince of Peace is born.”

¢ What means that star,” the shepherds
said,

¢ That brightens though the rocky glen?”
And angels, answering overhead,
Sang *‘ Peace on earth, good-will to men.”

And they who do their souls no wrong,
But keep at eve the faith of morn,
Shall daily hear the angels’ song,
“To-day the Prince of Peace is born.”
—James Russell Lowell.
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MISSIONARY INTEREST NOT DECLINING.

We have heard a good deal for the last
year or two of the falling oft in missionary
givings and consequent accumulation of
-missionary debt. This may create an
apprehension of a decreased interest in
the subject of missions. The best cor-
rective to this hieresy will be the study of
Dr. Dorchester’s magnificent work on
the ‘‘Problem of Religious Progress,” or
of a series of diagrams which have ap-
peared in the Outlook of New York.
‘These diagrams show an enormous
increase in missionary givings during
recent years, as is evident from the fol-
lowing statement : In the United States
from 1860 to 1890 the valuations of pro-
perty increased as follows :

Farms and farm property . 100 per cent.
Church property... .... . 296 ¢

Total wealth ............ 302 €
- Manufactured products.... 397 “
Missionary contributions.. 460 ¢
1820-30:
1 $64,182.92,
1830-40:
fomm $536,211.37.
1840-50 :
JO $1,105,196.88.
1850-60 :
| 32,364,985.26.
1860-70 :
IR S5,298,119.65.
1870-80 :
SRR G,255,777.32.
1880-90:
R 5,048,569, 26.
1890-1960 :

(Estimate based on 1890-95.) $12,344,840.54.
L ..~ °]

CoNTRIBUTIONS TO METHODIST EPISCOPAL
Misston Boarp BY DECADES.

The preceding diagram shows the in-
crease In the missionary givings of the
Methodist Episcopal Church since 1820 :

1t will be observed in the table of per-
centages, given in the first table, that the
increase in missionary contributions has
been far in excess of any of the other
increases indicated. The recent falling off
has been the result of extreme commercial
depression. With the revival of trade a
large increase of missionary giving can be
counted on.

Metho-
dist
Episco-
pal
Chureh.
U.S.
Baptist
Church | Presby-
(North)| terian
= U.S. |Church
1 {North)
aQ U.8.
Congre-
gational
Church.
—_ U.S.
[acd .
(=] 7]
1 %
T g
< Mora-
@ vian
Church,
2 1

Nvumser or CuurcH MEMBERS TO Sur-
rorT ONE MISSIONARY.

Notwithstanding the rapid increase in
the givings of the Methodist Episcemal
Church. the relative indifference of even
that Church compared with missionary
zeal of the Moravians, every sixty of
whom support a missionary, is shown by
the above diagram.

Faith is the subtle chain
‘Which binds us to the infinite ; the voice

36

Of a deep life within, that will remain
Until we crowd it thence.



RECENT EXPLORATION

The spade has often proved the best
commentator on Scripture and best in-
terpreter of the dead and buried past.
This has seldom been so strikingly illus-
trated as in the record of the recent ex-
plorations in the old historic lands of the
Bible, Palestine, Syria and Babylonia.
One of the most interesting of these ex-
plorations is that conducted under the
augpices of the University of Penn-
sylvania, a record of which is given in
this handsome volume.

It is hard to comprehend the difficulties
of exploration in these lands whose
ancient civilization has been covered by
many strata of barbarism, and where the
wild Bedouin of the desert still enact the
réle of their father Ishmael—their hand
against every man. The corrupt and
venal Turkish authorities placed every
obstaele in the way of the explorers, in
part with the object of extorting back-
sheesh, and in part from sheer native
malice. The Arabs who were employed
to make the excavations were as wilful
and wanton as children. It was very
hard to get them to work, and still
harder to keep them at it.  Our explorer
provided a number of wheel-barrows, but
the Arabs lacked intelligence enough to
use them, and preferred their rude bas-
kets. Dr. Peters used to beguile them
by the use of harmless medicine, or
terrify them by fireworks, or cajole tham
with gifts of Western trinkets. A
Waterbury watch was specially effective
on account of the endless time it required
to wind.

The previous explorations of Laird
and Swiith revealed the fact that the
legends of the flood, the traditions of the
creation, the fall, the Garden of Xden,
of the Sabbath, of sacred trees, and many
others ware similar among the Assyrians
and the Hebrews.

* <« Nippur; or, IIxplorations and Adven-
tures on the Euphrates.” The Narrative of

Ye University of Pennsylvania Expedition
to Babylonia in the years 1888-1890. By
John Punnctt Peters, Ph.D., Se.D., D.D.,
Director of the Ixpedition.  With illustra-
tions and maps. Vol. II.  Second Cam-
paign. New York: G. P. Putnam’s Sons.
Toronto: William Briggs. Pp. x.-420.

Thus heavenly hope is all screne,
But earthly hope, how bright soc’er,

62 )
ON THE EUPHRATES.*

Nippur, the site of the principal ex-
plorativns of Dr. Peters, was an ancient
city on the Euphrates, and the religious
centre of Lower Babylonia. Dr. Peters
states that the carliest dated material
found in his exploration were some bricks
with the stamp of Sargon, 3,800 years
before Christ, but other undated material
he considered older still. He gives very
claborate plans anl sections of what
he deems the oldest temple in the world,
that of Bel at Nippur. In this were
found many inseribed objects of ivory,
glass, agate, malachite, gold and precious
stones. Of exhumed articles he sent to
Constantinople from eight to ten thousand
inscribed tablets, or fragments, among
them some of the oldest inscriptions dis-
covered in Babylonia, or in the world.

Dr. Peters made a journey also to Ur,
the fatherland of Abraham. This he
describes as the great city of the first
political importance dominating Southern
Babylonia about 4 000 years B.C. It
was the seat of a greit temple, of whose
ruing he gives a photograph, and gives
evidence also of being a manufacturing
commercial centre. The region known
in Babylonian and Assyrian antiquity as
the Garden of Eden, or the garden of
pleasure, was in ancient times one of the
most populons and highly cultivated
parts of the world.  As late as the times
of Herodotus, it raised three crops of

heat yearly. It is now an utter desert.

* is traversed by a perfect net-work of
lines of mounds, the remains of ancient
ship canals, while for miles at a time the
ground is literally covered with frag-
ments of pottery and heaps of slag.

Oa his return to Constantinople Dr.
Peters found a perfect reign of terror
prevailing in that city. One man, in
high position, told him “aat within a
short time fifty of his intimate friends
had disappeared completely from the
face of the earth. Great obstruction was
placeld by the Tarkish anthorities in the
way of the intrepid cxplorer’s ebtaining
the relics he had exbumed. The work
of exploration is by no means completed.
He has s 1y opened the door into a
very treasu c-chamber, full of the most
ancient records in the world.

Still fluctuates o’er this changing scene,
As false and flecting as "Us fair.
—Bishop ey,
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LIFE OF TENNYSON.*

BY [IS SON.
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ALFRED LORD TEXNYSON,—ALDWORTH VILLA.

The most notable book of the month
is unquestionably the **Life of Lord
Tennyson.” To its preparation his son,
Hallam Tennyson, has, assisted by Lady
Tenmyson and the late Prof. Palgrave,
devoted four years of labour. He has
had access to 40,000 letters and in-
numerable memoranda illustrating the
life of the greatest poet of the nineteenth
century.  And an ideal life it was.

Like his own Arthur the Good,

¢¢ He wore the white flower of a blameless
life
Through all this tract of years.”

* < Alfred Lord Tennyson: A Memoir.™
By his Son. New York: The Macmillan
Company. 2 vols. Price, $10,

As his was an ideal life,
so -his is an ideal bjogra-
phy. Ttreveals no broken
idal, no skeleton in the
closet. It brings none of
the disenchantment or
disillusion like that of
Iroude’s ¢“Life of Car-
lyle.”

At the time this num-
ber of the Mernoviste
MAGA\ZINE axD REviEw
is passing through the
press the Editor is con-
fined to his bed by sick-
ness.  He has, therefore,
availed himself of the
able reviews of this book
which have appeared in
leading journals, as the
readers of this periodical
will be eager to have a
trustworthy report of this
noteworthy memoir.

Fron: the Review of Re-
rimrs for November we
quote as follows :

“Lvery reader of Ten-
nyson’s poetry will turn
to these volumes with a
keen interest of curiosity
not unmixed with a slight
sense of fear. To this
possibly Mr. Froude, by
his life of Carlyle, has
somewhat  contributed.
The feeling which causes
some  persons never to
wish to meet the au-
thors of any book that
has given them great pleasure, fearing
the disenchantment of familiarity, will
make some hesitate to read this revealing
of the intimate life of the poet, who for
so many years has been as a high priest
in the inner sanctuary of their souls.
They may dismiss their fear. There is
nothing within these two handsome vol-
umes which will in any way jar upon
their highest ideal of their spiritual
teacher. His son may be congratulated
upon having presented lis father to the
world, if not as *“one entire and perfect
chrysolite,” nevertheless as an entirely
human and altogether admirable person-
ality—a man wmong men, whose private
life and relations to his fellowmen were
such as might have been expected from
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the work which they bear as their flower
and fruit.

*“The death of Arthur Hallam dark-
ened his world, hut after a time he fought
with death, and came out victorious with
the stronger faith and hope which he ex-
pressed in *‘In Memoriam.” This faith
and hope never forsook him through the
future years. Up to the end he faced
death with the same earnest and unfail-
ing courage that he had always shown,
but with an added sense of the awe and
mystery of the infinite. That, says his
biographer, is * the rcading of the poet’s
riddle as he gave it to me.’

¢« +J have a great conception of your
father,” wrote Mr. Gladstone in 1895,
‘as a philosopher. The sage of Chelsea,
a genius, too, was small in comparison
with him.” In like manner wrote the
Master of Balliol : ‘Your poetry has an
element of philosophy more to be con-
sidered than any real philosophy in Eng-
land.” After a conversation with Bishop
Lightfoot, Tennyson wrote :

¢ ¢The life after death, Lightfoot and
1 agreed, is the cardinal point of Chris-
tianity. I believe that God reveals him-
self in every individual soul; and my
idea of heaven is the perpetual ministry
of one soul to another.’

¢ His whole hope was anchored on
eternity. On this subject there is an
extract given from the Queen’s private
journal which is very interesting :

¢+ He talked .. the many friends he
had lost, and what it would be if he aid
not feel and know that there wasanother
world, where there would be no partings;
and then he spoke with horror of the
unbelievers and philosophers who would
make you believe there was no other
world, no immortality, who tried to ex-
plain all away in a miserable manner.’

¢ He felt he had firm holding ground
for his anchor on the other side, and as
he wrote to Her Majesty on another oc-
casion :

¢t As to the sufferings of this mo-
mentary life, we can but trust that in
some after-state, when we see clearer, we
shall thank the supreme power for having
made us, through' these, higher and
greater beings.’— Vol. II., p. 444.

¢ He was a man saturated through and
through with faith in the invisible world
which encompassed him.

¢ On the first day he came downstairs
after a long illness, having then reached
three-score years and ten, he talked with
his children about Job, which he thought
one of the greatest of books, and asked
for St. John, the ‘Little children love
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one another’ passage, and ‘The Sermon
on the Mount.” In ¢Crossing the Bar,’
which his son told him when he wrote it

" was the crown of his life’s work, he said,

‘It came in a moment.’« A moment,
indeed, of sudden inspiration. He ex-
plained the Pilot as ¢ The Divine and
Unseen who is always guiding us.’

¢“There was ever present with him the
thought that this life was but a shadow,
and but a small part of the great world’s
life. And again he says:

¢ Matter is a greater mystery than
mind. What such a thing as a spirit is
apart from God and man I have never
been able to conceive. Spirit seems to
me to be the reality of the world.’—Vol.
1L, p. 424.

¢“In the chapter on ‘In Memoriam’
his son dwells at some length on his
father’s religious faith. A week before
his death ho talked long of the person-
ality and of the love of God. For him
the world was but the shadow of God,
and the sorrows of nature and the mis-
eries of the world were but preludes,
necessary as things are, to the higher
good. His faith in the hidden purpose
of the Infinite power was to him the
breath of life, and never failed him to
the very end.

¢“In the first draft of ‘Hands all
Round,” the following stanza, referring
to the United States, is omitted in the
later editions :

¢ Gigantic daughter of the West,
We dvink to thee across tue tiood.
We know thee most, we love thee best,
For art thou not of British blood ?
Should war’s mad blast again be blown,
Permit thou not the tyrant powers
To fight thy mother here alone,
But let thy broadsides roar With ours.
Hands all round !
God the tyrant’s cause confound !
To our great kinsmen of the West, my
friends,
And the great name of England round
and round.

¢ In his closing years he continued to
indulge the great hope that the United
States might enter into a close alliance
with the federated British Empire. Few
objects were dearer and nearer to the
heart of Tennyson than the promotion of
Tmperial Federation. He believed that
such a federation would be the strongest
force for good and for freedom that the
world had ever known. His son said :

** With the poet’s prescience he was a
strong believer in the coming unity of
the Empire. This is shown by the fol-
lowing extract from¢his life :
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“¢One of the deepest desires of his
life was to help the realization of the
ideal of an Empire by the most intimate
union of every part of our British Empire.
He believed that every different member
so united would, with a heightening of
individuality to each member, give such
strength and greatness and stability to the
whole, as would make our Empire a
faithful and fearless leader in all that is
good throughout all the waorld.’—Vol.
1L, p. 223,

“It is interesting to notice that, so
long ago as the early seventies, the poet
was praying for measures to unite the
colonics to the Motherland which have
ouly recently been adopted. He wrote:

‘¢ How strange Ingland cannot see
her true policy lies in a close union with
our colonies.’—Vol. I1., p. 101

¢ And again :

¢“¢A general council for the purposes of
defence sounds to us sensible. He ad-
vocated intercolonial conferences in Eng-
land, and was of opinion that the fore-
most colonial ministers ought to be ad-
mitted to the privy council or to some
other imperial c.ancil, where they could
have a voice in Tmperial affairs.’—Vol. IL.,
p- 109.

““He ever recognized that °it is the
authors more than the diplomatists who
make nations love one another.””

“Tennyson was a poet, and the son of
a poet. He was born in his father’s
rectory on August Gth, 1809, the fourth
of twelve children—eight sons and four
daughters. DMost of them, we are told,
were more or less true poets, and all,
excepting two, have completed their
three-score-and-tenyears. Tennysonlived
to be eighty-three, but during his infancy
he was thrice given up for dead, owing to
attacks of convulsions. If ever there
was a poet who lisped in numbers, Ten-
nyson was that one. When he was eight
years old he covered two of his slates
with Tennysonian blunk erse; at ten or
eleven he wrote hundreds and hundreds
of lines in the meter used by Pope in
his translation of the Iliad ; when he was
twelve he wrote an epic of 6,000 lines
after the fashion of Sir Walter Scott;
when fourteen he wrotc 4 drama in blank
verse. His father was stern, not to say
unkind ; liable to fits of gloom which
preyed u; o Alfred’s nerves. Once he
was so upset by his father’s treaiment
that he went out into the black night and
threw himself on & grave in the church-
ya]rfd, praying to be beneath the sod him-
self. .
¢ His grandfather gave him half-a-guines

for a poem on his grandmother's death.
¢1t is the first half-guinea,’ said the old
gentleman, ‘that you have ever earned
by poetry, and, take my word for it, the
last.” When he was eighteen he and his
brother received £20 for the ¢ Poems by
Two Brothers,” which were published
by Jackson, of Louth. At the time they
were written Alfred Tennyson was be-
tween fifteen and seventeen. His son
publishes ten pages of verses written by
his father which he wrote at the age of
fourteen and fifteen.

‘* Notwithstanding his *deep, bright
eye,’ he coull hardly see with one eye,
and with the other was so near-sighted
that on one occasion when the Empress
of Russia paid him some very pretty
compliment, when he was in Copenhagen
in 1882, he mistook her for & maid of
honour, patted her on the shoulder, and
said, ¢ Thank you, my dear.’

‘¢ He was interested in every form of
art and craft, and placed around the
windows of a cottage at Farringford
bricks moulded from a wreath of ivy-
leaves, which he had carved in apple-
tree wood.’—Vol. 1L, p. 369.

*“Tennyson was a voracious reader who
diligently kept himself posted on scien-
tific subjects. His son says :

¢+ His knowledge of astronomy was
most remarkable, and the accuracy of his
talk about the stars surprised more than
one of the great astronomers. Of late,
the spectrum analysis of light, and the
photographs which reveal starlight in the
mterstellar spaces, where stars were
hitherto undreamt of, and the idea of the
all-pervading luminiferous ether, par-
ticularly interested him.’”—Vol. IL., p.
408.

The reviewer in the Literary Digest
quotes from the book as follows :

Here is Lord Alfred’s description of
himself as he recalled his childhood :

¢¢ According to tho best of my recol-
lection, when I was about eight years old
I covered two sides of a slate with Thom-
sonian blank verse in praise of flowers
for my bLrother Charles, who was yeta
year older than I was, Thomson then
being the only poet I knew. Before I
could read, I wasin the habit on a stormy
day of spreading my arms to the wind,
and crying out, ‘I hear a voice that’s
speaking in the wind,” and the words
‘far, far away® had always a strange
charm to me. About ten or eleven Pope’s
¢ Homer’s 1liad* became a favourite of
mine and I wrote hundreds and hundreds
of lines in the regular Popeian meter,
nay, even could improvise them ; so could
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my two elder brothers, for my father was
a poet and could write regular meter very
skilfully.”

At twelve we find him writing to his
aunt a singularly mature analysis of “Sam-
son Agonistes.” As a boy, we are told,
he could reel off hundreds of imprompta
lines such as the following :

¢ The quick-wing’d gnat doth make a boat
Of his old husk wherewith to float
To a new life ! all low things ranae
To higher! but I cannot change.”

The criticisms of the press irritated
him. At Farringford, he pointed out,
he was withdrawn from the world, and
on taking up a paper and finding himself
misconstrued and abused he suftered keen
annoyance. ‘‘A flea will annoy me. Just
feel my skin,” he added, baring his wrist;
a ‘“flea-bite will spread a square inch
over its surface. The term thin-skinned
is perfectly expressive. I «m thin-
skinned, and I take no pains to hide it.”

With all his poetic sensibility, Tenny-
son had a very practical mind. This per-
haps accounts for the fact that Tennyson
broke off his engagement for ten years
simply because his worldly circumstances
would not sooner justify matrimony. The
period of waiting was prolonged by the
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loss of what little he had ir an invest-
ment in a machine for wood-carving. So
severe a hypochondria followed this loss
that his friendsdespaired of his life (1844).
The following year, however,,Sir Robert
Peel granted him a government pension
of £200 annually. This was due largely
to Carlyle’s and Lord Houghton’s efforts.
Houghton made Peel read ** Ulysses,”
whereupon the pension was granted. A
few years later (1850) Tennyson’s pub-
lisher promising him a yearly royalty, his
engagement was renewed and a quiet
wedding followed.

He had « profound respect for sincere
religion in every shape, and it was his con-
stantly repeated wish that the followers
of all Christian creeds *‘ should sink their
differences and pull together for the bet-
tering of mankind. He wished that the
Church of England could embrace, as he
felt that Christ would have it do, all the
great Nonconformist seets that loved the
name of Christ.”

On the subject of Spiritualism Tenny-
son had this to say: ‘1 grant you that
Spirituaiism must not be judged by its
quacks; but I amn convinced that God
and the ghosts of men would choose some-
thing other than mere table-legs through
which to speak to the heart of man.”

Carrent

A MissioNaRy REVIVAL.

One of the most gratifying signs of the
times is the increased interest in the
Christian  Church on the subject of
Foreign Missions. The very accumula-
tion of debt of some of the missionary
societies is the result of increased mis-
sionary zeal in entering open doors and
taking up urgent mission work. The
Churches are making a strenuous effort to
remove the mission debts and, at the
same time, maintain their foreign work.

One of the most important features of
this revived missionary interest is the im-
portant part which the Young People’s
Societies are taking therein. The domi-
nant nute of the Christian Endeavour and
Epworth League Societies is their zeal for
missions. The Students’ Missionary Cam-
paign called forth hundreds of volunteers
for the foreign field. The not less im-
portant work of the Church at home is
to equip and send forth and sustain those
conscripts in this holy war, who say,
‘“Here am I; send me.” Our Canadian
Leagues nobly responded to this appeal

Topies.

and are already maintaining a number of
missionaries in the foreign field. They
have largely increased the missionary in-
come of our Church and give promise of
still larger increase in the near future.

Tre WoMaN’s MISSIONARY SOCIETY.

No agency, however, has been more
succes<ful in creating this new missionary
interest than the Woman’s Missionary
Society. No method has been wore
successful than its broad, persistent, and
systematic diffusion of missionary infor-
mation. It has sent its scores of agents
to the high places of the field. Its local
socictiez maintain a living link with these
foreign agents. By means of its vigorous
journalism in the Quilook, the Palm
Branch, the Monthly Letters, its col-
umns in the Guardian and Onward, and
by its many other unceasing efforts it has
created a moral enthusiasin on this sub-
ject which should be an inspiration to the
whole Church.

While the income of the Woman's
Missionary Society has grown by leaps
and bounds, that of the parent Society
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has also greatly increased, and the mis-
sionary sympathies of the entire Church
have been quickened and strengthened.
Herein has come an inestimable bless-
ing to the women of Methodism them-
selves.

With the increased leisure, increased
culture, and increased wealth of these
modern times, has come also a subtle and
sinister temptation to self-indulgence,
pleasure-seeking, and a vefined selfish-
ness. The opportunity for woman’s work
for their fellow-women in home and
foreign missions has furnished an anti-
dote to this bane. The opportunity for
Christian service, with its hallowed joys
and benedictions a thousandfold com-
pensates for its self-sacrifice and toil.

The records of the past are an inspira-
tion to increased efforts for the future.
Much as our Church has accomplished, it
has not come up to the standard of a
noble band of Moravian Christians, to
which Methodism is so much indebted.
Though comparatively few in number,
and poor in estate, every sixty Moravian
Christians maintain a missionary in the
foreign field, and often in the most difli-
cult and dangerous portions of that field.
They have thus earned a record of which
the noblest Church of Christendom with
a godly avarice might covet.

HoyE WoRrk.

Nor is it in the foreign field alone
that Canadian Methodism has won its
most_glorious renown. Throughout the
length and breadth of this wide Dowminion,
amid privations and hardships in the
backwoods and on frontiers of civiliza-
tion, it has laid the foundations of empire.
In lonely fishing-stations and on storiny
sea-coasts it has kindled beacon-fires
which have illuminated the moral dark-
of the people. It has cverywhere laid,
broad and deep and stable, the founda-
tions of a Christian commonweal. It
l(;as largely made Canada what it is to-

ay.

It is ever the foremost in following
the pioneer to the outposts. An Evans,
a Woolsey, a McDougall and a Crosby
have been pioneers among the native
races of the great North-West. An
Arthur Browning among the miners of
Cariboo, and a Ladner at Rossland, have
followed the miners in their venturous
quests.  And soon, amid the Arctic
rigours of the Klondike, the Methodist
Church will have its agents preaching the
Gospel of the Kingdom, more precious
than silver or gold.

A DMission or PEeace.

The visit of Premier Laurier and Sir
L. H. Davies to Washington ¢ives prom-
ise of more cordial relations b:tween the
Capadian Dominion and the United
States. We believe that the repre-
sentatives of both countries come to-
gether, not in the spirit of huckstering
tradesmen, but of broad-minded states-
men. They come bearing the olive branch
and in the spirit of peace and brother-
hood. This spivit will more surely settle
the sealing dithiculties, and secure a com-
mercial reciprocity that shall be profitable
to both countries, far more readily than
the exhibitivn of mutual jealousy and
animosity.

DeMocracy oN 1TS TRIAL.

The first election of mayor and other
officials ol the City of Greater New York
has been a great disappointment to the
lovers of pure popular government. 1t is
an omen of ill augur for municipal insti-
tutions of the United States. It has
been said that in that country democracy
is on its trial. One lesson of the con-
test is that the forces of reform must
unite if they would conquer. The forces
of Tammany were a unib; to use a pop-
ular phrase, ‘“They said nothing, but
sawed wood.” The speech of acceptance
of candidate Van Dyke contained only
thirty-two words. They made almost no
useof the public press. Indeed, almost the
entire press of New York was opposed to
Tammany. But although the Fammany
leaders were accused by Henry George of
fraud, if not of murder, and his avowed
purpose was to place them behind prison
bars if he were elected, yet they now
control the civic destinies of the sec-
ond greatest city of the world, with enor-
mous chances for corruption and fraud.

Tne Deatn oF HENRY GEORGE.

A feature which Ient a tragic aspect to
this campaign was the sudden death of
one of its most noteworthy candidates.
Henry George was as truly a martyr to
his convictions as any who have perished
on the field of battle. His principles
fail to carry conviction to many minds,
but everyone was convinced of the honour
and moral integrity of the man. No
self-seeker was he. The same ability and
energy devoted to the making of money
would have placed han among the mil-
lionaires of the nation, but his honest
poverty has earned a renown as moble
as that of Cato or Aristides.
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Tue UMBRELLA-BOAT.
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Fra. 1.—Usisreirna Boar.

A boat having a sail that looks like a
huge umbrella has been successfully ex-
perimented with in England. We trans-
late a description by M. F. Ullern in La
Nature. He says:

“The new kind of sail shown in our
illustrations has been tried with success
in the waters of Southampton by the in-
ventors, Messrs. Percy S. Pilcher of Lon-
don and Wilson of Dublin. With the
form of sail commonly in use, part of the
force of the wind tends to tip the boat,
and if this force becomes too great in
comparison to the weight of the hull the
vessel capsizes.

Fra. 2.—Tor Mast, SHOWING
ITS MOTION ON Pivor.

‘“The parasol-sail does away with this
difficulty, for with it, on the contrary,

the action of the wind tends to keep the
boat upright.

‘*“In fact, the upward force being ex-
crted parallel to the mast, which is fixed
in the axis of the boat without being
tastened to the sides, the result is that
the hull is not tipped at all.

*“The mast is mounted on a pivot and
can be moved in two guides ati right
angles (Fig. 2).

“The sail is elliptical in form, the
major axis being horizontal. It is fixed
on a frame recalling that of an umbrella,
and can be folded up along the smaller
axis.

‘¢ According to the inventors, this sail is
destined to render great service on life-
boats, for instead of tending to sink the
boat it tends continually to cause it to
mount on the waves.

A MarveLLovs DISCOVERY.

It is announced definitely that Gug-
lieclmo Marconi, an Italian, aged only
twenty-three, has invented clectric ap-
pliances whereby distant telegraphy is
practicable over long distances, and with-
out intervening wires. He has already
sent electrical signals from the shore to
to an ironclad war-vessel twelve miles
away at sea, and he is now in London
preparing to send signals from the spire
of St. Paul's cathedral in that city to the
top of the Eiffel tower in Paris. The
inventor says that the points between
which communication is sought must be
high above the earth. His statement is
that the distance between practical points
is in almost geometrical proportion to the
height of the points above the earth. He
explains simply that in his processes the
air is disturbed by waves of eclectric
energy, as it is by waves of motion where-
by men hear distant sounds. The send-
ing instrument generates the waves which
strike upon the receiving instrument and
are interpreted according to a prearranged
code.

While he fears that the iron and steel
in the cathedral and in the Eiftel tower
may interfere with the work, particularly
in the early trials, he yet gathers hope
from the fact that his experiments in
Italy were not defeated by the iron and
steel in the warship, with which he com-
municated across twelve miles of water.
His confidence is perfect so far as the in-
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volved principles are concerned, though
he speaks very modestly, indeed, about
the coming longer test from London to
Paris.  When someone suggested that
the value of that means of communication
might be destroyed during war should an
enemy learn to read and translate his
signals, he replied that the sending and
receiving instruments can be so attuned,
or contuned, that the adjusted pair of
instruments alone can communicate with
each other. Furthermore, it is said that
the direction of the waves can be de-
termined so that no one not in the line
between the instruments can see the sig-
nals. When asked the vital question
whether anyone within a reasonable dis-
tance, other than those for whom a mes-
sage is designed, may not receive the
-communication, he answered that all that
is controlled by the attuning of the pairs
of twin instruments which telegraphers
will use.

It is needless to say that this invention
is exceedingly. significant and revolution-
ary, as to methods of telegraphy. The
wires used at present cost very much
money. When the wires are once in
place their care requires an army of work-
men. The cost of telegraphic service is
‘great, and therefore thi~ absence of wire
means wonderful things in the newer
methods. Teslh and Edison have been
searching for this secret, but in vain.
This young Italian says that his success
-did not follow extended study, but that
when he had seen some of his scientific
friends using certain instruments for pur-
poses other than telegraphy, he suddenly
perceived why they did not succeed at
times. When he first tried to telegraph
without a metallic circuit he sent in-
selligible signals through a few feet only.
After some improvements, the distance
was increased to thirty feet, and finally
to twelve miles. Scientists, together with
the King and Queen of Italy and the
royal ministerial cabinet, witnessed the
last experiment, and marvelled ai the
wonderful results, as well they might.
Already an English company has hought
the bhoy’s ideas, and is concerned in
the London-Paris experiments.—North-
western Christian Adrocate.

A new style of bridge or ferry is to be
used for trausporting carriages and pas-
sengers across the Seine. Two skeleton
towers are to be erected, one on either
bank, a short distance below the lowest
existing bridge at Rouen. Between
their tops a mnarrow iron connecting
sbridge will be Dbuilt, 160 feet above the
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level of the river piers. Rails will be
laid on this bridge for the wheels of the
travelling carriage, which will be sus-
pended at the level of the quays. The
carriage will be forty fect wide and thirty
feet long. 'The trolley cars running on
the quays on both sides of the river will
make conneetion at this point and be
carried across, the passengers not chang-
ing their seats. Foot passengers, drays,
ete., will also be transported. This pont
transbordeur, as it is called, will probably
have the right of way, vessels being com-
pelled to accommodate themselves to the
movements of this *ferry in the air.”
—~Ziow's Herald.

Some scientific wonders are much
more widely known than others because
they are capable of popular use. Others
arc equally remarkable, hut are not often
heard of. One of the latter class is de-
scribed in this paragraph :

“ Prof. John Milne, who studied earth-
quakes for many years in Japan, where
they are very frequent, now has an
‘¢ earthquake observatory ” on the Isle of
Wight. In describing his observations
there during the past year, he recently
remarked that his instruments enabled
him to feel heavy earthquakes at great
distances, even right. through the earth.
For example, on Auguse 3lst last a dis-
turbance of the instrument led him to
conclude that a violent earrhquake had
occurred about 6,000 miles a* ay. After-
wards it was learned that theve had been
an earthquake in Japan at that time, and
the distance through the earth between
the Isle of Wight and Japan is about 6,000
miles.”

A German inventor has discovered that
a large window glass may be lightly
coated with silver in such a way that it
is transparent to the person within a
room while at the same time it opaque to
the passer-by in the street. The oblique
rays are reflected while the direct rays
pass through the glass. The effect
depends upon the proportion of light
before and behind the glass.

‘¢ Aluminum is not proving to be of
such value for surgical instruments as
was expected,” says The Medical Times.
“To be sure, it does not oxidize, but it
is deficient in elasticity, and stays bent
after pressure. It is also so light that
the surgeon does not feel as if he had
hold of anything when grasping a xnife
made of it.”
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Book Notices.

Shakespeare, Puritan and Recusant. By
the Rev. T. CARTER, with a Prefatory
Note by the REev. Prixcrear F.
Oswarp Dyxkes, D.D. Edinburgh:
Oliphant, Anderson & Ferrier. To-
ronto : William Briggs. Price, 90c.

One of the most remarkable features
about the great English dramatist is his
impersonal character. He hides himself
behind his great creations. It is difficult
to glean from his plays any hint of his
history or training. The author of this
book has made a microscopic study of
his works, and comes to the conclusion,
based on a careful induction, that he was
brought up in a Puritan and Bible-loving
home, that his sympathies were with the
New Religion as opposed to the old
Catholicism, that he was, in fact, the
first-fruits of that mental emancipation
which gave the world the great Pro-
testant writers, Milton, Bunyan, and
Defoe. The argument is very ingenious,
and certainly theextraordinary familiarity
of Shakespeare with the English Bible,
which has been fully treated in this
magazine, lends no slight corroboration
to this theory.

The Greater Gospel. By Jomx M. BaM-
Forp. Author of “My Cross and
Crown,” ““Christ in the City,” ete.
Pp. 159. Price, 50cents. New York:
Baton & Mains. Toronto : William
Briggs.

This is an attractive addition to the
apologetic literature of the Church. The
author presents his thoughts somewhat
in the form of a narrative. A minister
of a city church, where a great congrega-
tion of all clagses assembles every Lord’s
Day, determines upon a startling innova-
tion. Believing ‘‘that a truth in any
man’s life is a truth in every man’s life,”
and that a doctrine which has expressed
itself in human experience is living truth
as distinguished from dead dogma, he
makes his appeal to the ¢‘ greater gospel,”
to verify the lesser gospel. The *‘greater
gospel 7 is the gospel, ¢ written not with
ink, but the Spirit of the living God ; not
in tables of stone, but in fleshly tables of
the heart.”

This is done by inviting mewmbers of
the congregation, who feel competent to
do so, to testify to the reality of the
Gospel message as verified by personal
experience. In other words the minister

turns his church service, on several suc-
cessive Sundays, into what nearly ap-
proaches a Methodist testimony-meeting.
Willing witnesses are found to confirm
biblical doctrines, concerning pardon, the
suficiency of divine grace and kindred
truths, * Nor are the objectors to the
Word preached refused a hearing. Two-
of these speak frankly and are answered,
not by the argument of the advocate, but
by the testimony of the witness.

This common experience of divine
truths is the ‘ greater gospel.” It is the
true apologetic for the preached word. It
is likewise the common foundation of ser-
vice and hope upon which Christian ac-
tivity may unite. Our author has suc-
ceeded in giving us an interesting book,
which may be read with advantage and
profit. S.P. IR,

Humowrs o5 '37.  Grave, Guy and Grim.
Rebellion Times in the Canadas. By
RoBixa and KATHLEEN MACFARLANE.
Lizars. Pp. 369. Methodist Book-
Rooms : Toronto, Montreal and Hali-
fax. Price, $1.25.

The Methodist Publishing House has
added another to its long list of Canadian
historical Literature. The previous vol-
ume of the Misses Lizars, ¢ In the Days.
of the Old Canada Company,” has won
high praise from the press as a vivid
picture of the social and political life of
the Huron District in the early part of
the century. Of still wider interest is
the voluine under review. This book is,

"we judge, the most full and compre-

hensive volume on that remarkable inci-
dent in Canadian history, the rebellion
of 1837. It is, probably, more difticulc
to get authentic information of that event
than of the campaigns of Alexander, or
of Julius Cwsar. The authors of this
book have, with great research, con-
sulted innumerable volumes of history,
manuscripts, pamphlets, and contem-
porary records. This volume, however,
1s not a mere dry-as-dust history, but a
gossipy account full of picturesque detail,
of the principal events and humorous.
character-sketches of persons of that
stormy period. One of the most inter-
esting chapters is that on the serio-comic
conflict at Gallows Hill near Toronto.
In these graphic pages such various char-
acters as Colonel Talbot, William Lyon:
Mackenzie, Sir Francis Bond Head, and

.
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many another are vividly portrayed. The
book is adwirably printed and is accom-
panied by a well-engraved map of the
scene of the rebellion.

Poems Now First Collecterd. By EnMuNp
CranreNcE STEDMAN.  Boston: Hough-
ton, Mifilin & Co. Toronto: William
Briggs. Price, $1.50.

Mr. Stedman has been for many years
before the English-reading public as a
poet and poetical critic. This volume is
a sort of aftermath of a rich poetical har-
vest. [t is a rich anthology in many
measures on many themes. A character-
istic of Mr. Steadman’s poetry is not its
rugged strength but its delicate finish.
He has used the file till each line and
stanza is polished ad »nguem. Inanoble
poem in which the eund-of-the-century
poet pays his tribute to Chaucer, the
father of English song. A fine poem ad-
dressed to Helen Keller, so wonderfully
gifted with inner vision amid her outer
limitations, ends with the lines,

¢ Not thou, not thon—’tis we
Are deaf, are dumb, are blind.”

The poem on the Salem Witcheraft in-
terprets the grim superstitions of the age
in the lines,

‘“ Dame Anne, mye hate goe with you flecte
As drifts the bay fogg overhead—
Or over yonder hill-topp, where
There is a tree ripe fruite shall bear
. When, ncighbour myne, your wicked feet
The stones of Gallows Hill shall tread.”

The poem on the Carib Sea gives very
vivid pictures of the strange beauty of
those “ Summer isles of Eden lying mid
dark purple spheres of sea.” The volume
presents as delicate a piece of poetical
workmanship as we have recently seen.

Select Masterpicees of Biblical Literature.
Edited with an Introduction and Notes
by Ricgarp G. Movrron, M. A., Pu.D.
New York : The Macmillan Company.
Toronto : William Briggs. Price, 50c.

This is one of the volumes of the
Modern Reader’s Bible projected by Dr.
Moulton. Dr. Moulton has rendered in-
valuable service to the study of the Bible
by his clear method of presentation of its
sacred truths. These are often obscured
by forgetting that the Bible is not one
book, but many books—a whole national
literature, indeed—and that the inductive
method of focussing light from every
source upun the sacred page will reveal
new beauties and new truths.

The New York Outlovk goes so far as
to say : “‘ It is not too much to pronounce
it [ Prof. Moulton’s series of Bible Studies]
one of the most important spiritual and
literary events of the times. It is part
of the renaissance of Biblical study ; but
it may mean, and in our judgment it does
mean, the renewal of a fresh and deep
impression of the beauty and power of
the supreme spiritual writing of the
world.”

St. Tves: Being the Adventures of @« French
Prisoner in England. By RoBerr
Louis SrevensoN.  Toronto: The
Copp, Clark Company.

This posthumous gift from the pen of
the author of *The Treasure Island,”
and *‘ The Master of Ballantrae,” will be
welcomed with eagerness. It is the re-
sult of the last years of his life in his
island-home of Samoa. It was almost
completed at the time of his death, and
the course of the remainder was outlined
to his stepdaughter and amanuensis, Mrs,
Strong. To Mr. Quiller-Couch, who is
steeped in the traditions and spirit of
Cornish and Devonshirelife, was intrusted
the delicate task of adding the few short
chapters which complete the book. The
spell of the master is in these pages.
The charm of style, the variety of in-
cident, the manifold interest are admir-
ably sustained.

The Gist of Japan. The Islands, their
People and Missions. By the Rev.
R. B. Peery, A.M., Pu.D., of the
Lutheran Mission, Saga, Japan, with
lustrations. New York and Toronto:
Fleming H. Revell Company. Price,
$1.25.

The extraordinary manner in which
Japan has become one of the great
powers of the Orient illustrates the Scrip-
ture, *“ A nation shall be born iun a day.”
Still more remarkable is its religious de-
velopment. Where a few years ago
public placards pronounced death to all
disciples of foreign religions, to-day
Christianity has not only free toleration
but is the accepted religion of some of
the leading senators of the empire. This
handsome, well-printed volume gives &
graphic account of the country, the
manners and customs of the people, the
history of Protestant missions, methods
of work, hindrances and special prob-
lems. A chapter on *The Private Life
of the Missionary” is one of remarkable
interest.



572

Light from Egypt. By J. N. FRADEN-
purcH, D.D. Cincinnati: Curts &
Jennings. Toronto: William Briggs.
12mo. Cloth. Ilustrated. Pp. 400.
Price, $1.25.

No field of remote antiquity has
yielded richer reward to the diligent ex-
plorer than ancient Egypt. The records
of modern exploration in the land of the
Nile fill volumes much too voluminous
and costly to be available to any but the
savants and specialists. But so intimately
is Bgypt related to sacred history, and so
large has been its influence upon classical
history and the ins.itutions of modern
times even, that the remains of its civ-
ilization are of universal interest. Dr.
Fradenburgh, long recognized as an
authority in the realm of Oriental an-
tiquities, has presented, in plain language,
the substance of the results of Igyptian
exploration up to date. As might have
been expected, he has given us a
thoroughly readable and very valuable
book.

Irish Methodism. By Rev. RaxpaLs C.
Painuies. Londoa : Charles H. Kelly.
Toronto : William Brigys.

Many thousands of Irish Methodists,
or their sons and daughters, in Canada,
cherish an ardent affection to the green
isle beyond the sea, from which so much
of the best blood of Canada and of Can-
adian Methodism has been drawn. These
will read with much interest this generous
tribute to the work of Methodism in the
Old Land. It isfull of stirring incident
and inspiving record, a sort of a con-
tinuation of the Acts of the Apostles in
the eighteenth and nineteenth centuries.

The Mineral Wealth of Canada. A Guide
for Students of Kconomic Geology.
By Artaur B. Wirnryorr, M. A.,B.Sc.,
Professor of Natural Science, McMaster
University, formerly Assistant in Min-
eralogy, Harvard University. Meth-
odist Book-Rooms, Torontu, Montreal
& Halifax.

The attention of the world is being
attracted as never before to the mineral
resources of this great Dominion. This
book is a very timely exhibit of our
national inheritance in this respect. Pro-
fessor Willmott writes from a thorough
study of the authorities on this subject
and from large personal experience as an
explorer. This book gives a timely
description of the rocks of Canada and
their economic products.

Methodist Magazine and Review.

Hugh Wynne, Free Quaker. Sometime
Brevet Lieutenant-Colonel on the Staf
of His Excellency General Washington.
By 8. Weir Mrrcueny, M.D., LL.D.
Two vols. New York: The Century
Company Torouto: William Briggs,
Price, S2.00.

A queer sort of Quaker was Hugh
Wynne. A man of strife from his youth,
he served actively throughout most of
the Revolutionary War, as did also, we
learn, a large number of the Quaker
colonists. Dr. Mitchell's tale gives a
very vivid account of some of the most
striking events in that prolonged contest.
He describes the old colonial life in
Philadelphia, the growing estrangement
between the Mother Country and the
colonies, and gives a graphic picture of
old colonial life. It is rather a disillusion
of one's ideas of the staid and grave de-
portment of the Quaker colony. The
amount of drinking, even among the
strictest of the Friends, was portentous;
while among the world’s people, especially
among the military classes, the gambling,
profanity, roistering and duelling was
something that would shock modern
sensibilities. Even the Father of his
Country, though superior to most of his
compeers, and even, in his way, a re-
ligious man, could indulge in w strong
flagon and a round oath. The account
of the capture and exccution of Major
André is vne of intense pathos.

From Dr. Mitchell's careful study one
gets a clearer conception of these old
colonial times than from any book of
history that we know. The story of
¢ Hugh Wynne,” with its historic back-
ground, is more akin to Thackeray's
**Virginians™ or “Esmond” than to most
of the sensational stories of the day.

A Summary of Methodist Luw and Dis-
cipline : Being « New Edition of < The
Large Minutes.” By the Rev. Jouxn
S. SimoxN.  Prepared by Order of the
Wesleyan Methodist Conference. Lon-
don : Charles H. Kelly. Toronto:
William Briggs.

What is known as ¢ The Large Min-
utes” of Conference isan historicdocument
containing the collection of rules and code
of laws for the guidance of ‘“ The People
Called Methodists.”” They treat the
different aspects of Church life and
Church work under the headings of the
Society, the Circuit, the Ministers, Dis-
trict Synods, the Conferences. Valuable
appendices and a convenient index make
this an exceedingly useful volume.
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The Pink Fairy Book. Edited by AN-
bREW Lang. With numerous illus-
trations by H. J. Forp. New York:
Longmans, Green & Co. Toronto:
Copp, Clark Company. Price, $2.00.

Among the earliest literature of all
nations is its fairy lore. This was
not merely nursery tales, but more
often wyths and allegories of moral
teaching.  That accomplished -editor,
Mr. Andrew Lang, has made a special
study of this ancient folk love, and has
published a round dozen of volumes on
the subject. In this book he collectsforty-
one characteristic tales of many lands,
Japanese, Chinese, German, French,
Italian, Spanish, Danish, Swedish, and
Sicilian, including some old favourites of
Hans Andersen and the brothers Grimm.
¢ Nothing prevents us from being kind,”
says Mr. Lang, “and no kind man,
woman, beast, or bird, ever comes to
anything but good in these oldest fables
of the world. So far all the tales are
true, and no further.” The scores of
illustrations by Mr. Ford, some of them
very queer, will make this book a favour-
ite holiday present for the young folk.

Weck-Day Religion. By J. R. MILLER,
D.D. Edinburgh : Oliphant, Anderson
& Ferrier. Toronto : William Briggs.
Price, 90 cents.

This is the only sort of religion that is
worth anything for this world, or the
next either. The object of this book,
says the author, is to help young Chris-
tians especially to take the religion of
Christ out of closet and sanctuary and
creed, and get it into their daily lives of
toil, temptation and care. DMany of us,
he adds, think of Christianity asa system
of doctrine and worship only, and too
little as a life. The aim of this book
is to show how doctrine should become
life, how promises should be rod and
staff in the climber’s hand, and how the
Sabbath life should pour itself throngh
all the week-days, making every hour
bright with the radiance of heaven.

Corleone. A Tale of Sicily. By T.
MarroN CrawrorD. Two vels. To-
ronto : The Copp, Clatk Company,
William Briggs. Price, $2.00.

Probably no man living is able to
describe for the English-speaking world
Italian life and character so well as
Marion Crawford. He has lived for
several years at the c(lassi~ Sorrento, on
the beautiful bay of Napl:s, and knows
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Italy and its people thoroughly. Of this
his previous tales, ** Saracinesca,” ““Sant’
Ilario ” and “‘Don Ovsino,” are demon-
strations. In ‘¢ Corleone” he follows
the fortunes of these characters, although
the story is complete in itself. In ad-
dition to pictures of Roman society are
graphic sketches of life and adventure in
Sicily. Seldom, if ever, have the character
of Sicilian brigandage and the strange or-
ganization of the ¢ Mafia” been so well
described.

The economic wealth of Ontario is
gradually becoming known. A very
admirable contribution to this knowledge
is Mr. Blue's yearly Report of the
Bureau of Mines. This Report increases
in value every year. The issue for the
current year is a well-printed octavo of
289 pages, with folding coloured maps
and numerous engravings. It describes
the economic materials of Ontario, gives
a report of the West Ontario gold region,
a history of Silver Islet, and other val-
uable information on the economic re-
sources of the Province.

Booxs RECEIVED.

Wuayfaring Men. By Epxa Lyarr.
New York : Longmans, Green & Co. To-

.ronto: The Copp, Clark Company, Wil-

liam Briggs. Price, $1.25.

A Life for a Life, and Other Addresses.
By Pror. HEnry Drusnmoxp, F.R.S.E.,
FG.S. With a Tribute by D. L. Mooby.
Toronto : Fleming H. Revell Company.
Williaw Briggs. Price, 25 cents.

Daily Thoughts for « Year from the
Letters of Samuel Rutherford. Selected
by Eva S. Saxpeyman. Edinburgh:
Oliphant, Anderson & Ferrier. Toronto :
William Briggs.

Yet Speakiing. A Collection of Addresses.
By A. J. GorooN, D.D. Toronto:

Fleming H. Revell Company. William
Briggs. .

Cyparissus. A Romance of the Isles of
Greece. By Erxst EcksteiN. Trans-

lated from the German by Mary J.
Sarrorp. New York: Geo. Gottsberger
Peck. Price, 75 cents.

Iva Kildare. 4 Matrimonial Problem.
By L B. Warrorp. New York : Long-
mans, Green & Co. Toronto : The Copp,
Clark Company.

Daricl. A Romance of Surrey. By
R. D. Brackyore. New York: Dodd,
Mead & Co. Toronto: The Copp,
Clark Company. William Briggs. Price,.
75 cents.
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Religioas and Missiopary Intelligenee.

BY THE REV. E. BARRASS, D.D. .

WeSLEYAN METHODIST.

The English Methodist Year Book for
1897-98, just issued, gives the following
figures as to the position of the denomi-
nation : The number of members is 607,-
090. Of these, 438,960 belong to Great
Britain, 27,164, to Ireland, 44,573 to
foreign missions, 1,766 to the French
Conferences, 47,872, to the South Afri-
¢an Conferences, and 46,746 to the West
Indies. The number of members on
trial is 67,304 ; the number of ministers,
2,326 ; on probation, 362 ; supernumer-
aries, 384.

The Roko of the district of Nabou-
walu, Fiji, has lately erected at his own
cost & large Wesleyan church. The size
of this building is an indication of the
congregations which now gather in once
cannibal Fiji. It is 100 feet long by 70
feet wide. About 1,000 people were pre-
sent at the opening, and the services
were prolonged throughout an entire
week.

A Fijian native teacher stationed at’

Kiriwina tells, in a most interesting letter
published by the Methodist, how the Rev.
S. B. Fellows ran in between two hostile
tribes of natives armed to fight, and
stopped a war in which several men had
been killed. They said to him, “If you
had not come, many more would have
died to-day.”

A farewell service of unusual interest
was held in Wesley’s Chapel, London, in
the early part of October. Mrs. Parson,
of Jabulpur, India, spoke of the famine,
with which she had had much to do.
The company included Misses Cornaby,
Greenwood, Myers and Rosevear, who
were going to India, and Miss Sallie Wil-
son, to China. The Famine Orphanage in
India is named in honour of Mr. Jevons,
who gave the money for it. Two of the
ladies went out at their own expense.

Rev. Richard Green, a scholarly min-
ister has published a bibliography of the
most exhaustive sort, touching the works
of John and Charles Wesley, with a list
of the carly editions, descriptive and illus-
trative notes, etc., making a volume of
246 pages. From this it appears that the
two Wesleys are responsible for 326 prose
works, 61 poetic, and 14 musical—401 in

all. But the 50 volumes of the ** Chris-
tian Library ” and the 14 volumes of the
‘¢ Arminian Magazine” are, in each case,
counted as only one work ; so that the
expanded total would be nearer 500 than
400. John Wesley wrote 233 original
works and edited 100, while there are 30
works published by the brothers jointly
o whose precise authorship caunnot be
determined.

A new pipe organ has been constructed
for the Wesleyan church in Pretoria,
South Africa, by Mr. G. W. Price, of
Grabhamstown, at a cost of over $5,000.

A lady has prescented a furnished house
for the purposes of the Western Mission
in London.

The Methodist Times says that the
¢ Wesley Guild” is the old wine of Meth-
odism in new bottles, and declares its
belief * that more young people have
been busy during the past summer work-
ing, singing, speaking in the open air,
on village green and in country market-
places, than at any period since the earli-
est days of Methodism.”

MEerg0pIST EriscorAL CHURCH.

St. Paul’s Church, New York, was dedi-
cated October 3rd. Bishop Foss preached
in the morning and Bishop Foster con-
ducted the dedicatory ceremonies. The
cost was $340,000, and it was dedicated
free of debt. It has a seating capacity of
1,200 and a Sunday-school room for 700
scholars.

The Methodist population of the United
States is double that of the Catholic.
There are nearly 25,000 ministers, with
church property valued 2t $132,140,179.
The capital stock of its two publishing
houses, in New York and Cincinnati,
amounts to 83,500,000, and during the last
fifty-two years the sales have amounted
to more than $60,000,000. There is an
average membership of 164 to every
pastor.

The Foochow missionaries state that
the abundant wealth of prayer which has
ascended from the churches in all parts
of the world since the massacre of August
1st, 1896, has been manifestly followed by
a widespread general imovement towards
Christianity among all classes of the
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population and in all parts of the pro-
vince. There are 20,000 adherents to
Methodism in this province, where we
waited ten years for our first convert.
Last summer 180 patients were on the
mission premises at one time.

Bishop Fowler writes: ‘It cost less
than 81,200,000 tu Christianize the Sand-
wich Islands. We now have from $5,000,-
000 to $8,000,000 of commerce, making
in net profit about as nu sh as che entire
cost of Christianizing them.”

A recent letter from Bishop William
Taylor, in £frica, says: As 1 do little
writing,and most of my preaching through
interpreters, this has not retarded the
glorious work in which about 2,000 souls
have been saved since my arrival at
Edendale, Natal.

The Girls’ Institute in Rome, founded
in 1888, has passed its eighth year. Tt
gives & thorough education to pupils, but
its main object is to train them in New
Testament Christian living. The scope
of the work is to supply the demand for
a Protestant boarding-schogl, and courses
in Bible history, music, French and Eng-
lish have been added to the regular
government programme with satisfactory
results. Apartments huve been rented
not far from our church in Rome, and a
new school has been opened. Through
this agency, no doubt, an influence will
be galned in Rome which could not be
obtained in any other way. Among the
scholars at the school is the daughter of
one of the sous of Garibaldi.

Bishop Goodsell relates this incident
which occurred in Chin.: “A man
wheeled his mother in a wheelbarrow
400 miles that he might hear the Gospel
in Pekin. I ordained that man an clder
in our ministry.”

MerHovist Eriscoral CHURCH, SOUTH.

Dr. David Morton, Secretary of the
Board of Church Extensicen, says: “In
spite of ‘hard times’ all the Conferences
so far, with a single exception, have
reported an increase in the collections
for this cause over last year. In fifteen
years we have raised over $1,000,000, and
assisted in the erection of 3,500 churches.
A new oftice has recently been built and
paid for entirely out of special donations
for that purpose.”

Rev. Dr. Morrison, Senior Missionary
Secretary, writes that the debt on the
Missionary Society, $160,000, is now can-
celled, without taking one dollar from
the ordinary income.

The corner-stone of the Haygood Me-
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morisl Hall has been luid at Augusta,
Ga. The Hall will be in connection with
Paine Institute, an educational institu-
tion for the education of the young
people in the African Methodist Epis-
copal Church, in whose behalf the late
Bishop Haygood took the deepest in-
terest.

Bishop Xeener is quarantined at
Ocean Springs, Miss., by the yellow
fever, hence Bishop Hendrix will hold
the Tennesee Conference, instead of the
senior Bishop.

Bishop O. Fitzgerald says there are
seventeen governors of States who are
members of some Church.

Tue Merrovisy CHURCH.

Twenty years ago, Winnipeg had a
population of 2,000; to-day necarly 40,-
000. Manitoba had then 20,000, now
200,090. Then theTerritories were empty,
now they contain 100,000 people. British
Columbia had then 40,000, now 100,000.

The report of the Superintendent of Mis-
sions for Manitoba and the North-West
is an interesting document. Thirteen
circuits went off the Mission Fund and
became independent last year. There are
ninety independent circuits in Manitoba.
A good showing for the prosperity and
liberality of our people out there.

Take another comparison: In 1858
there were only four missionaries wess of
Lake Superior. There were oaly 378
members reported, now there are 21,503.
There are, in all, 130 self-supporting cir-
cuits, and the people raise for all purposes
$253,000. This is advance indeed.

His Excellency the Governor-General,
accompanied by the Countess of Aber-
deen and Lady Marjorie, have visited
Mount Allison University, at Sackville.
The day was observed in a right royal
manner. The illustrious guests were well
pleased with what they saw in all the
departments of the institution, and on
leaving expressed themselves as being
greatly delighted, and intimated how that
they would always rejoice to hear of the
prosperity of Mount Allison.

A sad calamity has befallun the Nova
Scotia Conference, by the almost entire
destruction by fire of the beautiful town
of Windsor. The greater part of the
town has been wiped out, and five out of
six churches, including the Methodist
sanctuary. Most of the people have lost
all their possessions, which will necessarily
affect their contributions to church pur-
poses. There is thus a fine opportunity
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to exercise the gift of chrrity, as thou-
sands of dollars will be req,u’red on behalf
of the people during “ne ¢>ming winter,
to enable them to rebuild their houses
and churches.

Victoria College has entered upon an-
other year's course of toil. The Convo-
cation at the commencement was largely
attended. Dr. Parkin, of the Upper
Canada College, was the principal speaker.
His address was one of unusual eloquence
and power. Chancellor Burwash presided.
The number of students is a little in ad-
vance of last year.

A report has been received from Rev.
John Scott, D.D., Dean of Theology,
Tokyo, Japan. 8. Eban, Esq., M.P.,
is Prosident. The report gives an e¢n-
couraging account of the college, which
has over 240 students, including a class
of native candidates for the ministry.
Thereport states that only two foreigners
are now on the staff of teachers, the
Dean and Professor A. C. Borden,
B.D. It would seem that owing to
the success of the missionaries and the
progress of Christianity, the Methodist
Council in Japan were now able to secure
a majority of the professors from among
converted Japanese Christians, of whom
four or five are now members of the col-
lege staff. This college is maintained by
the Canadian Board so far as its income
requires supplementing, the policy being
intended, so far as finances are con-
cerned, to save the difference in the out-
lay by the employment of the native
ministers trained there, so far as possible,
in place of sending missionaries at the
much greater cost from Canada.

MeTopisT NEW CONNEXION.

The Evangelistic Union, which met in
Manchester, in September, was a season
of great spiritual enjoyment. There are
about seventy ministers included in the
Union, most of them meet annually for
purposes of spiritual and mental improve-
ment. There were public services and
private gatherings to help one another to
develop a larger spiritual life.  Essays
were read on given topics’and a consider-
able amount of time was spent in exe-
getical exercises. Those who attended
expressed their delight with the privilege
which they had enjoyed, and the younger
members especially acknowledged that
they had reccived great stimulus by the
intercourse with which they had been
favoured among their elder brethren.

The Centenary Celebration at Man-
chester was a grand affair. The celebra-
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tion took place during the first Tuesday
in October. 'I'he Wesleyan Central Hall
was granted free of charge for the ser-
vices. Rev. Hugh Price Hughes, M.A.,
preached at noon. In the afternoon a
public meeting was held with the Rev. J.
LeHuray in the chair. The spenkers
were Revs. G. Packer, A. Colbeck, JJ. C.
Watts, D.D. In the evening the hall was
crowded. The President of Conference,
Rev. J. Innocent presided. Revs. Dr.
Watson, J. Ogden and Hugh Price
Hughes werc the speakers. The meet-
ing was in every respect of a most
successful character. Mr. Hughes pro-
phesied that the Wesleyan Church, the
New Connexion Church, and the United
Methodist Free Church would never
have another centenary, and he doubted
whether the Primitives would, but by
the early part of the twentieth century
they would be united as the largest and
most_powerful Christian Church in the
world.

Priyitive METHODIST.

The Missionary Society is experiencing
considerable anxiety relative to the Mis-
sion in West Africa, where the climate is
so trying to Buropeans. Mrs. Pickering,
wife of the superintendent of the mission,
has died very unexpectedly. She and her
husband only left England three years
ago. The wife of another missionary has
been ordered to England to prevent being
interred in a premature grave.

Recent DeaTas.

Rev. Samuel Wesley, a member of
the British Wesleyan Conference, recently
died at the age of ecighty-one. He wasa
lineal descendant of the Wesleys, and
in appearance greatly resembled Rev.
John Wesley. His only daughter per-
formed much valuable labour among the
English soldiers. He was emphatically
& good man, well read in theological litera-
ture, and greatly resembled the old
Methodist preacher.

Rev. John Stoughton, D.D., an emi-
nent Congregational minister in London,
England, died October 24th. He was the
author of several religious works. In
early life he met in a Methodist class-
meeting with the late Mrs. Jobson. In
1832 he became a Congregational minis-
ter in the metropolis. A few years ago
he retired, when his congregation pre-
sented him $15,000. He was Chairman
of the Congregational Union in 1856.
He was over ninety years old.



