Technical and Bibliographic Notes / Notes techniques et bibliographiques

The Institute has attempted to obtain the best original copy
available for scanning. Features of this copy which may be
bibliographically unique, which may alter any of the images
in the reproduction, or which may significantly change the
usual method of scanning are checked below.

Coloured covers /
Couverture de couleur

Covers damaged /
Couverture endommagée

Covers restored and/or laminated /
Couverture restaurée et/ou pelliculée

Cover title missing /
Le titre de couverture manque

Coloured maps /
Cartes géographiques en couleur

Coloured ink (i.e. other than blue or black) /
Encre de couleur (i.e. autre que bleue ou noire)

Coloured plates and/or illustrations /
Planches et/ou illustrations en couleur

Bound with other material /
Relié avec d'autres documents

Only edition available /
Seule édition disponible

OROOOOOO0

Tight binding may cause shadows or distortion
along interior margin / La reliure serrée peut

causer de 'ombre ou de la distorsion le long de ia

marge intérieure.

Additional comments /
Commentaires supplémentaires.

N

L'Institut a numérisé le meilleur exsmplaire qu'il lui a été
possible de se procurer. Les détails de cel exemplaire qui
sont peut-étre uniques du point de vue bibliographique, qui
peuvent modifier une image reproduite, ou qui peuvent
exiger une modification dans la méthode normale de
numérisation sont indiqués ci-dessous.

D Coloured pages / Pages de couleur

Pages damaged / Pages endommagées

Pages restored and/or laminated /
Pages restaurées et/ou pelliculées

Pages discoloured, stained or foxed/
Pages décolorées, tachetées ou piquées

Pages detached / Pages détachées

Showthrough / Transparence

Quality of print varies /
Qualité inégale de I'impression

Includes supplementary materials /
Comprend du matérie! supplémentaire

Blank leaves added during restorations may
appear within the text. Whenever possible, these
have been omitted from scanning / Il se peut que
certaines pages blanches gjoutées lors d'une
restauration apparaissent dans le texte, mais,
lorsque cela était possible, ces pages n'ont pas
été numérisées.

O 0 NHONO U

Continuous pagination.



ROSE-BELFORD’S

CANADIAN MONTHLY

AND NATIONAL REVIEW.

DECEMBER, 1880.

(COPYRIGHT.)

THE BLACK ROBE.

BY WILKIE COLLINS.

CHAPTER II
THE JESUITS.

ATHER Benwell rose and ad-
. vanced to meet the visitor with
his paternal smile. ‘I am heartily
glad to see you,’ he said—and held out
his hand with a becoming mixture of
dignity and cordiality. Penrose lifted
the offered hand respectfully to his lips
As one of the ¢ Provincials * of the Or-
der, Father Benwell occupied a high
Place among the English Jesuits. He
Wwas accustomed to acts of homage of-
fel:ed by his younger brethren to their
Spiritual chief. ‘I fear you are not
Well,’ he proceeded gently. ¢ Your
and is feverish, Arthur.’
‘Thank you, Father—I am as well
28 usual.’
‘ Depression of spirits, perhaps?’
Father Benwell persisted.

Penrose admitted it with a passing
Smile. ¢ My spirits are not very lively,’
€ said, '
Father Benwell shook his head in

1

gentle disapproval of a depressed state
of spirits in a young man. ¢ This must
be corrected,’ he remarked. ¢ Cultivate
cheerfulness, Arthur. I am myself,
thank God, a naturally cheerful man.
My mind reflects, in some degree (and
reflects gratefully) the brightness and
beauty which are part of the great
scheme of creation. A similar dispo-
sition is to be cultivated—I know in-
stances of it in my own experience.
Add one more instance, and you will
really “gratify me. In its seasons of
rejoicing our Church is eminently
cheerful. Shall I add another encou-
ragement ? A great trust is about to
be placed in you. Be socially agree-
able, or you will fail to justify the
trust. This is Father Benwell's little
sermon. I think it has a merit, Ar-
thur—it is a sermon soon over.’

Penrose looked up at his superior,
eager to hear more.

He was a very young man.

His

i large, thoughtful, well-opened gray

eyes, and his habitual refinement and
modesty of manner, gave a certain at-
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traction to bis personal appearance,
of which it stood in some need. In
stature he was little and lean ; his hair
had become prematurely thin over his
broad forehead ; there were hollows
already in his cheeks, and marks on
either side of his thin delicate lips.
He looked like a person who had pass-
ed many miserable hours in needless
despair of himself and his prospects.
‘With all this there was something in
him so irresistibly truthful and sin-
cere—so suggestive, even where he

might be wrong, of a purely conscien- 1

tious belief in his own errors—that he

attached people to him without an ef- !

fort, and often without being aware of
it himself. What would his friends
Jhave said if they had been told that
the religious enthusiasm of this gentle,
self-distrustful, melancholy man might,
in its very innocence of suspicion and
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could make benevolent allowance for
unreasonable scruples. ‘I think, Ar-
thur, you forget two important consid-
erations,’ he said. ¢ In the first place,
you have a dispensation from your
superiors, which absolves you of all
responsibility in respect of the conceal-
ment that you have practised. In the
second place, we could only obtain -
formation of the progress which our
Churech is silently making at the Uni-
versity, by employing you in the ca-
pacity of—Ilet me say, an independent
Observer. However, if it will contri-

! bute to your ease of mind, I see no

self-seeking, be perverted to dangerous

uses in unscrupuious hands? His
friends would, one and all, have re-
ceived the scandalous assertion with
contempt ; and Penrose himself, if he
had heard of it, might have failed to
control his temper for the first time in
his life.

May I ask a question, without giv-
ing oftence ' he said, timidly.

Father Benwell took his hand. ¢ My
dear Arthur, let us open our minds to
each other without reserve. What is
your question?’

“You havespoken, Father, of a great
trust that is about to be placed in me.’

‘Yes. Youare anxious, no doubt,
to hear what it is ¥’

¢I am anxious to know, in the first
place, if it requires me to go back to
Oxford.’

Father Benwell dropped his young
friend’s hand. ‘Do you dislike Ox-
ford 1’ he asked, observing Penrose at-
tentively.

¢ Bear with me, Father, if I speak
too confidently. I dislike the decep-
vion which has obliged me to conceal
that I am a Catholic and a priest.’

Father Benwell set this little difh-
culty right, with the air of a man who

objection to informing you that you
will 20¢ be instructed to return to Ox-
ford. Do I relieve you ¥’

There could be no question of it.
Penrose breathed more freely, in every
sense of the word.

‘At the same time,” Father Benwell
continued, ‘let us not misunderstand
each other. In the new sphere of action
which we design for you, you will not
only be at liberty to acknowledge that
you are a Catholic, it will be abso-
lutely necessary that you should do sc.
But you will continue to wear the or
dinary dress of an English gentleman,

. and to preserve the strictest secrecy
. on the subject of your admission to the

. read that paper.

priesthood, until you are further ad-
vised by myself. Now, dear Arthur,
It is the necessary
preface toall that I have yet to say to
you.

The ¢ paper’ contained a few pages
of manuscript, relating tothe early his-
tory of Vange Abbey, in the days of
the monks, and the circumstances un-
der which the property was confiscated
to lay uses in the time of Henry the
Eighth. Penrose handed back the lit-
tle narrative, vehemently expressing
his sympathy with the monks, and
his detestation of the King.

¢Compcse yourself, Arthur,” said
Father Benwell, smiling pleasantly-
¢ We don't mean toallow Henry the
Eighth to have it all his own way for
ever.

Penrose looked at his superior it



THE BLACK ROBE. 563

blank bewilderment. His superior
‘withheld any further information for
the present. ‘

¢ Everything in its turn,’ the discreet
Father resumed ; ¢ the turn of expla-
Dation has not come yet. I have some-
thing else to shew you first. One of
the most interesting relics in England.

ook here.’

He unlocked a flat mahogany box,
and displayed to view some writings
on vellum, evidently of great age.

‘You have had a little sermon al-
ready,” he said. * You shall have a
little story now. No doubt you have
heard of Newstead Abbey—famous
among the readers of poetry as the
residence of Byron? King Henry
treated Newstead exactly as he treated

ange Abbey? Many years since, the
lake at Newstead was dragged, and
the brass eagle which had served as
the lectern in the old church was res-
Cued from the waters in which it had

ain for centuries. A secret receptacle
Was discovered in the body of the ea-
gle, and the ancient title-deeds of the
bbey were found in it. The monks
ad taken that method of concealing

e lewal proofs of their rights and
Privileges, in the hope—a vain hope,

need hardly say—that a time might

Come when Justice would restore to .|
them the property of which they had ;

een robbed.  Only last summer, one
of our bishops, administering a north-
®rn diocese, spoke of these circum-
Stances to a devout Catholic friend,
4nd said he thought it possible that

J€ precaution taken by the monks at
Newstead might also have been taken

Y the monks at Vange. The friend, -

shou!d tell you, was an enthusiast.
4ying nothing to the bishop (whose
Position and responsibilities he was
ound to respect), he took into his
onfidence persons whom he could
“ust.  One moonlight night—in the
absence of the present proprietor, or [
Should rather say, the present usurper
O the estate—the lake at Vange was
Privately dragged, with a result that
Proved the bishop’s conjecture to be

right. Read those valuable documents,
Arthur. Knowing your strict sense of
honour, and your admirable tender-
ness of conscience, I wish you to be
satistied of the title of the Church to
the lands of Vange, by evidence which
is beyond dispute.’

With this little preface, he waited
while Penrose read the title-deeds.
¢Any doubt on your mind? ' he asked,
when the reading had come to an end.

¢ Not the shadow of a doubt.’

¢Is the Church’s right to the pro-
perty clear 7’

¢ As clear, Father, as words can
make it.’

¢ Very good. We will lock up the
documents.  Arbitrary confiscation,
Arthur, even on the part of a king,
cannot override the law. What the
Church once lawfully possessed, the
Church has a right to recover. Any
doubt about that in your mind 1’

¢ Only the doubt of £ow the Church
can recover. Is there anything in
this particular case to he hoped from
the law ¢’

¢ Nothing whatever.’

¢ And yet, Father, you speak as if
you saw some prospect of the restitu-
tion of the property. By what means
can the restitution be made ¥’

‘By peaceful and worthy means,
Father Benwell answered. ¢ By hon-
ourable restoration of the confiscated
property to the Church on the part of
the person who is now in possession
of it.”

Penrose was surprised and interest-
ed. ‘Is the person a Catholic?’ he
asked, eagerly.

‘Not yet.” Father Benwell laid a
strong emphasis on those two little
words. His fat fingers drummed rest-
lessly on the table; his vigilant eyes
rested expectantly on Penrose. ‘Surely
you understand me, Arthur?’ he add-
ed, after an interval.

The colour rose slowly in the worn
face of Penrose. ‘I am afraid to un-
derstand you,’ he said.

‘Why ¥’

‘I am not sure that it is my better
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sense which understands. I am afraid,
Father, it may be my vanity and pre-
sumption.’

Father Benwell leaned back luxu-
riously in his chair. ‘I like that
modesty,” he said, with a relishing
smack of his lips as if modesty was as
good as a meal to him. ‘There is
power of the right sort, Arthur, hid-
den under the diftidence that does you
honour. I am more than ever satis-
fied that I have been right in re-
porting you as worthy of this most
serious trust. I believe the conver-
sion of the owner of Vange Abbey is
—in your hands—no more than a mat-
ter of time.’

¢ May I ask what his name is?’

¢Certainly. His name is Lewis Ro-
mayne.’

*When do you introduce me to him 9’

¢ Impossible to say. I have not yet
been introduced myself.’

* You don’t know Mr. Romayne ¥’

‘I have never even seen him.’

These discouraging replies were
made with the perfect composure of a
man who saw his way clearly before
him. Sinking from one depth of per-
plexity to another, Penrose ventured
on putting a last question. ‘ How am
I to approach Mr. Romayne?’ he
asked.

¢I can only answer that, Arthur, by
admitting you still further into my
confidence. It is disagreeable to me,’
said the reverend gentleman, with the
most becoming humility, ¢ to speak of
myself. But it must be done. Shall
we have a little coffee, to help us
through the comingextract from Father
Benwell’s autobiography ? Don’t look
80 serious, my son! When the occa-
sion permits it, let us take life lightly.’
He rang the bell and ordered the cof-
fee, as if he were the master of the
house. The servant treated him with
the most scrupulousrespect. He hum-
med a little tune, and talked at inter-
vals of the weather, while they were
waiting. ¢ Plenty of sugar, Arthur?’
he inquired, when the coffee was
brought in, ‘No? Even in trifles, I
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should have been glad to feel that
there was perfect sympathy between
us. I like plenty of sugar myself.’

Having sweetened his coffee with
the closest attention to the process, he
was at liberty to enlighten his young
friend. He did it so easily and so
cheerfully, that a far less patient man
than Penrose would have listened to
him with interest.

CHAPTER III.
THE INTRODUCTION TO ROMAYNE.

¢ EXCEPTING my employment
here in the library,” Father
Benwell began, ‘ and some interesting
conversation with Lord Loring, to
which I shall presently allude, I am
almost as great a stranger in this
house, Arthur, as yourself. When the
object which we now have in view was
first taken seriously into consideration,
T had the honour of being personally
acquainted with Lord Loring. I was
also aware that he was an intimate and
trusted friend of Romayne. Under
these circumstances, his lordship pre-
sented himself to our point of view, as
a means of approaching the owner of
Vange Abbey without exciting dis-
trust. I was charged accordingly with
the duty of establishing myself on
terms of intimacy in this house. By
way of making room for me, the spi-
ritual director of Lord and Lady Lor-
ing was attached, in some inferior capa-
city, to a mission abroad. And here
I am in his place! By-the-way, don’t
treat me (when weare in the presence
of visitors) with any special marks 0
respect. I am not Provincial of our
Order in Lord Loring’s house—I am
one of the inferior clergy.’ .
Penrose looked at him with adm?-
ration. ¢ It is a great sacrifice to make
Father, in your position, and at your
age.’
¢ Not at all, Arthur. A position of
authority involves certain temptations
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‘to pride. I feel this change as a les-
Son in humility which is good for me.
For example, Lady Loring (as I can
plainly see) dislikes and distrusts me.
Then, again, a young lady has recently
arrived here ona visit. She is a Pro-
testant, with all the prejudices inci-
<dent to that way of thinking—avoids
me so carefully, poor soul, that T have
never seen her yet. These rebuffs are
wholesome reminders of his fallible
human nature, to a man who has oc-
‘cupied a place of high trust and com-
mand. Besides, there have been ob-
stacles in my way which have had an
€xcellent effect in rousing my energies.
How do you feel, Arthur, when you
‘encounter obstacles }’

‘I do my best to remove them,
Father. But I am sometimes conscious
of a sense of discouragement.’

¢ Curious,” said Father Benwell, ¢I
‘am only conscious, myself, of a sense
of impatience. What right has an ob-
Stacle to get in my way 9—that is how
Llook at it. For example, the first
thing T heard, when I came here, was
that Romayne had left England. My
Introduction to him was indefinitely
delayed ; I had to look to Lord Loring
for all the information I wanted, re-
lating to the man and his habits.

There was another obstacle ! Not liv-.

Ing in the house, I was obliged to find
an excuse for being constantly on the
‘8pot, ready to take advantage of his
ordship’s leisure moments for conver-
Sation. I sat down in this room ; and
said to myself, “before I get up
‘3gain, I mnean to brush these imperti-
Dent obstacles out of my way !” The
State of the books suggested the idea
of which I was in search. Before I
left, the house, I was charged with the
Te-arrangement of the library. From
that moment, I came and went as often
88 I liked. Whenever Lord Loring
Was disposed for a little talk, there I
Y88, to lead the talk in the right
direction. And what is the result?
D the first occasion when Romayne
Presents himself, I can place you in a
Position to become his daily compan-

ion. All due, Arthur, in the first in-
stance, to my impatience of obstacles.
Amusing, isn’t it 7’

Penrose was perhaps deficient in
the sense of humour. Instead of being
amused, he appeared to be anxious for
more information. ¢ In what capacity
am I to be Mr. Romayne’s companion?’
he agked.

Father Benwell poured himself out
another cup of coffee.

‘Suppose I tell you first,” he sug-
gested, ‘how Romayne is marked out,
by habits and disposition, as a pro-
mising subject for conversion. He is
young ; still a single man; romantic,
sensitive, highly cultivated. No near
relations are alive to influence him—
he is not compromised by any illicit
attachment. He has devoted himself
for years past to books, and is collect-
ing materials for a work of immense
research, on the origin of Religions.
Some great sorrow or remorse—Lord
Loring did not mention what it was
—has told seriously on his nervous
system, already injured by night-study.
Add to this, that he is now within our
reach, He has lately returned to Lon-
don, and is living quite alone at a pri-
vate hotel. For some reason which I
am not acquainted with, he keeps
away from Vange Abbey—the very
place, as I should have thought, for a
studious man.’

Penrose began to be interested.
‘Have you been to the Abbey?’ he
said.

‘I made a little excursion to that
part of Yorkshire, Arthur, not long
since. A very pleasant trip—apart
from the painful associations connect-
ed with the ruin and profanation of a
sacred place. Thereis no doubt about
the revenues. I know the value of
that productive part of the estate
which stretches southward, away from
the barren region round the house.
Let us return for a moment to Ro-
mayne, and to your position as his
future companion. He has had his
books sent to him from Vange; and
has persuaded himself that continued
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study js the one remedy for his trou-
bles, whatever they may be. At Lord
Loring’s suggestion, a consultation of
physicians was held on his case the
other day.’

‘Is he so ill as that!’ Penrose ex-
claimed.

¢ So it appears,” Fatlier Benwell re-
plied, ¢ Lord Loring is mysteriously
silent about the illness. One result of
the consultation I extracted from him,
in which you are interested. The doc-
tors protested against his employing
himself on the proposed book. He
was too obstinate to listen to them.
There was but one concession that they
could gain from him—he consented to
spare bimself, in some small degree,
by employing an amanuensis. It was
left to Lord Loring to find the man. |
was consulted by his lordship ; I was
even invited to undertake the duty my-
self. Each one in his proper sphere,
my son! The person who converts
Romayne must be young enough to be
his friend and companion. Your part
is there, Arthur—you are the future
amanuensis, How does the prospect
strike you now 1’

‘I beg your pardon, Father! T
fear I am unworthy of the confidence
which is placed in me.’

¢In what way 1’

Penrose answered with unfeigned
humility.

‘I awm afraid T may fail to justify
your beliet in me, he said, ‘unlessI can
really feel that 1 am converting Mr.
Romayne for his own soul's suake.
However righteous the cause may be,
I cannot find in the restitution of the
Church property a suflicient motive
for persuading him to change his reli-
gious faith. There is something so se-
rious in the responsibility which you
lay on me, that [ shall sink under the
burden unless my whole heart is in
the work. 1f I feel attracted towards
Mr. Romayne when I first see him ;
if he wins upon me little by little, un-
til I love him like a brother—then, in-
deed, I can promise that his conversion
shall be the dearest ohject of my life.
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But, if there is not this intimate sym-
pathy between us—forgive me if I say
it plainly—I implore you to pass me
over, and to commit the task to the
hands of another man.

His voice trembled ; his eyes moist-
ened.  Father Benwell handled his
young friend’s rising emotion with the
dexterity of a skilled angler humour-
ing the struggles of a lively fish.

“Good Arthur!’ he said, ‘I see
much—too much, dear boy—ot self-
seeking people. It is as refreshing to
me to hear you, as a draught of water
to a thirsty man. At the same time,
let me suggestthat you are innocently
raising ditticulties where no ditliculties
exist. | have already mentioned as one
of the necessities of the case, that you
and Romayne should bLe friends. How
canthatbe unlessthere is precisely that
sympathy between you which you have
so well described ! 1 am a sanguine
man ; and 1 believe you will like each
other,  'Wait till you see him.’

As the words passed his lips, the
door that led to the picture gallery
was opened. Lord Loring entered the
library.

He looked quickly round him—ap-
parently in search of some person who
nmight, perhaps, be found in the room.
A transient shadeof annoyance showe
itself in his face, and  disappeared
aguin as he bowed to the two Jesuits

¢ Don’t let me disturb you,’ he said,
looking at Penrose. ¢ Is this the gen-
tleman who is to assist Mr. Romayne?

Father Benwell presented his young
friend. ¢ Arthur Penrose, my lord:
I ventured to suggest that he should
call here to-day, in case you wished t©
put any questions to him.’

¢ Quite needless, after your recont
mendation,” Lord Loring answerec
graciously, ¢ Mr. Penrose could nob
have come here at a more approprV
ate time. As it happens, Mr. B0
mayne has paid us a visit to-day—he
is now in the picture gallery.’

The priests looked at each other™
Lord Loring left them as he spoke. He
walked to the opposite door of the I1
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rary—opened it—glanced round the
hall, and at the stairs—and returned
again, with the passing expression of
annoyance visible once more. ¢Come
with me to the gallery, gentlemen,’ he
said, ‘I shall be happy to introduce
you to Mr. Romayne.’

Penrose accepted the proposal. Fa-
ther Benwell pointed with a smile to
the books scattered about bim. ¢ With
permission, 1 will follow your lord-
ship,” he said.

“Who was my lord looking for 1’
That was the question in Father Ben-
well’s mind, while he put srme of the
hooks away on the shelves, and col-
lected the scattered papers on the table
relating to his correspondence with

Rome. It had become a habit of his
life to be suspicious of any circum-
stances occurring within his range of
observation, for which he was unable
toacconnt. He might have felt some
stronger emotion, on this occasion, if
he had known that the conspiracy in
the library to convert Romayne, was

matched by the conspiracy in the pic- |

ture gallery to marry him.

- Lady Loring’s narrative of the con- |

Versation which had taken place be-
tween Stella and herself had encour-
aged the husband to try his proposed
experiment without delay. ‘1 shall
send a letter at once to Romayne’s ho-
tel,” he said.

¢ Inviting him to come here to-day ¥’
her ladyship inquired.

‘Yes. I shali say I particularly
Wish {0 consult him about a picture.
Are we to prepare Stella to see him !

or would it be hetter to let the meet- |
 of a woman’s dress over the carpet

Ing take her by surprise }’
¢ Certainly not !’ said Lady Loring.
ith her sensitive disposition, I am
afraid of taking Stella by surprise.
¢t me only tell her that Romayne is
the.original of her portrait, and that
€ 1s likely to call on you to see thé
Elcture to-day—and leave the rest to
i, ’
L{idy Loring’s suggestion was im-
Mediately carried out. In the first fer-
Your of her agitation, Stella had de-

<

clared that her courage was not equal
to a meeting with Romayne on that
day. Becoming more composed, she
yielded to Lady Loring’s persuasion so
far ag to promise that she would at
least make the attempt to follow her
friend to the gallery. ¢If I go down
with you,’ she said, ‘it will look as if
we had arranged the thing between us.
I can’t bear even to think of that!
Let me look in by myself, as if it was
by accident.” Consenting to this ar-
rangement, Lady Loring had proceeded
alone to the gallery, when Romayne's
visit was announced. The minutes
passed, and Stella did not appear.
Lord Toring thought it possible that
she might shrink from openly present-
ing herself at the main entrance to the
gallery, and might prefer —especially
if she was not aware of the priest’s
presence in the room—to slip in qui-
etly by the library door.  Failing to
find her, on putting this idea to the
test, he had discovered Penrose, and
so hastened the introduction of the
younger of the two Jesuits to Ro-
mayne.

Having gathered his papers to-
gether, Father Bonwell crossed the
library to the deep bow-window which
lighted the room, and opened his des-
patch-box, standing on a small table
in the recess. Placed in this position,
he was invisible to any person entering
the room by the hall door.

He had secured his papers in the
despatch-box, and had just closed and
locked it, when he heard the door cau-
tiously opened.

The instant afterwards the rustling

caught his ear.  Other men might
have walked out of the recess and
shown themselves. Father Benwell
stayed where he was, and waited until
the lady crossed his range of view.
The priest observed with cold at-
tention her darkly-beautiful eyes and
hair, her quickly-changing colour, her
modest grace of movement. Slowly,
and in evident agitation, she advanced
to the door of the picture gallery—and
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paused, asif she was afraid to open it.
Father Benwell heard her sigh to ber-
self softly, ¢ Oh, how shall I meet him ¥’
She turned aside to the looking-glass
over the fire-place.  The reflection of
her charming face seemed to rouse her
courage. She retraced her steps, and
timidly opened the door. Lord Loring
must have been close by at the mo-
ment. His voice immediately made
itself heard in the library.

¢ Come in, Stella—come in! Here
is a new picture for you to see; and a
friend whom I want to present to you,
who must be your friend too—Mr.
Lewis Romayne.’

The door was closed again. Father
Benwell stood still as a statue in the
recess, with his head down, deep in
thought. After a while he roused
himself, and rapidly returned to the
writing table. With a roughness
strangely unlike hiscustomary deliber-
ation of movement, he snatched a
sheet of paper out of the case, and,
frowning heavily, wrote these lines on
it = —

¢ Since my letter was sealed, I have
made a discovery which must be com-
municated without a loss of post. I
greatly fear there may be a woman in
our way. Trust me to combat thisob-
stacle as I have combatted other ob-
stacles. In the meantime the work

goes on. Penrose has received hisfirst |

instructions, and has to-day been pre-
sented to Romayne.’

He addressed this letter to Rome, as
he had addressed the letter preceding
it. ¢Now for the woman !’ he said to
himself—and opened the door of the
picture gallery.

CHAPTER 1V.
FATHER BENWELL HITS.

RT has its trials as well as its
triumphs. It is powerless to

asgert itself against the sordid inter-
ests of everyday life. The greatest
book ever written, the finest picture
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ever painted, appeals in vain to minds
pre-occupied by selfish and secret cares.
On entering Lord Loring’s gallery,
Father Benwell found but one person
who was not looking at the pictures
under false pretences.

Innocent of all suspicion of the con-
flicting interests whose struggle now
centred in himself, Romayne was care-
fully studying the picture which had
been made the pretext for inviting
him to the house. He had bowed to
Stella, with a tranquil admiration of
her beauty ; he had shaken hands with
Penrose, and had said some kind
words to his future secretary—and
then he had turned to the picture, as
if Stella and Penrose had ceased from
that moment to occupy his mind.

“In your place,” he said quietly to
Lord Loring, ¢ I should not buy this
work.’

¢ Why not ¥’

‘It seems to me to have the serious
defect of the modern English school
of painting. A total want of thought
in the rendering of the subject, dis-
guised under dexterous technical tricks
of the brush. When you have seen
one of that man’s pictures, you have
seen all. He manufactures—he doesn’t
paint.’

Futher Benwell came in while Ro-
mayne was speaking. He went
through the ceremonies of introduc-
tion to the master of Vange Abbey
with perfect politeness, but a little ab-
sently. His mind was bent on put-
ting his suspicion of Stella to the test
of confirmation. Not waiting to be
presented, he turned to her with the
air of fatherly interest and chastened
admiration which he well knew how
to assume in his intercourse with wo-
men.

‘May I ask if you agree with Mr.
Romayne's estimate of the picture?
he said, in his gentlest tones. .

She had heard of him, and of hi8
position in the house. It was quite
needless for Lady Loring to whisper
to her, ¢ Father Benwell, my dear!
Her antipathy identified him as read-
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ily as her sympathy might have identi-
fied a man who had produced a
favourable impression on her. ¢I
have no pretensions to be a critic,” she
answered, with frigid politeness. ¢I
only know what I personally like or
dislike.’

The reply exactly answered Father
Benwell's purpose. Tt diverted Ro-
mayne’s attention from the picture to
Stella. The priest had secured his
opportunity of reading their faces
while they were looking at each other.

‘1 think you have just stated the
true motive for all criticism,” Ro-
ayne said to Stella. ¢ Whether we
only express our opinions of pictures
or books in the course of conversa-
tion, or whether we assert them at
full length, with all the authority of
print, we are really speaking, in either
Cage, of what personally pleases or
tepels us. My poor opinion of that
Picture means that it says nothing to
Me.  Does it say anything to You?’

He smiled gently as he put the
Question to her ; but there was no be-
trayal of emotion in his eyes or in his
Voice,

omayne was concerned, Father Ben-
well looked at Stella.

Steadily as she controlled herself,

the confession of her heart’s secret.

ound its way into her face. The
coldly-composed expression which had
confronted the priest when she spoke
% him, melted away softly urder the
Influence of Romayne’s voice and Ro-
Mayne’s look. Without any positive
change of colour, her delicate skin
glowed faintly, as if it felt some ani-
Mating inner warmth. Her eyes and
1p8 brightened with a new vitality ;
er frail elegant figure seemed insen-
Sibly ¢ strengthen and expand, like
the Jeaf of a flower under a favouring
Sunny air. When she answered Ro-
Mayne (agreeing with him, it is need-
®88 to say), there was a tender per-
SUasiveness in her tones, shyly invit-
Ing him to speak to her and still to
look at her, which would in itself
&ve told Father Benwell the truth,

Relieved of anxiety so far as |
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even if he had not been in a position
to see her face. Confirmed in his
doubts of her, he looked, with con-
cealed suspicion, at Lady Loring next.
Sympathy with Stella, was undis-
guisedly expressed to him in the
honest blue eyes of Stella’s faithful
friend.

The discussion on the subject of the
unfortunate picture was resumed by
Lord Loring, who thought the opinions
of Romayne and Stella needlessly
severe. Lady Loring, as usual, agreed
with her husband. While the general
attention was occupied in this way,
Father Benwell said a word to Pen-
rose—thus far a silent listener to the
discourses on Art.

¢ Have you seen the famous portrait
of the first Lady Loring, by Gains-
borough ?’ he asked. Without wait-
ing for a reply, he took Penrose by
the arm and led him away to the pic-
ture—which had the additional merit,
under present circumstances, of hang-
ing at the other end of the gallery.

‘How do you like Romayne ?’ Fa-
ther Benwell put the question in low
peremptory tones, evidently impatient
for a reply.

¢ He interests me already,’ said Pen-
rose. ‘ He looks soill and so sad, and
he spoke to me so kindly—’

¢In short,’ Father Benwell inter-
posed, ‘ Romayne has produced a
favourable impression on you. Let
us get on to the next thing. You
must produce a favourable impression
on Romayne.’

Penrose sighed. ¢With the best
will to make myself agreeable to the
people whom I like,” he said, sadly,
‘I seldom succeed. They used to tell
me at Oxford that I was shy—and I
am afraid that is against me. I wish
I possessed some of your social ad-
vantages, Father!’

‘Leave it to me, son! Are they
still talking about the picture?’

‘Yes.'

‘I have something more to say to
you. Have you noticed the young
lady %’
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T thought her beautiful—but she
looks a little cold.’

Father Benwell smiled. ¢ When
will not believe in appearances where
women are concerned. Do you know
what / think of her?
you like—and dangerous as well.’

¢ Dangerous! In what way?’

thur. She is in love with Romayne.
Wait a minute! And Lady Loring

|
|
|
4
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¢Tell me something before T answer
you,” said Father Benwell. ¢ How old

i do you take Miss Eyrecourt to be ?’
you are as old as T am,’ he said, ¢ you !

‘I am not a good judge in such

| matters. Between twenty and twenty-

. five, perhaps?’

Beautiful, if |
. mate, Arthur.

¢ We will take her age at that esti-
In former years, I

i have had opportunities of studying
‘This is for your private ear, Ar-

women's characters in the confessional.

i Can you guess what my experience

—-unless I am entirely mistaken in
what I observed—knows it and fa- °

vours it. The beautiful Stella may
be the destruction of all our hopes,
unless we keep Romayne out of her
way.’

These words were whispered, with
an earnestness and agitation which
surprised Penrose.  His superior’s
equanimity was not easily overthrown.
‘Are you sure, Father; of what you
say !’ he asked.

‘I am quite sure—or I should not
have spoken.’

‘Do you think Mr. Romayne re-
turns the feeling ¥’

‘Not yet, luckily. You must use ;
‘ THE group before the picture which

Her surname, I

' was broken up.

your first friendly influence over him.
What is her name !
mean.’

¢ Eyrecourt. Miss Stella Eyrecourt.’

‘Very well. You must use your
influence (when you are quite sure
that it 7s an influence) to keep Mr.
Romayne away from Miss Eyrecourt.’

Penrose looked embarrassed. I
am afraid T should hardly know how
to do that,’ he said. “Buat I should
naturally, as his assistant, encourage
him to keep to his studies.’

‘Whatever Arthur's superior might
privately think of Arthur’s reply, he
received it with outward indulgence.
¢ That will come to the same thing,” he
said.
formation I want—that is strictly be-

mayne.

tells me of Miss Eyrecourt ?’
¢ No, indeed !’
¢ A lady is not in love for the first

, time, when she is between twenty and

twenty-five years old-—that is my ex-
perience,’ said Father Benwell. <IfI
can find a person capable of informning
me, I may make some valuable dis-
coveries in the earlier history of Miss
Eyrecourt’s life. No more, now. We
had better return to our friends.’

CHAPTER V.

FATHER BENWELL MISSES,

had been the subject of dispute
In one part of the
gallery, Lady Loring and Stella were
whispering together on a sofa. In
another part, Lord Loving was speak-
ing privately to Romayne.

‘Do you think you will like Mr-
Penrose !’ his lordship asked.

“Yes—so far as I can tell at present.
He seems to hemodest and intelligent:

‘You are looking ill, my dear Ro-
Have you again heard the

i voice that haunts you?’

¢ Besides, when [ get the in- -
| ing.

tween ourselves—I may be of some -

use in placing obstacles in the lady’s
way.

Penrose started.
Le repeated. ¢ What information ¢’

Romayne answered with evidenb
reluctance. ¢ 1 don’t know why,’ }%e
said—¢but the dread of hearing i
again has oppressed me all this morn-
To tell you the truth, I cam®
here in the hope that the chang®

. might relieve me.’

¢ Information !’ '

¢ Has it done so?’
‘ Yes—thus far.’ )
“Doesn’t that suggest, my friends
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that a greater change might be of use
to you?’

¢ Don't ask me about it, Loring! I
can go through my ordeal—but I hate
speaking of it.’

‘Let us speak of something else
then,’ said Lord Loring. ¢ What do
you think of Miss Eyrecourt ’

¢ A very striking face; full of ex-
pression and character.  Leonardo
would have painted a noble portrait of
her. But there is something in her
manner——'  He stopped, unwilling
or unable to finish the sentence.

¢ Something you don't like?’ Lord
Loring suggested.

‘ No ; something I don’t quite un-
derstand. One doesn’t expect to find
any embarrassment in the manner of
a well-bred women. And yet, she
seemed to be embarrassed when she
spoke to me. Perhaps I produced an
unfortunate impression on her.’

Lord Loring laughed. ¢ In any man
but you, Romayne, I should call that
affectation.’

‘Why ?’ Romayne asked sharply.

Lord Loring looked unfeignedly sur-
prised. “My dear fellow, do you
really think you are the sort of man
who impresses a woman unfavourably
at first sight! For once in your life,
Indulge in the amiable weakness of

doing yourself justice—and find a bet- |

ter reason for Miss Eyrecourt’s em-
barrassment.’

For the first time since he and his
friend had been talking together, Ro-
mayne turned towards Stella.
hocently caught her in the act of look-
Ing at him. A younger woman, or a
Woman of weaker character, would
have looked away aguin.
Noble head dropped; her eyes sank
slowly, until they rested on her long
White hands crossed upon her lap.

Or a moment more Romayne looked
at her with steady attention. He
Yoused himself, and spoke to Lord

oring in lowered tones.

‘ Have you known Miss Eyrecourt
for a long time}’

‘She is my wife’s oldest and dearest

He in- ;

Stella’s

friend. I think, Romayne, you would
feel interested in Stella, if you saw
more of her.’

Romaynebowed in silent submission
to Lord Loring's prophetic remark.
¢ Let us look at the pictures,” he said
quietly.

As he moved down the gallery, the
two priests met him, Father Ben-
well saw his opportunity of helping
Penrose to produce a favourable im-
pression.

‘ Forgive the curiosity of an old
student, Mr. Romayne,” he said in his
pleasant, cheerful way. ¢Lord Loring
tells me you have sent to the country
for your books. Do you find a Lon-
don hotel favourable to study ?’

‘It is a very quiet hotel,” Romayne
answered ; ‘and the people know my
ways.” He turned to Arthur. ‘I
have my own set of rooms, M. Pen-
rose,” he continued—*¢ with a room at
your disposal. I used to enjov the
solitude of my house in the country.
My tastes have lately changed—there
are times now when I want to see the
life in the streets, as a relief. Though
we ave in an hotel, I can promise that
you will not be troubled by interrup-
tions, when you kindly lend me the
use of your pen.’

Father Benwell answered bhefore
Penrvose could speak. ¢ You may per-
haps find my young friend’s memory
of some use to you, Mr. Romayne, as
well as his pen. Penrose has studied
in the Vatican Library. If your read-
ing leads you that way, he knows
more than most men of the rare old
manuscripts which treat of the early
history of Christianity.’

This delicately-managed reference
to Romayne’s projected work on ¢ The
Origin of Religions’ produced itseftect.
He became instantly interested in Pen-
rose and his studies. ¢ I should like
very much to speak to you about those
manuscripts,” he said. ¢ Coples of
some of them may perhaps be in the
Eritish Museum. 1s it asking too
much to inquire if you are disengaged
this morning %’
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I am entirely at your service, Mr.
Romayne.’

¢If you will kindly call at my hotel
in an hour's time, I shall have looked
over my notes, and shall be ready for
you with a list of titles and dates.
There is the address.’

With those words, he advanced to
take his leave of Lady Loring and
Stella.

Father Benwell was a man posses-
sed of extraordinary power of foresight
—but he was not infallible.  Seeing
that Romayne was on the point of
leaving the house, and feeling that he
had paved the way successfully for
Romayne's amanuensis, he too readily

assumed that there was nothing further |

to be gained by remaining in the
gallery.  In arriving at this conclu-
sion, he was additionally influenced
by private and personal considera-
tions. The interval before Penrose
called at the hotel might be usefully
filled up by some wise words of ad-
vice, relating to the religious uses to
which he might turn his intercourse
with Romayne, when he bad suth-
ciently established himself in the con-
fidence of his employer. There might,
no doubt, be future opportunities for
accomplishing this object—but Father
Benwell was not a man to trust too
implicitly in the future. The present
occasion was, in respectof its certainty,
the occasion that he preferred. Mak-
ing one of bis ready and plausible ex-
cuses, he returned with Penrose to the
library—and so committed (as he him-
self discovered at a later time) one of
the few mistakes in the long record of
his life.

In the meanwhile, Romayne was
not permitted to bring his visit to a
conclusion, without hospitable remon-
strance on the part of Lady Loring.
She felt for Stella, with a woman’s
enthusiastic devotion to the interests
of true love ; and she had firmly re-
solved that a matter so trifling as the
cultivation of Romayne’s mind, should
not be allowed to stand in the way of
the far more important enterprise of

|

]
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opening his heart to the influence of
the sex.

¢ Stay, and lunch with us,’ she said,
when he beld out his hand to bid her
good-bye.

*Thank you, Lady Loring, I never
take lunch.’

¢ Well then, come and dine with us
—no party ; only ourselves. To-mor-
row, and next day, we are disengaged.
Which day shall it be?’

Romayne still resisted. * You are
very kind. In my state of health, I
am unwilling to make engagements
which I may not be able to keep.’

Lady Loring was just as resolute on
her side. She appealed to Stella.
‘Mr. Romayne persists, my dear, in
putting me off with excuses. Try if
you can persuade him.’

¢/ am not likely to have any in-
fluence, Adelaide.’

Thetone in which she replied struck
Romayne. He looked at her. Her
eyes, gravely meeting his eyes, held
him with a strange fascination. She
was not herself conscious how openly
all that wag noble and true in her na-
ture, and that was most deeply and
sensitively felt in her aspirations,
spoke at that moment in her look.
Romayne's face changed; he turned
pale under the new emotion that she
had roused in him. Lady Loring ob-
served him attentively.

¢ Perhaps you underrate your in-
fluence, Stella?’ she suggested.

Stella remained impenetrable to per-
suasion. ‘I have only been introduced
to Mr. Romayne half an hour since,’
she said. ‘I am not vain enough to
suppose that I can produce a favour-
able impression on any one on so short
a time.’

She had expressed, in other words,
Romayne’s own idea of himself, ip
speaking of her to Lord Loring. He
was struck by the coincidence.

‘ Perhaps we have begun, Miss Eyre:
court, by misinterpreting one another,
he said. ¢ We may arrive at a better
understanding, when I have the hon-
our of meeting you again.’
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He hesitated, and looked at Lady
Loring. She was not the woman to
let a fair opportunity escape her. ‘We
will say to-morrow evening,’ she re-
sumed, ‘at seven o’clock.’

¢To morrow,” said Romayne. He
shook hands with Stella, and left the
picture gallery.

Thus far, the conspiracy to marry
him promised even more hopefully
than the conspiracy to convert him.
AndFather Benwell, carefully instruct-
ing Penrose in the next room, was not
aware of it !

But the hours, in their progress,
mark the march of events as surely as
they mark the march of time. The
day passed, the evening came—and,
with its coming, the prospects of the
conversation brightened in their turn.

Let Father Benwell himself relate
how it happened—in extract from his
report to Rome, written the same
evening.

¢. . . T hadarranged with Pen-
rose that he should call at my lodg-
ings, and tell me how he had prospered
at the first performance of his duties
as secretary to Romayne.

¢ The moment he entered the room,
the signs of disturbance in his face
told me that something serious had
happened. I asked directly if there
there had been any disagreement be-
tween Romayne and himself.

‘He repeated the word with every
appearance of surprise. “ Disagree-
ment 1” he said. ¢ No words can tell
how sincerely I feel for Mr. Romayne,
and how eager I am to be of service to
hlm K

‘ Relieved so far, I naturally asked
What had happened. Penrose betrayed
& marked embarrassment in answering
y question.

¢«“I have innocently surprised a
Secret,” he said, “ on which I had no
right to intrude. All that I can hon-
Ourably tell you, shall be told. Add
% your many kindnesses, Father—and
don’t command me to speak, when it
18 my duty towards a sorely-tried man
to be silent, even to You.”

It is needless tosay thatT abstained
from directly answering this strange
appeal. If I found it necessary to our
interests to assert my spiritual author-
ity, I was, of course, resolved to do it.
“Let me hear what you can tell,” 1
replied, ““and then we shall see.”

“Upon this, he spoke. I need hardly
recall to your memory how careful we
were, in first planning the attempt to
recover the Vange property, to assure
ourselves of the promise of success,
which the peculiar character of the
present owner held out to us. In re-
porting what Penrose said,I communi-
cate a discovery, which I venture to
think will be as welcome to you as it
was to me,

‘He began by reminding me of
what T had myself told him in speak-
ing of Romayne. ¢ You mentioned
having heard from Lord Loring of a
great sorrow or remorse from which
he was suffering,” Penrose said ; ¢ and
you added that your informant ab-
stained from mentioning what the
nature of that remorse, or of the ner-
vous malady connected with it, might
be. I know what he suffers, and why
he suffers, and with what noble resig-
nation he submits to his affliction.”

‘There Penrose stopped. You know
the emotional nature of the man. It
was only by a bard struggle with him-
self that he abstained from bursting
into tears. I gave him time—and then
I asked how he made the discovery.

‘He hesitated, but he anwered
plainly, so far. ¢ We were sitting to-
gether at the table, looking over his
notes and memoranda,” Penrose said,
“when he suddenly dropped the manu-
script from which he was reading to
me. A ghastly paleness overspread
his face. Hestarted up, and put both
his hands to his ears as if he heard
something dreadful, and was trying to
deafen himself to it. I ran to the
door to call for help. He stopped me ;
he spoke in faint gasping tones, for-
bidding me to call anyone in to wit-
ness what he suffered. It was not the
first time, he said ; it would soon be-
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over. If I had not courage to remain
with him { could go, and return when
he was himself again. I so pitied him
that [ found the courage to remain.
When it was over, he took me by the
hand, and thanked me. I had stayed
by him like a friend, he said, and like
a friend he would treat me. Sooner
or later (those were his exact words)
I must be taken into his confidence —
and it should be now. He told me
his melancholy story. I implore you,
Father, don’t ask me to repeat it ! Be
content if I tell you the effect of it on
myself. The one hope, the one con-
solation for him, is in our holy re-
ligion. With all my heart 1 devote
myself to his conversion—and, in
my inmost soul, I feel the conviction
that I shall succeed !”

¢To this effect, and in this tone,
Penrose spoke. I abstained from
pressing him to reveal Romayne’s con-
fession. The confession is of no con-
sequence to #s. You know how the
moral force of Arthur’s earnestness
and enthusiasm fortifies his otherwise
weak character. I, too, believe he
will succeed.

¢ But, before I close these lines,
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let me know the result, at the earliest
possible opportunity.’

Having completed his report, Father
Benwell reverted to the consideration
of his proposed inquiries into the past
history of Stella’s life.

Reflection convinced him that it
would be unwise to attempt, no mat-
ter how guardedly, to obtain the
necessary information from Lord Lor-
ing or his wife. If he assumed, at his
age, to take a strong interest in a
Protestant young lady, who had no-
toriously avoided him, they would
certainly feel surprise—and surprise
might, in due course of development,
turn to suspicion.

There was but one other person
under Lord Loring’s roof to whom he

. could address himself—and that per-

' son was the housekeeper.

there is a question which I must sub- :

mit to your consideration.

¢ You are already informed that there :

is a woman in our way. She shall not
stcceed in her designs on Romayne, if
I can prevent it. But other women
may try their temptations on him.
Even the conversion, from which we
hope and expect so much, cannot be
relied on to secure the restitution of
the Vange property. It is not enough
for us that the property is not entail-
ed, and that there is no near relation
with any pretensions to inherit it.
While Romayne remains a marriage-
able man, there is always the danger of
an heir to the estate being born. In iy

As an old
servant, possessing Lady Loring’s con-
fidence, she might prove a source of
information ; and, as a good Catholic,
she would feel flattered by the notice
of the spiritual director of the house-
hold.

‘It may not be amiss,” thought

" Father Benwell, ‘If I try the house-
! keeper.’

CHAPTER VI.
THE ORDER OF THE DISHES.

_V HEN Miss Notman assumed

the post of housekeeper in
Lady Loring’s service, she was accu-
rately described, as ¢ a competent and

~ respectable person ;” and was praised,

with perfect truth, for her incorrup-
tible devotion to the interests of her
employers.  On its weaker side, her
character was represented by the wear-

. ing of a youthful wig, and the erro-

humble opinion, the one safe courseis

50 to impress his mind, by means of
Penrose, as to cultivate in him a voca-
tion for the priesthood. As a priest,
we ave sure of him.  Be so0 good as to
present this idea at head-quarters, and

neous conviction that she still pos-
essed a fine figure. The ruling idea
in her narrow little mind was the idea
of her own dignity. Any offence
offered in this direction oppressed her
memory for days together, and foun

| its way outwards in speech to any



THE BLACK ROBE.

human being whose attention she
could secure.

At five o'clock, on the day which
followed his introduction to Romayne,
Father Benwell sat drinking his cof-
fee in the housekeeper’s room—to all
appearance as much at his ease, as if
ke had known Miss Notman from the
remote days of ber childhood. A new
contribution to the housekeeper’s little
library of devotional works lay on the
table, and bore silent witness to the
means by which he had made those
first advances which had won him his
present position. Miss Notan’s sense
of dignity was doubly flattered. She
had a priest for her guest, and a ew
book with the reverend gentleman’s
autograph inscribed on the title-page.

‘Is your coffee to your liking,
Father ¢

¢ A little more sugar, if you please.’

Miss Notman was proud of her
hand, viewed as one of the meritori-
ous details of her figure. She took up
the sugar-tongs with suavity and
grace ; she dropped the sugar into the
cup, with a youthful pleasure in
ministering to the minor desives of her
Ulustrious guest. ‘It is so good of
You, Father, to honour me in this
way,” she said —with the appearance

of sixteen superinduced upon the

Teality of sixty.

Father Benwell was an adept at
moral disguises of all kinds.  On this
Occasior, he wore the disgnise of pas-
toral simplicity. ‘I am an idle old
Wman at this hour of the afternoon,’ he
Said, <] hope I am not keepiug you
trom any household duties?’

_ I generally enjoy my duties,” Miss

otman answered. * To-day they have
hot been so agreeable as usual : it is
& relicf to me, to have done with them.

ven my humble position has its
trials,’

Persons acquainted with Miss Not-
Man’s character, hearing these last
Words, would have at once changed

¢ subject. When she spoke of her

umble position,” she invariably re-
Crred to some offence offered to her
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dignity, and she was invariably ready
to state her grievance at full length.
Ignorant of this peculiarity, Father
Benwell committed a fatal error. He
inquired, with courteous interest, what
the housekeeper’s *trials ’ might be.

¢Oh, sir, they are beneath your
notice !’ said Miss Notman, modestly.
¢ At the same time, I should feel it an
honour to have the benefit of your
opinion—I should so like to know
that you did not altogether disap-
prove of my conduct, under some pro-
vocation. You see, Father, the whole
responsibility of ordering the dinners
falls on Me. And, when thereis com-
pany, as there is this evening, the re-
sponsibility is particularly trying to a
timid person like myself.’

‘A large dinner party, Miss Not-
man 1’

¢Oh, dear, no! Quite the reverse.
Only one gentleman—Mr. Romayne.’

Father Benwell set down his cup of
coffee, half way to his lips. He at
once drew the correct conclusion, that
the invitation to Romayne must have
been given and accepted, after he had”
left the picture gallery. That the
object was to bring Romayne and
Stella together, under circumstances
which would rapidly improve their
acquaintance, was as plain to him as if
he had heard it confessed in so many
words. If he only had remained in the
gallery, he might have become acquain-
ted with the form of persuasion used to
induce a man so unsocial as Romayne
to accept an invitation. ¢I have my-
self to blame,’ he thought bitterly,
¢ for being left in the dark.’

¢ Anything wrong with the coffee ?’
Miss Notman asked anxiously.

He rushed on his fate. He said,
¢ Nothing whatever, pray go on.’

Miss Notman went on,

¢You see, Father, Lady Loring was
unusually particular about the dinner,
on this occasion. She said, “ Lord
Loring reminds me that Mr. Romayne
is a very little eater, and yet very
difficult to please in what he does eat.”
Of course I consulted my experience,
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and suggested exactly the sort of din-
ner that was wanted under the circum-
stances. I wish to do her ladyship
the utmost justice. She made no ob-
jection to the dinner in itself. On
the contrary, she complimented me on,
what she was pleased to call, my ready
invention. But, when we came next
to the order in which the dishes were
to be served—’ Miss Notman paused
in the middle of the sentence, and
shuddered over the private and poig-
nant recollections which the order of
the dishes called up.

By this time, Father Benwell had
discovered his mistake. He took a
mean advantage of Miss Notman’s
susceptibilities to slip his own private
inquiries into the interval of silence.

‘Pardon my ignorance,” he said;
‘my own poor dinner is a matter of
ten minutes, and one dish. I don’t
understand a difference of opinion on
adinner for three people only. Lord
and Lady Loring, two; Mr. Romayne,
three—oh ! perhaps I am mistaken ?
Perhaps Miss Eyrecourt makes a
fourth ¥’

¢ Certainly, Father !’

‘A very charming person, Miss
Notman. I only speak as a stranger.
You, no doubt, are much better ac-
guainted with Miss Eyrecourt ?’

¢ Much better, indeed—if I may
presume to say so,” Miss Notman re-
plied. ¢She is my lady’s intimate
friend ; we have often talked of Miss
Eyrecourt, during the many years ‘of
my residence in this house. On such
subjects, her ladyship treats me quite
on the footing of an humble friend. A
complete contrast to the tone she took,
Father, when we came to the order of
the dishes. We agreed, of course,
about the soup and the fish ; but we
had a little, a very little, divergence
of opinion, as I may call it, on the
subject of the dishes to follow. Her
ladyship said, “ First the sweetbreads,
and then the cutlets.” I ventured to
suggest that the sweetbreads, as white
meats, had better not immediately fol-
low the turbot, as white fish. * The
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brown meat, my lady,” I said, “as an
agreeable variety presented to the eye,
and then the white meat, recalling
pleasant remembrances of the white
fish.” You see the point, Father!’

¢ I see, Miss Notman, that you are
a consummate mistress of an art which
is quite beyond poor me. Was Miss
Eyrecourt present at the little dis-
cussion }’

¢Oh,no! Indeed I should have ob-
Jjected to her presence ; I should have
said she was a young lady out of her
proper place.’

‘Yes, yes ; I understand. Is Miss
Eyrecourt an only child ¢’
¢ An only child now.

sister, who is dead.’

¢Sad for the father and mother,
Miss Notman !’

¢ Pardon me, sad for the mother, no
doubt. The father died long since.’

“Aye? aye? A sweet woman, the
mother? At least, I think I have
heard so.’

Miss Notman shook her head. *I
should wish to guard myself against
speaking unjustly of any one,’ she
said ; ¢ but when you talk of a “sweeb
woman,” you imply (as it seems to me)
the domestic virtues. Mrs. Eyrecourt is
essentially a frivolous person.’

A frivolous person is, in the vasb
majority of cases, a person easily per-
suaded to talk, and not disposed to be
reticent in keeping secrets. Father
Benwell began to see his way already
to the necessary information. ¢I8
Mrs. Eyrecourt living in London ' he
inquired.

‘Oh, dear,no! At this time of year
she lives entirely in other people®
houses—goes from one country seat t©
another, and only thinks of amusing
herself. No domestic qualities, Father:
She would know nothing of the order
of the dishes! Lady Loring, I shoul
have told you, gave way in the matter
of the sweetbread. It was only at quit®
the latter part of my “Menoco” (a8 ?h‘e
French call it) that she showed a spll'}t
of opposition—well ! well! I won
dwell on that. I will only ask yo¥

She had a



THE BLACK ROBE.

Father, at what part of a dinner an
oyster-omelette ought to be served P’
Father Benwell seized his opportu-
nity of discovering Mrs Eyrecourt’s
present address. ¢ My dear lady,” he
said, ¢ I know no more when the ome-
lette ought to be served than Mrs,
Eyrecourt herself! It must be very
pleasant, to a lady of her way of think-
ing, to enjoy the beauties of Nature

inexpensively—as seen in other peo- | proceeded, ¢ did not encourage me to go

ple’s houses, from the point of view of . on. “There are reasons for not pursu-

a welcome guest. 1 wonder whether
she is staying at any country seat
which I happen to have seen?’

¢ She may be in England, Scotland,
or Ireland, for all I know,” Miss Not-
man answered, with an unaffected ig-
norance which placed her good faith
beyond doubt. *‘Consult your own
taste, Father. After eating jelly, cream
and ice-pudding, could you even look
at an oyster-omelette, without shudder-
ing 7 Would you believeit ¢ Her lady-
ship proposed to serve the omelette
with the cheese. Oysters, after sweets!
T am not (as yet) a married woman—'

Father Benwell made a last desper-
ate effort to pave the way for one more
question, before he submitted to defeat.
‘That must be your fault, my dear
lady !’ he interposed, with his persua-
sive smile. .

Miss Notman simpered. ¢ You con-
fuse me, Father !” she said softly.

‘1 speak from inward conviction,
Miss Notman. To a looker-on, like
Mmyself, it is sad to see how many sweet
Women, who might be angels in the
households of worthy men, prefer to
lead a single life. The Church, I know,
exalts the single life to the highest
Place. But even the Church allows
exceptions to its rule. Under this
roof, for example, I think I see two
©xceptions. One of them my unfeigned
Tespect’ (he bowed to Miss Notman),
- forbids me to indicate more particu-
arly. The other seems, to my humble
Yiew, to be the young lady of whom we

ave been speaking. Is it not strange
that Miss Egrecourt has never been
Married 3’

2

|
|
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The trap had been elaborately set ;
Father Benwell had every reason to

| anticipate that Miss Notman would

walk into it. This disconcerting house-
keeper walked up to it—and then
proved unable to advance a step far-
ther.

‘I once made the same remark my-
self to Lady Loring,’ she said.

¢ And her ladyship,” Miss Notman

ing that subject.” she said ; * reasons
into which, [ am sure, you will not
expect me to enter.”” She spoke with
a flattering confidence in my prudence
which [ felt gratefully. Such a con-
trast to her tone when the omelette

. presented itself in the order of the

dishes! As I said just now, I am not
a married woman. But if I proposed
to my husband to give him an oyster-
omelette after his puddings and his
pies, I should not be surprised if he
said to me, “ My dear, have you taken
leave of your senses?” I reminded
Lady Loring most respectfully that a
cheese-omelette might be in its proper

. place, if it followed the sweets. * An

. oyster-omelette,” I suggested, “surely

comes after the birds?” T should be
sorry to say that her ladyship lost her
temper—I will only mention that I
kept mine. Let me repeat what she
said, and leave you, Father, to draw
your own conclusions. She said,
“Which of us is mistress in this house,
Miss Notman? I order the oyster-
omelette to come in with the cheese.”
There was not only irritability, there
was contempt—oh, yes! contempt—
in her tone. Out of respect for myself,
I made noreply. As a Christian, [ cen
forgive; as a wounded gentlewomar,
I may not find it so easy to forget.’
Miss Notman laid herself back in
her easy chair—she looked as if she had
suffered martyrdom, and only regretted
having been obliged to mentionit. Fa-
ther Benwell surprised the wounded
gentlewoman by rising to his feet.

‘You are not going away already,
Father ¢’
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¢ Time flies fast in yoursociety,dear 1 to tell you about it.

Miss Notman. 1 have an engagement
—and I am late for it already.’

The housekeeper smiled sadly. ¢ At
least let me hear that you don’t dis-
approve of my conduct under trying
circumstances, she said.

Father Benwell took her hand. ‘A
true Christian only feels offences to
pardon them,” he remarked, in his
priestly and paternal character. ‘ You
have shown me, Miss Notman,. that
you are a true Christian. My evening
has indeed been well spent. God bless
you !’

He pressed her hand ; he shed on
her the light of his fatherly smile;
he sighed, and took his leave. Miss
Notman's eyes followed him out with
devotional admiration.

Father Benwell still preserved his
serenity of temper when he was out
of the housekeeper’s sight. One im-
portant discovery he had made, in
spite of the difticulties placed in his
way. A compromising circumstance
had unquestionably occurred in Stella’s
past life; and a man was, beyond all
doubt, in some way connected with it.
‘My evening has not been entirely
thrown away,” he thought, as he as-
cended the stairs which led from the
housekeeper’s room to the hall.

CHAPTER VIL
THE INFLUENCE OF STELLA,

NTERING the hall, Father Ben-

well heard a knock at the house

door. The servants appeared to recog-

nige the knock—the porter admitted
Lord Loring.

Father Benwell advanced,and made
his bow. It was a perfect obeisance
of its kind—respect for Lord Loring,
unobtrusively accompanied by respect
for himself. ¢ Has your lordship been
walking in the park !’ he inquired.

‘I have been out on business,” Lord
Loring answered ; ‘and I should like
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If you can spare
me a few minutes, come into the
library. Some time since,” he resumed,
when the door was closed, ‘I think T
mentioned that my friends had been
speaking to me on a subject of some
importance—the subject of opening
my picture galiery occasionally to the
public.’

‘I remember,’ said Father Benwell.
¢ Has your lordship decided what to
do?’

¢Yes. 1 have decided (as the phrase
i8) “ to go with the times,” and follow
the example of other owners of picture
galleries. Don’t suppose I ever doubt-
ed that it is my duty to extend, to
the best of my ability, the civilising in-
fluences of Art. My only hesitation
in the matter arose from a dread of
some accident happening, or some in-
Jjury being done, to the pictures. Even
now, I can only persuade myself to try
the experiment, under certain restric-
tions.’

¢ A wise decision, undoubtedly,” said
Father Benwell. ¢In such a city as
this, you could hardly open your gal-
lery to everybody who happens to pass
the house-door.

‘I am glad you agree with me,
Father. The gallery will be opened
for the first time on Monday. Any
respectably-dressed person, presenting
a visiting card at the offices of the
librarians in Bond Street and Regent
Street, will receive a free ticket of
admission; the number of the tickets,
it. is needless to say, being limited,
and the gallery being only opened
to the public two days in the week.
You will be here, I suppose, on Mon-
day?’

¢ Certainly. My work in the library,
as your lordship can see, has only be-
gun.’

‘I am very anxious about the suc-
cess of this experiment, said Lo
Loring, ‘Do look in at the gallery,
once or twice in the course of the day»
and tell me what your own impression
is.’

Having expressel his readiness t0
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assist ¢ the experiment,’” in every pos-
sible way, Father Benwell still lin-
gered in the library. He was secretly
conscious of a hope that he might, at
the eleventh hour, be invited to join
Romayne at the dinner-table. Lord
Loring only looked at the clock on the
mantelpiece ; it was nearly time to
dress for dinner. The priest had no
alternative but to take the hint, and
leave the house.

Five minutes after he had with-
drawn, a messenger delivered a letter
for Lord Loring, in which Father Ben-
well's interests were directly involved.
The letter was from Romayne ; it con-
tained his excuses for breaking hisen-
gagement, literally at an hour’s notice.

¢ Only yesterday,’ he wrote, ¢ I had
a return of what you, my dear friend,
call ¢ the delusion of the voice.” The
nearer the hour of your dinner ap-
proaches, the more I feel the dread
that the same thing may happen in
your house. Pity me, and forgive
me.’

Even good-natured Lord Loring felt
some difficulty in pitying and forgiv-
ing, when he read these lines. ‘This
sort of caprice might be excusable in
a woman,” he thought. ¢ A man ought
really to be capable of exercising some
self-control. Poor Stella! And what
will my wife say 7’

Hewalked up and down the library,
with Stella’s disappointment and Lady
Loring’s indignation prophetically pre-
sent in his mind. There was, how-
ever, no help for it—he must accept
his responsibility, and be the bearer
of the bad news.

He was on the point of leaving the
library, when a visitor appeared. The
Visitor was no less a person than Ro-
mayne himself. ¢ Have I arrived be-
fore my letter 1’ he asked, eagerly.

Lord Loring showed him the letter.

‘Throw it into the fire,” he said ;
‘and let me try to excuse myself for

aving written it. You remember the
happier days when you used to call
e the creature of impulse? An im-
Pulse produced that letter.  Another
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impulse brings me here to disown it.
I can only explain my strange con-
duct by asking you to help me at the
outset. Will you carry your memory
back to the day when the physicians
consulted on my case? I want you to
check me if I misrepresent their opin-
ions. Two of them were physicians.
The third, and last, was a surgeon, a
personal friend of your's; and ke, as
well as 1 recollect, told you how the
consultation ended ?’

¢ Quite right, Romayne—so far.’

‘The first of the two physicians,’
Romayne proceeded, ¢ declared my case
to be entirely attributable to nervous
derangement, and to be curable by
purely medical means. He proposed,
first of all, to restore ‘‘ the tone of my
stomach,” and, this done, to administer
certain medicines, having a direct in-
flence on the brain and the nervous
system. I speak ignorantly ; but, in
plain English, that. I believe, was the
substance of what he said 7’

¢The substance of what he said,’
Lord Loring replied, ‘and the sub-
stance of his prescriptions—which, I
think you afterwards tore up ¢’

¢If you have no faith in a prescrip-
tion,’ said Romayne, ‘that is, in my
opinion, the best use to which you can
put it. When it came to the turn of
the second physician, he differed with
the first, as absolutely as one man can
differ with another. The third medical
authority, your friend the surgeon,
took a middle course, and brought the
consultation to an end, by combining
the first physician's view and the se-
cond physician’s view, and mingling
the two opposite forms of treatment in
one harmonious result ¥’

Lord Loring remarked that this was
not & very respectful way of describing
the conclusion of the medical proceed-
ings. That it was the conclusion, how-
ever, he could not honestly deny.

“As long as I am right,’ said Ro-
mayne, ‘nothing else appears to be of
much importance. As I told you at
the time, the second physician appeared
to me to be the only one of the three



580

authorities who really understood my
case. Do you mind giving me, in few
words, your own impression of what
he said %’ ,

¢ Are you sure that I shall not dis-
tress you %’

¢ On the contrary, you may help me
to hope.’

¢ As I remember it,’ said Lord Lor-
ing, ¢ the doctor did not deny the in-
flence of the body over the mind. He
was quite willing to admit that the
state of your nervous system might be
one, among other, predisposing causes,
which led you——I really hardly like
to go on.’

‘ Which led me, Romayne con-
tinued, finishing the sentence for his
friend, ‘to feel that I never shall for-
give myself —accident or no accident
—for having taken that man’s life,
Now go on.’

¢ The delusion that you still hear the
voice,” Lord Loring proceeded, *is, in
the doctor’s opinion, the moral result
of the morbid state of your mind, at
the time when you really heard the
voice on the scene of the duel. The
influence acts physically, of course, by
means of certain nerves. But it is
essentially a moral influence ; and its
power over you is greatly maintained
by the self-accusing view of the cir-
cumstances which you persist in taking.
That, in substance, is my recollection
of what the doctor said.’

“And when he was asked what
remedies he proposed to try,’ Romayne
inquired, ‘do you remember his ans-
wer? ¢ The mischief which moral in-
fluences have caused, moral influences
alone can remedy.”’

‘I remember,” said Lord Loring.
¢ And he mentioned, as examples of
what he meant, the occurrence of some
new and absorbing interest in your
life, or the working of some complete
change in your habits of thought—or
perhaps some influence exercised over
you, by a person previously unknown;
appearing under unforeseen circum-
stances, or in scenes quite new to you.’

Romayne’s eyes sparkled.
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‘Now you are coming to it!’ he
cried. ‘Now I feel sure that I recall
correctly the last words the doctor
said :—“If Mr. Romayne follows my
advice, I should not be surprised to
hear that the recovery which we all
wish to see, had found its beginning
in such apparently trifling circum-
stances, as the tone of some other per-
son’s voice, or the influence of some
other person’s look.” That plain ex-
pression of his opinion only occurred
to my memory, after I had written my
foolish letter of excuse. I spare you
the course of other recollections that
followed, to come at once to the re-
sult. For the first time, I have the
hope, the faint hope, that the voice
which haunts me has been once al-
ready controlled by one of the influ-
ences of which the doctor spoke—the
influence of a look.’

If he had said this to Lady Loring,
instead of to her husband, she would
have understood him at once. Lord
Loring asked for a word more of ex-
planation.

‘I told you yesterday,’ Romayne
answered, ‘that a dread of the return
of the voice had been present to me
all the morning, and that I had come
to see the picture with an idea of try-
ingif change would relieve me. While
I was in the gullery, I was free from
the dread, and free from the voice.
When I returned to the hotel, it tor-
tured me—and Mr. Penrose, I grieve
to say, saw what [suffered. You and
Tattributed the remission tothe change
of scene. 1 now believe we were both
wrong. Where was the change? In
seeing you and Lady Loring, | saw the
two oldest friends [ have. In visiting
your gallery, I only revived the famil-
iar associations of hundreds of other
visits. To what influence was I really
indebted for my respite ? Don’t try to
dismiss the question by laughing ab
my morbid fancies. Morbid fan-
cies are realities to a man like me.
Remember the doctor’'s words, Lo-
ring. Think of a new face, seen
in your house! Think of a look
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that searched my heart for the first ¢ Miss Eyrecourt?’ he whispered.
time !’ ¢ Yes—Miss Eyrecourt.’

Lord Loring glanced once more at The library door was thrown open
the clock on the mantel-piece. The | by a servant. Stella herself entered
hands pointed to the dinner hour. the room.,

(To Le continued.)

A PRAYER.
(From the Freach of Sully Prudhomme )
BY ALICE HORTON.

L.

H, if you knew what tears they shed
Who live bereft of home and friend—
To pass my house, by pity led,
Your steps might tend.

11,

And if you knew what jubilees

Begets in sad souls one pure glance,

You'd look up where my window is
As if by chance.

111,

And did you know how a friend’s smile,

And nearness, soothes a heart that’s sore,

You might be moved to sit awhile
Before my door.

1v.

Then if you guessed I loved you, sweet,

And how my love is deep and wide—

Something might tempt your pausing feet
To come inside.
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ARTHUR OF HISTORY AND ROMANCE.

BY R. W. BOODLE, B.A., MONTREAL.

MONG medieval heroes, none

filled a more distinguished place !

in the imagination of the English,and | present century. This alone would

in fact, of all European peoples, than
King Arthur of Britain. No better
illustration of the idea that people en-
tertained of him can be found than
the Preface written by Caxton to
Malory’s ¢ Mort D’Arthur.’ Hetells
his readers that he is going to ‘im-

print the noble history of the most -
renowned Christian king—first and

chief of the three best Christian

and worthy—XKing Arthur, which |

ought most to be remembered
among us Englishmen tofore all
other Christian kings ; for,” he goes on
to say, ‘it is notoriously known
through the universal world, that

there be nine worthy and best that

ever were, that is to wit, three Pay-
nims, three Jews, and three Christian
men.’ The definite way in which the
old printer speaks is rather amusing,
but as the custom of giving our fa-
vourite heroes in confession books is
not yet extinet, and is, in fact, rather
popular with young ladies, it will be
interesting to know who these nine
worthies were, that Caxton so highly
esteemed. The Pagans are Hector of
Troy, Alexander the Great, and Julius
Cazsar, Emperor of Rome; his Jews
are Duke Joshua, David, King of
Jerusalem, and Judas Maccabeus ;
his noble Christians are Arthur, Char-
lemagne, and Godfrey of Bouillon.
But it is not because Arthur was
the beau ideal of the Middle Ages
that he has most interest for us, but
because he has become the central
figure of the series of poems by the

English Poet Laureate, which are in
many ways the most perfect of the

make us curious to learn what is to
be known of Arthur, though, by the
way, his celebrity is not confined to
the drawing-room and the library—it
has passed to the nursery. Long be-
fore any of us had heard the name of
Tennyson, we knew the lines :

¢ When good King Arthur ruled the land,
He was a goodly king ;
He stole three pecks of barley meal,
To make a bag pudding,’ &c.

It need hardly be said, that for the
predatory habits innocently ascribed
to the ¢ goodly king,’ there is not an
atom of authority in later medieval
literature ; and yet, as will be seen,
this verse curiously preserves one of
the authentic traits of the true Ar-
thur.

Before reverting to the early re-
cords, out of which the history of Ar-
thur grew, and upon which such a gi-
gantic superstructure has been reared,
it may be well to give a slight sketch
of the hero as he appears to us now—
after Walter de Map, the French Ro-
mance writers, Malory, Blackmore,
and Tennyson, have finished working
at his picture. He is a king who
comes mysteriously into the world and
lives to found an Order called the
Knights of the Round Table, who,
taking holy vows upon them, spend
their time in feasting and fighting
crushing the Pagan, and making love
to fair maidens. Their head-quarters
were at Camelot, a mysteriously-
named place, identified variously wit
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Carleon in Wales, with Winchester,
and with Cadbury in Somersetshire.
Here Arthur had his glorious castle
and hall, miraculously built by the
art of Merlin the enchanter, his chief
adviser, in which was the round table
that beheld the feasts alluded to in
the old nursery rhymes. Arvthur him-
self, a man of infinite bravery, infinite
purity, and armed with a wonderful
sword, Excalibur, which was forged
for him by his sister Morgana in the
‘depths of the lake, is ever invincible
in battle. At first it seemed that he
wag to inaugurate a new era, things
went on so prosperously, and every-
body was so virtuous. Then came the

sad tale of Lancelot’s love for Ar- |

thur’s wife, Guinevere, after which
everything began to go wrong.

‘Tt is the little rift within the lute,
That by and by will make the music mute ;
And ever widening slowly silence all.

* The little rift within the lover’s lute
Or little pitted speck in garner’d fruit,
That rotting inward slowly moulders all.’

So the clouds began to darken about
the heads of Arthur and his Order.
Many of the knights were lost or went
astray on the quest of the Holy Grail,
or, to abandon the allegory, failed in
their atterpt to reach a standard of
virtue too high for the age. And so
the harmony of Arthur’s Round Table
was spoiled. The glory of the tourna-
ments began to pall—there were
signs everywhere of dissolution.

¢ Sighing wearily, as one
Who sits and gages on a faded fire,
‘Vhen all the goodlier guests are fast away,
at their great umpire, looking o'er the lists,
e saw the laws that ruled the tournament
roken, but spake not.’

Last of all, the guilt of Guinevere
ecame known ; she fled to a nunnery,
and while Arthur was besieging Lance-
lot in his castle, his nephew Modred
rebelled. Then came the great battle
In which Arthur fell, or, as the story
goes, was wounded and disappeared
rom the earth, as mysteriously as he
ad come to it.

l
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Such is a brief outline of the legend
I of Arthur as we have it now. We

will now revert to the fountain head,
and see from what small beginnings
the Arthurian legend, with all its sur-
roundings, arose. Like most other
personages around whom a mass of
fiction has gathered, Arthur’s existence
was at one time even threateéned with
annihilation. Though no follower of
Max Miiller has (I believe) reduced
the Round Table to another of the
many forms of the ubiquitous ¢ Sun
Myth,” an hypothesis alniost as start-
ling has been entertained. It iseven
adopted by the author of the Pictorial
History of England, published by
Charles Knight.  The theory is that
Arthur is a purely mythological per-
sonage, ¢the chief divinity of revived
Druidism, which appears to have
arisen in the unconquered parts of the
west of Britain after the departure of
the Romans.” Such downright scep-
ticism is now, however, generally
abandoned by the best historians in
the face of the fact, that we have the
contemporary testimony of Welsh
bards to the existence of the hero.
This testimony is the more valuable,
because in the fragments of Taliessin
and Llywarch Hen, Arthur appears
not by any means in such an heroic
light as even Nennius wishes to paint
him. From these sources we may
add to the residue of fact which the
cautious Lingard allows to pass as
proved. He would confine us to the
following details: ¢ That Arthur was
a British chieftain; that he fought
many battles ; that he was murdered
by his nephew, and was buried at
Glastonbury, wbere his remains were
discovered in the reign of Henry II.’
From contemporary Welsh writers we
gather that he was not uniformly vic-
torious, but was forced to cede to the
invading Saxons what corresponds to
the counties of Hampshire and Somer-
setshire. Again we learn that he was
often engaged in warring with his own
countrymen, and that he destroyed a
monastery in Wales, while he plun-
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dered the shrine of St. Paternus. His
predatory disposition even tempted
him to rob another prince (a fugitive)
of his wife; but he was eventually dis-
suaded from his course by his chief no-
bles, and restored the lady to her hus-
band. Curiously enough, this germ of
fact is transferred in the later accounts
from Artbur to his father, Uther, and
the only other testimony that remains,
to this violent side of his character,
is to be found in the old nursery
rhyme. Besides the record of bardic
writers, we have two authentic notices
from the ‘Annals of Cambria’ (a book
compiled at various periods, but parts
of it of great antiquity). One notice,
under the year 516, records Arthur’s
victory at Mount Badon, and another
under the year 537, speaks of the bat-
tle of Camlann, or Camel, in Corn-
wall, where it is stated that Arthur
and Modred died by each other's hands.

Such are the sole historic germs of
the glorious Arthurian legend. In
any inquiry into the growth of this,
two questions must be kept quite
distinet, namely, What can we be said
to know &f the historical Arthur? and,
secondly, How came the ideal Arthur,
or the Arthur of literature, into exist-
ence? The first of these questions has
been answered.  Arthur was one of
many British Princes, by no means
-over-scrupulous, by no means invinci-
ble, least of all instinct, like the later
ideal, with religion and ecclesiastical
fervour.  Although a brave man, in
the earlier records it is not Arthur, so
much as the Geraint, that appears
among the prominent figures in the
Idylls, that is the pet hero of the
Welsh songsters.  Still Arthur was
taken as typical of the struggles of
the Britons against the invading
Saxons. Contemporaries would na-
turally see his faults, and we find
them recorded; but the bravery he
showed, and the occasional successes
he obtained, would as naturally go
broadening down to an imaginative
posterity. And this is what really
occurred. The history of the ideal
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Arthur of literature is the account of
a reputation gradually improving, of
a career becoming more and more un-
earthly, the further it recedes in time
from the age in which its painters
lived.

From an historical character Arthur
has become a literary personage, just
as in later days, Sir John Oldcastle
was gradually changed into Sir John
Falstaff, and from a man he has
been sublimated into a saintly being,
with very little of individuality left
him. This allegorizing tendency is as
avowed in the early as in the later
writers. ‘I labour,” wrote Spenser, ¢ to
pourtray in Arthur, before he was king,
the image of a brave knight, perfected
in the twelve private moral virtues, as
Aristotle hath devised .... In that
Fuiry Queen, I mean glory in my
general intention, .... so in the per-
son of Arthur, I set forth magnificence
in particular.” Tennyson is no less de-
finite, when in addressing his Idylls to
the Queen, he prays her—

‘ accept this old imperfect tale,
New-old, and shadowing Sense at war with

ou

Rather than that gray king, whose name, 3
ghost,

Streams like a cloud, man-shaped, from moun-

tain-peak,
And cleaves to cairn and cremlech still.’

‘With such a change as this we are
quite familiar in the annals of the
growth of religions and in the histories
of their founders; but to so complete
a transition from the world of fact to
that of fiction, of reality to allegory,
the changes of Karl the Frank into
Charlemagne with his Paladins, of
Roderigo Diaz de Bivar into the Cid,
are but feeble parallels.

It remains to trace the steps by

" which this transformation was brought

about, and we have to start with &
reputation handed down by tradition-
Such a reputation had free powers of
expansion, not cramped by being ré-
gistered in history, for while the
Anglo-Saxon Chronicle speaks of other
Welsh kings, it knows not Arthur;
and Gildas and Bede, the main autho-
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rities before it, are equally silent as to
his existence. So the reputation gra-
dually grew, and Arthur was remem-
bered as the victorious champion of the
British against the Saxons, the de-
fender of Christianity against the in-
roads of Paganism. It is at this point

that the stream of Arthurian tradition :

tinds its way into the work that goes
by the name of Nennius. When it is
remembered that its author is un-
known, and that the date of this book
varies between 674 and 920, it will be
seen how very little is really known
about this early ‘History of the Brit-
ons.” It marks, however, a definite
stage in the gradual deveiopment of
Arthur’s fame. Nennius’ account of
our hero is as follows :—* Then it was
that the magnanimous Arthur with all
the kings and military force of Britain
fought against the Saxons. And though
there were many more noble than him-
self, yet he was twelve times chosen
their commander, and was as often
conqueror.’

The italicised words should be no-
ticed, as they are the earliest germ<of
the subsequent legend about his birth.
The old law of historical narrative
was to leave nothing in uncertainty,
and to supply by sheer force of imagi-
Dation what was wanting to the full
comprehension of the text. To return

give definitely the names of all these
battles—which shall be here omitted,
ag they really mean nothing ; they are
Not to be found in any map that was
ever compiled, and in each case there
re at least two theories as to where
the places are. No details are given

y Nennius, except in two cases. In
the Battle of Gurnion Castle, ¢ Arthur
bore the image of the Holy Virgin,
Nother of God upon his shoulders, and,
through the power of our Lord Jesus

hrist and the Holy Mary, put the

axons to flight, and pursued them the
Whole day with great slaughter." The
Doticeable point in this is the fact, that

\rthur has now been changed into a
dlstinctive]y Christian hero, in accord-

585

ance with another old-fashioned law,
that ¢ what must have been certainly
was.” It is not altogether obsolete to
hear people argue in this way even
now.,

Lastly, at the Battle of the Hill of
Badon, we read that ‘nine hundred
and forty fell by his hand alone, no
one but the Lord affording him as-
sistance. In all these (twelve) en-
gagements the Britons were successful,
for no strength can avail against the
will of the Almighty.’ Such is the
complete account of Nennius, with
the omission of a list of names, Ear-
lier authorities only mention three
battles in all, but Nennius has the
names of twelve—the accounts natu-
rally increasing in definiteness the
further they are removed from the
time of the actual occurrence. But as
yet we find none of the names of Ar-
thur’s knights and no details of im-
portance.

These wants were Jartly supplied
by Geoffrey of Monmouth, whose
British History was completed about
six hundred years after Arthur's
death.  Geoffrey purports to write
from an ancient book in the British
tongue, given him by one Walter,
Archdeacon of Oxford. How far this
is true, and whether, as some writers

! have supposed, Geoffrey is here in-
to Nennius however, he proceeds to

dulging in humour of the style in
which Carlyle delights in his citations
from unpublished books and manu-
scripts, it is impossible to decide,
As far, however, as Arthur's history
is concerned, we can have no difficulty
in pronouncing it by this time a pure
romance. The reader will be able to
judge for himself from the facts that
Geoffrey gives us.

In the first place, the whole aspect
of the story is changed. Arthur is
no longer a king defending his coun-
try against Saxon invaders, but a
monarch carrying his conquering arms
far and wide, and adding to his sway
Ireland, Iceland, Gothland, the Ork-
neys, Norway, Dacia, Acquitaine and
Gaul. The conquests are so complete
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that, in his war with Rome, on the
question of tribute, he receives con-
tingents from all these subject lands.
The details of the Roman army op-
posed to him are quite as ridiculous.
Among those who flocked to the Im-
perial standard were the Kings of
Greece, Africa, Spain, Parthia, Me-
dia, Libya, Phrygia, Ituria, Egypt,
Babylon, Bithynia, Syria, Beotia and
Crete. To criticise such catalogues

would be mere waste of time, but '

their details are interesting for two
reasons. They are a sign of the pro-
found ignorance of geography that we
find in most early English writers.
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coverable in Geoffrey. Arthur ¢ he-
gan,’ he tells us, ‘to augment the
number of his domestics, and intro-
duced such politeness into his court as
people of the remotest countries
thought worthy of their imitation.
So that there was not a nobleman who
thought himself of any consideration
unless his clothes and arms were made
in the same fashion as those of Ar-
thur’s knights. . Thus the va-
lour of the men was an encourage-
ment for women's chastity, and the
love of the women a spur to the sol-

. diers’ bravery.’

They are also a specimen of the sort

of information to be expected at
Geoftrey’s hands and a criterion of its
value.

. Geoffrey of Monmouth.

The history of Arthur has now
been brought down to the days of
Further than

- this it will not be necessary to carry

The bulk of Arthur’s history is, in-

deed, as has been said before, pure
romance, and with Geoffrey lies the
credit of sketching the outlines that
were afterwards to be filled in. Here
we find the history of Merlin, and the
detailed account of Arthur's birth, as
the son of Uther and Igerna, which

it.  The influence of Geoffrey’s ro-
mance was immense. Written origi-

' nally in Latin, it was put into French

© verse by Gaimar.

were afterwards followed in its main .

outlines. The account of the Rebel-
lion of Mordred and of the retirement

of Arthur’s wife to the nuns of the :
City of Legions, and also of the last

battle, with all its grim horror, are to

be found in Geoffrey pretty much as

we find them in Malory, though, of
course, without the later detail, and
with certain marked differences. Thus

It got back again
into England as Wace’s Brut, and at
last into Knglish verse in 1205, at the
hands of Layamon. It had mean-
while increased in bulk through the
addition of various details which are
now part of the romance. The chief
agent in this was a court poet, Walter
de Map. Without showing this in
detail, an extract from Green’s ‘Short
History of the English People, will
indicate the gradual transformation.
‘Out of Geoffrey’s creation grew
little by little the poem of the Table

i Round. Britany, which had mingled

the name of Arthur's wife is Guan- .
humara, the name of Guinevere com-

ing in later from the Welsh Gwenhy-

far. Again the name of Lancelot does |

not occur in Geofirey, and his conduct
with respect to Guanhumara is as-
signed to Mordred. 1In fact, it is
surprising how few names familiar to
the student of the Arthurian myth we
meet with, There are only five alto-
gether, viz., Mordred, Dubric, Arch-
bishop of Legions, Lot, Bedver and
Cains or Keyes the Sewer. But the
most important point for our purpose
is the germ of the Round Table, dis-

with the story of Arthur the older and
more mysterious legend of the enchan-
ter Merlin, lent that of Lancelot to the

. wandering minstrels of the day, who

moulded it, as they wandered from
hall to hall, into the familiar song of
knighthood wrested from its loyalty
by the love of woman. The stories of
Tristram and Gawayne, at first as inde-
pendent as that of Lancelot, were
drawn with it into the whirlpool of
Arthurian romance; and when the
Church, jealous of the popularity of
the legends of chivalry, invented as &
counteracting influence the poem.of
the Sacred Dish, the San Graal which
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held the blood of the Cross, invisible
to all eyes but those of the pure in
heart, the genius of a court poet,
Walter de Map, wove the rival le-
gends together, sent Arthur and his
knights wandering over sea and land
in quest of the San Graal, and crowned
the work by the figure of Sir Galahad,
the type of ideal knighthood, without
fear and without reproach.’

No sooner had the development of
the mere story ceased than the allego-
rizing tendency set in. When Sir
Thomas Malory had written the whole
inhis ‘Mort D"Arthur,’ and Caxton had
printed it, Spenser introduced Arthur
as an allegorical personage in the
‘ Fairy Queen.’ And now, after pass-
ing through the hands of Blackmore,
Lord Lytton, and others, the whole
subject has received treatment in the
spirit of the time by the English Lau-
Teate, To examine in detail the pecu-
liarities of his work, to show how it
bears marks of the age, by reflecting

teenth century, must be left to another
place,

A word suggests itself as to the true
value of the Arthurian legend. Strip-
Ped of the colouring of romance, Ar-
thur looks small enough ; at one time

quarrelling with his fellow-country- .

Inen, at another struggling unsuccess-
ully against the encroaching Saxon
Wwave, When we come down to the
Scanty outline of fact, a feeling of dis-
appointment is likely to come over
Some of us, as it came over Black’s
hero, ‘Why have they taken away
Tom us the old dreams?’ We feel as
hOugh there were less virtue in the
Wworld when one of our bright ideals is

eclipsed. To such thoughts we would -

&nswer, as the long-bearded, ancient
Man answered the doubts of Gareth’s

COompanions, about the reality of Ar- |

ur's city—

¢ A Fairy King
%]l:d Fairy Queens have built the city, son ;

€Y came from out a sacred mountain-’
cleft

Towarg the sunrise, each with harp in hand,

+ of truth.

S
e
-~

And built it to the muric of their harps

3
»* * »* * *

For, an ye heard a music, like enow

They are building still, seeing the city is built
To music, thercfore never built at all,

And therefore built for ever.’

Criticism may do what it will with the
phantasmal Arthur of history, but the
Arthur of literature has the higher
reality of an ideal, which he cannot
lose. In our critical age, in the midst
of the advanced thought of the nine-
teenth century, he and his city have
arisen fresh upon us, built to a strain,
mystic and beautiful as that which
Caliban heard in dreams in the en-
chanted island of Prospero.

‘With our modern notions of scien-
tific verification, well-ascertained fact,
and Encyclopadic knowledge, we are
sometimes led to forget the true value
of mere unverifiable ideals. Yet it
was not always so—¢Doth any man
doubt,’ says the large-minded Bacon,

! ¢that if there were taken out of men's
the religious controversies of the nine-

minds vain opinions, flattering hopes,
false valuations, imaginations as we
would, and the like; but it would
leave the minds of a number of men
poor, shrunken things, full of melan-
choly and indisposition, and unpleas-
ing to themselves ' Among the many
points of contrast between modern and
ancient thought, there are few, per-
haps, of deeper import than that sug-
gested by their differing conceptions
¢ The modern,” a thought-
ful writer has observed, ‘identifies

. truth almost exclusively with fact, the

ancient with ideal.’” Judged by the
ancient standard, the conception of
Arthur possesses the value of "the

. highest truth, the value of a high ideal.

Such ideals it is the noble office of
Religion to create and consecrate, for
they have been the stay of men’s
lives and their comfort in death. Nor
is this office confined to religion speak-
ing through its prophet ; it is shared

" . as well by the highest kind of litera-

ture, the mouthpiece of which is

. the poet, the maker, as the Greeks
. called him, the seer, as the Romans
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added. The bighest work of the poet
is pronounced by Horace, himself one
of the lightest hearted of all poets, to
be that of a teacher and moulder of
morals. Doubtless he would have
utterly repudiated the theory of art

[
i
|
i

i
i

nant school of art critics has decided,

¢ knowing nothing of society and no-
thing of God.” Yet Spenser, the
poet’s poet, thought not so when he
prefaced his ¢ Fairy Queen’ with a
declaration of his intention and inner
meaning—* the general end, therefore,
of all the book is to fashion a gentle-
man or noble person in virtuous and
gentle discipline : which for that I
conceived should be most plausible

and pleasing, being coloured with an

historical fiction, the which most part

riety of matter than for profit of the

MADRIGAL.

example, I chose the History of King
Arthur.’

Spenser imagined the presentation

i of a lofty ideal of humanity to be cal-
i culated to raise men’s tone in the times
¢ of Elizabeth. The age was a glorious

for art’s sake—* pure art,’ the domi- | one, when life was more highly strung,

when men had not schooled them-
selves down to a merely practical out-
look, assured themselves that it was
folly to look beyond, and complacently
pronounced such a life to be very
good. How much more do we need
such ideals now. Such an ideal was

. presented to Caxton’s age by the Ar-

thur of Malory ; it was brought be-
fore the age of Elizabeth by the pen
of Spenser, and such again with the
impurities of earlier times effaced we

! have before us in the Arthur of Ten-
of men delight to read, rather for va- '

nyson:

MADRIGAL.

( From the French of Henri Murger.)

BY GEO. MURRAY, M.A.

YES—you may laugh, and tell the tale
To all your laughing world of fashion,
1 love you, and 1 will not fail
To kill your laughter with my passion.
I know not how this love was born,
I know my heart will long be troubled :
My wound would ache without its thorn,
Love's pain is dulled by being doubled.

From the first hour when in your ears
I whispered low, my bliss is dated :
The glow that flushed my bygone years
Seemed from the past vesuscitated.

Youth, hope, and poetry, and love,
Lost treasures all, I now recover ;
And so—my gratitude to prove,
T’ll spend them on you, like a lover

Montreal.
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THE ASTROLABES OF SAMUEL CHAMPLAIN AND GEOFFREY
CHAUCER.*

BY HENRY SCADDING, D.D., TORONTO.

EADERS of Canadian news- . with the astrolabe said to have been

! papers may have noticed a men- | lost by Champlain in this neighbour-
tion made, some time ago, of the find- | hood in 1613. The erugo of 264
ng of an old scientific instrument . years must, I thought, have produced
called by the Freach and Lower Cana-  a greater obscurity in the lines and
ian writers an Astrolabe, supposed to | minute figures delineated on the sur-
ave been dropped by Samuel Cham- | face of the brass; and a certain appa-
Plain when passing up the Ottawa in ; rent freshness in the look of the date
1613, en route, as he hoped, to the " 1603, as given in the photograph and
country of the Nipissings and the Salt = engraving suggested a late insertion,
Sea beyond. It was lighted on acci- | as did also its exact coincidence with
d.entally in 1867, during the cuitiva- | the year of Champlain’s first voyage
tion of the soil on the line of a portage | to New France. It was, without
Which used formerly to be traversed | question, a genuine old astrolabe, but
for the double purpose of making a | it might have slipped out of the bag-
short cut, and also of avoiding difficul- | gage of any of the many parties that,
ties in the navigation in this part of | since the time of Champlain, have
the Ottawa River. The instrument, | passed and repassed along the Ottawa
When discovered, had evidently lain | route on exploration, traffic, mission-
ong on the spot where it was found, | work, or war, intent. A careful exa-
eing covered with several inches of = mination of the instrument itself, how-
Soil formed of decayed vegetation, but | ever, soon dissipated all suspicions.
1ts state of preservation was extraor-  The brass of which it is composed is
dinary, The relic itself is now in | of a very close, hard texture, like bell
oronto in the possession of R. S. | metal: probably it is statuary brass,
Cassels, Fisq., who obtained it directly | compounded so as to be proof against
from the settler who in 1867 ploughed | atmosphericinfluence. Thedate, 1603,
't up in the rear half of lot No. 12,in | stamped on the side of the disc is cer-
he second range of the Township of . tainly of contemporary workmanship
038, in the County of Renfrew, land ; with the rest of the instrument. The
8t the time in a state of nature, whose | recording of a date without the addi-
Only previous owner had been Capt. ' tion of a maker’s name and place of
Yerman, cammander of a steamer on ~ abode, which at first sight likewise
uskrat lake, , seemed strange, may in some degree
rrevious to actually handling the . be accounted for thus : the figures to-
Object, and while Jjudging only from a . wards the circumference of the disc
PhOtograph taken of it and an engrav- l denoting the degrees are all not

ng made from that photograph, Lhad | engraved, but stamped on. With
°en inclined to doubt its identity | punches in his hand it would be a
.| simple thing for the maker to affix the

“ ] ] date of the current year; while to do
Torouﬁ?,p;;rirxzdeh?e ;g::io;hgs%;?m Institute, | the same with his name and piace of
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business, consisting perhaps of many
words, would be another matter.
‘Whether inserted by means of punches
or the graving tool, the process would
occupy time which the thrifty work-
man might think ought to be more
profitably employed.

Champlain certainly had with him
an instrument for taking latitudes
during his expedition up the Ottawa
in 1613. It can also be shown that
he probably lost that instrument dur-
ing the journey. Champlain kept a
journal which is now to be seen in
print in his ¢ Works’ edited and pub-
lished at Quebec in three volumes in
1870by the Abbé Laverdiére, of Laval
University. Not having access to
Laverdiére’s books, I avail myself of
the résumiés of this part of the journal
given by Mr Russell, of Ottawa, and
Mr Marshall, of Buffalo, in their re-
spective pamphlets on ¢ Champlain’s
Astrolabe.’

Champlain records that he reached
the Falls of the Chaudiére on the 4th
of June, 1613, the Rapides des Chats
on the 5th, the island of St Croix and
the Portage du Fort on the 6th. At
or near Portage du Fort he turned off
westward from the line of the Ottawa,
and entered on what is now known as
the Muskrat Lake Portage. Part of
June 6th and the whole of June 7th
were here passed. ¢ We were greatly
troubled,’ Champlain writes, * in mak-
ing this portage, being myself loaded
with three arquebuses,asmany paddles,
my cloak (capote) and some small arti-
cles(bagatelles). I encouraged my men,’
he continues, ‘who were loaded yet
heavier, butsuffered more from the mos-
quitoes than from their burdens.’ Thus
encumbered and harassed, it would be
easy of course for a person to drop out
of his pack a scientific instrument or
other things at some point in the toil-
some way without observing the loss.
Very possibly this article was among
the ‘bagatelles’ taken charge of by
Champlain himself. The language of
his journal implies, as we shall see,
that he had with him an instrument
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for taking latitudes; and that it was
what the French scientists of the day
termed an astrolabe is likely from the
fact that Champlain in an extant trea-
tise of his on the Art of Navigation,
advises all his readers to become fami-
liar with the use of the ¢astrolabe.’
It is therefore pretty certain that he
himself would be provided with one
when on a tour of exploration.
Under date of May 30th,1613, when
at the entrance of Lake St. Louis on
the Ottawa, Champlain writes in his
journal—¢I ¢ook the latitude of the
place, and found it 45°18”; *and under
date of June 4th, when at the Falls
of the Chauditre he says: ¢I took the
latitude of the place, and found it to
be 45°38”. And again, on the 6th of
June, when at Portage du Fort, he
says: ‘I took the latitude of this
place, which was 46°40,”—words in
each instance implying the wuse
of a scientific instrument. But af-
ter the 6th of June, it is observable
that his language changes. He does
not again speak of *taking’ a lati-
tude. His words become less precise,
suggesting calculation perhaps by dis-
tance conceived to have been travelled.
Thus, of Allumette Island or foot of
the Upper Allumette Lake, he says
—¢ It is about the 47th degree of lati-
tude,’ in which statement, it appears,
he was wrong by more than a degree,
the true latitude of the spot being
45°50". Hence it is conjectured that his
instrumentfortakinglatitudes was no¥
not at hand. Mr. Russell, of Ottawa,
sees a further reason for supposing the
absence of an instrament when at the
foot of Upper Allumette Lake in the
fact that Champlain was by som®
chance wrong in his figures at Portagé
du Fort, which he sets down as in lat-
46°40”; and this was an error com”
mitted while in possession of his 10"
strument. For he says, ‘/ took the
latitude of this place’ Now Mr
Russell acutely observes, if ChamP”
lain had been in nossession of his 12
strument at the fuot of Upper Allu-
mette Lake, and had taken the latl”
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tude correctly there, 459507, (as the
chances are, he would have done), he
would have detected the mistake
which he had made at Portage du
Fort, and have altered his figures,
for otherwise he would have absurdly
proved himself to have been travel-
ling south instead of north.

Thus then the matter stands. Tt
appears probable, that while travers-
ing the Muskrat Lake Portage in
1613, Champlain lost a scientific in-
strument called an astrolabe. In 1867,
at a point in the line of this portage,
such an instrument, evidently of
Champlain’s period, was found. We
have no positive reason to adduce for
disbelieving that the article found is
the article that was lost. Hence, not
irrationally, we allow ourselves the
pleasure of thinking that we have be-
fore us, really, a veritable and most
interesting relic of the bold, brave, re-
solute founder of Quebec and of New
France.

It should be added that along with,
or in close proximity to, the astrolabe,
some small copper vessels or pans fit-
ting into each other, were ploughed
up, and two small silver cups with a
device, perhaps a crest, engraved upon
them. Although a diligent search was
at once made for other articles in the
locality, nothing else was found !
shewing that this was not a cacke or
deposit of effects for temporary safe-
keeping, but a case of accidental loss.
The silvercups, of littleintrinsic value,
were sold sometime after the find toa
Passing peddler. Mr. Cassels took the
trouble to trace the subsequent his-
tory of these cups, and learned that
they had been melted down. As to
the copper pans : when exhumed they
Were greatly decayed and quite use-
less; they accordingly became mixed
Up with the ‘old metals’ of the set-
tler's house, and were finally lost. A
Portion of one of them was remem-
bered by the finder to have been nailed
Over g leaky spot in a log canoe.

Also, it may be subjoined, that Park-
an, in hig ¢ Pioneers of France in the

|
|

|
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New World,’ pp. 346-7, whilst giving
an account of Champlain’s progress on
the 6th and 7th of June, 1613, makes
him emerge on the expansion of the
Ottawa, known as Lake Coulonge,
and not at the actual spot consider-
ably to the west, namely the mouth of
Muskrat River, the natural northern
terminus of the portage. Again, as
we read Parkman’s account of the

. difficulties encountered in the portage
here, we can feel no surprise at the
unperceived loss, under the circum-
stances, of such articles as those
ploughed up in 1867, in the Township
of Ross. Of Champlain and his party,
Parkman writes in his graphic way :
‘Theirmarch wasthrougl a pine forest.
A whirlwind had swept it, and in the
track of the tornado the trees lay up-
torn, inverted, prostrate, and flung in
disordered heaps, boughs, roots and
trunks mixed in wild confusion. Over,
under, and through these masses the
travellers made their painful way ;
then, through the pitfalls and impedi-
ments of the living forest, till a sunny
transparency in the screen of young
foliage gladdened their eyes with the
assurance that they had reached again
the banks of the open stream.” Lake
Coulonge, where Parkman supposes
¢ the banks of the open stream’ to have
been again reached, was in fact an im-
portant portion of the great bend
avoided by leaving the Ottawa at
Portage du Fort and pushing west-
ward to Muskrat Lake and Muskrat
River, by which route a short cut
to the Upper Allumette Lake was
presented.

I shall now describe more minutely,
the instrument which has given rise
to the present discussion. Itis a thick
brass circular disc, about five and a
half inches in diameter, finely marked
off towards the outer edge into 360
degrees in the usual way, the degrees
in each quadrant numbered on an in-
ner circle from one to ninety, starting
in each case from a cardinal point.
For lightness, a considerable portion
of the disc in each of its quarters is
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cut out ; or more probably the whole
was originally cast in this perforated
condition. A moveable bar furnished
with a sight and pointer at each end,
revolves on a pivot passing through
the centre of the disc. A ring attached
to the rim by a double hinge, enabled
the observer, at his pleasure, either to
suspend the iustrument for observa-
tion, or himself to hold it up; when
the hinges below the ring, allowing of
a certain amount of motion in two di-
rections, would enable him to get it
into a position suitable for his pur-
pose. At the pewnt opposite to the
ring is a small projection pierced
through for the reception of a screw
or tack, to temporarily fasten or steady
the instrument when hung up by the
ring on a staff or post. Or it may
have been for the suspension of a
weight to ensure with greater certainty
a vertical position. Discernible on
the outer edge are slight remains of
two other projections now broken off,
at equal distances to the right and left
of the lower projection. These may
represent feef, by means of which the
instrument might occasionally be sup-
ported in an upright position on a
level surface. Just above the perfor-
ated projection, the date 1603 is
stamped, preceded and followed by a
small cross. The year of Champlain’s
first visit to Canada, was 1603. On
departing from Honfleur with his
friend Pontgravé, in that year, he may
have provided himself with this in-
strument, then fresh from the manu-
facturer’s hands. The weight of the
whole apparatus is about three pounds.
The method of taking an observation
must have been somewhat thus: al-
lowing the instrument to hang freely,
the revolving bar would be directed
towards the sun at noon in such a
manner that a ray might pass through
both the sights to the eye ; the sun’s
meridian  altitude would thus be
roughly ascertained, and the latitude
of the place approximately deduced by
estimation. With the circle divided
only into degrees, and unprovided

|
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with any contrivance analogous to the
modern Vernier, it is surpiising that
Champlain should have been as n arly
correct as he generally is in his lati-
tudes.

The term ‘astrolabe’ as indicating
simply an instrument for taking alti-
tudes seems to have continued longer
in use amongthe French savans than
among the English. No English scien-
tific man would, I think, at the first
glance, designate the object which has
been engaging our attention as an as-
trolabe. He would call it possibly a
pocket astronomical circle, a portable
mural, or a rude theodolite. But in
the seventeenth century, among the
French, the term seems to have famil-
iarly presented itself, and the use of it
appears to have been perpetuated
among the French Canadians long af-
ter the time of Champlain. For ordi-
nary purposes, the simple instrument
probably continued to be employed in
Canada and Frauce long after Ver-
nier’s improvements. Thus in 1687,
seventy-four years after Champlain's
first excursion up the Ottawa, we have
the Baron Lahontan, when starting
westward from Fort Niagara, under
orders from the Governor-in-Chief,
De Denonville, congratulating him-
self on having brought with him from
Montreal, his ‘astrolabe,” just as a mc-
dern officer of ascientific turn of mind,
would write of his aneroid or sextant.
‘Je me suis heureusement garni de
mon astrolabe en partant de Montreal,’
he says (Voyages i. 103.): ¢ avec lequel

' je pourrais prendre les hauteurs de ce

lac (Frontenac or Ontario). Il ne me
sera moins utile dans mon voyage, qui
sera de deux ans ou environ, selon
toutes les apparences.” ¢Prendre le
hauteur,’ is also Champlain’s phrase.
Thus in his journal on the 4th of June,
1613, ufter passing the Chaudiére fal'
he makes an entry in his old French
thus : ¢ Je prins le hauteur du lieu et
trouvay 45 degrés, 38 minutes de lati-
tude.” One may add, in passing, that
Lahontan’s astrolabe might have kept
him from endorsing the extravagant
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notion, prevalent at that time, of the
height of the falls of Niagara. To the
French voyageurs, arriving in the first
instance in low canoes at the base of
the ‘mountain’ as their expression
was, at whatisnow Lewiston or Queens-
ton, and casting their eyes up to the
then forest-crowned summit, the height
to be surmounted appeared something
stupendous. Theu, after toiling with
weary steps and slow, up the steep,
and proceeding along the still con-
tinued, irregular slope, till at last the
brink of the cataract was reached, they
mentally added together the ascents
of the several stages, and roughly
guessed the whole perpendicular height
attained since leaving the water-level
at Queenston, to be somcthing like
seven or eight hundred feet. Hence
the report became current that this
was the height of the Falls of Niagara.
With astrolabe in hand, Lahontan
might have set the public right on this
point. But he failed to do so.

The astrolabe employed by the prim-
itive fathers and founders of Natural
Philosophy was a more complicated
instrument than that which we have
thus far been contemplating. That of
Hipparchus, who flourished a century
and a half before the Christian era, and
that of Claudius Ptolemy, author of
the famous ¢ Almagest,’ some five hun-

593
ous and distinctive part of the para-
phernalia of a set of impostors, who
during a long period turned the ignor-
ance and weakness of their fellow-men
into a source of gain. For example :
in Victor Rydberg's recent book on
¢ Magic in the Middle Ages,’ p. 108,
we have some of the objects observed
in the room of a magician thus set
down :—‘On his writing-desk lay a
parchmentin which he had commenced
to write down the horoscope of the
following year. Beside the desk was
a celestial globe with figures, painted
in various colours. Ina window look-
ing towards the south, hung an astro-
labe, to whose alidude [moveable rule],
a long telescope, of course without
lenses, was attached” In Herman
Merivale’s ¢ Orlando in Roncevalles,’
p- 12, we have the * spirits of the air,’
grotesquely represented as making use
of material astrolabes, just as in the
medizval paintings we sometimes see
angelic beings playing on violins.
* Know, says the demon Astaroth to

. Malagigi,

dred years later, viz., A.D., 139-161,is
described as consisting of a set of con-
centric circles, so arranged as to have .
one in the plane of the ecliptic,another

at right angles to it ; so that virtually
the astrolabe of Hipparchusand Ptol-
¢my was what used to be figured in

‘ Know that all the circling air is dense
_With spirits, each his astrolabe in hand,
Searching the hidden ways of Providence ;’

Where Merivale literally translated
from his authority, Pulci ;

Sappi che tutto quest aere & denso
Di spirti, ogn’un con astrolabio in mano."

Since personally handling the old
instrument, which, with such plausi-

© bility, can be shown to have been once

books on Astronomy as an armillary

8phere, 7. e. a hollow sphere with all

volving rule, bearing sights.

In the hands of Hipparchus and
Ptolemy, and numerous other sincere
students of natural science, their suc-
¢essors in later ages, the astrolabe was
Put to legitimate and laudable uses ;

ut it came at length to be a conspicu-

3

the property of Samuel Champlain, the
first explorer of our back lakes,and the
founder, as 1 have said, of Quebec, {

i have turned with a renewed interest
the surface cut away, except the equa-

tor, ecliptic and other circles, and fur.
nished with a moveable tube or re-

i
i
i
1
i
|
|

to a treatise on the astrolabe, which
I have for some time had in my li-
brary. It is contained in Thomas
Speght's second edition of the whole
works of Geoffrey Chaucer, ¢ our anci-
ent and learned English poet,’ as he is
styled on the title page. The volume is
a folio, almost wholly in black letter,
and its imprint is that of Adam Islip,
London, 1602,
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Supposing that the incident narrat-
ed as occurring in 1867, in the Town-
ship of Ross, in our Canadian Coun-
ty of Renfrew, may have excited
amongst us some curiosity on the sub-
ject of astrolabes, I proceed to give an
account of the treatise of Chaucer, just
referred to.

Geoffrey Chaucer, it is to be remem-
bered, was a many-sided man. In
him, as in Burke, Canning, the first
Lord Lytton, and the Disraeli of to-

day, fine perceptions, a powerful ima-

gination, and rare literary faculty did

not prove incompatible with the pos-

session of strong practical good sense,

and its application in departments of :

life of the most serious and varied
kind.
man of affairs; a trusted and most
successful diplomatist, if not a states-

He was a man of business; a ,

man ; a traveller ; a linguist ; a lover

of science; a man of wide knowledge.
He wrote his treatise on the astrolabe
for the use of his son Louis, to accom-
pany the gift made to the lad of an
instrument of that name; in manu-
script, of course, the printing press
being a thing unknown in 1391, It
is in English prose; and Speght, the
editor of the folio before me, prefixes
to it the following note: ¢ This book
written to his sonne in the yeare of
our Lord 1391, and in the fourteenth
of k. Richard 2nd, standeth so good
at this day, especially for the horizon
of Oxford, as in the opinion of the
learned, it cannot be amended.’

The general heading of the treatise
is ‘The Conclusions of the Astrolabie;’
this, and not ‘Astrolabe’ being the
form of the word used by Chaucer,
By ‘Conclusions’ he means Deter-
minations or Problems solved by the
help of the instrument.

The work is divided by Chaucer in-
to five sections, or ¢ parties,” as he calls
them ; but only two of these seem to
have survived, namely, the first and
second, which are to be seen in Speght.
The remaining three have disappeared,
or were never compiled. The first des-
cribes the form and parts of the as-
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trolabe ; the second is taken up with
a discussion of the practical use of the
instrument and the problems that may
be worked out by it; the third and
fourth exhibited, or were to exhibit,
tables of latitudes, longitudes, declina-
tions, calculations of time, movements
of the moon, etc. ; and the fifth spoke,
or was to speak, of the theory of as-
trology, that is, the astronomy of the
day, with tables of the ‘dignities’ of
hie planets. (Some fragments of this
part have perhaps become mixed up
with the matter of the second part).
In the tables and computations of the
third ¢ party,” Chaucer says he con-
formed to the calendars of ‘the rev-
erend clerks, Frére John Som, and
Fréve N. Lenne, Carmelite Friars,
well-known conjoint authors of a trea-
tise on the astrolabe, temp. Kdward
IIL (In Latin forms their names
appear as Nicholas de Lynue, 7. e
of Lynn, in Norfolk, and Johannes
Sombe.)

Chaucer's astrolabe was a metal
disc of some thickness, certainly re-
sembling, in a general way, that which
Champlain employved, only consisting
of more ¢ members,’ as Chaucer speaks.

- He describes first the ring at the top

|

‘ to putten on thy thombe on thy right
honde in taking the height of thynges.’
This ring, he says,  renneth in a maner
of turet;’ plays, that is, in a hinge-
like way, so thut it *distroubleth not
the instrument to hangen after his
right centure,’ that is to say, vertically-
The disc itself, he informs his son, 13
called ‘the moder [mother] of thyn
astrolabie” It is thickest ¢ by the
brinkes ;’ the inner portion on one
side is sunk and made thin, so as to
receive w light cireular plate made to
fit into it, with a piece of moveable
open work over it, through which the
plate below may be viewed. The
sunken portion of the disc is called 1t8
“wombe.” "The plate just mentioned
has a diagram upon it constructed for
the latitude or ‘ clymate’ of the pal”
ticular place where the instrument 18
going to be used, hence it is made 80
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as to be easily removed; the one
furnished for Chaucer’s little Louis,
was ‘compowned’ or calculated for
Oxford. The lines and circles forming
the diagram on the removable ¢cly-
mate -plate are numerous, with many
intersections; and the appearance thus
produced is curiously described in the
following terms: ¢From the signet
(the apparent pole of the heaven)
there commen crooked strikes (curved
strokes or lines) like to the claws of a
loppe (the legs of aspider), or els like
to the werke of a womans calle (caul,
or net for the hair), inkerving over
thwart the almicanteras; and these
same strikes and divisions ben cleaped
azimutes, and they dividen the ori-
zonts on thine astrolabie in 24 divi-
sions. And these azimutes serve to
knowe the costes of the firmament,and
the other conclusions, as for to knowe
the signet of the sunne and of every
sterre.’” The circle of open work
which is to be placed over the plate of
the * clymate ’ is called the ‘ rete,” the
net; as it consists of several thin
strips or flattened wires, arranged
:somewhat after the fushion of the lines
in a certain kind of fishing net, or
“ else,” Chaucer says, ‘after the webbe
-of a loppe’ i. e. a spider’'s web. On
-each of the wires, forming the rete,
which curve round or radiate from a
-quasi-pole, is set a mark which is to in-
dicate the place of a certain conspicu-
ous fixed star, and over these curving
lines is placed towards the upper parts,
a circular band which is ‘devyded in
twelve principall devisions that deper-
ten the twelve signs,’ hence the whole
‘rete’ is styled ¢ the Zodiacke,’ and it
is made moveable ; it may be shifted
round on a centre in accordance with
observations taken in the actual hea-
vens., To admit of this movement, a
‘ pinne,’ after the maunner of an * exil-
tre’ [axletree], passes through the
centre of the dise. This pin is in-
geniously made in such a way that its
diameter could be slightly lessened or
increased by lifting up or pressing
+down a small wedge called a * horse,’

|

i
i

b

i plate below firmly in its place.

\
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allowing the rete to revolve, but at
the same time keeping the clymate-
By

- loosening the wedge. the clymate-plate
i could be taken out, when a change of
i plate was required. The pin passing
- through the disc was also the axis on

which the radial index bearing the

. sightsrevolved onthe flat orunexcavat-

ed side of the instrument. Thisradial

* index is called by Chaucer the Rule;

‘it hath ’ he says ‘ on everich end, 4. e.
each end, a square plate parted <. e.
pierced through, with certain holes,
some more and some lesse, to receyven
the streems of the Sunne by day, and
eke by mediation of thine eye,to know
the altitude of the sterres by night.’
Another name for the rule used by
Chaucer is the alidatha, its appella-

i tion among the Arabs; and one may

observe in passing, that probably from
alidatha has been derived, by a suc-
cession of changes,the word theodolite.
Sothe late Prof. de Morgan, of Univer-

. sity College, London, held, who al-

ways spelt the word theodolete, though
his practice has not been generally
adopted. There are other Arabic terms
in use in connection with the astro-
labe; as for example, almicanteras, azi-
muths, almurie, to say nothing of the
names applied to many of the stars
themselves, as alnasir, markab, algo-
misi, alhabor,—curious reminiscences
continuing to this day, of the source
whence streamed the few rays of
science which cheered our European
forefathersduring the Dark Ages. ‘As-
trolabe ’ itself is said to have passed

. into the European tongues through
. uster-lub) the Arabic corruption of
i the Greek word to which we have now

more nearly reverted,

The side of the disc on which
the alidatha or rule revolves is di-
vided into a succession of concentric
circles. The outermost is graduated
in the usual way by quarter circles.
The next is divided into twelve equal
parts, each showing the name of one
of the signs. The third has the names
of the months arranged with relation
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to the signs, and giving the number .
I in length throughout the yeere.” ‘To

of days in each month. The next has
the holidays in each month marked ;
and the last has the letters A B C, &c.,
made to correspond with the names
of the holidays. In the space near
the centre are two scales or ladders,
placed at right angles to each other,
each with eleven rungs, for taking the
heights of objects by means of their
shadow ; one scale is for taking the
height by the umbra versa; the other
by the umbra recta or extensa. these
scales, the reader is told, serve for ‘ful
many a subtill conclusion.

In addition to the rule, a long,
thin needle or revolving index on the
womb-side is spoken of, reaching to
the outermost graduated circle.
is the label.  Alse, there is an al-
murie, a point or tooth projecting from
Capricorn, serving ‘of many a neces-
sary conclusion in equacions of things.’

After describing the several parts
of the instrument, Chaucer proceeds
to enumerate the prohlems which may
be solved by its use. He begins his list
in these words, his grammar therein re-
minding one of William of Wykham’s
well-known ‘ Manners maketh man :’
‘ Here beginneth,” he says, ¢the con-
clusions of thine Astrolabie.’

them all.  The headings of a few of
them may suffice, as : ‘To know any

and any time of the night by the
sterres fixe, and eke to know by night
or by day the degrees of the sign that
ascendeth on the east horizon which
is cleped commonly ascendent.” ¢To
know the very equation of the degrees
of the sunne, if it so be that it fall be-
tween two almicanteras.” ¢To know
the spring of the dawning and the end
of the evening, the which beenecleaped
the two crepuscules.” ¢To know with
what degree of the zodiake any sterre
fix in thine Astrolabie ariseth upon
the east orizont, although the orizont
be in another signe.” ¢To know the
declination of any degree in the Zo-
diake, fro the equinoctiall cercle.’

This
of the conclusions that may be worked

It will |
not be necessary to give an account of '
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¢To know which day is like to other

prove the latitude of any place in &
region by the preffe of the height of
the pole artike in that same place.
‘To know the signet for the arising

i of the sunme, this is to sayne, the

party of the orizont in which the
sunne ariseth.” ‘To know sothly the
longitude of the noone, or any planet
that hath no latitude, from the time
of the Ecliptike line” ‘To know
whether any planet be direct or retro-
grade,” &e.

And after enumerating some thirty-
eight or forty such conclusions or
problems, and showing how each of
them may be solved, Chaucer assures
his son that these are only a portion

out by aid of the astrolabe, for ¢ trust
well,’” he says, ‘that all the conclusions
that may have been founden, or pos-
sibly might be found, in so noble an
instrument as is the astrolabye, ben
unknown perfitly to any mortall man
in this region as I suppose.’” We may
be sure that he had been long an adept
in the use of the instrument, perhaps
from the days of his youth, when ab
college. He narrates some of his ex-
perience with astrolabes that he had
met with : he had discovered, e says
‘there be some conclusions that will

" notin all thyngs perfourme her be-
time of the day by light of the sunne,

hests;’ ¢ her,’ of course, is ‘their,’ and
he means probably that the results
promised by the contriver of the in-
strument did not in every case com®
out exactly on triul. Chaucer’s ac;
curate knowledge of the astronomy ©
his day, and of the ingenious explana-
tions of phenomena offered by the
Ptolemaic theories, are conspicuou®

© throughout the Canterbury Tales; I*

the Franklin’s Tale, for example, th,e
Man of Law's Tale, and the Nun®
Priest’s Tale, And I cannot but
think that the well-known interior ©
the scholar’s room at the beginning ©
the Miller’s Tale is a reminiscence ©

| his own chamber at Oxenforde in b8
. younger days.

[ will transcribe the
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passage; in it we shall meet with
the astrolabe and with the expression
‘conclusions’ to be technically under-
stood in the sense already explained.
¢ With him,” we are told, that is with
a certain lodging-house keeper at Ox-

ford, who figures in the Miller's Story: |

With him there was dwelling a pore scoller
Had learned art, but all his fantasye

Was tuned for to lerne astrologye,

And coude a certeyn of conclusions

T'o deme by interrogaciouns,

If that men axed him, in certeyn houres

When that men schuld hav drought or ellys ‘

schoures ;
‘Or if men axed Lim what shulde befalle
Of every thing I may nought reken hem alle.
3 % * * *

A chamber had he in that hostelerie

Alone, withoughten any compagnie,

Full fetisly ydight with harbes soote [sweet],

And he himself as sweet as ix the roote

Of liquorys or any cetewale [valerian] :

His almagest and bookys great and small ;

His astrolabe, longing for his art [appertain-
ing to], e

His augrim stones, lying faire aparte

On schelves couched at his beddes heed,

His press y-covered with a folding red.

Chaucer probably began early to
spell out the Almagest, the opus mag-
num of Claudius Ptolemy, and to
make himself master of the mysteries
of the augrim stones, the Arabic al-
gorismic counters. Over and over
again, he shows in his treatise on
the astrolabe that he could, if he had
chosen, have acted the astrologer and
have cast nativities and calculated
horoscopes with as great ease and
plausibility as Cornelius Agrippa him-
self ; but he draws for his son Louis
a sharp line of difference between ju-
dicial and natural astrology, between
astrology and astronomy, truly so
called.  Of the processes of the com-
mon astrologer he says: ‘These been
observances of judiciall matter, and
rites of paynims, in which my spirit
hath ne faith, ne knowing of her
[their] horoscopum.’

I have not yet given a specimen of
the substance of Chaucer’s treatise,
but only the titles of some of the
‘conclusions’ which it records, and a
description of the parts of the instru-
ment by which they are proved. I
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now give one or two extracts, The
want of fixity in the orthography will
be noticed ; no peculiarity, however,
this of Chaucer's. The English lan-
guage, as we know, continued to be
uncertain long after his time ; and the
variety in the texts of early writers
has been increased by the caprices
and errors of the trauscribers. Thus,
as we shall remember, Chaucer himself
rebukes one Adam Scrivener for his
carelessness in copying his pieces :

¢ Under thy long locks may'st thou have the
scall
If thon my writing copy not more true !
So oft a day I must thy work renew,
It to correct and eke to rub and scrape ;
And all i3 through thy negligence and rape.’

I select the first passage for the
sake of the date which it contains,
which takes us back at once into the
fourteenth century, and places us, as
it were, by the side of the scientific
poet busily at work with his little son
over the latter’s miniature astrolabe :
also for the sake of the curious com-
parative  ‘downer’ for ‘farther
down,’ which occurs at its close. (To
be relished fully and judged justly, all
my quotations ought properly to ap-
pear in bluch letter, as in old Speght’s
folio.) ¢ Understand well,” Chaucer
says to little Louis, ¢ that evermore fro
the arising of the sunne til he go to
rest, theradius of the sunne shal shewe
the houre of the plannet ; and fro that
time forward, all the nyght, till the
sunne arise, then shall the very degree
of the sunne shew the houre of the
planet. Ensample, as thus: the 13
day of March (doubtless as written at
length a little while before; in the
yere of oure Lorde a thousand thre
hundred ninetie and one) fell upon a
Saturday paraventure, and at the
arising of the sunne I found the second
degree of Aries sitting upon mine east
orizont, all be it was but little. Then
found I the second degree of Libra,
nadire of my sunne, descending on my
west orizont, upon which west orizont,
every day generally at the sunne aris-
ing, entereth the houre of any plannet,
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under the foresayd west orizont ; after
the which planet the day beareth his

name and endeth in the next strike |
[stroke] of the planet, under the fore- .
| thicke sterred: wayt a time till that
. any ster fix sit line right perpen-

said west orizont; and ever as the
sunne climbeth upper and upper, so
goeth his nadire downer and downer,
eching [eking, adding on] fro suche
strikes the houres of plannets by order
as they sitten in heaven.’

The next passage is on account of
| siderd but onely to declare that A that

severaladverbial wordsrather quaintly
employed therein : sadly, slyly, softly,
avisely. He is showing how ‘ to know
Jjustly the foure quarters of the world,
as East, West, South and North.’
¢ Take the altitude of the sunne,” he
says, ‘ when thou liste, and note well
the quarter of the worlde in which the
sunne is, from thetime by the azymutes;
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oy the preffe of the height of the pole
artike in that same place’ :—

‘In some winters night,’ he says,
‘when the firmament is cleere and

diculer over the pole artike, and clepe
that ster A ; and wayte another sterre
that sit lyne right under A, and un-
der the pole, and clepe that sterre F;
and understand well that F is not con-

sit ever on the pole. Take then anone
right the altitude of A from the ori-

- zonte and forgette it not. Let A and

tourne then thyne astrolaby, and set

the degree of the sunne in the al-

micanteras of his altitude on thilke

syde that the sunne standeth, as is in
maner of takyng of houses, and lay
thy labell on the degree of the sunne,
and reken how many degrees of the
sunne been between the lynne meri-
dionall and the point of thy label, and
note well the nombres. Tourne then
agayne thyne astrolabie and set the
poynt of the great rule there thou
takest thin altitudes, upon as many
degrees in hys bordure from his meri-
dionall as was the point of thy label
from the line meridionall onthe wombe
side. Take then thyne astrolaby with
both hands sadly and slyly, and let
the sunne shine through both holes of
thy rule, and slyly in thilke shining
lay thine astrolabie couch a downe
even upon a playne ground, and then
will the meridionall lyne of thine
astrolabie be even South, and the East
line will be even East, and the West
lyne West, and the North lyne
North, so that thon worke softly and
avisely in the couching; and thou

firmament.’

The following is his clear and in-
teresting accountof amethod ¢ toprove
the latitude of any place in a region

F go farewel till agaynst the dawnyng
a great while, and come then again,
and abide till that A is even under
the pole under F, for sothely then will
I sit over the pole. Take then eft-
sones the altitude of A from the ori-
zonte, and note as well the seconde as
the first altitude. And when that this
is done, reken how many degrees that

i the first altitude A exceeded his alti-

tude, and take halfe the ilk porcivn
that is exceeded, and add it to his
second altitude, and take there the

i elevacion of the pole and eke the alti-
© tude of thy region. For these two ben

of one nombre, that is to saine, as

- many degrees as thy pole is elevat, $0

moch is the latitude of thy region-
Ensample as thus: Paraventure the
altitude of A in the evening is 82 de-
grees of hyght, then will the second
altitude or the dawnying be 21 : that
is to saine, less by 61 than was his tirst
altitude at even. Take then the haif
of 61, and adde to it 21, that was his
second altitude, and then thouhast the

+ height of the pole and the latitude of

thy region. But understand well,” he
adds, ‘to preve this conclusion, ant

. many another fayre conclusion, thow
. mayest heve a plomet hangyng on 2
- lyne higher than thy head on a perche,
\ - and that lyne mote hang even perpen-
hast thus the foure quarters of the |

diculer bitwixt the pole and thine ey
and shalt thou see if A sit even over
the pole and over F at even. And als®
if F sit even over the pole and over A
at day.’
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My last specimen shall be the ¢ con-
clusion,’ entitled ‘Special declaration
of the Ascendent,” in which Chaucer
takes occasion to speak of a subtle

the heavenly bodies, astrologically

i
{

! foresaid thyngs.
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more, they sayne that Fortune of an
Ascendent is the contrary of these
The Lord of the

" ascendent, sayne they, that he is for-
process by which certain portions of |

bad, are sometimes, nevertheless, in- '

terpreted as good. ‘The Ascendent,’

he says, ‘soothly is as well in all na-

tivities as in questions, and as in elec-
tions of times, is a thing which that

wherefore meseemeth convenient, sens
I speake of the ascendent, to mak of
it a special declaration. The ascend-

tunate when he isin good place for
the ascendent, and eke the Lord of
the Ascendent is in an angleor in a
succedent, where he is in his dignitie
and comforted with friendle aspectes

" receyved, and eke that he may seene
- the Ascendent not retrograde, ne com-
the astrologians greatly observen ;

ent soothbly, to take it at the largest, -

is thilke degree that ascendeth at anye
of these foresayd times on the East
orizont ; and therefore, if that any
planet ascend at thilke same time in
the foresaid same gree of his longitude,
men say that thilke plannetis in Horos-
copo ; but soothly, the house of that

bust, ne joyned with no shrewe in the
same signe, ne that he be not in his
discention, ne reigned with no planet
in his discentions, ne have upon him
none aspect infortunate; and then
they sayne that he is well.” Then fol-

. lows the declaration already quoted :

¢ Nathelesse these ben observances of

~ judiciall matter and rites of paynims,

ascendent, that isto say, the firsthouse |

or the east angle, is a thing more broad
and large ; for, after the statute of
astrologiens, what celestial body that
is five degrees above thilke degree that

ascendeth on the orizont, or within '
that number, that is to say, nere the -

degree that ascendeth, yet reken they

thilke planet in the ascendent; and |
what planet is under thilke degree '

that ascendeth the space of 25 de-
grees, yet sain they, that planet islike
to him, that is [in] the house of the
agcendent ; but soothly, if he pass the
bounds of the foresaid spaces, above
or beneath, they sayne that thilke
planet is falling fro the ascendent ; yet
sayne these astrologians, that the
ascendent may be shapen for to be
fortunate or infortunate, as thus: A
fortunate ascendent cleapen they,
when that no wicked planet of Sat-
urne or Mars or els the taile of the
Dragon is in the house of the ascen-
dent, ne that no wicked planet have
no aspect of enmitie upon the ascen-
dent ; but they woll cast that they
have fortunate planet in her (thejr)
ascendent, and yet in his felicitie, and
they say that it is well.

Further- -

in which my spirit hath no faith ne
knowing of ther horoscopum : for they
sayn,’ he adds, ¢that every signe is
departed in three even partes by ten
degrees, and the ilk portion they
clepen a Face ; and although a planet
have a latitude fro the Kcliptike yet
saien some folk so that the planet
arise in that same signe with any de-
gree of the foresaid face in which is
longitude, is rekened, yet is that planet
in horoscopo, be it in nativities or in
election.” This exposition of details
on the part of the astrologians was,
no doubt, clear enough to Chaucer;
but he did not care that his son, or
any other future reader, should be
further initiated in a pseudo-science.
It remains now to say a few words
of the little Louis, to whom the ¢ Trea-
tise on the Astrolabe’ was addressed.
1t appears that he was at the time
only ten years of age. The subject
discussed may seem to us one above
the capacities of a lad of such tender
years. But Chaucer understood the boy.
He saw that he had inherited a mathe-
matical head ; that he was developing
tastes similar to his own. Often, doubt-
less, had the child stood by while the
father was experimenting with an as-
trolabe, and without any effort he had
become precociously familiar with the



600

instrument and its mysteries, just as a
clever child now quickly masters chess
or elementary chemistry. Should we
not have liked to overhear the quiet
confidential interchange of talk be-
tween the two, while the instrument
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side and which is the left of the astro-
labe : ¢The east side of the astrolabie
is cleaped the right side, and the west

. side is cleaped the left side ; forgetnot

was being manipulated? We would
have been iuterested in the English ;

so homely occasionally ; so provincial
perhaps sometimes, we would think in
pronunciation, and tone and style!
The application for further instruc-
tion in the astrolabe, in its theory and
practical use, came, we are informed,
from Louis ; and the father was only
too glad to gratify him. So he provided
him with an astrolabe, not one of full
size, as it would seem, but still not a
toy ; and in addition ke furnished him
with the tractate which we have been
examining. It would be simply amuse-
ment to Louis to carry forward to any

losophy in sport would be sure to be-
come science in earnest with him by
and by, if his lifc should be spared ;
and Chaucer was quite willing that his
son should be grounded in the best
knowledge that could be had; in the
true science of nature, so far as it had
then been attained.

The natural affection of the father
breaks out in several places in the trea-
tise. It is observable in the first sent-
ence of the book, ¢Little Louis, my
sonne,’ he says, ‘T perceive well by
certain evidences, thine ability to
learn sciences, touching numbers and
proportions; and also well consider I
thy busy prayer in especial to learn
the treatise of the astrolabye. Then,

this little Louis” And similarly, the
name of the lad addressed, suddenly
appears in other places.

Chaucer adopts an apologetic tone
for having ventured to deliver the
treatise on the astrolabe to his son in
the English tongue. He stood in some

. awe perhaps of certain members of the

teaching order, old friends at Oxford
in years by gone, it may be. Or possi-
bly it was the family tutor, who would
think that things were being made al-
together too easy for little Louis ; how
would his growing faculties be discip-
lined, it might be asked, if learning
was to be deprived of its asperities ; if
propositions were to be enunciated, and

- demonstrations given, all in plain Eng-
extent the studies suggested ; and phi-

lish? ‘Latine, ne canst thou nat yet

, but smale, my little Louis,’ he idioma-
. tically says, piling his negatives one

upon the other, therefore, ‘1 will
shewe,’ he says, ‘the wonder light
rules and naked words [explanatory
of the astrolabe] in English.’ Suffici-
ently abstruse as the conclusions,” on
the whole may seem to be, Chaucer
considered he was supplying milk to

- babes, in comparison of the strong

meat that might he dispensed on the
subject in hand. The book ought of
course to be made harder, he seems to

. say, by translation into Latin; he
. hopes, however, the boy will have the

good sense not to despise it on account

© of its fumiliar guise ; but he does not

he continues, ‘for as much as a philo-

sopher saith ; hee wrappeth him in his
friend that condescendeth to the right-
full prayers of his friend, therefore I
have given thee a sufficient astrolabie
for our orizont, compowned after the
latitude of Oxenforde; upon the which ,
by the mediation of the little treatise
I'purpose to teach thee a certain num-
ber of conclusions pertayning to this
same instrument.” Again, further on,

see why English folk should not make
use of their vernacular in matters of
learning, just as ancient nations had
done with their respective vernact-
lars. The old nations did not each

© translate the truths of science into &

where he defines which is the right

foreign tongue, and then master them,
but they mastered them out of books
in their own tongue, Therefore, k0
says to Louis : ¢ Sufficeth to thee these
true conclusions in English, as well 88
sufficeth to the noble clerks, ﬂ?e
Greekes, these same conclusions in
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Greek ; and to the Arabines, in Ara-

hike; and toJews, in Hebrew ; and to

the Latin folke in Latine which Latin
folk themselves’, he adds, ‘had hem
tirst out of other divers languages, and

writ hem in ler [their] own tongue, :
that is to sayne in Latine.” Soon after °

this he brings to a close his address to
the boy on this subject, merrily and
loyally, thus: ¢Louis,’ he says, ‘if so
be that [ shew thee in my lith [scant]

|

k

English, as true conclusions touching

this matter, and not ouly as true, but
a8 many and subtill conclusions, as
ben yshewed in Latine, in any common

treatise of the astrolabie, conne me the .
more thanke ; and may God save the .

_ king, who is lord of this language, and
all that him faith beareth and obeyeth,
everiche [one] in his degree, the more
and the lusse.” In thus breaking away
from the wedieval routine in the in-
struction of the young, Chaucer shews
himself a worthy forerunner of Roger
Aschawn and Milton, of Locke, Gibbon,
and the modern school generally of
enlightened educationista.

We know nothing of the subsequent

history of little Louis. The career of |

an elder brother Thomas, is noted in
some of the biographies of the poet;
but the hoy Louis passes off the stage
without giving any further sign. He
18 seen only, but very clearly, in the
‘ Treatise on the Astrolabe.’ Like one
of the tiny ephemera of ages long ago
occasionally seen in amber, there he
remains embalmed. Perhaps we have
a reminiscence of him in the story told

by the Priovess, on the way to Canter- !

bury, about the ‘little clergion, seven
Years of age,” martyred by the Jews in
a ‘ great city in Asia,’ for singing Al
Redemptoris  Mater, as he passed
through their ghetto.

“ This litel child his litel boke lerning,
As he sat in the scole at his prymer,
He Alma Redemptoris herde singe
As children lerned hir [their] antiphoner,
And as he dorste, he drough hym ner and

~ ner
And herkned ay the wordes and the note, -
Till he the first vers couds al by rote
Nought wisté what this Latin was to sey,
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For he 80 young and tendre was of age ;
But on a day his felaw gan he preye

T expounden him this song in bis langage

Or telle him why this song was in usage.’

This sounds very like an incident in
the childhood of the little lad, who at
ten years of age desired to he told all
about the astrolabe.

It is to'be hoped that over stimula-
tion of the brain by a too great absorp-
tion in matters fitted for riper minds,
did not prove the cause of premature
decay in little Louis. Here of course is
a danger which will attend the case of
a precociously clever child in every
age.

We are all familiar,with the figure
of Geoffrey Chaucer himself, from the
full length efligy of him supplied by
Thomus Occleve, and given in Speght,
and often prefixed as a frontispiece to
his works. As with Shakespeare,
Dante, Caxton, Milton and others, we
can fancy we have seen him ; his loose
hood, his dreamy down-cast eyes:

¢ What man art thou
That lookest as thou wonldest find a hare,
For ever on the ground I see thee stare :’

his forked beard, his short, easy-fit-
ting frock or paletot; his pen-case
and pen held daintily over his breast,
in the right hand ; a rosary of beads
in the left, falling lower down ; his
hosen-clad calves ; his pointed shoon or
rather boots made with a flap like our
Canadian galoshes of felt.

The beard excepted, we can visual-
ize to ourselves the young Louis, as a
miniature counterpart of his father,
with garments of precisely the same
cut and pattern ; altogether, perhaps,
an old-fashioned looking little figure.

I suggest to a Canadian artist a sub-
Ject; ‘Geoffrey Chaucer instructing
his son Louis in the use of the Astro-
lube.” There would be a fine oppor-
tunity for a mediwval interior, a stnd-
ent’s sanctum of the past, with well-
worked-out accessories ; two forms en-
gaged over an astrolabe ; in the wall
beyond, an open window shewing a
night sky with a streak of dawn.
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PROCEEDINGS OF THE SIXTH MEETING REPORTED BY GRUM.

CCYIRLS! Girls!’ exclaimed the

Judge,on her appearance at our
latest gathering, ¢friends and fellow
countrymen, what do you suppose has
happened 1’

¢ Something very pleasant,’ suggest-
ed the Duchess.

‘And something of small impor-
tance,” I added. “You never are so
etfusively joyful except over trifles.’

¢ Don’t ask us to suppose anything,’
pleaded the Poet. ‘It is too large a
tax upon our imagination this dull
dav.”

‘ Well, I must say, you're not a very
enthusiastic set. We, the T. G. C.,
have been honoured with an epistle
from some interesting unknown, It
came this morning, via the CaNapIAN
MoxTHLY office. Behold !’ and she
displayed an unopened letter.

¢ Why, it cannot be possible!” ejacu-
lated Lily Cologne.

‘Perhaps not,’” retorted the Chief
Magistrate, with a judicial air. ‘Never-
theless it is true.’

¢ Well, then,’ said Smarty, ¢I hope
some one will have the goodness to
move that the privilege of reading it
be accorded to me.’

This delicate hint was immediately
acted upon, and Smarty read aloud as
follows :

¢ Toronto, Nov. 6th, 1880,

¢ Dear Coterie,—If a fellow feeling
makes us wondrous kind, I shall not
suffer from a lack of consideration at
your hands, for I am a very uncon-
ventional young person —quite as
much so as are most of your estimable
body. And yet with all my aversion
for the established order of things, I

consider myself a gentlewoman. I
confess to not being able to tolerate
people whose looks, and tones, and
laughter, and demeanour are not gen-
tle. I do not profess to be a lady. Our
cook would be mortally.offended if she
were given to understand that she was
not that, and the pert young miss who
sellsme ribbons and gloves calls herself
a sales-lady. Both of these persons, and
others like them, have frequently im-
pressed me with a sense of my own 1n-
feriority, so 1 will not dispute their
right to a name that I do not care for.
‘Nevertheless, I am tired of the kind
of life I am leading. I am tired of
the never-ending dress-parade of so-
ciety, tired of trying and failing to find
anything better, tired of other people,
tired to death of my own everlasting
company. I am continually being
hunted down and devoured by the
sense of my own utter worthlessness.
Waking up in the morning, and look-
ing down the long unsatisfying day, _I
fail to see anything that will make it
really worth while for me to under-
take the labour of getting up and
dressing.  No, I am not lazy, as yo!
have a right to imagine. I almost
wish I was, for most lazy people are
fairly well satisfied with the worl/,
and with themselves, and their own
incompetency. Now that I am :lone
with school examinations, it sccimns a8
if there were nothing in existunce for
me to think of and work t.ward.
must say that the profession of hus
band-hunting has no fascinations for
me, and it is equally distasteful t0
wait patiently incharming unconscious-
ness until some member of the superiof
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sex shall be graciously pleased to be-
stow upon me the incomparablehonour
of his hand.

¢ Excuse me for talking about my-
self. It is a subject that cannot be
as interesting to anybody else as it is
to me. I hope Miss Grum will have
something to say on this matter, and
I should be glad to receive a letter
from the Judge.

¢ Yours sincerely
¢ ERNESTINE X’

¢ Well, Miss Grum, what /ave you
to say on this matter?’ inquired
Smarty.

What T had to say amounted to

this: that our correspondent’s lot ‘is -
the common lot of all,” or at least of °

very many of the young girls of the
day, and that it cannot be helped.

¢ For shame, Grum,’ exclaimed the
Judge, who spoke more in anger than
in sorrow. ¢ Cannot be helped ! What
do you mean ?’

‘Simply that.
Superstition that because there is a
wrong there must necessarily exist a
remedy for it. ¢ Cannot be Lelped” is
a rock in the pathway of every one.
Some lie down in the shadow of it and

fall back again.’

¢ H'm,’ said Smarty, ¢ and which one
of those cheering methods would you
recommend ¥’

I made no reply. Smarty’s sayings,
like the sounds produced by a baby’s
rattle, are amusing to children, but are
not worthy of serious attention.

‘There is a kind of dyspeptic tone
about the letter,” mused Doc, ‘or it
ay be that it is a neuralgic tone. I
can’t tell exactly which, but at any rate
No one in perfect health would write
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thought all you Graham-bread disciples
were firm believers in Tannerism.’

¢ Oh, grandmotherism !’ ejaculated
Doc. ‘1 beg your pardon, but the star-
vation theory is as old as the hills.’

¢ Potato hills, I suppose you mean,’
suggested Smarty.

‘1 wish, Smarty,” said the Judge,
with mild reproof, ‘that you would not
interrupt unless you have something
pertinent to say.’

¢Oh, you ask too much, declared
the irrepressible, concealing a yawn.
‘However, 1 promise not to interrupt
unless I have something ¢mpertinent
to say.'

‘It is very evident,” continued Doc,
‘ that the writer of that letter is in an
unsatisfied state. Now a person who is

. capable of digesting three good meals
' aday must be satisfied part of the time

| at least.

You may call it a poor sort

. of satisfaction, but its of a very sub-
| stantial kind.’

It is an obsolete -

‘T can easily believe,” said theJudge,
‘that when people talk of vague un-

‘ gratified longings, they are probably,
. though unconsciously, in a state of
| semi-starvation ; but in most of the

hygienic works I have looked into,

. readers were recommended not to eat
die ; others strive to walk around it
and are lost, or try to get over it and . :

as much as they wanted, and above all
not to eat what they liked. Milk and
corn, oats and bran, fruits, raw or

. stewed—these you must eat, and all
else you should abjure.’

¢ And yet, said Doc, apostrophizing
the ceiling, ‘I have always given the
Judge credit for impartiality, for a

* lack of prejudice, for the ability to un-

that way.” And then she went on to

8ing the praises of cracked wheat and
Oatmeal, winding up with the remark
that she did not believe our new friend
ate half enough. :

derstand and appreciate both sides of
a question. Did any of you ever eat
brown bread? T don’t mean the kind
that is made of a mixture of poor flour
and bran, and stirred up with molasses.
and saleratus, but the brown bread
made of finely ground wheat, and

. baked with yeast the same as white

. the best medicine too.

‘Why !’ exclaimed the Duchess, ‘I “

bread. It is the best food in the world
for half-starved brains and nerves, and
But I don'’t
want to monopolize all the talk this
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way. Haven't the rest of you some
suggestions to make 1’

‘I think, of course,” said the Poet,
‘ that good health is the foundation of
contentment, but the foundation of
anything is, after all, only the begin-
ning of it. Something must come
after and above it, and that, I think,
in this case, lies in the imagination.
That alone will glorify the plainest,
the most tiresome, the prosiest life on
earth,
I never allow myself to reason out the
cause, or to feel the effect of it. I
Just drop everything and take a long
walk out to the woods.’

¢ Then it is the exercise that bene-
fits you,’ interposed Doc.

¢ Perhaps so,’ acknowledged the
Poer; “but I find it equally beneficial
to read a page or two of De Quincey,
or Hawthorne, or Emerson. Some-
times even a little scrap of verse in
the last magazine will be sufficient to
lend enchantment to my life. But to
look at it from a more common-place
point of view, doesn’t it make disagree-

THE TORONTO

able thingsless disagreeable to imagine |

they are pleasant?’

‘No,’ I said, ‘I think not. You
£o out unprotected into a storm, and
see how much imagination it will take
to keep you from being drenched.’

¢ Butthediscomfortof beingdrenched
would be almost forgotten if I turned
my thoughts in the direction of a love-
1y poem I once read about the rain.’

with difficulty been repressing her de-
sire to speak. ‘I don’t believe in
gilding trouble, and pretending that
it’s pleasant, nor yet in sinking under
it. What you want to do is to exag-
gerate it— give it a ridiculous twist—
make it grotesque in some way or
other, so that you can never think of
it without laughing. No one, with
the faintest ray of humour in her com-
position, can be oppressed by anything
at which she is forced to Jaugh.’

‘For my part,’ said the Duchess,

GIRLS COTERIE.

‘Whenever I incline to be blue |

and unprofitable, Tprefertoforgetthem
altogether ; and the surest way to do
that is to put on a dress that suits me
in every particular—and it is all the
better for being new—and just try to
make myself agreeable to somebody.
It is an old-fashioned method, but you
would be surprised to see how easy
and pleasant and effective it is.’

¢ An old-fashioned method in & new-
fashioned dress,’ said the Poet, with a
laugh. ¢ It sounds incongruous.’

¢ Nevertheless,’ said the Duchess,
‘it is very ditlicult to please others
without being at least partially pleased
with oneself. Don’t you think so,
Lily v

‘Yes; Oh, certainly ! But I don’t
feel like exerting myself for others
when I am miserable. I had much
rather other people would exert them-
selves for me. Sometimes I like to
be petted and sometimes I like to
be let alone ; and my mother is such &
splendid woman, she always knows
whether I want one or both, and just
how much of each. The great advan-
tage of not beiug a superior girl,’ ad-
ded Lily, ‘is that you never dream of
looking down on your mother, and s0
you have all the benefits of her friend-
ship.’

About the beginning of our conver-
sation the Judge had withdrawn her-
self from the rest to a writing-table,
where she wrote the following mie-

. sive, which was read aloud just before
¢ Nonsense with your lovelinessand
poems,” exclaimed Smarty, who had

}
1
i
!

we separated :

* My Dear Miss ERNEST[NE,—’I
should be very glad to help you if I
could, but I fear that is not possible.
All I can do is to try and shew you
how to help yourself. .

¢ Let me remind you of what Mil-
ton says, that *“ To be weak is miser-
able ;" and that Emerson defines lifé
‘““to be a search after power;" an
that Carlyle afirms despair to be
“ impossible except where idleness €x-
ists already ; ” and that Luther once
wrote these words.: ¢ The humarl

“ when things begin to grow stale, flat | heart is like a millstone in a mill;
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when you put wheat under it it turns LU The labour we delight in physics

and grinds, and bruises the wheat into
flour ; if you put no wheat in it still
grinds on, but then it is itself it
grinds, and slowly wears away.”
‘You see that the essence of all
these quotations is expressed in the
one word—.Act/ The only way to
destroy the sense of worthlessness is
te create the sense of worth, and that
can only he done by concentrating
your mind and might upon some work
worthy of both. What that work is

I cannot pretend to decide, but I hope .

you will soon discover for vourself.

pain.” Cannot you, in looking back
over the past week or month, recall
something you have heard, or read, or
done, which really interested you, and
which will give you a slight hint as to
the kind of labour you delight in?
What you want is something that
will stamp with worth and beauty and
significance every commonplace fore-
noon and afternoon of your life. Be-
lieve me you will not fail to find it if
your desire is no less than your need.
* Yours, in faith and hope,
¢ Tue Jupee.”

PRESUMPTION,

BY PROF. W, F. WILSON, KING'S COLLEGE, WINDSOR, N.&,

RAISE not thy foolish palms that God
Would rear the tree thine axe laid low :
The stream thou wouldest not aid to fow
He will not yield thy withering sod.

Yet deem not temples vainly built,
Nor shrines in vain with incense sweet :
He hears the approach of trembling feet,
And counts the tear in sorrow spilt,

Yea, answers. Yet away with dreams!

What raise, in spite of earth and sky,
_The monuments that never die— _
The arm that works, the brain that schemes ?

Such shape the Providential plan ;
On such ths acts of history hinge :
Of God's great self the outer fringe
Pulsating to the heart, is Man !

One motion in the Artist hand,
Unpe flash along the threads of will,
All earth and sky with purpose fill,
And make the laws that ever stand.
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THE DRINK QUESTION.

BY DAVID K. BROWN, TORONTO.

BOUT two years ago a remark-

able series of articles, by men of

high repute in the medical profession,
appeared, on ‘ the alcohol question,’ in
the Contemporary Review. 1 recol-
lect distinctly that the impression pro-
duced, not only upon myself, but upon
a friend with whom I read and dis-

cussed these papers, was one of won-

der that so little of really practical
value was known upon the subject,
while so much that was being pro-
claimed as gospel by the advocates of
total abstinence was not only flatly
contradicted by medical men, but pro-
nounced pernicious. Another striking
impression left by careful perusal
and discussion of these papers, was
that, except wherein the medical men
took issue with the advocates of absti-
nence, they seemed to be perfectly un-
decided in their views. From motives
in no inconsiderable degree personal,
though, perhaps, in a greater degree
sympathetic, I have been irresistibly
impelled to a special study of this
subject. But in pursuing my observa-
tions, 1 have sought to get underneath
the surface, and therve seek for the
causes which lead to the drinking
habits of the people, being anything
but satistied to accept the extreme
views of the advocates of Teetotalism,
Possibly a few plain words on this
question will not at present be un-
interesting.

The first experience of the effects of
alcobolic liquors, doubtless, is learned
in society, the cases being very few, I
fancy, in which the first drink is taken
in seclusion. Why is it taken? A
few boys gathered together think it

b

manly to ape the habit of their seniors.
But why do they think it manly?
Because their instruction at home has
not been calculated to keep their indi-
viduality in subjection to public opin-
ion, or the sense which is common.
These boys have, doubtless, been told
that liquor is bad for them, but they
have seen their parents take a glass of
wine at dinner, or a pewter of beer at

| supper. They have observed the kind-

ling eye and the flow of heartiness
following close upon the consumption
of the liquid, and with the eager, exult-
ing spirits of youth, these lads, though
in the full buoyancy of their years,
long for even a greater flow of animal
life than that of which they are the
happy possessors, and at the first op-
portunity emulate their seniors, ex-
periencing that strange disturbance 0

the faculties, the tirst consciousness 0

intoxication. What should be done?
The parent does not feel able to pro-
perly digest his food without a certain
amount of liquor; is Le to suffer be-
cause his child may secretly try to
emulate his example? 1 should says
no. But [ would also say, why not in-

" form the child of the reason for the

parent’s partaking of the liquor?
the child be made to understand that
the father takes a little liquor because
there always scems to be a weight 17
liis stomach, and because he could not
feel hungry at the next meal unless he
took this liquor to help to dissolve h1®
food, that child will be in no hurry
to drink, for [ never yetsaw the chil
or the young man who was in a burry
to get hungry. Such a simple eXP!'H
nation as this vouchsafed to the cbil
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that has previously been taught to re-
spect the father, and his voice as truth,
will save the child from manifesting

i

year of grace,are much closer observers !

than their forefathers, and, I think,

can put ‘thisand that together’ witha -

clevernesstowhich they were strangers.
It no longer suftices that you tell a
child that what is good for you is bad
for the child, to have the child believe
you.

Honesty must be apparent in

your dealings with your child ; if you .

are in the habit of taking more than is
enough, confess it to the child rather
than apologize with a lie. A child
does not appreciate causes until they
are indicated, but a child observes ef-
fects with unerring certainty. In no-
thing more than your drinking make
your child your confident, if you wish
your child to live a sober life.

The necessity for candour is nowhere !

more apparent than in the case of
parents whose ancestors have been

given to liquor drinking; in other
words, in families where the habit of

drinking seems to be hereditary. The

~ der the father’s eye.

term ‘hereditary,” in connection with '
drinking, will, doubtless, startle many,
but I would as soon doubt the fact of ;
Iy own existence, as I would call in
question the accuracy of my convic- |

tion, founded on painstaking investi-

|
I

gation, that a tendency to heavy drink- :

ing is hereditary. My attention was
first directed to this peculiarity of

drinking habits, by observing that the -

sons of immoderate drinkers have had

to adopt the opposite extreme with

martyr-like enthusiasm, and that their

Sons in turn have very often indeed .

fallen into the grandfather’s ways.
Again, it will have been observed that
very many temperance orators, as they
are called, continue their violent de-
Dunciations of drinking until they ex-
haust their force, when they fall back
herveless into intemperance.
heredity may arise from physical or
mental disproportions, but with its
origin I am not at present concerned.

This |
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Its existence isa difficulty which must
be looked in the face. How, then,

- should we guard in youth against chil-
individuality in the odious form of |

premature drinking. Children, in this |

dren being overtaken by this living
death in manhood ? To determine that
we must first ascertain where the in-
born tendency to unreasonable drink-
ing first manifests itself. In a num-
ber of cases now mentally before me,
the average period is eighteen years ;
five years later a crisis seems to be
reached, and the victim then resolves
whether his evil instinet is to have un-
bridled licence, or his better nature is
to carry on the ever-lessening strug-
gle for the mastery over his appetite.
It would seem, then, to be a wise pre-
caution for the father, with the grow-
ing comprehension of his offspring, to
make him aware of the danger which
awaits riper years. Forewarned is
forearmed, and the young man of
eighteen may be able to tight down the
impulse to indulgence without much
suffering.  But should he feel the
enemy’s strength dangerous, I think
it would be much better to yield a
point and begin the use of liquor un-
I do not know
one case wherein the hereditary ten-
dency has not either inflicted great
suffering orachieved a victory of short
duration ; but I know of many cases
wherein the hereditary tendency has
swept everything before it. These
latter cases, I have observed, were
usually those of young men who bore
the tension until it was rudely snapped,
What is, perhaps, more curious is the
fact that, in the majority of such cases,
the hereditary tendency has been
transmitted through the mother, On
the other hand, those who have shown
the greatest resisting capacity have in-
herited their baleful impulses through
the father. It follows, then, that
where the tendency is transmitted
maternally, it is of the greater im-
portance that the impulse be, as it
were, out-generalled. It seems to me
that the way to do this is to let nature
have its craving, but to use such skill
in supplying the craving that the
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liquor will be turned to benefit instead
of to evil. This can only be done
when the liquor is taken in conjunc-
tion with food, and in just proportion.
‘What that proportion should be I will
endeavour to indicate further on. I
have noticed that when the taking
of liquor was done circumspectly, lit-
tle or no harm ensued to those who
were peculiarly liable through it to
be unconsciously led along to degra-
dation. Of course, those who are ad-
vocates of the theological method of
abolishing drunkenness, will at once
damn this advice as worse than per-
nicious : but all the damning in the
world will not prove that advice per-
nicious which is simply an application
to appetite of that practice by which
signal success is attained in all the
concerns of mundane life—concessions
to secure advantage.

Before proceeding to discuss the
use of alcohol, perhaps it would be
better to consider the abuse of it,
—certainly a more pressing question.
I have indicated means by which I

indulgence ; I do not purpose to ex-
amine the methods by which, on at-
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try it. Cautious tacking will work
the craft clear, but cautious tacking is
not what total abstinence-pilots urge

' upon those who are drifting on to the

lee shore of habitual drunkenness.

- Dropping metaphor, suppose a young
i man in the toils of liguor and resolv-

ing on the day of his majority to

 ‘swear off as the saying is, for

. pledge keep it rigidly?

ever. He does so: many do so.
What will be the result? Will any
one who has studied the statistics
of the subject kindly come for-
ward and inform the public what
proportion of those who sign the
I do not
forget that thousands have signed

* the pledge on hearing the eloquent

words of Father Matthew, John B.
Gough, and other magnetic orators,
but I cannot shut my eyes to the
scarcity of those men now any
more than to the great number of old
men who drink. The result of obser-

_ vation compels me to say that [ have

no faith in impulsive conversions to

* total abstinence any more than I have
think a young man may reach his '
mnajority free from the self-reproach of

faith in the ability of a political orator
to change the stripe of his auditor-

. Conversion is very different from con-

| viction.

taining the new starting-point in his -

life, he may have a record which

. it is not so.

should cause him poignant regret, re- :

morse and shame. Most men have
been young, though there are a cau-
tious few who graduated from petti-
coats to old age, but these men are
either too good to be earthly or too
cunning to be altogether human,
Those men who have been young know
the course generally run by youth,

compel every man to make his reckon-
ing, bend the sails of his craft, and
shape her course for eternity. Many
men can alter their course without
much ditticulty ; but there are others
who have sailed close on to the lee
shore, leaving themselves but little sea
room. To try to sail out to the clear
ocean is to them an impossibility, and
none but a maniac at the helm would

¢ as driven snow,

i
{
t
i

Most people will say that
conversion follows on conviction, but
In listening to the oppo-
sitiori orator you are converted to the

! idea that the Ministry is corrupt ; but

when the Government orator has
spoken you find that you were mis-

. taken—the Ministry was really pure

In neither case does
your conversion last long ; for, when
you reach home, you sift the matter

- and reach certain conclusions oD
until the shadows of coming events .

which you ponder until they bhecow®
convictions. Then you wander fort

. to tind yourself again converted. Thus,
' it seems to me, that it is almost fo]I:y
. for any one to sign a pledge. It 18

better for the man who is drifting o»

: the rocks of intemperance to make vl

his reckoning and try to frame suCh.‘:
course of conduct for himself as‘W’]
lead him out of his besetting diffict}”
ties. The impulsive surging from 1%
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temperance to total abstinence he will
not find lasting, for to the strongest
wave of feeling there is ever an under-
tow. The calm regularity of convic-
tion is lasting, and to it there is no
undertow. Take, then, the unsteady
young man, let him study his own
case when his brain i clear. His

first conviction will be that he is -

drinking too much ; his impulse will be
to ¢about ship,” but if he does so he

will speedily tind bimself without al- .

most all of those surroundings which
were part of his previous existence.
The chances are that he will then once
more ‘about ship * and crowd all sail to
recover his ground. His second im-
pulse will be better considered, and

¢ swear oft’ for two days, and on the
third day will resume his old course
for a time. His next tack will be for
four days, with a lapse at the fifth.
He is gradually becoming convinced
that he is now on the right course.
He has not broken abruptly with his
old associations, and he is gradually
acquiring new ones. By systematic
lengthening of the periods between
the unbending of his habits he is
gradually ridding himself of all desire
for, or gratitication in, indulgence. I

think experience is much better than.

theory, and of the operation of this
plan on those who had acquired or in-
herited an unwholesome taste for
liquor, I can say that it has been suc-
cessful. Its advantages seem to me
to be these: the mind is set at rest
and there are no more of those per-
petual debates with oneself regarding
the possibility of drinking in modera-
tion, or that exact quantity which is
beneficial ; there is an absence of in-
creasing endeavour to convince one-
self that, used as a medicine, a little
aleohol would remedy some passing
disorder of the internal organs, and
there is also the consciousness of a
growing moral strength wlich en-
courages to more energetic action in
the suppression of other bad features
of character. But, says the advocate

4

I get out of his trouble,
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, of conversion, look at the terrible re-

lapses. Yes, I reply, but look at the still
more terrible life which is an unbroken
relapse, or which iy divided up into

i two great divisions—one grand as-

cent and one tremendous descent.
My plan is, at least, progressive. I
may not climb to the highest pinnacle
of morality which your more daring
feet may tread, but I am climbing
Jjust as fast and just as high as I can
do and feel secure. I am not locking
up the door of the powder magazine,
but I am taking out the dynamite in-

~ to the open air and exploding it. Tt

may be that [ will never get that
magazine so nearly empty that I can

. sweep the remotest corners of it with

he will take a short tack. He will = a lighted taper in my hand, but I am

working towards that end. The re-
lapse, or liberty from control, after the
period of abstinence does not neces-
sarily mean a debauch. On the ¢on-
trary, I find in those who have tried
it a desire to 0 time their emergence
that they can enjoy their liberty in
freedom from all engrossing cares.
They can well afford a holiday at
the end of a period of three years, and
that holiday is likely to be spent in
the open air, with plenty of physical
exercise, in which circumstances
there is no desire to merge the in-
toxication of nature in the stupefac-
tion of drink. The return to the old
state of self-denial is robbed of hard-
ship, nay, is possessed of much satis-
faction. This method of weaning young
men from undue indulgence in liquor
will not commend itself to Church
Temperance Societies, or to any of
those temperance bodies which work
on a theological plan, nor do 1 wish to
commend it to these earnest workers.
I will be quite satistied if it commend
itself to any person who is floundering
in misery and does not know how to
This plan may
save some from their appetites who
are dead to all charch influence, and
it may prepare others for such infln-
ence. There need be no conflict, for
no one can deny that what may be
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acbieved by this process is infinitely -

better than no progress whatever.
Thus far I have been dealing with

drinking tendencies and drinking ha-

bits in youth and early manhood, but

THE DRINK QUESTION.

well be wider of the truth. Mustard,

. pepper, curries, indeed all relishes, are

the subject at this point branches out

into what may be called its scientific
phase.
session of his powers, active in the

pursuit of his calling, surrounded by

the pleasures of home and the comforts
of life, feels himself impelled to drink,
we have to deal with a very different
being from the young man whose pas-
sions are in tumult, and whose associ-
ations are the reverse of steadying, It

‘When a man in the full pos-

nothing more nor less than stimulants,
pure and simple; many of them most
pernicious in their irritating action on
the tissues. Doctors often have tem-
perance advocates consult them upon
loss of appetite, inability to digest,
and a general ‘off-colour’of the system.
Some of these men would sooner die
than taste liquor, and yet the phy-

! gician knows that, in his whole list of

is beside the question to say that these |

men are reaping what they have sown,
for such is really not the case. Their
desire is simply the cry of nature for
an even balance ; nature is calling out
for aid which is withheld by the cha-
racter of the man’s occupation. Na-
ture cries from the stomach, which be-
comes weak and debilitated from the
want of exercise of thosephysical parts
on whose activity its power is depen-
dent.
pursuit cannot possibly have astomach
in good working order, for such an
occupation implies a strain upon some
particular part instead of a wholesome
exercise of the whole physical func-
tions. But weakness of the stomach
isnot alone found in men whose occu-
pations are sedentary. Inability to
discharge its duty is a failing of the
stomach of a man who is overtaxed
physically, and the cry for artificial
aid is even more imperative in this
than in the other case. Again, there
are persons who have nothing of
greater moment to engage their time
than to attend to the regulation of
their digestive organs, and yet feel the
appeal for artificial aid. In children
and young men, such a condition
might well be considered a disease ;
but when men have come to their
maturity, one canregard it as nothing
else than a physical defect. It may
be said that the proportion of men so
affected is small, but nothing could

A man engaged in a sedentary

drugs, there is none whose action will
have a better effect than alcohol,
which he is driven to prescribe to the
patient in a disguised form. He,
happy man, continues his diatribes
against what is restoring the bloom of
health to his cheeks. The sense of all
medical opinionswhich T haveread upon
the use of alcohol as a digestive agent
seems to be that every man must find
outby actualexperiment what quantity
is necessary to stimulate the discharge
of the stomachic fluid in such volume
as to digest food without unduc waste.
No rule can be laid down, for no two
stomachs are alike. The advice which
a careful physician will give is to be-
gin with the smallest possible quan-
tity, and increase what is taken gra-
dually, until the feeling of heaviness
and deadnessis gone.

Though the stomach is the principal
cause of that feeling of prostration
which alcohol artificially relieves, there
are other sources of depression where-
in its operation is conceded by medical
men to be beneficial. In  physical
pain it acts as a stimulant, a sedative,
and a narcotic, and in these ways it
acts upon the disordered nerves when
skill supervises its administration. A
sedative seems to be a want of human
nature everywhere, for if a Mussul-
man does not take alcohol, he takes
opium, Indian hemp, strong coffee, or
a narcotic in some shape or form. The
European’s desire for alcohol is prim-
arily a cry for aid from his physica
nature, and it is a cry which, if not
regarded, entails needless self-denial.

But unfortunately the use whic
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the dyspeptic finds for alcohol is made
the pretext for its abuse by the man
of sound health, who can take liber-
ties with his constitution. Common
sense ought to teach the man who is
lucky enough to possess a sound diges-
tion that any strain upon it is danger-
ous; but few people have common
sense enough to look out for the
future when they are in the excited
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! the better known liquors. In two

present. It is expedient, therefore, to

bestow some consideration upon the
use of alcohol as a beverage. I can
See no reason why a beverage should
be used at any other time than when
we are eating ; my own experience
being that a natural thirst does not
arise except from an unusual physical
strain, and even then nothing satisfies

ounces and a quarter of brandy, we
find one ounce of pure alcohol.  The
same proportion exists in whisky
and rum, when sold at 10° under
proof. It isa popular fallacy to be-
lieve that brandy contains more pure
alcohol than whisky, and doubtless
the misconception arises from the dif-
ferent properties held in solution by
the alcohol. Gin is usually sold at

. 86 dicas, or 14 under-proof, conse-

quently the quantity of alcohol is less
in proportion. In port, sherry, and

. madeira the proportion is a little over

thirstaswellas water at itsnatural tem-

perature. But with what shonld be
we have no immediate concern, having
quite enough to consider in what is.
The questions which one naturally
asks when considering alcohol as a
beverage are: What quantity can
safely be drunk daily, and in what
form can it be best taken. On the
first point, I have been unable to find
any two medical authorities which

one in five ; in champagne and Bur-
grn ly the proportion is ahout one in
ten; in claret, one in twelve; in old
ale and stout, one in sixteen ; in pale
ale, one in sixteen ; in porter, one in
twenty-five; in lager, very much less,

- though how much I cannot say on

trustworthy figures. These propor-
tions of course are based upon liquors
which are, of their class, the best
and purest. If they are to be used as
beverages, those in which alcohol is

least concentrated are the best, and

agree, and with most of them it is

common to find the opinion that ac-

tual experiment must determine the

quantity, the drinker taking his warn-

ing of the face, a quickened pulse, or
a feeling of headiness. But one doc-
tor who has made a study of alcohol
is a little more confident than his fel-
lows, and sets down the uantity at
9-10ths of a fluid ounce per twenty-
four hours, .., about one-third less
than two ordinary tablespoonsful. Of
course no one drinks pure alcohol, and
allowance will have to be made for
dilution. At all events, the quantity
of tap-room old rye which this doctor
would allow, would not exceed one
Wine-glassful, and that small quantity
should be still further diluted with
Wwater.
Interesting to give some information
regarding the proportion of alcohol in

where the flavour is not destroyed,
they cannot well be too much diluted,
for the more concentrated alcohol is
the greater is its tendency to irritate
the mucous membrane of the stomach.

- Again, the later in the day the better
Ing to stop from such signs as flush. '

is it for the drinker. All medical

. men are agreed in condemning the

In this connection it may be -

habit of taking an ‘eye-opener, or
‘a meridian’ among men ; and those
ladies who have their glass of port
and a biscuit at eleven come in for a
word of serious reprimand,

But apart from one’s taste in the
choice of liguors as heverages, one
should be guided by the properties of
alcohol in the different combinations
in which it exists. The combinations
of alcohol are usually classed as
distilled spirits, wines, and malt li-
quors.  The consideration of distilled
liquors has been of late years compli-
cated by the discovery of the patent

- still by which silent spirit is pro-

. duced.

This spirit can be converted
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into brandy, whisky, gin, or rum by
the addition of flavouring from the
chemist’s laboratory. This is the vile
stuff which is so generally sold
throughout Canada ; this is the vil-
lainous compound whose consumption
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- of tartar which is produced in fermen-

makes man a maniac, whose fingers

drip with the blood of those who
ought to be dearer to him than life
In this fire-water there are none of
the properties which the pure liquors
possess, To the taste the genuine
and the counterfeit may be almost in-
distinguishable, but when the liquid
proceeds on that perilous journey
which begins with the throat, it is
not long before the drinker betrays
the quality of the liquid which he has
swallowed. Alcohol is such a fine
solvent that, in the process of distilla-
tion it carries over with it, in solution,
much of the nutritive properties of the
articles from which it is derived. Tt
becomes therefore of importance to
ascertain which liquors are most valu-
able on account of the properties held
in solution. Brandy is distilled from
French wines, and it holds wine-ether
in solution ; hence its peculiar action
on the stomach. Whisky, when it
is new, holds the dangerous fusil oil ;
but after a certain time this evapo-
rates, leaving what is practically pure
alcohol. Whiskies which are mellowed
in sherry casks retain something of
the properties of sherry, but so little
that no one need flatter himself that
he is drinking sherry when he is par-
taking of whisky that has been in a
sherry cask. Some whiskies and gin
are prepared with oil of juniper, and
liquors so yprepared act upon the kid-
neys. Wines are either strong or
light. Of course all wines are pro-
duced by the fermentation of grape
Jjuice ; but in the manufacture of what
are known as the Peninsular wines—
principally port and sherry—the juice
is only partially fermented, hence
much sugar is held in solution by the
alcohol which was added to fortify the
wine. The alcohol also has the j.ecu-
liar property of precipitating the cream

tation. The result is that these wines
sit heavy on the stomach, producing &
form of dyspepsia which developes into
gout. In the lighter wines, on the
other hand, the Bordeaux and Bur-
gundies—the sugar of the grape juice
is entirely consumed in the process of

© fermentation, and the amount of al-

cohol present is not suflicient to pre-
cipitate the cream of tartar; hence
these light wines rest easy on the sto-
mach, and leave it readily. In malt
liquors we find alcohol holding in solu-
tion sugar gum and other matters car-
riedoverfromthehops andmalt. These
liquors partake more of the character

. of food than any other; but they act
. too strongly on tbe liver and stomach
© to be partaken of by people who have
- not much physical exercise. In people

of sedentary habits who have attained
to middle age, their effect is bad and
increasingly so with increasing years.

I have thus rapidly glanced over the
field of inquiry, and I would indeed
be egotistical if I said that I had
taken a comprehensive view of it. I
have tried to steer clear of the philo-
sophical, the theological, and the specu-

. lative aspects of the question. I have

tried to present some points which will
be endorsed by people who come to
conclusions not from impulse, but from
common seuse considerations, Before
I bhad taken the trouble to inform my-
self upon the subject T am free to con-
fess that however I might fail in the
practice of abstinence I was always ab
one with myself in endorsing it as &
sound prineiple; but though I began
to doubt the soundness of the prin-
ciple, I found, paradoxical though it
may seem, my practice drifting very
close to a discontinuance of the use 0
any kiud of liquor. This I take to be
evidence that experiment in my case
indicated to me that I was one of those
lucky people who can do without alco-
bol in any shape or form, This dis-
covery did not lead me to the rash
conclusion that all men were constitu:
ted like myself, and could do as I did
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without discomfort. Herein lies the
first point which must determine
the satisfactory solution of the drink-
ing question. We must make al-
lowance for different constitutions.
We must remember that most peo-
ple can take a little alcohol with no
perceptible injury, while many are
abgolutely benefited by it. But we
must not forget that very few indeed
can take much without ultimately suf-
fering injury. It therefore hecomes our
duty not to cry ont for indiscriminat-
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ing abolition, hut to educate the peo-
ple to understand what they are do-
ing with their stomachs, to teach them
that different combinations of alcohol
should be selected by different consti-
tutions, and that all liquors should be
diluted before being drunk. 1n a word,
my conclusion on this question is what
I think will be endorsed by all people
who calmly deliberate on it : Educate
your drunkards ; do not make martyrs
of your men.

A SERENADE.

F, my love thy pity meeting,
Thou dost sigh, the happy sign
Of a bosom that is beating—
Too ambitious hope {—with mine ;

May the wandering breezes leaving,
Sadly, slowly leaving thee,

Waft the sigh that thou art heaving
Through the lightening gloom to me.

Then T'll stray to dewy bowers
In wsthetic habit dressed,

And T'll cull the blushing flowers
That my lady’s feet have pressed ;

And, my pulses beating firmer
At the news the Zephyr brings,
I will hasten, sweet, to murmur
Lots of idiotic things.

—F. BLAKE CROFTON.
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THE RELATION OF RELIGION TO SECULAR LIFE. *

BY PRINCIPAL G. M. GRANT, D.D., KINGSTON.

ECULAR life, what does it in-
clude! The life of the senses;
family and social life; industrialism ;
trade and commerce ; politics; science,

opening new pages to its students

every day ; art, revealing fresh beauty

to each young age that steps on the

old scene; literature, reaching all
classes with its multiplying hands,
Religion, what does it include? God,

force that the evidences have as a
whole.  The sceptic has no right to
demand more. The lines traced by
Bishop Butler are impregnable here.
But, at the same time, I admit at
once that probability is not enough.
Religion, like morality, must speak in
the ‘categoricalimperative.” No people

ever embraced religion because there

the Soul, Immortality. More particu-

larly, Jesus Christ and His salvation.

What relation can there be between
those two spheres ? the secularist asks.
Secular life deals with facts ; religion
deals with words. We cannot de-
monstrate even the existence of God,

much less the peculiarities of any reli- -

gion. We cannot know that Jesus
rose from the dead, as we know, for
instance, that good food is desirable.

Let us then be satistied with the '

sphere of the knowable.

What shall we say to this? I believe

that we can know the truths of reli-
gion. Let us clearly understand how,
and under what conditions. Intel-
lectually, we must be satisfied with
probable evidence. This evidence is
certainly not lessening. The most de-
structive modern criticism, in admit-

ting into court the great epistles of :
St. Paul, really admits all the histori-

cal and philosophical basis that is re-
quired ; and each new generation of
believers contributes to the cumulative

* A paper read before the Council of the
Reformes

System, at its session in
tember 23rd, 1880, and
vance sheets of the proceedings,

hiladelphia, Sep-

was probable evidence of its truth.
No one ever ‘greatly dared or nobly
died ' in the faith of a Perhaps. The
certainties of the secular will, as a
matter of fact, be supreme, unless
there are more supreme certainties.

And there are. How do we know ?
By spiritual perception. So have
men obtained spiritual certainty in all
ages; so must they obtain it still.
The senses reveal materiul things.
Experience and judgment correct the
evidence of the senses. Direct intui-
tion reveals spiritual things. Reason
and conscience purify our intuitions.
Spiritual revelations must be seen in
their own light. God, says Holy
Scripture, ‘reveals them to us by His
Spirit.” The spirit witnesses to our
spirits of spiritual truth, No higher
certainty than the certainty of vision
is possible. When a man is in the
light, can any number of men persuade
him that he is not ?

To what does the witness of the
Spirit extend? To no question the de-
cision of which rests with science

' Science must continue to toil at every

Churches holdin% the Presbyterian

extracted from ad- !

problem that its instruments cab
reach. To none of the questions
raised by criticism and scholarsl}lp'
These must be determined by criticism
and scholarship. Their solution may
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be hindered, but certainly cannot be
helped by papal bulls or the votes of
Presbyterian General Assemblies. The
Spirit witnesses to our spirits of God.

f
]

The Spirit revealed Jehovah to the

Jews, and reveals Jesus to us. The
0Old Testament promise was, ‘To him

that ordereth his conversation aright °

shall be shown the salvation of God.’
The New Testament promise is, ¢ If
any man’s will be to do His will, he

be of God or whether I speak of my-
self.” The promise is the same and
indicates the condition of the Spirit's
acting upon our spirits. The more
unreservedly we trust the promise,

the more completely is our faith vin-

dicated.
As regards intluence on life, the

difference between probability and cer- |
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the rock. ‘Unless we can get on this
foundation of spiritual certainty, it is
useless to expect that religion will in-
fluence secular affuirs. The current
of human life, with its manifold inter-
ests, will sweep on its course, indiffer-
ent to all the appeals and argumenta-
tions of priests or presbyters. But,
standing on this foundation, all life
becomes religious. Life here will con-

. sist in following Jesus. Life hereafter
shall know of the doctrine whether it

tainty amounts to a difference of kind
rather than of degree. To believe that '

Jesus is risen, merely on the testimony :

of witnesses who might have been mis-
taken, isnot a working faith. To be-
lieve, because the Spirit of Jesus also
witnesses to our spirits that He is liv-
ing and dwells in us, is the faith that
-conquers the world. Whoso hath this
faith, though an angel from heaven
preached another gospel, would not be
unsettled. To whom else should he
go ! Jesus has the words of eternal
life. No one else can solve for him
all spiritual problems. Jesus Christ
-crucitied is for him the supreme ver-
ity. This great historical fact has
become an all-satisfying spiritual fact.
It brings the two opposite sides of
‘God’s character revealed in the Old
Testament into the unity of a living
person. It lays hold upon us by the
two opposite sides of our character—
—the self and the not-self,one or other
-of which all other philosophies of life
ignore. We die to the lower, and we
find the higher self. Dying, we live.

We are born again, and nothing can |

be more certain than our conscious-
ness of life.

Standing on this foundation, other
than which no man can lay, we are on

will be to see Him as Heis ; to be
with Him; to be like Him. Religion,
then, is not a matter of words that
clever men can dispute about. It is
the supreme reality. Its relation to
the subordinate realities of secular
life is the next point to be clearly un-
derstood.

The relation is not of one form to
another, but of spirit to all forms. As
far as the religious and the secular are
seperate spheres, they are not inde-
pendent, much less hostile, but con-
centric. They revolve round one axig,
have one centre and one law of life.

Historically, this has not been their
relative positions.  Christianity has
often been regarded as formal, rather
than spiritual ; as having a depart-
ment of its own distinct from and
over against the department of ordi-
nary life, which has been called, with
more or less accentuation, ‘the world.’
Even when regarded as spiritual, its
object has been held to be not so much
the development of humanity in the
school of this world, to all its rightful
issues, as the deliverance of man from
future penalties and his preparation
for future bliss. And as the future is
eternal and the present temporal, the
interest of the present were felt to be
insignificant, and the religious man
was described as trampling upon and
despising the present, and longing for
the future world. 1t is not to be won-
dered at that Christianity developed
in this direction when the powers of

! this world were leagued against it,

|
|

and sought to destroy it by perse-
cutions that followed each other in
quick succession, And subsequently,
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when floods of Darbarians over-
whelmed the monuments of ancient
civilization, and the Church, immedi-
ately after winning the Roman empire,
had to control hordes who could be
appealed to only through the senses
and the imagination, it is not to be
wondered at that religion felt it ne-
cessary to retreat hehind mysteries
into which superstitiondared not pene-
trate, and to present itself to the
senses as a vast organization more au-
gust than the kingdoms of earth.
Secular life was allowed its sphere,
sordid, earthy, brutal, violent. Religion
had its own sphere, unrelated to the
other, and where it was supposed no
one breathed aught save the atmos-
phere of heaven. ~ But this disruption
of the secular and the religious proved
fatal to both. Horrible are the true

.
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because they did not understand the
whole content of humanity. The one
ignored the spiritual, the other did not
do full justice to the secular. And so
the two sides of our natuwe, the two

. spheres in which we all live, were not
. and have not yet bLeen harmonized.

- us than that.

teligion rejected asceticism, but was
still unwilling to admit secular life as
divine, or a sphere as capable of being
divinized as its own chosen sphere.
Was not the world the home of sin?
Alas ! sin comes a good deal nearer
Sin is within, not
without. While in the heart, it
enters with us into the sanctuary or
closet as readily as into the counting-
Louse, or the opera house. When
cast out of the heart, then the world

. 1s seen filled with divine order and

pictures of medi@val secular life ; the

all but universal ignorance, filth, vio-
lence, lust, lit up by the lurid light of
superstition. Equaily horrible the pic-
tures of mediwval religious life, even
to him who discerns the soul of beauty
and good in those ¢ ages of faith ;’ de-
velopments of unnatural asceticism,
side by side with spiritual pride, and
priestly craft, and alove of power that
towered to heaven, and besides which
the ambitions of barons and kaisers
seemed contemptible ; enforced pover-
ty, enforced celibacy, the hair shirt,
the iron girdle, side by side with the

forged decretals, interdicts, Canossa,-

the triple crown. Medieval Art re:

veals to us the saintship of the Middle
Ages, and even when we admire the
faith, we shrink back from the un-
natural manifestations. At length,
religion, divorced from ordinary life,
becawe divorced from morality. When

Borgias issued interdicts ; when mon-

asteries became the homes of ignorance
and sensuality, revolt had to take
place. Humanity had been outraged
intellectually and spivitually. Accord-
ingly the revolt assumed two phases,
the Renaissance and the Reformation.
The two movements, sympathetic at
first, did not understand each other,

. ness.

purpose, its laws the thoughts of God,
the work of life and the relations of
society the appointed means of educa-
tion. But it is not to be wondered at
that this was not seen all at once.
Slowly the education of the race pro-
ceeds, and well that it is so. Religion
had so long assumed that the worid
was a desert, the enemy's country,
and the body the soul’s prison and
enemy, that radically different concep-
tions could not be reached at once.
Besides, when the pendulum, having
swung so far in one direction, be-
gan in the case of general society to
swing to the other extreme, religious
men dreaded lest their newly - won
freedom should degenerate into licen-
tiousness. In the chosen parable of
Puritanism, the world is therefore
pictured as the City of Destruction,
from which it is man’s only duty to
escape for his life. The relation of
religion to secular life was still one of
hostility, or, at the best, of watchful-
Human ties, the work and play

. of life, the attractions of art, were be-

lieved to be on the whole inimizal f:0
religion. Did they not chain the heir

. of heaven to this dunghill earth ? Did

they not by their fascinations continu-
ally lure him from the gates of para-
dise? And so it came to pass that, ab
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one time or another, to the hurt of re-
ligion and to the hurt of the various

!

departments of secular life, religion

and industrialism, religion and politics,
religion and literature, religion and
art, religion and science, religion and

culture have stood not shoulder to

shoulder Lut on opposite sides, or at
the best in the attitude of compromise
and bare toleration of each other. It

has been popularly felt in a confused :

kind of way that the Christian must
be distinguished outwardly from ¢ the
world,” by some badge of look, tone,

dress, or manner; by something differ-
ent from that which characterizes or- -
dinary men ; that his life should be -
hedged in by rulesand restrictions posi- -

tive and negative; that the soul should
be on its guard, lest the fence round
the sacred precincts of religion might
be broken down; and that the very
Joys of family life were secular and to
be suspected. I have heard that a law
was enacted—not in a land ruled by
kings, but in this laud of liberty—pro-
hibiting a man from kissing his wife
on Sunday ! When such a hard and
fast line was drawn, men came %o feel
it almost as great an impropriety to
read a religious book on Mondays, as
to kiss their wives on Sundays,

It is difficult to say where this iden-
tification of religion with the formal

has done most harm, We see its evil
influences, not in Romanism only, but
less or more in every Protestant
Church ; in the popular conception of
the sacraments as talismans, and of the
Bible as a book let down from heaven
in the original Hebrew and Greek, if
not exactly in King James’ version,
instead of a literature that took shape
under unique literary and historical
conditions which are only now being
fully considered ; in the conception of
Christianity as an arbitrary scheme
rather than light from heaven delight-
ful to the spiritual eye, food from
heaven that alone can satisfy and that
satisties abundantly the spiritual neces-
sities of humanity ; in the Chinrel’s lack
of spontaneity and of heroism ; in its
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timidity in the presence of great social
questions, or even of very small ques-
tions ; in its frequent preference of
repression over the educational deve-
lopment, and of ‘thou shalt not,” over
the much more important ¢ thou shalt;’
in the divorce between the religion,
and the commercial, political, and in-
ternational life of Christian nations ;
in a secularized literature and in nam-
by-pambyattempts to Christianize lite-
rature ; in the ignoring of art, and in
the too frequent attitude of hostility
to science betrayed by a tone of irrita-
tion, suspicion, or depreciation regard-
ing eminent scientific men indulged in
by people from whom better things
might be expected. For dislike to
science on the part of truly religious
men is especially irrational; uneasi-
ness displayed when new facts are dis-
covered, or new theories broached—it
may be only as working theories—espe-
cially humiliating, and calculated to-
remind sceptics of the attitude as-
sumed by the monks three or four cen-
turies ago towards those dangerous
languages—Greek and Hebrew. It is
not wmerely neutrality that science has
a right to expect at the hands of reli-
gion, but boundless encouragement
and favour. The alarm into which
sections of the Church have again and
again been thrown by astronomy, geo-
logy, and indeed Ly every new science,
and the passive resistance offered to-
increase of knowledge is simply be-
wildering to one who has correct con-
ceptions of the proper sphere of reli-
gion. Nothing has done more to dis-
credit all religion with the partly-
educated working classes, who, though
unable to distinguish the real state of
the case, are shrewd enough to infer
that only they are opposed to science,
who believe that science is opposed to
them. Naturally enough, many scien-
tific men have become coarse, arrogant
and one-sided in their turn; and so,
instead of theologians determining the
boundaries of science by the Bible, we
now more frequently have scientific

. men excluding religion from the sphere
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of the knowable, unless it meekly sub-
mits to its tests of prayer-gauges in
hospitals, and the crucibles and retorts
of the laboratory.

In giving this historical sketch of
the actual relations that have existed
between religion and the various de-
partments of secular life, there is, of

the great ones of other days on whose
shoulders we stand. Those who sub-
dued the Roman Empire and won it
for Jesus Christ ; those who, out of the
raw material of savage Lombards,
Huns, Goths, Wends, Slavs, Saxons,
Northmen, laid the foundations of Eu-
ropean Christiunity ; those Reformers
and Puritans to whom we owe the

i
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beauty and more of knowledge are so

' much needed, and knowledge at any

rate is so highly esteemed, the revela-
tion which rules the world, even now,
is not Greece's revelation, but Judaea's
not the pre-eminence of art and sci-
ence, but the pre-eminence of righte-

" ousness.”*
course, no intention of depreciating
' orblame men. Apart from their deeds

But we are not called upon to praise

and what they left undone, their wis-
dom and their misconceptions, we must
determine from the central thought
and life of Christianity the ideal rela-
tion between it and our secular life.
Here there can be no mistake. To

' Jesus nothing that came from the
* Father wus common or unclean ; that

freedom, the purity, and the power of
- Him nature and humanity were reflec-

modern life; we could not depreciate
even if we would. Criticism itself is
out of place until our deeds equal
theirs. Let us clearly understand that
Christianity came as a new life to a
world corruptand dying, The life had
to contend with all opposing forces,
In every age it won more or less of
triumph, It alone lifted the world ; it
alone bore fruit. In our own modern
times, too, we might almost say that
it alone has been fruitful—fruitful in
elevating man, in ensuring the purity
of family life, political order, industrial
development, philanthropic endeavour,

is, nothing was merely secular. To
tions and embodiments of the Father’s
will ; to be studied by the man of
science, interpreted by the spiritually

© minded, loved by the artist and by all.

Behold the lilies, the grass, the fowls,
He says tous. The labours of husband-
men, vine-dressers, fishermen, house-
holders, stewards, traders, are made to
yield spiritual teaching. He does not
preach like the ascetic or pietist, ¢ Do
not seek for money, food, clothes, for
you can do without such trifles; at-

! tend to the soul; that is the great

missionary activity, educational deve-
. things. Such cares only hinder work.

lopment, and even scientific progress.

There is scarcely a college in the New

-even ag in the Old World that does not
owe its existence directly or indirectly
to the Church. That one fact ought
to outweigh the fanaticisms of the
more ignorant of theologians and reli-
gionists, were these multiplied an
hundredfold. It shows that the Church
has been guided by a wise instinct ;
that it knows that religion must be
founded on the eternal principles of
knowledge, connected with the highest
purified convictions of humanity, and
co-extensive with the race. As Mat-
thew Arnold, whom no one will sus-
pect of depreciating culture, puts it,
“ Even now in this age, when more of

thing.’ No, but He does say, ‘ Have
no hea.rt-dividing cares about those

Your Father knows that you need
these things, and will He then with-
hoid them from His children ¥ He
consecrated nature and human life,
work, ties and relationships. The
Manichean view of life, even in the

" mild form of petty asceticisms in

which we know it, divorces the king-
dom of nature from the kingdom of
grace, and by degrading the former
deforms the latter. The secularist view
of life denies that there is any king-
dom of grace, and so robs nature of it8
meaning and beauty. For ¢when
heaven was above us, earth looked

* ¢ Literature and Dogma,’ p. 336.
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very lovely; when we came down on
the earth, and believed that we had to
do with nothing but it, earth became
flat and dull ; its trees, its flowers, its
sunlight lost their charms; they be-
Came monotonous,
each day, because we could not see
beyond them.” To Jesus the kingdoms
of nature and grace always appeared
in their ideal unity. The Author of
the one was the Author of the other.
He had made the one to correspond
with and lead up to the other.
had broken the divine unity and har-
mony. The Son of Man came to restore
that which had been broken.

The relation of religion to the secu-
lar, then, is the relation of a law of
life to all the work of life. This law
of life is not a catechism, not a dogma,
but a spiritual power or influence. Its
relation to the secular is not arbitrary,
but natural ; not statical, but dyna-
mical ; not mechanical, but spiritual.
Freedom is the condition of its health-
ful action. v

Let us define this law of life. It
is the old law, old as humanity, which
yet is new ; the old law of love, the
full meaning and extent of which,
Godward and manward, is shown in
and by the cross. It is the child’s love
to the Father, and to the Father's
ciildren, and to the Father's works
and purposes. Love means self-re-
nunciation, and self-renunciation im-
plies the new birth.

He in whom this law of life is su-
preme, and who carries it victoriously
into every department of life with
which he has todo, is truly a religious
an.  Religionists seem to fancy that
it can survive only in the atwosphere
of the sanctuary, the prayer-meeting,
the conference, the church court, orin
directly religious work. Not to speak
of the fact that it is sometimes con-
spicuously absent from those spheres,
Perhaps hecause it went into them un-
proved, deprived of the discipline of
c¢om:mon life, there can be no doubt
that such a theory dishonours that
Which it pretends to honour. Both

more wearisome .

Man
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religious and sscular life suffer ac-
cordingly. Secular life becomes mean,
spiritual life hampered and twisted by
arbitrary restrictions and minute ob-
servances. The resultant type of man-
hood and womanhood—the true test
of the theory—is far from being the
highest. It is apt to give us the
Pharisee, the fanatic, or at best the
inoffensive and goody man, instead of
heroes ; the gossip, back-biting, holy
horror, and sleek self-satisfaction of
the religious tea-table, instead of the

. acts of the apostles; the suppression

of truth, the self-glorification, the
spiritual pride, the teaching of whom
to suspect, the malice of the denomi-
national coterie, instead of the inspi-
ration that should ever be breathing
from the Church of Christ upon a
world lying in wickedness. Religion
and conduct must be harmonized in
every individual, or one being is di-
vided into two beings, with different
faces and pulling different ways. Such
a division is fatal. You cannot split
a man into two without killing him.
The different sides of our nature, like
the different periods of our life, should
bebound each to each by natural piety.
Work should be prayerful, and prayer
true work ; all life a psalm, and praise
the breath of life, for the Christian’s
life is love, and love is the only sufi-
cient source of happiness.

This law of life is not a formula,
however sacred; not a dogma con-
structed laboriously by the intellect in
councils weumenical or national, but
‘a force, a sap pervading the whole
of life. It is at bottom not a book,
though it has a book for basis and
support. It is an unique but new fact
that occupies the heart and moulds the
conduct, . . . a fact which, when ac-
cepted, changes the whole position of
man, operates a revolution in his
entire bLeing, moves, draws, renews
him.’ *

This law of life acts not by mechani-
cal rules, which are the same in all

* Viued's ‘Outlines of Theology, p. 131,
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circumstances, but under the inspi- '

ration of the living spirit of wisdom
which discerns the signs of the times
—a  spirit which Pharisees never
possess, and for not possessing which
Jesus declares them blameworthy.

It can be gloriously inconsistent. At .

one time it refuses to circumecise Ti-

tus, though such a refusal threatensthe -

unity of the whole apostolic church.
At another time, the principle of
toleration having been established, it
spontaneously circumcises Timothy
simply to conciliate prejudiced people.
In one chapter it says, ¢ Eat whatso-

ever is sold in the shambles:’ in an-
other, ‘I will eat no meat while the

world standeth, lest I make my bro- |

ther to stumble.” To the Jews it be-
comes a Jew, to the Greeks it becomes
a Greek.  In the nineteenth century
it would become a Hindoo or China-
man to gain the Hindoos or Chinese,
grandly indifferent to the reproach of
inconsistency. For centuries it may
cherish a sacred symbol.  When the
symbol is turned into an idol, it sees
that it is only a Lit of brass, and
grinds it to powder. In one age it
consecrates the wealth of provinces to
build a cathedral. It paints ‘storied
windows, richly dight,) and sings
grand chorales like the sound of many
waters. Inanother, it hardly regrets
to see the cathedral desecrated and the
windows broken. It calls the organ
‘a kist fu’ o' whistles,” and delights
only in Rouse’s version of the Psalms,
When kindlier days come again, it re-
stores cathedrals, listens to voluntar-
les, joins in chants, and sets commit-
tees of General Assembly to work
laboriously to compile hymn-books.
When ordered to use only strange
forms of prayer, that teach what is
thought to be contrary to sound doc-
trine, it will have nothing to do with
liturgical forms at all; when Clrist-
ian liberty is fully conceded, it will
gladly avail itself in public worship
of everything that the congregation
finds to be helpful. So too in all other
departments of life it discerns the
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signs of the times. At one time it
imposes oaths and obligations to con-
formity and sacramental observances
on all officials; at another, it abol-
ishes the oaths and the obligations
alike.  Eternal principles guide it in
legislation, but the application of these
principles is determined by the chang-
ing circumstances of the people and
the times. When capital forgets its
responsibilities, religion takes its stand
on the side of labour, and speaks with
no uncertain voice. When labour for-
gets, it asserts the rights of capital and
the inviolability of economic laws. One
day it reminds us of the sacredness of
authority ; the next, it dies for lib-
erty. Today it pleads for man in
the name of God, to-morrow for God
in the name of man. At one time it
preaches the gospel of peace, at an-
other it invokes the Lord of Hosts and
goes forth to war.” All the time it is
gloriously consistent, ]« st as nature i8
consistent that gives the light and the
darkness, the summer and the winter,
the many-voiced laughter of the sun-
lit sea and the storm-wrack mingling
sea and sky ; just as God is consistent
who gives to the world one day John
the Baptist and the next day Jesus of
Nazareth. But even blockheads’ eyes
are sharp enough to see that there is &
difference, and so they cry out, ¢ In-
consistency,” ¢ Treachery to ordination
vows,” and such like. Unfortunately
too, blockheads as a rule have loqd
voices—to make up for their lack in
other respects—and they delight 10
make themselves heard in the market-
place. The noise prevents the calm
voice of wisdom from being heard.
Men get violently excited. Legitimate
development is rendered impossi! les
and so, instead of reform we get 1.-vo-
lution, withall its sad accompaniients.

All this is very vague, it way be
said. A precisian desires sprc.tic rules-
I know no way of satitying the
precisian save by assigning o him &
spiritual director, into whose hands
let him surrender his own personality
as the price of rest for his soul. The
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director will tell him exactly what
to do, and exactly how far to go
on each occasion that arvises. Of
course this means spiritual slavery—
that is, the destruction of religion-—
for Christianity appeals to the individ-
ual, and individuality means liberty.
Religion must be rooted in the essence
of the individual, in Lis spirit, by
which he is linked to the divine spirit.
It can live only in the atmosphere of
liberty.
breath. Only in an atmosphere of
liberty can religion live.  Then it
works wonders, even though dogmati-
cally incomplete. [t controls conduct
by divine right, speaks with ¢the
dogmatism of a God,’ calls upon men
to follow it, and men obey.

‘With regard to conduct, then, which
we are rightly told is three-fourths of
life, no more precise rule can be given
than that the individual must obey his

Liberty is its basis and its -

own conscience, not another’s. Hiscon- -
science is another name for his spirit- -

ual life or the life of Christ in his
soul. Is he living, or has he only a
name to live? That must be for him
the first great question. How can he
know 1 The test Christ gives is, Does
he obey, and obeying find His com-
mandments not grievous? Such obe-
dience, I believe, was never as wide-
spread as it is to-day. Christianity is
permeating secular life as it never did
before. There are appearances to the
conzrary, of which the newspapers na-
turally enough make the most; but
the very outery proves that these are
exceptions. For example, the excesses
of the Turks in Bulgaria three years
ag0 sealed the doom of their empire in
Europe.  Better for the Sultan had
bis armies lost half a dozen battles.
But three or four centuries ago the
armies of the most Catholic and Chris-
tian kings considered such atrocities
the ordinary usages and rights of war.

ven in war men have now to remem-
ber that they are not wholly brutes.
As the bounds of freedom have wid-
ened, religion has woven itself in with
the warp and woof of the people’s life.

1

621

Religion bas become less a dogma or
ritual, and more of a life. ¢ The
lower classes in this country care as
little for the dogmas of Christianity as
the higher classes care for its practice,’
said Mr. John Bright, lately, with
righteous scorn of what he believed to
be sham zeal for religion.  The same
lower classes preferred to starve, and
even to see their wives and children
‘clemmed,’ rather than get work and
bread at the price of the recognition
of American slavery by their country.
There is more true religion and even
decorum in the average mechanics’
institute, or co-operative society, or
working men’s reading-room or club,
or farmer’s grange of to-day, as I have
seen them, than there was in the aver-
age religious organization ot some cen-
turies ago, or in some that still exist,
Scepticism itself has become not only
moral, but almost religious in its lan-
guage.  But our advance only shows
us how far we are from the ideal J esus
sets before us. The nineteenth century
has still to learn from Him. Do we as
a people take His law into society,
trade, industry, politics? We do not.
Some one will say, we would be counted
fools if we did. I doubt it. But even
if we were, ought that to settle the
matter 7 Certainly not, if Jesus be to
us the supreme reality, not a word
only.

Again, with regard to science, schol-
arship, art, which make up the remain-
ing fourth of life, liberty is also essen-
tial.  Their claims on their students
are as absolute as the claims of con.-
science over conduct. A man’s science
may be wrong, his scholarship inaceu-
rate, hisart false. He and we can find
out that it is so, only when we have
faith in the truth so absolute that we
believe that the only cure for the evils
caused by liberty is a little more lib-
erty.

In a word, without liberty there
cannot be religion, and without reli-
gion life loses inspiration, and society
loses cohesion. Without liberty there
cannot be science, scholarship, nor art,



622

and without these, life loses beauty,
and humanity loses the hope of pro-
gress.  The more fully we trust reli-
gion, the more it vindicates our trust.

It will govern all life ; it will go down -

to the pettiest details and the most

vulgar secularities, and consecrate |

them. But to do 80 it must be free.

lation of religion to various depart-
ments of secular life complicated when
we consider man not as an individual
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stitutions can expand accordingly, only
in a free atmosphere. The nation
therefore should encourage the utmost
liberty of thought in.political matters
as the necessary condition of its peace-
ful development. Party organization
may be thought incapable of allowing

. such liberty, hecause party aims at
It may be asked here, is not the re- -

but as a member of society ? When a

man joins even a guild or trades-union,

does he not part with a portion of his .

liberty the better to secure the rest ?

¢ It is not telling a lie, it is only voting

’

with your party :’ is not this a legiti-
mate plea in politics? Must not the

statesman have a code of morals for:

the sphere of diplomacy—home and
international — different from that
which binds him in private life? Can
a church exist if its members ask for
the same liberty that those who con-
structedits dogmas enjoyed, the liberty
of expressing their religious life not

immediate and definite results. He
that will not submit to its platform
must be read out of the party. But
political wisdom dictates the most spar-
ing exercise of this power. The
critics may see rocks ahead, of which
they are warning the party they have
long been connected with; and to
cast them out is not the way to en-
courage others to watch. The Trojans
did not heed Cassandra, but they did
not expel her from the city. That
party remains powerful which best
understands the signs of the times.
The reason why they often do not
understand is hecanse they treat criti-
cism as rebellion, and instead of wel-

' coming light see only what they wish

only in the language of a past age, but

in a form flowing from, and exactly
representing, their own characteristic

life and thought? Does not the Head :
of the Church sometimes need our °

silence or our lie !

The precise question is, whether or
not the liberty that religion demands
as the condition of its life is consistent
with political and ecclesiastical or-
ganization.

As regards politics, the citizen’s

difficulty is not with the nation, but
with his party. What is the constitu-
tion of any free nation but the expres-
sion of the nation’s life? The proudest
boast of any constitution is that it has
not been made, but has grown.
next boast should be that it has the
promise and potency of indefinite
growth, that it can expand with the
expanding life of the nation, without
the necessity of revolutions. Revolu-
tion means that the nation has grown
and that the constitution cannot ex-

Its

tosee. No party then should demand
the sacrifice of liberty from its ad-
herents, and no citizen should make
the sacritice. The interests of bis
party require him to be free; much
more the interests of the common-
wealth ; much more his own interests.

As regards ecclesiastical organiza-
tion also, the Christian's ditticulty is
not with the ideal Catholic Church —
about which there ought to be no
question, for ¢ where the Spirit of the
Lord is, there is liberty,’—but with
the particular section of the Church
with which he is connected. What
then is the object for which any church
as an organization exists ? For the de-
velopment in its members of religious
life, and the dissemination of that life
by preaching the Gospel to those who
arewithout. But wehaveseen that reli-
gious life is impossible without liberty
There may bemarvellous organization;
there may be a dogmatic system that
the intellect has accepted as the best

. possible compromise; there may be
pand. Nations will grow, and con- '

superstition that calls itself devotion,
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and fanaticism that calls itself zeal
for the truth, and all these for a time
may do wonderful works; but reli-
gion, the life of the free spirit, going
forth into secular life, as assured of
the reality on which it is based as it

is of the realities of sense, and equally |

assured that the relation of the two ;
realities is that of supreme to sul)- !
ordinate, such religion is impossible

without liberty.

The very suspicion

that it dare not think out every sub- |

Ject, that it dare not investigate every

province, deprives it of its divine .

power.

The Church therefore that '

opposes itself to the demand for the |
fullest liberty of thought, and the re-

sults of the most exact scholarship,
opposes itself to religion. It gives

ald and comfort to those who denounce ‘

religion as a clerical imposture. There
are tens, if not hundreds, of thousands
of hard-headed working men who
think thus of religion; and—with
sorrow let us confess-—religious men
have at one time or another given
them some cause for so thinking. To
connect questions of criticism with
the cause of religion; to prohibit in-
quiry, and inquiry is prohibited when
the critic is forbidden to publish the

results of inquiry, lest those whose

faith stands not in the power of God .

but in the wisdom of men should be
‘ unsettled,” or when he mmst submit
to the severest pains and penalties
that the civilization of the age will
tolerate, unless he come to certain

Previously understood conclusions, is -

Inconsistent with the idea of religion
at any time.

But in our time such a position is
directly fatal to the canse it professes
to befriend. It puts religion at once

" ence, history, and life,

out of court with free men; for in | _
© lofty ground of liberty resting securely

every other region where inquiry is
Possible, thought is absolutely unfet-
tered and reason is trusted. Men
ave come to the conclusions that the
tman mind is the only organ for dis-

Covering truth,and that truth can take |

Care of itself ; that baseless theories

Perish soonest when least noticed ; and
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that the only way to correct the mis-
takes of scholarship and speculation is
by a riper scholarship and more fear-
less and comprehensive thought.

This is a jarge liberty that religion
claims. Less will not suffice, if reli-
gion is to be the supreme force in hu-
man character and life.  As a matter
of course, men who exalt the tradi-
tional above the spiritual will refuse.
the claim. They point to the excesses,
seen of all, that accompany the reign
of liberty in Church and State, and
declare that salvation requires repres-
sion, by ‘sect-craft’ or ¢ state force.’
There are thousands of men, for in-
stance, who, as they read choice ex-
tracts of various effusions, spoken and
published every day from the Pine
State to the Giolden Gate, are honestly
convinced that this Republic is going
Leadlong to ruin, and that its govern-
ment is on the eve of overthrow. Iet
them know that, on the contrary,
to this very fact of boundless liberty
alone is the country indebted for its
stability; that the government acknow-
ledges the kingship of all freemen, and
declares all men free, just because it is
based not on arbitrary authority, but
on theauthority of reasonand morality.
In the same way men of weak faith
drvead discussions and differences of
opinion in the Church. Let them
learn to have more faith, Let them
know that the Church is based on the
rock which is Christ.

The only possible religion for man
is Christiunity, because it alone can
siand all the tests of philosophy, sci-
No other re-
ligion can stand those impartial tests.
Is any Church more fitted than ours,
by its essential principles, to accept
them fully and frankly, to occupy the

on the possession of absolute spiritual
truth, and so, winning the confidence
of all Christians, become the wide and
beautiful Church of the future? Let
us be true to our history. Our fathers
bad a higher ambition than to form
one of a number of sects, Let the
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Church truly believe that the truth
1t preaches can alone save the world ;
let it fearlessly allow the widest liberty
consistent with the acknowledgment

of the central fact that constitutes

Christianity, and it will best solve the
problem of the right relations in which
religion should stand to secular life.
Knowing only Jesus Christ and Him
crucitied, it has the key to all life,
Truly inspired by, and altogether satis-
fied with, this faith, what new vic-
tories would the Church gain? It
‘would precipitate itself upon the world

THE AFTERGLOW.

instead of keeping snugly and respect-
ably within its own lines. It would
aim at what the timid would pronounce
impossibilities. T would dare all
things. Tt would give not a tenth,
not a half, but all to Christ. By sub-
lime deeds it would vindicate itself as
the Church of the living God. ¢ The
religion of God, if there be one, can-

. not tolerate mediocrity ; the mediocre
| is the false.’*

* Vinet's ¢ Outlines of Theology,’ p. 117.

THE AFTERGLOW.

BY GOWAN LEA,

IT is the afterglow.

The dying sun

Went down behind yon distant purple hill
Wihere sleep the quiet dead, while breezes still
A solemn requiem chant ere day be done.
Full o'er the city yet, in beauty rare,
Shine rosy beams that touch the countless spires,
And play upon the rushing river there,
Illume the leaden sky with crimson fires
More splendid far than when at noontide hour
The sun was in the zenith of his power.

O dead and gone—is this the afterglow !
From hidden moss-grown graves behind yon hill
A soft effulgence seemeth yet to flow—

A subtle tie that binds us closer still,

And kindles in our spirits’ clouded skies

A fire of hope that never, never dies :

Bright picture unto which souls troubled-tossed
Have turned in holy contemplation lost,
Forgetting earth’s wild turmoil, hate, and strife,

Montrcal,

To dream a dream of love's unending life.
o
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ONLY AN ACCIDENT!

BY “290,” ToroNTO.

LIVING day after day, and month

+ vociferating, for you could hear no-
. thing butthe roar of escaping steam.

after month, in a large and popu-
lous city, one seldom stops to think :
How are other people living? We see
those around us do what every day

we do ourselves, We see them do the !

same things in the same way that we
do them, and in ways differing from
our way. We see them do things that

we never have done, and never could '

do. We see all this, and yet we rarely

stop to consider the guiding principle

or the motive for the infinity of ac-
tions which are going on around us all
the time.

A week or two ago, with a thought
of this kind, I wandered down to one
of the large wharves of our city, where
Several steamers and other craft were
being loaded and unloaded. Every-
where was activity and bustle, and all
was in seeming confusion, until one
looked carefully around, and, in a mea-
sure, analyzed the scene which here
presented itself. Numberless barrels,

One could not look at the excited old
lady for half a minute, without being
conscious of the futility of her efforts,
while at the same time you found your-
self elbowed aside by an authoritative
official, or perhaps by a still more ex-
cited old woman than the one whom
vou had been observing so intently,
Just over there, on the edge of the
wharf, some men are taking out empty
boxes from another vessel, and piling
them up one above the other, They
look as if they were erecting im-
promptu defences against the en-

. croachments of the barrels, they

build so rapidly. They always put
the top box up so high, that you
could only just touch it with your

. stick.  How the men manige to put

it there without using a step-ladder
is amazing. No one knows how it is

. done but the men themseives, and

rolled one after another by num-

berless pairs of hands, came out of

one of the steamers; it was wonderful .
t>seehow, from thecomparatively small !

area of one of those vessels such quan-

tities of barrels could be brought. It

was more like the miraculous multi-
plication of cards in a wizard’s box

than an example of ordinary, every- }

day, business-like reality. How quickly

they took up all the available spaceon

the wharf!
8tood a surging mass of people, was
now only the level tops of barrels, with
& narrow lane between. Down this
ane a nervous old lady, with more

bandboxes tied with string thannature.

had provided her with fingers to hang
them on, was struggling and evidently
5

A moment before, where

they could not explain it, even if you
had courage, in the busy excitement,
to ask such a (uestion.

One of the steamers has stopped
‘ blowing off, and is ready to start.
In a moment the cord from the wheel-
house to the whistle vibrates, and a
deafening noise is the resalt. It is
the signal to leave. That boat makes
close connections with two rival rail.
ways, and is very fast. She is crowded
with passengers to-day. See ‘there,
upon the upper deck a gentleman is

. standing with two ladies ; he is beck-

oning to some one on the wharf. I{
is not hard to see who he is calling.
In and out among the boxes and bar-
rels, jumping over everything that ob-
structs him, through the crowd of by-
standers with marvellousrapidityglides
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a small ragged figure, carrying news-
papers. Before the child gets to the
boat, the gangways are drawn in, at
least the aft gangway is, and the other
is just being moved. He springs on
board, but is stopped by one of the
‘hands.’” He breaks away from his
captor, and is off up stairs. As he
does so, the gong in the engine-room
sounds twice, and the huge wheel be-
gins slowly to turn, splashing and
throwing the dark, dirty water of the
dock into a thousand shining gems, as
the great vessel glides off with its in-
numerable figures,its creaking fenders,
aad its dripping ropes. That little
follow will be carried away—DNo!
there he is again—surely he can easily
jump that distance; but he is again
stopped by one of the ‘ hands’ who

; out of the water.

ONLY AN ACCIDENT.

steadily rowed by an old man, is the
first of several buats to come, and as
quickly as the old man can do it (but
he is very slow), the poor boy is lifted
Several *willing

" hands reach out and take him from

the scow and carry him under a
shed out of the sun, and lay him on
the top of some of the merchandise,
for there is no nearer shelter, His
tattered garments, dripping with water,
are taken off, and he is wrapped in a
piece of old canvas while medical aid
18 sent for.

¢ The paddle-wheel must have struck
his head,” says a sympathizing per-
son. ‘He shouldn’t have gone on
when the boat was starting,” says a
cynical one. Well, perhaps he

. shouldn’t, but this is not the time to

eaught him as he was going in, but |

only for a moment, then ne steps back,
makes & sudden run and jumps—he
misses the wharf, and down beneath
that splashing, dripping, resistless
wheel, sinks in the blinding, white,
flowing foam that seems to boil and
bubble and hiss at the wheel. Several
men rush to the side of the wharf,
and several run to the side of the
boat.  In the confusion several voices

call to the captain, but the boat does !

notstop. No! Why should it? The
captain has tomakehisconnection with
the rival railways, and it would be
ruinous to belate. Oh! man, stop; for
God's sake, stop, even if you do no
good now ; stop and show some pity
and sorrow for the sake of our com-
mon humanity. No, think of the
number of people who would be incon-
venienced if they missed the connec-
tion. Oh stay ! —No, no, no, a ragged
scrap of humanity may have the pre-
cious life beaten out of it beneath the
wheels of our cars of Jugsernaut, but
a modern civilized steamboat-com-
pany must not fail in its engagements !

The white foam, sparkling in the
sun, turns to the dark, muddy water
again, as a little head shows above its
surface. There he is. Oh, quick or
you will be too late! A scow, un-

upbraid him. How few of us ever
stop to consider the motive for the in-
finity of actions which are going on
around us all the time. That little
right hand clasped so tightly may help
us to understand him, poor boy, if we
can only read aright. At length he
opens his eyes and asks ¢ Where am
1%’ It werea charity to tell him he is
near another world; but he knows
that. He opens his eyes again, clear
blue eyes they are. ‘Tell me, my
poor little fellow,” I say, ¢ what made
you go on board just as the boat was
starting?’ A strange question at such
a time. ¢’Cos father’s drunk and moj
ther’s sick, and if I didn't get it for
'em nobody’d get it,’ he replies slowly
and painfully.  ¢Isit going to rain?

he asks. ‘No, my boy, the sun 18
shining brightly.’ ¢It is getting 80
dark.’ He closes his eyes wearily for
some time, and then slowly opens
them again. ¢ Will somebody give
this to mother—in my hand?’ Yes,
in that hand, clasped so tightly, is the
last earnings he will ever get. Time
is going; but the doctor has not come
yet. ‘Do you know that you can't
see your mother again to-night?’ I
ask as kindly as I can. Yes, he knows
that, poor child. He speaks again.
*Tell father not to get drunk or mo-
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ther will die.
be going to rain—dark.’ The reply,
full of tender words of pity and hope,
fall only on a dull, cold ear. Alone
in the shadow, under a projecting eve,
lies a motionless figure. The light
from the water throws
tigures upon the wall, which float and

that deep shadow to disturb him. The
mighty vessel, with all its iron heart-
lessness, now but a speck upon the
horizon, only visible by its trail of
dense black smoke, has left behind it

I'm so cold—It must .
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ever look for the motive of an action
below the surface. A child of a drun-
ken father, and, at that age, the bread-
winner of a family! How could he

. let any of the means of their support
. go? Howdarehe let it go? A child,

fantastic

and yet feeling the responsibility rest-

. ing upon him, must even die before he
dance, and glide about, mimicking the
restless water, but they come not into

can lose the only means of support for a
worse than widowed mother. He has

. died ; but he has kept his trust.

. wharves of a large city !

a darker shadow—one that cannot be |

dispelled. )

The doctor comes now, but can do
nothing.
ers do anything for him now, except
unclasp his little hand, and take the
hard-earned pence for his mother.
How very tightly his hand is clasped
about the coppers. ‘ Why did he not
let go the money and try to save him-
self4 Why not? How few of us

A news-boy killed at one of the
The great
dailies may not even record the fact ;
but whether the city knows it or not,
that tightly-clasped hand tells of an ac-

. tion as noble as that ever performed by
. man. What more could he do? What

Nor can any of the watch- !

more can man do} What more has
man ever done? than try, with all
the resistless purpose of an indomit-
able will, that death itself cannot con-
quer, to carry out a right purpose, and
to do his duty in that state of life to
which it has pleased God to call him.

‘A MINISTER OF GRACE!

BY SARA DUNCAN.,

N

E call thee Sympathy, in our rude tongue,
Discerning not thy lovelier, heaven-giv'n name
Whereby the angels know thee.

In no wise

May we command thee—thou art subtly born
Of soul-similitude, or common grief ;

Yet souls for lack of thee must daily die !
Thou lurkest in the warmth of clasping hands,
The inner life of human brotherhood,

And often shinest glorious in a tear |

Thou sharest half, and soothest all, their pain,
And from the depths men mutely cry to thee,
All empty-hearted if thou comest not !
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CANADIAN INTELLETCUAL DEVELOPMENT.

THE INTELLECTUAL DEVELOPMENT OF THE CANADIAN
PEOPLE.*

AN HISTORICAL REVIEW,

BY J. G. BOURINOT, B, A,

CHAPTER 1

EFFECT OF SOCIAL AND POLITICAL
CHAXGES ON MENTAL DEVELOPMENT.

HOULD the title of this review
come by any chance under the
notice of some of those learned gen-
tlemen who are delving among Greek
roots or working out abstruse mathe-
matical problems in the greatacademic
seats on the banks of the Cam or

Isis, they would probably wonder -

what can be said on the subject of the
intellectual development of a peaple

engaged in the aksorbing practical

work of a Colonial dependency. To
such eminent scholars Canada is pro-
bably only remarkable as a country
where even yet there is, apparently,
s0 little sound scholarship that vacan-
cies in classical and mathematical
chairs have to be frequently tilled by
gentlemen who have distinguished
themselves in the Universities of the
parent state. Indeed, if we are to
Jjudge from articles and books that ap-

* This series of articles has been prepared
in accordance with a plan, marked ont by the
writer some years ago, of taking up from
time to time certain features of the social,
iy)olitical, and industrial progress of Canada.

apers on_the Maritime Industry and the
National Development of Canada have been
already published in England and ('anada,
and have been so favourably received by the
Press of both countries that the writer has
felt encouraged to continue in the same
course of study, and supplement his previous
efforts by an historical review of the Intellec-
{ual Progress of the Canadian People,

© pear from time to time in England

with reference to this country, Eng-
lishmen in general know very little of
the progress that has been made in cul-
ture since Canada has become the
most important dependency of Great
Britain, by virtue of her material pro-
gress within half a century. Even the
Americans who live alongside of us,
and would be naturally supposed to

- be pretty well informed as to the pro-

gress of the Dominion to their north,
appear for the most part ignorant of
the facts of its development in this
particular. It was but the other day
that a writer of some ability, in an or-
gan of religious opinion, referred to
the French Canadians as a people
speaking only inferior French, and en-
tirely wanting in intellectual vigour-
Nor is this fact surprising when we
consider that there are even some Can-
adians who do not appear to have that
knowledge which they ought to have
on such a subject, and take many of-
portunities of concealing their ignor-
ance by depreciating the intellectual
efforts of their countrymen. If so
much iguorance or indifference pre-
vails with respect to the progress 0

Canada in this respect, it must be ad-
mitted—however little flattering the
admission may be to our national
pride—that it is, after all, only the
natural sequel of colonial obscurity-
It is still a current belief abroad—at
least in Europe—that we are all 80
much occupied with the care of our
material interests, that we are 80
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deeply absorbed by the grosser con- |

ditions of existence in a new country,
that we have little opportunity or
leisure to cultivate those things which
give refinement and tone to social life.
Many persons lose sight of the fact
that Canada, voung though she is com-
pared with the countries of the Old
World, has passed beyond the state of
mere colonial pupilage.
portant section of her population has
a history contemporaneous ‘with the
history of the New England States

!
i
!
1
|

!
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It is necessary to consider first the
conditions under which the Dominion
has been peopled, before proceeding to
follow the progress of intellectual
culture, 8o far, the history of Canada
may be divided into three memorable
periods of political and social develop-
ment. The first period lasted during

. the years of French dominion; the

One very im- -

whose literature is read wherever the

English tongue is spoken.
ish population have a history which

record of an industrious, erterprising
people who have made great political
and social progress. Indeed it may
be said that the political and material
progress that these two sections of the
Canadian people have conjointly made
is of itself an evidence of their men-
tal capacity.  But whilst reams are
written on the industrial progress of
the Dominion with the praiseworthy
object of bringing additional capital
and people into the country, only an
incidental allusion is made now and
then to the i'lustrations of mental ac-
tivity which are found in its schools,

in its press, and even in its literature. -

It is now the purpose of the present
writer to show that, in the essential
elements of intellectual development,
Canada is making, not a rapid, but
certainly at least a steady and encour-
aging, progress which proves that her
people have not lost, in consequence of
the decided disadvantages of their co-
lonial situation, any of the character-
istics of the races to whom they owe
their origin. He will endeavour to
treat the subject in the spirit of an
impartial critic, and confine himself as
<losely as possible to such facts as il-
lustrate the character of the progress,
and give much encouragement for the
future of & country, even now only a
little beyond the infancy of its mnte:
rial as well as intellectual develop-
ment.

The Brit-

second, from the Conquest to the
Union of 1840, during which the pro-
vinces were working out representa-
tive institutions ; the third, from 1840
to 1867, during which interval the
country enjoyed responsible govern-

. ment, and entered on a career of ma-
goes back over a century, and it isthe -

terial progress only exceeded by that
of the great nation on its borders.
Since 1867, Canada has commmenced a
new period in her political develop-
ment, the full results of which are yet
a problem, but which the writer be-
lieves, in common with all hopeful
Canadians, will tend eventually to en-
large her political condition, and place
her in a higher position among com-
munities. It is only necessary, how-
ever, to refer particularly to the three
first periods in this introductory chap--
ter, which is merely intended to show
as succinctly as possible those succes-
sive changes in the social and political
circumstances of the provinces, which
have necessarily had the effect of stim-
ulating the intellectual development
of the people.

Religion and commerce, poverty
and misfortune, loyalty and devotion
to the British Empire, have brought
into the Dominion of Canada, the
people who, within a comparatively
short period of time, have won from
the wilderness a country whose pre-
sent condition is the best evidence of
their industrial activity. Religion was
a very potent influence in the settle-
ment of New France. It gave to the
country—to the Indian as well as to
the Frenchman—the services of a zeal-
ous, devoted band of missionaries who,
with unfaltering courage, forced their
way into the then trackless West, and
associated their names to all time,
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with the rivers, lakes, and forests of
that vast region, which is now the
most productive granary of the world.
In the wake of these priestly pioneers
followed the trader and adventurer to
assist in solving the secrets of un-
known rivers and illimitable forests.

CANADIAN INTELLECTUAL DEVELOPMENT.

was an ever present evidence of their

. national humiliation.

So the first period of Canadian his-

- tory went down amid the deepest
- gloom, and many years passed away

From the hardy peasantry of Norman-

dy and Brittany came reinforcements
to settle the lands on the banks of the
St. Lawrence and its tributary rivers,
and lay the foundations of the
sent province of Quebec. The life of
the population, that, in the course of
time, filled up certain districts of the

pre-

province, was one of constant restless-

ness and uncertainty which prevented
them ever attaining a permanent pros-
perity. When the French régime dis-
appeared with the fall of Quebec and
Montreal, it can hardly be said there

existed a Canadian people distinguish-

ed for material or intellectual activity.
At no time under the government of
France, had the voice of the ¢habi-
tants ’ any influence in the councils of
their country. A bureaucracy, acting
directly under the orders of the King
of France, managed public affairs, and
the French Canadian of those times,
very unlike hisrival in New England,
was & mere automaton, without any
political significance whatever. The
communities of people that were
settled on the St. Lawrence and in
Acadia were sunk in an intellectual
lethargy --the natural consequence not
only of their hard struggle for exis-
tence, but equally of their inability to
take a part in the government of the
country. It was impossible that a
people who had no inducement to study
public affairs—who could not even
hold a town or parish-meeting for
the establishment of a public school,
should give many signs of mental
vigour. Consequently, at the time of
the Conquest, the people of the Cana-
dian settlements seemed to have no
aspirations for the future, no interest
in the prosperity or welfare of each
other, no real bonds of unity. The
very flag which floated above them

. history of these men is

. very

before the country saw the gleam of
a brighter day. On one side of the
English Channel, the King of France
soon forgot his mortification at the loss
of an unprofitable ‘region of frost and
snow ;’ on the other side, the English
Government looked with indifference,
now that the victory was won, on the
acquisition of an alien people who
were likely to be a source of trouble
and expense. Then occurred the War
of American Independence, which
aroused the English Ministry from
their indifference and forced into the
country many thousands of resolute,
intelligent men, who gave up every-
thing in their devotion to one ab-
sorbing principle of loyalty. The
still to
be written as respects their real
influence on the political and social
life of the Canadian Provinces. A
superficial review, however,
of the characteristics of these pioncers
will shew that they were men of strong
opinions and great force of character
~—valuable qualities in the formation
of a new community. If, in their
Toryism, they and their descendants
were slow to change their opinions
and to yield to the force of those pro-
gressive idens, necessury to the politi-
cal and mental development of a new
country, yet, perhaps, these were nobt
dangerous characteristics at times
when republicanism had not a few ad-
herents among those who saw the
greater progress and prosperity of the
people to the south of the St. Law-
rence and the Great Lakes. These men
were not ordinary immigrants, drawn
from the ignorant, poverty-stricken
classes of an old world ; they were
men of a time which had produced
Otis, Franklin, Adams, Hancock and
Washington—men of remarkable en-
ergy and intellectual power. Not &
few of these men formed in the Cana-
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dian colony little centres from which | communities.

radiated more or less of intellectual
light to brighten the prevailing dark-
ness of those rough times of Canadian
settlement. The exertions of these

men, combined with the industry of '

others brought into the country by

the hope of making homes and for- °

tunes in the New World, opened np,
in the course of years, the fertile lands
of the West. Then two provinces
were formed in the East and West,
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From that date the
Canadian Provinces entered on a new
period of industrial and mental ac-
tivity,.  Old jealousies and rivalries
between the different races of the
country became more or less softened
by the closer intercourse, social and
political, that the Union brought
about. During the fierce political
conflicts that lasted for so many years

~in Lower Canada—those years of

divided by the Ottawa River, and
representative government was con- .
ceded to each. The struggles of the

majority to enlarge their political
liberties and break the trammels of a
selfish bureaucracy illustrate the new
mental vigour that was infused into
the French Canadian race by the con-
cession of the parliamentary system
of 1792, The descendants of the peo-
ple who had no share whatever in the
government under French rule had at
last an admirable opportunity of prov-
ing their capacity for administering
their own affairs, and the verdict of
the present is, that, on the whole,
whatever mistakes were committed
by their too ardent and impulsive
leaders, they showed their full appre-
ciation of the rights that were justly

theirs as the people of a free colonial -

community. Their minds expanded
with their new political existence, and
a new people were born on the banks
of the St. Lawrence,

At the same time the English-
speaking communities of Upper Can-
ada and the Maritime Provinces ad-
vanced in mental vigour with the
progress of the struggle for more
liberal institutions. Men of no ordi-
nary intellectual power were created
by that political agitation which forced
the most indifferent from that mental
apathy, natural perhaps to a new coun-
try, where a struggle for mere exist-
ence demands such unflagging physi-
cal exertion. ‘It is, however, in the

we find most evidence of the decided
mental progress of the Canadian

trial for all true Canadians—tke divi-
sion between the two races was not a
mere line, but apparently a deep gulf,
almost impossible to be bridged in the
then temper of the contending parties.
No common education served to re-
move and soften the differences of
origin and language. The associations
of youth, the sports of childhood, the
studies by which the character of man-
hood is modified, were totally distinct.*

¢ With the Union of 1840, unpalatable

as it was to many French Canadians
who believed that the measure was in-
tended to destroy their political au-
tonomy, came a spirit of conciliation
which tended to modify, in the course
of no long time, the animosities of the
past, and awaken a belief in the good
will and patriotism of the two races,
then working side by side in a com-
mon country, and having the same
destiny in the future. And with the
improvement of facilities for trade and
intercourse, all sections were brought
into those more intimate relations
which naturally give an impulse not
only to internal commerce, but to the
intellectual faculties of a people.t
During the first years of the settle-
ment of Canada there was a vast
amount of ignorance throughout the
rural districts, especially in the west-

14’11_{eport of Lord Durham on Canada, pp.
-15.

. tLord Macaulay says on the point: Every
improvement of the means of locomotion
benefits mankind morally and intellectually,

K ! as well as materially, and not only facilitates
new era that followed the Union that |

the interchange of the various productions of
nature and art, but tends to remove natural
and provincial antipathies and to bind to-

* gether all the branches of the human family,
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ern Province. Travellers who visited
the country and had abundant oppor-
tunities of ascertaining its social con-
dition, dwelt pointedly on the moral
and intellectual apathy that prevailed
outside a few places like York or
other centres of intelligence ; but they
forgot to make allowance for the dith-
culties that surrounded these settlers.
The isolation of their lives had natur-
ally the effect of making even the

CANADIAN INTELLECTUAL DEVELOPMENT.

wealth, there grew up a spirit of self-
reliance which of itself attested the
mental vigour of the people. Whilst
England was still for many ¢ the old
home,’richin memoriesof the past,Can-
ada began to be a real entity, as it
were, a something to be loved, and to
be proud of. The only reminiscences

© that very many had of the countries of

better class narrow-minded, selfish,

and at last careless of anything like
refinement. Men who lived for years
without the means of frequent com-
munication with their fellow-men,
without opportunities for social, in-

their origin were reminiscences of pov-
erty and wretchedness, and this class
valued above all old national associa-

© tions the comfort and independence, if

not wealth, they had been able to win
in their Canadian home. The French-

- man, Scotchman, Irishnan, and Eng-

structive intercourse, except what

they might enjoy at rare intervals
through the visit of some intelligent
clergyman or tourist, might well have
little ambition except to satisfy the
grosser wants of their nature.

lishman, now that they had achieved
a marked success in their pioneer
work, determined that their children

" should not be behind those of New

The -

post office, the school, and the church

were only to be found, in the majority
of cases, at a great distance from their
homes.

England, and set to work to build up
a system of education far more com-
prehensive and liberal than that en-
joyed by the masses in Great Britain.

. On all sides at last there were many

Their children, as likely as

not, grew up in ignorance, even were .

educational facilities at hand ; for in
those days the parent had absolute
need of his son’s assistance in the
avocations of pioneer life. Yet with
all these disadvantages, these men
displayed a spirit of manly independ-
ence and fortitude which was in some
measure a test of their capacity for
better things. They helped to make
the country what it is, and to prepare
the way for the larger population
which came into it under more fa-
vourable auspices after the Union of
1840. From that time Canada re-
ceived a decided impulse in everything
that tends to make a country happy
and prosperous. Cities, towns and
villages sprung up with remarkable
activity all over the face of the coun-
try, and vastly enlarged the oppor-
tunities for that social intercourse
which of itself is an important factor
in the education of a new country.
At the same time, with the progress
of the country in population and

evidences of the progress of culture,
stimulated by the more generally dif-
fused prosperity. It was only neces-
sary to enter into the homes of the
people, not in the cities and important
centres of industry and education,
but in the rural districts, to see the
effects of the industrial and mental
development within the period that

. elapsed from the Union of 1840 to the

Confederation of 1867. Where a hum-
ble log cabin once rose among the bla(_‘k
pine stumps, a comfortable, and in
many cases expensive, mansion of wood
or more durable material, had become
the home of the Canadian farmer, who,
probably in his early life, had been
but a poor peasant in tl.e mother coun-
try. He himsclf, whose life had been
one of unremitting toil and endeavour,
showed no culture, but his children
reaped the full benefits of the splendid
opportunities of acquiring knowledge
afforded by the country which owed
its prosperity to their father, and men
like him. The homes of such men, 1B
the most favoured districts, were no
longer the abodes of rude industry,
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but illustrative, in not a few cases, of
that comfort and refinement which
must be the natural sequence of the
general distribution of wealth, the im-
provement of internal intercourse, and
the growth of education.

‘When France no longer owned a
foot of land in British North America,
except two or three barren islets on the
coast of Newfoundland, the total pop-
ulation of the provinces known now
as Canada, was not above seventy
thousand souls, nearly all French.
From that time to 1840, the pojula-
tion of the different provinces made
but a slow increase, owing to the igno-
rance that prevailed as to Canada,
the indifference of English statesmen
in respect to colonization, internal dis-
sensions in the country itself, and its
slow progress, as compared with the
great republic on its borders. Yet,
despite these obstacles to progress, by
1841 the population of Canada rose to
nearly a million and a half, of whom,
at least, fifty-five per cent. were
French Canadians. Then the tide of
immigration set in this direction, un-
til, at last, the total population of
Canada rose, in 1367, to between
three and four millions, or an increase
of more than a hundred per cent. in a

quarter of a century. By the last .

Census of 1870, we have some idea of
the national character of this popula-
tion—more than eighty per cent. being
Canadian by birth, and, consequently,
identified in all senses of the term with
the soil and prosperity of the country.
Whilst the large proportion of the
people are necessarily engaged in those
industrial pursuits which are the basis
of a country’s material prosperity, the
statistics show the rapid growth of the
classes who live by mental labour, and
who are naturally the leaders in mat-
ters of culture. The total number of
the professional class in all the pro-
vinces was some 40,000, of whom
4,436 were clergymen, 109 judges, 264

professors, 3,000 advocates and nota--

ries, 2,792 physicians and surgeons,
13,400 teachers, 451 civil engineers,
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232 architects, and for the first time
we find mention of a special class of

- artists and littératures, 590 in all, and

these evidently do not include journal-
ists, who would, if enumerated, largely
swell the number.

Previous to 1867, different commu-

. nities of people existed throughout

British North America, but they had
no common interest or purpose, no real
bond of union, except their common
allegiance to one Sovereign. The
Confederation of the Provinces was

intended, by its very essence and

operation, to stimulate, not only the
industrial energy, but the mental ac-
tivity as well, of the different commu-
nities that compose the Dominion. A
wider field of thought has, undoubt-

~edly, been opened up to these com-

munities, so long dwarfed by that
narrow provincialism which every now
and then crops up to mar our national
development, and impede intellectual

. progress. Already the people of the
- Confederated Provinces are every-
where abroad recognised as Canadians

—as a Canadian people, with a history
of their own, with certain achieve-
mentstoprove theirindustrial activity.
Climatic influences,"all histcry proves,

" have much to do with the progress of

a people. It is an admitted fact, that
the highest grade of intellect has al-
ways been developed, sooner or later,
in those countries which have no great
diversities of climate.* If our natural
conditions are favourable to our men-
tal growth, 80 too, it may be urged
that the difference of races which ex-
ists in Canada may have a useful in-
fluence upon the moral, as well as the

* Sir A, Alison (Vol. xiii. p. 271). RAYS
on this point: ‘Canada and the other British
possessions in British North America, though
apparently blessed with fewer physical ad-
vantages than the country to the South,
contain a noble race, and are evidently des-
tined for a lofty destination. Everything
there is in proper keeping for the develop-
ment of the combined physical and mental
qualities of man. There are to be found at
once the hardihood of character which con-
quers difficulty, the severity of climate which
stimulates exertion, and natural advantages
which reward enterprise,’
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intellectual nature of the people as a
whole. In all the measures calculated
to develop the industrial resources
and stimulate the intellectual life of
the Dominion, the names of French
Canadians appear along with those of
British origin. The French Canadian
is animated by a deep veneration for
the past history of his native country,
and by a very decided determination
to preserve his language and institu-
tions intact, and consequently there
exists in the Province of Quebec a na-
tional, French Canadian sentiment,
which has produced no mean intellec-
tual fruits. We know that all the
grand efforts in the accomplishment
of civilization, have been effected by
a combination of different peoples.
The union of the races in Canada must
have its effect in the way of varying
and reproducing, and probably invig-
orating also, many of tl e qualities be-
longing to each—material, moral, and
mental; an effect only perceptible after
the lapse of very many years but which
i, nevertheless, being steadily accom-
plished all the while with the progress
of social, political, and commercia) in-
tercourse. The greater impulsiveness
and vivacity of the French Canadian
can brighten up, so to say, the stolidity
and ruggedness of the Saxon. The
strong common sense and energy of
the Englishman can combine advan-
tageously with the nervous, impetuous
activity of the Gaul. Nor should it
be forgotten that the French Canadian
is not a descendant of the natives of
the fickle, sunny South, but that his
forefathers came from more rugged
Normandy and Brittany, whose peo-
ple have much that is akin with the
peaple of the British islands.

In the subsequent portions of this
review, the writer will endeavour to
follow the progress in culture, not
merely of the British-speaking people,
but of the two races now working
togetherharmoniously as Canadians. It
will not be necessary to dwell at any
length on the first period of Canadian
history. It is quite obvious that in
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the first centuries of colonial history,
but few intellectual fruits can be
brought to maturity. In the infancy
of a colony or dependency like Can-
ada, whilst men are struggling with
the forest and sea for a livelihood, the
mass of the people can ouly find men-
tal food in the utterances of the pulpit,
the legislature, and the press. This
preliminary chapter would be incom-
plete, were we to forget to bear testi-
mony to the fidelity with which the
early Roman Catholic and Protestant
missionaries laboured at the great task
devolving upon them among the pio-
neers in the Canadian wilderness. In
those times of rude struggle with the
difficulties of a colonial life, the reli-
gious teachers always threw a gleam
of light amid the mental darkness that
necessarily prevailed among the toilers
of the land and sea. Bishops Laval,
Lartigue, Strachan, and Mountain ;
Sister Bourgeois, Dr. Burns, Dr. Jas.
McGregor, Dr. Anson Green, are con-
spicuous names among the many reli-
gious teachers who did good service in
the early times of colonial develop-
ment. During the first periods of Can-
adian history, the priest or clergyman
was, a8 often as not, a guide in things
temporal as well as spiritual. Dr.
Strachan was not simply the instructor
in knowledge of many of the Upper
Canadian youth, who, in after times,
were among the foremost men of their
day, but was as potent and obstinate
in the Council, as he was vigorous
and decided in the pulpit. When
communications were wretched, and
churches were the exception, the cler-
gyman was a constant guest in the
humble homes of the settlers who wel-
comed him as one who not only gave
them religious instruction, but on many
a winter or autumn evenicg charmed
the listeners in front of the blazing
maple logs with anecdotes of the great
world of which they too rarely heard.
In those early days, the Church of Eng-
land clergyman was a man generally
trained in oneofthe Universities of the
parent state, bringing to the discharge
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of hisduties a conscientious conviction
of his great responsibilities, possessing
at the same time, varied knowedge,
and necessarily exercising through
his profession and acqnirements no
inconsiderable influence, not only in a
religious but in an intellectual sense as
well—an influence which he has never
ceased to exercise in this country.
It is true as, the country became more
thickly settled, and the people began
to claim larger political rights, the in-
fluence of many leading minds among
the Anglican clergy, whobelieved in an
intimate connection between Church

popular education, and the extension
of popular government. The Church
wasg too often the Church of the aris-
tocratic and wealthier classes ; some of
its clergy were sadly wanting in mis-
sionary efforts ; its magnificent liturgy
was too cold and intellectual, perhaps,
for the mass, and consequently, in the
course of time, the Methodists made

i
'
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From the time the people began to
have a voice in public affairs, the poli-
tician and the journalist commenced
naturally to have much influence on
the minds of the masses. The labours
of the journalist, in connection with
the mental development of the coun-
try, will be treated at some length
in a subsequent part of the review.
At present it is sufficient to say that

' of the different influences that have

operated on the minds of the people
generally, none has been more import-

- ant than the press, notwithstanding

' the many discouraging circumstances
and State, even in a colony, was some-

what antagonistic to the promotion of °

rapid progress in Upper Canada. Large

numbers of Scotch Presbyterians also
settled in the provinces, and exercised
a powerful influence on the social,
moral and political progress of the
country. These pioneers came from

a country where parish schools existed

long before popular education was
dreamed of across the border. Their
clergy came from colleges, whose
course of study cultivated minds of
vare analytical and argumentative
power. The sermon in the Presbyte-
rian Church is the test of the intellec-
tual calibre of the preacher, whose
etforts are followed by his long-headed
congregation, in a spirit of the keenest
criticism, ever ready to detect a want
of logic. It is obvious then that the
Presbyterian clergyman, from the ear-
liest time he appeared in the history
of this country, has always been no
inconsiderable force in the mental.
development of a large section of the

people which has given us, as it will .

be seen hereafter, many eminent states-
Ien, journalists, and littérateurs.

under which it long laboured, in a
thinly populated and poor country.
The influence of political discussion on
the intellect of Canada has been, on
the whole, in the direction of expand-
ing the public intelligence, although
at times an extreme spirit of partis-
anship has had the effect of evoking
much prejudice and ill-feeling, not cal-
culated to develop the higher attri-
butes of our nature. But whatever
may have been the injurious effects of

- extreme partisanship, the people as
& rule have found in the discussion

of public matters an excitement which

. has prevented them from falling into -

o

. that mental torpor so likely to arise

amid the isolation and rude conditions
of early times. If the New England
States have always been foremost in
intellectual movement, it may be attri-
buted in a great measure to the fact,
that from the first days of their settle-
ment they thought and acted for them-
selves in all matters of local interest.
It was only late in the day when Can-
adians had an opportunity given themn
of stimulating their mental faculties
by public discussion, but when they
were enabled to act for themselves,
they rapidly improved in mental
strength. It is very interesting to
Canadians of the present generation
to go back to those years when the
first Legislatures were opened in the
old Bishop’s Palace, on the heights of
Quebec, and in the more humble
structure on the banks of the Niagara
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River, and study the record of their
initiation into parliamentary proce-
dure. Itis a noteworthy fact that the
French Canadian Legislatures showed
from the first an earnest desire to
follow as closely as their circumstances

would permit those admirable rules -

and principles of procedure which
the experience of centuries in Eng-
bind has shown to he necessary to

the preservation of decorum, to free-
dom of speech, and to the protec- -

tion of the minority. The speeches of
the leading men in the two Houses

were characterized by evidences of |
large constitutional knowledge, re-

markable for men who had no practi-

cal training in parliamentary life. Of -

course there were in these small As-
semblies many men rough in speech
and manner,with hardly any education
whatever, but the writers who refer to
them in novery complimentary terms*
always ignored the hardships of their
pioneer life, and forgot to do justice
to their possession, at all events, of
good common-sense and much natural
acuteness, which enabled them to be
of use in their humble way, under the
gnidance of the few who were in
those days the leaders of public
opinion. These leaders were generally
men drawn from the Bar, who natu-
rally turned to the legislative arena
to satisfy their ambition and to culti-
vate on a larger scale those powers of
persuasion and argument in which
their professional training naturally
made them adepts. With many of
these men legislative success was only
considered a means of more rapidly
attaining the highest honours of their
profession, and consequently they
were not always the most disinterest-
ed guides in the political controversies
of the day ; but, nevertheless, it must
be admitted that, on the whole, the
Bar of Canada, then as now, gave the
country not a few men who forgot

* For instance, Talbot, I, chap. 23. He
acknowledges, st the same time, the great
ability of the leading men, ‘who would do
«redit to the British Parliament.’
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mere selfish  considerations, and
brought to the discussion of public
affairs a2 wide knowledge and disinter-
ested zeal whichshowed howmenof fine
intellect can rise above the narrower
range of thought peculiar to continu-
ous practice in the Courts. Aspublic
questions became of larger import, the
minds of politicians expanded, and en-
abled them to bring to their discus-
sion a breadth of knowledge and argu-
mentative force which attracted the
attention of English statesmen, who
were 50 constantly referred to in those
times of our political pupilage, and
were by no means too ready to place a
high estimate on colonial statesman-
ship. In the earlier days of our politi-
cal history some men played so im-
portant a part in educating the people
to a full comprehension of their politi-
cal rights, that their names must be
always gratefully remembered in Can-
ada. Papineau, Bédard, Deballiére,
Stuart, Neilson, Baldwin, Lafontaine,
Howe, Wilmot, Johnstone, Uniacke,
were men of fine intellects—natural-
born teachers of the people. Their
successors in later times have ably
continued the work of perfecting the
political structure. All party preju-
dice aside, every allowance made for
political errors in times of violent
controversy, the result of their efforts
has been not only eminently favour:
able to the material development of
the country, but also to the mental
vigour of the people. The statesmen
who met in council in the ancient city
of Quebec during the October of 1864
gave a memorable illustration of their
constitutional knowledge and their
practical acumen in the famous reso-
lutions which form the basis of the
present constitution of Canada.

But it is not within the limits of
this review to dwell on the politlc{il
progress of Cunada, except so far as it
may influence the intellectual develop-
ment of the people. It will be seen,
as we proceed, that the extension O
political rights had a remarkable effect
in stimulating the public intelligencé
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and especially in improving the mental
outfit of the people. The pressincreased
in influence and ability, but, more than
all, with the concession of responsible
government, education became the
great question of the duy in the legis-

i
|
!
I
|
I
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latures of the larger provinces. But
to so important and interesting a sub-

Ject it will be necessary to devote a
separate chapter.

(To Ve Continued.)

WHAT IS GENIUS

BY A. G., TORONTO,

MEN come into the world en-
A dowed differently as regards
mental capacity, activity, and vigour.
Of this fact there can be no question,
though it has often Leen disputed, and
the very fallacious dictum ot the Com-
munist-Republican baldly states it in
the well-known stump phrase that
‘one man is as good as another.” Just
as men come into the world with dif-
ferent physiques, one man being, from
his birth, strong, healthy and stal-

wart, and another weak, sickly and

puny, so are men born with varying
powers of mind, susceptible, of course,
of improvement or deterioration, ac-
cording as the training is careful or
negligent, wise or the reverse.

ture, as has bLeen proved with sufhi-
cient clearness from physiological

The

. lows, but the delusion has been, sooner
same holds good with our moral na- °

asked Ly a pupil what he mixed his
colours with, replied, *brains, sir !’

By this term he meant simply what

we understand by genius, or, when

- found in a lesser degree of develop-

ment, ‘talent.” To attempt to define
it is, we consider, hopeless, though its
recognition is not mnearly so difficult.
Genlus commends itself, not neces-
sarily at once, but without fail, in the

i longrun,touniversal acknowledgment.

And this, indeed, is the true test of
its reality. Talent and even medioc-

. rity have often been hailed as the di-

vine afflatus, the ‘spark of heavenly
flame ’ that sets its possessor at once
on a royal eminence far above his fel-

or later, more or less rudely dispelled ;

. and, vice verse, genius has sometimes

indications or psychological tenden-

cies. In fact, the essential influ-
ences that go to map out our life’s
history are born with us, and the dis-
cernment of these in the individual
is the very foundation of what we
may call *the science of human na-
ture,” while the power of generalizing
conclusions thus formed is one of the
most manifest gifts attendant upon
genius.

remained for years unacknowledged,
and even denied, being obscured by
the prejudices resulting from the viti-
ated taste of the time. But it has in
nearly every case ultimately asserted
itself and commanded audience from
the world.

This, we repeat, is the best mark

. by which it can be known, and beyond
- that mark it will be found very hard

We have all heard the anecdote of |
the famous painter who, on Leing

of definition. It borders, if not on the
supernatural, most certainly on the
superhuman, for it represents a power
in a man that can only Le swipassed
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by the mental power of the angels, or -

that direct inspiration of the Spirit of
the Deity that guided the writers of
the books of Scripture. Indeed, genius
is inspiration, though in a different
sense from that of the sacred writers ;
and the main difference between the
two consists in the one being a power
guided, restrained, and kept ever in
the path of truth, wkile the other—
genius, namely—is but too liable to
lend the splendour of its light to illu-
mine the unreal, the fanciful and the
false,and even to prostituteitsstrength
to support what is actually devilish in
its wickedness.

Genius has been maintained by
some to be merely a naturally power-
ful mind brought to a high perfection
of grasp and power by dint of deter-
mined industry and perseverance. This
we cannot believe in the face of his-
torical evidence to the contrary. The
deer-stealing lad, who, for his pecca-
dilloes against the lord of the manor,
had to flec from his native county,
who held gentlemen’s horses at the
doors of theatres for odd sixpences,
and who at best was only capable of
taking minor characters on the stage,
a man of whose industry or perseve-
rance we have no recorded evidence,
vet left plays and poems such as can-
not be rivalled and hardly approached
in all that marks genius in the litera-
ture of the world. The Ayrshire
ploughman, whose lyrics are the very
breathings of a heaven-inspired genius,
was a rather thriftless, somewhat dis-
sipated, haunter of taverns and asso-
ciate of revellers, with none of the
dogged resolution that we have re-
ferred to about him, and only writing
when his genius compelled him. In
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short, perseverance may and will make
a man more or less successful in every
walk of life, but it never will make
him a genius, because to make a genius

; is impossible, except to the Deity, and

. is counterfeit unless it bear the mark

of the mint of heaven.

Talent is a much less subtle thing,
and means only a wore or less con-
spicuous elevation above mediocre
power. Tkere are many mountains
in the world that rise above the level
of hills, but the number is few of
those that hide their summits in inac-
cessibility, and the grandeur of whose
eminence we must be content to cal-
culate, but cannot venture to explore.
Talent is a mountain high enough to
overlook the ruck of hills, but low
enough to be overshadowed by the
Mont Blanes and Kinchinjungas of
the universe of mind. Talent may be
approached and fairly well simulated
by him who has ambition enough to
prompt the endeavourand perseverance
enough to carry it out. In short,
talent may make for itself a name;
but genius alcne attains to immorta-
lity ; the records of talent are written
by hands of earth on perishable tab-
lets, while those of genius, the finger
of God himself has traced in adamant,
and they are for that reason, as well
as essentially in themselves, incapable
of perishing and not liable to obli-
vion.

In fine, if we believe in genius, it is
not hard to believe in the inspiration
of Scripture, for it is nothing more
than a perfectly conceivable carrying
out of the idea of genius—a further
and more unreserved manifestation of
‘Him in whom we live and move and
have our being.’
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DEATH OF SUMMER.

BY J. R. WILKINSON, LEAMINGTON.

HERE is now the gladsome Summer ?
Singing birds, whose wild songs thrill,

Dark-green foliag’d waving wildwood,
Fragrant glade and rippling rill ;
And the voice as soft as Angel’s

Of the low caressing wind,

As it kisses earth’s warm beauties,
Wooing gently, and so kind ?

Where the whisper, and the murmur
Of the sunlit, dancing sea ?

The mysterious, deep-toned music

Of the waves so grand and free?
Looking where the isles seem sleeping,
Gemm'd upon the slumb’riug flood ;
On, and on, through sunlight vistas,
Fancy free, our souls have trod.

And the hazy cloudlets floating
All the laughing sunlight through ;
Mirror'd on the intense splendour
Of the skies’ infinite blue.

Leading up the vaulted highway
Of the planets’ centreing spheres ;
« Till our souls are lost in wonder,
’Mid ecstatic thoughts and fears!”

Where the dreams we wooed at twilight ?
Fatrest time of all to me ;

When the silver moon beams softly,

And the stars gem earth and sea.

O'! the whisp'ring, murm’ring music !

O'! the songs of Summer’s night;

Unseen harps in tones of rapture,
Thrilling me with strange delight !

Ah'! to die at close of even,

With the heart so strangely glad
Blissful as a dream of Heaven,
Death could not be drear or sad !
Fairest joys the soonest vanish ;
Summer died but yesterday,

Chill and blight of Autumn banish
All her loveliness away.

639
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CHRISTMAS

BY FRED.

I

T was in the summer of 18— that

I was introduced to Mr. Hugh

Morris, a clever, genial, large-hearted
man.

He happened to be making a visit
to a friend in Morrisburg, and we
met on the wharf at the foot of the
canal,

He wished to go over to Wadding-
ton, a pretty village on the American
shore, embowered amid trees, with its
church spires shooting up into the
blue sky, and, as I had my boat out
and ready for any expedition that
might offer, I gladly proposed to play

Charon, and to ferry hiin across the ;

stream.

My skiff was light, my muscles
were inured to rowing, I knew every
current and counter-current of the
Lapide Plut, and, as I pushed off from
the wharf with my passenger, I felt
the pleasure which a good oarsman
experiences in an exhibition of his
skill.

With strong arm and steady stroke
I drove my boat through the currents

and eddies, being swept down by the |

one and regaining the lost distance in
the other, till we rounded the point of
Ogden Island and paddled quietly
along in the smooth water, in the
shade of imes and maples.

My new-made acquaintance was a
man of deep and varied knowledge, a
naturalist and a scientist, a good clas-
sic of the Trinity, Dublin, type, and he
seemed, without strain or effort, to
make every topic which came up for
conversation interesting.

CHRISTMAS AT FERNCLIFF.

AT FERNCLIFF.

TRAVERS.

The laws of currents and counter-
currents, the gulf stream, the climate
of the British Isles, Canada as it is
now compared with the time when it i8
supposed to have been swept with ice
bergs, its geological formation, the
want of coal fields, the gigantic ferns
of the coal period, our present ferns
and the best places to find them, our
forest trees and the insects which form
their blight—these were the subjects to
which he glided with ease and rapidity,
imparting valuable information in &
sparkling way, which made his conver-
sation as crisp and bright as the rip-
ples on the St. Lawrence.

Before we reached the other shore,
I discovered that my friend was also
devoted to horticulture, ard had paid
much attention to fruit. Grapes
seemed to be his particular hobby, and
he lamented with solemn voice an
downcast countenance the ravages of
the phyloxera.

As | knew an American gentleman
living on the bank of the river a few
miles below Waddington, who had 8
beautiful garden and paid much atten-
tion to grape culture, I proposed that,
after seeing the village, we shoul
float down there, and trust to catcl-
ing a tow on the other side to bring us
back.

Mr. Rivers had often invited me to
make bim a visit, and his invi:ation
had been seconded by his charming
daughters, so that I had no fear for
our welcome.

‘We therefore strolled through t_he
streets of Waddington, redolent qut,b
memories of ¢ The Lost Prince,’ visite
the little grey stone church, with 18



CHRISTMAS AT FERNCLIFF.

square tower and well kept church-
yard, crossed to the Island, and walk-
ed about the old mansion, which, with
its closed doors and deserted appear-
ance, tells a tale of former prosperity
and present disaster, and then took
boat again, and drifted down with the
current to Sans Souci.

Mr. Rivers was, I need scarcely
sny, glad to see us, and proud to show
his garden and grape-houses to one
who could appreciate them so well.

We discussed, with pleasing illus-
trations, the respective merits of the
Isabella, the Concord, thie Delaware,
Rogers No. 9 and 15, Sweetwaters,
Muscats and Black Hamburgs. From

'

vine to vine and from house to house -

we wandered, a merry party, the two
fruit-growers exchanging ideas on the
subjects most dear to them, while the
voung ladies and myself kept up a
constant tlow of fun and chaff.

The afternoon wore quickly away,
and our host pressed us to stay all
night and return at our leisure next
day, and, as neither of us had any
urgent business at home, and we found
ourselves in pleasant quarters, we
gladly accepted his invitation.

Next day, a glorious September
morning, I pushed off my skiff once

more, with my one passenger and a .

bountiful supply of the choicest
grapes, while our friends waved us
good-bye from the shore, and called to
us to be sure to make them another
visit as soon as possible,

We crossed the river, reaching the
Canadian sile some miles below Mor-
risburg, and loitered away the morn-
ing and afternoon waiting for a tow,
and, about five o'clock in the after-
nvon, made the skift’ fast to the jolly-
hoat of a harge behind the ¢ Hiram
Calvin,” and were towed up stream to
Morrishurg.

During this pleasant expedition
M. Morris and myself had become
fast friends, and, when we parted, a
few days afterwards, he made me
promise to visit him at Brockville on
the first opportunity.
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r_[‘ HE opportunity spoken of in the
last chapter did not occur until
the following summer.

As a clerk in the Toronto branch of
the Bank of — , I obtained
three weeks’ vacation in August, and
wrote to Mr. Morris to say I was at
liberty to accept his invitation.

I received in reply a most hearty
assurance of welcome, and, leaving
Toronto on the Corsican, one warm
August afternoon, I found myself
next morning at Brockville.

Myr. Morris was at the wharf to
meet me, gave me a cordial greeting,
and, taking my valise, led the way to
a phaeton, where he presented me to
his daughter Maud, who occupied the
little seat behind, and went through
the form of holding Nora, a sleek®and
contented black pony ; but as the lines
hung loosely from her gloved hand, it
was evident that her office was a
sinecure.

She was a bright girl, very clever,
full of fun and humour, and, as we
drove through the town, passing many
new and handsome residences, she en-
tertained me with a running com-
mentary on the place, the people we
met, the houses and their occupants.
There was a little spice of mulice
thrown into each history, but so skil-
fully one was hardly aware where it
came from,

Arrived at Ferncliff, just cast of
the town, there were the other meni-
bers of the family to be presentel to ;
Mrs. Morris, a refined matronly-look-
ing woman, with silver-grey hair and
tinely chiselled features; Aunt Doro
thea, kindly and charitable, who.e
time was occupied with parochial
visiting, mothers'meetings, and Bible-
classes, who had just returned frem
New York, brimful and overtlowing
with Mr. Rainsford and his revival in
the Gospel Tent; Morton, the only
son, devoted to entomology, who
chased butterflies with a scoop-net in
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the day-time, and passed sleepless
nights catching moths on the tarred
limbs of the apple trees, whither,
after the manner of wreckers, he
lured them with false beacons; Mabel,
pretty and a flirt; Alice, whose charge
was the fernery and the geranium
beds, and who could enumerate all the
ferns from Windermere to Land’s
End, and from Guaspé to Niagara; and
last, but not least, either in my affec-
tions or in this narrative, Ethel.

Dear Ethel! From the first time
I met her I loved her, and she has
lived since the brightest picture in my
waking thoughts, and the most beau-
tiful object in my dreams.

She was not on the verandah, as
were the other members of the family,
when the pony carriage drove up
through the avenue of evergreens,
spruce trees and balsams, to the door ;
and we did not meet till some hours
afterwards, and we et alone. Alone,
down by the high rocks, at the river,
where, as 1 strollel carelessly, ad-
miring the paths and walks among
the cedars, I found her standing, hat
in hand, looking down thoughtfully
on the blue waters, a fitting illustra-
tion of Longfellow’s ¢Maidenhood,
the poem she had just been reading,
and which was still marked by her
tinger between the pages of the partly-
closed book :

Gazing with a timid glance
On the brooklet's swift advance,
On the river’s broad expanse.’

Tintroduced myself, and met, for the
first time, the startled glance of those
clear blue eyes, so soft and liquid, and
marked well the beautiful features
and the lines of her pure and noble
brow. Oh! Ethel, how often has that
fivst impression come back to me. I
have recalled it in those swiftly pass-
ing haleyon days of my intense hap-
piness, and it has returaed, to crush
me with ¢ a sorrow’s crown of sorrow,
in those days of awful gloom which
followed.
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So we met, and talked about my
arrival, and the journey down the
lake, and the river before us, with its
islands, and the pretty village on tl e
other shore, and the sky above us,
and the cedars and rocks about us.

We sat down and read the poems
in the book—*Voices of the Night,’
the ‘ Psalm of Life,” and portions «f
‘ Evangeline’—till the hell rang for
luncheon from the verandah of the big
white house, and with reluctance we
arose to obey its summons.

To reach the house we had to pass
the gardener's cottage, and, as we
neared it, 1 noticed a large and power-
ful Newfoundland dog, standing in
front of his kennel. 1 would fear-
lessly huve gone up to pat him had
not Ethel said, ‘I must warn you
about Nero; he is fearfully savage to-
wards strangers ; we are obliged to
keep him chained, letting him loose
only at night to guard the place.’

‘I hardly think Le would touch me,’
I replied ; “for I make it & rule to
look a dog straight . in the face and
walk on ; if one is not afraid there is
no danger.’

‘Do not try that plan in this case,
for it would have no efivct. Nero
cousiders every stranger hLis lawful
prey ; and he would very much pre-
fer biting you to letting you pass un-
molested.’

The dog sprang towards Ethel with
a joyful bark, which wag quickly
turned to a low, angry growl, as he
became aware of my presence, and 1
felt convinced that her warning was
not unnecessary. I“ortmmte]y, we
were beyond the range of his chain,
and he was batled in his attempt to
reach us, while we walked on gather
ing up again the lost thread of ur
conversation.

If I could only have forveseen, then,
the fature, and avoided it! TIf [
could lave known how I was to !e
robbed of all that made iife worth
hiaving, of love, aud lonour, and lir-
erty, by that tierce brute whose low
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:savage growl still followed me! But
no, it was to be otherwise.

The lines of his life crossed mine,
-and I was happy, and unconscious of
the misery in store for me, through

his blind instincts.

IIL

ETH EL and I took to each other
from the very first.

If a game of croquet was proposed,

-we managed to play on the same side,
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return, we walked up together from
the landing, Ethel leaning on my arm,
I knew she had promised to be my
wife,and thather promise would never
be broken.

A happy week was that first week
at Ferncliff, not only to us but to all
the family, for we did not moon away
all the time alone. We had too much
good sense for that.

Morton and I made up a large party
for the river, and we spent hours sing-

. ing songs, and choruses, and waking
' the echoes by the high rocks.

-and while we did not fail to keep up |
the interest of the game, yet had
many a chat in the shade of an apple

tree which stretched its friendly

branches over the lawn, and many a
confidential consultation as to the best

place of campaign, when called from

our retreat to the activities of the

.open field. .
If a riding party was the order o

traction for each other, and lingered
‘behind the rest, or, in some freak,
tried a short cut across country by
woods and fields, which generally
proved the longest way home.

We went to pic-nics in ‘a boat

.gether at parties, or strolled on the
verandah or in the garden.

On another occasion we made an
excursion to Alexander Bay, ; took
tea at ¢ The Thousand Island Houss,’
and spent the evening watching the
graceful American girls dancing in the
great drawing-room, sometimes taking
a turn in the Boston ourselves, or ad-
miring from the verandah the illumi-
nations on the islands, and the rockets

. shooting up into the sky and bursting
i in showers of stars,
the day, our horses had a strange at- |

There was one person at Ferncliff
whom I have not yet mentioned.

Fanny Courtney, a friend of Maud,
and sister of the only enemy I have
ever known,

George Courtney had two reasons

- for bating me, with the hitter hatred
which only held two,” and waltzed $o- '

of which only such natures as his are

. capable.

The result of all this was, that each

day we fell deeper in love, and before
the week was over 1 had proposed and
had been accepted.

It was one moonlight evening that
¢ the old, old story was told agaia,’ as
we drifted down with the currentin a
skiff between two of ¢ 1w Sisters,’ and
those beautiful islands, as they stood
80 peacefully in the stream, with their
reflections thrown down deep into the
water, symbolized the peace of a true
and enduaring affection.

The answer to my question was not
framed in words. It was in that si-
lent language which philologists have
failed to analyze, or grammarians to
reduce to syntax ; but when, on our

I thrashed him once when we were
boys at Upper Canada College ; and
he was a rival for Ethel’s hand.

I knew that Fanny was devoted to
her brother’s interest, and therefore a
spy at Ferncliff, and that she had al-
ready fully reported my conquest,

Notwithstanding her presence, the
week passed pleasantly away, with
only one incident to mar my happiness,
and that one so intimately connected
with the issue of thisstory, that I must
put it on record.

I said that Mr. Morris was a genial,
large-hearted wan, and I must add,
that he was « mau of scrupulous in-
tegrity of character. Pure in heart
and honourable in life, he could not

. brook any want of principle in others
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Tender almost to a fault towards the

unfortunate, he was severe towards all

wrong-doers. Had his own son been

l

guilty of a crime, he would have

steeled his heart against him, and let
him suffer the full punishment of his
wickedness.

One day at dinner, we had been dis-
cussing a case of embezzlement by a
bank-clerk in London.

My fault has always been that of
saying things I do not mean, by way
of chaff, or for the sake of startling
people.
which T have been at last cured by a
treatment which may justly be called
heroic.

On this occasion 1 expressed the sen-
timent, that a little dishonesty did not
matter, as long as a man was a gentle-
man, and clever enough to cover up
the traces of his deed, and I shall never
forget the severe expression of Mr.
Morris’s face, or the stern words with
which he denounced my speech.

The girls also were shocked, and a
blush of surprise and pain crimsoned
Ethel'scheek,and mountedtoherbrow.

I explained of course that I was
only in fun, and tried to laugh the
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We, that is Ethel and myself, bad’
been spending the afternoon on the-
river among the islands, and had re-
turned to the landing,. just in time to-
hear the preparation bell for dinner.

. We raced up the hill, past Nero, who-

showed me no more friendship than at

; the first, and separated at the front

. door.,

As I passed the hall-table, I.

! stopped to take up a letter addressed

It is a bad fault, and one of .

to me, which had just been brought in
with other letters from the post ottice,
and as | did so, noticed one to Mr.
Morris, in George Courtney’s unmis-
takable handwriting, with all the
malice, sticking out of the badly formed

. letters.

matter off, but a blight had fallen upon

our happy party, and no efforts of
mine were entirely successful in doing
away with the effects of my rash
speech.

After dinner I sought Ethel on the
verandab, and had no ditticulty in
making my peace with her.

¢ Of course I knew you were not in
earnest, but papa cannot tolerate even
the suggestion of evil, and I hope you'll
be careful for the future.’
eunded the contre-femps,

1v.

Q NOTHER week of happiness had
gone by, and I was thinking of
runuing down to Morrisburg for a few
days, before returning to my post at
Toronto.

I hurried on to my room to get ready
for dinner, wordering what he could
have written about ; and then, on se-
cond thought, said to myself, that it
was not strange that a man should
write to the master of the house where
his sister was a guest.

Yet I was not satistied. My newly
found joy was so perfect, I had almost
a superstitious dread of losing it, and
knowing George Courtney’s passion,.
and his unscrupulous nature, I feared
the injury he would do me if he could.

I had been accepted as a son-in-law
by Mr. Morris, and a brother by Mor-
ton and the girls; and, as there was-
no obstacle to our union, I expected

| soon to carry away Ethel as my fairly
. and honourably won prize.

My position therefore seemed very
secure, and I could afford to despise
any attempt on the part of my rival to

undermine me.

And so |

Dinner passed pleasantly, and as it
was to be my last day at Ferncliff, after

© dinner, Ethel and I went out again on

the river.

It was a lovely night, and, as we
were tempted to remain out later than
usual, we found, on our return, that
the family had retired, and left the
door unfastened, and a light burning
for us in the hall.

¢ Where is Nero?’ I asked, as we
said good night, and parted at the fcot
of the great staircase..
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¢He must be shut up in Morton's
room,” was the whispered reply.

Here I must explain that a custom
prevailed at Ferncliff which I had al-
ways disliked, and regarded as quite
‘unnecessary. Every night, after the
rest of the family had retired to bed,
Morton brought up that savage brute,
Nero, from his kennel, and established
him at watch and ward in the spacious
thall.

The reason for this was that Mrs.
Morris was nervous about the silver,
.and insisted, as it was particularly valu-
able,being massive.and containingsome
:family relics which money could not
replace, that it should be guarded with
‘the greatest care. ~Not that there had
been any late attempt at robbing the
house. The last attempt, which failed
:signally, had been ten years previous
to my visit, but Mrs, Morris went on
‘the principle of being always prepared
‘for the worst.

The first evening I spent at Fern-
cliff Mr. Morris, at bed-time, lighted
me to my room, & large chamber on
the ground floor, reached by a passage
from the hall.

As we passed a green baize-covered
door, which opened into the passage I
speak of, he said—

¢ You must be careful never to pass

this door at night. We let Nero loose '
in the hall, and it would be as much

as your life is worth to encounter him.’
He set the light down on the table.
1 thanked him for the warning, and,
after he hadassured himself thatevery-
thing had been provided for my com-
fort, he said, ‘ good night,’ and retired.
Every night after, as I went to bed,
1 thought of this brute, for I hated

the dog thoroughly, keeping guard

like a sentinel in the hall, and of the
.consequences if I should, in a moment
-of forgetfulness, leave my room and
intrude on his domains.

To secure my room against his pos-
sible intrusion, I was always careful
to keep my door bolted.

This evening I soon

fell asleep,
dreaming of Ethel.
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At one time we were rowing on the
! river, and the sides of the boat would

separate, and let the water come pour-
. ing in. As fast as I pressed them to-
. gether in one place, they sprung open
in another, drawing the nails as if
they had no hold. But yet the boat
did not sink.

At another time we had drifted to
the ¢ Galop Rapids,” and were being
plunged into ¢the Cellar, where we
would have been dashed to destruc-
| tion, but the skiff stopped of its own
accord at the edge, and the water
slipped away under us down into the
pit, and rose in fury on the other
¢ side.

Again, we were going together up
the stairs at Ferncliff, and each step,
as our feet left it, broke off, and fell
below, as if a relentless Nemesis were
pursuing us, and we only escaped it
and no more.

There we were, falling from some
height down, down till T
awoke, and was relieved to find my-
self in bed.

I lay awake about an hour, when
sleep overcame me again, and again I
dreamed of Ethel.

This time, for her sake, I had start-
i ed off to seek my fortune in the Far
! West,

» was in Colorado, at the silver
mines, and as I searched among the
debris, at the mouth of a deserted pit,
I came upon a heap of silver nuggets.
I was filling my valise with them,when
« + . .« . . my God! what was it
. that awakened me? A savage growl,
‘ a fall to the ground, with a dog’s
t grip upon my throat, lights, hurrying
* steps.

Half dazed, I was aware of Morton
pulling Nero from my prostrate form,
as I lay on thefloor, in the dining room,
before the open side-board, silver forks
and spoons spread about in confusion,
and my valise filled up with the old
family tea service—Mr. Morris, half-
| dressed, with a revolver in his hand,
| —and then Ethel. her face blanched
| with terror,—and Fanny Courtney,.
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taking in the situation with a glance
of gratified malice.

I looked round bewildered on the
assembled company.

" enough.
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Were I his own flesh and’

" blood I must bear the just penalty of”
. my crime.

Mr. Morris was the first to speak. |

¢What is the meaning of this,
Crosby 9 Are you a thief?’

I was still lying on the floor, Nero
standing over me, and only prevent-
ed from seizing me again by the
held strong arms of Morton, which
him back.

The gardener, a powerful man, took
charge of me for the rest of the night,
and the next morning I was handed
over to the police, and, after an in-
vestigation before the police-magis-
trate, lodged in the common jail, to-

! await my trial, while the newspapers.
. from London to Quebec rung with

‘I must have been walking in my
sleep,’ I said, sitting up, and facing

evidences of guilt enough to blast the
most untarnished reputation.

‘No doubt,” replied Mr. Morris,
‘and were taking my silver to dream
on. Courtney’s warning which I re-
ceived last evening was well founded.’

¢ See !’ said Fanny, holding up some
burglar’s tools, which she had picked
up from the floor, ‘he does not forget
his luggage when he visits his coun-
try friends.’

Ethel, who had not spoken,swooned,
and was carried by her sister from the
room.

I attempted no further defence.
‘What was the use? Everything was
against me, and my words would only
have been ridiculed.

The side-board had been forced open,
the instruments were there, my valise

the new sensation.
Oh! the misery of those days of
waiting. The sad experience of a fall!
It was bad enough to read the news-
paper comments on my case, which
made me out a depraved wretch who

- had hitherto concealed my wickedness

under a mask ; but some of the let-
ters which reached me were far worse.

© Old friends wrote to ask how I could

was filled with silver ; 1 was caught

in the very act. The window had
been opened from the inside.
could be only one explanation of it.

Had Mv. Morris been other than T
knew him to be,] would have appealed
to his compassion. I would have de-
clared my innocence, and asked him
to wait till time should solve the mys-
tery. But I knew it would be useless.
He had no compassion for a criminal
whose crime had no excuse, and such
he considered me.

All the circumstances of the case
aggravated my guilt.

I had been received asa guest,
treated with the utmost bhospitality,
accepted as a sonin-law, and I had
proved myself a low thief. That was

Theve'

so far forget myself as to descend to
robbery; and an amialle lady, who
had before expressed her disapproval
of my theological tenets, said she

| feared I would come to this, and sent

me a tract, entitled ‘The Broken
Reed ; or, Reflections for Prison Life.”

But there were some letters with
the true ring of friendship in their
noble words, which came into my pri-
son cell likeangels, bringing with them
the light and radiance of heaven, and
making me feel that with such evi-
dences of trust it would be folly to
despair.

One was from the manager of the

. bank in Toronto, to say that, on hear-
. ing of my arrest, he felt in duty bound
© to examine my accounts ; that he had

found them scrupulously correct ; that
he did not believe in my guilt from
the first, and was now more than ever
convinced of my innocence.

My dear, good mother came up to
Morrisburg to see me, and tried to
prevail upon me to accept the offers
of bail which I had received, but [
adhered to a resolution I had made to
put myself under obligations of that
nature to no one—to await my trial
in prison, and to stand or fall by the
issue.
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V.

T last the day of my trial came.

As I uscended through the
trap-door into the prisoner’s dock, I
tried to look calm and composed ; for,

|

notwithstanding the sense of the

terrible position in which I stood, I
could not get rid of the knowledge
that the eyes of the public were upon
me, and that my every motion would
be criticised.

I saw before me a confused outline
of the Bench, and the judge and his
associates, swimming, swaying and
dancing before my eyes; a mass of
faces filling the galleries and every
available space in the court-room ; and
to the left a table where were the re-

porters, aud as their pencils, as if by |

one impulse, were driven across the
pages of their note-books, 1 became
painfully conscious that they were
commencing a new paragraph with

The Prisoner—how he appeared!

Tt iy strange what conflicting emo-
tions take possession of us, even in
the great crisis of our lives, and how
closely tragedy and comedy are con-
nected.

On secon:1 thought, T almost smiled
at theidea of my old chums in Toronto

reading a description of my appear-:

ance as a supposed criminal, and the
reflection braced me up to follow
closely the course of the trial. I
heard my indictment read, and an-
swered to the judge’s question, ‘Not
(tuilty,” with a voice so firm as to
startle me, for it seemed to belong to
someone else, and I would never have
recogrised it as my own, and then
turned to the opening speech of the
Crown-prosecutor.

He seemed unnecessarily severe, I
thought, to secure the ends of justice ;
and put his case with a force which
astonished we, strong though I knew
the evidence to be against me.

He spoke of it as a sad case; as a
painful duty which he had to perforin
in conducting the prosecution of such
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a serious charge, against one who had
hitherto borne an irreproachable

character,—one who occupied a good
position in society. and was commenc-
ing life with such bright prospects ;—
one whom he knew personaly, and
whose pareunts had been so well-known
and so highly respected.

Yet, he said, he would do his duty
faithfully, no matter how painful it
might be.

He warned the jury that they
should not allow their judgment to be
influenced by their sympathies, and
that they should not sutfer my youth,
or family connections, or the delicate
nature of the relations which were
said to have existed between inyself
and one of the daughters of the man
in whose house the robbery was com-
mitted, or any consideration of her
feelings, to bar the course of the due
administration of the laws of the
country.

Then he proceeded to detail the
points which he was prepared to prove
by reliable evidence—that I was re-
ceived into the house of Mr. Hugh
Morris as a guest —that I ingratiated
myself with the family—was made
aware of the value of the family-
silver—and on the morning of the
25th of August, seizing an opportunity
when I knew the dog had not been
set on his accustomed watch in the
hall, I broke open the side-board, with
burglar’s tools, and was discovered in
the very act of filling my valise with
the silver.

e said that the defence would lay
great stress on my hitherto good cha-
racter, and would try to set up the
plea that no theft was intended, and
that it was an instance, though a very
remarkable instance, of somnambulism
—a plea which could not stand for a
single instant.

He scouted the idey ¢f a somnam-
bulist providing himself wil burglai’s
tools and committing what was evi-
dently an act of burglary.

Besides, he was prepared to show
that the act could have been commit-
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ted by no one else. There was no | groom, had searched everywhere about

trace of any other hand init. The
window, it is true, had been found
open, but it was opened from the in-
side, and was a clumsy attempt on my
part to cover up my crime by trying
to make it appear as if the room had
been entered from the outside.

In fact, to his mind, the evidence
was conclusive that, for reasons best
known to myseif, I had attempted the
dreadful crime in which I had been
detected, "and that any sympathy
which he might otherwise have felt
towards a young man betrayed into
such an act was destroyed by the cir-
cumstances of peculiar baseness which
marked my case.

Then he called his several witnesses.

Mr. Morris, whose kind face wore an
expression of pain, mingled with stern
resolution, Morton, and Fanny Court-
ney testified to having found me in
the situation I have described in the
last chapter.

Mortonhad been awakened by Nero,
whom he had, on going to bed, shut
up with him in his room as we had
not yet returned from boating and he
could not leave him in the hall. He
lighted a lamp, partly dressed himself,
opened the door, and followed the dog
to the dining-room, where he had
great dificulty in dragging him from
my throat.

Fanny Courtney further testified
to first noticing the burglar’s tools,
which were quite new, and were pro-
duced in court.

Mr. Morris confessed to having re-
tived with a very uneasy feeling, owing
to a warning he had received that
evening from a friend, and which,
taken in connection with sentiments I
had expressed some days before at his
table, had caused him to suspect my
principles, and to blame himself for
having permitted me to establish such
intimate relations with his family. He
had no doubt whatever of my guilt.

The servants all testified against
me, and no cross-questioning could
shake their evidence. Crawford, the

the place for possible traces of any
other burglar, but none could be
found.

In fact, the whole evidence was
against me, and there was no ground
upon which to construct the appar-
ently flimsy plea of somnambulism.

My counsel did the best he could
for me by urging the great improba-
bility of my committing such a crime.
He called witnesses to testify to my
hitherto blameless life. He appealed
to the sympathies of the jury, and
suggested that the whole matter was s
mystery ; but the jury was composed
of hard-headed, practical men, who
could not see any difficulty about the
matter, and returned a verdict of
guilty without leaving their seats.

I could not be surprised. as [ saw
how it would go from the beginning,
and only felt thankful that hoth Ethel
and myself had been spared the pain.
she of testifying against me, and I of
heaving her testimony. ]

When the Judge asked me what I
had to say why sentence should not be
passed against me, I had all the self-
possession of despair.

I looked round upon the immense
crowd that, in breathless silence,
awaited my answer, and recognised &
few Toronto friends and acquaintances,
and the faces of many I had met dur-
ing my visit, in the society at Brock-
ville—young ladies with whom I had
danced at parties and handed in and
out of boats at pic-nics, and joined in
riding excursions, and had heard con-
gratulating Ethel, during those few
days after our engagement was an-
nounced.

There were the young men of tl:e
place who had not regarded me with
disfavour, and the fathers and mothers
who had received me so hospitably ab
their homes. .

Never had any case created such in-
tense excitement in the pretty county-
town, and the excitement had now
reached its climax as the crowd waited
to hear if I could offer an ex)planation.
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My answer was ready, and was de- ,
livered with firmness and precision :
+I acknowledge that the evidence is |
all against me ; I find no fault with
the jury for convicting me—they i
could not have done otherwise—but I ,
declare, nevertheless, that I am per- i
fectly innocent of the crime laid tomy
charge.’

A murmur of sympathy ran through
part of the court-room, while some
looked amused and incredulous, and
others only sad, feeling no doubt,
¢ poor fellow, he is obliged to make
the best of it,’ and a voice near me,
which T was not slow to recognise, ex-
claimed, sotto voce, with an accent of
assumed contempt, ‘Cheeky, by Jove!’

The voice was Courtney’s, and the
remark was addressed to Mr. Morris,
by whose side he was standing.

The judge, who had probably heard
such statements as mine only too
often, and regarded it as a matter of
course, proceeded to pass sentence.

He gave me a long lecture, kindly
meant, but, under the circumstances,

quite thrown away, in which he spoke
of the pain which he experienced in
geeing one so young, one whose father
he had counted among his friends, one
brought up with all the advantages of
a sound secular and religious educa-
tion, in such a position as I then oc-
cupied before him, found guilty, after
a fair trial and through evidence which
left no room for doubt, of the crime of
burglary.

He said he did not stop to ask what
motives could have urged me to such
a deed—strong motives there must
have been, but they were known only
to myself. It must have been a great
temptation which led me, a gentle-
man, and a man whose honour had
never been impugned, to such a breach
.of hospitality, leaving the idea of
crime for the moment out of question
—that impelled me to injure one to
whom I stood in the relation of pro-
spective son-inlaw, and to degrade
myself to » level unworthy of the affec-
tion of the woman I professed to love.
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In fact, so strong were the reasons

. why I should not have committed the
| crime of which I had been found
i guilty, that guilt could never have

been brought home to me had I not
been detected in the very act. But
the crime had been proved,and though
1 had blundered in my work, the evi-
dence showed that it had been calcu-
lated some time before, and that much
thought had been used to make the
attempt a successful one.

Such being the case, he would not
make my punishment so light as he
might have done under other circum-
stances, and yet, being my first offence,
he would not make it so heavy as to
crush me with despair. He would
gentence me to five years’ penal servi-
tude in the Provincial Penitentiary,
and he trusted that it would prove
corrective, and, that when the term of
my imprisonment had expired, I would
set myself earnestly to work to make

! an honest livelihood, and would by an

honourable and upright life atone for
my crime in the eyes of society.

‘When 1 turned to leave the dock, a
piece of paper was by some unseen
person thrust into my hand. I crush-
ed it up till I had reached the cell, the
turnkey had closed and locked the
door, and I heard his footsteps echo-
ing down the corridor.

Then I unfolded it and read it.
was as follows :

¢ DearesT Frang,—Never, never,
never, shall I believe you guilty.

‘ You could not have committed a
crime. Father is so stern he will not
allow me even to write to you.

‘I have disobeyed him once to tell
you that, in spite of all, I believe in
vou and love you still, and will not
lose heart or faith till the dreadful
mystery is solved. Then we shall be
bappy, and till then I will pray and
hope. BEruaeL’

Noble girl | T sat down, buried my
my head in my hands, and wept like &
child.

It
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¢ ERE is a gent as is come to
make a little visit, and just
keep an eye to your silver, ha, ha, ha,’
were the last words from the outer
world, as I passed in through the gate-
way of the Provincial Penitentiary,
and the cabby who had driven us up
and now fired his parthian shaft
wheeled round his cab, and drove oft
for the city.

Oh ! that dreadful prison.

How often had I seen it from the
deck of the passing steamer, with the
sunlight gleaming upon its tin-roofed
dome, and thought it & striking object
in the landscape — something to be
looked at and admired.

If I thought at all of the busy, silent
lives within, of the crushed hopes and
broken hearts, or worse still, of the
bumanity too brutalized to feel crushed
and broken, it was in a light way, and
with a glow of satisfaction that there
was a great guif fixed between us,
which there was no danger of my pas-
sing.

Once, wlile in Kingston as a sight-
seer, | had ‘done’ the Penitentiary,
with others of my party, I visited the
different workshops, and had the most

|

noted convicts pointed out to me, and !

admired the tork, and speculated as to
the amount of comfort to be enjoyed in
the clean-looking cells,

We strolled also into the chapel —
and saw the table spread for dinner in
the hall—and said in a chafling way,
that it wasn't a bad place to live in
afterall.

But it is one thing to go there for an
hour on a bright sumnmer day, with a
pleasant party, and in the best of hu-
mour with oneself and all the world,
dressed in a suit of faultless fit and
pattern, and with a reputation, like
Cesar's wife,above suspicion,and quite
another thing to dwell there day after
day, with only the prospect of the long
days growing at last into the term of
years of one’s sentence, wearing always
that horrible parti-coloured convict's
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dress, and with the mark, if not the
guilt, of the felon upon me.

I have had both experiences. I say
have had, but the latter I am having
now.  Guiltless, [ am suffering the
punishment of the gunilty. A nian of
honour, I am in the eyes of the world
a felon.

It is rather a mixed society we have
here.

There are men with low foreheads,
and brutal, square cut heads, who were
born criminals, and merely followed
their instincts. Their parents or some-
body beforethemare partly responsible,
and society is partly responsible for
their crime. And there are others
with only the excuse of strong temp-
tation, and the fact that ¢ man is very
far gone from original righteousness.”

There is a doctor, who under very
great provccation shot his wife ; and
a lawyer who was guilty of forgery ; a
broker who speculated and used trust
funds to set up his margins; and
one who had held a high position in so-
ciety, and was led by an extravagant
style of living into embezzlement, and
there are other professional menwhose
crimes shall be nameless,

We live together and work together
in silence, roused by the great prison
bell to our labour, and called together
to our cheerless meals ; buried in this
awful sepulchre, with only a glimpse
of the outer world in the visitors who-
stare at usas if we were wild beasts,
or a sight of the blue waters of the
lake which makes us long to ride
again in pleasure boats upon its sur-
face, or to be beneath it and at rest.

And so we live our routine life,
from the beginning of the week until
its end.

The dull Sundays connect the dull
weeks together, in an endless chain.

They are dull Sundays which might
be 8o full of the strength and consola-
tion which religion alone can give.
Butwe are marched together to chapel,
and, by prison rule, are not allowed to
kneel or stand to take part in the ser-
vice of prayer and praise.
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There we sit whilethe service is said
for us, and the sermon read in a per-
functory way without any heart in it.

A few weeks ago a stranger came
to take the chaplain’s duty. He was
a young man, and had evidently taken
a sermon hap-hazard, without first
reading it over.

It was on the motives for going to
Church, and was singularly inappro-
priate to a congregation of convicts.

I remember a passage of it, the most
striking one—¢ People often go to
Church from unworthy motives. Per-
haps now, some of you have come
here to-day because . . (a
pause, looking ahead,and then in shght
confusion), you had nothmc else to do,
and some . (another pause)
to meet your neighhours ; and some

.o (a longer pause, and with
a very red face) to criticise each other’s
dress ; and some (a pause, and
an appa,rent; resolution to extemporize,
and then in desperation and utter
confusion) because you are wearied by
the gaieties of the past week, and are
seeking a balm for your consciences.’

Oh! how I have longed for some
earnest man, to speak to those poor
guilt-ladened hearts, and to tell them
of a Saviour’s priceless love, of the
ransom paid, and the salvation pur-
chased by His blood.

How many might be moved to re-
pentance !

A new man has come to take the
chaplain’s duty, who has leave of ab-
sence for awhile.

Last Sunday was his first, and he
obtained permission from the warden
for us to kneel and stand, and take
our part in the service.

It had a good effect. They say he
is a Ritualist, but I do not care.
He is an earnest preacher, and evi-
dently means work, and I wish him
¢ God speed.’

About fifteen months have passed
since I came here—it seems an age—
and there is no prospect of the mys-
tery being solved and my consequent
release.
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My poor dear mother—God help
her—is almost heart-broken, but her
faith in me is not shaken ; and Ethel
I have not heard from. Her father
would not allow her to write to a
felon, and she would not disobey his
command.

But T think of her always, my only
darling, and of those delightful days
at Ferncliff

Shall wrong and injustice always
triumph ? Shall I never be clear in
the eyes of the world, and happy in
the realization of my dream of love?

Is there no .

I had written my narrative from
time to time, as I had opportunity, in
my cell, and had got thus far with it
Christmas morning, when I was sud-
denly summoned to the warden’s house,
I was shown into a room, and found
myself face to face with Mr. Morris,
who eagerly seized iy hands, fell upon
his knees, and, with eyes suffused with
tears, and voice choking with emotion,
implored my pardon.

He said he had discovered my inno-
cence, and had made the only repara-
tion in his power—he had seen the
Minister of Justice, and had obtained
an order for my release.

I was to ask no questions, but to
change my clothes as quickly as possi-
ble, and to accompany him in a cab to
the station. We would have barely
time to catch the train, and he would
explain everything on the way.

I was only too ready to follow his
instructions, and having said ¢ Good-
bye’ to the warden, and thanked him
for many favours I had received at his
hands, I took my seat in the cab be-
side my deliverer, and was driven to
the station.

As we were rattling along King
Street, Mr. Morris said, thrusting a
paper intomy hand, ¢ that will explain
all.’

It was a letter and read as follows :

¢ Albany, April 8th, 18—,
¢ Hugh Morris, Esq.

¢ DEAR Sir,—Thomas Slogan, a pri-
soner under sentence of death for a
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murder committed while engaged in an
act of burglary, has made the follow-
‘ing confession to me :—

‘ On the evening of the 27th August,

18—when the family were on the
verandah, he entered your house by
the open window of the dining-
room, and concealed himself under
the sofa. After the house had been
shut up, and the family had retired
to rest, he opened the window to ef-
fect his escape, in case of surprise,
broke open the sideboard, and took
-out the silver, with the view of select-
ing the most valuable articles. While
thus engaged, he heard a step in the
hall, and the next moment a young
man entered the room, with a valise
in his hand, and his eyes fixed with
the glassy stare of one walking in his
sleep. Thus disturbed in his work,
lie made his escape through the win.
<low on to the hard gravel path be-
low, leaving in his hurry his tools
behind him.

‘ He heard of the arrest and trial of

the young man, and thought it a
good joke that the “ Gent” should
get a taste of prison life,

‘He is now moved by penitence,
in the fear of death, to make this con-
-fession.

‘He wishes me, moreover, to say that
if the young man’s counsel had had
his wits about him, he would have
found out that there was no light in
the room when his client was dis-
covered there, and that no man could
have done the work at the side-board
without one. Slogan carried off his
dark lantern with him.

‘I enclose the substance of the
above, in legal form, together with
the affidavits of the witnesses, and
remain, yours truly, CHARLES HaLL,
Rector of Calvary Church.’

¢ And now,’ said Mr. Morris, when
I had finished,’I am going to take
you to Ferncliff. Ethel is dying to
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see you, and we are all anxious to
make you every satisfaction for the
wrong we have done. T would not
not have believed the evidence had not
Courtney poisoned my mind against
you.’

‘ Thank you most heartily,’ I re-
plied, ‘but my mother has the first
claim upon me, and no consideration
would induce me to rob her of her
Joy. I must go to Morrisburg.’

‘Thave thought of that. You will
find your mother with us.’

Why should I try to describe that
Christmas, overflowing as it was with

joy ?

All did their best to make amends
for the past, and even ¢ Nero’ scemed
to know that he had made a mistake,
and came and meekly licked my hand.

I was a hero in the family and in
the world, on account of the fortitude
with which I had borne my misfor-
tunes, and the public press changed
its tone, and was as loud in its praises
as it had been in its censures.

But Ethel had not changed, and in
her mind were no regrets.

The morning after Christmas, as I
was alone in the library, writing to
my friend, the manager of the bank
in Toronto, Ethel came in, leaned over
my shoulder, and took up some of the
sheets of this manuscript from my
portfolio.

¢ What is this ?’ she asked.

¢ My amusement as a convict, dar-

- ling.’

Then I read it to her, and, at her
request, finished it

¢ And now, what shall I call it?’

¢ Christmas at Ferncliff’

¢ But that is the least part of it.’

‘ And yet the best, she replied, as
she rested her head on my shoulder
and pressed her cheek close to mine.

THE END,
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WATCHING FOR A SIGN.
BY 8. J. WATSON, TORONTO.

’MID the tombs of the Pharaohs, with wistful eyes,
The lone Sphinx, lord of the sweltering sands,
Bends his far, sad gaze on the Eastern skies ;
Time scowls and stalks past him with folded hands,
Afraid to wound the weird watcher in stone,
Who looks for a sign toward the morning’s throne.

The soul of the Greek has thirsted long,
For some herald-hope, for some heaven-sent sign,
Which shines not from his golden mount of song,
Nor in wisdom of yore, nor in sage nor shrine ;
But his gods are dumb, their lone altars cold,
And Life’s mysteries dark as they were of old.

* * * * * *

Might was steeping its lips in the cup of crime,
Kept full by the wounds of the world in tears ;
Freedom had died, and her enemy, Time,
"Neath the ponderous hoofs of his pitiless years,
Was stamping her deeper down : Despair
Brooded o’er the worid she had made her lair.

* * * * * *

"Tis night : the rapt sage, in his Chaldean home,
Reads the book on the bosom of darkness spread ;
‘When he sees, on the firmament’s purple dome,
A new star in the crown on the midnight’s head ;
Yet it rests not there, but flames and flies
To its goal in Bethlehem’s jewelled skies,

Shine on, star-sign of the new-born age !
By thy light we see that God furled the scroll
Of the hopeless Past, on whose dismal page
Lurked the terrible riddle that vexed the soul,
When it asked, if saint or if sage could know
Whence man had come, and where man would go

For babe and for weakling, for woman and slave

A new earth arose from the old earth’s dust :
Christ over it poured His heart’s love-wave,

And up sprang Brotherhood, Truth and Trust,
Which, bridging Hate’s gulf with their healing wings,
Made of outcasts priests, and of bondsmen kings.
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THE IRISH LAND QUESTION.*

BY LEWIS MOFFATT, TORONTO.

'THE present condition of a large ;| the world ! It is not creditable to Ire-

portion of the inhabitants of lre-
land is most deplorable, great numbers
are on the verge of starvation, and
appeals for aid on their behalf are
made to the wealthy and charitable in
the British Dominions, in the United
States, and also in other countries.
Povertyalways abounds in Ireland : it
seems 1o be chronic in that unhappy
country, but every few years a season
of extreme destitution occurs, owing
principally to a failure in the harvest,
and consequently a cry of agony is
then raised, that extends from the
shores of the Island to the dweilers in
more favoured countries. This cry
has often been heard, and as often
been practically answered by sympa-
thising people, who have contributed

ot their substance to relieve those who
stretched out their hands to them in

their emergency.

The requests that are now so ur-
gently made for assistance, are being
promptly and heartily responded to;
large amounts of money and provi-
sions are being collected and forward-
ed for the benefit of those who require
relief, and the probability is that
enough will be obtained to meet the
present emergency ; but as public at-
tention has been so impressively called
to the wretchedness of Ireland, would
it not be well to consider whether
anything could be done to prevent a
recurrence of those painful events,
which, to a more or less extent, are so
frequently thrust upon the notice of

*This paper was written in the early part

of the present year, as suggestions to friends :
in Fuvlaud @ the allusions to events then cur-

rent should be read in view of this fact.

land, nor to the Great British Em-
pire of which it forms so importanta
part, that it should be obliged to as-
sume such a humiliating position as1t
now exhibits.  Are there any means
that can be devised in order to make
this public application for charitable
assistance the last it shall be obliged
to put forth? Can anything be done
to remove the causes that produce the
effects under which it at present suf-
fers, and which, for many years, have
kept it in a state of tribulation an
discontent ?

Ireland is mainly an agricultural
country, and the great majority of it8
population derive their subsistence
from their farms. Thecondition of the
people therefore depends in a specis
manner upon their relation to the soil-
Isits land extensive enough for their
numbers? Is it advantageously owned,
and judiciously worked? and are the
revenues derived from it properly ex-
pended ?

In a speech made by Mr. Dowd, at
a large meeting held in New York 2
short time since, he said that the
Island contained about twenty million
acres, on which reside about five mil-
lions of people; this would give ap
average of about four acres to each
individual were the surface equally
divided among them. Assuning that
Mr. Dowd is correct, which, I think,
is the case, as he speaks as one having
personal experience of the facts, 16
would appear that the country, mak-
ingdue allowance for pleasure grounds,
and for waste places, and bearing 11
wind that a certain number of cl?e
community are engaged iu trades, 1P
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commerce, and in other occupations,
was fairly capable of sustaining its
present population. 1f so, this would
dispose of the question as to the ex-
tent of area.

Then as to the advantageous owner-
ship of the Jand. The position is that
most of the country is owned by com-
paratively few persons, and is held by
them under such laws as make it al-
most impossible for most of the peas-
ants ever to own even a single acre of
the domains they occupy. The custom
of many of the large landowners is to
live out of the country, and to let
their estates in parcels to tenants, who
sub-let to others, who sub-let in their
turn, and so on, until at last the allot-
ments come down to mere patches
that are worked by the tenants of
many tenants, each lessor attempting
to make something out of the lessee,
and it is evident, the great burden of
these transactions falls at last upon
the ultimate, and poorest link in the
chain. 1t is not to be expected that
land, held in such a manner, would be
judiciously worked, or could be said
to be advantageously owned.

I will now consider how the re-
venues derived from the tenantry are
expended. All the lands in Ireland
are not treated in the way I have de-
scribed : some of the landlords reside
in the country, and either farm their
own properties, or else rent them to
immediate tenants, allowing of no
middlemen. The rentsand profits re-
ceived by these landlords are expend-
«d in their respective neighbourhoods
to the Lenefit of all parties concerned,
but the remainder of these landlords,
and these among the largest proprie-
tors, act otherwise. They are non-
resident, and allow their estates to be
let and re-let, careless of how they are
managed, provided the rents are paid
to them as they become due, their
object being to screw as large a ren-
tal as they can out of their tenantry,
with «us little trouble as possible:
They form the class well known un-

der the name of ubsenteces, and as .
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such, drain the country continuously
of a large amount of its annual earn-
ings. It is impossible that any com-
munity can be prosperous that is sub-
jected to such a mode of treatment :
of course there are noble exceptions to
the class I have described.

The resident and the absentee pro-
prietors differ widely in many res-
pects us to their characteristics and
their degree of influence on society,
yet several of them agree in this,
they are large landholders, although
they are comparatively few in num-
ber, yet they hold their estates in
huge blocks, and under laws that are
adverse to its distribution into small

! portions. Someof them, perhaps, would

sell if they could, but it may be their
estates are encumbered, and perhaps
entailed, their titles may be compli-
cated, and even if they were disposed
to sell, they might have great ditficulty
in finding suitable purchasers,

Irish tenants are not the only per-
sons that have suffered. Owing to the
treatment of the lands I have des-
cribed, the landlords have very fre-
quently failed to obtain the returns
they might expect from their estates.
Bad farming and unpropitious seasons
have often rendered it impossible for
the tenants to pay the amounts of
their rents, and it has occurred that
landlords, some from good nature,
and some from stern necessity, have
forgiven portions of rent to them by
impecunious tenants : indeed the land
laws of the country have proved in-
jurious to the true interests of the
community as a whole,

Lt is allowed by all who have given
attention to Irish affairs that they
are in an unsatisfactory position, and
that it would be very desirable if an
improvement could be made in them.
1t is acknowledged that Ireland suffers
under many grievances that create
not ouly poverty, but also discontent,
and it has been often asked, can these
unfavourable circumstances be re-
moved or even diminished. Various
plans ! wve been propused as hiely to
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bring about such results; some of
these plans have been of an extreme
character, and would never be agreed
to by the landholders Among the
bost of the methods proposed, that of
Mr Bright takes a prominent posi-
tion, but the adoption of it, in
my opinion, is not desirable, as

it would entail a great amount of

expense, and throw too much re-
sponsibility on the government, which
it would not be judicious to assume,
It is the object of this paper to
suggest a method that seems to me
to be simple and practicable, one,
that if carried out, would materially
change the face of the country, and
partly improve the condition of its

. fects.
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an amount of scrip to be issued
by fthe ,Governmnt equal to the
worth of their lands, as ascertained by
proper valuators ; let the commission-
ers then divide these properties into
smaller holdings, or into such parcels
as would best meet the demand in the
various localities, and sell them to
persons prepared to purchase them at
prices not less than the valuations of
the experts. The Government would
accept lands whose titles were to their
satisfaction. If necessary, an Act of
Parliament could be passed to cure de-
The deeds issued by the Gov-
ernment to the purchasers of these-

- divided lands to be absolute, in fact

. patents from the Crown.

inhabitants, and that in an easy, con-
stitutional manner and a mode that '

would not interfere with the vested
rights of the present estate holders.
The scheme is not one that aims at
giving merely temporary relief, or at
transiently assisting the tenantry of
Ireland, and leaving them exposed in
future years to disasters similar to
those under which they now suffer.
It aims at radically altering and ele-
vating their whole social standing for
all time to come.

It appears to mé that the estates of
the country are too extensive, and in
too few hands, that it would be much
better for the nation if the owner-
ship were more divided

among

the community, and that if the es-
tates were so divided the soil would -

be better cultivated, and therefore !

would yield larger returns for the
labour bestowed upon it.

The plan I propose is this, let the
landlords, who may desire to do so,
surrender their estates to the Govern-
ment, or to commissioners appointed

for that purpose, sitting in Dublin, |
with brancles in each county or sub- |

division of county, cach with its staff
of land-surveyors and valuators, which
shall veport to the central Loard in
Dublin.  This would insure despatch
as well as uniformity of proced-
ure. Let the owners receive an

i

Registry
Offices to be estahlished for the enrol-
ment of deeds and documents affecting
the lands.

Suppose the Government acquired
and distributed 1,000,000 acres in this
manner, and say they were valued at
£20 per acre, this would be £20,000,-
000, for which stock would be issued
for the amount, bearing 3 per cent. in-
terest per annum, payable half-yearly.
This stock I propose shall be handed
over to the landholders pr0 rata in pay-
ment of their lands, such stock to b.:
either perpetual or terminable. When
desired, the law of entail can be extend
ed from the land to its value, invested
in the Government Funds, which stock
shall he held liable to all the condi-
tions of the law of entail as will be
explained presently.

Let this 1,000,000 acres be sold to
purchasers, in small blocks, at the

. £20 per acre mentioned above, pay-

able, say,in four quinquennial periods,
interest half-yearly in advance on
amount unpaid, at 5 per cent. per
annum. Of this 5 per cent. the Gov-
ernment would pay the landlord 3 per
cent. ag a dividend on the amount of
his stock, half-yearly, and retain the 2
per cent. for charges and expenses of
various descriptions. At the end of
twenty years, the unexpended portion
of the 2 per cent. might be handed
to the landlords pro ruta.
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Let us take an example. A land- | purchasers, they would liquidate the
amount due.
acres to the Government, he would re- |

lord surrenders his estate of 1,000

ceive 3 per cent. scrip for this, to the
amount of £20,000, intevest payable

The values I have put on the lands

' and on their rentals, and the terms of

thereon hulf-yewrly £300, (£3500 per !

annum) the land would be divided into
plots ot various dimensions, a person
would purchase one plot, containing,

say five acres, the cost of this at £20

per acre, would be £100; he would |
pay the first half-year’s interest or
rent £2 10s. cash down, and thereaf- '
ter half-yearly in advance, for five °
years, when he would pay his first in-

stalment of £25 ; then, of course, his
interest or rent would be correspond-
ingly diminished, and so on, until at
the end of the twenty years he would

havepaid all off, principal and interest,
and have acquired an absolute right to

his little estate.

This mode, if car-

ried out, would, in a few years, fill |

the island with a sturdy, prosper-

ous and contented body of small land- ;

holders.

1

As tp the Government scrip, to be
handed to the landlords, they might |
elect whether they would have it per- -

petual or terminable.
the Government would retain the
quinquennial payments for their own
use ; but if the landlords desired it,
they might have the scrip terminable,
in which case they would h:ve the
quinquennial instalments handed over
to them, consequently their scrip and
interest would be proportionally dimi-
nished at each payment, and in twenty
years the whole transaction would
come to an end. In either mode, the
unused portion of the 2 per cent. re-
tained half-yearly, would, at the close
of the transaction, be handed over to
the landlord, the object of the Gov-
ernment being, not to make money on
the lands, but to facilitate their dis-
tribution. 1f there were any incum-
brances on an estate at the time of its
transfer to the commissioners, these

officers would retaina sufficient amount .

If perpetual,

of scrip to satisfy these claims, and as |

moneys were received from the small
-
{

payments of instalments on sales, are
merely mentioned for the sake of il-
lustrating the scheme. They could
all be altered to suit the values of the
purchases ; such alterations would
not interfere with the general feature
of the project.

For the convenience of purchasers, _
the Government could either create a
new bank of deposit, or use, say, the
Bink of Ireland for that purpose. The
Bank should have branch offices in
various places, in all centres of
labour, to which the purchasers
could pay their half-yearly rents, and
also, from time to time, deposit sums
to provide for the quinquennial pay-
ments, in fact, to be the Savings Banks
of the people, without the restrictions
and limitations of the ordinary Sav-
ings Banks. A liberal rate of interest
should be allowed on these deposits,
everything should be done to induce
the people to deal directly with the
State, without the intervention of mid-
dlemen ; they should be educated to
regarl the Government as the custo-
dian of their intevests, and their best

. friend. Thecostof management of these

Banks would be moderate, considering
the amount of work done by them, and
the feeling of security they would im-
part to the community. I consider
their establishment highly desirable,
indeed, essential to the success of the
whole undertaking.

The advantages resulting from the
proposed division of the estates would
not be confined tothe small purchasers,
the large landholders would also be
participants, as by means of the ar-
rangement, they would readily obtain
fair values, and in the large major-
ity of cases considerably increased
values, for their properties, and in
many instances receive .an amount of
Government scrip therefor, the interest
of which would vastly exceed the value
of their present rentals, and this with-
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out trouble, expense, or uncertainty
tothem. They would exchange a cer-
tainty for an uncertainty, and at an

!
I
‘
I

increase of rental. An additional bene- !
fit that would follow would be, that the |

vexatious and difficult subject of ten-
ant rights would be avoided. It would
be well, however, for the scheme to em-
brace a provision that should apurcha-
ser be able to show that he had really
effected substantial improvements on
Jhis property, an extension of the times
of payment might be granted to him.
1 think it most likely that many of
the large landholders would, if the
Government offered to purchase their

bracing some 40,000 or 50,000 acres
which were covered for the most part
by a dense forest. He laid this land
out in plots of 100 and 200 acres, and
offered them for sale. He sold them
on the terms say of one-fourth or one-
fifth cash down, and the balance in
yearly instalments, with interest on
amount unpaid. Some purchasers

i were able to make the cash payments,

but many were not, and had nothing
to offer in security but their brave

. hearts and willing hands. The gentle-

domains on the terms now propounded,
! land was gradually cleared up, and

readily accept and transfer their pro-
perties accordingly ; this would induce
others to follow their example, as they
would soon see that Government scrip

was much better than uncultivated |
estate and a dissatistied tenantry. In :

my opinion the gentry of Ireland
would willingly adopt any means that
would promote the national prosperity,

if a feasible scheme weie submitted |
© tune on each of his children, whose

for their consideration.

There would be no difficulty in dis- |
posing of the estates if they were di- .

vided into small holdings. The in-
tense desire of the Irish people to hold
land is well known.

They will even -

now take up their small patches at |

what to them are enormous rentals,

and the competition evinced for occu-
be. Now, if these Canadian settlers

pancy encourages the landlords to re-

frain from making those improve-

ments, either to the grounds or to the
houses, that are customary in Eng-
Jand; indeed, the houses might be
more correctly termed hovels, many

of them not being fit for human habi-

tation.

In order to recommend the adop-
tion of this scheme, and to show what
1 believe would be its results, I will
narrate the events of a Canadian un-
dertaking, to which I think it will
bear a strong resemblance.

Some sixty years ago a gentleman,
under certain circumstances, was in-
duced to purchase a township, em-

man for some time felt quite dis-
couraged at the prospects of his ven-
ture, but a shrewd friend advised him
to ‘hold on,” assuring him that as the

brought under cultivation, the settlers
would be able to raise crops and pay
all theirarrears. This assurance proved
correct, and the end of the matter was
that the gentleman, the head of a
large family, was enabled, from the
sales of his township, after retaining
an ample competence for himself, to
settle in his lifetime a handsome for-

descendants to this day reap the bene-
fit of their ancestor’s enterprise. As
for the township, it is now well cleared
and settled, and one of the best in
Canada ; and it bas been brought to
its present condition Ly men many of
whom, when they began their labours
on it, were about as poor as men could

could hew for themselves comfortable
homes out of the forest, with only the
then limited markets in which to dis-
pose of their products, under how much
better auspices would the Irish far-
mer start, with his lands all cleared
to his hand, and, in addition, lying
within an easy distance of the best
markets in the world.

The Canadian Government has 8
mode of rendering assistance to set-
tlers in the backwoods that might be
dopted in Ireland—-that is, by mak-
ing grants of money to construct
roads, bridges, or other improve-
ments. The settlers may, if they
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like, work on these undertakings, and
thus earn money to assist them, dur-
ing the first few years of their strug-
gle in the bush, to support their fami-
lies und to pay the instalments on
their lauds. The British Government
might undertake public works in Ire.
land upon or near the estates un-
der consideration, on which, perhaps,
many of the purchasers could tind em-
ployment, and the workmen would
deposit in the branch or savings banks
as much of their earnings as they
could afford, and thus be assisted to
provide for the amount of the quin-
quennial instalments on their little
freeholds.

It is true the Government frequent-
ly spends a considerable amount of
money on public worksin Ireland, but
the funds so distributed, afford merely
temporary relief to those who may be
employed on them ; nothing permanent
results from the assistance thus given,
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would be quite as an act of favour. It
must be borne in mind, that for the
first twenty years, the purchasers would
pay merely interest and instalments,
all rates and charges on land being

- paid during that time by the Govern-

ment, out of the two per cent. retained
by them, but at the expiration of the
twenty years, the purchasers would

. become educated to assume these re-

sponsibilities, and would in fact be-
come ‘“ Home Rulers” through their
municipal government.

I do not wish at all to discourage
emigration from Ireland to Canada, I
believe it would greatly benefit Ireland
if she sent hersurplus population to this
country, where there 1s ample room for
any number of settlers, but a certain
amount of people will always prefer
toremain in the land of their nativity,
rather than encounter the trials con-

i sequent upon a removal to a far off

but if the labourers had before their
eyes the prospect of securing a com-

fortable homestead, they would be
stimulated to make exertions and
practise frugality in order to accom-
plish so desirable a result. Under fair
circumstances, there are no more frugal
or industrionus men than Irishmen,

this is continually shown here, in -

Canada, som? of whose most ]rusper-
ous citizens are of that nationalicy. It
is well known that great numbers
of the Ivish peasants go over yearly
to England, to assist the farmers to
gather in their harvests, and thus earn
a few pounds with which to pay
the rents of their miserable holdings at
home, and surely the men who would
go to such a distance to earn money to
discharge their mererents, would gladly
work, if necessary doubly hard, in their
own country to ensure to them the
acquisition of a piece of freehold pro-
perty.

If the British Government deemed
it advisable, they might make a special
grant to the purchasers, to assist them,
say in the payment of their first in-
stalment of rent, or interest, but this

country.

If at any time, a small proprietor
wanted to sell his holding, he could

- easily tind a purchaser, who would re-

compense him for his improvements or
payments thereon, indeed the probabi-
lity is, that on account of these im-
provements, the place would have in-

~ creased 80 much in value that the

settler would make a protit from his
outlay on it.

The creation of a class of small yeo-
man landholders would be of great
advantage to Ireland, it would calm

- the public mind, get rid of agitators

and immediately please the people, as it
would bring the land back into the
hands of the descendants of those who
owned the country in olden times. It

© would give to the new proprietorsof the

soil a direct and important stake in the
country, and make them deeply inter-
ested in its peace and advancement.
The benefits that would result to Eng-
land would be equally great. She
would have a poor and discontented
neighbour changed into a thriving
and satisfied friend, for Ireland, by
enjoying her own recourses, would ra
pidly accumulate wealth. The people
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of both countries would recognize that
their great interests were identical,
and desire each other’s prosperity, for
Ireland would find in England a ready
and lucrative market for Ler agricul-
tural products, and in consequence
become enriched. She would, in her
turn, consume a large amount of Eng-
lish manufactures, the profits on which
would be much more valuable to Eng-
land, than the amount of money now
spent in it by the Irish absentees.

Reciprocal advantages would bind the
islands together, and make them in-
deed the United Kingdom of Great
Britain and Ireland.

Thus the moral and material inter-
ests of a free and generous people
would be assured and a great national
object attained, without infringing on
vested rights, and (since the scheme is
self supporting) without adding to the
burdens of the State.

IN THE MOONLIGHT.
G ENTLY blow the winds at even,

Whispering to the bending lowers
Words of love and tender greetiug,
Spoken but in evening hours ;

And the trees take up the burden

. Ot the love song soft and low, )
And the brooklet is the echo,
With its gentle murm’ring flow.
Birds above their songs are triliing,
Cradled in the leafy trees,
Sweet the music borne towards us,
On the wand'ring evening breeze !
And the song they sing, my darliug,
Is the mystery of love,
Wondrous power! which holds dominion,
Over court, and camp, aud grove.
On such nights so clear, so trauquil,
All the moonlit earth is rife
With a mystic dreamy radiance,
With a happy, love-born life !
For such nights are made for loving
When the earth is hushed 10 rest,
And the moonlight’s silver mantle
"Irails along its sleepivg breast.
Bird and breezes, tree and brooklet,
Join to sing the glorious theme,
And the musie floateth onward
As the music in a dreaw.
Soft and low the anthem pealeth,

Aud the sweet notes, as they roll,

Cast a dream-cloud o’er the senses
And a rapture o’er the soul.

Yet there still is something wanting,
Still a need which nought can meet,
Ouly when in Heaven we gathier

Shall earth’s love be made complete,

— Lsperanice.
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LUCRETIUS AND THE DOCTRINE
OF NATURAL SELECTION.

T have not seen it anywhere noticed,
thouch it may have been, that the germs
of the now famous doctrine of natural
selection or the survival of the fittest, as
the result of certain advantages possessed
by the surviving creature over its fellows
in the sharp struggle for life, are to be
found in the writings (Book V.) of the
poet Lucretius. He therein states that,
mn the long course of the ages, nature
had given birth to other creatures than
those found existing in our present
world, but that. they had been weeled
out because of certain structural and
constitutional disadvantages of birth ;
whereas the existing ones survive because
they were stronger or swifter or more
cunning. . He also adds that even some
of the weaker creatures were continued
in existence owing to their possessing
certain qualities of use to creatures
higher than themselves, and who there-
fore protected them, asin the case of
sheep by men.

I quote the passages referred to from
Creech’s not very literal poetical trans-
lation.
the ages, our poet sings :

** But more ; these years must nutnerous kinds
deface ;

They could not all preserve their feeble race :

For those we see remain and bear their young,

Craft, strength, and swiftness hath preserved
8o long.

Many their profit and their use commends,

Those species man preserves, kind man de-

ends.

Wild beasts’ and lions’ race their native rage

Preserves secure through all-devouring age.

But those to whom kind nature gave no foree,

No courage, strength, or swiftness to the
course,

Thus doomed by chance, they lived an easy

prey

To all, and thus their kinds did soon decay.’
Or, as he had said before,

¢ A thousanl such in vain arose from earth.’
Whether the law of variation, conpled

with that of natural selection, be an

adequate account of the various phen-
omena of life, I am far from undertaking

Speaking of the long series of °

to affirm.  But I thought that this refer-
ence might be interesting to those whose
attention hal not heen directed to it, as
serviny to bridge overand unite the past
with the present, and to show that there
are few things (and thoughts) absolutely
new under the sun.

J. A. ALLEN.

[Oar guest anpears to have forgotten
the address by Professor Tyndall at Bel-
fast, in which Lucretins’ forecast of the
theory was mentioned.—Ep. C. M.]

LABOUR,PRODUCTIVE AND NON-
PRODUCTIVE.

F. B. R. calls my little contribution
to the Table of the October Monthly
¢ superficial and fallacious,” ‘unwise and
fallacious,” (fallacious, you see, is the
favourite) ‘ not to say nonsensical.” No
donbt F. B. R. knows all about it, and
I bow at once to that decision. When
1 said that a wife might be all that was
‘excellent and admirable, and all that
was beautiful and lovable,” I certainly
thought.that I wasnot niggardly. That,
however, it seems, did not satisfy F. B. R.
We must have ‘holiest and most reve-
rend,” ‘charmed circle’ and ‘sacred
work,” ‘noblest creature in the glorious
universe,” and man made by her ‘more
angel and less worm.” With all my heart,
only I had not all those fine words and
ideas at command. Still, T think that
wives will like my estimation best. F,
B. R. says that ‘that their influence is
almost infinitely far reaching in its ¢f-
fects for good or evil’ (for good or eril).
Now, I said nothing about evil. Anl
this evil, we are told, may affect *th:
character and happiness of her husband,
of herself, of her children, of her ser-
vants, of her friends, of all that come
within the charmed circle. Far.reaching
indeed ! O, fortunati niminwm, for whom
this influence is for gnod and not forevil !

I thought, I confess, that it was a
purely ¢ economic’ question, that of the
payment of a wife’s debtsby her husband.
I thought thas the labour which paid
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debts was ‘productive,” and that that
which did not pay debts was ‘ non-pro-
ductive.” Ifear 1 am still suffering from
the same weakness. F.B. R. will not
have it so, but makes it a ‘ sentimental’
question, which is the name that Mrs.
Oliphant has given to'it.

F. B. R. toils up-hill along way in
in order to raise the wife to the summit
of superiority over the husband, and
then drops her down again, telling us
that the matter is ‘ utterly incapable of
analysis into what is due to one and
what to the other.’

F. B. R. is very strongly of opinion
that the qualities of a good wife enable
her husband ‘to accomplish more and
to produce more than without them he
could hope to do.” Now then, we come
to the ‘economic’ questiin, pure and
simple,-—what the husband’s work pro-
duces.  Let us suppose two partners in
business or occupation of any kind. Do
they divide profits unequally because he
who is married earns or produces tore
than he who is not! Then let us sup-
pose that the latter takes to himself a
wife. Does he frum that mcment find
his business or professional capacity im-
prove ! but that politeness forbids, 1
think I might call any such idea as that
‘ nonsensical.” The * true wife,” who re-
mains at home, who is true in every
sense of the word, and who pretends to
nothing that is untrue, is quite sensible
that she knows nothing about the pio-
cesses by which her husband accom-
plishes or produces his ends, and that
she cannot aid them or influence them
to the extent of a single dollar, one way
or ancther, What he brings home to
her she expends to the best of her power;
be it more, she can spend more; be it
less, she makes less suflice. She does

her duty. She can do no more. 1t may

be lighter or heavier. That is in the
chapter of chances. As years pass on,
the husband generally produces more ;
his busiress facilities are enlarged ; his
professional connection extends itself ;
he gets on in life. He makes a success-
ful stroke in commeice ; he perfcrms a
remarkable cure or operation ; his capi-
tal or his credit increases. His wife
shares in the benefit derived from it, but

in what way has the aided it ? The tiuer

she is, the readier she is to acknowledge
that.

From generals let us procecd to per-
sonals. Scme have had great success in
life ; others have had ncne.  'Will any-
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one be ‘nonsensical’ enough to draw
the line between those who have had
wives and those who have not ? Shake-
speare did not owe what he accomplished
to his wife ; during all the time when
his wonderful works were produced, he
lived apart from her. He left her a poor
man, he returned to her a rich one. Mil-
ton’s greatest work was produced after
his wife died. Lords Byron and Lytton,
and Charles Dickens were all separated
from their wives. That did not prevent
them from producing works of great
genius, acquiring great fame, and earn-
ing large sums of money. Neither John-
son nor Goldsmith was married. One
of them was poor at first but never in
pecuniary difticulties ; the other was
never out of them. Southey had a good
wife ; he was in hopes all his life that
‘the constable might come up with him.”
Walter Scott had a good wife ; his pe-
cuniary embarrassments killed himn be-
fore his time. Sir Joshua Reynolds, Sir
Edwin Landseer, Sir Thomas Lawrence
all acquired titles and fame and much
money ; notoneof them wasever married.
And so on, and so on, ad finitum. In
all professions, in «ll pursuits, you will
find it the same. A man has a success-
ful career, or he plods through life just
keeping the wolf from the door. In
either case he may have a *true wife.
If you attempt to establish any such rule
as that promulgated by F. B. R., you
must make it tell both ways. Such a
one made a fortune. Aye, he had a good
wife. Such a one was ruined and died
a beggar. Aye, he had a bad wife.

In the first paper on this subject F..
said ‘ the husband is the protector and
breadwinner.” Most indubitably true.
Bread to cat, and protecrion to eat it in
peace, these ave the alpha and omega of
existence.  Bread is the staft of life. 1t
is none the worse for being buttered,
though F. B. R. seems to hold it in some
contewpt in that condition. We are
told that we ¢ do not live to eat, we eat
to live Most indubitably true again.
Therefore without eating we should not
live. Therefore our lives depend upon the
bread we eat. Therefore we owe our ex-
istence to the breadwinner. Therefore
the opportunity of performing all those:
admirable duties—and who donbts that
they are admirable—of which F. B. R.
speaks so enthusiastically. is due to the
breadwinner. Without the breadwinner-
there would be no bread to eat (let alone
butter) no wives, no children, no duties.
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Granted the breadwinner, and all falls |
into its place harmoniously. Then comes !
the opportunity and occasion for the
display of all feminine virtues, inesti-
mable qualities and virtues, to which I
now make a deep reverence and obei-

sance. .
A. B. C.

THE WIFE'S CONTRIBUTION OF
T{ME AND LABOUR.

It is always satisfactory when one has
sent a paragraph out into the dark, as
it were, to find that it has been at least
read and considered. On this account
it was rather a satisfaction than other-
wise, to fiud, in the October number of
the Canapiax MoNTHLY, a paragraph
attacking one of my positions. Itisa
still greater satisfaction, of course, to
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and provides more wholesome food for
her household, or by more intelligent and

* judicious oversight and direction, guards
' the economy of the ménage in every

direction from the waste and misappro-
priation so certain to ensue from the
hands of careless hirelings. What F. B,
R. says as to the productiveness of the
wife’s labour in increasing the product

* of her husband’s efforts in merely pro-

viding him with more favourable con-
ditions for his labour is assuredly true,
but more than this can be claimed for
the industrious and thrifty wife of the
working man ; whether he work with

~ his hands or his head — whether she

bakes her own bread or scrubs her own

; floors and ‘gars auld claes look amaist

tind, in the November number, a para- |

graph s0 ably defending the assailed po-
sition, that it seems almost needless to
say anything more about it, especially
as F. B. R. has said almost exactly what
I should have said had I observed the
paragraph of A. B. C. in time to reply
toit. I am very glad that this so hap-
pened ; for the more opinions we have
on this subject the better ; and for this
reason, and because The Table is intend-
ed expressly for the free interchange of
thought and expression, 1 shall add a
few remarks to what F. B. R. has said
so well.

In pointing out that the wife is really
the *loaf-giver,” I supposed that any
reader would recognise the allusion to
the etymological meaning of the word
ludy, which is simply the old Saxon
hlefdige or loaf-giver. When words thus
embody the conception of a people, it
will generally be found that the concep-
tion 1s not altogether an incorrect one.
Most people wiil recognise the beauty of
the ideal of the good wife and house
mother as the lof-giver, while the hus-
band and father is the bread-iinner—
bringinr home, as it were, the raw ma-
terial of domestic life, which her loving
care and industry transform intc what
is needed, in all 1ts details, for the com-
fort of her household. She actuully ac-
complishes the miracle spoken of by A.
B. C. in ‘ making two loaves stand where,
one stood before ;’ whether she, with
her own hands, as do 8o many good
wives, at once saves the baker’s profit,

as weel as new,” or applies the higher
capabilities of a cultivated woman to
make the home of the professional man
with a limited income, bright and at-
tractive as that which is supplied by
wealth alone can never be. Every one
who has had much to do with the poorer
classes knows well how ruinous it is, in

" a merely pecuniary point of view, to a

poor man to lose his wife, and how a

. poor widower with a large family finds

himself compelled to marry again with
what would be, but for the necessity,
indecent haste. \Whereas, how often
does it happen that the poor widow, left
with a large family, takes up the hurden
and bears it with her almost unaided
exertions until the children can earn

| their own support. And how often may

we compare two families in which the
husbands are equally sober, industrious,
steady, in fact have started under equally
favourable conditions, except only in the
character of their wives. Yet you will
find, to-day, that the family in which
the wife is active, managing, economical,
is far ahead of the other in prosperity
and comfort. To who:un is the ‘ meed of
thanks’ due there for the difference ?
Mrs. Oliphant gives us an instance of a
wife who had more than doubled the ac-
tual income of the family by the labour
of her own hands in taking boarders, and
yet the husband would talk magnani-
mously about giving his wife a pair of
gloves ! If the labour of the industrious
wife is to be excluded from the class of
¢ productive labour,” so must that of the
baker, the tailor, the artisan class gener-
ally. [Indeed it often happens, in our
modern complex civilization, that the
wife’s work comes far more truly under

© the head of ‘productive labour’ than
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does the husband’s, even though he gives °
his work to the outside world for money,

aud she gives her’s to the home for love.
Moreover, the intangible results of the

wife’s labours can never be appraised at

a pecuniary value, simply because they
can never be bought. But we have, it is

to be hoped, other and higher tests of

productiveness than dollars and cents !

Man does not live by bread alone, neither

do children. ‘ Hungry little mouths’
need something more than bread and
butter to fit them for the work of life.
ing and tending, sympathy and com-
panionship.  Every noble man who has
had a true mother has felt and acknow-

‘They want mother love, watching, train- |

ledged that he owed her that which no |

money could ever repay, which no other
could ever have supplied, and this with-

out in the least detracting from his '

father’s due.
Furthermore, the work of the true

wife and mother is of a far more con- .

tinuous and exacting nature than that of

the great majority of masculine employ- -

ments, than almost any, if we except
doctors and railway brakesmen.
husband, however hard he may work,
has his hours of labour and his hours of
rest. The work of the wife and mother
is never done. It demands her whole
time and vigilance and vitality, in fact
her whole self. Under the strain many
constitutions, not robust, break down
into premature and chronic ill health, if
not into premature graves. And the
burden is too often made heavier for the
wife by the ignorance or niggardliness
of the husband in giving her an insufti-

The-

cient allowance for the style of house-

keeping which he expects in his home.
How often does worrying anxiety how
to ‘ make the ends meet’ wear away the
wife’s brightness and elasticity, when
the husband is quite able to supply what

would be amply sufficient, to give her a
margin, besides, for the charities and

other expenses which she should be able
to meet easily and cheerfully, though
she too often is not.

These things being undeniabiy true,

it seems absurdly superfiuous to attempt :

to prove the assertion that ‘the wife's
contribution of time and labour’ are her
fair share of the family burden. Men
may differ as to the limitation or non-
limitation of woman’s ¢ sphere,’” but out-

side of Turkey there should hardly be
two opinions as to the dignity and vital |

importance of her work in the honee, nor
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should any true man desire to * filch
away half the credit’ from her. The
male bird may be very faithful and
industrious in picking up worms and
‘grudb’ for his nestlings, but he will
hardly be thought a very modest bird if
he claim the whole credit of their nur-
ture, ignoring the patient sitting of the
mother bird, and the vital warmth she
supplies, as necessary a coudition of their
life as the food he brings. 1t will never
raise the attributes of true fachers on
earth, to attempt to disparage and be-
little those of true mothers.

F.

EXTREME VIEWS ON TOTAL
ABSTINENCE,

THE little tempest of disapproval cal-
led forth by the protest of the Rev. Mr.
Macdonnell against the extreme lan-
guage of some total abstinence speakers
shows how hard it is for even good and
thoroughly well-meaning men to be tol-
erant of those who differ from them in
regard to a favourite hobby. For there
is no doubt that, simply from a too ex-
clusive gaze on one particular evil, total
abstinence does become a hobby—nay,
even a religion with some. To those who
know that Mr. Macdonnell has been in
practice a total abstainer from boyhood,
1t is somewhat amusing to see a promi-
nent total abstinence journal ¢ hoping’
that he way not follow in the footsteps
of some anti-temperance orator who had
fallen a victim to the moderate drinking
he advocated ! We all know what such
¢ hope nots” mean when we hear them
from gossips in private life. Is thereno
evil in such a ‘suggestio falsi) as the
writer might easily have ascertained it
to be !

The present writer has fought hard
for the trial of prohibition in Canada,
and would not be suspected by readers
of the CaNaprax MoxTHLY, at any rate,
of indifference to the evils of intemper-
ance and the safegnard of total absti-
nence. But, just because total abstainers,
under an overpowering sense of the curse
of intemperance, so easily glide into fan-
aticism on the subject,does it seem neces-
sary, occasionally, to protest against the
bigotry and narrowness of those who
would make total abstinence a virtue
per se, and the temperate use of wine
i dtself a sin.  If this were so, total ab-
stinence would of course be incumbent
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on every man, without referring to
others, whereas it is its greatest glory
that it is frequently the sacrifice of an
innocent gratitication by persons who
could use it innocently, for the good of
others, No one who has any but the
most contracted view of human life, can
help admitting that wine and other mild
alcoholic beverages appear to have a place
of their own in normal human life,—and
that even the stronger and more danger-
ous are like medicines, at times useful
and even necessary. Therefore Mr.
Macdonnell was perfectly correct in call-
ing total abstinence an exceptional re-
medy for an exceptional state of
things which prevails in Canada, but
does ot prevail in every quarter of the
world. He and many others fully admit
that it is the best and safest course in
this exceptional state of things; but
think it wonld be still better, and a pos-
sible state of things not to be despaired of,
that every individual should be so gnided
and ruled by Christian self-control as to
be able to use without abusing that which
is bad only because of its abuse. But,
so far as human appearances go, this
state of things is yet far in the future ;
and just because so many individuals
carry heavy weights in the shape of men-
taland moral weakness,hereditary predis-
position, lack of moral training. &ec., &c,
would I and many others like to sce
them guarded, until a fairer start could
be made, by the wall of Prohibition if
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that could be secured and carried out by
the consent and moral support of the
community ; the stronger being willingto
bear the burden of the weak. Butas
this, —the Christian law of self-sacrifice,
is the principle on which those who
might safely use alcoholic beverages,
deny themselves their use, it is obviously
out of place to attack those who do not
fecl called to make the sacrifice as if
their moderate nse were wrong per sc.
I, for one, though a total abstainer my-
self, am rather glad that that every one
else is not one, for it seems necessary to
keep some people in mind that the
thing can be used without being abused.
And it cannot be fairly said that the ex-
ample of the moderate use encourages
others in the abuse, although it is for

each one to consider whether his exam-

ple and influence may not lead an un-
wary brother into paths in which he at
Jeast may stummble and fall. 1t is a ques-
tion of which every one must be fully
persuaded in his own mind ; and while
1 decidedly regard total abstinence, as a
practice, as the safer course in the spe-
cial circumstances of our time and coun-
try, I would heartily welcome temper-
ance associations on a wider basis than
that of pledged total abstinence, and
would heartily join hands with all who
would in any mode, positive or negative,
give their aid in the great battle against
the foul fiend Intemperance.
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Bricks Withou! Straw. A Novel, by
ALsicN W, Touvrceg, LL.D., author of
‘A Fool’'s Errand,” &c¢. Montreal :
Dawson Bros., 1880,

Judge Tourgee has been better than
his word. His title-page promises us a
novel, and he gives us besides a rather
elaborate study of negro characterand an
historical sketch of southern society since
the close of the war of secession, with
ample and detailed accounts of State
Legislation on the ‘coloured question’

thrown into the bargatn. In form per-
haps the mixture is a little heavy, the
¢ baking powder’ does not seem to have
worked evenly 8o as to leaveu the whole
Tump, which consequently remains rather
doughy in parts. For instance, after an
impassioned love scene hetween Hesden
Le Moyne, ihe high spirited Southern
gentleman, and Mollie Ainslie, the beau-

“tiful little Yankee *school-marm,” who

offends the neighbourhood by demeaning
herself to teach ‘mniggers,’ it is a come
down to find a chapter on Hesden's
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gradual change of views on the subject
of white predominance, split up thus
(with numbered paragraghs in an inner
margin) :

¢ He had arrived at the following con-
clusions :

1. ¢ That it was a most fortunate and
providential thing that the confederacy
had failed, &c.

2. ‘That the emancipation of the slaves
would ultimately prove advantageous ’—
and so on. One advantage this plan
certainly possesses. You can tell at a
glance when the deadly prosing fit is
coming on, and an experienced skipper
will be able to land safely on the other
side of the yawning gulf (no joke is in-
tended) with as little delay as possible,
There are writers,—save the mark ! —who
do not act so openly, but sandwich in
their powders between layers of jam so
deftly that you cannot help being med-
icined against your will.

But when we have once said this, we

have exhausted our spleen against the
Judge. Even his political and social
discourses are praiseworthy in their lib-
eral tendencies.
black man, a believer in his capacity, and
a stern dencuncer of those who have
striven to keep him down in the scale of
being. One finds the old feeling return
which stirred so many hearts when
¢ Uncle Tom’s Cabin’ came out, and made
us weep and rage in spite of all its clap-
trap sentiment. There is a more serious
every-day air about Judge Tourgee’s
revelations. We see in his pages to what
a depth of degradation the slave-holding
population has sunk itself. Leuree was
at any rate a bold viilain ; he might have
been a buccaneer under more favourable
auspices. Even the Ku-Klux-Klan ran
a slight modicum of risk in their fero-
ciously comicmidnight maraudings which
so often wound up with blood and flames.
But when the Caucasian sets to work to
devise laws simply and solely for the
purpose of robbing the emancipated slave
of his labour, we see the white man at
his lowest, and own the truth of the
great and fyndamental law, that a vast
mational injustice recoils with its worst
effects upon its perpetrators.

One of the negro characters in the tale
is working a farm on shares for a white
man. To avoid the abominable extortion
of the truck system, as worked out at the
white man’s store, he resolutely refrains

from accepting any orders for goods on | grounds of asgreat retributions.

He is a lover of the |

|
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account of his prospective crop, knowing
full well how miraculously the store-book
accounts will foot np against him if he
once has his name inscribed there.

The owner does not like this indepen-
dent course of conduct, which, if persisted
in, will oblige him to pay the ¢ sassy
nigger’ his full share of the crop. He
watches and at last catches poor Berry
picking a few ears of green corn for din-
ner, off what he, not unnaturally, con-
siders his own corn-patch. But this is
larceny by the humane law of Kansas;
the *boss ’ had got the requisite hold, and
the friendless, frightened nergo takes a
few dollars for his share of the creop, and
leaves the country to escape prosecution.
In the next State he works again on a
cotton farm, patronizing the owner’s
store more freely, so that when the har-
vest is over he only has a small lot of
cotton to dispose of. This he starts to
market to sell. In that free land no
man must sell cotton after sun-down,
lest it might be stolen goods! A buyer
tempts Berry with an extra cent a pound
to sell just a few minutes after the law-
ful hour, then gets him arrested for
breaking the law, keeps the cotton, and
refuses to pay for it. Berry goes to jail.
The man he worked for holds his mule
and chattels for breach of contract, Berry
having gone to prison a day or so before
his'year’s hiring was out. It may almost
seem impossible that such things can be,
but we must remember that these laws,
harsh and unjust in themselves, are or
were vindictively administered by
judges, sheriffs, and officers elected for
the express purpose of keeping the black
man down under foot.

The book Is carefully got up, and well
printed, being very free from typograph-
ical errors. We can recommend it to
sich of our readers as felt an interest
in the history of the South during the
late critical period of her resuscitation.

Memories of my Ewxile, by Lotvis Kos-
suth. Translated by Ferencz Jauscz.
New York : D. Appleton & Co ; To-
ronto : Hart & Rawlinson, 1880.

Hungary and Poland have been the
scenes of European crimes of uncommon
magnitude, and it has yet to be knowt
whether they will not afford the acting-
{n the
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eyes of M. Kossuth, his people have
. forfeited their high aspirations and lost
their chivalrous love of independence ;
whilst, by accepting the present union of
their fortunes with Austria in a satistied
spirit, he holds that they have betrayed
the future hopes of that country for
which he and so many other patriots
have bled and struggled. To consider
what might have been is not usually
productive of much practical good ; but,
perhaps the short space we can devote
to the notice of this book may not be
unprofitably applied in atking ourselves
whether the fate of Hungary would have
been a more fortunate one had not the
brute force of Russia been thrown into
the scale against the struggles of the
Liberationists, putting a bloody period
to the war of Independence. In spirit
and bravery the Hungarians proved,
through all those stormy scenes, their
right to an independent existence as a
nation. But more is needed in anation
than spirit, bravery and national tradi-
tions. M. Kossuth, at page 201 of his
present work, peints out that the census
of 1851 only gives some seven millions
of people as the purely German element
in the thirty-seven millions of mixed
races that go to make up the Austrian
Empire. Tle conclusion he draws is
that this number is not encugh to give
the Empire, which he so justly hates, a
national character. But Hungary itself
only numbers some eleven milliuns, and
these, if erected into a kingdom by them-
selves, would be far too weak to stand
alone among the gigantic powers of the
Continent. How then did the Hun-
garian leaders propose to swell their
numbers and increase their area, so as
to find a basis wide enough to be self-
supporting ! The answer is simple. The
Croats and Slavs were to be made a
component part of the new body politic,
although their repugnance to the Hun-
garian rule had been well marked and is
known to every student of Magyar his-
tory and literature. In other words the
new nationality must, in self-defence,
repeat the role of oppressor, and prac-
tise on weaker countries the same com-
pulsion it had complained of so bitterly
itself. M. Kossuth found great comfort
in the recogniti.n that at length greeted
the earnest ende wvonrs of Italy to throw
off the rule of the stranger, but the case
presents no parallel. Tne population of
Italy is considerably more than double
that of Hungary, and its perfect and

!
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well-defined natural barriers and land-
marks impress the idea of unity upon
the nation with overwhehning force.
Again, to lose Italy was but the loss of
an always festering limb to Austria ;—
to have lost Hungary would have been
annihilation, and the powers that assisted
or looked on complacently at the enrich-
ing of Sardinia, did not by any means
desire the destruction of the House of
Hapsburg.

M. Kossuth condemns the moderate
party among his countrymen for accept-
ing the amended dual-constitution which
was accorded them in 1867. We think
thatinthis his better judgmentisclouded
by the naturally harsh feelings of an
exile against the government that pro-
scribes him. For how does the matter
now stand ! We saw that in 1851 the
German element in the Hapsburg rope
of sand was but small, and the chance of
war since then has materially and per-
wanently reduced even that slight pro-
portion.  People are not lacking who
will prophecy that the remaining Teu-
tonic element in the population of Aus-
tria will yet gravitate towards the im-
posing mass of the German Empire. Be
this as it may, the power of Hungary,
if it be wisely husbanded and increased
by the exercise of a legitimate influence
over the less civilized races near it seems
destined, in future, to prove the growing
predominant power of the two-headed
Austro-Hungarian kingdom.  Like two
dogs chained to the same collar, the force
of the stronger will decide the road they
are to take, and we shall be surprised if
the seat of power does not slowly move
down the Danube. In this light Hun-
gary will more than have achieved its
independence, it will have changed places
with its former masters and that by a
natural and peaceful prccess instead of
a series of bloody and revolutionary
And yet, while applauding
Deak, who can prevent the reyretful sigh
for Kossuth ?

This volume is occupied in giving the
particulars of the last attempt that
showed the refugees of 1848 a chance to
save their country in their ‘'own way.
With Austria and France grappling in
the death-struggle among the marshes of
the Po, and under the guns of the Quad-
rilateral, it did not need the eagle-eye of
Kossuth to discern the commanding po-
sition which a revolted Hungary could
at once assume. Austria, attacked in
flank and rear, her army organization
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shattered both by direct desertion of the
Hungarian troops and by the cutting off
of her best recruiting-ground, must have
succumbed to Napoleon and Victor Em-
manuel. Hungary might be free !—all
that was needed was to fathom the un-
fathomable and to fix the quicksands of
Napoleon’s shiftinng purposes into reso-
lute determination. But that could not
be dome. He would promise, hold in-
terviews, theatrically parade before the
exiles, the original parchment on which
his great uncle's address to the Hun-
garian nation was written—but commit
‘himself irrevocably to war a Contrance
with Austria, by sending a French army
into Hungary, this he would nof do.
There are symptoms that he would gladly
have embroiled Hungary into rising and
-creating a diversion in the enemy’s rear,
but Kossuth tirmly declined to give his
sanction to any such plan. It was no
part of our exile’s intention to become
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Historical Studies of Church Building m
the Middle Ages.  Venice, Siena, Flo-
rence. By Cuarres Erior NorTON.
New York : Harper & Brothers ; To-
ronto © James Campbell & Son.

In how many different lights do people
regard ancient buildings! The simplest,
most primitive type of sight-seer is the
innocent rustic who walks round the
Cathedral Close of some old English city

-~ in stolid wise, the noble editice before

an Imperial catspaw at the expense of |

his country’s future prospects.  While
hanging on the dubious verge of war,
and organizing a Hungarian legion, the
news of the treaty of Villafranca fell on

the hopes of the refugees like “ thunder |

from a clear sky.” Italy and Hungary
were alike abandoned, and Napoleon re-
tired with Savoy and Nice in his pocket,
the ill-gotten price of services which he
had not rendered.

The translation of these memoirs is,
8o far as we can judge, well done, but
the style is in parts hardly up to the
level of history. Imagine the stately
Muse condescending to say (at p. 112),
¢ How green !’ The rendering of one
of Victor Enmmmanuel’s proclamations is
badly done, it makes him speak of Aus-
tria’s army * which fo assault ns she has
assenibled ’ &e.  One very amusing pas-
saze from the state papers of Francis V.,

Duke of Modena, serves to give an idea

of what an Ausiro-Italian Grand Duke

conld do in the depths of his grand-ducal

stupidity when he really bent his facul-
ties to the task. He was a Francopho-
bist of the deepest dye, and proposed
that Austria and the Dukedoms should
invade France, vaze its fortresses, trans-
fer its capita! from Paris elsewhere, and
plant military colonies of Croats and

Slavonians among the restless people of |

Alsace and other bordering provinces !
Unluckily this genius was too modest to
plan out exactly the military movements
by which this modest programme was to
be accomplished.

'

h'm hardly awaking a single thought in
Lis breast, and his imagination certainly
uever conceiving the possibility of a
timme when that buailding was in auny
single particular different from what it
is mow,

A little higher in the scale comes the
cut-and-dried autiquary who knows that
the nave exhibits Norman work, that
the transepts are in the decorated style
and the east window perpendicular. He
knuws too that these ditferent styles
date from different periods, and can dis-
course with detail on the signs of tran-
sition from one fashion to another.
But the whole thing is dry and hard to
him, as lifeless as a genealogical tree or
a chart of the kings of England. True
love for the old building only comes
when we grasp the truth that it has
lived a life of its own ; that these crumb-
ling walls and mossy buttresses have
been gradually formed to their present
shape much as the coral reef has formed
itself from the countless lives that sur-
round and cling to it. Every subtle
change that has gradually led us from
heavy rounded arch and clumsy pillar
to broad expanse of traceried window
and lightly-clustered shaft has been
induced by some corresponding onward
movement in the mind of the men who
framed it, and which is, perchance, best
evidenced to-day by these visible tokens
or sign-manuals of its power. To under-
stand the building and to know it well,
you must study the men who designe
it, who raised the money to build it, and
who altered its scope from time to time,
—and to really kuow these men you
must, as clearly, study the work of their
hands thus embodied here before you-
Yo will find the one inquiry will help
the other. During the last century met
of the highest calibre failed to appreciate
cither the arts or the literature of the
Middle Ages. *‘Gothick” was a term
of reprobation. Earnest study has en-
abled many a little mind of vo-day to
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enter further into the spirit of William
of Wykeham than it was in the power
of Dr. Johnson to do.

And what a fascinating study it is!
Your old cathedral speaks to you tales
from the past. Read up its archives
and you look at this or at that feature
in its beauties with renewed interest.
'That change from one style to another
tells you more now than 1t used to do.
You are reminded by it of the cause why
the work was stopped,— war, or wasting
pestilence, or some period of stagnation
when old things seemed good enough
and further progress only a vexation of
the spirit. Then comes the new im-
pulse, pouring its tide of new life into
all the channels of the State. Old forms
of building are maditied, new shapes of
arches and windows demand fresh imn-
provements in glass, in carved work, in
paintings.  From the glories of the
shrine one is led toimagine the increased
luxuries of the private house, that re-
minds us of the greater wealth of the
nation which is the cause and the mea-
sure of these improvements, and thus
an alteration in a moulding or the cen-
tering of an arch has led us unconsciously
to reflect upon the most vital changes in
the social hfe of an entire people.

Three of the most interesting eccle-
siastical edifices in ltaly are treated by
Mr. Norton in this manner. He takes

.us to Alexindria with the Veunetian
merchants who bronght back the body
of Saint Mark ; he watks with us anong
the master wortkmen of Siena, or we
hear the wrangling and disputing about
the cowpeting designs of Ghiberté and
Brunelleschi for the Church of Saint
Mary of the Flower at Florence. We
see the masons eating their maccaroni
and oily Italian messes in the little
cook shop which was reared up among
the scaffolding at the dizzy height ot
that stupendous dome, and the appren-
tices recklessly letting each other down
over the sides of the untinished cupola
to rob the birds’ nests. ‘Lhe church is
inore than mere marble and morstar to
us after we have followed its growth
after this fashion. These men have laid
the stones in their life-blood, and Bru-
nelleschi girdled its dome with his brain
no less than with chains and heavy
timbers. One feels joyful with him at
his success in achieving that which so
many other architects declared impos-
sible, we share his trinmph when we
have heard of his difliculties.
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Much interest would have been added
to this book could a few illustrations
and diagrams have been given. 1t is so
well got up, the paper is so thick, the
type so clear, and the title page really so
attractive, that we feel all the more re-

. gret that a little cxtra expense was not

incurred in presenting the reader with
views (if only outlines) of the principal

. buildings about which Mr, Norton writes

80 entliusiastically.

New Colorado, and the Santa Fé Trail.
By A. A. Hayes, jr., Fellow of the
American Geographical Society &
F.R.G.S. Illustrated. New York:
Harper & Brothers ; Toronto : James
Campbell & Son, 1880.

People who want to find a new corner
of the world to write about, must look
sharp now a-days. Colorado wasahowl-
ing wilderness a few years back, and
what is it now ? There is little or no
geographical renown to be won in a land
where railways penetrate in every direc-
tion, and one meets no deadlier animal
than a buiro (Anglicé, jackass). Still,

. whatever honours were to be gathered

may be fairly credited to Mr Hayes for
his very racy and gossiping account of
the country, whether viewed from the

_standpoint of traveller, cattle, or sheep

farmer, or even of * honest miner.” The
general public may not like the book the

i less for its retaining the light tone of

magazine literature (the bulk of the work
appeared in Harper's Magazine), and the
industry shown in collecting anecdotes

- and incidents of the class with which

~ prairies of the Centennial State.

Bret Harte first made us familiar, is
worthy of much praise. Some travellers
manage to cross a country without meet-
ing a single fact or fiction to record,
others again (and Mr Hayes is one) come
out covered as thickly as a woolly dog
with burrs after a scamper in the atitumn
bush.

Our author goes into figures to prove
the profits that may be made by the suc-
cesstul cattle farmer on the foot-hills and
He
gives wholesome advice as to the chances
of getting on ;—capital and love of work
are both needed. 'The ‘ toney’ English-
1han is not admired out there, at least
after his money goes. One of these (let
us hope an exceptionally foolish one)
came with a sum, fabled at £50,000, in
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his pocket, went into sheep raising, had
about thirty or forty others always
* loatingaround him,” and went away ina
few years owing $20,000. Mr Hayes's
informant mentioned that this geutle
shepherd had no trouble in disposing of
his sheep, as ‘ the Sheriff did that for
him !’ But in carcful hands a capital
of 814,000 invested in sheep runs. build-
ings and sheep would yield 2,596 net
profit the ftirst year, $3,406 the second,
and $4,899 the third year. These are
Mr. Hayes’ own calculations, and as he
says he has received letters complaining
of his having put the profits both too
high and too low, he considers he is not
far off in his estimate.

Of mining Mr Hayes is too careful to
speak in any such decided tone. Mines,
like the men who own them, are too of-
ten ¢ here to-day and gone to-morrow ;’
and one can never call a miner tinally
and decidedly fortunate till he has started
a Company to run his mine and ‘un-
loaded ’ ali his stock at a handsome pre-
mium.

At the close of the work is an interest-
ing chapter on the history of Colorado,
scanty as it is, and the early traflic across
the plains to Santa Fé.  Mr Hayes visits
that old emporium of Spanish commerce,
but does not deal much with New
Mexico. His artistic companion, to whom
we owe many picturesque views of Rocky
Mountain scenery, has parted from him,
and we are consequently left to some
extent to our imagination in picturing
the scenery of the Rio Grande. Wecan
cordially agree with his detestation of
the horrid names that have been given
to places. ‘¢ Purgatoire ’has degenerated
into ¢ Picketwire,” and mountains with
sonorous Spanish names become Pike’s
Peak or Mount Lincoln. Let us hope
that a reaction may set in, and that these
noble ranges may yet be re-baptized
into the Sierras.

CHRISTMAS ISSUES IN ART AND
LITERATURE.

People who love to poke among the
curiosities of literature, are acquainted
with the various shapes into which our
old poets used to contort their verses.

A Bacchanalian song would . conform
to its appropriate flask or wine-glass, a
pitiful true lovers' plaint to the form of a
heart, and a religious poem would take
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upon itself that of an altar or cross. It
will be a novelty, however, to even these
enquiring minds, when they notice the
** Christmas Stocking,” issued by Messrs,
Hart & Rawlinson, Toronto. The litho-

| graphed cover is anapt representation,
i 1n the brightest colors, of a very dim-

inutive stocking, and the stocking has
evidently got into the domnin of a very
poetical Santa Claus, as it is full of ver-
ses appropriate to the season,

The same firm have continued their
efforts to encourage Canadian Art by plac-
ing onthe market a number of the ‘* Rib-
bon Series ™ of hand-painted books which
have been already very favorably re-
ceived by the public. ‘¢ Pleas for Books,”
“The Shadow of the Rock,” ¢ The
Changed Cross,” &c., are among their
list, and as each book is painted in a dif-
ferent desiun, the ‘‘eariy bird” of a
purchaser will probably find his account
in getting the best of what appears to us
a very good seiection.

Siwilar praise is due to Messrs. James
Campbell & Son, for the very artistical-
ly designed series of floral tablets and
scenes of Canadian life which they have
got out to meet the growing taste of the
public for original works of art instead
of reproductions (however carefully ex-
ecuted) of a more or less stereotyped
character. We understand that the
firm had so much confidence in the sup-
port they would meet with, that they
gave orders to Canalian artists on a suf-
ficiently large scale to enable them to
put some 1,500 of these hand-painted
tablets on the market, and the only re-
gret they are likely to feel in counection
with the matter 1s, that they did not
provide a yet larger number.

Messrs. Willing & Williamson have
on show, amongst a large assortment of
imported Christmas Cards, including
the latest of D¢ La Rue’s and Marcus
Ward’s issues, som= specially noticeable
cards from across the border. Messrs.
Prang, of Boston, have putiuch energy
into the art and mystery of Christmas
card manufacturing, Even as Florence
and Siena of old used to throw open
their church buildi 1g schemes to compe-
tition, and offer prizes to the one su-
preme architect of the universe, or (to
come a little nearer home) as the Hop-
Bitters Company offer prizes to the most
successful oarsman of the day,—so did
Messrs. Prang apply the strong stimu-
lating effect of an offer of $1,000, $500
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and $300 prizes in order to elicit from
the citizens of the United States their
three most supreme designers of Christ-
mas cards. The first prize was gained
by a lady, —Miss Emmett,—whose card
has a graceful border of passion flowers,
surrounding a composition of five choris-
ter boys singing the *‘ Gloria,” — the
awakened shepherd with his flock, the
watching angel and the host of stars in
the dark blue firmament of Heaven.
The harmony of coloring in this piece of
work is very noticeable. The second
prize card (Mr. Alex. Sandier’s) is of a
anore secular character, but will probably
tind as many admnirers, while the less
successful designers will possibly find
champions who will prefer their handi-
work even to that of the prize winners.
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The custom of sending these tokens
of friendship seems to be increasing,
and we must admit we consider it in
many ways a commendable one. The
majority of people are not, at present,
willivnaires (whatever they may expect
to be), and nothing short of a big for-
tune will enable a man to send a sub-
stantial present to all his friends. The
card steps in and prevents economy
from being driven to justify neglect.
We can also give a good word for a
fashion which calls into play the latent
talent of our countrymen, and especially
our countrywomen, and which nay, in
its humble fashion, do somewhat to help
unravel the knotty question, ¢What
remployment are our educated women to
be provided with !’

LITERARY NOTES.

Mr. Goldwin Smith, we have much
pleasure in stating, has consented to

the republication of a number of his |

Essays and Lectures on Literary and

Historical subjects contributed to this
Magazine and to English and American

reviews. The volume, which is at pre-
sent passing through the press of Messrs.
Hunter, Rose & Co., may soon be looked
for.

We gladly welcome the second year’s

ums compel us to defer a critique of
the work until January.

An attractive holiday book, entitled
‘ Hlustrated Poetry and Song,’ consist-
ing of selections, made with judgment
and taste by Mr. Charles Belford, from

i the best English and American Poets,

issue, for 1879, of the ‘Dominion An-
nual Register and Review,” edited by .

Mr. Heury J. Morgan, Keeper of the
Records, Ottawa.
so well done, and condenses so much of

This cumpilation is -

the year’s events, in all departments of :

the nation’s progress, that no intelligent
Canadian can afford to be without it.
We hope to review the work at some
length in our next number.

We are in receipt of the first volume
of the most important undertaking in
biographical literature that has ever been
attempted in Canada —Mr. Magurn's
¢ Canadian Portrait Gallery,’ edited by
Mr. J. C. Dent, with illustrations in
<hromo-lithography. Our crowded col-

has just appeared. The volume is em-
bellished with forty full-page illustra-
tions from English wood-engravers, and
presents for popular sale an artistic and
literary table-book which should tind
many purchasers not only at holiday
times, but ‘all the year round.” The
publiskers are Messis. Belfords, Clarke
& Co., Torunto and Chieago.

Mr. Joseph Doutre, Q. C., of the
Montreal Bar, has made a valuable con-
tribution to native legel literature in
his work on the Constitution of Can-
ada, embracing the British North Amer-
ica Act (1867), with its interpretatior,
.gathered from the Decisions of the
Courts, the Dicta of Judges, and the

- Opinions of Statesmen and others. Ap-

pended to the volume are the Quebec
Resolutions of 1864 and the Constitu.
tion of the United States. Canadia,
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jurists and students of Constitutional
History will tind Mr. Doutre’s work of
extreme value. The work is published
by Messrs. John Lovell & Son, Mon-
treal.

The literature of travel has just had
a delightful addition to its attractive
treasures in the Rev W, H. Withrow’s
¢A Canadian in Europe.” The work
consists of an itinerary of the scholarly
editor of The Canadian Methodist Ma-
guzine while on a summer tour in Eu-
rope, and has been made up from his

BRIC-A-BRAC,

note books and magazine articles, with
illustrations of the historic sights en-
countered en roufe. Mr. Withrow is a
keen observer, a graphic writer and
withal a genial companion. Few will
set out in his company to visit these
shrines of the Old Land who will nat
accept his clhaperonage thronghout. The
volume is handsomely produced by the
Rose-Belford Publishing Co., and will
make a suitable present at the approach-
ing holiday season.

BRIC-A-BRAC.

THE BALLADE OF ALICE.
A THUMB-NAIL SKETCH IN TORONTO.

Dark eyes, full of

Mirth and malice,
Keen bright face and
Tiny figure,
Strength and lightness,
Grace and vigour,

This is like her,—
This is Alice!

Heart that in its
Red gold chalice,
Holds stronyg wine of
Pain and 1’leasure,
Either brand in
Ample measure, -~
And with each
Alike she dallies,
As her mood is!
Fair Mixs Alice!

T.ips that pont with
}’erteﬂt sallies—--
Filled with fits, and
Fraught with malice —
You can both be
Sweet and bitter—
Kindest helper—
Hardest hitter,
Rich or poor,
Hut or palace,
Just. the same —
Unaltered Alice,

C.P. M,

“Ah, said a deaf man who had a
scolding wife, ‘ man wants but little
hear below !’

TOBACCO.

Foul weed !
I would that I could give thee ¢'er,
Thy rank perfame
Pollutes my room :
And yet there ix in thee aspell,
Thy votries understand too well,
Which bids me turn to thee once more
When I should hurl thee from the door.
Where hast thou been
Fell Nicotine,
T'o learn such arts as thus enslave ?
What charm is in thy blacken’d bowl ;
What is it thou dost give, or save,
Which opes the portals of the soul,
And tinds thee friends in every clime,
In every rank, who all combine
'I'o honour thus thy sooty shrine ?
Nor cease they with the lapse of time.

No food thy poisonous leaf supplies,
And yet, it is not wholly vile :
A something hidden in thee lies,
Which does our wayward thoughts hegnile.
A solace ! aye, the secret’s ripe,
A solace ! then, I fill my pipe.
T.W. P,
Lixnsay.

A writer who lately declared that the
temperance party was going to rise like
¢ a giant refreshed with wine,” was rather
unfortunate in his choice of a simile.

“If I have ever used any unkind
words, Hannah,” said Mr. Smiley to Mrs.
Smiley, reflectively, ‘I take them all
back.” ‘Yes Isuppose you want to nse

them over again,” was the not verr
soothing reply.



