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BY WILLIAM T. STEAD.

™ A
RECENT PORTRAIT OF MR. GLADSTONE.
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Mr. Gladstone appealed to the
men of to-day from the vantage-
point of extreme old age. Age
is so frequently dotage, that when
a veteran appears who preserves
the heart of a boy and the happy
audacity of vouth under the “Ilvart
haffets wearing thin and bare” of
aged manhood, it seems as if there
is something supernatural about it,
and all men feel the fascination
and the charm.

There is somcthing imposing
and even sublime in the loag pro-
cession of years which bridge as

Vou.. XLVI]. No. 6.

with eighty-cight arches the abyss
of past time, and carry us back to
the days of Canning, and of
Castlereagl, of Napoleon, and of
Wellington.  His parliamentary
carcer extends over sixty years—
the lifetime of two gencrations.
For over forty years he had a
leading part in making or in un-
making Cabinets, he served his
Queen and his country in almost
every capacity in office and in op-
position, and yet, despite his pro-
longed sojourn in the malaria of
political  wirepulling, his heart
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seemed to be as the heart of a

little child.
“ There is no man,” remarked a

naval offizer some time ago, “ who
would have made so splendid an

admiral of the old type as Mr.
Gladstone if he had only been in
the navy. Once let him be con-
vinced of the righteousness of his
cause, and he would fight against
any odds, nail his colours to the
mast, and blow up the powder

magazine rather than surrender.”
The more difficulties there were to
be overcome the more pleased he

seemed to be.
Put it was not as an Admirable

AT HAWARDEN,

FARM

T0

ENTRANCE

Crichton of the nineteenth cen-
tury that he commanded the ham-
age of his countrymen. The Ting-
lish and Scotch seldom are en-
thusiastic about mere intellectual
versatility in the smartest mental
gymnastic. We are at bottom a
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profoundly religious race, and
those who would arouse the en-
thusiasm of our people must touch
the heart rather than the head of
the nation.  Mr. Gladstone was
great in Parliamentary cut and
thrust and parry. He was won-
derful in a great debate, and be-
yond all rivalry as a platform
orator, but the great secret of his
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Hawarden that most pcople would
expect the answer to come. He
was the statesman of aspiration
and of enthusiasm; he was the man
of faith, the leader of the forlorn
hope, the heaven-sent champion of
the desolate and the oppressed.
Many -of us for years needed no
other watchword than “Gladstone™
to nerve us for the fray.

MR. GLADSTONE AT SEVENTY.

.

hold upon the popular heart was
the popular conviction that he was
at the bottom not a mere old Par-
liamentary hand or cunning lec-
turer, but like a knight and a hero
whenever there was any knightly
or heroic task to be done. If a
gulf opened in our forum and the
cry went forth for an English
Quintus  Curtius, it was from

Press where you see my white plume shine
amid the vanks of wav,

And be your orifflamme to-day the helmet
of Navaure,

always recurs to my mind when
thinking over the most famous of
those dashing, headlong charges
which AMr. Gladstone led against
the serried ranks of the supporters
of the oppressor.
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THE SECRET OF HIS POWER.

The great secret of Mr. Glad-
stonc’s hold upon the nation’s
heart was the belief which ‘had be-
come a fixed conviction with the

masses of the voters that he was
animated by a supreme regard for
the welfare of the common people,
and an all-constraining conviction
of his obligation to God. For-
merly he would have divided the
honours with Lord Shaftesbury,

Methodist Magazine and Review.

Mr. Spurgeon, Mr. DBright, and
Cardinal Manning. To the or-
dinary voter here and beyond the
scas it was more important that
Mr. Gladstone was unshaken in

o

GE, HAWARDEN,

THE PARK GATE AND ORPHANA

his assent to what he regarded as
the eternal verities than that all
the bishops in all the churches
should unhesitatingly affirm their
faith in the creed of Athan-
asius. So the services in
Hawarden parish church, where
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Mr. Gladstone read the lessons,
much more than any cathedral
service, came to have a religious
importance that was felt through-
out the empire. What Lowell
said of Lamartine represents what
most of those who believe in Ar.
Gladstone thought of him :

No fitting mete-wand hath To-day
For men »wing spirits of thy stature—
Only the Future can reach up to lay
The laurel on that lofty nature—
Bard who with some diviner art
Has touched the bard’s true lyre, a
nation’s heart.
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moral being.
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He does not forget
that they are soldiers, voters, toil-
ers, merchants, but over and
above all there is constantly pre-
sent to his mind the fact that they
are moral beings.” 1t was this
higher note, distinctly audible
above all the dust and din of the
party fight, which constituted the
secret of his charn.

THY KNIGHT ERRANT OF LIBERTY.

To those who knew him best
and to those who knew him least

ME. GLADSTONE.IN HIS STUDY.

The great moments in our re-
cent history, when Englishmen felt
that it was worth while to live,
have most of them been associated
with his name. He has touched,
and he alone, with the exception
of Mr. Bright, the higher nature
of man. His appeal, as Emerson
would say, is always to the over
soul.  Said one of his colleagues
recently : “If I were asked what
was the distinguishing character-
istic of Mr. Gladstone's power I
should say that he never for a mo-
ment forgets or allows his hearers
to forget that he regards man as a

he was ever the Knight Errant of
the World, ever ready to ride off
on some feat of high emprise ai
the summons of distressful inno-
cence or outraged justice.  The
man whose voice, clear as a silver
trumpet, rang through Europe in
denunciation of the horrors of
Neapolitan  dungeons and the
atrocities of the Turks in Bulgaria,
needs no other title to enduring
fame.  His two pamphlets paved
the way for the liberation of two
peninsulas. Italy frece and in-
divisible rose from the grave of
ages at his kindling summons; and
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Bulgaria free, but not yet un-

divided, is the living monument of

the vivifying might of his spoken
word. He was in both the. Italian
and the Balkan Peninsula, Hea-

Like

ven’s Herald of the Dawn,
Prometheus he became

A name to fright all tyrants with, & light
Unsetting as the Pole star; a great voice
Heard in the breathless pauses of the fight
By truth aud freedom cver waged with
wrong.

Methodist Magazine and Review.

Nor can it be ignored that his
devotion to the cause of Ireland
has been marked by the same pas-
sionate enthusiasm which, if it had
been displayed in relation to other

THE CHURCH AT HAWARD

lands, would have excited their
lighest admiration. As the
Knight of Liberty, sworn to the
cause of the oppressed, Mr. Glad-
stone has done inestimable service
to the men of his generation.
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HIS MORAIL GREATNESS,

Until lie had convinced himself
that a thing was noble and right-
eous, and altogether excellent
either in itself or because it was
the destined means to a supremely
righteous end, he would not hear
of it. The main warp and woof
of his life’s work has been simply
honestly sincere. This is obscured
from many by Gordon and Home
Rule. But there was no insin-
cerity in his dealings with Gordon.
Mistakes there were, no doubt,
many and grievous, but they were
mistakes of honest conviction

based on imperfect acquaintance
with facts.
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soluble. He believed in the higher
Powers. He never shrank from
putting his faith to the test, and on
the whole, wlio can deny that for
his country and for himself he had
reason to rejoice in the verifica-
tion of his working hypothesis ?

“We walk by faith and not by
sight,” he said once; “and by no
one so much as by those who are
in politics is this necessary.” It
is the evidence of things not seen,
the eternal principles, the great in-
visible moral sanctions that men
are wont to call the laws of God,
which alone supply a safe guide
through this mortal wilderness.
Men of a thousand shifts and wiles, look

here !
See one straightforward conscience put in
pawn

To win a world : see the obedient sphere

By bravery’s simple gravitation drawn !

- £ Shall we not heed the lesson taught of old,

yﬁ

It is ridicutous to pretend, tvith
Mr. Gladstone’s career before us,
that his course was swayed by
calculating self-interest. He was
the very madman of politics from
the. point of view of Mr. Worldly-
Wiseman. “ No man,” said he,
“has ever committed suicide so
often as I,” and that witness is
true.  Mr. Gladstone all his life
was the very Quixote of Con-
science. Judged by every stand-
ard of human probability, he
ruined himself over and over and
over again. He was always ruin-
ing himself, and always rising, like
the phoenix, in renewed youth
from the ashes of his funeral pyre.
From a merely human standpoint
it was inexplicable. But

If right or wrong on this God’s world of ours
Be leagued with higher Powers,

then the mystery was not so in-

And by the Present’s lips reylyea.ted still ?
In our own single manhood o he bold,
Fortressed in conscience and impregnable.

Mr. Gladstone no doubt was
often and marvellously successful.
But sometimes, when he was most
right, he was most hopelessly
beaten. The certainty of failure
did not daunt him in his strenuous
struggle.  When he saw clearly
what ought to be done, he did it;
and it is this habit of walking ac-
cording to the light that was given
him, turning neither to the right
hand nor to the left, that has given
him his unique hold upon the
minds and the imagination of his
countrymen.

One point in which Mr. Glad-
stone was subject to much" mis-
apprehension was the result of his
exceeding conscientiousness. He
was so over-accurate that he often
seemed not to be accurate at all.
He was so careful to make the
finest distinctions, to convey to a
hair’s breadth his exact meaning,
that sometimes he seemed to be
refining and quibbling, and creat-
ing loopholes for escape at some
future time. In reality, he al-
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ways told the truth exactly as he
saw it; but he saw it so clearly
and with such mathematical ac-
curacy that to the ordinary man
who never sees anything as'it is,
but only as it appears, the differ-
ence between what Mr. Gladstone
saw and what Mr. Gladstone said
he saw, is often quite inexplicable.

HIS QIFTS OF EXPOSITION.

Like all great orators Mr. Glad-
stone’s personality was a kind of
hypnotism to which an audience
temporarily succumbed. In the
House of Commons, except when

1

m

HAWARDEN CHURCH.

concluding a great debate, that
peculiar magnetic power was less
plainly manifest than when he was
swaying at will the fierce democ-
racy. But for argumentative co-
gency and sledge-hammer weight,
some of his great Parliamentary
performances were unrivalled.
As an expositor of an intricate__

and involved subject Mr. Glad-
stone was a veritable genius. In
his Budget speeches he made
financial figures as fascinating as
a fairy tale, and he could make
even a speech on the Irish Land
question interesting. As a sophist
no one could beat him. The
marvellous subtlety of his intellect

Methodist Magazine and Review.

enabled him to make whatever
cause he undertook to defend ap-
pear for the time the only possible
cause that a decent man could
espouse,

As an orator Mr. Gladstone had
every grace but one. He never
cultivated the virtue of brevity.
But in him this was no defect, for
so sweet and silvern was his
speech that his hearers regretted
when the stream ceased to flow.
The mere physical endurance en-

tailed by some of his great
speeches is in itself wonderful.
Mr. Gladstone has repeatedly

spoken three xhours
and even five, at the
close of a long and
exciting debate,
which came on the
heels of a day full of
arduous and exhaust-
ing ministerial work.

Mr. Gladstone was
all his life long so
sedulous an opponent
of swashbucklerism
in all its moods and
tenses that some of
us have felt that he
underestimated the
mission of Britain in
the affairs of the
world.  Whether
or not Lord Salisbury believes in
England as the old Elizabethans
believed in England, there are
very few even of the most devoted
disciples of Mr. Gladstone who
feel that he shared the life and in-
spiration that come from a con-
templation of the great role which
we have played, and are playing,
in the history of the world. He
was usually so bent upon mortify-
ing the Old Adam of national
pride, that he had hardly time to
devote a sentence to the expression
of the awe and gratitude with
which he recognized the immense
vocation of Britain in the outer
world. “But I fully recognize,”
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he said, “that we have a great
mission. , The work of England
- has been great in the past, but it
will be still greater in the future.
This is true, I believe, in its broad-
est sense of the English-speaking
world. I believe it is also true
of England herself. I think that
the part which England has to
play, and the influence of England
in the world will be even vaster
in the future than it is to-day.
England will be greater than she
has ever been.”  Mr. Gladstone
always seemed to be too much
awed by the responsibilities ever
to have a thought for the glories
of Empire. B

AS A STATESMAN.

Mr. Gladstone as a statesman
has done several notable things at
home and abroad, to live in his-
tory. He has contributed more
than any single man with a pen
and a voice has done, to create
Italy and to destroy the dominion
of the Turk in Europe. As Prime
Minister or Plenipotentiary, he en-
larged Greece, transferred Corfu,
and established British influence
in Egypt. He familiarized the
public with the idea of the Euro-
pean concert, not merely as for
debate but for action, and main-
tained in times of the greatest
stress and storm that Russia was
not outside the pale of human civi-
lization or of Liberal sympathy.
In Imperial politics he constantly
condemned the strong creed of the

swashbuckler. He annexed New
Guinea, North Borneo, and

Bechuanaland, but he sedulously
condemned every extension of the
empire that was not forced upon
us by inexorable necessity. He
cleared out of Afghanistan and re-
treated from the Transvaal. He
established the great precedent of
the Alabama arbitration. He was

a home-keeping Scot, whose sym-

pathies have never really straye:d
far beyond these islands except in

19Y-

the case of those nations strug-
;gling and rightly struggling to be
ree.

At home his chief exploits have
been the reform of the tariff, the
establishment of free trade, and
the repeal of the paper duty. He
was the real author of the exten-
sion of the franchise to the work-
men of the towns, and the actual
author of the enfranchisement of
the rural houscholder. He estab-
lished secret voting. It was in
his administration that purchase
in the army was abolished. He
did his share in the liberation of
labour from the Combination
Laws, in the emancipation of the

MISS GLYNNE (MRS, GLADSTONE.)

Jews, and in the repeal of Uni-
versity Tests.  He was the first
to disestablish and disendow a
National Chaurch, and to compel
the British public to consider the
feasibility of establishing subordin-
ate and statutory parliaments with-
in the British Isles, Over and
above all else le, the scholar, the
statesman and the Nestor of Par-
liamentary tradition, was the first
to bring the most difficult and de-
licate questions of foreign policy
to the rude but decisive test of the
mass meeting, and transferred the
motive force of the British State
from Parliament to the platform.

HIS PLACE IN HISTORY,

“He alone combined the elo-
quence of Fox, the experience of
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Chatham, the courage of Pitt, with
the financial and administrative
capacity of Sir Robert Peel, and
combined all those qualities with a
many-sided catholicity of mind to
which none of the others could
lay claim. Cavour, Thiers and
Guizot are men with whom Mr.
Gladstone can be compared either
for the work which they accom-

MR. GLADSTONE AND HIS GRANDDAUGHTER,
DOROTHY DREW.

plished, the speeches which they
made, or for width and subtlety of
mind, but none of them, not even
excepting Cavour, will figure so
prominently in the history of our
times. More than any single
Englishman Mr. Gladstone’s in-
fluence was operative in Europe.
It was he whose fateful words
brought down the avalanche of the
revolution upon the  decrepit

Methodist Magazine and Review.

Bourbons of Italy. It was the
lightning of his speech which
dealt the deathblow to Turkish
dominion in the Balkan Pen-
insula, and it was his action which,
equally in matters of arbitration,
of the European concert, and of
foreign policy generally, first
familiarized the mind of mankind
with the conception of statesman-
ship based on moral principle
as opposed to the mere ex-
pediencies of self-interest.
He was the link between the
old order and the new, stand-
ing, as it ivere, between the
living and the dead—the liv-
ing democracy of the future,
and the dying castes and hier-
archies of the past.

No British minister since
Canning, said the Rev. Canon
Malcolm Maccoll, has left
such wide and lasting influ-
ence on foreign affairs as Mr.
Gladstone. There is not an
Italian who does not regard
him, next to Cavour, as the
most potent factor in the uni-
fication of Italy. In Grecce,
too, and in Roumania, Bul-
garia, and the European prov-
inces of Turkey, it is Mr
Gladstone’s policy that has
prevailed.

MR. GLADSTONE'S MAGNA-
NIMITY.

It has been the rule among
our public men—long may it
last—to exclude political an-
tagonism from the sphere of
private life. Nobody was more
ready than Mr. Gladstone to de-
fend in private a political oppon-
ent with whom he may have been
a few hours before in hot conflict.
He has always maintained, for ex-
ample, that Lord Beaconsfcld
was a man devoid of personal
animosities, and he has often in
private expressed his admiration
of his devotion to his wife, his
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loyalty to his race, and
splendid  parliamentary  pluck.”
The moment he heard of his great
rival's death he telegraphed to
T.ord Rawton an offer of a public
funeral.  Once when Lord Salis-
bury was somewhat violently at-
tacked in his presence, Mr. Glad-
stone said : “ I believe him to be
perfectly honest, and I can never
think unkindly of him since the
day I first saw him, a bright boy
in red petticoats, playing with his
mother.”

AT WORK AND AT PLAY.

Mr. Gladstone was one of the
most unwearying of workers.
Whether at work or at play he
was alweys on the go. The coil
of that tremendous cnergy never
seemed 10 run down.  Ie was
always doing something or other,
and even when he was talking he
was acting, using every muscle of
the body to express and emphasize
his ideas.  When Prime Minister
Mr. Gladstone kept three private
secretaries constantly going, and
the whole business of the office
went with the precision and regu-
larity of a machine. The first
essential of a private secretary is
to have plenty of pigeon-holes,
and Mr. Gladstone used to keep
six nests of pigeon-holes constant-
ly going.

All the elaborate apparatus of
pigeon-holes would have been use-
less had it not been combined
with a phenomenally retentive
memory. Mr. Gladstone not only
remembered everything, but he
also knew where every fact could
be verified.

No one believed more than
AMr. Gladstone in taking care of
the odds and ends and fringes of
time. The amount of correspond-
cnce he got through in the odd
fragments of leisure which would
otherwise pass unutilized, exceed-
ed the total correspondence of
most of his contemporarics.  Mr.

“his
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Gladstone did a great deal of his
own correspondence, and his auto-
graph is probably more familiar
than is that of any English states-
man.  He did a great deal to
popularize the post-card, for no
onc could appreciate more than
he the advantage of that econo-
mizer of time and abbreviator of
formality. The little pad on which
he could be scen writing during
his term of office in the House of
Commons on his knee, enabled
him to work off a mass of corres-
pondence, which most men in his
position would have regarded as
wholly impossible.

Another enormous advantage
which Mr. Gladstone possesses for
the dispatch of business is that he
is capable of entirely changing the
carrent of thought. His head
scems to be built in water-tight
compartments, and after tiring
the lobe of the brain which dealt
with Ircland he would turn off
the tap for Irish affairs and plunge
headlong into ecclesiasticism or
ceramics or archaeology or any
other subject in which he might at
that moment be interested. In
chopping down a tree you have
not time to think of anything ex-
cepting where your next stroke
will fall. ~ The whole attention is
centred upon the blows of the axe,
and Mr. Gladstone was as pro-
foundly absorbed in layving the
axe at the proper angle at the
right cleft of the trunk as ever he
was in replving to the leader of
tlie Opposition in the course of a
critical debate.

AMr. Gladstone was capable of
sitting down in a chair, covering
his face with a handkerchief, and
going to sleep in thirty seconds;
and after sleeping for thirty min-
utes or an hour, waking up as
bright as ever, all drowsiness dis-
appearing the moment he opened
his eyes. During all Mr. Glad-
stone’s carcer he has never lost
his sleep excepting once, and that
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was during the troubles that arose
about IEgypt and General Gordon.
Seven hours sleep was Mr. Glad-
stone's fixed allowance, ™ and,” he
added, with a smile, “1 ‘should
like to have cight. I hate get-
ting up in the morning, and hate
it the same every morning.”

Sir Andrew Clark, who was his
physician for years, says that he
has no more docile patient.  Mr.
Gladstone enjoyed singular’y good
health from his youth upward.
Like Mrs. - Gladstone he hardly
had a day’s illness since he was
married. He was a kind of stcam-
engine on two legs, with heart of
fire and lungs of steel, pursuing
his unhasting and unresting way
at a pace which left all other men
far behind.

Mr. Gladstone usually had threc
books in reading at the same time,

and changed from one to the
other, when his mind reached
the limit of absorption.  When

he read a book he did so pencil
in hand, marking off on the mar-
gin those passages which he
wished to remember, querving

Methodrst Magazine and Review.

those about which he was in
doubt, and putlting a cross op-
posite those which he disputed.
At the end of a volum. he con-
structed a kind of index of his
own, which enabled him to refer to
those things he wished to remem-
ber in the hook.

Not, indeed, for naught and in
vain has this great life been lived
openly before all men, an object
lesson unequalled in our time, of
loftiness of aim, of integrity oi
purpose, and of unfaltering {aith
in God and trust in man. He has
taught us that it is the high-souled
man who has the greatest power,
evenn over the poorest and most
ignorant of the toilers of the
world; that supreme capacity in
Parliament is compatible with the
most simple-hearted devotion: and
that the most adroit and capable
of statesmen can be at the samc
time as chivalrous and heroic as
any of the knights of Arthur's
Round Table.  Amid the crowd
of contemporary statesmen, he
towered like a son of Anak above
his peers.—Reviciv of Reviews.

GLADSTONE’S

We regard William Ewart Glad-
stone as the greatest European
statesman of the present century.
In so saying we do not forget
Gambetta, who led France from
chaos into republicanism, nor Bis-
marck, whose wise and invincible
purpose united the before jealous
German States into one German
Empire, nor Cavour, who even
more than Garibaldi deserves the
ever honourable title of Liberator
of Italy. In the singleness and
carnestness of his purpose Glad-
stone has not heen inferior to ecither
of these his contemporaries ; in
T We have much pleasure in quoting from
The Oullook, New York, an American ap-.
preciation of the great statesman, whom

not Britain ouly, but the whole world
mourns.—In.

GREATNESS.*

complexity his problem exceeded
that of ecither the IFrench, the Ger-
man, or the Italian statesman.
Dr. Elisha Mulford, by the felic-
itous phrase, “ The Republic of
God.” has happily expressed the
modern faith, which we fully share,
that the development of the king-
dom of heaven and the growth of
popular institutions are inextricably
interwoven, if not absolutely iden-
tical.  If space allowed, it woull
be interesting to trace in Tinglish
history the growth of democracy
inspired by religion, of populas
sovercignty founded on the Sover-
cignty of God, from the davs of
Alfred the Great to those of Queen
Victoria. In that growth the
nation has freed itself from ecclesi-




(ladstone’s

astical control at home and abroad,
has converted a Royval Council into
a House of Commions, has estab-
lished the right of the meanest citi-
zen to a trial by his peers, has
secured forever inviolate the right
of free speech, free press, and free
worship, has transferred executive
authority {rom an irresponsible
king to a responsible ministry,
amenable to the people for cvery
act and every neglect to act.
Jesus Christ laid two foundation-
stones of future socicty in the two
principles give to IHis disciples :
Call no man master ; and He that
would be greatest among you, lot
him be servant of all. Tt is be-
cause Great Britain has moved so
steadily, so gradually, but also so
surely toward the realization of
these principles that she has at-
tained her present imperial propor-
tions. It is because Mr. Glad-
stone has been her pre-eminent
leader in this forward movement
during the past hali-century that
we count him the greatest of
European statesmen.

The story of Mr. Gladstone's life
is the history of European liberty
during the vears of his public ser-
vice.  The condemnation visited
upon him by his critics is his glory.
His political inconsistencies are
those of a man who dares to grow.
By tradition and temperament a
Conservative, he has been a Liberal
‘rom principle, and his Liberalism
in principle has been wisely moder-
ated by his temperamental Conser-
vatism.  With that felicity of
phrascology which distinguishes
his unique eloquence, he has de-
scribed the age in a single com-
pact sentence as one characterized
by “the gradual transfer of politi-
cal power from groups and limited
classes to the community, and the
constant scething of the public
mind in fermentation upon a vast
mass of moral and social as well
as merely political interests.”

In promoting this transfer Mr.
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Gladstone has heen the most potent

influence in Great Britain: to his
moderation is largely due the fact
that this transfer has been gradual,
by evolution, not by revolution.
In this fermentation of the public
mind he has been kept calm by
his profound Christian faith. In
the resultant mists and fogs his
mind has been kept clear by the
pre-cminence which he has alwavs
given to moral over merely poli-
tical considerations.  In the tran-
sition age in which he has lived he
has been an object of historical in-
terest and of moral admiration on
two continents. e was probably
the most warmly beleved and the
mgst hotly hated man of modern
times—unless Bismarck rivals him.
Dut there was this difference :
feudalism loves Bismarck and
democracy hates him; feudalism
hated Gladstone and democracy
loved him. ’

So far we have spoken of him
only as a statesman and in his re-
lations to hisage and nation. But,
in addition thereto, the singular
contradictions of his nature made
him the most noteworthy figure in
modern English if not in all modern
history.  His mastery of minute
details and his grasp of great prin-
ciples, his philosophical tempera-
ment and his marvellously accurate
memory, his executive and ad-
ministrative skiil and his persuasive
cloquence, his gentleness and his
courage, his scli-depreciation and
his authoritative lcadership, his
skill in affairs and his classical
scholarship. his political sagacity
and his theological 'earning, his
intense and even narrew church-
manship and his catholic apprecia-
tion of all that is good and truc in
denominations not only different
from but openly hostile to and
jealous of his own, his uncom-
promising identification of himself
with the conservative forms of
Christian thought, and the admira-
tion he has evoked in men of



504

rationalistic temper and agnostic
- philosophy, make him the most in-
teresting character study, as his
career makes him the most inter-
esting historical study, of our
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times. What he has done con-
stitutes him a model for the study
of statesmen; what he was, a modecl
for the study of all men.

GLADSTONE’S REVENGE.

Our own Canadian J. \V. Ben-
gough pays this generous tribute
to Gladstone’s greatness of soul :

In the courseof Gladstone’s great speech
on the second reading of the Home Rule
bill he went out of his way to pay a grace-
ful compliment to the son of Right Hon.
Joseph Chamberlain, who had delivered
his maiden speech in this debate. ¢ The
speech was one,” said Gladstone, ‘“that
must have been dear and refreshing to a
father's heart.” The effect of these gener-
ous words on Chamberlain, who had of
late lost no opportunity to affront and
offend his former leader, was very marked.
“He covered his face with his hands,”
says the account, **and remained motion-
less for fully five minutes, while those
near him said there were palpable tears
in his eyes.”

The greatest moment in a great carcer !

A crowded chamber, anxious and intent,
The focus of an anxious, listening world,
Awaited Gladstone’s speech.

The Old Man rose,

But seemed no longer old ;

Upon that mountain top of a good cause
He stood transfigured : like a cloak

His years dropped from his shoulders,

And his form, erect, alert, in glorious second

youth, .
Astounded all who looked; and youthful
power
Shone in his eyes and sounded in his voice
As deep and rich it bore his rapid words
From his full soul ; his matchless plea
For Justice, Union, Peace. °

Not many hearts were proof against that
plea;

But there was one, reflected in a face

Of cynic aspect, surly, grim and hard,

That no word touched—the heart of Cham
berlain.

This man, once Gladstone’s friend and fol.
lower,

Had now become the champion of his foes,

Qutstripping every nataral enemy

In fierce, malignant hate.

And now, indiflerent to the orator,

He sat conversing with his stripling son,

Whosemaiden speechasmemberof the House

Had just been made.  And as the grand old
man

Poured forth his heart, no word seemed like
to picree

That grim indifference.

Then suddenly he raised his head and glared

Upon the speaker, from whose lips there fell

The young man’s name.  What would this
critie say ?

What scorching phrase wascoming? What
keen thrust

Would this past master of invective deal

To wound the father’s feelings through the
son?

Alls fair in war and polities, and he

Who never spated the old grey head his
scorn

Now hiaced himself to bear retaliation.

Hark ! In an earnest, deep-toned voice,

With gracious bow, the speaker simply said

*“The young man’s speech was one that must
have been

Dear and refreshing to a father's heart,”

The listener was crushed ¢

He stared an instant in confused amaze,

Then flushed, and bowed, and covered up
his face

To hide remorseful tears

All's fair in war and politics: but ah!

The bitterest tuunt, the keenest stroke of
wit,

Could not have broken this opponent’s heart

As did that Christlike blow !

THY BURDEN.

To every onc on carth
God gives a hurden to be carried down
The road that lies hetween the cross and
crown.
No lot is wholly free:
He giveth one to thee.

Thy burden is God’s gift,
And it will make the bearer caln and
strong.
Yet, lest it press too heavily and long,
He says, ““Cast it on Me,
And it shall easy be.”
— M. Larninghan.
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‘A GREAT

1t is very gratifving to our patri-
otic pride to know that we have
here in Canada the largest im-
plement manufacturing concern
operating under the flag of Great
Britain, namely, the Masseyv-Harris
Company.  This great industry,
employing in its various depart-
ments 2,000 men, is a growth, an
evolution from very small begin-
nings.

When, in 1847, Daniel Massey
purchased the little foundry at
Liondhead, Newcastle, Ont., and
began the manufacture of ploughs
and farm utensils, he probably little
dreamed of what the Canadian im-
plement industry was destined to
become.

In 1851, Hart A. Massey, a son
of Daniel, joined his father in the
husiness, and shortly afterwards
hecame sole proprietor, Mr. Daniel
Massey retiring.  Mr. H. A.
Massey decided to go into the
manufacture of implements more
extensively, and in 1852 he made
and sold two hundred Ketchum
mowers—the first mowing machine
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built in Canada. Changes and
improvements were made in rapid
succession, and other and better
styles of mowing machines were
soon introduced.  The first reaper
from the Massey shops was known
as the Burrell, turned out in 1852,

Ever on the alert for the latest
and best, with his wonderful store
of energy and great business
sagacity, never knowing discour-
agement, it is not surprising that
Hart A. Massey became a leader in
the manufacture of farm imple-
ments and the head of the industry
in Canada.

Mr. Alanson Harris and his son
John began the implement busi-
ness at Beamsville in 1864, and the
company organized, as the out-
come of the growth of their enter-
prise upon remov-l to Brantford,
did much towards building up and
extending Canada's reputation as
a producer of farm labour-saving
nachinery.

The institutions built up by the
NMessrs. Massey, Harris, Patterson
and Wisner have done much to-
ward the progress and devclop-
ment of agriculture in the Do-
minion of Canada, and since their
amalgamation have brought out
great improvements and extended
the industry to the remotest parts
of the globe.

Among wue places of interest
visited by the members of the Brit-
ish Association, during its recent
meeting at Toronto, were the
Massey-Harris works.  The visi-
tors included a member of the staff
of the London Daily News, one
of the great journals of the world.
The attention devoted by The
Daily News to its representative’s
visit to the Massev-Harris estab-
lishment is cvidence of the keen
interest that is being taken in the
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Old Country in the detail of the
industrial and commercial life of
Canada.

The I.ondon Daily News says :
“ Many of the members of Section
G. have paid a visit to the works
of the Massey-Harris Company to
sec for themselves the equipments
by which are produced the agri-
cultural implements which are ex-
ported to all quarters of the world.
It is certainly a remarkable estab-
lishment, and one was curious to
see the place from which certain
implements are sent even to Great
Britain.  The Majestic, on her
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it really looks as if it was the ma-

ciines that were human, and the
men that were machines. The
steam-driven tools pick up bars
and rods of iron, bend them, and
shape them as if they were bits of
tin.  They cannot here, however,
do without our good Shefficld steel
for their tools, though much metal
comes from Nova Scotia and
Pittsburg.  An enormous amount

of grinding is done to produce the
teeth and knives by which the
wheat at this moment is being
reaped in bountiful harvest from
the grain-growing parts of Canada.

ORIGINAL SHOPS IN WHICH DANIEL MASSEY BEGAN KUSINEsS
AT BONDHEAD (NEWCASTLE) IN 1847.

last voyage, for example, took over
twelve railway car loads of har-
vesters and binders for Scotland.
-1 saw goods ready for Australia,
TFrance, and Germany. The works
cover about ten acres of ground,
and with sidings in direct com-
munication with the Canadian
Pacific and Grand Trunk Railways,
about 1,200 hands are employed,
and there are 800 more in branch
establishments. The  specialties
arc harvesters, binders and mow-
ers.

“The works are a marvellous
study in labour-saving machinery;

“7T was shown a number of giant
grind-stones, cach six feet in
diameter, and a foot thick, and this
trifie of two tons is whisked into
its place by a specially devised
cranc. A man in full work wears
out one of these stones in three
davs: 6oo were so worn out last
vear in the works.  The ‘ lumber’
room was fragrant with the smell
of clean wood in the turner’s hand;
spokes and rims are rattled off by
the tens of thousands.  The hick-
ory for spokes is split and never
sawn; in this way perfectly grained
wood is insured.  The paint shop
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again was a curious illustration of
the new methods; the honest old
paint brush is not wanted here; a
wheel, bar or pole is simply put in-
to a tank of paint, red, blue or
yellow, as the case may be, and
the brush is only used for the or-
namental striping. The firm once
published The Massey Magazine;
now to the agricultural machinery
has been added the Massey-Harris
wheel, a bicycle pattern, of which
6,000 were made last year. The
warehouse floor was heaped with
a consignment for Sydney by the
next ship.
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1,200 to 1,500 tons of iron. Be-
sides this, a stock of hundreds of
tons of bar and rod steel is main-
tained in a storage department
within doors.., The pig-iron, of
course, goes for consumption to
the foundry, which has a melting
capacity of twenty tons a day.
The ladles of molten iron are
carried by overhead travelling
cranes to the flasks at various parts
of the floor. From the moulds
the castings are taken to the
“tumbler,” and after being thor-
oughly cleaned therein, they go
through an underground passage-

A CORNER IN ONE OF THE MASSEY-HARRIS LUMBER YARDS.
OVER 95,000,000 FEET USED ANNUALLY.

* Daniel Massey, the founder of
the firm, was a comparatively poor
man when he set up his little
weather-bound shanty in 1847 in
the little, Ontario town of New-
castle. The company now turns
over four million dollars per an-
num,”

From a copiously illustrated ar-
ticle in The Exporters’ and Im-
porters’ Journal we glean the fol-
lowing facts concerning this great
Canadian industry :

In the pig-iron storage yard is
kept constantly a stock of from

way to the cellar beneath the main
building, where they are held in
storage until such time as they are
wanted in the construction of im-
plements, when they are raised to
the assembling-rooms above. All
frame angle-bars and parts that re-
quire bending are formed by power
presses, using dies, which make
every piece of a given pattern c¢x-
actly alike, permitting all parts to
be interchangeable. All picces
which are to be subjected to strains
too great for castings to withstand
and of too heavy a size to he
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stamped out are forged to shape in
the drop-forging department.

One of the most interesting fea-
tures of the metal-working depart-
ments is the automatic tooth-hard-
ening machine.  This machine
tempers disks, teeth, ctc., without
any attention further than putting
in the pieces to be tempered. A
similar machine is the one used for
tempering knife secticns.  This
arrangement gives a pecfectly uni-
ferm temper to each tc oth, leaving
a hard edge and a soft centre, in-
suring long life and cffective ser-
vice.

one-quarter minutes,

Over 25,000
feet of lumber passes through the
wood-working department of the
Toronto works every day, to say
nothing of the large consumption
at the company’s Brantford factory.

The tests of finished machines
are rigid and thorough, and many
of them are very interesting.

An experimenting department is
maintained, with a corps of efficient
workers, where new ideas are tried,
improvements arc developed and
the simplification of existing de-
vices is studied.  No attachment,
improvement or change of any

over 1,200 ONs oF IRON IN STORAGE AT ONE TIME AT THE
TORONTO FOUNDRY OF THE MASSEY-HARRIS CO., LTh.

In the lumber yard lumber is
stored for two years before it is
used. The shavings and sawdust
are taken automatically from cach
wood-working machine to the
boiler-room and used for f{uel.
Nothing but split hickory spokes
are used in the wheels of the
Massey-Harris implements, and
the spoke-making machinery has
not stopped one working hour in
over twelve months.

The spokes are driven into the
iron hubs by power, an entire
wheel being filled in, trued, and the
tenons cut on the end of the spoke
ready for the felloe, in one and

kind is adopted until it has passed
the fire of this department and has
been found desirable.  Thus no
experimental, untried piece of
mechanism is put out at the ex-
pense of the purchaser, but every
single mechanical device is proved
before it goes into a machine that
is offered for sale.

One of the busiest departments
is that in which extras are boxed
for foreign shipments. The extent
of the export trade enjoyed by this
factory is indicated by the fact that
this work of boxing extras for ex-
port keeps busy a separate depart-
ment, employing a goodly number
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of hands and necessitating a con-
siderable allotment of space in one
of the factory buildings.

Another indication of the magni-
tude of the operations of this es-
tablishment is its printing depart-
ment, comprising an outfit of job
presses, large cylinder presses,
paper cutters, type and other appli-
ances for use in printing circulars,
catalogues, in different languages,
instruction sheets, labels and all
sorts of advertising and businecss
stationery.  The factories are pro-
vided with fire protection in the
shape of chemical extinguishers,
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be carefully boxed. From 4,000
1o 5,000 tons of pig-iron are melted
down in the company’s furnaces
during every twelve months; while
3,000 to 4,000 tons of malleables
go into a season’s output of
Massey-Harris machines. Of bar
iron the annual purchase is from
2,500 to 3,000 tons; while nails,
rivets, tacks and wire run into
nearly 500,000 pounds; paints,
250,000 to 300,000 pounds; oils and
varnishes from 50,000 to 60,000
gallons.  The preparation, hand-
ling and transportation of this
great quantity of raw material

GOING HOME AFTER THE DAY'S WORK. EMPLOYEES ENTRANCE
AND EXIT AT.THE TORONTO WORKS.

together with an overhead sprink-
ler system, supplied from a reser-
voir capable of holding 100,000
gallons of water. The factory
buildings are lighted throughout by
electricity, four dynamos being
operated on the premises to furnish
the necessary current.

The quantity of lumber annually
consumed by the company is over
7,000,000 feet, the greater part of
which is hard-wood, though every
season it takes several hundred
thousand feet of soft-wood lumber
to make the packing cases for the
machines exported, which have to

gives employment to a very large
number of men.

Important affiliated branches of
the Massey-Harris manufacturing
industry exist at Brantford, Wood-
stock, and Hamilton. In these
busy factories from five to six
hundred men are actively em-
ployed. By the most disastrous
fire which has occurred in the his-
tory of Brantford the Verity
Plough Works in ‘that city were
destroyed on the 26th of October
last.  Of this dramatic event we
give a graphic illustration.

But scarcely had the firemen's
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hose c¢eased to play on the smok-
ing embers ere the long-distance
telephone was made to do duty,
and telegraph messages, too, were
sent hither and thither, purchasing

AN AISLE IN ONE OF THE STREL
STORAGE ROOMS.

a full line of the newest and best
machinery and tools, also fresh
supplies of raw matevial.  This
new machinery was erected in the
large buildings not long since
vacated by the Bain WWaggon
Company, Limited, on account of
their removal to more commodious
premises at Woodstock. In these
newly equipped premises Verity
ploughs were again being turned
-out in three weeks’ time from the
day of the fire—a marvellous
achievement.

It is a matter for patriotic pride
that the Massev-Harris Company,
Limited, a truly Canadian industry,
has carried off the highest prizes
in the severest test of imernational
field trials and exhibitions in vari-
ous parts of the world. The com-
pany has the largest foreign trade
of any existing agricultural im-
plement manufacturers. It ex-
ports its implements largely to
Great Britain and Ireland, Aus-
tralia, Tasmania, New Zealand,
Austria, France, Russia, Germany,
Hungary, Holland, Belgium, Nor-
way, Sweden, Denmark, Greece,
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Switzerland, Turkey, Roumania,
Bulgaria, Algeria, Tunis, and sev-
eral of the countrics of South Am-
erica and South Africa.

The works at both Toronto and
Brantford were never busier in
their history than the present sea-
son. Tor many weeks there have
been over 1,000 wage earners in
the Toronto works alone, and the
Massey-Harris Company, Limited,
is paying over $2,500 per day in
wages.  This does not take into
account the head office staff of
officers, clerks, accountants, of
nearly a hundred men. For weeks
the works have been turning out a
complete machine or implement
ready to hitch tc the team in every
two minutes, i.c., more than 300
per day of ten hours. This in-
crease in business is largely due to
foreign trade, though the home
trade is also reviving.

AFTER THE WHISTLE BLOWS,
BRANTFORD WOKKS,

Dy the business ability that has
built up this great manufacturing
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enterprise, Mr. Hart A. Massev. '

its chief founder, has conferred
much benefit upon his native coun-
try; many hundreds of persons
are employed directly m the
offices and factories, and many
more in the preparation of the ma-
terials required in the manufacture,
and in the agency of their distribu-
tion.

About 11,000 or 12,000 people,
it is estimated, are thus indirectly
or directly sustained by the mani-
fold operations of this great manu-
facturing industry.

In an In Memoriam address of
the late Hart A. Massey, his pastor.
Rev. James Allen, D.ID., spoke as
follows :

Mr. Massey possessed in a marik-
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ed degree the qualitics and the
ability to seize opportunitics which
others let slip, and which caused
him to succeed where others failed.
His quickness of judgment and
perception, power of will and
capacity for endurance formed a
combination of qualities which led
to his becoming one of the leading
manufacturers in the Dominion.
These qualities were largely due to
heredity. 'When Mr, Massey first
saw the light, idleness was looked
upon as the mother of guilt, and
his father, the late Mr. Daniel
Massey, being an extensive farmer,
found plenty of work for the boy
to perform.  He early threw his
son on his own resources, thus in-
stilling in him that strength of
character which was afterwards onc
of his chief characteristics.

When a boy he went to the back-
woods school-house; at fiftcen he
had got into the Upper Canada
Academy; at seventeen he went to
Waterdown, and at twenty-one he
was at Victoria College, his vaca-
tions being spent on the farm or
in the lumber woods, for it is

worthy of note that Daniel Massey
did nothing for his son which the
boy could do for himself. During
the year he spent in Upper Canada
Academy young Mr. Massey paid
for his board by cutting wood, and
at a later period at the college paid
his own expenses out of ‘the pro-
ceeds of cutting and drawing cord-
wood.  Daniel Massey was both
able and willing to pay, but the
boy desired to stand on his own
resources, and the father did wisely
in letting him, and encouraging
him to do so. His father used
to say to him, “ My boy, vou are
very dear to me, but I cannot make
character, I can only set an ex-
ample,” and, continued the speaker,
if our children are to be self-reliant
when they reach manhood and wo-
manhood they must learn in child-
hood to bear their own burdens.
Mr. Massey, in great part, be-
came his own executor in the ad-
ministration of his large estate.
His benefactions were on a liberal
and comprehensive scale.  They
were designed to accomplish the
greatest good for the greatest num-
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ber.  Mr. Massey not only gave
money, he gave what was far more
valuable, he gave himsceli, his
thought. his experience, his busi-
ness ability to these charitics.

“IWhen his hand was closed by
death,™ continued NMr. Allen, *‘ he
had given more than $300.009, and
he left instructions to his executors
to continue this policy until the
entire balance of the estate (about
$1.700,000) was distributed. Such
generosity is without parallel in
this country.”

The Massey Music Tall, To-
ronto, was a wise and philanthropic
cndeavour to furnish for the people
opportunities for religious services
and high-class intellectual. musical.
and literary entertainments.  The
result is that Toronto has a great
auditorium, whosc capacity, whose
internal beauty. whose acoustic
properties, ventilation, and sanitary

MASSEY,

arrangements are cqualled by very
few similar buildings on the con-
tinent or in the world. Mr. Massey
was intensely  interested in the
great religions gatherings held in
this hall, especially in the Moody
cevangelistic services, by which it
was crowded twice a day for week
after week.

The Fred Victor Mission is a
beautiful memorial of his son, a
noble Christian vouth, called away
on the very threshold of manhood
from the prospect of a life of bril-
lant usefulness and success.  In
the opinion of experts it is the best
ciuipped buikding for its purposes
in America. and, doubtless. in the
world.  This has already become
a cantre of moral reform. with its
manifold Christian and soul-saving
agencies. It has also become a
training-school in Christian philan-
thropy of Taronto Methodism.
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THE LOVE STORY OF ELIZABETH BARRETT
BROWNING.*

ELIZABETH BARRETT BROWNING,

“ Not a finer genius ever came
into this world, or went out of it;
not a nobler heart ever beat in a
human bosom; not a more Chris-
tian life was cver lived; not a more
beautiful memory ever followed
the name of man or woman after
death.” Thesc lines were written
concerning “the most inspired
woman of all who have composed
in ancient or modern tongues or
flourished in any land or time.”

I will not tell where and when

* This sketch is a mosaic from many
writers, chicfly from Elbert Hubbard,
author of “ Little Journeys to the Homes
of Famous Women.”

Elizabeth Barrett was born, for I
do not know. And I am quite
sure that her husband did not
know. The encyclopacdias waver
between London and Hereford-
shire, and the year, 1809, the birth
vear of the kindred spirits of Glad-
stone and Tennyson.

The carly years of Elizabeth
Barrett's lifc were spent at Hope
Ind, near Ledbury, Hereford-
shire.  Iere she lived until she
was twenty. She never had a
childhood—'twas dropped out of
her life in some way, and a Greck
grammar inlaid instead. Of her
mother we know little.  She
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glides a pale shadow across the
diary pages, Her husband's will
was to her supreme; his whim her
conscience.

Edward Moulton Barrett had a
sort of fierce, passionate, jealous
affection for his daughter Eliza-
beth. He set himself the task
of educating her from her very
babyhood.  When six years old
she studied Greek, and when nine
made translations in verse.  Mr.
Barrett looked on this sort of
thing with much favour, and
tightened his discipline, reducing
the little girl’s hours for study to
a system as severe as the laws of

Draco. Of course the child’s
health Dbroke. TFrom her thir-
teenth year she appears to us
like a beautiful spirit with

an astral form; or she would,
did we not perceive that this beau-
tiful form is being racked with
pain. A fall from her horse seri-
ously injured her spine and made
her a life-long invalid. Being
thus cut off from out-door life, her
passion for reading increased; she
studied the great poets, and “ ate
and drank Greek and made her
head ache with it” To spur her
on and to stimulate her, Mr. Bar-
rett published several volumes of
her work—immature, pedantic
work—but still it had a certain
glow and gave promise of the
things yet to come.

One marked event in the life of
Elizabeth Barrett occurred when
the Rev. Hugh Boyd arrived at
Hope End to take Mr. Barrett’s
place as tutor. The voung girl
was confined to her bed through
the advice of. physicians; Boyd
was blind.

"Here was at once a bond of
sympathy.  The gentle sightless
poet relaxed the severe hours of
study. Instead of grim digging
in musty tomes they talked: he sat
by her bedside holding the thin
hands (for the blind see by the
sense of touch), and they talked for
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hours—or were
served as well.  Then she would
read to the blind man and he
would recite to her, for he had
blind Homer’'s memory. She
grew better, and the doctors said
that if she had taken her medicine
regularly and not insisted on get-
ting up and walking about as
guide for the blind man she might
have gotten entirely well.

In that fine poem, *‘ Wine of
Cyprus,” addressed to Boyd, we
see how ¢1e acknowledges his
goodiess.

silent, which

‘s Ah, my gossip ! you were older,
And more lexrned, and @ man '—
Yet that shadow, the enfolder
Of your quict eyelids, ran
Both our spirits to one level,
And I turned from hill and lea
And the summer-sun’s green revel,
To your eyes thut could not see,
*¢ Now Clrist bless you with the one light
Which goes shining night and day !
May the flowers which grow in sunlight
Shed their fragrance in your way !
Is it not right to remember
All your kindness, friend of mine,
When we two siate in the chamber
And the poets poured us wine??

Mr. Barrett’s fortune was in-
vested in sugar plantations in
Jamaica. Through the emancipa-
tion of the blacks his fortune took
to itself wings. e had to give
up his splendid country home—to
break old ties. It was decided
that the family should move to
London. Elizabeth had again
taken to her bed. Four men bore
the mattress on  which she lay
down the steps; one man might
have carried her alone, for she
weighed only eighty-five pounds,
so they sav.  She lived for years
a life of seclusion.

Her natural shrinking from pub-
licity is expressed in these words
to a friend : “All my favourite
passages in Holy Scripture are
those which express and promise
peace, such as, ‘The Lord of
peace IHimself give vou peace al-
ways and by all means;' ¢ My peace



518

I give unto you; ‘He giveth his
beloved sleep.””

Edward Barrett devoted himself
to his beloved sister with un-
wearied devotion. During a visit
to Torquay he was drowned be-
fore her eyes while taking a sail
on a yacht. More than three
weeks passed before his body was
recovered. The suspense and
shock almost put an end to his
sister’s existence and “gave a
nightmare to her life forever.” In
the heart-rending pathos of * De
Profundis ” she gives some idea of
what this loss was to her. But
ler faith sustained her, so that she
could say,

<

“¢ Through dark and dearth, through fire
and frost,
With emptied arms and treasure lost,
I thank Thee while my days go on.”

With returning health she re-
sumed her literary labours, and
about this time wrote “The Cry
of the Children,” which was in-
spired by reading the report on
“The Employment of Children in
Mines and Manufactories.” This
poem appealed so strongly to all
humane Englishmen that it is be-
lieved to have hastened the pass-
ing of the bill in Parliament re-
stricting the emplovment of
young children.

John Kenyon, a literary friend
of Miss Barrett’s, wrote a few
bright little things, but his Dbest
work was in the encouragement
he gave to others. He sought
-out all literary lions and tamed
them with his steady glance. No
doubt John Kenyon sincerely ad-
mired Elizabeth Barrett, and
prized her work, and she was
grateful for his kindly attention
and well-meant praise. He set
about to get her poems into bet-
ter magazines and find better pub-
lishers for her work. He also
brought his friends to call on Miss
Barrett; and many of these friends
were men with good literary in-
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stincts.  The meeting with these
strong minds was no doubt a great
help to the little lady, shut up in
a big house and living largely in
dreams. .

Much of the time Miss Barrett
lived in a darkened room, seeing
no one but her nurse, the phy-
sician, and her father. The bril-
liant daughter had blossomed in
intellect until she was beyond her
teacher. Loneliness and solitude
and physical pain and heart-
hunger had taught her things that
no book recorded nor tutor knew.
Her father could not follow her;
her allusions were obscure, he
said, wilfully obscure; she was
growing perverse.

Edward Barrett’s daughter, she
of the raven curls and gentle
ways, was reaching a point where
her father's love was not her life.
Her fame was growing; someone
called her the Shakespeare of wo-
men. First her books had been
published at her father’s expense;
next, editors were willing to run
their own risks, and now messen-
gers with bank-notes waited at the
door and begged to exchange the
bank-notes for MS. John Kenyon
said, “I told you s0,” but Edward
Barrett scowled. He quarrelied
with her to ease the love-hurt that
was smarting in his heart.

Poor little pale-faced poet!
carthly success has nothing left for

thee !  Thy thoughts, too great
for speech, fall on dull ears.

Even thy father, for whom thou
first took up pen, doth not under-
stand thee, and a mother’s love
thou hast never known. And
fame without love—how barren !

“My family,” she writes, *‘had been
so accustomed to the idea of my living on
and on in that roow:, that while my heart
was eating itself, their love for me was
consoled, and at Jast the evil grew
scarcely perceptible. It was no want of
love in them, and quite natural in itself ;
we all get used to the thought of a towb;
and I was buried, that was the whole
But God knows what is within, and how
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utterly I had abdicated myself and
thought it not.worth while to put out my
finger to touch my share of life. Iven
my poetry, which suddenly grew an
interest, was a thing on the outside of
me, @ thing to be done, and then done !
What people said of it did not touch me.
A thoroughly morbid and desolate state
it was, which I look back now to with the
sort of horror with which one would look
to one’s graveclothes, if one had been
clothed in them by mistake during a
trance.”
A voice said in a mastery while I strove . .
¢ Guess now who holds thee?”
¢ Death,” I said. But, there,
The silver answer rang, ¢ Not Death, but
Love,”

Elizabeth Barrett was thirty-
seven. John Kenyon had turned
well into sixty, but he carried his
years in a jaunty way. The phy-
sicians allowed Mr. Kenyon to
visit the Darkened Room when-
ever he chose, for he never stayed
so very long, neither was he ever
the bearer of bad news.

Did the greatest poetess of the
age know one Browning—Robert
Browning, a writer of verse?
Why, no; she had never met him,
but of course she knew of him,
and had read everything he had
written. He had sent her one of
his books once. She had referred
to it in one of her own. Ie
surely was a man of brilliant parts
—so strong and far-sceing !  AMr.
Browning had expressed a wish
to see her. Mr. Kenyon would
fetch him—doctors or no doctors.

Now Robert Browning was not
at all of the typical poet type. In
stature he was rather short; his
frame was compact and muscular.
His features were inclined to be
heavy; in repose his face was dull,
and there was no fire in his glance.
He wore loose-fitting, plain grey
clothes, a slouch hat, and thick-
soled shoes. At first look you
would have said he was a well-
fed, well-to-do country squirc.
But did you come to know him
you would sce that beneath that
seemingly  phlegmatic  outside
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there was a spiritual nature so
sensitive and tender that it re-
sponded to all the finer thrills that
play across the souls of men.
Yet if ever there was a man who
did not wear his heart upon his
sleeve, it was Robert Browning.
He was clean, wholesome, manly,
healthy inside and out.

The love of Robert Browning
and Elizabeth Barrett was a re-
semblance of the Divine Passion.
Take off thy shoes, for the place
whereon thou standest is holy
ground ! This man and woman
had gotten well beyond the first
flush of youth; there was a join-
ing of intellect and soul which ap-
proaches the ideal. They met,
looked into cach other’s eyes, and
cach there read his fate; no coy-
ness, no affectation, no fencing—
they loved. Each at once felt a
heart-rest in the other. Each had
at last found the other self.

That exquisite series of poems,
“Sonnets from the Portuguese,”
—which are rather confessions
from her own heart—the purest,
the tenderest confessions of love
ever written—were all told to him
over and over by the look from
her eyes, the pressure of her hands,
and in gentle words (or silence)
that knew neither shame nor em-
barrassment.

¢ If thou must love me, Jet it be for nought
Except for love's sake only. Donotsay

¢Ilove her for her smile . . her
look . . . her way
OF speaking gently . . . for a trick of
thought
That falls in well with mine, and certes
brought

A sense of pleasant case on such a day—
Por these things in themselves, beloved,
may
Be changed or change for thee,—and love,
so wrought,

May be unwrought so.  Neither love

me for . .
Thine own dear pity’s wiping my cheeks
dvy,—

A creaturemight forget toweep, whobore
Thy comfort long, and lose thy love
thereby !
But love me for love’s sake, that, ever-
more
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Thou may’st love on, through love’s
e arnity.

« I never gave u lock of hair away
To a man, dearest, except this to, thee,
Which now npon my fingers thought.
fully
Iringout to the full brown length and say,
“Takeit.” . . . 1t only may
Now shade, on two pale cheeks, the
mark of tears,
Taught drooping from the head that
hangs aside
Through sorrow’s trick. I thought the
funeral shears
Would take this first, but love is justi-
tied,—
Take it thou, . .
all those years,
The kiss my mother left here when she
died.

. finding pure, from

« A heavy heart, belovid, have I borne
From year to year until I saw thy face,
And sorrow after sorrow took the place

Of all those natural joys as lightly worn
As the stringed pearls . . . “cach lifted
in its ten - .
By a beating heart at dance-time.
Hopes apace .
Were changed to long despairs, till
God’s owii grace
Could scavcely lift above the world for-
lorn
My heavy heart. Then thou didst bid
me bring
And let it drop adown thy calmly great
Deep being ! Fasy it sinketh as a
thing
Which its own nature doth precipitate,
While thine doth close above it, me-
diating
Betwixt the stars and the unaccomplished
fate.

As for poor Edward Moulton
Barrett—he raved. He tried to
quarrel with Robert Browning,
and had there been only a callow
youth with whom to deal Brown-
mg would have simply been
kicked down the steps, and that
would have been an end of it
But Browning ha' an even pulse,
a calm eye, and a temper that was
imperturbable. His will was quite
as strong as Mr. Barrett’s.

What helped Miss DBarrett to
the final determination to take her
fate into her own hands was the
fact that, though the doctors had
ordered her to Italy for the winter
as the only hope of a restoration

of health, and- although Mrs.
Jameson, the well-known writer
on art, had offered to take charge
of her on the journey, her father
obstinately refused to consider the
idea. This strangely heartless in-
difference removed her lingering
hesitation. ~ She had no idea that
his anger against her for the step
she took would be so unyielding
as it proved to be. So it was
just a plain runaway match. One
day when the father was out of the
way they took a cab to Marylebone
Parish Church and were married.
The bride went home alone, and
it was a week before her husband
saw her, because he would not ask
for her by her maiden name, At
the end of the week the bride stole
down the steps alone, leading her
dog Flush by a string, and met
her lover-husband on the corner.
Next day they wrote back from
Calais, asking forgiveness and
craving blessings after the good
old custom of Gretna Green. But
Edward Moulton Barrett did not
forgive. Old men who nurse
wrath are pitiable sights. Why
could not Mr. Barrett have fol-
lowed the example of John Ken-
yon ?

Kenyon commands both our
sympathy and admiration. When
the news came to him that Robert
Browning and Elizabeth Barrett
were gone, it is said that he
sobbed like a youth to whom has
come a great, strange SOrrow.
For months he was not known to
smile, yet after a year he visited
the happy home in - Florence.
When John Kenyon died he left
by his will fifty thousand dollars
“to my Dbeloved and loving
friends, Robert Browning and
Elizabeth Barrett, his wife.”

Immediately after their marriage
Mr. and Mrs. Browning started
for Italy, and in Pisa they at first
resided, but later chose Ilorence
as their home. For many years,
with intervals of absence, they
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lived in that beautiful city, in the
romantic old palace Casa Guidi,
which will always be associated
with the gifted husband and wife.
They passionately identified them-
selves with the cause of Italy, and
their home was a meeting-place for
the patriots who were working to
free their ‘beloved country and
unite the nation.

The delicate invalid recovered
her health marvellously in this at-
mosphere of love and happiness,
and she often had to chide her
husband for his exuberant satis-
faction and triumph, whenever she
was able to accompany him on a
longer expedition than usual, tell-
ing him that he must not behave
as though it were something
phenomenal to have a wife who
could walk. Her joy and pride
in him are expressed with touch-
ing mnaivete in everything she
wrote.

The birth of their little boy, the
“Penini” of the letters, would
have filled up their cup of happi-
ness save for one thing.  Mr.
Barrett obstinately refused to for-
give his daughter, or to notice in
any way her repeated letters, and
thic was a sorrow which was to
last her life. Death took him
from her unreconciled. This cir-
cumstance, and the memory of
that other bereavement, which had
darkened her life for so long,
made England seem an alien land
to her. She attached herself with
all the force of her passionate
nature to her adopted country.

A sympathetic writer thus de-
scribes her last days :

“The activity of the spirit was too
intense for the delicate frame that en-
shrined it. Day by day the earthly
vesture seemed to wear thinner. Those
who saw her in Rome during the last few
months of her life speak of the extreme
fragility of her appearance, the tiny
figure with the wonderful eyes, and long
curls shading the wide forehead, and the
little thin hand that fluttered like a bird
in the clasp of yours. Her life was a
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sweet and passionate song, that stopped
at last for want of breath to sustain it.
Her family always thought it was the
death of Cavour, in a moment critical for
the fortunes of the new kingdom of Italy,
that gave her her death-blow. ¢That
noble soul who meditated and made
Ttaly,” she wrote, ‘has gone to the
diviner country. If tears or blood could
have save? aim he should have had mine.’

¢« Her death was the fit close of such a
pure and tender life. Even at the very
last she knew not that the end was so
near, and smilingly chid her husband for
his anxiety. She passed away in his
arms, in such peace as lingered for long,
a consoling reflection, in the minds of
those who had lost her and who other-
wise would have mourned too bitterly.
‘God took her,” so Browning wrote to
her dearvest friend after all was over, ‘as
you might lift a tired, frightened child
out of the dark into your arms and the
light.””

On the wall of the Browning
residence, Casa Guidi, the city of
Florence placed a marble slab up-
on which is inscribed, in letters of
gold, * Here wrote and died
Elizabeth Barrett Browning, who
in her woman’s heart united the
wisdom of the sage and the elo-
quence of the poet, with lker
golden verse linking Italy to Eng-
land.  Grateful Florence placed
this memorial”

Mrs. Browning’s was one of the
purest and most spiritual souls
that ever dwelt in mortal body.
It gleamed on her countenance,
like a lamp through an alabaster
vase. It breathed in her verse,
like the breath of heaven. We
wish we had room to quote from
her “Confessions,” “Loved Once,”
“ Catarina to Camoens,” “ Cow-
per's Grave,” and other poems,
that seem to have strayed outside
the gates of heaven.  Take this
tender sonnet for an example :

COMTFORT.

« Speak low to me, my Saviour, low and
sweet
From out thehallelujahs, sweet and 10}\‘,
Test I should fear and fall, and miss
thee so
Who art not missed by any that entreat.
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Speak to me as to Mary at thy feet !
And if no precions gums my hands
bestow, i
Let my tears drop like amber, while I

0

In reuc%) of thy divinest voice complete

In humanest affection—thus, in sooth
To lose the sense of losing. As a child,
Whose song-bird seeks the wood for
evermore,

Is sung to in itsstead by mother’s month,
Till, sinking on her breast, love re-

Her own words, which were
sung at her husband’s funeral in
St. Paul’s, and at Miss Willard’s,
at Evanston, are the most fitting
close to this imperfect sketch :

‘“ And frli)ends. dear friends,—when it shall

e
That this low breath has gone from me,
And round my bier ye come to weep,
Let one, most loving of you all,

conciled, Say, ¢ Not a tear must o'er her fall ;
Htl:) ?leeps the faster that he wept He giveth His beloved sleep 1’ ”
efore.”

“LOVED ONCE.”
BY ELIZABETH BARRETT BROWNING.

I classed, appraising once,
Earth’s lamentable sounds,—the welladay,
The jarring yea and nay,
The fall of kisses on unanswering clay,
The sobbed farewell, the welcome mournfuller ;—
But all did leaven the air
With a less bitter leaven of sure despair,
Than these words—*‘I loved oxcE.”

And who saith, “I loved oNCE?”
Not angels, whose clear eyes, love, love foresee,
Love through eternity ! .
Who by To Love, do apprehend To Be.
Not God, called Love, His noble crown.name,—casting
A light too broad for blasting!
The great God changing not from everlasting,
Saith never, ““I loved oxcCE.”

Nor ever the *“Loved oxcE,”

Dost Trou say, Vietim-Christ, misprized friend !
The cross and curse may rend,

But, having loved, Thou lovest to the end !

It is man’s saying—man’s! Too weak to move
One sphered star above,

Man desecrates the eternal God-word Love
With his No More, and Once.

How say ye, ¢ We loved once,”
Blasphemers? Is your earth not cold enow,
Mourners, without that snow ?
Ab, friends! and would ye wrong each other so?
And could ye say of some, whose love is known,
Whose prayers have met your own,
Whose tears have fallen for you, whose smiles have shone,
Such words, “ We loved them once?”

Could ye, ‘“ We loved her once,”

Say calm of me, sweet friends, when out of sight?
When hearts of better right

Stand in between me and your happy light?

And when, as flowers kept too long in the shade,
Ye find my colours fade,

And all that is not love in me, decayed?
Such words—Ye loved nie ONCE !
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Could ye ““We loved her once,”
Say cold of me, when further put away
In eartl’s sepulchral clay?
When mute the lips which deprecate to-day 2—
Not so! not then—{east then! when life is shriven,
And Death’s full joy is given,—
Of those who sit and love you up in Heaven,
Say not, ““We loved them once.”

Say never, ye loved oxce!
God is too near above, the grave below,
And all our moments go
Too quickly past our souls, for saying so!
The mysteries of Life and Death avenge
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Affections light of range—
‘There comes no change to justify that change,
Whatever comes—Loved oxCE.

FAMOUS HYMNS, AUTHORS AND INCIDENTS.

BY THE REV. OSBORN R. LAMBLY, M.A,, D.D.

Sacred song is of divine appoint-
ment. More than a thousand
years before the heavenly choir
sang their midnight chorus of
*“Glory to God in the highest,”
the old-time Psalmist said, “ Sing
unto the Lord all the earth,” and
all through the world’s ages
“psalms, hymns, and spiritual
songs” have been wings of de-
votion to lift the soul into com-
munion with God. Some of these
sacred lyrics have gained wide-
spread popularity and undying
fame, not because of the genius
of their authors, but because they
have been the * heart songs” of a
common brotherhood. Foremost
among these stands Hedge’s trans-
lation of Luther's “ Ein’ feste Burg
ist unser Gott.”

*“ A mighty fortress is our God.”

This magnificent hymn was com-
posed by the Great Reformer for
the Diet of Spires, which was held
in April, 1529. It has been aptly
called “ The Marseillaise Hymn of
the Reformation.” Born amid the
fierce struggle for emancipation
from spiritual bondage, it forth-
with became the battle-cry of Pro-
testantism throughout the Father-
land. No hymn ever so captured

the German heart. It was sung
everywhere; in their homes, on the
streets, in their public gatherings,
and on the battle-field. And
everywhere it was a clarion-call to
courage and to victory. It was
used with marvellous effect just
before the battle of Lutzen, on the
morning of November 16, 1632,
The contending Catholic and Pro-
testant forces were encamped face
to face, when Adolphus—the
Champion of the Reformation—
summoned his whole army to a
service of praise and, prayer.
While thus engaged, a heavy mist
fell upon the field, comipletely con-
cealing each army from the other.
Riding throughout the encamp-
ment, Adolphus commanded the
bands to strike up Luther’s hymn,
whereupon the whole force joined
in the exultant strain,

““ A mighty foriress is our God.”

As they sang the fog lifted, and
the sun shone forth bright and
clear. A fierce and bloody battle
ensued. Before noon Gustavus
Adolphus received a mortal wound.
But ere the evening shadows fell
upon that scene of carnage, the
Catholic cause had suffered a
crushing defeat, while the dead
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king and his singing soldiers
triumphantly held the field.

In all the great German battles
for more than three hundred and
seventy years, the soul-stirring
words of this grand old hymn
have “strengthened hand and
hieart and nerve” for heroic and
victorious action. During the
Franco-German war this was the
favourite song of the German
troops.  Around their camp-
fires, in the valley of the Meuse,
and as they marched to meet the
foe, this inspiring hymn filled every
heart with hope and cheer.

The day after the battle of Sedan,
a contingent of the German army
was marching on to the French
capital. At night they were
lodged in a large parish church.
The intense strain and excitement
of the battle-field were upon them.
The memory of that bloody fray,
and of their fallen comrades, un-
manned them, and they could not
rest.  Suddenly in the stillness of
the evening hour came from the
organ loft, at first very softly, but
with increasing volume, the strain
of this majestic hymn, “A
mighty fortress is our God.” The
officers and men caught up the
stirring melody, until, from a thou-
sand hearts and voices, the vaulted
aisles re-echoed with holy song.

Another of these strong, inspir-
ing hymns, and one that is scarcely
second to Luther’s great master-
piece, is Paul Gerhardt’s

““Give to the winds thy fears.” *

The story of its origin is no
doubt prophetic of the comfort and
courage its faith-filled stanzas have
brought 0 many a hard-pressed
soldier of the cross.  Gerhardt’s
forceful preaching of the Lutheran
doctrines greatly displeased his
Toyal master, the Grand Elector,
and he sought to silence him.

* John Wesley’s translation.
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Between the throne and the pulpit
a conflict was waged for several
years, but the separation Dbetween
them grew wider all the while,
Gerhardt’s conscience spoke with
weightier authority than Gerhardt’s
king. At length, in 1659, the un-
vielding pastor was transferred
from his church and home in Ber-
lin to the Archdeaconship of
Lubben in Saxony. To this far-
off appointment, with his delicate
wife and helpless children, he be-
gan a journey, which was destined,
on account of sickness and delays,
to be protracted for several years.

One night the sorrows and suf-
ferings of his loved family pressed
upon him sorely, and he went out
into a neighbouring wood to
gather strength in prayer. While
thus engaged, these words of
gracious promise, “ Commit thy
way unto the Lord; trust also in
him and he shall bring it to pass,”
came to his soul with such blessed
assurance that he received imme-
diate comfort and strength. Ris-
ing from his knees, and walking
to and fro in the quiet of the night,
hie began the composition of this
hymn, which has brought such
abounding comfort to many an-
other care-laden soul. Returning
to the hostelry, he found his wife
greatly cast down, and he sought
to cheer her with his text and
hymn. At length, with trust and
confidence in  their Theavenly
Father’s love and care, they re-
tired to rest, purposing to

“ Leave to His sovereign sway
To choose and to command,”

but “ere sweet sleep their eyelids
closed,” a thunderous knock at
their door filled them with renewed
apprehension.  Soon, however,
fear gave place to joy, when they
lcarned that their midnight visitor
was a messenger from Duke Chris-
tian of Menshurg offering to the
faithful preacher “a church, people,
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home and livelihood, and also
liberty to preach the Gospel as his
heart might prompt him.”

To many an anxious child of
carth have the strong and stirring
lines of this inspiring hymn
brought hope and cheer. One
such instance is deserving of special
notice.  Near the village of War-
saw lived a pious peasant named
Dobyr. Through manifold mis-
fortunes this good man was unable
to pay his rent for three successive
years.  Winter’s cold was now

upon the land, and eviction stared

him in the face.  On the morrow
he and his family were to be turned
out into the snow. That evening,
gathering his little household
around him, they sang Gerhardt’s
hymn of trust, and knelt in prayer.
While thus engaged, there was
heard a “rapping at the window
lattice.”  On opening the window,
“in there stepped a stately raven,”
carrying in his bill a golden band,
set with precious stones. This
the peasant took at once to his
pastor, who informed him that it
belonged to Stanislaus, their king,
to whom the preacher returned it,
and told the story of his unfor-
tunate parishioner. Dobyr was
immediately summoned to the pal-
ace, where he received royal
thanks and large reward. In the
following spring Stanislaus built
the peasant a comfortable home,
and stocked his stalls from the royal
stables.  Over the portal of this
princely homeplace, a tablet was
erected, on which was carved a
raven, holding in its beak a ring.

Underneath were inscribed these
lines from Gerhardt’s immortal
hymn,

“ Thou everywhere hast sway
And all things serve Thy might,
Thy every act pure blessing is,
Thy path unsullied light.”
The most famous and best loved
metrical arrangement of the
twenty-third Psalm is that of Fran-

cis Rous, “ The Lord’'s my Shep-
herd, I'll not want.”

Rous was a native of Halton, in
Cornwall.  He received his edu-
cation at Broadgate Hall, now
Pembroke College, Oxford. He
studied law, and was a member of
Parliament under Charles I. In
1657 he was a member of the
House of Lords, and was one of
Oliver Cromwell’s Privy Council.
Although a layman, he was chosen
a member of the Westminster
Assembly of Divines. To this
august body Rous’ version of this
psalm was presented, in 1643, and
three years later it was adopted.
Three years afterwards it was ap-
proved by the General Assembly
of the Kirk of Scotland, and has
been the standard version in use
ever since,

Dr. John Ker says : “ Every line
of it, every word of it, has been
engraven for generations on Scot-
tish hearts, has accompanied them
from childhood to age, from their
homes to all the seas and lands
where they have wandered, and has
been to a multitude no man can
number, the rod and staff of which
it speaks, to guide and to guard in
dark valleys, and at last through
the darkest.”

Among the many touching in-
cidents that might be cited in con-
nection with this famous hymn we
may mention the following from
Crockett’s “Men of the Moss
Hags.” The Claverhouse troops
were scouring the hill country and
haling the supposed enemies of
King Charles to imprisonment and
death. One day a company of
red-coats, under command of a
certain  Captain Johnston, came
upon a group of children, whose
parents had gone into hiding for
fear of the king’s men. The
leader of this soldier-band souglit
to make the little people disclose
the hiding-places of their sires.
But threats and curses were alike
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in vain; whereupon the command
was given to blindfold the little
group, and men were detailed to
shoot the ‘“bairns” The first
volley was fired above their heads.
The children were greatly alarmed,
but unfalteringly held to their pur-
pose of secrecy. The enraged
leader then bade them pray, as
their last moment had come. “Oh,
sir,” said a little lass of about ten
summers, ‘‘ we canna pray, but we
can sing.” Then, rising from her
knees, still clasping the hand of
her little brother, whom she sought
to cheer, her voice trembling with
fear and sweetness, she began to
sing,

¢ The Lord’s my Shepherd, I'll not want,”

Immediately the whole group of
little ones joined in the well-known
psalm of holy trust. Amazed and
awe-stricken, the troopers listened
for a while, then pity took the
place of passion in their hearts and
one by one they silently rode away,
followed last of all by Capt. John-
ston himself. Thus the presence
of the Divine Shepherd, in whom
the children trusted, quickly
changed what seemed to be
“death’s dark vale,” into “green
pastures the quiet waters by.”

Among the many hymns that
have come from the heart and pen
of Cardinal Newman, ¢ Lead,
kindly light, amid the encircling
gloom,” is deservedly the best
known and most highly prized.
The author was the son of a Lon-
don banker, born in 1801. From
a child he was brought up to take
great delight in reading the Scrip-
tures. At nineteen he graduated
from Trinity College, and spent the
next eight years in the teaching
profession.  In 1828 he was ap-
pointed incumbent of St. Mary’s
Church, Oxford. Here his minis-
trations exerted a powerful in-
fluence upon the students of the
amiversity.  The next five years
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was a period of great literary ac-
tivity and much spiritual unrest.

Newman was by nature a ritual-
ist.  'What was known as the
“ Oxford Movement,” which occa-
sicned a vast amount of agitation
in the Anglican Church, was or-
iginated by him. He was also the
leading writer in “ Tracts for the
Times.” In one of these he
sought to obliterate all lines
of  distinction between  the
English and Roman Catholic
Churches. From his pulpit utter-
ances as well as from the literary
offspring of his fertile brain, it soon
became apparent whither he was
drifting. ~ Finally, in 1845, failing
to persuade the Church of his
fathers to forsake the Protestant
faith, he left its fold, to enter the
Church of Rome.  His brilliant
talents and commanding influence
were at once recognized and hon-
oured.

This popular hymn was com-
posed about twelve years before
Newman severed his connection
with the English Church. He had
been travelling in Italy, and was
prostrated with severe illness. As
soon as he was sufficiently restored
he took ship at Palermo for Mar-
seilles.  During this voyage his
vessel was becalmed for a week in
the Straits of Bonifacio. It was
during this enforced pause in his
journey homeward that his restless
spirit, groping in the night of
darkness, and ‘“far from home,”
breathed the earnest prayer,

¢ Lead, kindly light, amid tie enciveling
gloom.”

Since then many a weary and
way-worn traveller on life’s pil-
grimage has with these expressive
words framed an earned prayer for
help and guidance. In the great
gatherings of the “ World’s Con-
gress of Religions,” there were two
parts of the daily exercises in
which all could heartily unite,
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namely, the repetition of the Lord’s
Prayer, and singing Newman’s
“Lead, kindly light” Multi-
tudes of every creed, and multi-
tudes without creed, joined with
great heartiness in singing this
song-prayer for light and direction.

Some time ago, when The Sun-
day at Home requested its readers
to name the best hymns now in
use among the churches, Toplady’s
“Rock of Ages” was with prac-
tical unanimity accorded the first
place. Out of 3,500 votes, 3,215
gave the palm to this now world-
famous hymn. It is generally
conceded that the hymn was com-
posed and published in a spirit of
bitter opposition to the Arminian-
ism of the Wesleys. The Rev.
Augustus  Montague Toplady,
Calvinistic rector of a Devonshire
parish, was the son of a soldier,
and the martial spirit dominated
the spirit of the divine. He was
the most brilliant as well as the
most bitter opponent of the Wes-
leyan doctrine of sanctification.
Many controversial pamphlets were
published by this militant preacher
during those troublous times. But
those witty philippics which afford-
ed their author so much self-
gratulation at the time, are now
forgotten or unknown. To-day
the world knows Toplady only as
the author of “ Rock of Ages,” and
this one hymn has made his name
immortal.

In all stations in life, and by all
classes of people, the prayer of this
hymn has been breathed into the
ear of One who is our “ refuge and
strength.”  Over and over again
were its words repeated by the
illustrious consort of our gracious
Queen, as he was going down into
the shadowy vale. “For” said
he, “if in this hour I only had
my worldly honours and dignities
to depend upon I should be poor
indeed.”

On the 11th of January, 1866,
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the steamer London foundered in
the Bay of Biscay. The last sound
that fell upon the ears of those who
made their escape from that
doomed vessel, was the voice of
the imprisoned passengers singing,
while sinking

““ Rock of ages, cleft for me,
Let me hide myself in Thee.”

A few years ago a crowded
steamer was entering New York
harbour. Eager eyes were peer-
ing through the darkness to catch
the forms of loved ones on the
shore.  Suddenly a sheet of flame
issued from the hold, near the
prow, and sweeping aft, forced
many of the passengers into the
sea.  On that ill-fated vessel was
a noted singer and his wife. While
he was in the act of fastening upon
her a life-preserver, a man crazed
with fear snatched it from his hand
and leaped overboard. The fam-
ous singer was also an excellent
swimmer, and assuring his wife
that he could bear her safely to
land, together they dropped into
the waters, and soon were battling
with the waves. A little while
sufficed to exhaust the wife’s
strength, and she said to her hus-
band, “I can hold on no longer.”
In that moment of supreme agony,
he said, “ Let us sing,” and began :
“Rock of Ages.” His wife joined
him, and gathered strength as she
sang. All around them, scores of
fellow-passengers were struggling
in the waters, while the flames of
the burning craft cast their mock-
ing glare upon that midnight
scene.  Voice after voice, caught
up the hope-inspiring strain, until
a great multitude tvere singing,
“Simply to thy cross I cling”
Some of them, with these words of
trust upon their lips, went down
in the waters of death. Others
were rescued to tell how, in those
terrible moments, strength and
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hope were inspired, while they
sang Toplady’s immortal hymn :

¢ Rock of ages, cleft for me,
Let me hide myself in Thee.”

Among the many hymns that
have won their way into world-
wide usage, is that majestic lyric,
whose opening stanza is a clarion
call to earth’s redeemed hosts, and
heaven's unfallen angels, to join
in the coronation of their King.

¢¢ All hail the power of Jesns’ name.”

This famous hymn was written
in 1779, by Edward Perronet, son
of the Vicar of Shoreham, in Kent.
In his young manhood Mr. Perro-
net was a friend and helper of the
Wesleys. But when the question
of separation from the Anglican
Church was under discussion, the
founder of Mechodism and the
author of this hymn were so
strongly opposed to each other
that the separation between them
became complete, and Mr. Perronet
accepted the pastorate of a dissent-
ing congregation in Canterbury.

“ Billy Dawson,” though a plain
Yorkshire farmer, was one of the
most powerful and popular preach-
ers in Methodism less than a hun-
dred years ago. On one occasion
he was preaching in London on
the divine ouices of Christ.  This
theme afforded full scope for his
descriptive genius. In the most
hope-inspiring manner he set forth
our Saviour as our prophet and
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priest, then proceeded to speak of
His exaltation and glory as sover-
eign Ruler of men and angels.
His regal imagination kindled with
his lofty theme, and with a mar-
vellous wealth of imagery and
forceful dicticn, he sketched the
picture of a coronation pageant.
Patriarchs, prophets, apostles, mar-
tyrs, and a countless multitude of
redeemed mankind, moved forward
in processional array. Into the
temple, and up to the throne of the
conquering King they were tri-
umphantly marshalled. Reaching
this glorious climax, when every
eve was fixed upon him, and every
soul stirred to its deepest depth, the
preacher suddenly broke from the
graphic portraiture of the corona-
tion scene, and sang :

¢ All bail the power of Jesus’ nan.e!
Let angels prostrate fall ;
Bring forth the royal diadem,
And crown Him Lord of all.”

The effect was overwhelming.
The vast congregation sprang to
their feet, and joined in this song
of exuiting triumph.  Feeling and
power became more intense as
each successive verse was sung,
until it seemed as if the material
structure around them had van-
ished, and they were transported
to the upper sanctuary—and—

¢ Now with yonder sacred throng

They at His feet did fall ;
Joined in the everlasting throng,
And crowned Him Lord of all !

Brooklin, Ont.

WAGES.

Glory of warrior, glory of orator, glory of song,
Paid. with a voice flying by to be lost on an endless sea;
Glory of virtue, to fight, to struggle, to right the wrong—
Nay, but she aim’d not at glory, no lover of glory she.

Give her the glory of goin

on and still to be.

The wages of sin is death; if the wages of virtue be dust,

Would she have heart to endure for the life of the worm and the fly ?
She desires no isles of the blest, no quiet seats of the just,

To rest in a golden grove, or to bask in a Summer sky;
Give her the wages of going on, and not to die.

—Alfred Tennyson.



SELBY’'S THEOLOGY OF MODERN FICTION.

BY TIE REV. THOMAS BROWN, B.D.

Shortly after the appearance of
Mr. Selby's volume of sermons,
“The Imperfect Angel,” the pre-
sent occupant of the presidential
chair of the Wesleyan Conference,
England, said * that Methodism
had now in her midst one of the
best sermon-makers in modern
Christendom.” The logical argu-
ment, thorough analysis, and
felicitous illustration apparent in
that volume and subsequent work,
fully justify the praise given, not
by Mr. Watkinson alone, but
the religious press generally.

It was conceded that when Mr.
Selby was apointed to deliver the
twenty-sixth Fernley lecture at
Liverpool, on “ The Theology of
Modern Fiction,” that the choice
was a wise one, and that the sub-
ject chosen would receive careful
and thorough handling from one
who is attaining a distinguished
place in the world of Iletters.
The work under discussion shows
how well grounded was the an-
ticipation. It indicates wide read-
ing, and a keen insight into the
problems that modern fiction pre-
sents,

The discussion of the work of
such authors as George Eliot,
George Macdonald, and Mark
Rutherford throw us back to seek
a good working definition of a
novel ; and whether that “bete
noir”? of modern fiction—the
theological novel—be not illegiti-
mate under that heading.

A novel we take to be primarily
a representation of life. Tt
gives us pen-and-ink sketches of
men and women, set upon a back-
ground of circumstance;” it shows
us the conflicts and the passions,
the pains and the pleasures, the
duties and the joys of life; and
how these affect character, and

how character modifies circum-
stances. It takes a bit out of the
world's life, and, clothing it in a
drapery of imagination, sets it in
a framework of language. It is,
or ought to be, a poem of life,
moving us to laughter or to tears,
because it is akin to poetry, in
that it is a creation of the im-
agination.  Its theme is man; its
aim to show us the throbbing life
of humanity. I take it that the
novel must be a novel, not an
essay, historical, political, or
theological, with a thin disguise
of story, a species of literary jam
by means of which the many-
headed public may be induced to
swallow the intellectual pill.

The true novel is a story, a
work of the imagination.  The
story must not be a peg on which
to hang history or theology. Vet
this is just what is being done by
a large number of fiction-writers
who are making theology the
mainspring of their books, setting
it in a very thin casing of story.

In the limits of such a paper as
this there is not time to enter into
a lengthy criticism of this species
of literature, but this perhaps
ought to he said, that on the
cthical side the theological novel-
writer has no justification for the
manner in which he appeals for
votes and seeks disciples among
those who are neither entitled to
vote or qualified to make a de-
cision. For the public, for whom
the novel is written, is, for the
most part, profoundly ignorant of
ecven the A B C of theology,
while of higher criticism it knows
little and cares less.

Now, thanks to the theological
novel, this has become the small
talk of the drawing-room, the
babble of the street corners, the
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edged tools in the hands of the
babes of knowledge, but with
which they may do damage both
to themselves and their neigh-
bours. .

The theological novel has not
erred on the side of orthodoxy, it
has been the champion of a “ God
without religion,” or a “religion
without God,” or else: it has cari-
catured where it should have ex-
pounded. It has awakened doubt
in the minds of those who, while
they may question, have not the
means or time for the research
necessary to a full and proper an-
swer. It asserts without prov-
ing, it gives forth as an ascer-
tained result what is tentative
only. It brings forward the
doubts of one school without sug-
gesting how these have been met
by another. The novelist is not
an equipped theologian, therefore
his work will necessarily be rather
criticism than construction. The
facility with which he raises
doubts is equalled only by his in-
ability to lay them. The doubts
that are laid by any amount of
novels are necessarily small, but
it by no means follows that the
faith of many in the eternal veri-
ties is strengthened by a reading
of such works. There is thus
created a cheap scepticism in
some, and a real and sorrowful
incertitude in others, both alike
without the foundation of real
study and research, and none the
less dangerous for that. Such
books are generally short-lived.
On the other side, as Mr. Sclby
points out, “The books which
with due care and comprehensive-
ness portray human character and
its issues will live, and in propor-
tion to their truth to fact must
surely illustrate some of those
great principles of religious faith
which are bound up with the con-
stitution of man and the history to
which he contributes.

Our lecturer's aim is not to in-
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vest modern fiction writers with
cap and gown and give them a
chair of systematic theology; but
rather to put them in the witness
box, and receive their testimony
to the existence’ of those truths
which are fundamental in the
Christian religion. George Eliot,
Thomas Hardy, and the Scottish
school, are examined, and their
conclusions on human depravity,
the distinction between vice and
virtue, and the reward for good
and the punishment for evil are
noted. The key-note of Mr
Selby’s work is in the following
paragraph :

“* A writer may chance to be without
fixed religious belief, and the theology
which pervades his chapters will be iden-
tical with an inevitable theology in his
own sub-consciousness, which he cannot
cast off or ignore. In some respects, es-
pecially, when days of questioning and
controversy are upon us, literature of this
type may be of a higher religious value
than that which is conceived with the
direct object of pointing a pious moral
or advocating some formulated scheme of
belief and church government. This
theology in solution, which is diffused
through all the higher literature of fiction,
has evidential force about it of no mean
order, inasmuch as it shows that man is
religious in spite of himself, and that even
in the writer who has repudiated dogma
there is an irreducible minimum of the-
ology out of which some of the cardinal
articles of the faith may be built up in
new forms.”

With this aim of finding “ the-
ology in solution,” Mr. Selby
takes a number of representative
writers, goes through their work
carefully, and gives us results.
There is searching, trenchant criti-
cism, and just, candid appreciation
of those under review.

George Eliot is introduced to
us as ‘“one whom Nature meant
for a great theologian as
well as a superb interpreter
of Thuman life * and char-
acter; bul the Coventry So-
cinians, the task of translating
Strauss, and the sinister influence
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of George Henry Lewes turned
her into a nominal agnostic not
altogether content with her role.”

A Dbrooding, reflective tempera-
ment was the characteristic of
George Lliot.  She is the phil-
-osopher in fiction, portraying in
most sympathetic fashion country
life and scenes, but at heart never
entirely losing the Christian sym-
pathies of her girlhood. Essen-
tially she was a believer without
a creed, a mystic without faith,
.and withal “in some attenuated
sense an illustration of the doc-
trine of final perseverance.”

In all her books, from * Scenes
From Clerical Life,” to “ Daniel
Deronda,” there is an under-
-current of religion, indeed more
than an undercurrent; for they
force us to the conclusion that
her prime force after all was spiri-
tual. She thought well to put
.away from her the Christian re-
ligion as undeserving of her ac-
-ceptance, and yet there is not one
-of her writings in which there may
not be found many illustrations of
principles that are precise paral-
lels and analogies of the faith she
rejected.  These illustrations of a
repudiated belief suggest what she
might have done had her lot been
different, if she had kept her faith
instead of losing it, if she had
never met George H. Lewes; in 2
word, had she remained M\arion
Evans, how much happier had she
been, and how much ricker we !

She gives us a number of cleri-
cal portraits; a study of them fur-
nishes us with her standpoint.
“She has no over-weening fond-
ness for parsons who either mag-
nify their office or burn with zeal
for special dogmas.” Her clergy-
men of the Established Church
are generally surpliced Laodi-
ceans; given ecither to mild bet-
ting, or to graceful indolence, or
to swearing round oaths on fitting
-occasions.

In a number of quotations Mr.

Selby shows how George Eliot
taught the trustworthiness of the
moral instincts; though the light
of heaven may seem to have been
hidden from her vision, there
was vouchsafed an inner light
which gave a genuine guidance
in practical affairs that could not
betray the dutiful soul.

It is pointed out that the author
under review declares with no un-
certain sound the fact of moral
responsibility and a day of grace.
Fate and heredity are not the only
factors that make up human life.
She has nothing but scorn for
those who would “tell a story of
tragic shame and then describe it
as the history of a pure woman?

The story of Tito in Romola is
of terrible significance. Here
again it is the spiritual tragedy of
the two main characters of the
boolt that make it great and
memorable.  The sinning youth,
with the best opportunities before
him, flinging aside duty and hon-
our, finds punishment {ollows
quickly and surely on the heels
of sin. “In George Eliot’s pages
those who go down into the pit go
with their eyes open and after due
admonition. The doctrine of re-
tribution is preached with such
iteration in lier pages as would
wreck a modern pulpit.”

However severe and caustic
George Eliot may be in her criti-
cisms of evangelical theology, she
recognizes the need of burdened
hearts for help—" for a wise, holy
personality on  which to lean”
Mr. Selby points out how Meth-
odist doctrine is spared in her
satire, giving as the recason that
the theology of Dinah Morris had
to bear the stigma of unduly
cmphasizing good works.  Ceas-
ing to believe in divine mediation
she sought the best human substi-
tute for it which her imagination
could devise. Most of the
mediators she sends to those
whose lives are blighted with sin
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are women, perhaps a concession
to the Comtist belief of George
Lewes and his school.

Nathaniel Hawthorne is justly
credited as the greatest of Ameri-
can prose writers.  This is one of
the best chapters in the lecture.
A quotation will show its value.

¢ Nathaniel Hawthorne was scarcely
less than George Eliot, but with a genius
of a distinctly different order. His writ-
ings are as rich in veiled religious teach-
ings as the other, only they are given
first-hand and not broken up among the
characters sketched. Hawthorne is a
vivid chrenicler of introspective processes
and does not spend himself on scenes of
action. Steeped through and through
with a moral seriousness, he gives the first
place to ethical and religious problems,
and all else are subsidiary. There is no
rest for the human spirit according to his
teaching but in the highest duty and the
holiest love.

¢ His imagination is so eerie and fear-
some that we sometimes doubt its perfect
sanity. Some of his stories which he
labels as moralities, parables, allegories,
romances, are not infrequently set in a
framework of psychological occultism and
sei-scientific marvels. We find ourselves
groping along the intricate paths of a
sombre borderland, where it is neither
light nor dark. But through all his
scenes the book of remembrance looms
vaguely in view ; a sense of judgment is
ever in the air—self-judgment mysteri-
ously forced upon the mind by a hand
from the unseen. He has a scheme of
retribution which asserts itself with al-
most monotonous consistency through his
plots aud ghostly dramas. Its processes
are inward ; but the wounded conscience
is not alone in the revenge it inflicts upon
sin. It leagues itself with a relentless
memory, and the unknown powers of a
boundless imagination, and these com-
bined influences imprint upon the very
flesh brands and stripes as real as though
some machinery of torture had been ap-
plied from without. The instruments of
judgment all lic ready to hand within the
unseen half of man’s personality.

‘Hawthorne’s lack of the idea of the
doctrine of sacrifice and mediation make
the introspection of his subjects to end
in a remorse scarcely distinguishable from
insanity.

“The wise, solemn, sagacious ethics of
this leader in American prose, hidden not:
infrequently under the veil of fantasy and
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romance, is a much-needed corrective to
the ribaldry of those fools of an ephem-
eral fiction who make a mock at sin and
have no sense of its criminality before
God. He dramatizes with transcendent
skill some of these great facts of human
nature which are at the very roots of all
theology.”

Such a work as this would be
incomplete if the trend of modern
pessimism1  were not examined.
The lecturer has dealt fairly with
the school in putting into the
witness-box its most brilliant re-
presentative, a realist of the first
rank, Mr. Thomas Hardy, who
stands among the first of his con-
temporaries. There is a hopeless
note in his writings in strange con-
trast to the authors dealt with in
the first part of the book. He
seems to teach that the odds are
always against virtue, innocence,
and unselfishness.  Things could
only turn out as Thomas Hardy
represents them if the universe
were in the hands of mere chance,
or under the rule of the Evil One.

¢¢ A prince in modern literature, attired
in the noblest purple and fine linen, this
author has a curious mania for exploiting
sewersand acting Parisian ragman.  Filth
and defilement he faces with the calm,
unshrinking countenance of a Local Board
labourer, and, amazing sight! the im-
plements of his unholy toil are shod with
beaten gold and encrusted with rubies
and pearls. Thomas Hardy has made his
home in the slime-pits of Siddim, as early
ascetics betook themselves to the caves
of the wilderness, and studiously culti-
vated the most lachrymose and intractable
types of pessimism that a morbid inge-
nuity can devise.

“He is the realist who can only sce
the dirty side of life, he seems to have
se:b himself the task of re-writing the book
of Ecclesiastes with the cheerful moral,
¢ Fear God and keep His commandments,’
dropped out. Whether he guides us over
the purple heath, or through the Iush,
pastoral valley, or by the restless sea, we
are never quite away from the refrain,
¢ vanity of vanities.””

Mr. Selby now turns to George
Macdonald and the Scottish
school, the latter including such
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universally popular writers as Ian
Maclaren, J. M. Barrie, and
Crockett. This school has created
one of the great purifying forces
of our generation.

¢ They are entirely sweet in their ethi-
cal temper, and its chief representatives
are not ashamed to confess that they
cherish the high hope and faith of the
Gospel. Perhaps its foundations do not
always go down to the roots of the moun-
tains. It may be compared to one of
those floating islands which arc adorned
with fair flowers and delightiul fruits, but
they lack secure anchorage amidst the
drifting seas.

¢ Delighting to depict the gracious and
beautiful sentiments and dispositions
which have been nurtured in the homes
where the Bible is read and its teachings
reverently discussed, this body of writers
is prone to constitute such sentiments the
tests and the determinative forces of
Christian theology. The hardness of the
old doctrine of decrees, of the abstract
rights of divine sovercignty, and of
limited redemption, have been softened to
the point of almost complete maceration.”

It is pointed out that among the
earliest and latest workers of this
school, salvation ouiside the
Church is no uncommon thing.
Some of the best types of religious
life are to be found outside kirk
and meeting-house. This may be
a protest against High Calvinism,
and a testimony to the breadth
and perennial energy of the Gos-
pel; but as a result of this kind of
teaching is there not a danger of
our too readily assuming the pre-
sence of Christian character apart
from the Christian Churches ?

No careful reader, particularly
of George Macdonald’s works,
can have failed to notice the em-
phasis that is put on natural pro-
cesses in the work of man’s sal-
vation—fiddles, kites, landscapes,
music, and friendship, all are used
in turn for man’s moral and spiri-
tual moral and spiritual uplifting.
Readers of “Raobert IFalconer?”
will remember the part that the
skilful violin playing oi Robert
had in the restoration of his father

to moral manhood. There is
danger lest we should think that
the centre of regenerating force
has been shifted from the cross of
Christ to the phenomena of
Nature, or thie works of men’s
hands.

But especially is this school
open to criticismi in its conception
of the Divine Fatherhood, which
is a mere confection of spongy
sentiment.

“From the time of the Reformation
onwards, the conception of God has been
one-sided ; but the peril of fragmental
and unsymmetrical views is now as great
in another direction. The modern tem-
per is inclined to interpret the Divine
Fatherhood from a sentimental stand-
point, and to make domestic emotions a
seale by which to measure God and the
principles of His government. The eter-
nal mystery is built up out of thin, deli-
cate sections of flesh-and-bloud sensi-
bilities, and then we arve told we have a
true view of God ; and that at the sound
of sackbut, psaltery and harp, we are to
fall down and worship the image. But
it is not possible to create the ideal
Fatherhood which is synonymous with
God out of any number of superfine and
rarefied human feelings, for ideal Father-
hood must include righteousness. The
theology of modern fiction often treats
God’s relation with mankind as though it
were the parenthood which rules a French
family consisting of one child only ; and
such an error could perhaps take its rise
only in a generation habituated to look
at things from a standpoint of overween-
ing individualism. When paternal love
has two or more children to deal with, it
must take the scales of justice into one
hand and the sword into the other, and
become august and unswerving righteous-
ness.”

The genesis of redemptive work
is to be found in the Fatherhood
of God; but that is a different
thing from the effeminate type of
domestic love which is forgetful
of moral equity, and which
modern fictionists depict as the
God of the Bible.

This paper is now too lengthy
to enter into the conception of sin
held by members of this school.
Suffice it to say that George Mac-
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donald’s denial of the ecternity of
future suffering, and that the
future life will give opportunities
of repentance, has proved itself as
somnolent to the senses of many
nominal Christians as a vast poppy
harvest.

“Tens of thousands who have come
under the influence of this type of teach-
ing have ceased to be intent on working
out their salvation here, and have hailed
the notion that salvation hereafter will
do quite as well. It is a fine dining-out
theology, but it awaits not only the sanc-
tion of Christ’s word, but the seal of its
effectual virtue in the conversion of the
unsaved.”

We owe much to Ian Maclaren
for his vivid and noble sketches
of Scotch life and character. We
should certainly be poorer without
the companionship of Dr. Maclure
and “ Drumsheugh.” His power
seems to be in his unborrowed
faculty of insight into the greater
and deeper emotions of human
life. He has a faculty for de-
tails, and a power of suggesting
little facts, which makes a story
live. He does not lump his
theology into masses, as does
George Macdonald, for, as Mr.
Selby points out, his realistic,
sententious, swiftly allusive style
scarcely permits such a course.
It is to be regretted that one so
widely read should have fallen in-
to the error of at least expressing
his sympathy with the modern
school that make death a line of
negligible significance in the
destw of the soul.

“We may rightly cherish a
spirit of charity towards those of
whom poor Posty is the type,
but we carry charity into unlawful
spheres when we constitute our-
selves into a grand jury to cut out
work for the all-wise God at the
great assize.

“Jan Maclaren has fallen into
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error in attempting to read the
eternal destiny of Posty in the
light of the larger hope. The
only practical effect of such re-
presentations is to make other
dram-drinkers feel: perfectly com-
fortable in their excess, and to
minimise to a vanishing point the
significance of our present oppor-
tunities.”

In the last chapter Mr. Selby
treats of “ Mark Rutherford,” who
has proved himself to be a master
in the use of the English lan-
guage. His style is wonderfully
effective—" brief, virile, and
clean-cut Saxon phrasing.” There
is no labour after effect, yet his
books are very effective. The
scenes of his works are laid
among the old-fashioned Inde-
pendents of the Midlands—a
country made immortal by John
Bunyan. He represents a recoil
from the old doctrine of decrees
somewhat parallel to the Scottish
school previously dealt with,
though the revolt is carried to its
logical .extreme in the case of this
author.

At the close of this exceedingly
able lecture, Mr. Selby deals with
the fiction of the future: What
place novels will occupy in the
future, or how much they will be
pervaded by the theological ele-
ment, it is impossible to say.
Most of the books at present
pouring hot from the press can-
not live because they deal with
the accidental rather than the
fundamental features of human
nature. The book that survives
the test of years will be that which
is true to the best and truest in
human life, and is therefore in ac-
cordance with a sound and trust-
worthy theology; that is, is based
on the Word of God.

Seeley’s Bay, Ont.
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CHAPTER VIL.

¢ He that followeth me shall not walk in
darkness,”

The body of Loreen lay at the
Page mansion on the avenue. It
was Sunday morning, and the
clear, sweet air, just beginning to
breathe over the city the perfume
of opening blossoms in the woods
and fields, swept over the casket
from one of the open windows at
the end of the grand hall. The
church bells were ringing, and the
people on the avenue going by to
service turned curious inquiring
looks up at the great house and
went on, talking of the recent
events which had so strangely en-
tered into and inade history in the
city.

At the First Church, Henry
Maxwell, bearing on his face
marks of the scene he had been
through the night before, con-
fronted an immense congregation,
and spoke to it with a passion and
a power that came so naturally
out of the profound experiences
of the day before that his people
felt for him something of the old
feeling of pride they once had in
his dramatic delivery. Only, this
was a different attitude. And all
through his impassionate appeal
this morning there was a note of
sadness and rebuke and stern con-
demnation that made many of the
members pale with self-accusation
or with inward anger.

For Raymond had awakened
that morning to the fact that the
city had gone for license after all.
The rumour at the Rectangle that
the second and third wards had
gone no license proved to be false.
It was true that the victory was

won by a very meagre majority.
But the result was the same as if
it had been overwhelming. Ray-
mond had voted to continue an-
other year the saloon. The
Christians of Raymond stood con-
demned by the result. More than
a hundred Christians, professing
disciples, had failed to go to the
polls, and many more than that
number had voted with the
whiskey men. If all the church
members of Raymond had voted
against the saloon, it would to-
day be outlawed instead of
crowned king of the municipality.
TFor that had been the fact in
Raymond for years. The saloon
ruled. No one denied  that.
What would Jesus do? And the
woman who had been brutally
struck down by the very hand
that had assisted so eagerly to
work her earthly ruin, what of
her 2 Was it anything more than
the logical sequence of the whole
horrible system of license that for
another yea. the saloon that re-
ceived her so often and compassed
her degradation, from whose very
spot the weapon had been hurled
that struck her dead, would by the
law which the Christian people of
Raymond voted to support, open
its doors perhaps to-morrow, and
damn with earthly and eternal de-
struction a hundred Loreens be-
fore the year had drawn to its
bloody close ?

All this, with a voice that rang
and trembled and broke in sobs of
anguish for the result, did Henry
Maxwell pour out upon his people
that Sur.Jay morning. And men
and women wept as he spoke.
Donald Marsh sat there, his usual
erect, handsome, firm, bright, self-
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confident bearing all gone; his
head bowed upon his breast; the
great tears rolling down his
cheeks, unmindful of the fact that
never before had he shown out-
ward emotion in a public service.
Edward Norman sat near by with
his clear-cut, keen face erect, but
his lip trembled and he clutched
the end of the pew with a feeling
of emotion that struck deep into
his knowledge of the truth as
Maxwell spoke it. No man had
given or suffered more to influence
public opinion that last week than
Norman. The thought that the
Christian conscience had been
aroused too late or too feebly lay
with a weight of accusation upon
the heart of the editor. \What if
he had begun to do as Jesus would
long ago? Who could tell what
might have been accomplished by
this time ?  And up in the choir,
Rachel Winslow, with her face
bowed on the railing of the oak
screen, gave way to a feeling she
had not yet allowed to master her;
but it so unfitted her for her part
that when Henry Maxwell finished
and she tried to sing the closing
solo after the prayer, her voice
broke, and for the first time in her
life she was obliged to sit down
sobbing and unable to go on.

Over the church, in the silence
that followed this strange scene,
sobs and the noise of weeping
arose.  When had the First
Church yielded to such a baptism
-of tears ?  'What had become of
its regular, precise, cold, conven-
tional order of service, undisturbed
by any vulgar emotion and un-
moved by any foolish excitement ?
But the people had lately had their
deepest convictions touched. They
had been living so long on their
surface feelings that they had al-
most forgotten the deeper wells of
life.  Now that they had broken
to the surface the people were
convicted of the meaning of their
-discipleship.
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Henry Maxwell did not ask this
morning for volunteers to join
those who had already pledged to
do as Jesus would.  But when
the congregation had finally gone,
and he had enttred the lecture-
room it needed but a glance to
show him that the original com-
pany of followers had been largely
mncreased. The meeting was
tender, it glowed with the Spirit’s
presence, it was alive with strong
and lasting resolve to begin a war
on the whiskey power of Raymond
that would break its reign. Since
the first Sunday when the first
company of volunteers had
pledged themselves to do as Jesus
would do, the different meetings
had been characterized by distinct
impulses or impressions. To-day,
the entire force of the gathering
seemed fo be directed to this one
large purpose. It was a meeting
full of broken prayers, of contri-
tion, confession, of strong yearn-
ing for a new and better city life.
And all through it ran the one
general cry for deliverance from
the saloon and its awful curse.

But if the First Church was
deeply stirred by the events of the
week gone, the Rectangle also felt
moved strongly in its own way.
The death of Loreen was not in
itself so remarkable a fact. It
was her recent acquaintance with
the people from the city that lifted
her into special prominence and
surrounded her death with more
than ordinary importance. Every
one in the Rectangle knew that
Loreen was at this moment lying
in the Page mansion up on the
avenue. Exaggerated reports of
the magnificence of the casket had
already furnished material for
eager gossip. The Rectangle was
excited to know the details of the
funeral. Would it be public?
What did Miss Page intend to do?
The Rectangle had never before
mingled even in this distinctly
personal manner with the aristo-
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cracy on the boulevard. The op-
portunities for doing so were not
frequent. Gray and his wife were
besieged by mgquirers wanting to
know - what Loreen’s friends and
acquaintances were expected to do
in paying their last respects to her.
For her acquaintance was large,
and many of the recent converts
were among her friends.

So that is how it happened Mon-
day afternoon at the tent, that the
funeral service of Loreen was held
before an immense audience that
choked the tent and overflowed
beyond all previous bounds. Gray
had gone to Virginia’s and after
talking it over with her and Henry
Maxwell the arrangements had
been made.

“I am and always have been
opposed to large public funerals,”
said Gray, whose complete whole-
some simplicity of character was
one of its great sources of strength,
“but the cry of the poor creatures
who knew Loreen is so earnest
that I do not know how to refuse
their desire to see her and pay her
poor body some last little honour.
What do you think, Mr. Maxwell?
I will be guided by your judgment
in the matter. I am sure that
whatever you and Miss Page think
is best will be right.”

“1 feel as you do,” replied Mr.
Maxwell.  “ Under most circum-
stances I have a great distaste for
what seems like display at such
times.  But this seems different.
The people at the Rectangle will
not come here to a service. I
‘think the most Christian thing will
be to let them have the service at

the tent. Do you think so, Vir-
ginia
“Yes,” said Virginia sadly.

“Poor soul. I do not know but
that some time I shall know she
gave her life for mine. We cer-
tainly cannot and will not use the
occasion for vulgar display. Let
her friends be allowed the gratifi-
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cation of their wishes. I see no

harm in it.”

So the arrangements were made
with some difficulty for the ser-
vice at the tent; and Virginia with
her uncle and Rollin, accompanied
by Henry Maxwell, Rachel, and
President Marsh, and the quartette
from the First Church, went down
and witnessed one of the strange
scenes of their lives.

It happened that that afternoon
a noted newspaper correspondent
was passing through Raymond on
his way to an editorial convention
in a neighbouring city. He heard
of the contemplated service at the
tent and was present that after-
noon.  His description of it was
written in a graphic style that
caught the attention of very many
readers the next day. A frag-
ment of his account belongs to this
part of the history of Raymond :

*There was a very unique and unusual
funeral service held here this, afternoon
at the tent of an evangelist, Rev. John
Gray, down in the slum district known as
the *‘Rectangle.” The vecasion was caused
by the killing of & woman during an elec-
tion riot last Saturday night. It seems
she had been recently converted during
the evangelist’s meetings and wus killed
while returning from one of the meetings
in company with other converts and some
of her friends.  She was o common street
drunkard and yet the services at the tent
were as impressive as any 1 ever witnessed
in a metropolitan church over the most
distinguished citizen.

*“In the first place, a most exquisite
anthem was sung by a trained choir. It
struck me, of cowrse, being a stranger to
the place, with considerable astonishment
to hear voices like those one naturally ex-
peets to hear only in great churches or
concerts at such a meeting as this. But
the most remavkable part of the music
was a solo sung by o strikingly beautiful
young woman, a Miss Winslow, who, if I
remember rightly, is the young singer
who was sought for by Crandal, the mana-
ger of the ¢ National Opera,” and who for
some reason refused to aceept his offer to
o on the stage.  She had a most wonder-
ful manner in singing and everybody was
weeping before she had sung a dozen
words. That, of course, is not so strange
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an effect to be produced at a funeral ser-
vice, but the voice itself was one of ten
thousand. I understand Miss Winslow
sings in the First Church and could prob-
ably command almost any salary as a
public singer. She will probably be
heard from soon.  Such a voice could win
its way anywhere.

“The service aside from the singing
was peculiar.  The evangelist, & man of
apparently very simple, unassuning style,
spoke a few words and he was followed
by a fine-looking man, the Rev. Henry
Maxwell, pastor of the First Church of
Raymond. Mr. Maxwell spoke of the
fact that the dead woman had been fully
prepared to go, but he spoke in a pecu-
Harly sensitive manner of the effect of
the liquor business on the lives of men
and women like this one. Raymend, of
course, being a railroad town, and the
centre of the great packing interests for
this region, is full of saloons. 1 caught
from the minister’s remarks that he had
only recently changed his views in regard
to license. He certainly made a very
striking and yet it was in no sense an in-
appropriate address for a funeral.

“Then followed what was perhaps the
queer part of this strange service. The
women in the tent, at least a large part
of them up near the coflin, began to sing
in a soft, tearful way, 1 was & wandering
sheep.’

¢“Then while the singing was going on,
one row of women stood up and walked
slowly past the casket, and as they went
by, each one placed a flower of some kind
onit. Then they sat down and another
row filed past, leaving their flowers.  All
the thme the singing continued softly like
rain on a tent cover when the wind is
gentle. It was one of the simplest and
at the same time one of the most impres-
sive sights I ever witnessed. The sides
of the tent were up, and hundreds of peo-
ple who could not get in stoud outside, all
as still as death, with wonderful sadness
and solemnity for such rough-looking
people. There must have been a hundred
of these women, and I was told many of
them had been converted at the meetings
just recently. I cannot describe the
effect of that singing. Not a man sung
anote. All women’s voices, and so soft
and yet so distinet that the effect was
startling.

“The service closed with another solo
by Miss Winslow, whosang, ¢ There were
nincty and nine.’” And then the evan-
gelist asked them all to how their heads
while he prayed. T was obliged in order
to catch my train to leave during the

.
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prayer, and the last view T caught of the
scene as the train went by the shops was
a sight of the great erowd pouring out of
the tent and forming in open ranks while
the coflin was borne out by six of the
women. It is a long time since I have
seen such a picture in this unpocetical Re.
public.”

If Loreen’s funeral impressed a
passing stranger like this, it is not
difficult to imagine the profound
feelings of those who had been
so intimately connected with her
life and death. Nothing had ever
entered the Rectangle that had
moved it so deeply as Loreen’s
body in that coffin. And the
Holy Spirit seemed to bless with
special power the use of this sense-
less clay.  TFor that night at the
mecting He swept more than a
score of lost souls, mostly women,
into the fold of the Good Shepherd.

It should be said here that
Henry Maxwell’s statement con-
cerning the opening of the saloon
from whose window Loreen had
been killed proved nearly exactly
true. It was formally closed
Monday and Tuesday while the
authorities made arrests of the
proprietor charged with the mur-
der. But nothing could be
proved against any one, and be-
fore Saturday of that week the sa-
loon was running as regularly as
ever. No one on the earth was
cver punished by earthly courts
for the murder of Loreen.

No one in all Raymond, includ-
ing the Rectangle, felt Loreen’s
death more keenly than Virginia.
It came like a distinct personal
loss to her. That short week
while Loreen had been in her
home had opened Virginia’s heart
to a new life.  She was talking it
over with Rachel the day after the
funeral. They were sitting in the
hall of the Page mansion.

“1 am going to do something
with my money to help these wo-
men to a better life”  Virginia
looked over to the end of the hall
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where, the day belore, Loreen’s
body had lain, I have decided
on a good plan, as it seems to me.
I have talked it over with Rollin.
He will devote a large part of his
money also to the same plan”

“How much money have you,
Virginia, to give in this way ”
asked Rachel. Once she would
never have asked such a personal
question.  Now, it seemed as
natural to talk frankly about
money as about anything else that
belonged to God.

*“1 have available for use at
least four hundred and fifty thou-
sand dollars.  Rollin has as much
more. It is one of his bitter re-
grets now that his extravagant
habits of life before his conversion
practically threw away half that
father left him. We are both
eager to make all the reparation
in our power. ‘What would
Jesus do with this money ¥ We
want to answer that question
honestly and wisely. The money
I shall put into The News is, I
am confident, in line with Jesus’
probable action. It is as ncces-
sary that we have a daily Chris-
tian paper in Raymond, especially
now that we have the saloon in-
fluence to meet, as it is to have a
church or a college. So I am
satisfied that the five hundred
thousand dollars that Mr. Norman
will know how to use so well will
be a powerful factor in Raymond
to do as Jesus would do.

“ About my other plan, Rachel,
1 want you to work with me.
Rollin and I are going to buy up
a large part of the property in the
Rectangle.  The field where the
tent now is has been in litigation
for years. We mean to secure
the entire tract as soon as the
courts have settled the title. For
some time I have been making a
special study of the various forms
of college settlements and resident
methods of Christian work and
institutional church work in the
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heart of great city slums. I do
not know that I have yet been
able to tell just what is the wisest
and most effective kind of work
that can be done in Raymond.
But I do know this much. My
money (I mean God’s, which He
wants me to use) can build whole-
some lodging houses, refuges for
poor women, asylums for shop
girls, safety for many and many
a lost girl like Loreen. And I
do not want to be simply a dis-
penser of this money.  God help
me ! 1 do want to put myself into
the problem. But do you know,
Rachei, I have a feeling all the
time that all that limitless money
and limitless personal sacrifice can
possibly do, will not really lessen
very much the awful conditions
at the Rectangle as long as the
saloon is legally established there.
I think that is true of any Chris-
tian work now being carried on in
any great city. The saloon fur-
nishes material to be saved faster
than the settlement or residence
or Rescue Mission work can save
it.”

Virginia suddenly
paced the hall.  Rachel answered
sadly. And vet with a note of
hope in her voice.

“ 1t is true.  But, oh, Virginia,
what a wonderful amount of hap-
piness and power can come out of
this money! And the saloon
cannot always remain here. The
time must come when the Chris-
tian force in the city will triumph.”

Virginia paused near Rachel,
and her pale, earnest face lighted
u

rose and

“1 believe that too. The num-
ber of those who have promised
to do as Jesus would is increasing.
Tf we once have, say five hundred
such disciples in Raymond, the
saloon is doomed. But, now,
dear, I want you to look at your
part in this plan for capturing and
saving the Rectangle. Your
voice is a power. I have had
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many ideas lately. Here is one
of them. You could organize
among the girls a Musical Insti-
tute.  Give them the benefit of
your training. There are some
splendid voices in the rough there.
Did any one ever hear such sing-
ing as that yesterday by those wo-
men ?  Rachel, what a beautiful
opportunity !  You shall have the
best of opportunity in the way of
organs and orchestras that money
can provide, and what cannot be
done with music to win souls there
into higher and better and purer
living #”

Before Virginia had ceased
speaking, Rachel’s face was per-
fectly transfigured with the thought
of her life work. It flowed into
her heart and mind like a flood
and the torrent of her feeling over-
flowed in tears that could not be
restrained. It was what she had
dreamed of doing herself. It re-
presented to her something that
she felt was in keeping with a
right use of her own talent.

“Yes,” she said, as she rose and
put her arms about Virginia,
while both girls in the excitement
of their enthusiasm paced the hall.
“Yes, 1 will gladly put my life in-
to that kind of service. I do be-
lieve that Jesus would have me use
my life in this way. Virginia,
what miracles can we not accom-
plish with humanity if we have
such a lever as consecrated money
to move things with 1”

“ Add to it consecrated personal
enthusiasm like yours, and it cer-
tainly can accomplish great
things,” said Virginia smiling.
And then before Rachel could re-
ply, Rollin came in.

He hesitated a moment and was
passing out of the hall into the
library when Virginia called and
asked some questions about his
work.

Rollin came back and sat down
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and together the three discussed
their future plans. Rollin was
apparently entirely free from em-
barrassment in Rachel’s presence
while Virginia was with them.
Only his manner with her was al-
most precise if not cold. The
past scemed to be entirely ab-
sorbed in his wonderful conver-
sion. He had not forgotten it,
but he scemed to be completely
caught up for this present time in
the purpose of this new life.

After a while, Rollin was called
out, and Rachel and Virginia be-
gan to tallk of other things.

“ By the way, what has become
of Jasper Chase ?” Virginia
asked the question innocently
enough, but Rachel blushed, and
Virginia added, with a smile, . “[
suppose he is writing another
book. Is he going to put you
into this one, Rachel ? You know
I always suspected Jasper Chase
of doing that very thing in his
first story.” .

“ Virginia,” Rachel spoke with
the frankness that had always ex-
isted between the two friends,
“ Jasper Chase told me the other
night, that he—in fact—he pro-
posed to me—or he would, if—”

Rachel stopped and <at with her
hands clasped on her lap, and
there were tears in her eyes.

“Virginia, I thought a little
while ago that I loved hitn, as he
said he loved me. But when he
spoke, my heart felt repelled, and
I said what I ought to say. 1
told him, No. I have not seen
him since. That was the night of
the first conversions at the Rec-
tangle.”

“I am glad for you,” said Vir-
ginia, quietly.

“Why P asked Rachel a little
startled.

“ Because I have never really
liked Jasper Chase. He is too
cold and—T do not like to judge
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him, but I have always distrusted
his sincerity in taking the pledge
at the church with the rest.”

Rachel looked at Virginia
thoughtfully.

“1 have never given my heart
to him, I am sure. He touched
my emotions, and I admired his
skill as a writer. I have thought
at times that I cared a good deal
for him. I think, perhaps, if he
had spoken to me at any other
time than the one he chose, I
could easily have persuaded myseli
that I loved him. But not now.”

Again Rachel paused suddenly,
and when she looked up at Vir-
ginia again there were tears on her
face.  Virginia came to her aund
put her arm about her tenderly.

When Rachel had left the house,
Virginia sat in the hall thinking
over the confidence her friend had
just shown her. There was some-
thing still to be told, Virginia felt
sure from Rachel’s manner, but
she did not feet hurt that Rachel
had kept back something. She
was simply conscious of more on
Rachels mind than she had re-
vealed.

Very soon Rollin came back and
he and Virginia, arm in arm, as
they had lately been in the habit of
doing, walked up and down the
long hall.

It was easy for their talk to
settle finally upon Rachel, because
of the place she was to occupy in
the plans which were being made
for the purchase of the property
at the Rectangle.

“Did you ever know a girl of
such really gifted powers in vocal
music who was willing to give her
whole life to the people as Rachel
is going to do? She is going to
give music lessons in the city, have
private pupils to make her living,
and then give the people in the
Rectangle the benefit of her culture
and her voice.”

“Tt is certainly a very good ex-
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ample of sclf-sacrifice,” replied
Rollin a little stiffly.

Virginia looked at him ¢ little

sharply.

“ But don’t you think it is a very
unusual example ?  Can you im-
agine—"”  Here Virginia named
half a dozen famous opera singers
—“doing anything of this sort ?”

“No, I can’t,” Rollin answered
briefly,  “ Neither can I imagine
Miss—" he spoke the name of the
girl with the red parasol who had
begged Virginia to take the girls
to the Rectangle—* doing what
you are doing, Virginia.”

“ Any more than [ can imagine
Mr.—" Virginia spoke the name of
a young socicty leader—‘ going
about to the clubs doing your
work, Rollin.”

The two walked on in silence
for the length of the hall.

“ Coming back to Rachel,” be-
gan Virginia, “ Rollin, why do you
treat her with such a distant, pre-
cise manner? I think, Rollin,
pardon me if I hurt vou, that she
1s annoyed by it.  You used to be
on easy terms. I don’t think
Rachel likes this change.”

Rollin suddenly stopped. He
seemed deeply agitated. e took
his arm from Virginia’s and walked
down to the end of the hall. Then
he returned, with his arms behind
him, and stopping near his sister,
he said,

“ Virginia, have you not learned
my secret >”

Virginia looked bewildered, then
over her face the unusual colour
crept, showing that she understood.

“1 have never loved any one
but Rachel Winslow,” Rollin
spoke calmly enough now. “That
day she was here when you talked
about her refusal to join the con-
cert company, 1 asked her to be
my wife—out there on the avenue.
She refused me, as [ knew she
would. And she gave as her rea-
son the fact that T had no purpose
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in life, which was true enough.
Now that I have a purpose, now
that I am a new man, don’t you
see, Virginia, how impossible it is
for me to say anything? I owe
my very conversion to Rachel’s
singing.  And yet that night while
she sang I can honestly say that
for the time being I never thought
of her voice except as God's mes-
sage. I believe all my personal
love for her was for the time
merged into a personal love to God
and my Saviour.” Rollin was
silent, then he went on with more
emotion. “T am still in love with
her, Virginia. But I do not think
she could ever love me” He
stopped and looked his sister in the
face with a sad smile.

“I don’t know about that,” said
Virginia to herself.  She was not-
ing Rollin’s handsome face, its
marks of dissipation nearly all
gone now, the firm lips showing
manhood and courage, the clear
cyes looking into hers frankly, the
form strong and graceful.  Rollin
was a man now. Why should not
Rachel come to love him in time ?
Surely the two were well fitted for
each other, especially now that
their purpose in life was moved by
the same Christian source.

She said something of all this to
Rollin, but he did not find much
comfort.  When thev closed the
interview., Virginia carried away
the impression that Rollin meant
to go his way with his chosen
work, trying to reach the fashion-
able men at the clubs, and while
not avoiding Rachel, seeking no
occasion for meeting her. He
was distrustful of his power to con-
trol his feelings. And Virginia
could sce that he dreaded cven the
thought of a sccond refusal in case
he did let Rachel know that his
love was still the same.

The next day she went down to
The News office to see Edward
Norman and arrange the details of
her part in the establishment of
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the paper on its new foundation.
Henry Maxwell was present at this
conference, and the three agreed
that, whatever Jesus would do in
detail as editor of a daily paper,
He would be guided by the same
general principles that directed His
conduct as the Saviour of the
world.

“T have tried to put down herzin
concrete form some of the things
which it has seemed to me Jesus
would do,” said Edward Norman.
He read from a paper lying on his
desk and Henry Maxwell was re-
minded again of his own effort to
put into written form his own con-
ception of Jesus’ probable action
and also of Milton Wright's at-
tempt in his business.

“I have headed this, ‘What
would Jesus do as Edward Nor-
man, editor of a daily newspaper
in Raymond *7”

“1. He would never allow a
sentence or a picture in His paper
that could be called bad or coarse
or impure in any way.

“2. He would probably conduct
the political part of the paper from
the standpoint of non-partisan
patriotism, always looking upon all
political questions in the light of
their relations to the welfare of the
people, always on the basis of,
‘What is right ¥ never from the
basis of, * What is for the best in-
tcrests of this or that party ¥ In
other words, He would treat every
political subject from the stand-
point of the advancement of the
kingdom of God on the earth.”

Edward Norman looked up from
the reading for a moment. + “ You
understand that is my interpreta-
tion of Jesus® probable action on
political matters in a daily paper.
I am not passing judgment on
other newspaper men who may
have a different conception of
Jc-us' probable action from mine.
I am simply tryving to answer hon-

‘estly, “ What would Jesus do as

Edward Norman > And the an-
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swer I find is what I have put
down,”

* 3. The end and aim of a dailv
paper conducted by Jesus would
be to do the will of God. That
is, His main purpose in carrying
on a newspaper would not be to
make money, or gain political in-
fluence, but His first and ruling
purpose should be so to conduct
His paper that it would be evident
to all His subscribers that He was
trying to seek first the kingdom of
God by means of His paper. This
purpose would be as distinct and
unquestioned as the purpose of a
minister or a missionary or any
other unselfish martyr in Christian
work anywhere,

“4. All questionable advertise-
ments would be impossible.

5. The relation of Jesus to the
employees on the paper would be
of the most loving character.”

“So far as I have gone.” said
Norman, again looking up, "1 am
of the opinion that Jesus wouid
employ practically some form of
co-opceration that would represent
the idea of mutual interest in a
business where all were to move
together for the same great end. I
am working out such a plan and
I am confident it will be success-
ful. At any rate, once introduce
the element of personal love into
a business like this, take out the
selfish principle of doing it for the
sake of personal profits to a man
or company, and I do not sce any
way except the most loving per-
sonal interest Detween editor, re-
porters, pressnien and all who con-
tributed anvthing to the life of the
paper.  And that interest would
be expressed, not only in the per-
sonal love and sympathy but in a
sharing with the profits of the
business.

6. As editor of a daily paper
to-day, Jesus would give large
space to the work of the Christian
world. He would devote a page
possibly to the facts of reform. of
sociological problems, of institu-
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tiondl church
movements.

“7. He would do all in His
power in His paper to fight the
saloon as an enemy of the human
race and an unnecessary part of
our present civilization. He would
do this regardless of public senti-
ment in the matter, and, of course,
always regardless of its effect on
His subscription list.”

Again IEdward Norman looked
up. T state my honest convic-
tion on this point. Of course I
do not pass judgment on the
Christian men who are editing
other kinds of papers to-day. DBut
as I interpret Jesus, I believe He
would use the influence of His
paper to remove the saloon entirely
from the political and social life of
the nation.”

“8. Jesus would not issue a
Sunday edition.

9. He would print the news of
the world that people ought to
know. Among the things that
they do not nced to know and
which would not be puiblished
would be brutal prize-fights, long
accounts of crimes, scandals in
private families, or any other
human cvents which in any way
would conflict with the first point
mentioned in this outline,

* 10. If Jesus had the amount of
money to use on a paper which
we have, He would probably secure
the best and strongest Christian
men and women to co-operate with
Him in the matter of contributors.
That will be my purpose, as I shall
be able to show vou in a few days.

* 11. Whatever the details of the
paper might demand as the paper
developed along its definite plan,
the main principle that guided it
would always be the establishment
of the kingdom of God in the
world.  This large gencral prin-
ciple would necessarily shape all
the details.”

Edward Norman finished reading
his plan.  He was very thoughtful.

*“T have merely sketched a very

work and similar
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faint outline. I have a huu(fred
ideas for making the paper power-
ful that I have not yet thought out
fully. This is simply suggestive..
I have talked it over with other
newspaper men. Some of them
say I will have a weak, namby-
pamby Sunday-school sheet. If I
get out something as good as a
Sunday-school it will be pretty
good. Why do men when they
want to characterize something as
particularly feeble always use a
Sunday-school as a comparison,
when they ought to know that the
Sunday-school is one of the strong-
est, most powerful influences in

our civilization in this country to-

day. But tl:= paper will not neces-
sarily be weak because it is good.
Good things are more powerful
than bad. The question with me
is largely one of support from the
Christian people of Raymond.
There are over twenty thousand
church members here in the city.
If half of them will stand by The
News, its life is assured. What
do you think, Maxwell, is the
probability of such support ?”

“1 dor’t know enough about it
to give an intelligent answer. I
believe in the paper with all my
heart. If it lives a ycar, as Miss
Virginia said. there is no telling
what it can do. The great thing
will be to issue such a paper as
near as we can judge as Jesus
probably would, and put into it all
the elements of Christian brains,
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strength, intelligence, and sense,
and command respect by the
absence of Dbigotry, fanaticism,
narrowness, and anything else that
is contrary to the spirit of Jesus.
Such a paper will call for the best
that human thought and action are
capable of giving. The greatest
minds in the world would have
their powers taxed to the utmost
to issue a Christian daily.”

“Yes,” Edward Norman spoke
humbly.  “I shall make great
mistakes, no doubt. I nezd a
great deal of wisdom. ButI want
to do as Jesus would. ‘What
would He do? I have asked it
daily, and shall continue to do so
and abide by results.”

“I think we are beginning to
understand,” said Virginia, “the
meaning of that command, ‘ Grow
in the grace and knowledge of our
Lord and Saviour Jesus Christ! I
am sure I do not know all that He
would do in detail until I kunow
Him better.” .

“ That is very true,” said Henry
Maxwell. “1 am beginning to
understand that I cannot interpret
the probable action of Jesus until
I know better what His spirit is.
To my mind the greatest question
in all of human life is summed up
when we ask, ‘ What would Jesus
do ? if, as we ask it, we also try
to answer it from a growing know-
ledge of Jesus Himself. We must
know Jesus before we can imitate
Him.>

ONLY .A CURL.

BY ELIZABETH BARRETT BROWNIXNG.

“ God lent himand takes him,” you sigh . .
Nay, there let me break with your pain.

God's generous in giving, say I,

And the thing which He gives, I deny
That He cver can take back again.

He's ours and forever. Believe,
O father '—~O mother, look back
To the first love's assurance ! to give
Means, with God, not to tempt or deceive
With a cup thrust in Beunjumin’s sack.

He gives what He gives: he content.
¢ resumes nothing given,—be sure.
Gad lend ?—where the usurers Ient
In His temple, indignant He went
And scourged away all those impure.

He lends not, but gives to the end,

As He loves to the end.  If it seem
That He draws back a gift, comprchend
'Tis to add to it rather . amend,

And finish it up to your dream.
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THE RIGHT HONOURABLE

JOSEPH CHAMBERLAIN.

BY THE REV, W. H. ADAMS,

England’s Secretary of State for
the Colonies is an evolutionist.
Not that he is an exponent of the
nebular hypothesis, or of the doc-
trine of the descent of man. He
knows little about either, and
cares less. He¢ is not of that
order of men who love to linger in
the depths of the dead and buried
past.  Neither swirling molecules
nor gibbering progenitors have
any fascination for him. Every-
one to his taste.  Mr. Chamber-
lain takes the world as he finds it
and man as he meets him, and he
is amiably resigned to leave it to
the philosophers to postulate and
fuss over the origin of either. As
they are they furnish him with

his outlook and study. And he
desires no better.
Mr. Chamberlain is not an

evolutionist in creed.
an cvolutionist in his conduct.
He has himself evolved. His
career wonderfully illustrates the
captivating theory by which we
are now commanded to interpret
everything in the heaven above,
the earth beneath, and the waters
under the earth. He has passed
through eras that arc as easily de-
fined as those of the geologist,
though they are not to be mca-
sured by the geological chronom-
eter.  And the “hipparion” is
not a whit more interesting as a
subject for contemplation, than is
one of Mr. Chamberlain’s dead
selves; which, by the way, you will
not find in the Oxford clay or the
“Thanet sands, but which may be
turned ap in the newspaper strata
of the publishing-house of any re-
putable English daily.

When, twenty-two vears ago,
Birmingham sent Mr. Chamber-
Tain to Parliament, it was uni-

But he is

versally held to have forfeited its
already attenuated claim to re-
spectability. He was a dema-
gogue ; a veritable Jack Cade.
With confidence and unction he
had prophesied the downfall of the
House of Brunswick, and the es-
tablishment of a republican regime
in Engiand. Backed by his zeal -
and aundacity, these harum-scarum
theories might soon bring danger
to the State. Apprehension seized
many a man; and no condemna-
tion was deemed too severe for
“ Brummagem” (so the name is
often contemptuously pronounced)
which had returned him, and no
abhorrence too great for “ Brum-
magem Joe” who had been re-
turned.

The Chamberlain oi those days
and the Chamberlain of to-day
arc wholly different men. They
present a fierce and striking con-
trast. No Hindu reincarnation
could mean more. The quondam
revolutionist now sits as the ruling
spirit in a Conservative Cabinet,
takes tea with duchesses and
dowagers, and hob-a-nobs with
royalty itself.

But this great transitior does
noc imply that Mr. Chamberlain
has played the part of the uncon-
scionable character who will act
anv role if he can advance a sel-
fish cause. Far from it. Whether
we praise him or not, whether we
censure him or not, we must ad-
mit that Mr. Chamberlain has
throughout been strictly consci-
entious.  This wonderful change
from the Republican to the Royal-
ist has been a truly natural pro-
cess, and it has been as frec from
all strain and violence as the trans-
formation of the creeping cater-
pillar into the free and swift-
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winged butterfly.  He has not de-
flected, he has not “backed
down,” he has simply evolved !
Hide-bound party men cannot
understand this. Of course not.
Nor, in matters of divinity, can
hide-bound theologians, be they

popish  priests or evangelical
preachers. It is not esteemed

good form to rise out of ruts or to
refuse to shout old shibboleths.
This dense world requires that we
make our creed our gaoler, and
he who will do otherwise must ex-
pect to Dbe misinterpreted and
maligned, and his devoted pate
must crack beneath the cudgel

Mr. Chamberlain has lived down
the opprobrium that was heaped
upon him in the years when he
was advancing from stage to stage
in his political development. He
is now one of the best respected
men, in England, and by far the
most consummately competent of
all those who have adorned the
high office he holds. The indepen-
dence of thought which has al-
ways characterized him has served
the empire well,

Instead of being trammelled by
precedent, bound by red-tape, and
obfuscated by the insular prejudice
of the “little Englander,” Mr.
Chamberlain  has been broad-
minded and free, and his adminis-
tration has been refreshing and
benign—as the colonies have
good reason to know. His great
business ability, which enabled
him to make a fortune while still
a young man, and subsequently to
place Birmingham in such a posi-
tion that in course of time it will
be the richest borough in the
world. is also now at the service of
the empirc. He calls a spade a
spade, and knows its honest value.
If now and then a newspaper cynic
does charge him with “ privately
reconstructing the Empire,” one
thing is very certain, that he is
opening a new page in England’s
colonial history.

. mayor.
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Mr. Chamberlain comes of Non-
conformist stock, and is justly
proud of his ancestry. He was
born in London, on July 8th,
1836. As a boy at school he dis-
tinguished himself, we are told, in
mathematics, natural philosophy,
and French. At the age of six-
teen he entered his father’s busi-
ness,—that of a boot and shoe
manufacturer.  But at the end of
two years he woved to Birming-
ham, where he has since resided,
and where for a length of time he
was connected with a firm of
screw manufacturers. The city
owes much to his untiring labours,
and he was three times elected its
The measures he ma-
tured have changed the aspect of
the place, and reduced the annual
mortality from thirty to twenty in
the thousand. He advanced his
own money to effect some of these
reforms, and his public spirit has
secured him a lasting place in the
hearts of the citizens.

Mr. Chamberlain lacks that in-
definable but easily-recognized
“ethos” of the English college-
bred man; and his quotations are
always from Dickens or some such
popular source. Yet in debate he
is often more than a match for
some omniscient savant who can
pour out torrents of Horace or
Homer. His wit is keen, his sar-
casm terrible, and his hard, clear
voice penetrates to the remotest
corner of the Commons chamber.
He is no “plugless word-spout,”

but is noted for the singular
lucidity and terseness of his
periods.  There is no mistaking

his meaning, however obtuse the
hearer may be. With his monocle
in his eye he at times assumes an
attitude that is most exasperating.
On some occasions, indeed, his air
and rhetoric have worked directly
against him and his party, and
men who would have voted for
the measure he advocated, have,
through sheer malevolence to-
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wards him, m'n-ched off into an-
other lobby.

\Nhether Mr.” Chamberlain will
remain a Unionist and so fur-
nish a party argument on the
analogy of “the survxval of the
fittest,” none can, of course, divinc
But Bnmmfrham wlnch has
watched him advmce from Re-
publican to Radical, Liberal,
Liberal-Unionist, will continue to

THE BISHOP OF
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demideify him whatever political
connection he may sustain. He
has made his mark upon that city
and he deserves well of it. Per-
haps it is not too much to say also
that as a Colonial Sccretary he
has given a turn to events in
general which will go far towards
perpetuating his memory in the
history of the British Empire.
Orono, Ont,

THE LARGEST DICCESE

IN THE WORLD.

BISIIOP HARTZELL.

Jishop Hartzell did not make
his first acquaintance with black
men by any means when he landed
in the Gulf of Guinea. For years
past he has been recognized as the
first authority on all questions re-
lating to the coloured men of the
United States.  He is cmphatically
the Bishop of the Blacks, and it
was therefore felt, when his pre-
decessor in Africa was retired,
that Bishop Hartzell was made for
the post. Bishop Hartzell first
visited Monrovia, Liberia, and
then went to Sierra Leone. At
Sierra Leone he was down for a
week  with fever, but fortunately
escaped with his life from “ The
White Man’s Grave.” From thence
he went down the coast to the
mouth of the Congo, travelled as

far inland as the IFalls, and then
coming back he launched into the
heart of Angola. He was de-
lighted with the prospect in Africa.
He travelled more than six hun-
dred miles into the Hinterland of
Angola, and found himself in the
midst of a Bantu race, which has
profited largely by the enterprise
of the American missionaries, and
seems to the Bishop as good ma-
terial for creating a Christian State
as Uganda itself. The American
missionaries have it all to them-
sclves, and the Bishop himself
longs to go into it and possess it;
that is to say, to Christianize and
civilize a race that is eminently
susceptible to  such influences.
There is no travelling in first-class
carriages for African bishops.
Pishop Tlartzell visited these out-
lying parts of his diocese mounted
upon an ox.

From Portuguese South-West
Africa he returned to LEngland,
where he met his wife, and reccwed
a reinforcement of four additional
missionaries, with whom he de-
parted on October 2nd for Cape
Town. The American mission-
aries are alrcady in Cape Colony,
but Dishop Hartzell sees openings
for further developments. He in-
tends to prospect the land, and
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then, travelling round the eastern
coast, call at Natal and make his
way into Nyassaland.

Bishop Hartzell is just the man
for his diocese, with a heart as big
as-the continent, and ambition for
the success of his work even more
continental in its magnitude.

THE BISHOP ON THE BLACK MAN'S
CHANXNCE.

Before he departed, Bishop Hart-
zell was good enough to send me
the following observations upon
his mission and its prospects :

THE BISHOP ON THE BLACK MAN’S
CHANCE.

1 firmly believe that the day for the
black races of the world has really
dawned. Slavery no longer exists in any
civilized land, and the black man is ac-
<ovded, technically at least, his civil rights
in the institutions and laws of all great
nations, so that he has a chance to make
arecord on his own account. The veil
of mystery has been held over Africa
until within a comparatively few years,
when, with a suddenness unparalleled in
history, the whole of the continent has
been explored. Besides this, the nations
of Europe, led by England—which up to
date has been the nation-huilder of the
world—have parcelled out the continent,
and with marvellous quickness inaugu-
rated great conumercial enterprises touch-
ing cvery section of both coast lines.
Already the era of exploration and loose
occupation of the whole continent is giv-
ing place to permancnce in national out-
lines, commercial highways, and philan-
thropic movements. The sons of Shem
had their chance as a governing people
and lost it ; the sons of Japheth now rule :
and I believe that the sons of Ham, in
God's good providence, are to be given a
chance. Whether there will be any black
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nationalities in Africa, or whether there
can be any large advance among its native
peoples outside of white superintendence,
and whether Christian civilization will be

. accepted and made permanent among

them, arc questions which only time will
settle. The real genius of the negro has
not yet been tapped. Africa presents
evidence of an arrested development.

Tt is evident that the nearly nine mil-
lions of negroes in the United States of
Awmerica, freed men and their descendants,
are to have much to do with the civiliza-
tion of Africa, their fatheiand. There
will probably never be any great migra-
tion of blacks from America, but from
America will go thousands of ministers,
teachers, artisans, and emigrants from
the black masses of that great Republie.
There are now nearly one million five
hundred thousand black boys and girls
in the public schools of America, There
are over fifty thousand young black men
and women in the schools of higher grade,
supported some by the States, but up to
this time principally by great education
societies. Four-fifths of the black popu-
lation of America is in the sixteen
Southern States, and that number will
probably remain there ; and it now looks
as if in the very section of the Republic
where the Dblacks of America lad their
great humiliation in slavery their future is
to be chiefly worked out under American
Christian civilization.

The Methodist Episcopal Church, the
largest Protestant denomination in the
world, proposes to have a share in the
great work of redeeming Africa. The
great body of her membership, institu-
tions of leaming, and wealth, are in the
United States, but she has one hundred
thousand communicants in India, five
Annual Conferences with large followings
in China, Conferences in Japan, Bulgaria,
Finland, Denmark, Sweden, Norway,
Italy, Germany and Switzerland, as well
as Mexico and South America. —Review
of Reviews.

FOR HIS GLORY.

BY J. .

Full many things we do
We may not analyze,
Yet be approved of God, and true,
If we forever prize .
The Master’s will above our own,
For in this character is shown.

Newbury, Ont.

CHANT.

I need not stop to ask,
«<Is this done for His sake ?”
That would on me impose & task
Which oft weak faith would shake;
All things are for His glory done,
If He and Iin heart are one.
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A FAMOUS WELSH ORATOR.

BY THE REV. HENRY LEWIS.

Early in January of 1897 death
chose as its mark onc¢ of the
grandest preachers \Wales ever
produced.  We know that is say-
ing much; for when we remember
that Wild Wales produced such
preachers as John Elias, Christmas
Evans, Henry Rees, and others, it
behooves us to be cautious whom
we place in the niche of fame
alongside of such giants of the
pulpit.  But Dr. Heber Evans, of
Bangor, was worthy of such an

honour.  For years past his name
has been a household word in
Wales.  Though a Congrega-

tionalist, denominationally, he be-
longed to Evangelical Christen-
dom, in the same peculiar sense as
the great Spurgeon did. Indeed,
Heber Evans was designated the
‘“ Spurgeon of Wales.”

r. Evans came from a quiet
little Welsh hamlet. The Evan-
gelical Churches of Great Britain
owe much to the villages, and
Wales especially owes much to the
secluded hamlets among  its
rugged hills. A very lonely spot
called Pant-yr-Onen gave to
Wales Heber Evans.  The place
is situated at the juncture of three
Welsh  counties, Caermarthen,
Cardigan and Pembroke. Within
the past three generations this
little ~ out-of-the-way village has
given to Welsh Nonconformity
several very able ministers—some
three or four of them have and are
filling English pulpits with good
success. To be born in Pant-yr-
Onen was a thing to be lived up
to, and Dr. Ivans did that
grandly.

He served his apprenticeship as
linendraper in a village called
Rhydlevis; from that he eventually
found his way to Liverpool. Like
most young men of the villages he

wanted to try his fortune in a city,
It was in Liverpool, under the
pastorate of Dr. John Thomas, a
learned, saintly, and eloquent
Welsh divine, that Heber Evans
began to preach in 1857,

There was no position of honour
or trust within the gift of the
Congregational Church of Eng-
land and \Vales but was bestowed
upon him.  In 1892 he filled the
chair of the Congregational Union
of England and Wales. His ad-
dresses while in that office were
such as no other living preacher—

S0 it was said—could equal. They
were simply of overwhelming
eloquence.

Dr. Evans was for twenty-two
years editor of The Dysgedydd—
a monthly magazine circulated
largely among the Welsh churches,
He was a lecturer, hymn-writer,
president of a theological col-
lege, member of the school board,
member of the court of the Welsh
University—all these and other
positions he filled with honour to
himself, credit to the Church, and
benefit of his country.

But it was in the pulpit Heber
Evans found his throne. To hear
and see him in the pulpit—es-
pecially at the great religious
gatherings—wvas something not to
be forgotten. His words flamed
from his lips like liquid melody.
His soul was afi.e with his Mas-
ter’s passion for souls. Every
thought was a new revelation,
every sentence a gem, every faculty
of the soul, every art of the
orator, every power of the
preacher, was brought into play
to produce effect. To find ma-
terial to wing his messages he
ransacked the fields of theology,
the territories of science, the re-
cesses of human experience, and
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of the imagination.
range of literature,
ancient and modern, sacred and
profane, was taxed, traversed and
gleaned for illustrations to carry
home to the minds and con-
sciences of his hearers the Gospel
message which he loved to pro-
claim.

Some years ago, Dr. Maclaren,

the realms
The whole

of Manchester, England, with
some other English ministers,

were cenjoying a holiday at a sca-
side resort in Wales. They heard
that Heber Evans was to preach
at  Cymonfa—a Welsh camp-
meeting.  They went.  No less
than 20,000 pcople were there.
Dr. Evans preached third at that
service.  The Welsh can stand
more than one sermon at a ser-
vice, and even then not limit the
preacher to half an hour—but then
it is preaching.

Standing with his back to a
rock, the great preacher began to
talk as if to the pcople nearest
him. It seemed to the English-
men as if he was catechising his
hearers, and they responded. The
responses got general; the preach-
er became animated—his voice
caught fire. The whole vast con-
gregation became absorbed in the
theme, as if the preacher was ad-
dressing one man. Dr. Maclaren
confessed that even to those who
understood not a word, there was
a holy unction.

Preaching ten or twelve times a
week, with other hard worlk, was
too heavy a strain, though he did
have a robust frame. Wherever
he went—uwith his huge frame, his
genial face, his unobtrusive man-
ner, his frankness—his evident
sympathy for every good cause
gave him a right of way to the

hearts of his hearers and made
him a power in the land.
Like his great Master, Dr.

Evans was prolific in the use of
parables and similes, in setting
forth his ideas concerning the

1 o
devils.
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kingdom.  The entire warp and
woof of the man’s make-up was
poctic.  The commonest things
and most trivial incidents would
be clothed in his hands with beau-
tiful allegorical garb.

Preaching on the temptations of
Christian workers and ministers,
he said :

“In earthly wars the command
is often given: ‘Pick out the
officers,” and once the officers are
slain the battle is easily won. So
it is one of the tactics of the
Prince of Darkness to pick out
the leaders; let Peter be tempted,
let the old Christian fall, and there
will be scoffings even among
The pirate ship never at-
tacks a vessel filled with sand or
coal, but the one heavy laden with
silver, gold, or precious cargo. It
is those who have Dbeen in the
garden with Him, who have par-
taken of the Idoly Supper with
Him, that are oftenest sifted and
tried by Satan. O, ye faithful
workers, beware of the foe! For
many a flaming comet has been
quenched in darkness, many a
bright star been lost in night,
many a mighty one fallen on dry
Gilboa.”

Again: “We are told that in
olden times those who held farms
on the borders between England
and Scotland were in constant
misery because they were robbed
and attacked by the invaders of
both countries. The most miser-
able is he who tries to live on the
borders dividing the Church and
the world; he 1is constantly
plagued, and never knows what
true rest is, and is deprived of the
joys of a decided servant of
Christ.”

But no quotations can convey a
true idea of Heber Evans’ preach-
ing. Whenever did cold type re-
produce the burning words of a
man of God in the pulpit? It is
the man himself one has to repro-
duce, because, as Dr. Evans once
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rightly said, “The true preacher
must himself be-something to tell
on the world, that character makes
the preacher.”

Dr. Evans often preached in
English, and more than once
preached for the late Mr. Spur-
geon at the Metropolitan Taber-
nacle. Indced, the Welsh people
called Heber Evans the Spurgeon
of Wales.

His end came all too soon.
When the news of his death canie
strong men wept among  the
quarrymen of Caernarvonshire,
the colliers and miners of South
Wales, and the farmers on the
Welsh hills.  The Churches felt
that a pillar was gone. Dr. Tvans
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had for years before his death a
sense of the necarness of the
cternal world, and was not loath
to talle with his friends concerning
it. e was a very humbie man—
his popularity did not turn his
head—nhis position of power in the
Church did not make him auto-
cratic—but he was a most lovable
man—sincere and kind, warm-
hearted and genial.  Those who
arc left behind will often “ve-
hemently desire him in the day of
battle »—but he has his rest and
crown, and in his case, his grave,
to quote Browning’s phrase, “was
thoroughly earned”

Roland, Man.

COWPER'S (GRAYVE.

BY BELIZABETI BARRETT BROWNING,

O poets, from a maniac’s tongue was poured the deathless singing !

O Christians, at your cross of hope, a hopeless hand was clinging t

O men, this man in brotherhood your weary paths beguiling,

Groaned inly while he taught you peace, and died while ye were smiling !

He shall be strong to sanetify the poet's high vocation,

And bow the meckest Christian down in mecker adoration.

Nor ever shall he be, in praise, by wise or good forsuken,

Named softly as the household name of one whom God hath taken.

And though, in blindness, he remained uncouscious of that guiding,
And things provided came without the sweet sense of providing,
He testificd this solemn truth, while phrensy desolated, —

Nor man nor nature satisfy whom only God ereated.

Like a sick child that knoweth not his mother while she blesses

And drops upon his burning brow the coolness of her kisses,—

That turns his fevered eyes around—*¢ My mother ! where's my mother 27
As if such tender words and deeds could come from any other t—

‘Uhe fever gone, with leaps of heart he sees her bending o’er him,

Her face all pale from watchful love, the unweary love she bore him !—
Thus, woke the poet from the dream his life's-long fever gave him,
Beneath those deep pathetic eyes, which closed in death to save him.

Thus? Oh, not thus! No type of carth can image that awaking,
Wherein he scarcely heard the chant of seraphs, round him breaking ;
Or felt the new immortal throb of soul from body parted,

But felt these eyes alone, and knew,—*“ My Saviour ! not deserted !”

Deserted ! God could separate from his own cssence rather ;
And Adam’s sins have swept between the righteous Son and Father.
Yea, once, Immanuel’s orphaned cry his universe hath shaken—

It went up single, echoless, ** My God, I am forsaken

X
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CHAPTER XXVIII
THE GHOST IN THE PARK AGAIN.

Next day, Sunday, Stephen Grainger
surreptitiously sent to Superintendent
James requesting him to call upon
him at his house, as he particularly
wanted to see him, “ upon momentous
business.” Mr, Superintendent James,
however, did not feel disposed to
obey the agent’s curt message, think-
ing that the ‘“ momentous business”
could be just as well discussed at the
police offices, and that that indeed was
the proper place for any complaint to
be made; but, on a second and
urgent message from the agent, he
sent Constable Churchill to learn
the agent’s complaint, That worthy
ofticer soon returned with sufficient
information to make Superintendent
James consent to visit the agent’s
house, though still much against his
will.  But at this juncture, Mr. De-
tective Carlyle having come into the
police offices, he at once suggested
that he should be sent to the agent,
and make some suitable apology for
the superintendent’s inability to at-
tend. To this Mr. Superintendent
James gladly assented, and the de-
tective at once bent his steps in the
direction of the agent’s house.

It may be at once guessed that De-
tective Carlyle’s presence was not at
all welcome to the agent, but it was
something he could not openly object
to, and soon he was discussing his
complaint with the detective,

“Yes,” said the detective, shaking
his head ominously, “ it’s very serious
—very serious jndeed.”

“It’s an outrage !” exclaimed the
agent. “1J1 go in peril of my life.”

‘“If yowll make that statement to
the superintendent,” said the detec-
tive, “ he'll without doubt give you a
bodyguard,”

Stephen Grainger knit his brows in
thought and vexation.

“I'm afraid,” he said presently,
“that 1 dare not ask for it. These
desperate men would be sure to find a
dozen ways to get at me alone if I
did, and once they did so my life

wouldn’t be worth a moment’s pur-
chase.”

“ Then what can we do for you 7

“Could not extra constables be
sent for ?”

‘“ Extra constables !

‘“Yes ; if more men could be spread
throughout—-—"

‘ But what earthly good would that
do ?” asked the detective impatiently,
interrupting him.

“ It would ensure people from moles-

. tation.”

‘“ People !” smiled Detective Car-
Iyle ; “ yours is the only complaint.”

“Well, what am I to do ?” de-
manded Grainger.

“Do as I suggest to you.”

“ No, sir,” he replied emphatically,
“I won't do that., I wouldn’t ven-
ture upon that course for worlds.
You don’t kunow the desperate and
determined character of these men,
Mr. Detective,” )

“Who are the men? Do you
know them ?”
“I've my suspicions,” said the

agent with slow expression ; “grave
suspicions, indeed—almost amounting
to certainty.”

Detective Carlyle raised his eye-
brows.

“ Suspicions, you know, won’t do,”
he said; “you must be absolutely
certain in such matters, It’'s al-
ways a dangerous thing to arrest men
on suspicion, and worse still if you
cannot afterwards prove your sus-
picions., But I will tell you what we
can do for you. Give me the list
of characters you suspect, and we’ll
investigate the whole affair.”

That seemed to the agent by far the
most satisfactory way of proceeding,
and he instantly took up his pen to
write out the 1list. But even then
he hesitated, and finally pushed the
sheet of paper from him.

“No,” he said, “I dare not do it.
There’s really no telling what might
be the upshot of it all if I did.”

“Then what will you do ?”

“I think T'll let the affair blow
over, and see how things turn out.”

That was just the conclusion the
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detective expected the agent to come
to, and he smiled with grim satisfac-
tion at the decision.

‘“ But there is one thing that I re-
quest you to do,” said the agent,
‘“and it won't require extra con-
stables. I want you to protect the
park., It is in the park itself that I
am subject to so much annoyance,
and, for the future, I shall prohibit
anyone from passing through the
gates after sundown.”

“Can’t you shut the
lock them ?”

“No,” said the agent; “ there
might be those passing to and from
the Manor that thus would be hin-
dered in doing so. But a constable
stationed at the gates at dusk could
prevent people entering who could
have no possible business in the park,
except they were coming for out-
rage.”

“Very well,” said the detective,
‘“ your wishes will be met in this re-
spect at once.”

It did not occur to the agent in the
remotest that the detective's ready
consent was due to anything bevond
an obliging spirit. But another and
secret motive lay underneath his
ostensible one, Like a flash of
lightning it at once struck the de-
tective that the guarding of the park
gates would materially strengthen the
effect of the plan he had made for
wringing the truth from the agent
with respect to the murder of Squire
Trethyn; and so he at once jumped
at the idea,  Within an hour after-
wards he had visited Lawyer Jeffries
and Edward Trethyn, and had ar-
ranged with them to meet him in the
park at ten o’clock the following
night.

“How do you know the agent will
venture out of doors ?” queried the
lawyer. ‘“ After his experiences of
last night I fancy he will be rather
timorous of doing so, and may not put
his nose outside the door.”

“That he will do so0,” said the de-
tective, “ I'm confident.”

“Have you any ground for your
confidence ?”

Detective Carlyle laughed.

“1 think T know a little of human
nature, Mr. Jeffries,” he said. ‘ The
man is at present tortured with
anxiety, and no house could detain
him long; he must walk abroad, he
must get out into the air ; that’s the
tendency of 2 burdened mind.”

The lawyer smiled, remarked about

36
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the detective “ growing quite philoso-
phical,” and promised to be at the
park at the time arranged with 1d-
ward Trethyn.

‘“Be most pointed in reference to
the murder,” said the detective im-
pressively to Edward. “Drive it
home, and draw from him whatever
he knows.”

Ten o’clock came, and the three
gentlemen duly arrived in the park
by way of the Manor. It was a
moonlight night, but dark masses of
clouds were sailing above, and occa-
sionally obscuring the moon, so that
at times there were moments of in-
tense darkness,

“The fates favour us,” said Detec~
tive Carlyle. * Now, let’s sit down
on the grass until the moment of
action arrives.”

They did so, and sat there half an
hour, all expectant of the coming of
the agent.

3 Iaook,”
pointing in
agent’s house.

“Jo0k,” repeated the detective.

Next moment the three watchers ob-
served Stephen Grainger walking,
with bent head, slowly through the
park, Almost  breathlessly they
watched the agent come slowly and
thoughtfully towards them, :

“YWhen he gets near the beech
tree cross his path, Mr. Edward,”’
whispered the detective; ‘ there is
a ghostly shadow there, and it will
help your purpose. You had better
stand a moment or so in the path
until he realizes your presence there,
then glide swiftly and softly behind
yonder clump of trees. Stand per-
fectly still and hushed ; don’t speak.”

On came the agent slowly, his eves
still bent on the ground. Soon he
was within a few yards from the
great silver Dbeeches.

“Now,” whispered the detective.

At the word out glided Edward,
and stood in the path, He had
taken care to dress himself in a light-
coloured suit, and the pale moon-
beams, struggling through the leaves,
made his clothing appear strikingly
white against the deeper shadows
which enveloped the trees. His face,
too (probably through the e.:citement
of the part he was playing), was
abnormally pale, and altogether his
appearance was decidedly favourable
{o the general and orthodox idea of a
ghost. And especially so to the
agent’s imaginative brain.

whispered Mr. Edward,
the direction of the
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Rigid and motionless stood Edward
in the path wuntil the unsuspicious
agent was within a few feet of him.
'Then he glided away.

‘““What was that ?”’ the agent ex-
claimed fearfully, and then stood
listening awhile in greatest dread.
“I could almost .be certain,” he said
presently, ‘“that I heard somebody
behind those trees.” He stood again
for a few moments listening, and his
heart palpitating violently. “I must
have been mistaken,” he saild again;
“no one could get in here to-night.
It’s nothing; only my own stupid
fears. How weak my nerves have
grown since the outrages of that des-
perate gang !”” He resumed his walk,
He had not gone many steps, how-
ever, before he came to another halt,
and stood in terrible agitation. On
in front of him, half a dozen yards or
so away, motionless, hushed, and
scaringly pale, stood a figure resem-
bling the dead Edward Trethyn,
Stephen Grainger’s hair almost rose on
end, and his breath came and went
in short, fitful gasps. Several mo-
ments he stood there as one trans-
fixed to the spot.
image before him one of his fancy
only, or was it—was it really—really
Edward Trethyn’s ghost ? He was
really in terrible trepidation. Pres-
ently, however, the ghost glided away
and the agent breathed more freely.

“ What to make of it I don’t know,”
muttered he to himself, as he wiped
with his handkerchief the cold per-
spiration from his brow. “I've
heard of a man’s fancy playing him
strange tricks, and it seems to me
that mine is creating all my fears.
If it comes again I'll approach it and
fathom the mystery.”

He walked on again slowly and
cautiously. His fears were by n>
means gone, but he was endeavouring
to dispel them.

“Pooh " he cried out rather
boldly ; “ ghoste ! WLat nonsense !
If there is anything substantial in
yonder image it’s Edward Trethyn
himself and no ghost. Dear me,
dear me, I wonder now whether the
squire’s son is really dead. Good-
ness knows! I've only Thomas’
word for it, and he may have played
me false. He’s capable of it.”

“Do you hear that ?” queried the
detective in a whispering voice.

The lawyer nodded his head.

“That Thomas is the late squire's
butler. He keeps the Tiethyn Arms

dyle !

‘Was the startling -
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at Netton now. Stephen Grainger set
him up. Make a mental note of that
observation ; it’s one of the keys to
this great mystery.”

Stephen Grainger slowly pursued
his way again, and the two men,
within a few feet of him) on the grass
and behind the avenue of trees,
stealthily crept along after him.

“It’'s really a strange thing in-
deed !"” muttered the agent, “and I
really must go over to Netton to-mor-
row and make further inquiries into
this matter., Thomas' distinct state-
ment was that he had drowned h'm
in the Avon——"’

The words almost caused the lawyer
to give vent to his feelings, and he
clutched the deteciive’s arm in pro-
found excitement.

‘“ Hush ¥’ hoarsely whispered Car-
“ Listen !

‘“ And the marking on the linen
corroborated his statement,” went on
the agent. “Can he therefore have
played me false? Stay! Could
Thomas hezve concocted the whole
thing ? 1 can see now that he could
easily have procured some of the
linen—— Mercy ! there’s that fright-
ful image again.”

‘“ ldward plays his part
whispered the lawyer.

“Yes; make a note of the state-
ment as to the linen, Waten !

Stephen Grainger stood trembling in
the moonlight. For the moment all
his late resolution seemed gone, and
the two watchers could see his knees
smiting each other in the very weak-
ness of fear.

The figure stood motionless and
hushed,

“Is it a delusion ?” muttered the
agent., He advanced a few steps as
if he were about to put into execu-
tion the brave determination he had
come to a few moments before, but
the figure remained rigid and still,
and he feared to advance further.
Suddenly the image vanished, and,
with a great sigh of relief, the agent
leaned against the very tree behind
which the lawyer and the detective
were hiding, and again wiped the cold
sweat from his brow.

Now the lawver and the detective
were in trepid.tion. Not for gold
would they have had themselves dis-
covered at that moment. Though
they had heard sufficient to have the
agent at once thrown into prison on
the charge of conspiracy to murder,
there was the great mystery, out of

~well,”
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which all this sprang, still lying un-
golved, and their hopes ran high for
its solution. Suddexzly a loud, pierc-
ing cry startled the echoes of the
night, followed by a unearthly wail-
ing sound, and Stephen Grainger
sprang into the path. The lawyer
and the detective exchanged glances,
and softly glided into a safer position.

‘“ What can that be ?” asked the
lawyer.

‘“ That's only part of the plan,” ex-
plained the detective. “ Listen !
Everything seems going according to
rule.”

Stephen Grainger was standing in
the path. But only for a moment,
and this last terror had fully decided
his mind on returning home. With
a hasty yet cautious step he turned
in the direction of his house, but he
had not proceeded very far when the
image suddenly appeared again in the
path, All his resolution had gone
for good now, and he was more terri-
fied than a child would have been.
He could have sunk into the very
ground in his fear. Next moment
his fears were greatly intensified by
the flgure pointing to him, and speak-
ing in hollow, sepulchral tones—

“ Judgment is at hand! Judgment
is at hand! Prepare!”

At this juncture the agent’s palpable
terror was so great that both the
lawyer and the detective feared for
the successful issue of the scheme
after all, and they every moment ex-
pected him to give way under the
strain,

“ Judgment is at hand !” cried the
ghost. “Doom has come. What
have you to say, Stephen Grainger,
for yourself ?”

The words were uttered slowly and
solemnly, and their effect was height-
ened by their dreadful intonation.

«“ Oh ! spare me, spare me ! groaned
the agent in painfullest anguish.

“Spare you ? At what time did
you ever spare anybody ? Have you
spared the poor peodle of Trethyn‘?
What is all this misery I see ? Did
you spare me ? Did you spare my
father, Stephen Grainger ?”

Unable any longer to bear the fear-
ful visitation, the agent sank to the
ground and moaned and groaned in
agony.

“ Listen, Stephen Grainger.
up !n

His face was directed towards the
ground, but he was fearful of disobey-
ing the ghost’s imperious commands.

Look
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‘“Who murdered Squire Trethyn,
Stephen Grainger 7’ demanded the
ghost in terrible terms. * Murderell
him, I say. Do you think I don't
know ? You've kept it a profound
secret, but who can keep such a
secret 7

The awful words, carrying with
them as they did a terrible accusation,
brought the agent suddenly to his
feet. Without a moment’s hesitation
he rushed to fling himself at the feet
of the ghost, crying all the while——

“ Oh, spare me, spare me!”

His sudden movement was quite un-
expected, and the ghost glided away.
The next momert Stephen Grainger
was again on his feet, and running
with all his might towards home.

“ There !” exclaimed the detective,
when he had recovered from his
surprise, “ that’s an end of it. And
just when we were getting to the very
thing we so much wanted to know.
Isn’t it vexing ?”

At that moment the two men were
joined by Edward Trethyn,

‘“He's gone home,” said Edward.
“ And nothing has been gained after
all.”

“You are mistaken there, Mr. Ed-
ward,” said the detective, “ much has
been gained.”

“ Much may be inferred,” said Ed-
ward, “ from his manner, but that is
all. It is nothing definite.”

“ We have got much more than in-
ferences,” exclaimed the detective,
“ we've got positive statements.”

“ Indeed.”

“Yes; and it may be as well at
once, Mr. Jeffries, to note them while
they are fresh on our minds. Let us
do so as we walk along.”

“ First of all,” said the detective,
“ 1 think I may tell Mr. Edward that
we've four positive statements of
Grainger which reflects damagingly
upon his innocence’in the matters we
have under consideration.”

“The first,” remarked Mr. Jeffries,
“ig his statement concerning the man
Thomas.”

“ Thomas !’ cried Edward.
old butler ?”

«“The same,” replied the detective.
« After your first appearance to-night
he was considerably exercised in his
mind as to the reality of what he saw,
and as to ghosts in general. Now
came a most eurprising statement.
First wondering after all whether Ed-
ward Trethyn was indeed dead, he
muttered these words, ¢Goodness

“ Qur
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knows ; I've only Thomas’ word for it,
and he may have played me false.’”

‘“ And he added,” said the lawyer,
‘“ the words, ‘He's capable of it.’”

“Oh, yes,” said Detective Carlyle,
“ we mustn’t forget those. Now, 1
call that a most startling statement,
and it must at once be investi-
gated.”

*“ Terrible, terrible,” said Edward.

“ Wait a moment,” said the detec-
tive. “The next statement explains
and expands the first. These were
the words: ‘Thomas’ distinct state-
ment was that he had drowned him in
the Avon.””

‘“That is, drowned you, Mr. Ed-
ward,” explained the lawyer.

“I'm right in my memory of the
words ?” queried Detective Carlyle.

‘ Perfectly,” replie. Mr. Jeffries.

“Now as to statement number
three,” pursued the detective. “*‘The
marking of the linen corroborated his
statement.’ Are not those the words,
Mr. Jeffries 27

Lawyer Jeffries said ‘ Yes.”

“The fourth statement then was
this : ‘ Could Thomas have concocted
the whole thing ? I see now that
he could easily have procured some
of the linen.””

“With the design,” explained the
lawyer to Edward, “of one way or
another personating you, at the ex-
pense of some other person.”

‘“ Now, taken all together,” said the
detective, “these four statements
amount to conspiracy to murder.
Whether or not Thomas played his
employer false, the charge still re-
mains. And it is clear to my mind
that the men who could plot this
diabolical piece of work could go
further.”

“To we,” said the lawyer, ‘ this
plot is the corollary of the former
one, and follows it as a matter of
course.”

“ That is also my opinion,” said the
detective.

“ And orn those grounds alone, would
it not be well to arrest the two men
at once 7" queried the lawyer.

Detective Carlyle shook his head.

“ Not yet,” he said. “ Mr. Edward,
however, will now see that the night’s
adventure has brought us more than
inferences.”

“ Still,” s2id Mr. Edward, as they
slowly pursued their way, “ I wouldn’t
care to reneat to-night’s performance.
To me it is highly objectionable, and
I only consented to it as a necessity.”
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“ Exactly,” said the detective, “as a
necessity. But now I think that
necessity is removed, and it wouldn’t
be needful to repeat the experiment.

‘Other plans must be tried now.”

They had come to the stile, and
the conversation paused a moment
while they got over it.

* My future plans,” said the detec-
tive, ‘“are already formed, and will
not need the assistance of either of you
gentlemen. I must go to Netton to-
morrow, and interview this landlord
of the Trethyn Arms.”

“Ycu heard Grainger say that he
also was going,” remarked the lawyer.

‘ Yes,” vigorously nodding his head,.
“1 heard it, and it is my purpose, if’
possible, to meet the two gentlemen
together.”

And with these significant words
Detective Carlyle bade the two gentle-
men, who were both staying at the
Manor for the night, a hearty fare-
well.

CHAPTER XXIX.
AN ARREST.

Very early on Monday morning the-
good people of Trethyn were aroused
from their slumbers by the loud ring-
ing of a bell. It was still dark, but
on throwing open their windows they
heard the town-crier's voice proclaim-
ing to all whom it concerned that all
the money withheld from miners at
the Saturday’s pay would be restored
to them, at the offices at seven o’clock
that morning, and that all miners
would then be expected to resume
work. The condition imposed was.
not one with which any of the men
were likely to disagree, for work had
been too long stagnant in that neigh-
bourhood, and there was much jubila-
tion at the announcement. What
had caused this eudden change of
front on the part of the agent ? Most
men put it down to their great meat-
ing on Saturday, and drew the lesson
from it that big demonstrations were
the best methods of settling all labour
disputes, but the reader is better
informed.

Of course, Stephen Grainger was
not at the offices at the early hour
of seven. Usually he left home at
ten o’clock, and that hour had already
arrived when a strange woman,
tripping lightly up the steps of the-
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agent’s house, knocked at the door,
handed in a small parcel addressed to
Stephen Grainger himself, and then
made quickly away again. The wo-
man was out of sight long before the
agent’s messenger could overtake her,
or discover who she was, but on
opening the parcel the agent founad
in it his gold watch and chain, his
rings, his scarf-pin, and his purse—
empty ! Empty, and all the bank-
notes gone from his pocket-book ! For
several moments Stephen Grainger's
rage knew no hounds, but presently
he discovered a small slip of paper,
<on which were scrawled the following
words :

‘“ All your money and the notes
have been placed in the Trethyn Bank
to the account of the Trethyn estate.”

Stephen Grainger breathed more
freely on reading the words, and it
never once occurred to him to doubt
their veracity. Somehow he gave the
men who had thus treated him credit
of their words, and in this he was not
afterwards disappointed, for, as the
slip of paper read, all the money and
the notes were faithfully banked.
But he felt the men had slighted hing
in thus banking the money, and, at the
same time, inflicted upon him bitter-
est humiliation.

“ H—m,” he contented himself with,
“it’s well it’s no worse;’ and, in-
deed, that was the only philosophical
way out of the difficulty.

Let us leave affairs at Trethyn
for awhile, and follow the fortunes of
that shambling tramp who is slowly
trudging along the high road which
leads to the little village of Netton.
You don’t know him ; at least, you
could not recognize him if you tried.
but he is an old friend of yours. His
jacket is dusty, his threadbare trous-
ers are greasy, his boots are worn
down to the upper, his crownless hat
—Ilike poor Hood’s of yore—* lets the
sunshine still repose upon his head.”

On the wretched-looking individual
trudges, until, near the village of
Netton, a horseman overtakes him,
and presently reins in at the Trethyn
Arms. Quickly throwing the reins
to a loiterer, who immediately be-
gins to walk the horse up and down
the road, the horseman hurriedly
enters the inn.

You cannot fail to recognize that
horseman as Stephen Grainger, the
agent of the Trethyn estate.

“I've come for a little private con-
versation with you,” he says, address-

ing the landlord.
at liberty ?”

“Yes ; enter.”

They have not been together in the
parlour more than three minutes when
the shambling tramp enters the inn
and takes his eeat on the settle.
Only a thin lath partition wall separ-
ates him from the bar-parlour, and
he is within possible hearing of any
conversation likely to take place in
the parlour. Just above his head is
a small window ; it is partly opened,
and a low blind is drawn across the
lower part of it. You have doubt-
less already guessed that that sham-
bling tramp is none other than Mr.
Detective Carlyle, disguised out of all
possible recognition.

Mr. Carlyle sits there several mo-
ments waiting the entrance of the
landlord. Presently he hears the
murmuring of low conversation being
carried on in the adjoining room, and
he readily takes in the situation.

“In that room,” he mentally ob-
serves, * sit Stephen Grainger and the
landlord, Thomas, in counsel, and I've
only to sit still to hear all.”

To hear all! Not all, however,
for at first the conversation is car-
ried on in low whispering, and the
words thus spoken cannot be dis-
tinctly caught. But presently the
spirit o¢ anger enters both of the men,
and their talk is proportionately in-
creased in tone.

“ My point is this,” says Stephen
Grainger, in a voice quivering with

“Is the parlour

passion: “JIs Edward Trethyn
dead ?”
“And my question is this,” re-

torts the landlord : “Why have you
come to question it ?”

“That's a question, Mr.~-Landlord,”
thinks Detective Carlyle, “that
Mr. Stephen Grainger will not an-
swer.”

And Mr. Detective Caryle is right.

“Let me tell you this, sir,” says
Stephen Grainger, “it has come to
my knowledge that you have played
me false. One hundred pounds was
the sum of money paid to you for
that business, and youw've duped
me."

“Listen,” exclaimed the landlord ;
“I'm not going to sit still here and
be insulted in this manner. You
ought to know me well enough by
this time, and if you don’t change
vour mood soon, well—"  And the
landlord shakes his head significantly.

“Well, tell me,” pleads Stephen
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Grainger, “is Edward Trethyn
dead ?”

‘“He is.”

“ You're quite sure of it ?”

“I haven’'t the smallest possible
doubt.”

“ And was it his body that was
found in the Avon ?”

‘“If not, whose was it, then ?”

‘““May there not have been a mis-
take ?”

‘““ Wasn’t his linen, which you your-
self saw, positive proof that there
could be no mistake ?”

‘“ But others may have had the
same initials,”

‘“What di@ you pay me the hun-
dred pounds for ?”

‘“ Why, to assure me of his death.”

The landlord laughed.

“ That’s a delicate way of putting
it,” he says. “But what’s the use
of discussing this matter further ?
If I tell you the story all over again
you won’t believe it.”

“1 only want to be assured of its
entire veracity.”

“ Then I assure you of it,” exclaims
the landlord, in an irritated voice;
*“and now change the subject.”

All this time Mr. Detective Carlyle
sits drinking in every word of the
conversation, making notes, and form-
ing his own conclusions ; but, saving
that he learns that £100 was the price
paid for the “ assurance’ of Edward
Trethyn‘s death, the conversation he
has listened to has given him no new
light upon the all-enshrouding mys-
tery.

‘“Change the conversation,” ill-
humouredly repeats the landlord.

“But first,” urges Stephen Grain-
ger, “let me tell you my reasons for
again opening this subject,”” and he
at once commences to rélate the
ghost-story. It takes him a Ilong
time to tell it, and during the whole
time the landlord never moves a hair,
nor even once interrupts him. The
waiting customer on the other side
of the partition has gently risen from
his seat, and is now peeping through
the little window into the room.
There he sees the landlord listening
with all his ears, his mouth and eyes
wide open in astonishment, while
Stephen Grainger slowly tells the
horrifying tale.

‘“ Now,” he says, when he has fin-
ished, “ what do you think of that ?”

For a few minutes the landlord sits
in complete silence, puffing the smoke
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from his long clay pipe and cogitat-
ing.

*“ I don't know wkat to think of it,”
he says at last. “It’s a complete
Inystery to me.”

Then for awhile the two, sit cogitat-
ing again. Presently Stephen Grain-
ger breaks the silence.

“Do you believe in ghosts ?” he
asks, with apparent hesitation in his
tone.

“No; at least, I never did until
now.”

Stephen Grainger pauses a moment
and then says:

“ And you now think that this really
was Edward Trethyn’s ghost ?”

“ Unless, indeed,” replies the land-
lord, “it was some one personating
him.”

“But with what possible object 2
queries Stephen Grainger,

‘“ That’s the mystery,” answers the
landlord, and again enters upon his
cogitations.

To Mr. Carlyle, peeping through
the window, it is quite plain that the
landlord is troubled. And indeed
the landlord has sufficient reason for
it.

This was what he had done. Upon
Edward Trethyn’'s arrest and flight,
surmising that his young master was
utterly ruined, and that he would
never more venture back to Trethyn,
the quondam butler took it into his
head to generously help himself to
his master’s clothing, linen, etc. Then
one night came the proposal from
Stephen Grainger for the “ assur-
ance,” as he was pleased to term it,
of Edward Trethyn’s death, and for
weeks afterwards the butler sought
out Edward Trethyn high and low, but
all in vain. Then there came a
rumour that a young gentleman, tally-
ing in all respects with Edward
Trethyn in appearance, had drowned
himself in the Avon.

The butler read that rumour with a
strange rush of feeling, and shortly
afterwards set out for the Avon.
‘When he got there the body was still
unfound. “In three days,” said the
authorities, “the body will float, and
then it can be recovered.” Now, it
is a marvellous fact, but not so mar-
vellous after all, that on the third
morning, at a very early hour in-
deeed, when the butler was walking
along the banks of the Avon, what
should he see floating upon the placid
waters but the very body for which
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the men had so tediously dragged the
river ! The butler’s mind was made
up; he had com€ from Trethyn for
the very purpose, though he could
not have any hope that things would
have turned out €0 much to his
wishes ; he had resolved, if possible,
to impose the lie upon the world that
the young man drowned in the Avon
was none other than Edward Trethyn,
It was a dastardly deed, but the
thing was soon effected, and the body
thrust irto the water again dressed
in Edward Trethyn’s clothes. The
rest is soon told. ‘When the body
was discovered by the river-draggers,
it was the butler who identified the
body as that of his late master,
whom, he said, he had come sorrow-
fully seeking, and he substantiated
his tale by the marking of the
linen.

The reader can now have some idea
of the landlord’'s feelings as he
muses over the story just told him by
Stephen Grainger. Is Edward Tre-
thyn alive ? If so, will he return
to Trethyn ? and if he does what will
it mean to him (the landlord) per-
sonally ? It is not Stephen Grain-
ger's wrath that he fears ; he would
snap his fingers at that. The land-
lord knew he had a weapon in his
hands which would soon silence all
the agent’s wrath. But, when all
the circumstances of the report he
had so industriously spread of Ed-
ward’s. body being found in the Avon
came to be examined, how would it
affect him ? As he sat thinking over
it, the possibility of his crime coming
home to him tortures him exceedingly,
and he feels half inclined to make a
clean breast of it all to Grainger.
“1t could do no harm,” he observes
to himself, “ and it might avert com-
ing doom.”

“ Hello I” shouts a voice at that
moment from the bar. It is the
tramp’s voice. He thinks be has
waijted long enough without atten-
tion, and he now calls for his mug
of beer.

The landlord comes out from the
bar-parlour and supplies the wants of
his customer, and again goes back
jnto the parlour, walking like a man
in a dream.

Presently the tramp hears whis-
pering voices again, and strains his
ears to listen to what is said. Soon
the whispering grows louder, and the
voices become natural. In the en-
thralling topic of their conversation
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the two men have plainly forgotten
the customer at the bar,

“I've heard of apparently drowned
men coming to life again,” says the
landlord,

‘“But not after having been three
days in the water,” replies Stephen
Grainger.

The landlord is nonplussed. He
feels he has made a bad beginning,
and strains his ingenuity to make a
new trial. But he sees no way out
of the difficulty, and at length blurts
forth a portion of the truth.

“I begin to think,” he says, “that
Edward Trethyn is not dead.”

Detective Carlyle is again peering
through the corner of the window.

‘““Not dead ?” exclaims Grainger,
after a moment’s painful pause, and
his face expressing his great fear.

‘“ Not dead !’ repeats the landlord.

‘“ But you—"

Stephen Grainger’s agitation en-
courages the butler, and he hides the
truth no longer.

“I may as well tell you the truth,”
he says. “1 know he is not dead;
at least, I mean to say that I know
that the body which was found in the
Avon was not my young master’s.”

Stephen Grainger rises to his feet
white and trembling. Words would
fail to describe either his appear-
ance or his agitation at this moment;
anger alternates with fear, passion
with terror, while he has to clutch
the table for support.

‘“You've deceived me,” he says
fiercely. Then, in terror, he exclaims,
“1f Edward Trethyn is alive it means
ruin ¥’

44 why ?n
landlord.

“Do you ask me why ?” he queries
hoarsely.

“Is anything known of the other 2"
says the butler with alarm.

“The other ? What other 2

The landlord lays his hand® upon
Stephen Grainger’s arm, and gently
forces him into his chair again.

“Have you taken Ileave of your
senses ?” he asks. “I1 mean, is it
known that Edward Trethyn is not
responsible for his father’s death ?”

(Detective Carlyle pricks up his
ears, and his breath comes thick and
fast as he hears these words. Al-
ready he feels within measurable dis-
tance of the key to the Trethyn
mystery.)

“ No,” replies Stephen Grainger.

“Then what do you fear ?”

pointedly demands the
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‘“Unless Edward Trethyn has re-
turned to—to——"

“To what ?”

“X really don’t know,” says the
agent in confusion. ‘“ But perhaps
Edward Trethyn knows all about——"

“Hush ! interrupts the cooler
landlord. ‘“How can he? Have
you told him ?”

‘“ Nf),” he replies in the greatest
surprise.

‘“Have you told anyone ?”

“Thomas, do you think I am a
fool 2"

“I do when I see you trembling like

a kitten. You’ve told nobody ; I've
told nobody. 'Who, then, knows our
secret ? And if no one knows—if

1o one can know—why this cowardly
fear ?”

“Well,” says Stephen Grainger,
presently, and rising to go, * keep
your eyes and ears open, Thomas, and
if you discover anything let me
know.”

‘“And what you must do,” returns
the landlord, “is to clap Edward
Trethyn in prison again the moment
he reappears.”

They come out of the bar-parlour
again, Stephen Grainger calling for
his horse. They find the tramp
still sitting on the settle sipping his
mug of beer, and when the two con-
federates see him they exchange
terrified glances with each other.

“I say, man,” cries the landlord,
“I thought that you were gone ?”

“Not yet,” replies the tramp.

‘“How long have you been here ?”
demands Stephen Grainger.

‘“A goodish Dbit, mister,” says the
tramp, pulling his forelock.

‘ But what keeps you here so long?”
asks the agent.

“I'm resting, sir.”

‘“Resting! What business have
you resting here so long ?”

The tramp looks up into his ques-
tioner% face.

‘“My business is my
says.

“I've half a mind,” replies Grain-
ger, “to give you into custody for a
vagrant.”

“That would hurt you more than
me,” says the tramp saucily. * Good-
ness, mister, who are you to talk in
this manner to a poor workingman ?”

“Workingman !’ cries Grainger.

“One would think,” pursues the
tramp, “ that you were that Stephen
Grainger, the agent of Trethyn es-
tate, to hear you talk.”

own,” he
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Stephen Grainger is furious, but is

checked by this parallel, and his dis-
cretion returns to him.
. ‘“ Here, my man,” he says, throwing
a florin on the table, “I meant no
wrong to you. The landlord and I
were talking over a few business
matters inside there,” nodding in the
direction of the bar-parlour, “and I
was only fearful lest the business
we've been engaged upon should have
been overheard.”

“If it had been murder you
couldn’t appear more alarmed,” an-
swers the tramp, at the same time
pushing the florin back to the
agent.

‘“ Murder!
your head ?”

“You did.”

“1?" and Stephen Grainger utters
the word in dread. * Did you ovcr-
hear our conversation ?”

That amounts almost to a confes-
sion, and the astute landlord hastens
to relieve his companion’s dilemma.

“What the gentleman means,” he
says, addressing Stephen Grainger,
“is that your apparent alarm sug-
gested to him his gruesome idea.”

Stephen Grainger turns on his heel
to move away. :

“ Here,” cries the tramp, “ take this
money back. I want no money from
such a man as you.”

Muttering something about the
impudence of the man, Stephea Grain-
ger took up the florin again,
mounted his horse and rode away.

“He's an ecentric fellow,” says
the landlord in a conciliatory tone
when the agent had gone, “and you
must excuse him.”

“He's no gentleman,” answers the
tramp rising, “and I shall hope to
have the pleasure of meeting him
again some day.”

The landlord laughs long and
loudly at this extraordinary state-
ment, and when the tramp is gone
laughs over it again and again.

Half an hour or so passes away,
and the landlord has repeated the
joke with certain variations to the
intense amusement of his customers,
and he is now alone behind his bar
still meditating upon it when the
tramp suddenly returns.

«“ Hello !” cries the landlord, ‘‘ back
again ?”

Detective Carlyle glances round the
place as if looking for somebody.

“No,” jeeringly laughs the land-

What put that into
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Jord, ““ he’s not here. You must call
some time again, .0ld boy.”
‘“ You're quite alone ?”

‘“ Quite aione,” laughs

lord.

“Well, will you just kindly step
into the bar-parlour here ?”

“ Why, old joker 2 You seem full
of fun.”

“The fact is,” and the landlord
quickly notices an alteration in the
tone of the tramp’s voice, *‘ I've come
to make a confession.”

The landlord’s mood suddenly
changes. As yet, however, he has
no suspicion that the tramp is other
than he pretends to be, but it dawns
upon him that all his late conversa-
tion with the agent has, after all, been
overheard. 'With a more serious dis-
position he now conducts the tramp
into the parlour, and motions him to
a chair,

‘““Then you did hear our conversa-
tion 2’ he asks feverishly.

‘“ Bvery word of it.”

‘“Why didn’'t you say so when the
gentleman agsked you ?°

‘“Then,” with significant emphasis,
“I was not in the position to confess
my having heard it.”

‘" Why ?”

the land-

“Well, one thing was, you were
two against one.”
‘“But he would have paid ¥you

handsomely to promise secrecy. What
will you take to keep it to yourself ?”

“Nothing.”

“ Nothing 7

‘“Not a cent.
all known.”

‘“ Come ; that’s a threat—a needless
threat, for you’ve only to name your
own price.”

“ No money will buy me,” says the
tramp. * What I've heard is so very
serious that——"

“ Bosh I” exclaims the landlord.
“You cannot understand what the
matter was we were talking about,
even if you heard the words.”

“I tell you this,” replies the
tramp, “you two between you have
murdered the late Squire Treth——"

“ Scoundrel !’ yells the landlord,
springing at the tramp’s throat and
almost choking him with his strong
grip.  “Unsay those words, or I'll
be the death of you.”

The next moment the door of the
bar-parlour is suddenly flung open ;
the noise within has attracted the
attention of the two constables
whom the detective had left at the

I intend to make it
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street door, and the landlord now
finds himself flung violently to the
ground. A moment afterwards he
feels cold steel wristlets Dbeing
fastened on his hands.

** What is the meaning of this ?” he
demands.

Quickly Detective Carlyle removes
his false hair and whiskers, and re-
plies :

“It meaus, sir, that you are my
prisoner.”

‘“On what charge ?”

“You are arrested on two charges.
Tirst, for conspiring with another to
do away with Edward Trethyn, the
heir to the Trethyn estate ; and, sec-
ondly, for being concerned with an-
other in the murder of Squire Tre-
thyn, of Trethyn Manor. And now,
my men, remove this man to Tre-
thyn Bridewell, and then meet me at
the colliery offices.”

An hour afterwards Detective Car-
lyle, closely followed by the two
constables, is bending his steps to-
wards the colliery offices for the pur-
pose of making another arrest, when
a loud report, and then a low, rum-
bling noise, which shakes the ground,
suddenly brings them to a standstill.
What is it ? Those who live in
colliery districts have no reason to
ask what such terrible noises mean.
Too well they know the dread mean-
ing, but had the detective not known
it now, the hundred shouts that rent
the air the next moment would have
painfully told him.

It was plain that an explosion had
taken place in the mine.

o e

CHAPTER XXX.
THE EXPLOSION IN THE MINE.

Yes, it was, alas, too true! An
explosion had occurred in the mine.
The dread sound which shook the
ground beneath the feet, and almost
paralyzed everyone with fear,
needed no explanation, for, unhappily,
those who live in colliery districts
know too well the awful meaning of
such sounds—sounds which spread
panic and desolation on every hand,
and often, as the result of them,
misery, suffering, and painful be-
reavements.

The first great shock of the ex-
plosion seemed to strike all Trethyn
dumb with fear, and people stared at
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each other aghast. It was many
moments before they could find their
voices, but when they did manage to
overcome their inability to give
articulation to their feelings, one
loud, despairing wail broke from
hundreds of throats, and men and
women were seen all running in the
one direction of the mines.

The night shift had not long be-
fore returned to their homes, and
therefore very few of the men had as
yet gone to bed, but, having washed,
they were mostly sitting in their
shirt sleeves at home, enjoying a
pipe of tobacco or a little comfort-
able chat with their families, after
their morning meal. But at the
dread sound out they rushed from
their homes, many of them not wait-
ing to put on either coat or hat, and
ran in wild haste to the scene of the
disaster. Leaving their homes to
their fate 1in their absence, out
rushed the panic-stricken women also,
their faces pale as death from the
great shock. Some of those women
had husbands in the mines, some had
sons, others had brothers and lovers ;
all had some one down in the dark
mine, some one probably, at that
moment, lying mangled or dead ; and,
in this overwhelming crisis, in this
all-absorbing fear, what was home or
what was anything else to them if
their dearest and best were in peril
of their lives ?

Detective Carlyle was on his way to
the general offices, and the reader
well knows his errand, but, in the
general excitement of the moment,
his errand was either forgotten or de-
ferred, and, in a few moments, he
was chasing in the same direction as
everybody else, full of eagerness to
learn all the news of the sad disas-
ter, As he passed the general
offices, Stephen Grainger rushed out
and crossed the detective’'s path. Mr.
Carlyle stopped, turned round, and
beckoned to his two officers.

“ Don’t arrest him yet,” he said, “he
will be of invaluable service yonder,”
pointing towards the mines ; “ his ar-
rest can be made safe enough after-
wards.”

Scarcely three minutes had passed
by since the terrible explosion, and
yet literally hundreds of people were
hastening towards the pits. The
roads were thronged with a dense
mass of human beings, all urging
their way to the mines, and all
worked up to the highest pitch of al-

most uncontrollable excitement. Al-
most uncontrollable, for in this dread
moment both men and women seemed
to exercise their utmost strength to
subdue their feelings as much as pos-
sible. There was no wailing or cry-
ing now ; men ran with countenances
indicative of strongest determination
to trample down every feeling that
would hinder them doing their best
for their comrades in the mine.
Then was not the time for giving
way to sorrow and feeling; there
would come a time for those things
afterwards, when the last man had
been brought up out of the mine, but
just then was the time for work and
rescue. The women, too, poor
things, put on their fluttering hearts
a strong restraint, and ran without
crying, their faces set and robbed of
every particle of color, their hands
pressed to thei:r heart, their eyes
glaring with wildest fear, while the
tenderest pity and anxiety marked
every countenance, At the moment
of the explosion most of the women
had been attending to their house~
hold duties, and were in little form
for running thus through the public
streets, but who thinks of dress or
form at such times as these ? Bon-
netless some, and with streaming hair
flying in the wind, others with sleeves
tucked up and soapy hands just out
of the wash-tub, others from knead-
ing the bread, from scrubbing the
floors, from cleaning up the fireside,
or dressing the baby (the baby in many
instances being still half-dressed, but
carried in the mother’s arms), one
and all, just as they were at the mo-
ment, they rushed towards the mine
to learn the fate of their beloved
ones, who but an hour or so ago had
kissed them good-day.

‘“ At which of the pits has the ex-
plosion occurred ?” asked Detective
Carlyle from one of the overmen, as
he sped along.

‘“ At the Big Pit,” was the answer.

Soon the detective reached the pit,
and the scene which met his eyes
beggars all description. Although an
incredibly short time had elapsed
since the explosion was first heard,
the approaches to the mine were
thronged with a vast crowd of people,
and still hundreds more were aug-
menting it every moment. And this
vast crowd, though worked upon to
the highest degree, was orderly,
tractable, and, marvellous to relate—
hushed !
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Round the pit’s mouth a strong
cordon of men was already drawn,
and standing amongst them Stephen
Grainger was giving orders for the
rescue. The explosion bhad been so
terrific, that the cage used to lower
the men into the mine was all blown
to pieces. The shaft, too, was con-
siderably damaged, and, on looking
down, it could be seen that huge
pieces of stone had been 1lcosened
from the side walls, and, falling to
the bottom, must have blocked up the
shaft below, rendering the way of
escape both difficult and dangerous.
The question now arose, how to get
down into the pit. It would take
two hours to repair the cage, and the
imprisoned miners below could not
be left so long without some efforts
being put forth to their rescue. But
how could they be reached ?—that was
the all-important question. A few
brave spirits nstantly put a loop in
the wire chaia which still swung
over the great wheel at the head of
the pit, and thus formed a rough
means for rescue.

Then came the call for volunteers.

‘“Who will go down ?”

“TI'll be one,” said Rake Swinton,
who for some mysterious reason or
other had not gone down the shaft
that morning.

“An’ I'lI1 be another,”
Roberts, the fireman.

“ An’ me, too,”” cried George Ford,
who, from one of the nelghboring
pits had come to render what aid he
could.

“ Me, also,” cried some one else.

‘““ An’ here’s another man,” cried a
score of ready voices.

There was no lack of willing work-
ers, and in a very short time both
a rescue party and reliefs were
formed.

The descent could only be made,
properly speaking, by one man at a
time, by placing his feet in the loop
at the end of the rope, standing up-
right in it, and clinging to the rope
with his hands above him, but so
eager were the rescuers to get below
that two men went down together at
a time, Rake Swinton and Seth
Roberts taking the lead.

They had already descended some
distance when the cry was raised at
the pit’s mouth for a leader—an ex-
perienced underground agent who
could direct the rescuers. All eyes
were directed towards Stephen Grain-
ger, as if imploring him to go down,
but he made no offer. Nor would

said Seth
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he have been much use had he offered,
for he was only a land- -agent, not an
experienced mining engineer such as
is employed on every coll.ery works,
and Mr. Tomkins, the Trethyn en-
gineer, was already in the fated mine,
ahd perhaps dying or dead. Still
some one was needed, and the anxiety
of the people grew terrible to be-
hold.

“Who will go ?
they cried.
for 27

But for whom could they send ?
The nearest pits were miles away,
and it seemed as if the people were
at their wits' end with excitement.

“Send for Sir Charles Montgom-
ery,” purposelessly cried some.

‘“ What good could he do ?” asked
others ; “we want a practical man
here.”

‘“ Where’s the heir of Trethyn ?”
some one cried from the crowd.

Stephen Grainger looked towards
the place where the cry came from,
and replied loud enough for all to
hear :

‘“If he were here he could do no
good. He knows nothing about col-
lieries,”

“It’s Edward Trethyn we want,”
some one said. “If he were here
the men wouldn’t want a leader.”

‘“Is he a practical man ?” shouted
some one from the crowd, and looking
towards the speaker, the people recog-
nized Detective Carlyle. Stephen
Grainger recognized him, too, and his
eyes blazed with annoyance.

“JIs Edward Trethyn a practical
man ?'’ repeated the detective eagerly.

“ Aye, that he were,” answered a
score of voices. ‘“ There were few his
equal in this part of the country.”

Without another moment's hesita-
tion, Detective Carlyle pushed his
way out through the crowd, and was
soon hurrying away as for his life.
Where was he going? No man
knew, and few men heeded; in-
deed, excepting Stephen Grainger
himself, no man in the vast crowd
took any more notice of the detective
after having answered the question.
But Stephen Grainger marked the de-
tective’s hurried flight, and all his
fears of that morning in the Trethyn
Arms at Netton returned with re-
newed force. Was Edward Trethyn
then alive, after all ? And did De~
tective Carlyle know of it? And
was he even now hastening away to
bring Edv;vard Trethyn to the mine ?

‘Who will go ?”
‘“Can’t some one be sent
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HENRY GEORGE.

In the faith of Henry George there was
something sublime. A sailor boy, a print-
er, a havd-working editor, self-educated,
struggling with poverty, he steps into the
arena with a work on economics ; he chal-
lenges the acknowledged masters on that
subject, and some day posterity will pro-
nounce judgment that in some of the
most important respects he outstripped
them all.

Christ beheld the city and he wept over
it. It - was the same sight that aroused
the spirit of Henry George. It was the
misery that he saw amid the affluence of
New York that determined the purpose
of hislife. ““There,” as he describes in
his own eloquent language, ‘‘where the
machinery of production and exchange is
at the highest point of efliciency, where
bank vaults hold millions, and show win-
dows flash with more than a prince’s ran-
som, where warchouses and elevators are
gorged with grain, and markets are piled
with all things succulent and toothsome,
—in these centres of wealth and power
and refinement, there are always hungry
men and women and little children.
Never the sun goes down but on human
beings prowling like wolves for food, or

* «“The Science of Political Economy.”
By Henry George. Toronto: George N.
Morang. Pp. 585. Price, $2.00.

huddlingtogetherforshelter and warmth,”
It was this spectacle that led him to de-
vote his life to the investigation of the
cause of this miscarriage of civilization.

Columbus set out to discover a new
route to the Indies, but he did vastly
more, he revealed to humanity the exist-
ence of an unknown continent. James
Watt set out to repair a toy of a labora-
tory and he also did more, he gave to the
world the modern colossus, the steam
engine. Henry George set out to find
the cause of poverty in the midst of plenty
and he accomplished something manifold
better, he gave to humanity a Christian
science of political economy. Columbus
wrought a revolution in leading the way
to the settlement of a mew continent.
Watt wrought a revolution in the methods
of producing wealth. George will pro-
duce a still greater rev.lution in teaching
how to realize the relationship of brother-
hood among men. .

Describing the scope of this subject he
says, ‘‘political economy is that science
which to civilized men of to-day is of
most practical importance ; for it is the
science which treats of the nature of
wealth and the laws of its production and
distribution ; that is to say, of matters
which absorb the larger part of the
thought and eftort of the large majority
of us—the getting of a living. TItincludes
in its domain the greater part of those
vexed questions which lie at the bottom
of our politics and legislation, of our
social and governmental theories, and
even in larger measure than may at first
be supposed, of our philosophies and re-
ligions. It is the science to which must
belong the solving of problems, which at
the close of a century of the greatest
material and scientific progress the world
has ever seen, are in civilized countries
clouding the horizon of the future—the
only science that can enable our civiliza-
tion to escape already threatened catas-
trophe.”

It was the appreciation and the demon-
stration of these truths that has made the
work of George of such great value to
humanity.

While Henry George accepts the earlier
definition of political economy as the
science which treats of the nature of
wealth and the methods of its production
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and distribution, he shows, however, by
his discussion, that its scope is much
wider, including considerations of human
nature, social relationships and ethical
philosophy. He rejects the doctrine as-
sumed by Adam Smith that the funda-
mental principle of economic philosophy
is, that In the pursuit of wealth, man is
following solely his selfish instincts.
George, on the contrary, assumes that the
primawry postulate of human action is
that all men seck to gratify their desires
with the least possible exertion. It is
this fundamental postulate that makes it
possible to reduce human activities to a
science.

In his last work George shows the same
pains-taking care as in his preceding
books. Nothing is slurred over, but
everything is examined with scrupulous
thoroughness and expressed in that lumi-
nous styleand illustrated with that beauty
which marks him as a master among Eng-
lish writers.

As political economy deals with wealth,
he reviews the definition of that term
given by a number of leading writers on
this subject, and he points out The un-
satisfactory character of many of these
definitions. Most of the writers would
include as wealth ““all those things which
have exchange value,” But the moment
we come to question this definition it
proves its utter inadequacy.

What are the conditions necessary to
exchange value ? First utility, the power
to satisfy some want; Second, limitation
in quantity so that we must toil to pro-
cure a suficiency. Therefore, according
to the common definition, air, though
possessing utility, is not wealth, because

- 1t is immediately accessible and supplied
to us without effort. But suppose the
supply of pure air became limited as in
deep mines, or in diving bells, then, as
toil would be necessary to procure a suf-
ficieney, it would be called wealth. Thus,
as the supply diminishes, as we become
poorer in air, it becomes wealth, This
assumption makes poverty and wealth
synonymous, a reductio ad abswrdum. If
it were a mere matter of verbal interpre-
tation, this discussion would not be worth
the time spent over it ; but when we con-
sider that every legislative body in the
world has to deal practically with the
term, and that on its correct interpre-
tation depends the success or failure of
owr civilization, then we see the import-
ance of adequate investigation.

To understand properly what should
be included in the term wealth, George
first examines the nature of value, and he
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points out the fact, overlooked or inade-
quately appreciated by so many other
writers, that value is not simple but dual
in character.

A number of men by various processes
convert some valueless ore into valuable
machinery. Here is an increase of value
concurrent with an increase in commodi-
ties. This indicates an increase in wealth.
A hundred years ago fuel on this conti-
nent was exceeding abundant. The forests
have been swept away, thus diminishing
the supply; population has inereased
enormously, thus inereasing the demand.
In fuel, therefore, we are much poorer
than we were a century ago. Mean-
while the value of the coal mines has
risen from a mere trifie till now they are
worth millions. This increase in value
does not result from increase in quantity
but from diminution and is a sign of im-
poverishment.

Labour always strives to convert the
scarce into the abundant. Where the
farmer puts in one bushel he hopes to
reap twenty. Increased population on
the contrary must make land, forest, fuel
and minerals relatively morve scarce. Thus
we have increase of value in two different,
ways. The first is concurrent with an in-
crease of commodities caused by labour,
the second is concurrent with a diminu-
tion of raw material caused by increased
population. Were we to place these two
ralues in the san-e rategory, would we
not be setting at dehwaceall correct scien-
tific distinction ?

The first value George calls the *‘ value
from improvement,” the second he calls
the ““value from obligation.”

In economic science probably this dis-
tinction is the most important that has
ever been clucidated, and is destined to
work a revolution in human affairs.

Correct definition is not always neces-
sary to correct understanding. It may
be that George spent too much time in
trying to get a correct definition of wealth ;
but he could not spend too much time in
trying to work out correct distinctions,
and proper understanding of these dis-
tinctions.

To treat the earth, the raw material on
which labour has expended no effort, as
belonging to the same category as the
articles which labour has produced from
the raw material, is to make a grave mis-
take. Therefore, any definition of wealth
must take cognizance of this difterence.
Then, again, as has been pointed out,
humanity can affect the material of the
carth in two different ways, first, indi-
vidually, by the application of labour, or,
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second, conjointly by increase of popula-
tion. A number of men may mine some
coal and apply it to manufacturing pur-
poses whereby they increase the number
of human comforts or conveniences. On
the other hand population comes to the
continent, consumes the forests and enor-
mously diminishes the supply of fuel,
The first operation gives us an increase
of value from an increase of products, the
second gives an increase of value from
diminution of raw material. Here again
any definition of wealth must take cog-
nizance of this difference. And it is be-
cause the political economy of the past
has taken insufficient notice of these dif-
ferences that the study of this science
has been so confusing and unsatisfactory.

One of the most interesting chapters
of the whole book is that which treats of
co-operation, not of that narrow co-opera-
tion of which the Rochdale Pioneers is a
sample, but the world-wide co-operation,
which is shown in the commerce that
girdles the continents with railroads and
makes the oceans its paths. Here, with
wonderful eloquence and beauty, he shows
the difference of the ‘¢ co-operation under
direction” and the *‘co-operation with-
out direction, or spontaneous.”

In a ship the sailors co-operate under
the direction of the captain and by their
combined efforts produce results which
could not be accomplished if each acted
spontaneously for himself. Again, in the
building of a ship we have  co-operation
under direction.” But this co-operation
would be helpless, were it not for the
much wider and vastly more important
spontaneous co-operation. Ask the di-
recting mind that governs the building of
a ship to see after the preparation of the
timber in the forests, its conveyance across
continent and ocean, the taking of the
iron ore from the mines, and its elabora-
tion into the finished article, the prepara-
tion of the sextant and chronometer, the
preparation of the various nautical or as-
tronomical tables, ask him to do all this
and he would be helpless. A mere master
of men, though he could command the
services of millions could not make such
a ship unless in a civilization prepared
for it.

With respect to the doctrine of some
people that all kinds of co-operation
should be placed under direction, instead
of being left to the intelligence of indi-
viduals, George asserts: *‘To attempt to
apply that kind of co-operation which re-
quires direction from without to the work
proper for that kind of co-operation which
requires direction from within, is like ask-
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ing the carpenter who can build a chicken-
house, to build a chicken also.”

But it is when he comes to the discus-
sion of the Distribution of Wealth that
George shows his critical acurhen at its
best. Speaking of the production of
wealth, John Stuart Mill says, ‘“The laws
and conditions of the production of wealth
partake of the character of physical
truths.” Mere he is undoubtedly correct.
Production is always working with physi-
cal forces according to physical laws.
‘“But it i3 not so with the distribution
of wealth,” says Mill, ¢“this is a matter
of human institution solely. The things
once there, mankind, individually or col-
lectively, can do with them as they like.”

This doctrine George demolishes most
effectively. ““In considering the produc-
tion of wealth,” he says, ‘“we are con-
cerned with natural laws of which we can
only ask ‘what is.’” But the moment
we turn to the consideration of the laws
of the distribution of wealth, the idea of
‘‘right or duty becomes primary.” Pro-
duction, he teaches, belongs to physical
law, while distribution belongs to moral
law. *®

In pursuing John Stuart Mill in this dis-
cussion, George exposes the contradictory
character of some of the teachings of that
philosopher. After laying down the doc-
trine that fdistribution of wealth, ¢‘is a
matter of human institution only,” Mill
proceeds to discuss ‘‘property” and at
once shows that he recognizes that hehind
all human law is a higher law: for he
refers to *‘justice,” “‘right,” and ‘‘ought,”
all which terms assume a law of right, a
moral law, antecedent to, and superior to,
all human law. .

It is in this discussion that we see the
importance of the examination of the
meaning of the term *‘wealth” for the
distinctions that determine the applica-
tion of that word must apply also to the
meaning of the word ‘‘ property.”

Where a man has bestowed labour in
adding ““value” to raw material, there
can be no question as to his ¢“property ”
in this value, and, therefore, he is quite
right in demanding payment for his labour
or service. But can this apply to the
raw material itself to which he has added
no value by his labour ¢ Who has a right
to demand payment for that ?

Then, again, between the effect of in-
dividual effort in adding value to raw
material and the effect of communal
growth in giving value to land, forests,
mines and water powers, we must note the
distinction as to the rights of property.

These are distinctions to which George
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has tried to give emphdsis. So far as the
individual is concerned, the teaching of
George is that he can claim property in
value only where he has produced value,
and that the value caused to land by the
increase of population and by public im-
provements belongs of right, not to in-
dividuals, but to the community.

¢ Natural law, the moral law,” George
claims, gives the product to the producer ;
but this cannot be made to cover property
in ‘‘that value which society gives to
Lind.”

The student who wishes to see a capital
specimen of skilful ecritical analysis, of
inexorable logic, of masterly dissection
and detection of subtle fallacies, will find
an admirable example in the merciless
manner in which George lays bare some
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ﬁ ) l1:1he careless teachings of John Stuart
ill,

In the reading of this book there is a
tinge of sadness. The work was left un-
tinished. Pagesappear at timesin blank.
That hain so gifted, that power of ex-
pression so skilled, that spirit so devout,
was stricken down in the midst of its
labour ; and, while perusing this work,
thuse of us who had watched the earnest-
ness of his life, the loftiness of his aims,
the singleness of his purpose, feel their
deprivation.

It is possible that the successof his life
will not rest so much on the enunciation
of his doctrines as in the fact that he has
aroused an interest in this discussion
which will not cease till the solution for
our social ills is discovered.

DIVINE

COMPASSION.

BY ALFRED H. HENRY.

Christ is weeping o’er the city,
On his heart, compassionate,
All the burdens, all the sorrows,
All the sins of men, the hate,
Born of hate, and breeding hatred
In the hearts of others ; the want,
Clamouring, imperative,
Always present, grim and gaunt.
Men lose manhood through the stress
Of hunger, thirst and Diting cold.
How the Saviour longs to gather
These poor sufferers to His fold.

Like a human life—the city !
With its sorrows buried deep ;

With its pain and sin and anguish ;
With its guilt that murders sleep :

With its pride of vain concealment,
Smiling, acting well its part

In the daylight ; bold, defiant,
‘While the worm is at its heart ;

Eager in its search for pleasure,
I%ew sensation, anything—

Business, passion, vain excitement—
That will take from pain its sting,

And will purchase, for a moment,
Half forgetfulness at least,

Of its consciousness of weskness,
And of guilt each day increased.

Every human heart is needy,
None have strength to stand alone,
>Mid the shock, the storm, the battle,
All life has an undertone
Sad and mournful, breathing failure,
Conscious need, unconscious prayer,
Sin and sadness, eager striving,
Disappointment, everywhere.
But within the crowded city,
’Mid the bustling herd of men,
Where the clamour is the loudest,
And the eager strife for gain
Stifles every thought of pity ;
Where the strenuous race for life

Gives no racer pause for breathing
Or for respite in the strife ;
Where the one who halts is falling,
And the one who falls is lost
Like a piece of rotten driftwood
By a swollen current tossed ;
Where bewildering enticements
T'o a life of shame and sin,
Face the foolish and unwary,
And beguile the wanderer in ;
Where the voice of God is silenced,
By the clamour of the crowd,
Mad with lust and thirst for pleasure ;
‘Where the weak, the lame, the proud,
All are pushed and packed together,
Left to die or fight it out ;
Where a man must trample others,
Or be crushed amid the rout;
Where the human throng is densest,
There’s the greatest human need,
And prevailing prayer goes heavenward
From these hearts thatrage and bleed.

Christ is weeping o’er the city,
He has power to bring relief,
These are not the tears of weakness,
Or of helpless, hopeless grief.
Tell to him your tale of failure,
He can restoration bring ;
He can give the pilsied power,
And can make the dumb to sing.
He can calm the storms of passion,
As He calmed the raging sea,
From the chaos of life’s struggle
He can bring tranquillity.
He can heal the broken-hearted,
He can speak away your sin,
Through the stress of life’s temptations.
He can cause your soul to win,
Hear you, now, his words of pleading
To the burdened and defiled :
< Come to Me, ye heavy-laden,
Come, and let me save, my child.”



DANTE'S

STATUE OF DANTE, FLORENCE.

Dante was the greatest writer of the
Middle Ages, and one of the very great-
est of all the ages. He may be said to
have created the Italian language, and to
have largely moulded the religious litera-
tureé of all Europe. Born m 1266, he
antedated Chaucer, the father of English
poetry, by seventy-four years. He was
not, however, the serene and sunny poet
of life and love, but the austere and
sombre prophet who ‘¢ wandered through
realms of gloom.”

In a narrow street of Florence one
may still see the house in which the
¢ divine poet” was born, and near Giot-
to’s tower they showed, till recently, a
stone with the inscription upon it, “Sasso
di Dante,” on which he used to sit and
watch the building of that miracle of art,

¢ Longfellow,” says our author, ‘¢ com-
pares his great poem to a cathedral with
dim aisles and sombre vaults. As we

* «The Divine Comedy of Dante Ali-
ghieri.” Translated by the Rev. Henry F.
Cary. Together with Dante Gabriel Ros-
setti’s Translation of the New Life. Edited,
with Introduction and Notes, by Oscar
Kuhns. New York: Thomas Y. Crowell
& Co. Toronto: William Briggs. Pp.
xxxiv-476. Price, 82.00
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“DIVINE COMEDY.”*

enter, we scem to hear the voice of
lamentation from the crypts below, and
the story of forgotten tragedies from the
confessionals ; while the light, sifted
through the painted windows, trembles
and shakes as the air is filled with the

¢ Old Latin hymns of peace and love,
And benedictions of the Holy Ghost.’

‘¢ And so we, too, of this present, far-off
time—when weary and discouraged in
the battle of life, when stung by defeat
and hurt by evil tongues—can gain new
strength and new courage from this book.
We, too, can enter its serene and tranquil
precinets, and as we leave our burden at
this minster-gate—

¢ Kneeling in prayer, and not ashamed to
pray,
The tumult of the time disconsolate
To inarticulate murmurs dies away,
While tho eternal ages watch and
wait.’”

Dante knew heart-breaking sorrow and
trinl. ¢ When all earthly happiness
failed him,” says our author, ‘“‘and the
star of hope had set forever, he turned
to thoughts of the eternal world and
became a humble seeker after divine
wisdom and illuminating grace. Con-
verted and shuddering at the horrors of
eternal perdition which he had escaped,
he wrote the ¢ Divine Comedy,” to warn
others of the inevitable consequences of
their sins, to lead them up the steep
heights of purgatory, to the life with God
on high.”

So sad and stern was his countenance,
the women in the streets whispered to
each other, “Ecco I’ uomo che & stato
nell’ Inferno ”—*¢ Behold the man who
has been in hell.”

‘A book, parts of which Ruskin has
declared to be little short of the miracu-
lous, a book containing passages that
Walter Savage Landor and Goethe have
placed far above all other poctry ; a book
that has won the life-long devotion of
such scholars as Hegel and Schopenhauer,
Tholuck and Schelling, Longfellow and
Lowell—such a book must surely be
worthy of study.”

The Latin inscription on his tomb is
said to have been composed by the poet
himself. The last two lines breathe a -
bitter melancholy :




Dante's Divine Comedy.

TOMB OF DANTE, RAVENNA.

¢ Hie Claudor Dantes, patriis extorris ab
oris,
Quem genuit parvi Florentia mater am.
ovis —
“Here lie I, Dante, an exile from my
native land ; born;of Florence, & mother
of little IOVO.”;z':nxx, g
It is a credit to Methodist scholarship
that’a professor (in Wesleyan University

should have produced one of the best
editions of this great author, with some
of the best illustrative notes anc com-
ments on the obscurities inevitable in a
poem six centuries old. The book is ad-
mirably printed and has seventeen illus-
trations, including the recently discov-
ered portrait of Dante by his contemporary
Giotto.

¢ Who will not mercic unto others show,
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How can he mercie ever hope to have?”
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It is 2 very happy emen that the an-
niversay of the great Irish Rebellion of
1798 finds the relations of Great Britain
and Ircland more hannonious than they
have everbeen.  The labours of the jreat
Dritish stateanan, about whese Jdeath.
Ind the world may he ssid te watch, have
Iangely comtributed to this rsalt.  They
Lave created 2 more sympathetic feding
as to the needs of Ircland and a resdve
to do her amplest justice. A bill giving
Ireland the=ame kind of loca? seli-gmvern.-
ment as Bugland and SeotZand cujoy has
passed the House of Conunons without 2
dissenting vate.  The leaders of the Insh
jarty. bth Podedant 2d Catholic
azree to waive thedr extmome views for
the canmom weal.  This isan augury thal,
indead of the strife and aliotion of
centuries. an o1= of peace and gomd-will
anl bndherdinal will provail, that the
*uniom of Hcarts,” for which Mr. filad-
stone sc long strennounsly endeav coal
way dxte fram this by annivencuy of
an unlappy rebellion.

The following st of the rohation
aof Methadisin &0 the Rebellim o 3798 i
ot quaterd te grerpetazte the menory of
that Jong-past strife. It ta show hox the
f=ith amd valour swd Jayalty of the In<h
Methenlicts suzizined them stewe perseen.
tim even unte death, ax their fellox.
Methedisix of EHughmd were swstained
under . mikr adversities.

Mcthadism won sane of 8 wesd e
warkable trinmpks 3w the wamm-
harel amd sympathetic Trich peuple,
John Wesley cneeed the Tenh Clannel
oty -twe times. awsd The Coke weae often
=till. Tn Cork. wheoe Wedey was mabbasd,
and iairvatod, s bamcel o offieys e
was afterwand novived with ghdinos as
apopulet hene D Colie, Gidonan O
Yoy, Tharks Grablaue Rar‘key Camphbedl.
Addzm Clarke. ard wan, amadbver peachred
with poxes thovadent th-khad,  Sanc
of the nwet devoded. choguent. s suc.
cexsful MWetbadit prvachers Imve gone
fr s the t con Iske to overy buet shere
Mcthodran s ko, Few kunls Jave
prvditesd e by Shesr minsdsy than the
United Statex and Canada, xhere the
werms of Muthadpan were platel by
Bardarx Heck and th. Texh Paktiwes
The fedhrmaigs jrmgraphs are spr-ol, 1=t
froen an Hugisch wnten. It from Dr
Abed Steven, the Ainerican istonian of
Metheatiom.  W. K Hartpede Leckhy,
AP, the fowmms histegin, | detles
wearly the nhede o the caghith vodie of

AND THE IRISH REBELLION OF 179s

his ** England ir he Eighteenth Century ™
to this cveat. sustaining essentially the
statements of D Stevens.  For a short
account se¢ Do Po WU Joyees recent
»History of Ircland,” from which we
alse quate.

Irish Methoatan was to strugele with
the terrible evils of the wemomable Ivish
Rebellion, the result of thaese anarchical
tendencies, political and maml, which the
French  Revalutian  lhad spread  over
Eorope. The =1 nitzd Irvishimen™ by
cune 2 rarandable combination ; and for
a time the Potestants of Ulster were in-
veigledl inte the treasmable scheme.
chiefiy by the agency of Theolald Walf
Tone, a prdesed Prdestant, but = dis.
ciple of Theanzs Paine.

Fraa 1795 the rebedlious spirit mpidly
roread till, aboat the end of 179G the
whale ishint wos o agitation, and the
next year the ~aspiracy exphslal. May
25th, in desodating molee and civil o=

French inwsen wos invited, and was
atiempred uider the cranwnd of General
Humbert. The s perpatmted. in
the mnw of lileriy. cn naver be fully
recandes].  The shrubleries were sleatied
for pikchandles, amd Prdkestanis were
» paked. " their hvascs wers barnesd, and
thair fatms  devastzied.  Skaul fires
sleamed om Shve hills a8 night, 2nd 2vwed
raffiane warchad tuand oo in the country,
desolating it with fire amd swenl. (i
Juane 2Ist. thirty-scven theusawd of them
ervcanpred 3t Vamemer Hilll Tacy were
atfacked by 200000 g, « tewopes, ainl
seven thewcunl were sl e the fickl.
Rughued cimployed an army o 157,040
wen o suppress the relellie, st 2 ot
it e cxdmmiol, of £N00000), Dheside
the kot of 200000 ancn. OF the insur.
weniz, SLON o xTiler says 150,000
perished.

Mcthedidts,  panticully  Mothedst
inerants wete, of curse, obijects of the
specil malemity of the rebods for the)
were eted S their logaliy.  Ther sex
civdies vre throws o ool oo
fircdom. their familics saattened, sud Shear
prackers, trxeelling and kxal, hunted
sl mperedrol.  Aneeg these ®
Genvge Taxks aml William Gardey. L.
rebeix had staipgand Taybw for s chatives
aned hael Tl <, armayed i hic inilitees
s, fo be shek. Whike in 2 Juee with
whiveT victines, ranged o their kiees for
exsvution 2 prochuoation arrived  Trin
the telxd oneneiedant which saved hime.
He wes ot bt ked Daack o peinw. There
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he and Gurley prayed at night with their
fellow-sufferers.  The guards were af-
fected by his picty and treated him
with kindness. When the hair of the
prisoners was cut off, and “ pitched
caps” put upon their heads, he was
spared that indignity, though it was im-
posed upon a clergyman of the Kstab-
lished Chureh, who became insane by his
sufferings.

“The number,” says Gurley, **of
Protestants taken out from time to time
to be put to death, caused my prayer-
meetings, morning, noon, and evening,
to be thronged , and after we were locked
up at night we had prayers by owrselves
in the cell.” He adds, ““that a Divine
power attended-these mectings, such as
he never saw before ; and several were
enabled to believe with the heart, and to
trust in a present Saviour, and were
happy in their bonds.  Some who hitherto
had been lukewarm were now gquickened
and made alive in Christ, rejoicing in
their Redeemer.”

The two Methadists were at Iast led
forth with others to be murdered on a
bridge and cast into the river. Gurley
with others passed out and were received
by the “murdering band.” This was a
company of insurgents who stood in two
rows to take the victims as they left the
prison.  They were armed with pikes,
which were red with the blood of those
whom they had just mrdered.  They
set up a shout: ‘“Here comes Gurley,
the heretic ! Pike him ! Pike the heretic
dog!”

He heard his doom pronounced with
the spirit of & martyr. **Ifelt,” he says,
“the moment the ruflian’s hand was laid
on my neck, the power of God come on
my soul, and I was filled with unutter-
able joy. I had no doubt but that ina
few minutes I should be with Jesus in
paradise.” They were conducted with
curses and yells to the ** bloody bridge.”
The prisoncers, arranged in arow on their
knees, awaited their fate.

A young priest, Father Corrin, return-
ing from some parochial duties, rushed in
at the risk of his life and conmanded the
executioners to their knees.  Down they
knelt instinctively, when in aloud voice
he dictated & prayer which they repeated
after him—that God might show to them
the same merey that they were about to
show to the prisoners; which so awed
and terrified them that they immediately
stopped th exccutions.

The Irish Conference wrote to the
British Session of 1798 ¢ ¢ Never did we
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expect to see so awful a day as we now
behold ! The seenes of carnage and deso-
lation which open to our vicw in every
part of the land are truly affeeting; we
cannot. help erying, ©O God, shorten the
day of our ealamity, or no flesh can be
saved !’ However, in the midst of this
national confusion, we, and our people in
general— blessedbeGod ! have heenwon-
derfully preserved ; though some of us
were imprisoned for weeks by the rebels,
exposed also to five and sword in the heat
of battle, and curried, swrrounded by
hundreds of pikes, into the enemies’
cunp, and  plundered of alimost every
vitluable, yet we have not suffered the
least injury in our persons.  Morcover,
God, ¢ven our own God, has brought us
through all, to see and embrace each
other in this favoured city. For while
we bless God for our preservation, we
have to lament that on the Carlow and
Wicklow Civenits, ant several others,
nany societies have heen seattered, and
many of our people left without a place
to Iay their heads. This may, in some
measure, account for the diminution of
our numbers this year; yet we hless God
that in other parts of the kingdom there
has been an ingathering of souls, as well
as i deepening of his work in the hearts
of His people.”

Irish Methodists justly boast of the
loyalty and comrage of their fathers in
those terrible days.  Preachers and lay-
men generally stood firm on the side of
order, at the risk of all things. Tt is
clabued that ** Methodist loyalty ™ saved
Dublin from being sacked. A Methodist
citizen received sceret word, from his
brother in the comuntry, that the rebels
were about to precipitate themselves upon
the capital.  The information was com-
municated to the Lord-Licutenant when
no apprehension of the danger was en-
tertained ; preparations are immediately
made, the canmnon of the Castle gave the
alarm, and the drams bheat to arms
through the streets.  During the night
the troops left the city, met the rebel
army near at hand, and defeatedit. The
authorities appreciated the fidelity of the
denomination,

Coke, who hastened to Treland to en-
comnge the Chureh in its straggles, ob-
tained the protection of the Lord-Incn-
tenant for its preachers, and  special
uermission for them to assemble, from all
parts of the country, in Conference at
Dublin, at & time when all assemblages
of more than five men, except the military,
were prohibited.
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THE

.THE EARLIEST MOTOR CARRIAGE--1798.

*Cheap means of transport is one of
the most important of all the subjects
oceupying engineers to-day.” The motor
carriage shown in the cut above was not
strictly an autoear or automobile, but
rather a manomotor, and the man who
“moted” was in a double sense a foot-
man.  The pedals are erude bicycle
pedals, therefore this eurious old engrav-
g represents the ancestor not only of
the modern motor carringe, but of the
bicycle.  As for the sailing charviot® or
air-motor, the present-day prairie schoon-
ers would stand no chance in a ¢yelone-
race with this Flying Dutchman. It
was, too, picturesque, and had no mas-
sive storage batteries to be charged ; no
ponderous  fly-wheels—though all four
whecls fly ; no water-jacket ; no odours
to offend the passers-by, or noise of
eseaping steam or exhausting gases to
frighten horses. This chariot was con-
structed in the last century by Stephinus,
at Scheveling, in Holland, and would
carry eight or ten persons from Scheveling
to Putten, forty-two English miles in two
hours.  The wheels require to he farther
asunder, and the axletrees longer than in
ordinary carviages, to prevent overturn-
ing. Carriages of this kind are said to be

*For the engravings of the  Earliest
. e et

Motor Carriage, 1798, and the * Sailing
Chariot,” we are indebted to Thomas Ben-
gough, of Toronto, who, having the motor-
mania, and heing a book collector, vecently
captured the old volume containing the
original engrtvings on stecl

MOTOR CARRIAGE,

frequent in China.  In any wide level
country their use must be somectimes
both pleasant and profitable, when the
wind is right. So much for the past:
these old engravings certainly mark the
first definite attempts at the solution of
the motor-carriage problem.

What about the present 7 Tt is a time
of unwonted activity among the inven-
tors, engincers and mechanies.  Thou-
sands of the brightest brains in the
world are struggling with the complicated
problem of mechanical traction. Engi.
neers who have made a special study of
this question are aware of the peculiar
difticulties it presents.

One of the most hard-working students
of the motor problem is W. J. Still, who
for nearly seven years has been experi-
menting in Toronto with the various
types.  The history of his failures would
make interesting and profitable reading,
but it is only of his suceess we have rooi
to tell. Dlr. Still’s first experiments

were with electricity, but although his
work in this connection encouraged the
young inventor, he fuliy recognized that
Yooteicity has severe limitations, the

MECHA
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most serious of which is the absolute
necessity for recharging.  This considera-
tion alene puts the storage battery out of
the vace for running through distvicts
where charging stations do not  exist.
M. Still's attention was therefore turned




Seience
to gasoline engine construction, and
following his radical bent, he determined
to avoid altogether the weak points of all
gasoline engines, viz., rapid piston move-
ment, complicated cycles, and differential
gearing : for these features involve prac-
tically all the troubles that beset the
motor curiages Lo-day. o gl

The Still system of motor power, as it
stands to-day, is unique in the fact of
being able to place and maintain a vig in
any desired position on any grade. This
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there is no odour of combustion, there is
no heat ; there is no necessity for the
cooling water-jacket.  1n the vig as now
standing, there is no water used or re-
quired.  High speeds can be maintained,
or the governor can be so adjusted that
no speed above a certain maximum can
be obtained, so that in case of delivery
vehicles dviven by careless Jehus, reckless
driving will be impossible.
The motors used in this vehicle may be .
extended along the whole line, from a
small bicycle unit to the unit

2, ]
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THE SAILING CHARIOT,
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feature is admirably shown in the photo-
graph representing the carriage standing
on agrade of 1in 3, the deaw-bav strain
being exactly proportioned to gravity and
friction. No brake is involved in the
opertion @ it is simply o question « a
balance of the motive force.

Steering is controlled by a hand-wheel
on the controlling lever. Two separate
powerful hiakes are also provided, one
aperated by the foot and one by the left
hand. My Still's motor is a new depar-
ture. There is no sound of an exhaust;

neeessary to drive ocean liners,
including invalid chairs, all kinds
of road vehicles, launches, street
cars, railway engines and station-
ary engines.

It will be noted that ¢ ma-
chinery in connection wrh the
Canadian motor cariage is al-
most invisible, and not a line of
the construction of the body has
been changed.  This curriage
body is one of the regular make
of the Canada Carriage Company,
Brockville.  Nothing has been
done with it excepting that part
of the flooring has been removed
to allow room for the motor
The total weight of the engine
is 300 1bs. ; engine and truck to-
gether (including wheels), weigh
600 1bs. ; the body of the curriage,
controller and springs, add about
150 Ibs., so that the total weight
complete without load is 750 hs,
The load shown in the engrav-
ing (four persons) is somewhat
over6001hs.  Thecarriage would
casily accommodate its equal
weight of load.  The power of
this 300 Ih. engine is equivalent
to five horse-power.  Thus the
Canadian motor carriage com-
hines the maximum power, with
winimum weight, and marks an
poch in motor carriage construe-
tion.

A development of the mator
carringe industry in Canada has
just commenced. A, H. St. Germain,
of North Toronto, has for over a year
past been investigating the question of
autocars, with a-view of putting a service
on the line between the city of Toronto
and Richmond Hill.  Mr. St. Germain is
a wealthy gentleman who lives at Bedford
Park. about four miles north of the city.
He had been corresponding with English
autacar makers in reference to a number
of storage battery oumibuses, but after
having & private view of the Still engine
as running upon the truck before the
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Gladstone carriage shown in the engrav-  tion with Mr. Still’'s inventions. This
ing was completed, Mr. St. Germain was  contract provides for the inumediate con-
convineced that his was the power he struction of an autocar which we have

CANADIAN MOTOR CARRIAGE.

needed, and at once closed a contract  described clsewhere.  This autecar is
with the Canadian Motor Syndicate, who  heing constructed with all possible speed,
control the Canadian business in connec-  and  will take the road in the carly
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summer.  The grade in places amounts
to 8 and 10 per cent. These grades
would require a hauling power *‘six
times that required on an average nealy
level road.”  The conveyance which is
to run over these grades is not an or-
dinary road carriage carrying a  few
people, butis a passenger and parcels van,
seated for twenty-five persons, in addition
to baggage on the roof.  No such van is
now running in any part of the world ;
and it speaks volumes for the courage of
the promoters of the Canadian Motor
Syndicate that they should be prepared
to undertake such a task. Mr. Still,
however, with an autucar equipped with
his engines, capable of twenty horse-
power, is satisfied that the car will be
able to surmount themn without the slight-
est difticulty.

It is interesting to note in connection
with the name of Mr. St. Germain, the
promoter of the pivneer line of autocars,
that the town of St. Germain, in France,
about seventeen miles from Paris, from
which his family originally came, had the

honour of bossessing the tirst railway in
France ; and true to its traditions, it was
also the first to cary ouc trials of
mechanical vehicles for pablie transport.
A company has been formed in that
ancient town to start @ e of autocars.
Mr. St. Germain, although past the
allotted three-score and ten, has shown
great enterprise and enthusiasm in this
watter, and is keeping the Canadian
public posted constantly as to his pro-
pused autocar service.  He has purchased
an interest in the Canadian Motor Syndi-
cate, and to show his confidence and good
faith in the enterprise, has on deposit the
sum of $100,000 to invest in the autocwr
business.

The president of the Canadian Motor
Syndicate is Thomas Bengough, court
stenograpber, Toronto; the mechanical
enginceer is W. J. Still, and the secretary
is L. W. Doling. At present writing,
the business is being rapidly developed,
patents having been applied for in all
countries of the world. - Cunadien Enyi-
neer.

HIS OWN,

BY AMY PARKINSON,

His, His are we!—oh, thought supremely sweet !
His, Who is pledged that He will keep the feet
Of His redeemed ones: His, beneath Whose wing

They are seeure from every hurtful thing:

His, Whose compassionate heart toward them doth

With truest sympathy and tenderest love,
In every time of woe: His, His alone,
Who is, in all things, mindful of His own.
He ne'er will fail us, nor will He forsake ;
No single step shall we ungnarded take
Of our life-journey : we shall never face

One suflering hour, without sustaining grace.
g=1 b oo 0

Gloom, as of midnight, over us may fall,

And perils thick surround; but safe through all
His hand will lead us; pains and sorrows may

Our portion be; but He will let us lay
Qur weary heads upon His loving breast,
And so find soothing for our sad unrest.

Yes, we ave His '—oh, happy. happy thought !
Oh, words with richest consolation fraught !—

Iis, for all days of time, His tender care
To prove in every trizl we must bear ;—

And more than this: we still His own shall he

Throughout a sorrowless cternity.

Toronto.

move,
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THE TRUMPET HAS BLOWN,

For the first time in the history of
Canada we are invited to give a verdict
as a nation on .he liquor tratlie. Several
of the provinces and legislatures have
already expressed their strong sense of
its guilt.  We have now a chance to
record our condemnation as a conumon-
wealth of the greatest crime of the age.
This summons rings like ‘“‘a trumpet’s
peal far-blown among the hills ”—like the
horn of Roland at Roncesvalles. 1t is a
call to action—to action prompt, united,
intense.

If we fail to record an overwhelming
vote against this traflic in the bodies and
the souls of men, it will give the cause
of temperance such a set back as it has
never known before. The eyes of the
world are upon us. Other less favoured
peoples are longing for our opportunity,
are envying our privilege. They will
rejoice in our success, or be disheartened
by our failure. The eyes of unfriendly
critics are upon us. If, through lethargy,
or cowardice, or time-serving, or self-
secking, we neglect our duty, and miss
this great chance of the centwry, they
will exult in our defeat.

We have now a chance of carrying
into practical effect what we have long
declared fue in our Conferences and Con-
ventions.  Our churches, our Sunday-
schools, our Epworth Leagues and En-
deavour Societies should rouse at once,
should appoint delegates to the Con-
vention to be held in Toronto on July
5th, and report action promptly to Mr.
Frank Spence, or Dr. J. J. Maclaren,
Secretary and Chairman respectively of
the Dominion Temperance Alliance. The
next few months should see a great Pro-
hibition campaign, one which shall be a
thorough education of the people in
every aspect of this great question.

A recent writer deseribes temperance
literature as the ¢ battering-ram” for
the assault of the ramparts of error, and
adds, *“Let us sow the country knee deep
with it.” The figure is somewhat mixed,
but the meaning is all vight. Our Con-
nexional press will be a perfect armoury
of weapons for this warfare. The Dom-
inion Alliance will be happy to furnish
literature well adapted for carrying on
this crusade. It is of infinite advantage
to have an enemy in sight—to come
down frem the clouds to the solid earth -
from the abstract to the conerete, from

vague generalities to a particular object.
and aim.

If there must be a temporary readjust-
ment of tarift to meet the loss of the
revenue from the prohibition of the liquor
traftic, let us cheerfully accept it. The
diversion of the many millions of hard-
carned wages of the podr from the waste,
and worse than waste, in that which
debauches body and soul to productive
cmployment, will make the wheels of
every industry in the country to hum
with activity.  Twenty millions less
spent in liquor, in whose manufacture
but a'few hundreds of men are employed,
means twenty millions more spent in
bread and beef, and boots, and books,
in furniture, and clothing—giving work
to many thousands. It means better fed
and better garbed, and better housed
men, women and children—more gen-
eral employment, nobler lives, and hap-
pier homes.

Do not let the bug-bear of alternative
taxation trouble anyone. It is poor
policy to save at the spigot and waste at
the bung hole. The millions which are
now wasted in this guilty traflic if em-
ployed in profitable manufacture, will
become a perfect stream of Pactolus, en-
riching every part of the community.

Even though we should pay a trifle
more for our tea, coffee or sugar we can
all the better afford it. Even if we
could not, shall we coin into gold the
widow’s tears and orphan’s cries, the
blood of souls for the wretched revenue
needed chiefly to defray the cost of the
prisons, the asylums, the court houses,
the expense of punishing the crime, or
relieving the want caused by this guilty
traflic ?

If, as that cautious statesman, Sir Oliver
Mowat, has said, this traflic is the cause of
three-fowrths of the crime and want and
woe of the country, it will be & very
good bargain to get'rid of it in exchange
for the thrift, prosperity, and happiness
which will follow its abolition. Now is
a time for action and not for words.
Money will be needed to carry on this
moral crusade.  The liquor traffic will
make a hard fight for its life. The craft
is in danger as never before. It can
afford millions of dollars for its scltish
defence.  The friends of temperance
have no sinister or sclfish motives to in-
spire them, only love of their country
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and love of their race, and their duty to
God and man, Let them be prepared to
give generously for the needful expenses
of this campaign—to pray eamrnestly, to
work hard.

Let all divisions, jealousies, and rival-
ries— if such exist—be suppressed. In-
stead of pouring their fire into each
other’s ranks, let them reserve it for the
common foe. Let there be wise councils

577

and unity of action. If the trumpet
give an uncertain sound, how shall & man
prepare himself for the battle. Tt is to
most of us the opportunity of a life-time.
Let us beware lest we betray this sacred
cause and incur the malediction, ¢ Curse:
ye Mersz, curse ye bitterly the inhabi-
tonts thereof ; because they came not to
the help of the Lord, to the help of the
‘Lord against the mighty.”

The World’s Progress.

HARBOUR OF SAN JUAN.

THE HARBOUR OF SAX Juan.

The city of San Juan, Porto Rico, has
one of the prettiest harbours in the world.
The anchorage is twelve miles long and
eight miles wide, and is said to be fairly
well defended. The city proper, at the
entrance to the harbour, is protected by
‘an old wall and several ancient fortitica-
tions in which are mounted antiquated
cumon. The forts in the foreground are
those recently destroyed by Admiral
Samson.

AMERICA’S REPLY To GREAT BRITALN,

O Voice fromn over the Sea!
It gladdens our hearts to hear,

From the far-off coast of the Mother-land,
A word so true and clear.

O Hands from over the Sea !
We reach for your friendly clasp ;
As the Poet sings, his message rings
With the faith of a brotherly grasp.

O Flag from over the Sea !
We are strong to face our foes,

If we twine with our Star-Spangled Banner
Your Shamrock and Thistle and Rose.

0O God of the land and the sea !
Give Peace in owr time, we pray :—
““Lest we forget,” O keep us yet
Close to Thy heart to-day.
—Marie Conarroe Vinton

Tueg War.

THE BLOCKADE OF THE CUBAN COAST.

The shaded portion of this map of the Island of
Cuba indieates the ports and the portions of the coast
which have been blockaded by the United States.

A great soldier has said that there
never was a goud war nor a bad peace.
Those who know the most about war are
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the most adverse to it.  General Sherman
says, *war is hell.” We believe it was
General Grant who said that there never
was a war that could not have been
averted by peaceful arbitration. We
believe that if President McKinley had
only been allowed one month longer he
could have seeured the pacitication of Cuba
without the loss of a single life and without
the cost of the present war expenditure
for a single day. The yellow journals
and the jingoes and the feeling of revenge
for the loss of the Maine, and, it must be
added, a righteous indignation at the
wrong-doing of Spain, and a generous
purpose to relieve the reconcentrados,
forced the United States into war,

A Rricirr axp A Wroxe Way,

The dignified language of Senator Hoar,
of Massachusetts, in the Senate, expressed
the better sentiment of the American
Republic :

“When I enter upon this war I want
to enter upon it with the sanction of
international law, with the sympathy of
all humane and liberty-loving nations,
with the approval of our own consciences
and with a certainty of the applauding
judgment of history. 1 confess I do not
like to think of the genius of America
angry, snarling, shouting, screaming,
clawing with her nails. I like rather to
think of her in her honest and screne
beauty inspired by sentiments—even
toward her enemies—not of hate, but of
love ; perhaps a little pale about the eyes
and a smile on her lips, but as sure,
determined, unerring, invincible, as was
the Archangel Michael when he struck
down and trampled upon the demon of
darkness.”

In marked contrast with these words
were the violence and virulence of the
fire-cating, blustering senators who dis-
graced the nation on the floor of the
Senate chamber.

The final settlement will have to be
made by plenipotentiaries of the powers
affected, sitting round a green table.
Could the settlement not have been made
hefore months of war have cost hundreds,
perhaps thousands, of lives by mutual
slaughter or by disease, and left a heri-
tage of hate and physical mutilation?

Great credit must be given the Excu-
tive for the patience and forbearidnce
exhibited. A few weeks more of the
same policy, with a little more tact and
skill in dealing with the proud Spanish

race, would have secured all that the
sounder judgment of the United States
desired.

HERo:¢ CHIVALRY.

Not since the time of the crusades has
the world, we think, witnessed a war
declared for more unselfish ends. The
Amnterican nation at great cost of treasure,
and at great peril of death by yellow
fever, small-pox, and the deadly wounds
of modern war, secks to rescue not the
empty sepulchre of our Lord, but His
living image. In the spirit of the noblest
chivalry it sends forth its bravest and its
best, and pours out its treasure like
«water, not to succour men of the same
faith and of the same blood, but men of a
different religion from that of the majority
of the nation, and of alien and mixed
blood. The world has never seen any-
thing like it before. No wonder that the
warm  sympathy of Great Britain, of
Canada, of the Anglo-Saxon race through-
out the world recognizes the chivalrous
self-sacrifice of the deed. No Sir Laun-
celot or Sir Galahad, who rode abroad
redressing human wrong, ever surpassed,
or ever equalled it.

Tue Prry or Ir.

But the pity of it is that many innocent
persons must sufter with the guilty, that
many brave men must die defending a
bad cause. While war is war we suppose
the most’ mereiful plan is to have it over
as soon as possible.  Says old Polonius,

“ Beware,
Of entrance to a quarrel; but, being in,
Bear it, that the opposer may beware of
thee.”

“We cannot conk an omelette,” says
Napoleon, with his cruel cynicism, “with-
out breaking the eggs.” War cannot he
made with rose water. Yet we cannot
withhold the meed of praise from the
brave sailors who went down with their
ships in Manila Bay. Harper's Weekly
well expressed the situation in the phrase,
“There is no glory in a stalwart young
giant beating an old cripple.” But some-
times the giant must do police work in
suppressing the malice of the old eripple,
or the mischief of the small hoy.

ANGLo-Saxons Sovnip.

Under this head the Daily BMail ex-
tracts from the press of Canada, New-
foundland, Shanghai, Singapore, Sydney,
Melbourne, Jumaica, Malta, Bombay,
Rangoon, all unanimous in recognizing
the right of the United States to intervene
in Cuba and wishing that country success.
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One result of the war will probably be
the closer rapprochement of the Eoglish-
speaking race throughout the world.
Great Britain has rendered immense
service to the United States by her
marked friendship in this crisis, and by
preventing, as she practically did, a
Buropean combination against the Re-
public of the West. This is a matter not
wmerely  of  sentiment,-—though noble
sentiments largely rule the world--but
also of practical interest.

The United States is now onc of the
great world powers. It can no longer re-
main shut up in this western continent.
Tt must take its share in the world-wide
questions which aftfect the race. It has,
like Great Britain, though in less degree,
commercial interests on all the seas.
Britain’s generous policy of the *“open
door” in China and in all her own posses-
stons, makes her the commercial ally of
the United States. The community of
language, religion, and political ideals—
for they are the two great democracies of
the world—all unite them in a common
interest against common enemies.  This
growing sympathy is strongly expressed
in the secular and religious press of the
United States. The Western Christiun
Advocate says : .

‘¢ America’ and ‘God save the Queen’
are sung to the same air and by the same
voices. Deep in American hearts is the
hope that the destinies of Eugland and
America may become identical. Mother
and son, standing together, could dictate
humanity and peace to the world. It is
the moment for action. The policy of
isolation should be abandoned, and
America should take the place in the
Congress of Nations which her genius
and her strength and God’s providence
seem to have appointed. Not for war,
but for peace and humanity, for the good
of mankind and the glory of God, England
and the United States should be in
alliance, holy and perpetual.”

Respecting Cuba the Western Advocate
nobly says:

“Least of all should we suffer the
passions of war to run riot in our souls.
We fight only for humane peace. Our
sword is drawn but to relieve the op-
pressed, and to establish justice on the
earth. Let us not forget to pray morning,
noon, and night, that the God of battles
may appoint all our experiences. Let
the Church be ready to follow the flag
with the Gospel of Christ. Cuba saved
from tyranny must next be saved from
sin.”
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Eventually the Protestant and progres-
sive races, and these ave chiefly those of
Saxon and Teutonic blood, will naturally
gravitate together. The old Fatherland
of the Reformation, the land which has
conferred such benefits of seience and
learning on the world ag large, which has
given so many citizens of the United
States, should not be estranged from the
great Protestant and Anglo-Saxon alliance
which in the near future is likely to
dominate the world.

The naval victory on the Pacific has
given the United States a new front.
She now faces the Asiatic continent and
Asictic problems. She has long been
among the foremost in mission work in
China, in Korea, in Japan, in Burmah,
in India, in Persia. Commodore Perry
opened the gateway of Japan. Burling-
hame secured treaty rights with China.
In every foreign chancelary—except
Britain’s—this new force in the political
world is watched with unfriendly eye.
In every mission field, both British and
American, it is viewed as the harbinger
of a brighter day for the nations of the
East and the islands of the sea which so
long have sat in darkness.

Tue Lorn RErGNETH.

Amid the tumult of the nations we
have this assurance, The Lord reigneth.
God can make even the wrath of man to
praise Him. He can overrule for geod
even the present sceming ill. In the long
story of earth’s wars we may trace the
continual evolution of a higher civiliza-
tion. Even when the Goths and Vandals
overturned the corrupt civilization of the
Roman Empire, which had grown colossal
in its guilt, they brought with them the
germs of the higher civilization of modern
Europe. Lord Salishury’s striking phrase
concerning “‘the dying races” of the
world is being continually verified. The
pagan or Moslem countries of China,
Siaw, Turkey, even the effete so-called
Christian civilization of Spain, all 1llus-
trate this fact.

BRITAIN'S SEA-POWER.

The events of the lst few weeks
Jemonstrate morve than ever the immense
advantage of Britain’s sea-power. Her
thirty miles of battleships at Spithead
were a strong guarantee for peace.  Still
more so is her hold upon her coaling
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stations, which are really the Keys of
Ewmpire in all the seas. Without these
her navy would be almost useless. The
cutting of the cable at Manila shows, too,
how important is electric continuity
throughout the empire. One of the
most urgent needs of the times is a cable
from Vancouver to Sydney.

BriTAIN'S PEACPE‘UL VICTORY IN THE

AST. :

Great Britain has been nagged at at
liome and abroad for her seeming apathy
in the Yellow Sea. The music hall jingos
would have her declare warat once against
Russia, Germany, and France. More
wisely has Lord Salisbury, influenced, we
are sure, by our peace-loving Queen,
played his diplomatic game and secured

all that England needs with-
out a blow. She has retained
control of the Chinese cus-
toms. She has an absolute
lien over the Yang-Tse Val-
ley, into which the extended
Burmah Railway will run.
Wei-Hai-Wei preserves her
naval predominance in North
Pacific waters. Her capital-
ists holding the mineral lands
of Shansi give hera great vantage ground
in the coming commercial battle of the
Pacific. She will soun have a rectification
of the frotier oppusite Hong Kong, and
all she wants in Chusan.  She has, more-
over, the friendship of China, which may
mean much in resistance of further
Russian demands. And. above all else,
she has the good-will and hepes for future
active co-operation of Germany and the
United States in defence of the policy of
an open door.

This shows the superiority of British
diplomaticmethods. The turbulent pupu-
lace of Paris furces the hand of the Foreign
Minister of France to action in the hinter-
land of the Niger and the Nile which
greatly imperil peace.  Che yellow press

of the United States almost stampedes
such a peace-loving Cabinet as that of
Mr. McKinley.

In Great Britain the

responsibilities of the Foreign Office
are *respected. Diplomatic scerets are
held sacred. The sensibilities of foreign
powers are guarded and trained diplo-
mats like Lord Dufterin and Lord Salis-
bury, who conceal the hand of steel
beneath the silken glove, more safely
guide the affairs of state.

AUSTRALIAN UNION.

Cablegrams report that the Federal
Convention at Melbourne has been
brought to an end. The Committee
decided that the Commonwealth of Aus-
tralia be the title of the Federation.
The recognition of the Almighty was

decided on by the in-
sertion m the pre-
amblethewords ““hum-
bly relying upon the
blessing of Almighty
God.” = The conven-
tion disagreed over the
question of the capital
of the commonwealth,
but at length decided
to have the Federal Capitel upon Fed-
eral territory.  Under this arrangement
it will not be the most important city in
Australia.  Sydney, Melbourne, and Ad-
elaide are passed over.
Coast DrFENCE.

The accompanying illustrations give
the appearance of the big disappearing
guns used for coast defense. The men
who load the guns have no sight of the
enemy. The aim is figured out by
operators in the commander's station,
which is a small Lomb proof structure
entirely away from the gun-pit, the huge
weapon is adjusted, and with the turning
of a wheel the gun rises until it pokes its
nose over the edge of its pit at the rve-
quired angle. The recoil from the dis-
charge causes the gun to sink back to its
first position.
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AT REsT.

There is an element of extreme pathos
in the passing of England’s great states-
man, William Ewart Gladstone.  After
long and faithful service of his country
and his God he has entered into rest.
The *“ Impregnable Rock of Holy Serip-
ture,” which he so manfully defended
in his life, was the finn foundation of
his feet when all things else failed.
Grander than his statesmanship, grander
than his intellectual supremacy, was his
Christian trust and faith. For all time
he is a model and & monument of noblest
manhood. Turning away in mid-life from
the political prineciples and  traditions
of his early years, he accepted obloquy
and denunciation for conscience’ sake.
He conquered all opposition and won the
universal honour of mankind. His great
heart throbbed with love of liberty, with
sympathy for the oppressed in every
land—in Naples, in Bulgaria, in Egypt,
in Armenia, in Greece, in Crete, in Cuba.
What one potent voice, and pen, and
will could do he did for the uplifting and
betterment of mankind. He was an in-
carnate conscience. The world watched
with bated breath around his dying couch.
We do not say ¢ we shall not look upon
his like again.” Weregard him as the
ideal Christian statesman, of whom we
trust the higher civilization of the world's
future will furnisk many similar examples
to be an inspiration to mankind.

Tue Cry ror Brean.

The whole round world is bound to-
gether as never before by the bonds of
trade and commerce. It is not, as it
once was, a discrete mass of separate
units; it is a vital organism. 1f one
member suffer, the whole body suffers
with it. The shortage of wheat in Ar-
gentina or the Ukraine, a corner in
grain in Chicago or New York, brings
hunger to the peasants of Piedmont and
‘Castile, causes bread riots in Mercia and
Milan.

It is dreadful to think that in the
ancient capital of Lombardy rivaling in
age and in population the city of Rome,
parks of artillery should be stationed
hefore its exquisite cathedral and volleys
of grape shot should mow down living
swathsin its noble avenues.

The ery of hunger intensifies the difii-
culties of Spain in her conflict with one
of the great grain lands of the world ; and

gives an occasion or excuse to the anar-
chists and revolutionary plotters, and
reactionary clericals of Italy, in their
attempt to shatter it into chaos or into
the warring kingdoms and archduchies of
a quarter of a century ago.

The insane ambition of Italy to keep
pace with the Great Powers in ironclads
and armies has piled up an intolerable
burden on the backs of the peasants. One-
third of their income is demanded in
taxes. Commerce is fettered hand and
foot. Discontent lurks in every alley of
the citics, in every village of mountain
and plain. Women toil in the fields
while men swagger around the towns
bedecked with cock’s plumes and jang-
ling spurs.

Under the new regime hundreds of
monasteries have been turned into schools
and the monks into teachers, or useful
workers. It is now time that the bar-
racks should be emptied and the troops
sent to till the fields instead of terror-
izing the people at home, or attempting
to conquer the Abyssinians abroad. What
a millennium to millions the disarma-
ment of Europe would mean !

AN ANGLO-SAXON ALLIANCE.

Mr. Chamberlain’s recent address at
Birmingham on the Anglo-Saxon alliance
struck a chord which vibrated strongly in
two hemispheres. The following clause
especially created unbounded enthusiasm
in Great Britain and the United States :

“There is a powerful and generous
nation, speaking our lunguage, bred of
our race and having interests identical
with ours. I would go so far as to say
that, terrible as war may be, even war
itself would be cheaply purchased if in a
i great and noble cause the Stars and
Stripes and the Union Jack should wave
together over an Anglo-Saxon alliance.”

The foreign press, excepting that of
Germany, strongly resents the suggested
allianee, and threatens a hostile combina-
tion and universal war in retaliation.
The Spanish press is, of course, especially
bitter. It is gratifying to note the
Cologne Guzette expressly favours Mr.
Chamberlain’s  Bismarckian bluntness.
We prefer the cool and courteous diplo-
macy oo Lord Salisbwry to the aggressive-
ness of ““Pushful Joe.” We fail to sce
the wisdom of strongly antagonizing
Russia and charging it before the woild
with broken faith—an insule hard to over-
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look. Russia is not Spain. It has has most
tremendous war resources in Kurope.
But England alone beat down Spain when
she was stronger than Russia, The
same spirit lives in the old land yet.
Shakespeare’s words are as true as ever—

““Come the three-quarters of the world in
arms
And we will shock them.”

A contlict of the Teuton and the Saxon
against the Latin and the Slav—which
God forbid—would be indeed a war of
the Titans. But should it come, the
forces of freedom would infallibly in the
long run overpower those of absolutism.

The speech of Chauncey Depew at an
assembly in one of the Methodist
churches of New York fired public en-
thusiasin, or rather focussed into words
the feellng already widely prevalent :

“The two great English-speaking
countries standing shoulder are the most
inspiring and magnificent spectacle of the
century. We speculate as to the ulti-
nute result of the war. Here already is
its result. The union of the Anglo-
Saxon race, of the only nations where
there is government by the people and
liberty of the people ; the nations that
shall stand together for peace, forliberty,
for humanity, for civilization, and for the
brotherhood of man.”

THE CosT OF WAR.

Notwithstanding the enthusiasm with
which the United States rushed into the
war, there were earnest protests from
most influential quarters. Prof. Marcus
MacVane, of Harvard University, and
others from that seat of learning record
their judgment as opposed to the time
and mode of its declaration. So also was
Prof. Vandyke, Rutger’s College. At
Yale, notwithstanding the proverbial en-
thusiasm of the students, similar senti-
ments prevail. Part of the press that
was most vociferous for war, now that it
has come, realizes what tremendous issucs
it brings, what awful certainties of suffer-
ing and possibilities of disaster it brings.
The Northacestern Christian  Advocote
states that the war is costing the United
States three million dollars & day. The
nation, at the same time, is paying a
nillion dollars & day in pensions for the
war that closed thirty years ago. Two
dollars of every three raised by taxes in
Great Britain is expended for interest on
the debt for upholding the Bourbon
dynasty nearly & hundred years ago.

Methodist Magazine and Review.

CaNADIAN FRIENDSHIY.

The present friendly feeling of the
United States to Canada and Great
Britain may well find expression in the
payment of the Behring Sea cluims which
has been ordered by Congress, and in the
settlement of the outstanding difterences
along our far-extended frontier from the
Alaska boundary question to the fisheries
of the Gut of Canso.

It is announced that Sir Louis Davies,
Minister of the Marine, has been ap-
pointed by the Govermment to act with
Sir Julian Pauncefote at Washington as a
Commissioners for the pacification of all
causes of strife b ‘veen the trustees of
this North American continent. We may
say, as Abraham said to Lot, *‘Let there
be no strife, I pray thee, between me and
thee, for we be brethren.”

Wonmex’s PROTEST.

The patriotic women of the United
States, emulating ‘“ The Daughters of the
Revolution,” have resolved to deny them-
selves the use of French fashions and
feathers, as a protest against the um-
friendly attitude of the French press
towards the Union. Their husbands will
not greatly complain of this, and Worth
dresses will become objects of contempt
ather than of envy- As we passed the
Grands Maguzins du Louvre in Paris, our
guide described them as ¢“the ladies’ para-
dise, but the husbands’ purgatory.” Any-
thing that will divert the attention from
French frivolities to more austere and
nobler realities will be a boon to the
nation.

D’AvrtoNn M'CARTHY.

The tragic death of the late D’Alton
MCarthy has caused a profound sympathy
throughout the community. , He was a
man of marked independence of character,
a man who had in a special sense the
courage of his convictions. He was not
afraid to stand by his own judgment, even
if he stood alone. He won high rank in
his profession and in political life. Tn
1889 he broke with his party on account
of the position of the Cabinet on the
Jesuit Estates Act. One of the ablest
men in Canada, he could have held high
office in the Conservative party had he
chosen to hold in abeyance his personal
independence. He stood staunchly for
British connexion and imperial federation,
when that doctrine was not as popular as
it has recently become.
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Religioas and Missionary Intelligenee.

WEsLEYAN MeTHobIST CHURCH.

The income of the Methodist Mission-
ary Society is in advance for the year by
about fifteen thousand dollars. Fhis iy
encouraging, as showing that the tide is
flowing, not ebbing.

The forward movement in England is
spreading widely. The latest advance is
the projected Central Hall for the South
London Wesleyan Mission, This is to
be situated near the Tower Bridge. The
building and grounds will cost $125,000,
of this $100,000 has been already raised.

The Mission Home is intended to be
open every day and every evening for
social and religious purposes. It will aim
to be a counter attraction to the saloon
and the theatre, furnishing reading-rooms,
recreations, entertainments, and evange-
listic meetings, for the people in the
vicinity.

Another great advance has been made
in Edinburgh. A large block of property
has been secured on one of the best sites
in the city. There a large hall to seat
1,500, together with smaller buildings,
will be erected, while some shops will
furnish a revenue that will enable the
skilled trustees to deal with the financial
difficulty.  This great enterprise, the
greatest in the history of Scotch Meth-
odism, will involve an outlay of £40,000.

Methodism has been making rapid
strides in London within recent years.
In 1861 there were only 13 circuits, with
43 munisters, 65 chapels and 15,834 mem-
bers, while now there are 64 circuits and
missions, 200 chapels, 139 ministers, and
36,758 members. During this period,
since 1861, the sum of $3,500,000 has
been expended in chapel building, of
which sum London Methodists have given
more than two-thirds.

EvANGELICAL CONGRESS IN ENGLAND.

The annual Congress of the English
Evangelical Free Churches was held last
month in Bristol, England. We have
just rcceived its report. There were
present 800 delegates, representing 6,-
000,000 Nonconformists. Dr. Clifford,
of London, presided. He declared that
that ¢“the period of competitive warfare
had ended, and that of inspiring and con-
secrated co-operation hand begun.” He
alsu claimed that while the communicants

of the Anglican Church throughout the
English-speaking world numbered 3,000,-
000 ; the Methodists numbered 7,000,000 ;
the Buptists, 4,000,000; the Preshy-
terians, 3,000,0000; and the Congrega-
tionalists, 1,000,000.

Provurive METHODIST aND BIBLE
Curistian UnioN.

At a joint conunittee-meeting, held in
April, eighteen District Committees re-
ported in favour of this wovement, five
against, and one uncertain. The aftirma-
tive votes were 795, the negative 252,
neutral 71 The proposed name meeting
most favour seems to be ¢ Methodist
Union Church,” with the addition of the
word Primitive Methodist and Bible
Christiun in Brackets. Further action is
yet to be taken before this union can be
accomplished.

MerHODIST Er1scoran CHURCH, SoOUTH.

Our friends of the Methodist Episcopal
Church have grappled with their mission-
ary debt of §186,000, and have reduced
it to less than $70,000. One of their
papers suggest that the Epworth Leagues
take a vigorous part in wiping out the
balance. Though they are not lurgely
wage-carning, yet a minimum of five dol-
lars from cach League would wipe out
thedebt. It would be a grand declara-
tion of sympathy with the cause of mis-
sions.

At the time we write the General
Conference of the Methodist Episcopal
Church, South, is in session in the city
of Baltimore. It is interesting to re-
member that in this city, at the Christinas
Conference held in 1874, the Methodist
Episcopal Church, of which the Meth-
Episcopal Church, South was then a part,
was organized.  There are now nearly a
hundred Methodist churches in Balti-
more. The Rev. Dr. Griftin is the fra-
ternal delegate from our own Churceh to
this Conference. We have not yet seen
the report of his address, but we may be
sure it will reflect eredit on himself and
on the Church which he represents. The
following figures report the progress of
the Methodist Episcopal Church, South
during the last quadremnium: The in-
crease in the number of church-edifices
is 901} ; of effective travelling preachers,

v 492 ; of locat preachers, the decrease is
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828 ; of members, theincrease is 148,96¢,
The increase in the number of Sunday-
schools is 816 ; of teachers, 8,659; of
scholaxs, 80,212.

Tue Mersopist CHURCH.

The Western Section of the Book Com-
mittee reports one of the most successful
years since the Union.  The continual in-
creases in business year after year makes
it more difficult to keep up the record,
much less to surpass it. The net profit
of the year has amounted to $24,024, an
increase of ahout $500 on the previous
year. Of this sum $10,000 was appro-
priated to the Superannuation Fund, the
largest sum ever so paid. This leaves
only $14,000 to defray cost for the ac-
commodation of the premises to the
growing business and other necessary ex-
penses. i

The Christian Guardian reports an in-
crease in subscriptions and a brighter
outlook than it has exhibited for some
time. This MAGAZINE reports an increase
increase in circulation of 226. The Sun-
day-school periodicals also report a large
increase amounting in all to 13,337. This
is the more remarkable as these periodi-
cals have steadily increased by *‘leaps
and bounds ” till it would seem till they
could leap and bound no more. The cir-
culation already reaches about one and
one-half periodicals for every scholar in
our school. A much higher average than
this it would seem impossible to secure.

But there is one opening which seems
to offer very large possibilities of increase,
namely the Home Department. This
has nearly doubled every year for the
last three years, and promises to create
a very large demand for our Sunduy-
school and other connexional literature.
Most important of all, itis uniting parents
and children, the invalids and shut-ins,
and others unable to attend Sunday-
school, with the school-going part of the
family in the study of the same portions
of the scripture. It is thus creating com-
mon interest, common sympathies, and a
<common enthusiasm in the grandest of all
lore—a knowledge of God’s will and word.

Victoria UNIVERSITY..

It is very gratifying to the friends.of
this institution to know that it has had
the most successful year in its history.
The total attendance of students has
reached 320. About 150 of these are
studying theology ; nineof them received
the B.D. degree, and thirty-six more are
proceeding to that goal. We were more
than ever impressed with the immense

importance of conducting the higher edu-
cation of our young people under pro-
nounced Christian auspices. The Chan-
cellor publicly “stated that of the large
fourth-year class in arts he did not know
one who did not keep before him high
Christian ideals and was proposing to use
his education and endowments for the
glory of God and the welfare of his fel-
lowmen. This is a fact of unspeakable
importance in the history of our country
and of our university. The baccalaureate
sermon by Dr. Courtice was an argument
and an appeal of immense power on the
right use of life and God as the only
satisfying portion. Neither it nor the
Chancellor’s address will, we think, ever
be forgotten by those to whom they were
addressed.

There is something of thrilling interest
in seeing this large class of young recruits
for life's battlefield receiving their acco-
lade. God give them glorious victory,
and at last the ““Well done, good and
faithful servant.”

Another interesting fact of the year is
the large portion of young women in the
graduating class. It is only fifteen years
since the first girl graduate left Victoria’s
halls, and now one-third of the class will
be of the gentler sex.

The honorary degrees conferred will
command the approval of the whole-
Church. Dr. John Wakefield has ‘‘earned
a good degree " from his brethren and re-
ceived the highest honours his Conference
can confer, and the University but en-
dorses that general encomium. Dr.
Courtice, as editor of the Christian Guar-
dian, occupies one of the most influential
yositions in Canada. No pulpit in the

onnexion is of more importance. His
scholarship and ability entitle him to
this recognition. Dr. 8. D. Chown is
one of the most thoughtful, scholarly,
able preachers in our Church. May
these brethren long live to wear worthily
the honours conferred upon them.

[Notes in type on the Montreal Theo-
logical College are crowded out.]

Dr. CarRMAN IN JaPaN.

The wide extent of our missionary
operations, reaching from Bermuda to
Chentu, is illustrated by the visit of the
General Superintendent to Japan. When
in Yokohama Dr. Carman will still be
about three thousand miles distant from
our West China Mission. The services
of our Chief Superintendent are simply
invaluable in giving unity of interpreta-
tion and administration of discipline
throughout our far-extended field.
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Christiun Life in Germany as Seen in the
State and the Church. By Epwarp F,
WirLians, D.D. Toronto: Fleming
H. Revell Co. $1.50.

There are two Germanys—the Germany
of the bamracks, the beer hall and the
bureaucracy of Berlin, and the Germany
of Christian thought and Christian work
and Christian scholarship. This volume
describes the latter—and the much more
attractive aspect of Germany it is. The
Bible is taught in all its schools, Protes-
tant and Catholic. Amid much practical
infidelity the form of Christianity at least
is observed, and, indeed, enforced in
all the military, naval and bureaucratic
departments.

Someof the author’s statements surprise
us. We thought Gernmans were an in-
tensely literary people. It scems that
only a small section of them are such;
that the mass of the people read few
papers or books. One of the noblest
characteristics of Christian life in Ger-
many is its missionary zeal both at home
and abroand  The Moravian missions
antedate in time and surpass in relative
missionary givings and zenl all other
societies. The beautiful philanthropies
of the inner mission, with their Christian
zeal and faith and brotherhood, are an
example to all Churches. We have de-
seribed in these pages the noble work of
Gossner, Wichern, Fleidner, and other
pioneers in this work.

Dr. Williams devotes a number of
chapters to the beautiful German chaxi-
ities for the cave of defectives, of the sick,
of the lapsed, of the fallen, the Colony
of Merey, the Y.M.C.4., the homes for
inebriates, prison and social reform, the
noble deaconess movewment, the circula-
tion of people’s libraries, the new meas-
ures to meet the new dangers of the
times, ete.

Francke’s Orphan House, begun two
hundred years ago, still flourishes. It
has trained nearly 100,000 orphans; it
has 3,300 pupils and 470 dependents, and
is the largest establishment of the sort in
the world. This forerunner of Miiller
found one morning in the box for the
poor four dollarsand a few pence. ¢‘That
is a magnificent capital,” he wrote \ith
a magnificent faith. “I shall begin a
school for the poor.”

Pastor Fleidner's deaconess movement

38

is another maxvellous development of
Christian faith. It was bugun in 1833,
without funds, by receiving two penitent
women in a little garden summer-house
twelve feet square. In 1895 it had
multiplied to 70 mother houses, 780
hospitals, 168 homes for the poor and
feeble, 125 orphan houses, 48 nurseries,
20 homes for the reclamation of fallen
women, 16 industrial schools, 50 estab-
lishments for the training of servant
girls, 30 establishments for the weak-
minded and epileptic, 2 asylums for the
insane, 2 for the blind, 39 Magdaleniums,
9 prisons, 7 boarding-houses, or hospices,
451 schools for little children, and pas-
tors’ assistants in 1,017 parishes.

In these nearly 9,600 deaconesses, with
Christlike devotion, are ministering to
the sick, the suffering and the sorrowing,.
The united income of these homes is
about 9,500,000 marks annually, equal to
$2,375,000. 1In their hospitals they care,
every year, for over 60,000 patients, be-
sides those receiving temporary treat-
ment. They also labor annually in
2,500 private homes. Their purpose is
not merely the alleviation of bodily dis-
tress, but to revive and deepen spiritual
life. They have rendered splendid ser-
vice in times of war, even upon the
battlefields, and in epidemics of cholera
and plague.

This book is of such surpassing interest
that we shall place it in the hands of a
comperent writer who will prepare a
special article on the subject.

The Story of Architecture : An Outline of
the Styles in all Countries. By CHARLES
TaOoMPSoN MaTHEWS, M, A, New York:
D. Appleton & Co. Toronto: William
Briggs. Pp. xiv-468.

Many persons have no conception of
the fascinating interest of the study of
architecture. It is mot a mere hap-
hazard disconnected thing. Itisagrowth,
an evoiution along definite lines. One of
the chief charms of travel is the study of
the famous buildings, sacred and secular,
ancient and modern, of many lands.
When we discover the principle of con-
struction they possess a4 unity amid their
variety that gives them a living interest.
The best book we know on this subject
is that under review. Although not so
full as Litbke’s great work, its more
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recont and American point of view makes
it of greater value to us than the German
book.

Our author recognizes three forces
common to every phase of arclhitecture—
climate, race, and religion. Of the in-
fluence of these he gives striking illustra-
tion, and points out how the temples of
Egypt, Assyria, Greece, and Rome, the
mosques of Byzantium, Cairo, and Gran-
ada, the gothic cathedrals, and the
renaissance palaces—all belong to one
huge architectural family, each having its
own peculiar charm of line and colour.

A grasp of the principles of architecture
will lend a new interest to travel, even to
our daily walks in the city where we live,
and to the examination of the pictures
and photos of foreign lands which every-
where abound. Mr. Mathews describes
first the ancient and oriental types of
architecture, then the classic styles of
Greece and Rome, which have so in-
fluenced modern structure. The develop-
ment of the Saracenic, Romanesque,
Gothic and Renaissance make up the rest
of the book.

Architecture in the United States and
Canada has recently experienced a great
revival on correct principles. The gov-
ernment buildings in many of the Ameri-
can cities have long been monuments of
bad taste and ill-spent money. But the
late lamented Henry Richardson, archi-
tect of the Trinity church, Boston, and
R. M. Hunt, chief architect of the Chicago
Exposition, have heen the apostles of the
new era. The so-called vertical architec-
ture of the sky-scraping buildings of
lower New York 1s a sort of nightmare ;
but some of the tall buildings, like the
Woman’s Temple, at Chicago, and an
office building in Milwaukee, figured in
this book, show how nobly it may be
treated. It is gratifying to Canadians to
know that we have in our own country
three of the masterpieces of architecture
on this continent—the Parlinment build-
ings at Ottawa, Toronto University, and
Toronto city building.

The present writer spent three of the
early years of his life in an architect’s
office, and has made architecture a special
study ever since. The principles of
architecture are of such interest and im-
portance that he purposes preparing upon
them two or more fully illustrated articles
at an early date.

A Treatise on the Preparation and Delivery
of Sermons. By JoBN A. Broapus,
D.D., LL.D. Twenty-third edition.
New York: A. C. Armstrong & Son.

Methodist Magazine ond Review.

Toronto: William Briggs. Crown 8vo,
“pp. xxi.-553.  Cloth, $1.75.

Notwithstanding the enormous growth
of the press, the living voice of the
preacher has not lost its power. It is
atill the chief means of arousing the con-
science, persuading the will, and instruct-
ing the mind in religious truths. In view
of the number of sermons preached every
week no preparation for giving them
power and efticacy can be too great. ‘One
of the best books on this subject that we
have ever read is that under review. Its
merit is shown by the fact that thisis the
twenty-third edition. It is used in the
mission-schools of Japan, and has been
translated also into Chinese and Portu-
guese. The ability of Dr. Broadus as a
preacher, and his experience in instruct-
ing successive classes of students, give
practical value to this volume. He treats
this great subject under the heads of
1. Materials of Preaching, including se-
lection of text, interpretation, special
materials, and the like. 2. Arrangement
of a Sermon. 3. Its Style. 4. Its De-
livery. 5. The General Conduct of Pub-
lic Worship.

The godly wisdom and spiritual earnest-
ness of this book will conmend it to
every reader. Its careful study cannot
but give greater weight and energy to the
truths of the Gospel. Its closing words
indicate the essential requisite of success-
ful preaching :

‘“Nor must we ever forget the power
of character and life to reinforce speech.
What a preacher is, goes far to determine
the effect of what he says. There is a
saying of Augustine, ¢ Cujus vita fulgor,
ejus verba tonitrua,’—‘If a man’s life be
lightning, his words are thunders.’”

The Standard Bearer. By S. R. CROCKETT.
Methodist Book-Rooms, Toronto, Mont-
real and Halifax. Price, cloth, $1.25.

Crockett is at his best in describing the
heroisms and persecutions and wmartyr-
doms of the **killing time” in Scotland.
That is the theme of his ‘““Men of the
Moss Hags,” and of this story. No
Church has ever had a grander spiritual
ancestry than that of Scotland. The
bonnie blue flag of Christ's Crown and
Covenant were often stained by the
best blood of the martyrs. This tale
calls up that grim old past and makes it
live again, thrilling and throbbing with
the high faith and dauntless courage of
the Covenanters.

We know no more striking episode in
literature than that describing the de-
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moniac in the garet, the dour Presby-
terian elder driven to madness, with
sword and gun defying“approach, whom
the unarmed minister bearded in his den
and conquered with the power of his
mother’s prayer. A silken thread of ro-
mance runs through the story of Quintin
MacClellan.  The hearts of the High-
landers, smitten with love’s spell of power,
like the rock in Horeb, when smitten by
the rod of Moses, melt into tenderness.

The Growth and Administration of the
British Colonies, 1837-1897. By REv.
Wirtiam Parr Creswenn, M.A. Lon-
don: Blackie & Son. Toronto: The
Copp, Clark Company.

This is a book for the times. The re-
lation of the Mother of Nations and her
forty colonies was the most conspicuous
note of the Jubilee of 1897. That re-
lation has long been misunderstood, but
now its true character is asserting itself.
We hear no more the words, ¢ Loose the
bond and let them go.” ¢ Too loyal is
too costly.” Canadian sentiment re-
sponds warmly to the sympathy of the
Motherland beyond the seas:

¢ For we have British hearts, and British

blood
Shall leap up, eager, when the danger
calls!
Once and again our sons have sprung to
i arms
To fight in Britain’s quarrel—not our

own— . . .
Canadian blood has dyed Canadian soil,
For Britain’s-honour that we deemed our
own.” ‘

The author, with a remarkable insight
into colonial sentiment, writes wisely
concerning the administration of the
Canadian, Australianand African colonies
during the Queen’s long reign.

With Five and Sword. Anhistorical novel
of Poland and Russia. By HENRYK
SiENkiEwICZz,  Authorized and un-
abridged translation from the Polish.
By Jeremia" CurtiN. Toronto: Geo.
N. Morang. Pp. xxii.-779.

The story of the struggle for liberty in
Poland is like the prophet’s scroll in
Scripture, written within and without
with lamentation and weeping and woe.
A striking episode in this prolonged con-
flict is described in these vivid pages.
The historic insight and realistic portrai-
ture of the past which characterize ‘ Quo
Vadis” are seen also in this volume. Itis
a curious illustration of the cosmopolitan
character of the republic of letters that

this book is written in Polish, is trans-
lated by Mr, Curtin, the United States
Consul to Guatemals, and published in
Toronto. Mr. Curtin gives an historical
introduction, with a folding map and
several illustrations, which enable one to
better comprehend this dramatic narra-
tive.

It is pitiful to think that after so much
unavailing valour Poland has ceased to be
even a geographical expression. The
closing lines of the story seem like a great
black seal on this tragic tale. ** Wolves
howled on the ruins of former towns, and
a land once flourishing became a mighty
graveyard. Hatred grew into the hearts
and poisoned the blood of brothers.”

The DMistakes of Ingersoll. By Rev.
TaoMas McGrapy. Cincinnati : Curts
& Jennings. Toronto: William Briggs.
Price, §1.00. Pp. 344.

We have all heard of Mr. Ingersoll’s
criticisms of the mistakes of Moses. A
humourist declares he would like to have
heard Moses on the mistakes of Ingersoll.
Mr. McGrady’s trenchant review exhibits
the egregious folly of many of Ingersoll’s
criticisms of the Pentateuch. On this
side of the line we do not take Ingersoll
seriously. He is regarded as a clever and
unscrupulous man  who simply talks
scepticisin at a hundred dollars a night
because it pays, and at the same time,
denounces as mercenaries the faithful
men who devote their lives to preaching

the Gospel and doing good on a very

meagre living allowance. There is a
stirring eloquence about these chapters
which makes them very readable. Inger-
soll’s shallow criticisms are, we think,
fairly met and refuted. The best answer,
however, is the onward march of Chris-
tianity, the conversion of sinners, the
holy lives and happy deaths of believers.
Chaplain McCabe well met the sneers of
Ingersoll some years ago by his famous
song, ‘‘We are building two a day.” It
must now be about six churches a day
which a single branch of Methodism
alone is erecting every day for the worship
of God.

Heroic Personalities. By Louls ALBERT
Baxks, D.D. New York: Eaton &
Mains.  Toronto : William Briggs.
Price, $1.00.

Dr. Banks is a busy Methodist preacher
doing full work in important charges. He
is also one of the most prolific and popu-
lar authors of the times. Though still a
young man, a round dozen of volumes
have proceeded from his pen. In this
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book he gives forty brief character-
sketches of such noteworthy persons as
Mrs. Ballington Booth—-‘‘the Shep-
herdess of the Black Sheep ; ” Mrs. Eliza-
beth Stuart Phelps Ward ; Helen Keller ;
Dr. Diaz, the apostle of Cuba ; Mrs. Me-
Farland, the heroine of Alaska; Neal
Dow, the father of Prohibition ; and many
others. The book is very racy and read-
able. It has forty portraits.

Christ and the Critics. By Gérome.
Cincinnati: Curts & Jennings, To-
ronto: William Briggs. Price, 50
cents,

In this little book on the Mosaic
authorship of the Pentateuch, the writer
appeals from the higher critics of to-day
to the word of our Lord, who cited the
testimony of Moses and the prophets con-
cerning himself. He does not regard this
statement as implying that everything in
the Pentateuch is written by Moses, He
thinks there is & way of reconciliation
between rational criticism and irrational
literalism, and concludes : ¢ We may well
believe that, as between religion and true
science there is mno feud, so between
Christ and genuine criticism there is no
conflict.”

4 Kentucky Cardinal.
JaMESs LANE ALLEN.
ronto: George N. Morang.
paper, 75 cents.

This book has no reference to a scarlet-
hatted ecclesiastic of the Church of Rome,
but to the red-headed cardinal bird of
Kentucky. With a beautiful sympathy
with bird life and subtle interpretation
of nature is woven a silken thread of
romance. It is a very dainty and delicate
volume, and explains the remarkable
popularity of this author. In the same
volume is bound the *‘Aftermath,” a
sequel to the earlier story.

Short Studies of Familiar Bible 1"¢xts.
Mistranslated, Misinterpreted,”f and
Misquoted. By Brackrorp Cgnbir,
D.D. Toronto: Fleming H. ‘glevell
Company. Price, 81.00.

While the whole of God’s Word,
especially the most important part which
teaches the way of salvation, is so plain
that the wayfaring man, though a fool,
may not err therein, yet St. Paul tells us
there are in it certain things hard to be
understood. These passages are the sub-
ject of the present volume. Our author
treats, first, familiar texts mistranslated,
second, texts misused on account of being
misinterpr%md texts abused on ac-
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A Story. By
Illustrated. To-
Price,
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Methodist Magazine and Review.

count-of being misquoted. The treatment.
of this important subject strikes us as
judicious and religiously helpful.

The Girl of Cobhurst. By Frank R.
SrockroN. Toronto : The Copp, Clark
Co., Limited. .

Frank Stockton is at his best when he
describes the marvels of future science.
and discovery. He does it so seriously
that it seems to be real history, instead
of anticipation. This story, however, is
more a return to his earlier style in
“Rudder Grange” and *‘ Adventures of ,
Pomona.” His old-time whimsicality
and fun are as apparent as ever, and it
will probably please a wider runge of
readers than his scientitic stories.

The Translation of @ Savage. By GILBERT
Parker. Toronto: The Copp, Cluk
Co., Limited.

Mrst Falchion. By GILBERT PARKER.
Same Publishers.

Gilbert Parker is the most distinctively
Canadian of all story writers of the times.
He is Canadian born and knows our
country well. He has seen much of life
on the frontier and has a profound
acquaintance with its historie past. Of*
these stories we prefer *‘ The Translation
of a Savage,” with its reminiscence of the
tale of Pocahontas. A more defiut.
ethical purpose would give a higher vl
to Parker’s stories.

American Wives and English Husbanls.
By GerRTRUDE ATHERTON. Toronto:
The Copp, Clark Co., Limited.

This is a sort of international story that
will be apt to attract a good deal of atten-
tion in view of the international rapproche-
ment of the two. countries, the social
relations of which are here cleverly
sketched. “

Wolfrille. By Avrrrep HeNrRy Lewis.
Tustrated. Toronto ; George Morang.
Cloth, 81.25; paper, 75 cents.

This is a graphic account of life in a
western mining town, after the style of
Bret Harte's stories. It gives a vivid
picture of the rough and ready making of
empire in the far west. Mr. Remington’s
illustrations are of very superior merit. *

In reviewing the Countess of Warwick’s
admirable book on ““Progress in Woman’s
Education in the British Empire,” in our -
last number, the name of the Canadian
publishers was inadvertently omitted. It
is issued by the Copp, Clark Company,
Limited, Toronto.



