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REUTCHES ON THE STICK.

P ISTOR FELIX TALKS ABOUT THE
SPIRIITUAL LIFE.

His this Age of Sclentific Advancement
“Lost its Grip of Spiritual Things—YHow
Dwight L. Moody Holds an Audience—
The Tomb of Thomas Scott,

Dr. B. W. Lockhart, in an ordination
sermon at Chicopee, Mass. spoke interest-
ingly of the relation of the preacher to his
age. In his view the present is character-
ized by the immence predominency cf
material interests and material ideas.
Material forces bave yizlded as n ver be-
fore to the supremacy of man's mind.
Look around, anl you see tke elements
harn¢s:ed to the tasks of men. It isan
era of massed forces ond great combina
tions. (Quantity is dealt with on &n en-
larged scile. Nations bave grown gigan-
tic; scheme, enterprises, fortunes are of
the colossal type. So, corcesponding em-
phasis is placed on material things, til
many are persuaded they are all important.
But what of Man, the speaker qu ried ; has
he become lirger than before? Is he
greater in heart and in spirit than the earl-
ier generations? It do's not appear that
he is. Indeed, th? reverse bas sometimes
been assumed ; and 1t may be true, and due
to the reason above stated, that—

**The individual withers, and the world is more and
more :"’

In consequence, the ag2 bas lost some-
thing of its grasp of spiritual things. Be-
cause ma‘erial forces have intenstfi:d their
action on the public mind, moral and spirit-
ual interests hive sbrunk in public esti-
mation. The masses, often, uurea-hed by
the churches, do not seem to feel the awe
of thit unseen world that lies all about us,
and have come to treat it as unreal. Ac-
cordingly, politics, science, finance, edu-
catior, and other matters occapy the pub-
lic mind to the exclusion of religion, and
they are treated as relating ocly or chiefly
to man’s transposal and ma‘erial interests.

Does 1t follow that th: Christian preach-
er is longer needed? It follows, the
speiker would conclude, that be is needed
all the more. He, it seems, is the only
one whose miin business it is to atk a
hearing in the name of God, and in be-
balf of the eternil. He it is whbo alone
remains to direct attcntion to imperishable
things, to speak for the unseen, to declare
that tke fashion of this world, now so
splendid and imposing, is still a fashion
that passeth away ; and that the profound,
sound, abiding realities are, God, the
soul, justice truth, love,—the same amid
the roar of modern machinery as in Arab-
ian deserts ; the same amongst our throrg-
ing city populations 8s by the sheep-folde
of ancient Isracl.

The speaker would not admit the theory
of the decadence of the church, or suppoze
that the Christian preecher is not now lis-
tened to. In th: midst of the age’s mater-
ialism, its dim perception of the spiritual,
a preach:r gathers a multitude about him
Does it mean nothing that one hundred and
tw nty thousand tongues, in America alone,
speak to twenty nillions of listeners? In
spite of this predem’nance of material in
terests, the spiritual organ exists, the heart
of minkind longs after the unseen, wkile
all but the most sordid ask for more than
can be touched, or tasted, or handl:d.

In conclusion, the speaker raised the
(question of the pulpit’s permanence. Is
the preacher to become less, or more?
More, rather than less, he would conclude. !
In any age to succeed ours we need antici-
pate no waning of bis power. lIle will

never fail of a hearing. He will still move =COMposition.

men. If he has a message from the Eter- |
nal, he has what some are wailing to hzar |
If he is faithful to his vocation, whatever of
scorn or of persecution he may meet, he
will not be lest to neglect or indifference.
There will always be clect souls by whom he
will be headed, howevar diflizult ot accept-
ance the trath ha briogs, and they will hear |
him gladly. Though he die, th: words he

speaks shall not perish, but prevail. The

flaming torch ot trath, today trampled

under foot, thill tomorrow be lifted, and

bacome a beazon to light the future. He

wh) utters his messaze, out of a pure and

fervent h:art, will a'so have his vindica-

tion in that great and notable day of the

Lord.

- » B *

That the doctrinal sermon and the |
preacher of a plain gospel are not out of
date is assured to us by our recent seeing
and bearing. A plain man, with earnest |
simple sp2¢ch, who has gone the world
over, and drawn pzoples innumerable, fill
ed the City Hall of Bangor, evening alter
evening, with crowds of eager attentive
listerers. A dozen s2ntences shows him
unlea-ned in the schools, and there is in
Lis manner much that is coffensive to a
fastidious taste ; but he knows ‘the mind of
the Master,” and so the doctors and pro-
tessors of colleges sit at his feet, and
equally with the common people, hear him
with reverence and gladness. T'bcre is no
art, no grand diction, no commanding elo-
quence. There is apparent at the first, ease
ot address, a business-like manner, down-
right sense, and sturdy independence. Bat
there remeins behind what is vastly more
inportant,—a messag?, & commission from
tae King. It is clear to all that Dwight L.
Moody knows his Bible; he is at home
there. His treatment of his themes mmplies
much study and easy familiarity with the

dresses. Ile magnifies the doctrinal and
expository preacher,—the man who gets
down into tbe marrow of the Word, and
hag charged bis soul with the very philos-
opby of Revelation ; th: man whose spirit
bas grown warm and rich by much brooding
over it. To hear him commend Andrew
Bonar or Joseph Parker will show you how
generous he can be to those most wcrthy
his generosity.
* * *

The visitor st Quebec, (according to
Pierre Georges Roy, of whose article in
ths Bulletin des Recherches Historiques,
Mr. W. D. Lightball gives a translation in
the week,) il he desires, stay bis footsteps
beside the grave of (Thomas Scott, a
brother of the Gireat Sir. Wal'ter, and real
the inscription on “‘the humble stone in the
old cemetery of St. Matthew's church,
whi_h makes the resting place of his re-
mains.” So near a kinsman ofa man so
tamed, so admired, and so b:loved, as Sir.
Walter, must be of interest to us, while
we reflcct how, even by its graves the new
land is linked to the old,

Six of the twelve children born to Walter
Scott, pere, and to Annie Rutherford his
wife died in infancy. To several of the
six children who lived, the same names
wcre given,—as Walter, Anne, Robert and
John. Thomis was the fitth child who
survived to adult age; and he, together
with Robert had taste for letters, no! with-
out skill, if we may credit the testimony cf
the more celebrated brother. According-
ly, apon his disagreement with the edi‘ors
ot the Edinburgh Review, Sir. Walter
wrote to Thomas in this encouraging strain :

‘Certain pressing affsirs bave prevented
my hitherto completing for you my collec-
tion of the works of Shadwell. It i3, Liow-
ever, on the eve of being so. You must
obtain all the original pieces in order to
be ab'e to collate them with the octavo
edition. But 1 bave just now a more
pressing anc luerative employment for
your p:n. I inform you under th: seal of
tecrecy that a plotis hatching to kill the
Edinburgh Review. We have the in‘en-
tion of founding a new Review, which we
trust will display (uite as much talent and
independence. 1 was offered the chbief
editorship of the new publication, bu
thongh the remunerations attached to the
post are very high, I declined. Mr. Gif-
ford, the author of ‘The Baviad’ accepted
the task. Ie attached one condition, how-
ever; I must give him all the assi.tance
possible.

‘You are going to hive th: opportumty
to practice your ta'ent as a writer. The
QQuarterly Review will accept anything;
poems, romances, novels, etc. You will
get for each sixteen pages ten guineas.
To commence, you can send your articles
through me. I will retouch then before
sending them to Gifford.”

[t does not appear that he profited by
this liberal offer, for, we are informed, no
composition bearing iis name is now to be
tound ; which seems unlikely had he ever
written anything of consequence. Upon
the appearance of ‘Waverley,” Sir Walter
wrote to him thenin America: ‘Waverley’
bas an enormous success, I send you a
copy. Rumor runs here that you are the
author. Send me a nov:l in which you are
to put all the humor you have, and 1 as-
sure you I can sell it tor at least £500. To
encourage you you cin draw on me for
£100 when you send the manuscript, thus
you will be sure you have nst lost your
time. You have more humor and talent
for description than many well known
What you nzed is the pra‘tise of
It “Waverley’ is mentioned
to you, say notking. I do not wish to

writers.

never saw, but it the public absolutely in-
sists on believing it, and to give you £500
for trying your hand in romance, I cannot
tee why you should refuse the chance to
make a little fortune.” Here was the san-
guime Sir Walter, always ready to acclaim
any faintest trace of talent, and in this
case helped on by brotherly partiality,

as brea‘hing, and why could not Thomas
do the same if he should take a notion to
try ? Byron guestioned Bloomfield,—

If in3piration fell on you,

Robert, why not on Brother Nathan, too?

Herein is a little touch of pathos; and
he who stands beside this bumble store
will connect it in his fancy with that
splendid monumental pile on Princess
street and the sepulcher at Dryburgh, by
ths tie not only of brotherly love, but of
artistic and literary sympathy.

* bd *

That the author of ‘“Marguerite,” can
still summon the muses, and that they will
come when called, is attested by the f)l-
lowing, which, we think, has not elsewhere
appeared in print. It is now time for an-
other book of verse from George Martin:

The Flower Gift.

A reminiscence of a visit with some friends to
the new Diocesan college at Montreal,

Ot do I think of that afternoon
When sunwmer her garland wore;

When the sun went down an hour too seon,
And the world was young once more.

Fair was the view from that lofty tower,
Fair as a fairy land;

But fairer te me the modest flower
Bestowed by a fair white hand.

The heat was thick, and the sun sank r:d,
Red as a town on fire,

While the roofs of the City, far outspread,
Turret and dome and gpire,—

Mimicked the pomp of the peerless god,

sacred pages, as with the audience he ad-

As he crossed the horizon’s rim ;

Writing such a romance with him was easy |

| pass you off as the author of a work you |

|

|

|
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‘Lo the wountain he gave his parting nod,
And the valley below gew dim.

Sweet was the vesper-song of the thrush,
Happy the chime of bells,

And O, the peace of the gloaming hush
Oa grateful hills and dells ;

But happler, sweeter far than these
Was the ripple of Iriendly talk

That lent a charm to the welcome breeze
Which gladdened our homeward walk.

The flower gift faded long ago,—
Nay, surely it could not fade !

It blooms in a spot which no man can know,
Fostered by sun and shade.

Hid from the glance of mortal eves,
Safe from the winter’s chill,
It lives_ it breathes, it smiles, it sighs.

A thing of beauty still.
At home, asleep in the silet land,
I ask no higher bliss
Than the touch on my bed of a loving hand,
And a flHhwer resembling this.
5.8
We have in one volume of 330 pages,
(C. W. Moulton, Buffalo) the poetry of
Rev. James B. Kenyon, whose ‘Oaten
I’ipe’ was reviewed in these columns within
the m2morv of any intcrested reader.
This book includes several separate publi-
cations, as, ‘At the Gate of dreams,” ‘In
Realms of Gold,” ‘Sonzs in all scasons,’
‘I.aus Mortis,” and ‘Out of the Shadows.’
Fineness of taste, a chaste and bszau‘itul
expression, a laxurious delizht in nature,
a praference for 2 bucolic and classiz muse
and a smootinzss and unifo:mity of style,
distinguish these pieces. Saveral of the
flower-poems are notably delizate.

The Sweet Pea.
A slender pink-‘aced village lass,
Round whom the light winds, as they pass,
Linger caressingly, if so
To win a favor ere they go.
A Nattering ribbon clasps her waist;
About her forehead, cilm and chas'e,
Bright ringlets blow; her dove-like eyes
Are pure and deep a8 summer skies
She 18 a sunny f:agile thing,
And you may see her blossoming
Adown some messy garden way
Fresh as the dew, and fair as day.
What though old-fashioned she may be;
True hearts still love the shy sweetl-paa.

Tiger Lily.

What torrid days bhave poured their quiveriog heat
Iuto the hollow ot thy slender urn,

Till now withia thy heart once chastely sweet,
The fires of trop ¢ heaven ever burn!

Or pale perchance, as virgin peaks of snow,

1hou stood’st in stainless splendor, till one day
A wouaded tiger at thy feet crouched low,
And o’er thy chalice plashed his blood’s red spray.

There is the evidence o! genuine emo-
tion in many of these pisces, and that sin-
cerity is grateful to the earnest reader. It
is what, in these days, would be more in-
sisted upon, and even a degree of crude-
ness is tolerable. if the impression of real-
ity is conveyed. Instinctively we feel when
this is present ; and the product of genuine
feeling is true sentiment, while that of af-

fectation, ro matter how deftly decked in

words, is that hate‘ul thing—not halt hated |

in these days,—sentim:ntility. The classic
themes in this volume are so numerous, and
of such even excellence we hesitate to
*The Burden of E1on,” ‘A Maid

b

seleot,
of Sicily,’ ‘A Memory of Theocritus,
‘Laconia,’ ‘Lilenus,’ and others, invite us,
but we settle on—

Taclta,

She roves through shadowy solitudes,
Where scentless herbs and fragile flowers
Pine in the gloom that ever broods
Around her sylvan bowers.

No winds amid the branches sigh.
No footfall waikes the sodden ground;
And the cold streams that burry by
Flow on without a sound.

Strange, voiceless birds from spray to spray
Flit silently; and all day long

The dancing midges round her play,
But siog no elfin song.

Toe haunting twilight ebbs and flows,
Chill is the night, wan is the worn;

Through this din wood no mianstrel goes,
No hunter winds his horn

No panting stag seeks yon dark pool;
No shepherd calls his bleeting sheap

From sunburnt meads to shadows cool,
And grasses green anc deep.

Across her path, trom reed to reed,
The spider weaves his gossamer;

She recks not where her footsteps leid;
Tae world is dead to her.

Her eyes are sad. her face is pale,
Her head droops sidewi e wearily;
Her dusky tresses, hke a veil,
Down ripple to her knee.

How many a cycle hath she trod
Each mossy aisle, each leafy del.!

Alas, her feet with gilence shod
Neveril:e the hateful spell.

Mr. Kenyon has what advantage may
come from the appreciation of several of
the masters of sonz, and the approval ot
critical authorlty. Longfellow has spoken
of ‘the beautifu! spirit’ in which the book is
written. Whittier describes a lyric-se( 1ence
as ‘A tender and beautiful story of the prog-
ress of Love to its blissful truition, and the
thanksgiving song of ‘Epinicion.’ Sted-
man assures him, “There is plenty of room
for more than one new poet; and if you
keep singing some one will in the end hear
and know the song.’ S:oddard says,—
‘You know what so many do not, what
makes a soanet, and you write g.od son-
nets. . . If you had only lived when Dray-
ton, Daniel, Drummond, and the rest ot the
early ronneteers were writing, I see no rea-
son why you should not have taken your
place in their old-tashioned ranks. I like
tha care you bastow on your work, in which
I find a clearness of perception and a
delic.te sense of melody.” And this from
Holmes: ‘I recogniz2 the artistic skill of
your verses, and, if they do not contaia ths
history of a true passion, they have certainly
all the air of reality.” Mr. Kenyon is bim-
self a critic of large sympathy as is shown
by his recent articleon The Rossetti's in

the Methodist Review. PATERFEX.

FINE TEA AND COFFEE.

Americans Have Not Been Taught to Pay
High Prices Yet,

There is a dealer in coffee in New York
who snorts when he hears people talking
about the difliculty of makiog good coflee.

“The making be jiggered’, he says, ‘The
important thing is not how the coffee is
made, but the quality of the coffee. There
are a doz°n different ways of making coffee
all of which produce equally good results,
and not more skill or care is required in
cooking anything else. The quality of the
coffee is the thing, and be :ause Americans
insist on buying cheap grades of coffee
they den’t get good coffee. They blame
their wives and their seivants for thz re-
sult of their own false economy. Ameri-
cavs "drink more coffee than any other
nation, but they don’t drink the bzst. They
drink coffee as a staple article of diet and
don't study its finer qualities. In Europe
people pay from 10 to 20 centsmore a )
pound on an average for good qualities
of coffee than is paid here. People hoare
hiven't been trained to pay ahove a cer-
tain price for coffee. When I bagan busi-
ness I wanted to supply something a little
better than the citizens of this town were
accustomed to. I imported a lot of es-
pecially fine Ceylon plantation ccfize. It
cost m2 forty-one cents a pound wholesale
unroasted. In roasting the coffee loses
about one-sixth of it~ weight #o that this
coffee, roasted would have bLeen worth
about fifty cents a pound without the
dzaler’s profit, That is about twice the
whole:ale price of ordinary good coffze.
With that I made a mixture that I could
sell at forty-five cents a pound. 1 found
that it actually hurt my business instead of
helping it. People got an idea that I was
a fraud bzcause I was so high priced.

‘I had the ramz experience with tea.
Americans don’t drink especially fine tea.
I thought the reason of that was that they
didn’t know any better, and I tried to give
them a chance to learn. I imported a lot
of very fine Chinese tea. It was not the

very flaest, but it was so good that it cams
in small packages wrapped up insilk. I
could make a small profit on it selling it at
$3 a pound. I expected it would be quite
a drawing card for me; but when the first
customer came in ¢nd asked how much my
best tea was, and I said ‘$3 a pound,’ he
neirly fainted. It might bave hurt my
business seriously only he happened to be
a friend of mine and agreed to say nothing
about it. After that | was careful to size
up my customers before telling them the
cost of my best tea. Now I have best tea,
very best tea, extra best tea, and the 3
kind. Many Chinese laundrymen drink
better tea than some millionaires. It
comes packed in pound boxes with glass
covers and with bunches of the whole tea
leaves tied up together in si'k.

‘It men will buy cheap coffez there is

only one way to make it taste gool. Let
them start out in the evenirg, walk t:n
miles into thé woods, sleep all nightin
camp and get up at5 o'cleck the next
morning and make their own c.ffze. Then
it will tasts like nectar. no matter what its
quality.”—New York Sun.

_OUR MAIL.

) Our mail
s brings us every
day dozens of
letters about
Burdock Blood
Bitters. Some
from merchants who want to buy
it, some from people who want to
know about it, and more from
people who do know about it be-
cause they have tried it and been
cured.
J. Gillan, B.A% 39 Gould Street,
Toronto. Read how he writes:

GENTLEMEN,—During the winter of
1892 my blood became impure on account
of the hearty food I ate in the cold
weather, Ambition, energy and success
forsook me, and all my efforts were in
vain. My skin became yellow, my bowels
became inactive, my liver was lumpy and
hard, my eyes became inflamed, my appe-
tite was gone, and the days and nights
passed in unhappiness and restlessness

For some months I tried doctors’
and patent medicines of every description,
but received no benefit. Being advised
by a friend to try B.B.B., I am glad to
bave the opportunity of testifying to the
marvellous result. After using three
bottles I felt much better, and when the
fifth bottle svas finished I enjoyed health
in the greatest degree, and have done so
from that day up to date. Therefore I
have much pleasure in recommending B.
B.B. to all poor suffering humanity who
suffer from impure blood, which is the
beginning and seat of all diseases.¢
J. GiLraNn, B.A., 39 Gould St., Toronto.

THE SAME MAN,
Well Dressed

& much higher place in the estimation of even
friends, than when thonehtlesslv and indiffer
ently clothed.

Newest Designs.
Latest Patterns.

‘u nn OAIPBELL. Memh&nt T‘nor’

64 Cermain Street,
(1st door south ot King.)

One of them was from Mr.



