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~ MEMORIES OF — ===/ 

Henry Ward Beecher. 
By JUSTIN McCARTHY. 

I first met Henry Ward Beecher on 

my own side of the Atlantic. Ibad met 

bis sister, Mrs. Harriet Beecher Stowe, 

long before that—in the zenith of her fame
 

after the publication of ‘Uncle Tom’s 

Cabin,’ when she came over to England to 

be welcomed as a favored guest everywhere 

in English society. I was present, among 

the many people who stood to receive her 

—1I being, of course, an npknown young 

man in the crowd—as she stepped on to 

the landing stage at Liverpool out of one 

of the ocean steamers of those far-distant 

days. 

I well remember that emong those who 

came to welcome her were Nathaniel Ha
w- 

thorne, then American consul in Liver
pool, 

and Mr. Justice Haliburton, the author of 

«Sam Slick.’ Natbaniel Hawthorne I had 

the bappiness to meet now and then in 

Liverpool. 1 was then beginning my 

English career, and was connected with 

the first daily paper started in the north of 

England. Hawthorne was one of the 

handsomest men I have ever seen. In his 

deep, dark, dreamy eyes there was a burn-
 

ing light which carried a positive fascin- 

ation with it. 
Gladstone's Retort. 

Haliburton, the author of ‘Sam Slick,’ is, 

I suppose, long forgotten by most people, 

and yet he had a curious streak of origin- 

ality and even of genius in him. Ido not 

quite know why Sam Slick should not be 

remembered as well as Sam Weller, and 

yet you see Low it is! Haliburton got a 

seat in the House of Commons, and I can 

remember hearing him speak there more 

than once. I well remember that on one 

occasion he charged Mr. Gladstone wtth 

having caricatured some statement by some- 

body, and I very well indeed remember 

Mr. Gladstone's good-humoredly ecornful 

reply to ‘a charge of caricature coming 

from the author of ‘Sem Slick.” ’ 

I first met Mr. Henry Ward Beecher in 

the office ot the Morning Star newspaper 

in London. The Morning star. long since 

dead, was the organ of John Bright, and 

was devoted to the cause of the Federal 

government during the great American 

Civil War. Henry Ward Beecher came 

over to England to advocate the cause of 

the Northern States, and he naturally 
pre- 

sented himself on his srrival in Lo
ndon at 

the offices of the Morning Star. It was 

arranged that he should address a great 

meeting in the famous Exeter H
all, in the 

Strand, London. 

At that time public opinion was cu
rious- 

ly divided in London on the subje
ct of the 

American Civil War. What is called 

‘society’ went, on the whole, for the So
uth; 

the English democracy in London a
nd out 

of it, unlettered and well-lettered, 
went for 

the North. 

Exeter Hall, when Mr. Beecher en
tered 

it. was crowded to overflowing; in 
fact, a 

great overflow meeting had to be held in 

some other ball, while the general throng 

in the Strand bad to be appeased by the 

addresses of various speakers from the 

steps ot Exeter Hall. 

But inside Exeter Hall the great differ- 

ence of opinion which existed in England 

was curiously represented in the audie
nce. 

A large number of those who bad obtain
ed 

seats were devoted advocates of the Sou
th- 

ern cause. 

I do not think Mr. Beecher had been 

quite prepared for this. I fancy he was 

at first under the impreseion that he was 

about to address an entirely sympathetic 

audience. A very few seconds satisfied 

him that be had a much more difficult task
 

to deal with, and I never saw any man 

brace himself up more readily and more 

vigorously for an unexpected struggle. 

Great Speech In Exeter Hall. 

I noticed a curious twinkle in his eye 

that scemed to mean business as he pulled 

himself together tor the work. He threw 

off, to begin with, some magpificent sen- 

tences. a8 if to let the whoie of his audi- 

ence, unfriendly as well as friendly, kno
w 

that he was a speaker worth listening to, 

whom it would be as well not to lose the 

chance of hearing, whether you agreed 

with him or whether you did not. His 

voice rang thrillingly through the great 

hall, and be accomplished his first pur- 

pose—he made his audience anxious to 

hear what he might have to say. 

Then he began to show his gift of reply 

and of repartee. There are some great 

speakers who are utterly put out by inter- 

ruption ; there are other great speakers 

who are lifted and inspired to their very 

greatest by interruption. Mr. Beecher 

soon proved himself to be one of the latter 

class. . 

Every interrupting sentence brought 

back a reply, keen, sarcastic, rhetorical, 

crushing. In the course of his speech he 

said something about the religious feeling 

of the North. ‘Religious feeling,” some 

one cried out, ‘and war!” The meaning 

was obvious—you Northerners call your- 

selves religious and yet you carry on war. 
The reply came as the explosion of the 

gun powder follows the touch of fire. 
‘Religion and war I" Mr. Beecher called 

out; ‘and what is the device on the nation- 

al flag of England? Is it not the cross 

upon the field of blood ¥’ 
Before long Beecher had his audience 

with him. He did not, indeed, convert 

his opponents, but he reduced them to 

silence. They really wanted to catch all 
he said, and they knew that they could 

gain nothing by interruption. Therefore 
they let him alone and listened. 

‘I hope you were satisfied,’ I said to bim 

after the meeting. 
‘I should be very hard to please if I was 

not,” was his smiling reply. 

Time went on and the war was over, 

and I next met Mr. Beecher in the United 

States. I took out some letters of intro- 
duction to him, and I went, very naturally 

to hear him preach in his church at Brook- 

lyn. 

I thought him then, and still think him 

one of the greatest popular preachers that 

I ever heard, although I did not become 

reconciled to the way in which he occasion- 

ally dealt with sacred subjects in the pulpit. 

A Di: tinguished Company. 

I met him from time to time in New 

York, but he was not then very much given 

to making visits to New York, except to 

preach from some pulpit or speak from 

some platform. I have one very clear, one 

quite ineffaceable memory of bis elcquence 

as an after-dinner speaker. There was a 

banquet given by the late Cyrus W. Field 

of New York to the commissioners sent 

out from England to make arrangements 

for the Alabama arbitration. The com- 

missioners who came from England were 

Lord Ripon, a member of Mr. Gladstone’ 

government; the late Lord lddesleigh, 

then Sir Stafford Northcote ; and the late 

Prot. Montague Bernard, a great authority 

on international law. The dinner took 

place at Delmonica’s, the up-town estab- 

liszment, and was very long. Cyrus Field 

endeavored to get it condensed, but the 

chief cock, in the true spirit of an artist, 

declared that he could not have the har- 

mony of his banquet spoiled. So there 

was nothing for it but to sit out the courses 

—to ‘fight the course,, as Macbeth would 

say. 
Then came the speeches. My recollection 

of them is that they were solid and serious 

rather than lively or electric. I remember 

William Cullen Bryant, the poet making a 

very charming literary speech, but most 

of the orators discussed international busi- 

ness rather than international pleasure. Far 

down con the list of speakers came Henry 

Ward Beecher, who was to reply to some 

kindly sentiment about England and Amer- 

ica. 

The audience was pretty well wearied out. 

The English commissioners had never heard 

Mr Beecher, and were, I believe, under 

the impression that he was sure to make a 

very long speech, and just then they would 

hardly have enjoyed a very long speech 

from Demosthenes. 

Up rose the great preacher and enchant. 

ed the audience during ten resplendent min- 

utes. Never did I hear more eloquence, 

more humor, more pathos, more common 

sense, more impassioned philanthropy put 

into an address, and all in ten minutes. 

So mehow it did not seem to be short, there 

was so much in it. The audience held thei’ 

breath, fearing to lose a word of it. When 

the speaker broke the spell and sat down 

there was a positive reverberation of ap- 

plause. Sir Stafford Northcote told me 

afterward that he had never known such a 

feat accomplished by an orator in so short 

a time before. 

After a while I returned to London and 

remained there for many years. Later on 

I went to the United States once more, this 

time with a particular mission, and if I may 

say so, carrying a flag. 

My purpose was the advocacy of Home 

Rule. Ata meeting held in Brooklyn I 

saw Henry Ward Beecher for the last time, 

He had consented to speak at this meeting 

and to advocate the cause of Home Rule 

for Ireland. 

We dined at the house of a friend in 

Brooklyn and Mr. Beecher was in high 

spirits and in capital talk. He told us many 

amusing anecdotes, and compelled somefof 

us to forget for the moment that we should 

have to make public speeches later. 
The meeting took place, and Mr. Beeck- 

er delivered a most powerful and convinc- 

ing speech, a very short speech, too. Then 

we parted, and I never saw him again. 

Beecher’s Theories of Public Speakiog. 

Mr. Beecher bad many theories about 

the art of public speaking and the way of 

managing an audience. He used to advise 

less experienced orators to begin in rather 

a low tone, so as to catch hold of the 

watchful attention of the meeting, and 

then, when that attention was secured, to 

let the voice go as far as it would. 

I bave heard other crators advise a man 

about to address a great meeting to begin 

with the full strength and clearness of his 

voice, 80 #8 to give the audience the com- 

tort of knowing from the very first sentence 

that they would have no difficulty in fol- 

lowing all he was likely to say. I do not 

know whether there are any theories really 

valuable in the art of orstosy—really valu- 

able, I mean, as applicable to all sorts of 

men. 
I remember Mr. Beecher giving me 

some suggestions once as to this manage- 

ment of a great American public meeting, 

and I remember, too, that I felt constrain- 

ed to reply: ‘I am sure all that is quite 

ri ght and quite practicable, it you could 

only endow me with your voice and your 

electric power and your superb control 

over masses of men.’ 

I take it that Beecher’s method was the 

outgrowth and not the inspiration of Beech- 

er's eloquence. I have heard speakers who 

on the whole fascinated me more than Mr. 

Beecher did. 
I have heard speakers with whom I was 

more in what I may call artistic sympathy. 

Jobn Bright was one of these, and Mr. 

Gladstone, and so also was Wendell Phil- 

lips. But I hold it amoug my most treas- 

ured experiences to have listened to some 

of Henry Ward Beecher’s popular speeches. 

THEIR BELIEF IN CHRISTIANIY. 

The Great Men of the Day Have a Firm Be- 

lief in it. 

Two young men sat disputing one eve- 

ning last June on the steps of their col- 

lege dormitory. They were seniors. on 

the eve of graduation, snd both were filled 

with the importance of their own views. 

‘I, {for one,’ said the younger, ‘have no 

use for Christianity. It might do for sav- 

ages, or even for the better class of Filipin- 

os. If you believe in the trolley-car, you 

have outlived the tenets of Christ. Mod- 

ern science has gone beyond them.’ 

His companion, the son of a clergyman, 

had almost lost his father’s faith during his 

college career; yet he was not abeolutely 

convinced of its worthlessness. ‘A few 

great men still believe in Christ,’ he ven- 

tured, mildly. ‘His teachings have been 

the foundation of modern civilization.’ 

‘Pooh I” sneered the younger man. 

‘Bud dba paved the way for Christ, and 

Christ has built the foundation fora higher 

creed. tell you, the men of the best in- 

telli gence in this country don’t believe in 

Christianity.’ 

1s this a true statement? At any rate, 

it is not a new one, and it demands to be 

answered with facts, which are the most 

effective arguments. The Christian Her- 

ald recently addressed letters to the lead- 

ing men of the pation, asking them if they 

were believers in Christ. Senators, am- 

bassadors, sailors, soldiers and business 

men, eminent in their respective stations 

have responded. The following were some 

of the first to reply. 

President McKinley wrote, ‘My belief 

embraces the divinity of Christ and a re- 

cogniti on of Christianity as the mightiest 

factor in the world’s civilization.’ 

Six cabinet ministers affirmed that they 

were firm believers in the transcendent 

value of Christianity, Three justices of 

the United States Supreme Court announ- 

ced their belfef in the Christian faith, 

Chiet Justice Fuller being among the num- 

ber. Every naval officer who was inter- 

rogated responded affirmatively. Admiral 

Sampson said, ‘I claim to be a friend of 

Christianity. I was thus brought np and 

taught to believe. I bave never had oc- 

casion to change my belief.” In fact, all 

the heroes of Santisgo and Manila ac- 

knowledge-allegiance to Christianity. 

Ei The army makes a remarkable showing. 

Miles, Shafter, Brooke, Flagler, Corbin, 

Sternberg, Breckinridge, Howard, and a 

bost of other high officers explicitly declare 

their faith. The chiet of engineers writes, 

‘I fully believe in the divinity of the 

Saviour and the surpassing potency of 

Christianity.’ 

The msjority of the United States Senate 

uphold Christianity. The same may be 

said of the House. Senator TIillman of 

South Carolina thinks ‘he would be a fool 

who should deny the beneficent influence 

of the Christian religion.’ Senator Jones 

of Arkansas says, ‘1 am a firm believer in 

the Christian religion, in the immortality 

of the soul and in the beneficence and 

wisdom of an all-wise God, and but for 

when 
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this belief this life, in my opinion, would 

not be worth living.’ 
Marshall Field of Chicago and Mr. 

Wanamaker of Philadelphia are typical of 

the leading business men who believe in 

God. Nearly every university and college 

president is a representative for Christian- 

ity. The Chinete minister and the Rus- 

sian ambassador recognize the ‘potency of 

the Christian religion as a civilizing in- 

fluence.’ 
When all the answers are in, it is 

thought that ninety-nine hundredths of 

those who represent the highest intelli- 
gence snd success in this country will have 

declared their professed belief in Christ 
and in the principles taught by Him. 

Such testimony ought not to be overlook- 

ed by the young men who think it 

a sign of cleverness to boast of un- 

belief. It is rather the sign of a men- 

tal condition less acceptable to conceit. 

Science to-day, in common with the emin- 

ent men whose names have been given, ac- 

cepts as the strongest force in the moral 

development of therace, the influence of 

the marvellous life by which the fatherhood 

of God has been declared to men. Here 

science is not agnostic. In its own delib- 

erate way it accepts the facts ot Christiani- 
ty and acknowledges its renovating power 
and its domination in modern civilization. 

A Pioneer's Story. 
WILLIAM HEMSTREET’S HEALTH 

RENEWED AT SEVENTY. 

He was Afflicted With Illuess for a Long 

Period, and Thought bis Days of Useful. 

ness was Past—He is Againas Hearty and 

Robust as he was Twenty Years ago. 

From the Free Press, Acton Ont. 

No man is better known to the people 

of the counties of Halton and Wellington 

than William Hemstreet, a pioneer and 

much esteemed resident of Acton. Mr. 

Hemstreet is a native of this county, hav- 

ing been born in Trafalgsr township in 

1817 In his younger days Mr. Hemstreet 

conducted a tanning business. He subseq- 

quently engaged in the droving and but- 

chering business, and some twenty-five 

years ago, owing to his superior knowledge 

of the value of live stock, he took out a 

license as an suctiooner. In this calling he 

became at once popular and he was con- 

stantly on the road, driving in all kinds of 

weather, holding auction sales several days 

a week. Although possessing a strong, 

healthy constitution, the continued ex- 

posure and hard work ot selling some days 

tor six or eight hours at a stretch, he grad- 

ually lost his strength and vigor, and about 
three years ago found himself a collapsed 

and worn out man. In conversation with a 

reporter of the Free Press he said :—*‘I 

felt that my days ot usefulness were over. 

My strength had departed, my voice was 

gone, 1 was too weak to do work of any 
kind and I was undeniably useless to my- 
self or anyone else. My symptoms were 

peculiar and baffled several of the best 
local physicians, who differed very much 

in their diagnosis. I took their medicines 

faithfully but no improvement resulted. I 

did not suffer much pain but was a very 

sick man. Had no sppetite, no strength, 

could not sleep. and both myself and my 

friends concluded that my days on earth 

were numbered and that my worn out sys 

tem would in a very short time lie 

down in eternal rest. I had to give up all 

my business interests.” When Mr. Hem- 

street's condition was most serious his 

attention was attracted by the published 

testimonial of Rev. Mr. Freeman,a miais- 

ter with whom he was personally scquaint- 

ed, relating to his restoration to health 

a.ter using Dr. Williams’ Pink Pills. He 

was particul.rly impressed with the testi- 

monial and concluded that these pills must 

possess singular merit and ling power 
or Rev. Mr. Freeman would not lend his 

name to their approbation. Mr. Hemstreet 

then decided to give them a trial; he first 

ot one box, then three, then halfa dozen, 

and took them regularly. No very marked 
effects, he says, were noticeable but with 

characteristic persistence he purchased a 

further supply. By the time twelve or 

thirteen boxes had been taken, he felt that 
new blood was coursing through his veins ; 

that he possessed renewed vigor and was 

able to pe form all the duties his business 

calls demanded. ‘‘For a year I continued 

to take the pills” he said. ‘I knew 1 was 

regaining my old strength and good health 

and I was determined the cure shculd be 

complete and permanent, and I give them 

the credit for making me the new man I 

feel myself to be today. As evidence that 

my recovery is complete I have only to 

state toat this spring I have conducted a 

pumber of auction sales in the open air 

with perfect ease and with entire satisfac 

tion to my clients. 
«] am as much averse to making person- 

al matters public as any one could pos- 
eibly be, but my long continued illness 
was to widely known and my recovery has 
been marked and satisfactory that I teel 
that I owe a debt of gratitude to the sim- 
ple but effective remedy which cured me, 
and this why I' thus acknowledge it, as well 
as to show to thote who are up in years 
and ill heath what Dr. Williams’ ink Pills 
did for me.’ 

Dr. Williams's Pink Pills cure by going 
to the root ot the disease. They renew 
and build up the blood. and strengthen the 
nerves, thus driving the nerves from the 
system. Avoid imitations by insisting that 
that every box you purchased is enclosed 
in a wrapper bearing the full trade mark, 
Dr. Williams’ Pink Pills for Pale People. 

FIGHT WITH A DEVIL FISH. 

It was Fierce for a Time But the Diver Fin. 

ally Won, 

Captain Conrad, a Canadian diver, was 
at work on the wreck of the fruit-ship Oteri, 

which had gone ashore on a coral reef near 

Ruatan, Honduras. A new leak bad devel- 

oped, and it was necessary to stop it at 
once, although the hour was four in the 
afternoon. Captain Conrad called his as- 

sistants, and they anchored the diver’s boat 

with the apparatus. On his way down, 

Conrad noticed the rare beauty of the trans- 

lucent tropical waters, and the lovely color 

of the coral and tbe thousands of fish swim- 

ming about. 
As he was getting near the point where 

the work was to be done, a long, dark arm 

shot across the face-glass of his helmet. He 

had been in tropical waters before, and 

knew the sign. It was the octupus—the 

real devil-fish, feared by all divers. He 

gave the danger signal, and was pulled up. 
At the surface he considered the situa- 

tio. The ship was leaking badly, and 

could not be left sately thus all night. He 

called for a heavy harpoon, and cut the 
handle, making a weapon about three feet 

long. Armed with this, he went down 

again to fight the octopus and stop the 

leak. 

This time he did not notice the beauty of 

the translucent tropical water. Slowly he 
approached the spot where the octopus was 

hidden under the bilge of the vessel. As 

he approached, the creature moved from 
under the side of the vessel, gathering it- 

self for the attack. 
There were but four or five feet between 

the coral reef on which the vessel had 
grounded and her side at this point, and 

Conrad settled himself here for the battle. 

It was not slow in coming. The snake 

like creature extended cne ot its long arms 

Conrad gave a quick thrust with his har- 

poon, but the devil-fish was quicker than 

he, and snatched away the arm. 

Again the creature sfruck, this time 

touchiug Conrad on the hip: but on the 

instant it lost its arm, severed by a blow 

from the harpoon. 
Then the fight began in earnest. The 

devil-fish tried to envelop the man in his 

several tentacles, and the diver kept slash- 
ing with the harpoon. He inflicted wounds 
enough to discencert the creature and pre- 
vent it from enwrapping him, but for some 
time none of the wounds were serious. 
At last, just as the creature had come to 

alarming close quarters, he managed to 
drive the harpoon into a vital spot. When 
badly injured in the body, the cuttle-fish 
discharges u great quantity of dye, which 
colors the water a jet black. Instaatly 
Conrad found himself in a mass of ink. 
He gave the signal, and was pulled up. 

It took some time for the dye to clear 
away so that anything could be seen in the 
water. Then Conrad went down again. 
He did net have to renew the battle. The 
octopus was dvad. 

A CONVERTED PHYSICIAN, 

With the Aid of South American Kidney 

Cure, Nurtes His “Hopeless’”’ Cases back 

to Health. 

A prominent physician writes this of dia- 
betes: ‘Personally until very recently I 
have never known an absolute cure.” But 
this same physician says further that be has 
noted the wonderful work accomplished in 
patients of his by South Americ n Kid- 
ney Cure; patients whom he bas ceased to 
treat because in his estimation there was 
no cure and no hope. What a tribute 
this is to be the medical genius in the com- 
pounding of this great remedy—this Kid- 
ney specific. It sooths, heals and cures 
the diseased parts. Does it quickly and 
permanently. Sold by E. C. Brown. 

“Their married life seems to be perfect- 
ly happy.’ : 

‘Yes. He told her his mother never 
made anything fit to eat.’—Philadelphia 
Bulletin . 


