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By the latest mail from Manila, letters
have been received giving important details
of the great Filipion secession from Rom-
anism to Evangelical Christianity. It is
estimated that not lsss than 5,000 natives
in Manila and the surrounding towns and
villages have voluntarily abandozed the
Roman Church and come over to Protest-
antism. They are heartily sick of the long
period of oppression under the rule of the
friars, and are eager for the education and
liberty that were denied them under
Spanish rule. The religious secession
from Rome and the thrilling incident of
Aguinaldo’s capture by General Funston
have been two of the greatest events since
the war began. In the letters published
below, some exceedingly interesting details
are furnished, which throw light on the
situation and show that America’s mission
in the Archipelago is far from concluded,
although there are abundant indications
that the long war, which seems to have
been largely fomented by the friars, is for-
tunately nearing an end.

The writer of the first letter is Dr. Alice
B. Condict, an American medical mission-
ary now in Manils. She says:

Maxiva, P. 1., Feb. 8, 1901.

We are having stirring times in Manila
now. Before this letter can reach you, I
am sure you will have read news by tele-
gram of the tormation of & political party
by the Filipinos themselves, called the
‘Federal Party,’ whose sole aim is to cir-
culate among their countryman reasons
for giving up the rebellion, and coming
at once to an amicable agreement with the
U. S. Government, laying down arms, and
accepting the terms our Government shall
give.

Last week the Federals had meetings in
Manils, made speeches, and discussed
matters relating to the present insurrec-
tion. Full reports were printed of these
meetings in Spanish and Tagalog papers,
which go broadcast all over these islands,
and no doubt will reach insurgent camps
and have a cooling effect on their Order
when they find the most intelligent and
best of their own countrymen are urging
measures for peace.

On Sunday last & mass meeting was held
in a Filipino theatre. There was a good-
ly number present, about 700 I judge.
The much talked of ‘Revolt from Roman-
ism” took definite shape. The audience
awoke to loud enthusiasm when a very en-
thusiastic citizen asked if they intendcd
longer to submit to the Pope, Mgr. Capel
and the friars. Each question was ans-
wered by thunders of ‘No! no! The
leaders went on to speak of the horrors of
the Spanish Revolution of 1868, in which
thousands ot their countrymen lost their
lives fighting for their rights. ‘That gov-
ernment,” he said, was entirely ruled by
priests. Altar and throne were combined.
The King and priests tormed a brother-
hood. The will of the people was not con-
sulted. The Senor argued for the sub-
stitution of Filipino clericals for the friars.
When bhe asked if he was not right, the
audience arose and shouts of approval
went up. ‘What is wanted,’ said he,’ ‘is
not separation, but reform within the
church.’ As in the days of Luther, these
people are loath to leave the church of
their fathers; but, like Luther, they are
bound to discover, later on, that no re.
form is possible if they still remain Ro-
manists.

Following this amiable Senor, an Amer-
ican Presbyterian missionary, Rev. James
B. Rogers, arose to speak. He read a
passage from La Santa Biblia (the Span-
ish Bible), then offered a short prayer for
Divine guidance in the meeting. He then
gave this text: ‘Give me, my son, thine
heart.’ ‘What need has God of us that he
begs of us our hearts ! If you do not want
the Pope and the friars,you still want God.
You want evangelical religion, and that is
s personal religion. It is entirely individ-
ual. It is not a question of families nor of
s nation. It is each person, each in
dividual being directly responsible to
God. The mediation of saints sep-
arates one from God, and that
is the greatest possible wrong to us. Evan-
gelical christianity requires no change in
your politics or theology. It is & move-
ment for a knowledge of Christ. This is &
positive movement of people who are tired
of human mediation, and seek a personal
knowledge of God. This is essentially
christian, not intellectual, but spiritual,
and a movement for true liberty. Religious
liberty is the most precious liberty we can
have.” The attention of the entire mass
meeting was intense and rapt throughout
the whele address.
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ed enthusiasm they felt bound to entertsin
these American leaders on the stage, and
ordered to have brought into the theatre
by a side door a ‘‘keg of ice cold beer,’
just such as they see advertised on every
side, and that the mass of Americans seem
to be always imbibing. Before Mr.
Rogers aud the other missionaries were
aware of what was going on ‘‘the ice cold
beer” was passed. The Filipinos thought
it was correct, and took their share. Of
course our missionaries were too astonish-
ed to keep back a broad smile, while they
refused the well-intentioned glass. No
doubt in the past these same Filipine
gentlemen had drunk with the priests and
friars, and why not now !

If you could see our newspapers, you
would read that Judge Taft, President of
the American Commission, entertained the
leaders of the Federal Party at his lovely
residence in the suburbs of Manils,on that
sawe Sunday eve. It was a lawn party.
In the full moon, by the sea, tanned by the
softest of ocean breezes, lit by a flood of
nature’s softest light, which cast dense
shadows under the palms and other trees,
thess shades again lit by the ornate Japan-
ese lanterns, where refreshments were
served and soft Filipino music completed
the charming scene. Here, too, our free
American ways were not altogether what
our Sabbath observers and good citizens
would have chosen.

The American Army and Commission
are not altogether the most ideal spiritusl
influences we would crave for the Filipinos
who want a Christianity that is consistent
and that leads Godward. Christians in
the home land need to pray much for us
here.

Today’s papers announce that ‘‘the end
bas come in Marinduque. Five thousand
accept the Federal platiorm. Three
thousand Bolo men surrender.” So events
move on rapidly. Senor Juan Niena, sent
by this same Federal party to the island ot
Marinduque, has returned flushed by suc-
cess. His twenty days’ visit to the beauti-
ful island has resulted in the termination
of all insurrection there, and the enroll-
ment of five thousand men in the Federal
party.

But the latest and best news of all I
have to give you, is that the Filipino wo~
men have formed a Peace League. I have
an invitation to its first meeting, to be
beld on Saturday next. The translation
of this Spanish invitation card is as fol.
lows:

The Woman’s Peace League—Honored
Lady—A sad war is clouding our beloyed
country and causing sorrow and desoloting
anxiety to hearts in these islands and in
your own loved land. Soon will be com-
pleted the two years during which many of
our loved ones have forever been lost to
their earthly homes. Others have seen
their homes destroyed and their fortunes
lost. We deplore the continuation of this
war. Wae believe that the hour tor ending
these sorrows has come. In this belief we
appeal to your interest, your feelings of
sympathy and bhelp, your compassion for
your fellow men. We crave, with our
hearts stirred with love for our country,
your pressence and help at this league will
be held with the object of electing direc-
tors, composed of Americans and Filipinos.
With assured hope we look torward to a
great and lasting liberty beneath the pro-
tection of the American flag. Believe me

faithfully yours.
CONSTANCIA POBLATE ARRIETA.

One of His Angels.

Four years age the doctor spent a fort-
night with his old college friend, Judge
Rush.

The vieit was a painful one. The old
Rush mansion was stately as ever; the
white-haired judge as warm-hearted and
chivalric as when he was a achoolboy.
But bis only son, Harry, had married a
village girl whom the judge regarded as
his inferior. She was fond of dress, pert
and a little vulgar. Harry was tiring of
her already, and bad begun to drink and
to gamble. They were all wretched, and
slthough scrupulously polite, at odds with
each other.

The doctor cut short his visit. The
beautiful old home, he felt, was full of
hidden jealousy and bate. Net even one
of God’s angels,—not death itself,—he
thought, could ever set it right.

It was three years before he went to the
bouse again. Harry wrote, begging him
to comfort his father by a sight of his old
friend. The letter was cordial and affec-
tionate, ‘not like Harry,’ he thought. The
young man met him at the station with an
eager welcome. He had changed in some
strange way, was graver, simpler; he was
an earnest man, no longer a vain boy.

The doctor found the judge in his chamb-
er at luncheon. It was served daintily on
a little table, and Mary, Harry's wife, was
pouring out the tes and carving the chick-
en. The doctor had & warm welcome.

‘Sit down, sit down and take a bite with

room, and I can’t lose sight of you. Mary
will bring another plate. She is very good
to me,’ looking affectionately at her as she
nodded and hurried away. ‘That's the
best nurse in the world ! he said. ‘Harry
was a lucky fellow. She’s the truest, most
genuine little woman !’

The doctor was puzzled. As he talked
with the judge he found he had Jost his old
cynical bitter humor, aeif, in making
ready to leave the world, he desired to be
just and kind to the people in it.

But in the woman the change was start-
ling. The vanity, the self assertion, were
gone. She was gentle, earnest, tender in
her manner, but in her face there was a
look which the old doctor could not inter-
pret. He espoke of itto the judge when
they were alone.

‘It is as if she were here and yet far
away-—looking at something which we do
not see,’ he said.

‘Yes, yes, poor Mary " The old man
adjusted the cups hurriedly, bis voice
choking. When he could control it, he
continued :

‘It’s the baby, you see. Our little boy.
She’s never lost him out of her mind for a
minute, poor girl !

‘]—did not know,’ stammered the doctor.

‘Yes. We lost him last March. Two
years old.” The old man was silent a while.
*A most remarkable boy, doctor. 1 though;
I was going to live over my life in him.
I've his picture here, but it does not hint
what he has. He brought us all together.
I never knew Mary until I saw her wisdom
and devotion with him. Well, well, God
knows best !’

That evening, when the doctor came in
to bid his old friend good night, he found
the Bible open before him. The old man
smiled and touched it. ‘Yes, I neglected
that sort of thing all my life ; but now I've
a long journey before me, and I must

find out how to make it.” He
bade the doctor good night, but held his

hand a minute.

‘Who knows,’ he said, with a sad smile
flickering over his face, ‘but that I may
find the boy out there againP’

‘He sends His angels where He will,
the doctor muttered, as he walked away,
‘but they come oftenest, like their Master,
as a little child.’

Children’s Concepts of God.

The boy was eight years old. His mother
was foreign born and spoke little English.
His father was of French extraction, and
though be spoke English by preference, it
was not the king's English. As far as the
memories of their neighborhood ran they
were excellent people.

The boy went to school ina state that
is at great pains to teach its children the
questionable performances of the pagan
gods of antiquity, and at equal pains to ex-
clude any mention of the Gad in whose
name their commonwealth is founded.
Moreover, he grew up in a corner of it
where church going and Sunday school
are in scant favor. His own people, and
most of his neighbors, were good catholics
when they remembered to be anything,
which was about once in two years.

He bhad been to school about two years
when he fell into the hands of the teacher
who makes this record.

It was the hour for original composition.

‘You may take your slates,’ said the
teacher, ‘and write all you know about
God. When she had looked at some slates
the teacher asked: Is Ged good P’

There was no doubt on some faces, a
few tentative ‘Yes, ma’am’s,” then a gen-
eral rush of affirmation as the opinion
gained ground that this was the required
answer.

But the boy said ‘no.’ ‘No, ma’am,no;
He ain’t good’ ; said it with conyiction and
some anxiety, lest she should be missed
on this important point by the ignorance
of the majority. The teacher walked
down the aisle and turned up the boy’s
slate. In the middle of it he had written
in & crampod, scrawling hand: ‘Godis s
sware.’ And his teacher had told him it
is bad to swear, so bad his mother—of
course God is bad.

The teacher looked down into & face al-
ready beginning to be troubled about the
discrepancies between his personal convic-
tions and the popular opinion, and explain-
ed that it is because God is so good that it
is wrong to use his name ina bad way!
She also added the information, evidently
new that God made everything, and that
he sees and loves the children.

But if the boy knew nothing of the at-
tributes of Deity, he was well acquainted
with the ways of angels, as a chance re-
ference in the reading lesson revealed. He
said they were ladies that lived in the sky,
and had wings with feathers on them.
They could fly and play the fiddle. He
said he knew all these things from a pict-
ure his mother had, which picture, when
the teacher found opportunity to see it,
proved to bes Madonna surrounded by

it is surprising what a large number of
men and women suffer from the wretched
uneasiness and torturing itching of piles.
You may be among those who, through
modesty or fear of the surgeons’ knite,
bave been prevented from appealing to
your physician for a cure. You have tried
the hundred and one things that friends
have recommended and have ;become dis-
couraged. You say, as many have said
before you, there is no cure for piles.

Now is the time for you to turn to Dr.
Chase, whose famous ointment is recog-
nized the world over as the only actual
cure for every form of piles. The real
substantial value of Dr. Chase’s Ointment
has given it & unique position among medi-
cines. It is used in nearly every neigh-
borhood on this continent and has become
known by word ot mouth from friend to
friend and neighbor to neighbor. Ask
your friends about it, ask your druggist,
ask your doctor.
couraged, and after years of misery have
been cured by Dr. Chase’s Oointment.
Here is one, Mrs. James Brown, Hinton-
burg, near Ottawa, writes :—*‘I have been

Others have been dis-ﬁ

WHEN DISCOURAGED
TURN TO DR. CHASE.

He Cures Every Form of Piles Thoroughly and Well Without the
Danger, Expense and Pain of an Operation,

a constant sufferer from nearly every form
of piles for the last twenty years, and dur-
ing that time both here and in the old
country have tried most every remedy.

“I am only doing justice to Dr. Chase’s
Ointment When I say that I believe it to
be the best remedy obtainable for bleeding
and protruding piles I strongly recome
mend Dr. Chase’s Ointment to mothers,
or indeed to any person suffering from that
dread torment—piles.”

Mr. George Thompeon, a leading mer-
chant of Blenheim, Ont., states:—*‘I was
troubled with itching piles tor filteen years,
and at times they were so bad I could
scarcely walk. I tried a great many
remedies, but never found anything like
Dr. Chase’s Ointment. After the third
application I obtained relief, and was com-
pletely cured by using ome box.” Ask
your neighbors about Dr. Chase’s Oint-
ment, the only absolute cure for piles.

You can obtain Dr. Chase’s Ointment
for 60 cents a box from any dealer. If
you prefer, enclose this amount to these
offices and the remedy will be sent post-
paid to your address. Edmanson, Bates
& Co-, Toronto.

It was the day the teacher took the
third year class out to the irrigating ditch
to study the behavior of tadpoles that the
boy evolved his theory of the order of
creation.

‘Did God make the tadpoles?” he ques-
tioned.

‘Yes.’

‘And did he make the toads?’

‘Yes, those too.’

‘Then why didn’t he make ’em all toads,
and not let them be tadpoles?

‘I do not know; what do you think
about it?’

The boy was quite used to such answers
trom his taacher.

‘T guess,’ he said, ‘it was too hard to
make ’em all toads at first. It ain’t so
much trouble to make ’em tadpoles, and
let ’em get to be toads theirselves.’

The teacher talked sometimes, in words
of one syllable, of God’s knowledge of
their misdeeds, and their accountability to
him, but was careful neyer to ascribe to
him any semblance nor habitation. Yet
from some source the boy learned to locate
{God’s home in the vast unshadowed blue,
and to look to him as the author ot all nat-
ural phenomens. When he did not know
the answer to any que:tion in the nature
lesson, such as: What makes the wind ?
What makes thke rainbow? he answered
‘God,’ with an air of finality that made it a
little difficulty to explain the difference be-
tween primal cause and physical agency.

It was a gusty country where these
things happened, and the wind was often
the subject of the morning talk. In the
early spring the children brought to school
whistles and slips of young willow bark.
There was a blowing contest one day under
the window where the teacher stood to
overlook the playground. The boy came
off second best, but though acknowledging
defeat was unwilling to admit the superior-
ity of the victor.

‘Uh! you think you can blow, don’t you?
Well, I know somebody that can hlow s
lot harder than you can.’

*Who then?’ demanded the other.

‘Well, God can; he can blow forty miles
an hour !

Dauring the morning recess in the be-
ginning of the marble season the unex-
pected happened. The boy and one other
had a fight. The teacher instituted en-
quiries that elicited the following explan-
tion :

*We were playing marbles and the bell
rang, 80 we picked up the marbles and
came quick ’cause you don’t hke us to be
late. And I picked up Eddie’s taw and
didn’t know I had it, and I gave it back to
him at recess. And he said I stole it and
he would tell God on me. And I hit him,
and,’ indignation breaking out in fresh
tears, ‘he hit me, ’cause he was going to
tell God on me. And I didn’t want him
to do that, 'cause I didn’t steal it neither.’

The boy listened respectfully enough to
the teacher’s explanation of this vexatious
point, but the trouble did not go out of
his face for some moments,

He bad a robust faith in God’s prowess
that would have accepted the sun standing
still upon Gibeon as a matter of course.
Such orthodox traditions as the teacher
found opportunity to tell him out of hours
met with the readiest belief. In one of
their walks for nature study, the children
discussed the height and diffi culty of ascent

GATARR GURE ., 20C-

§s sent direct to the diseased
by the Improved Blower.
the ulcers, slears the aix

any number of able bodied ‘ladies’ playing ]
stringed instruments. ‘

St

free, All dealers, or Dr. A. W,
) Modisine Co., Tosonto and.

e

of the mountain about whose foot they
strayed. Almost impassable they judged
it, but the boy would net have it so.

‘I'll bet,” he said, ‘that God could go
over it in one jump, and never know it.’

At the end of the term the teacher had
the children write on their slates all they
bad learned about God. Such instruction
as she had given them had necessarily been
of the simplest,to the effect that the Creat-
or of all things, loved those creations,knew
all things, even to the innermost thoughts
of their hearts, and wished them all to do
right. Nothing more. And the boy wrote :

‘God is a great big man that lives in the
sky. He is good. God made the grass.
God made the wind blow. God made the
toads. God made everything. God can see
right through & house or anything. When
you die God gets you. He is stronger than
anybody.’

Chiquita did not come of a religious
family,and being reared in the comfortable
isolation of a California ranch, had not, up
to her fourth year, received any account
of things. The well meaning person who
gave her the first report of Deity was not
particularly bappy in the attempt. Shortly
atterward Chiquita was heard to ask a
member of the family if he knew ‘anything
about that good old man that lives up in
sky.’ Being laughed at, she would not for
a long time refer to Him in any way.

When the teacher gave her an account
ot the creation she received it sceptically,
and seemed inclined to regard it as a sort
of a fairy tale. However, since she has
not troubled with nice distinctions or mor-
al attributes, she came to accept him fin-
ally as the creator, and in the wide open
days of midsummer grew into a kind of
reverential awe of him, not often found in
church bred children. She wished very
much to open communication with bim,
but it was always as the God of outdoors.
Often she said of a fruit or a flower, ‘Let
us not pick that, let us leave it for God.’

Once, while walking along the hills, she
strayed away from the others and was
gone so long that someone asked her what
she had been doing. ‘Oh, just talking
with God,” was all the information she
vouchsafed.

As Chiquita began to go about more,
and to read, she gradually acquired a less
pagan conception of Deity. She heard the
Old Testament myths, and rated them less
than ‘Red Ridinghood,” and ‘Jack the
Giant Killer.” That her elders treated
these tales seriously afforded her a grave
amusement.

With this new knowledge came the
inevitable materialistic imagery of the half-
tsught. About this time she was heard to
reprove her dolls for not ‘goiog to church
every Sunday the way God does.

She was also detected in certain mysteri-
ous rites connected with offerings of bits of
food and treasured tinsel scraps, which she
bestowed on tavorite trees, or in clefts in
the rocks. These she was very unwilling
to be questioned about, and it was never
ascertained if they were in any wsy con-
nected with her ideas of the superhuman,
or were simple imitative plays.

The God of outdoors was gradually
dropped from her common thought, and
the new God had no place in her cosmo-
gony. ‘God is very religious, is He not?
she said in her seventh year, which the
teacher thought was rather a falling off.—
Mary Austin in ‘Kindergarten.’

PAIN KILLER is more of a housebold
remedy than any other medicine. It meets
the requirements of every home. Cures
cramps aad dxnntry and is the best lini-
ment made. Avoid substitutes, there is but

;0“ Pain Killer, Perry Davis'. 25c. and
c.




