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Writing Papers! &  Pocket Books!
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HUNTER & CO.,

€29 East Broad Street, RICEINMOIND, V.A.
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GLEANING, PRESSING, DYEING, AND REPRIRING.
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202 North Fifth Street,
Work and Prices Guaranteed. RICHMOND, VA.

SPECIAL DISCOUNT TO STUDENTS. CLUB RATES, $1.50 A MONTH.
All Goods Called for and Delivered Free of Charge.
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New Yorlk, Washington, Virginia Points, the South and Southwest,
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ornia Points.
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via Southern Railway.

The short line to Aiken, Augusta, Savannah, Jacksonyville, Nassau, N. P., Jekyl
Islands, operating the New York and Florida ﬁxpress daily between New York,
‘Washington, Virginia Cities, Jacksonville, and all Florida Points.

THE FLORIDA LIMITED—A magnificent palatial train, operated in Winter Sea-
son between New York, Washington, and St. Augustine, Fla.

CALIFORNIA EXCURSIONS.

Through Tourist Cars operated tri-weekly between Washington and San
Francisco, via Atlanta, New Orleans, and El Paso.
For detailed information, apply to any agent Southern Railway.

C. W. WESTBURY, T. P, A.,
J. M. CULP, Trafic Manager. Southern Railway,
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KODAKS AND KODAK SPECIALTIES,
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THE BEST AND CHEAPEST

Clothing, Gents' Furnishing Goods, and Hats

IN THE CITY.
SPECIAL DISCOUNT TO STUDENTS.

A. GREENTREE, 105% b stei,

Between Seventh and Eighth, - RICHMOND, VA.
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JFurniture,
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RICHMOND, ~ VIRGINIA.

Ten Per Cent. Cash Discount to Students.

W. 8. PILOHER. W. S. PILCHER’ R. F. GASKINS.

Coal, Wood, and Coke,
Marshall and Bowe Sts., RICHMOND, VA.

QUALITY, WEIGHT, AND PRICES GUARANTEED.

Old ’Phone 330. One block directly north of College.
New ’Phone 760. 0. W. AnpErTON, College Representative.
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GORDON, TILLER & CO.
oo 1207 West Main Street, RICHMOND, VA.

JOHN H. WILTSHIRE, College Representative.

THE ELITE PRESSING CLUB,

601 E. Broad Street (Rear).
Gents? Suits Scoured and Pressed, - 74 Cents.
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Ladies’ Suits Cleaned and Pressed, = 65 ¢
Ladies’ Skirts Cleaned and Pressed, = 86
0ld ’Phone 1276. CLUB TErMNBERSHIP, $1.50 Per Ilonth.

(cates’ Shoe Repairing (so.,

D. 8, CATES, Manager,
527 W. Broad Street, near Cor. Belvidere Street.

Highest Grade Shoe Repairing:

GOODS SENT FOR AND DELIVERED FREE OF CHARGE.
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—FOR—

TRUNKS AND SHOES,

1238 East Broad Street, (Corner Second).
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| 4,6, and 8 N. Fourteenth Street, RICHMOND, VA.
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No. 5 W. Broad Street, Richmond Va
Old 'Phone 352. New 'Phone 914.

Gut Flowers, Designs £ College Decorations.
Virginia Fire and Marine Insurance Company .
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Issues a short, comprehensive policy, free
of petty restrictions, and liberal in its

V terms and conditions. Agents in
WM. H. PALMER, PRESIDENT. every town and county. Cor-
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WINSTON ELECTRIC CONSTRUCTION COMPARY,

Electrical Contractors,

PHOTOGRAPHIC SUPPLIES OF ALL KINDS,
6 North Ninth Street, " - -  RICHMOND, VA.

DISCOTUITT TO STUDEINTS.

MISS REYNOLDSs. MRS. EBY.

REYNOLDS & i e

22 N. Ninth Street, - RICHMOND, VA.

OLD ’PHONE 1084. NEW *PHONE 1242,

ANDREW G. BRIGGS, Pharmacist
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Always in Stock a Fins Line of Stationery and Toilet Articles.
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SPARKS’ LAUREL MHARKET,
Select Family Urocery,

Fresh and Salted Meats, Vegetables, Butter, Eggs, and Canned Goods,
j FISH, OYSTERS, AND GAME IN SEASON. '
New ’Phone 766, Old ’Phone 425, §22-824 West Broad Street.




N to ' If You Want the Best
OLICE ! plumbing, Tinning, Gas-Fitting,

Culverting, Furnaces, Ranges, Fire-Place Heaters,
Gas Stoves, and Gas Radiators in the City, see

st Dalton & Chappell.
SCHOOL BOOKS! X2 To INVESTIGATE.

Almost Every School-Book Publisher claime to have the best text-books. Intelligent
and discriminating teachers, however, have a well-founded idea that they are the best
judges as to the books that suit their requirements. There are several points on which a
very large number of teachers are pretty well agreed. First, that Johmson’s Readers,
Lee’s School Historics, Smithdeal’s Writing Boolks, Thomas’s Written Spelling Blanks,
and other new text-books published by the B. F. Johnson Publishing Co., of Richmond,
are proving exceedingly satisfactory, and come nearer reaching a high standard of per-
fection than any books offered heretofore Are you open to conviction? We invite a
searching investigation. Catalogue and full particulars will be sent on application. A
postal request is all that is necessary. Address

B. F. JOHNSON PUBLISHING €0., 901-903-905 E. Main St.. Richmond.

THE COLLEGE BARBER SHOP. . ..

WANTED—Everybody to know that the only up-town
place where they can get a First-Class HAIR-CUT for
15 Cents and SHAVE for 10 cents, is at

‘White Barbers to v win JORN H, FELDNER’S,

wait on you. 316 West Broad Street.
E €7 B £ 2 B 5. 5 C

A, GR %9 s Druggist
Broad Street, Corner Henry.

The Best Line of Gtoods on hand at all times. Prices Low.
Your patronage solicited, and orders delivered at
College promptly without extra charge.

DISCOUNT TO RICHMOND COLLEGE STUDENTS.

Vininia NaVigation Co. Leave Richmond Monday, Wednesday,

and Friday, 7:00 a.-m.; Petersburg,

JAMES RIVER DAY LINE between 8:00 a. m. Arriving at Old Point
RICHMOND, NORFOLK, NEWPORT Comfort, 4:30 p. m. ; Norfolk, 5:30 p. m.
NEWS, OLD POINT COMFORT, Leave Norfolk Tuesday, Thursday, and

4 ; : 4
Riohest River in America in Colonial and War Scenery. ;‘;‘}?’,ﬁ&g ‘; '03,?' K‘f{iv?,llzpﬂn}t:é{:z:

The Fast and Elegant Saloon Steamer ** Pooahontas,” burg, 3:00 p. m.; Richmond, 5:30 p. m.
Fare One Way, $1.505 Round T'rip, $2.50; Second Class, $1.
IRVIN WEISIGER, Ceneral Manager, Richmond. Virginia.

Dr. Chas. A. Wlercer,

Den lisit,

HYew 'Phone 733, 305 6. Wain Jf., Ql'c‘/lmond, Va.




WE FEEL THAT WE HAVE A

SPEGIAL INTEREST

in the PROFESSORS and STUDENTS of
Richmond College. We feel it our duty, as
LEADERS IN OUTFITTING, to supply
them with the most serviceable and best in
wearing apparel, at LOWER PRICES than
obtainable elsewhere. We’ve suited this

feeling to the action, and offer you your

Fall and Winter Outfit,

from head to foot, at lower figures than
were ever quoted you, and allow you TEN
PER CENT. DISCOUNT off those prices.
We shall expect you all in.

0. H. BERRY & (0., ™" ™ |

L. FELLHEIMER,
“onetce CLOTHIEIR,

HATTER AND GENTS’ FURNISHER,
225 E. Broad Street, Corner Third,
A Speclafl tl(),is(;:(:)l\ll:;eo;t:‘fe:ti]ﬁt CENT. R I C H M O N D, V A-

THE BEST-/WDE CLOTHING, THE BEST-WEARING CLOTHING,
THE BEST-FITTING CLOTHING, at the Lowest Prices, at

BURK’S CLOTHING HOUSE,

Being Manufacturers, we save all intermedinte or Jobbers’ Profits.
I¢’s worth saving, too. 'We would be pleased to show you through
our stock. We know it will please you. TRY US!

Burk’s Clothing House, Clothiers, Hatters, Furnishers,
1003 EAST MAIN STREET.




ﬁl{ic}lmund @uﬁ!ege

gssenger,

Vor. XXVI. NOV.-DEC., 1899. Nos. 2 aAnp 3.

Editor=in=Chiet.
JAMES D. GWALTNEY.

Hssocfate EDitors.
LITERARY.

T. R. SANFORD, Philologian. Gy T. LUMPKIN, Mu Sigma Rho.
COLLEGIANA.
J. L. HART, Philologian. N. F. ALLEN, Mu Sigma Rho.
ATHLETICS.
A. A, YODER, Philologian.
EXCHANGES.

R. N. POLLARD, Mu Sigma Rho.
LAW DEPARTMENT.
N. H. GRIFFITH.
Business (danagers,

WILLIAM SMITH, Philologian,
G. T. LUMPKIN, Ass’t, Mu Sigma Rho.

CONTENTS:
LI;?ERARY. Ei A COLLEGIANA.
enjamin’ - S A
A BN AR B, L so | ~What I Am Going to Do Christ-
The Problem of Problems....... 59 ARty e St RGN
The Reality of Life.......ccocus 64
The “ Settlement Idea”......... 67 ATHLETICS.
A Desoription e . s vic i g Foot-Ball......... A R
SophaelEEh ok, Lk i niteasairiy 78 Bage-Ball ........c...ooovvee.
Some Facts as to Qur Progress.. 80 | Gymnasium.... ...............
HopkingiTattak s tos s siieias 81 Tenniguvooe i,
James Howard Gore, *77........ 83 | BasketBall....................
A Georgia Tragedy.............. 85
L' ThinkiotiPhasi et v vy 90 EXCIANGR DEPARENION.
A 'Reverfe bt s i 91 | The Editor’s Problem..........
Thera 1eGmE I RATRLLTR 92 Visitation..........oooiiiin,
DITORIAL. LAW DEPARTMENT.
Christmas Number.............. 93 Sal .
Amerton's Neod -of Trained Di- SLABATIOR & iy s s
plomAEERIET s et 03 The Liaw Sehool.i o\ oy i
A Letter from an Alumnus in The Study of Law.............
Getmpnyiot R EI 96 His Wit Saved Him............

[Entered at the Post-Office at Richmond, Va., a8 second-class matter.]



GOLLEGE DIRECTORY.

LITERARY SOCIETIES.

PHILOLOGIAN,

President....... JAS. D. GWALTNEY.
Vice-President.... W. M. CRUMPLER.

MU SIGMA RHO.

BOCTOALY.....ovoveish W. W. GORDON.
TrORSUIOL. . o vcvvassons M. O. SOWERS.
GLEE CLUB.
Director........ Pror. J. R. HUNTER.
President.............. J. P. SCRUGGS.
Idbrarian.......... 8. T. MATTHEWS.

Pregident. ... i.vi.cvdiiis A. D. JONES.
Vice-President........... P.P. DEANS.
BOCTOUALY:: «oviusivasinse J.P. MCCABE.
Treasurer........... C. H. DUNAWAY,
Y. M. C. A.
Progiaomb.. i vocoonyin, 8. M. SOWELL.
Vice-President....J. W. SHEPHERD.
Secretary......... « A. C. HARLOWE.
TEORBUEEE . ... o v.o00 s siehnr J. P. McCABE.

GENERAL ATHLETIC ASSOCIATION.

President........... Provw. E. M. LONG.
Vice-President........... A. D. JONES,
Secretary............. R. N. POLLARD.
TYOASULOr. ..t vicai ol B. W. TABB.

FOOT-BALL DEPARTMENT.

MAnagor. Vi i it A.D.JONES,
(6750 7 s USRI TR 8. M. STONE,
raIDer. vs s ais voides JULIEN HILL.

TENNIS ASSOCIATION.

President....... W.8. BOATWRIGHT.
Yice-Premaent . ;.. ... iidiidv i
Secretary.............. T. B. SPENCER.

Treasurer.,. ol N H. M. TAYLOR




ﬁ{ésﬁmumﬁ @uﬁ%sgs ﬁ%ﬁ%%mgm,

Vor. XXVI. NOV.-DEC., 1899. Nos. 2 anp 8.

Benjamin’s Battle.
(Continued from October No.)

UST then there was a loud tap at the door. It was the

- servant, come to tell Mr. Ginsberg that his sister was
waiting for him on the veranda, and asking him to come out
immediately.

“ Father has suffered another stroke, and is dying,” she
said as soon as she saw him. The sad news, broken to him
so suddenly, staggered him, but in a few moments he gathered
his thoughts, and, quickly saying to his sister, ¢ Hasten home
to mother, and I will hurry to the doctor and bring him with
me,” he rushed down the street. In a few minutes Benjamin
entered his gloomy home with the doctor, who, after closely
examining the father, sadly shook his head, saying: ¢“ He may
live yet a few days, but is past recovery.”

I shall not attempt to paint the picture of that little group
near the bed-side, all eagerly and imploringly looking into
the face of the physician, hoping to catch some gleam of hope
from his eyes. Let the masters undertake it and do it jus-
tice, if they can.

Slowly and sadly the hours crept along, plunging one after
another into the mysterious ocean of eternity, until now it
was night again. ’Twas Friday night, the happiest of all
the week, for on that night every pious Jew casts from himself
the burdens and toils of six weary days, attires himself in his
best apparel, and with song and prayer welcomes in the bride
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Sabbath. The lighted candles, symbolizing light and happiness,
were on the centre of the table, and at the head of it were the
twisted loaves ; but the father could no more offer over them
the accustomed blessing to the God that bringeth forth bread
from ‘the soil. This night the duty devolved on Benjamin,
who, with tearful eyes and choked voice, performed the beauti-
ful rite.

After supper was over and grace had been chanted (in
which the father still led), the old man began conversing with
his son.  “ You see, Bennie,” he said; ¢ I shall soon depart
from this world and be gathered unto my fathers. In your
care I leave your mother and sisters, and I delight in thinking
what help, what joy, and consolation you will be to them.
But of one thing especially do I wish to speak to you, and
that is of your marriage. A shadchan [matrimonial agent]
has been here and proposed Rabbi Siev’s daughter as a wife
for you. Now, I wish to tell you that your mother and myself
will feel greatly honored to be connected with the family of
Rabbi Siev, and your sisters will thereby be greatly aided in
procuring suitable husbands for themselves. Hence, if it be
pleasing to you, my son, I would ask that the marriage take
place immediately, that I, too, may share in the joy and bestow
upon you both a dying father’s blessing.”

Benjamin was dumb-stricken! The blow was terrible, as
it was unexpected. But, with remarkable composure, he re-
plied, “I shall think it over during the night, and give you
answer in the morning.” Once in his room Benjamin un-
derwent a terrible mental conflict in trying to determine
what course to pursue. Shall he deal the cruel death-blow
to his dearly-beloved dying father by telling him that his
heart belongs to another—to a Christian !—or shall he, with
one mad sweep, wipe out all that makes life dear to him and
renounce his consuming love—his own dear Irene? ¢ And
why,” he asked himself, “should she be so hateful to my
parents? Simply because she is a Christian? Oh, Heaven!
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will we never reach that state when man will cease to scorn
his brother with deadly hate because he interprets Isaiah
differently from him? Are not the two religions as nearly
the same as they can possibly be without being identically
the same? Why, then, should there be such a wide gulf
between the two races? Why should we treat each other
as beings of a lower order? DBecause of this slight religious
difference? Shame! Are we not all human beings, all
children of a common ancestry, all—Jews as well as Chris-
tians, Christians as well as Jews—made in the image of the
Creator? ’Tis the height of folly; ’tis against the will and
intent of the good and loving God to bear such hatred to each
other. But who is to blame? The Jew. I say it boldly, the
Jew is to blame. It is that same moroseness, that same stub-
bornness, of which Moses complained, that has ever been the
curse of Israel. I glory in the fact that our whole nation is
equal, if not superior, to the Aandful of picked men at Ther-
mopylee in courage, fidelity, and endurance; that for centuries
upon centuries we have kept the millions of our foes at bay. But
now, when these foes have become our friends, when hatred is
converting itself into love, hisses into applause, why are we
so stubborn, so sullen, as to endeavor to retard this movement
rather than hasten it ¢ Impossible? Not at all. Weareasa
few million grains of sand scattered over all the sea-shore, and
it is vain for us to hope that the world will take up our ideas,
customs, laws, &e. We are overwhelmingly in the minority,
and hence it is much easier, and more possible, for us to adopt
their ideas, customs, and laws, especially since we see of what
superior order they are. Perhaps we are the yeast of humanity,
which, left alone, is of comparatively little worth, but, if it
be mixed with the dough of humanity, will raise it to its
highest height, and, after passing through the oven of time
and experience, will come out a loaf both pleasing to the eye
and delicious to the taste of the Maker.”

Thus, until 2 A. M., Benjamin lay awake, meditating and



48 RICHMOND COLLEGE MESSENGER.

battling with himself, without reaching a conclusion. ’Twas
a strife between love and duty!

Next morning the father, refreshed with a good night’s
sleep, began, as soon as Benjamin had finished his breakfast, as
follows : * Well, Bennie, what did you decide to dolast night ¢

“J thought over it a good deal,” answered Bennie, ““ and
I decided not to marry immediately, at least.”

“May I ask why ?” replied the father.

“ Partly because I do not know the young lady, and partly
for another reason, which ’twere better not to disclose,” an-
swered Bennie.

“To the first reason I will answer that your parents know
her and her family, and that should be sufficient,” replied the
father, “and to your second reason I will ask, is it true, what
was told me (but I would not believe it), that you are in
love?”

gl LA T g

“ And with a shiksy ¢”

“No, not a shiksy, father; but with a girl as sweet and
noble and pure as any in Israel. Not with a ¢ shiksy,’ father,
but with my benefactor’s daughter. I have done what Moses
did three thousand years ago.”

“Shiksy,” dear reader, is an indefinable word. It may be
applied to all girls not belonging to the Jewish race. It is
one of those words in which the accumulated wrath of cen-
turies of persecution, the gall and bitterness as of the waters
of Marah, and the venom of two thousand years are poured.

“Link not your deeds with those of our prophet Moses.
Would that you had but a small fraction of his holiness and
virtue. You would then not be torturing your father on hig
death-bed. Besides, from all appearances, even Ais married
life was not the happiest. And what have you heard of his
sons? See what offices Aaron’s sons held; with what were
Moses’ sons honored # Think of the offspring of such an union.
What will your children be ¢ ”
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Before Benjamin could reply to this last, remark the door-
bell rang, and a moment after Mr. Ellsworth entered.

“ Mr. Ellsworth, father,” said Benjamin, introducing him.

“You are a God-send, sir, and I am delighted to meet you,”
cried the old man. “1Itis to you alone on earth I look for
help; you alone of men can alleviate the pangs of a dying
father. Excuse me, sir, for not permitting you to speak, but I
will not be interrupted until I have told you all. My son
has fallen in love with your daughter, and contemplates
marrying her. Sir, I oppose it with all the strength that is
in me, and I hope you do likewise. Promise me, sir, that you
will not allow him to enter your home again, nor assent to
his marrying your daughter. Let your daughter choose from
the host of excellent young Christian men, and my son from
the danghters of Israel. Let us but part them now; time
will heal their wounds. Promise me, good sir; promise me.”

“ Mr. Ginsberg,” replied Mr. Ellsworth, ¢“your wishes are
mine, and I do,in your presence, forbid your son Benjamin to
come to my home again.”

“ Blessings on thee!” cried Mr. Ginsberg. ¢ May you and
your wife live to realize all that you hope of your daughter;
may she marry happily, and live a long and useful life.”
With this Mr. Ellsworth departed, and Benjamin retired to
his room.

Tuesday night Mr. Ginsberg breathed his last. After a
week’s mourning Benjamin went out to seek employment,
which he soon found in a large dry goods store. He toiled
ceaselessly to support his mother and sisters, and they in their
turn tried to make him happy and cheerful, as he was wont to
be; but no—he would not be comforted. Two months thus
passed, and never was a smile to be seen on his face. But at
the end of that time one afternoon he came home mirthful,
and, try as he would, he could not conceal his joy. The cause
of it was (as is now known) he had learned of Irene’s where-
abouts, for she had been sent away to some boarding-school
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in Georgia. He began corresponding with her, and late in
August there appeared the following notice in the Winston
(N. C.) Courier:

“ Mr. Benjamin Ginsberg and Miss Irene Ellsworth, both
of Charleston, S. C., were married this morning in the parlor
‘of Rev. H. C. Glazebrook.”

And thus the battle ended. JostAr MosEs.

A Bride of the North.

BY LEWIS L. JENNINGS.

E were still lying-to, amid the great ice-fields. On every
26~ side stretched the almost unbroken plain. By climbing
up into the fore-top, away to the southwest I could see a faint
strip of blue ocean, but even this was being rapidly blocked
by a huge floe approaching from the southeast. Some dis-
tance away, to the east, rose the snow-covered mountains of
Greenland, glittering in the rays of the fast sinking sun and
magnificent in the splendor of their solitary grandeur.

The long northern night was swiftly approaching, for, in
a week at the outside, the sun would go down behind the
great ice plains, and darkness would reign over the northern
sea for the next six months.

The wind still held from the south, and as long as it did
so I knew that it would be impossible for the yacht to work her
way towards the southern ocean. This southerly wind had
been blowing for a week or more, and the ice-field had grown
to such an enormous proportion that it would have taken a
stiff gale from the north several days to have broken it up
sufficiently for us to escape.

The floes had already lifted our stout little bark partly
out of the water—in fact, the bow of the ¢ North Star” was
clear, and this, together with her decided list to port, made
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it extremely disagreeable for us all. However, Captain
Weston said that, if the wind continued from the south, in a
short while she would be entirely out of the water and would
rest upon an even keel. I prayed that this might be the case,
for it was clear to all by this time that we would be com-

" pelled to spend the winter in these cold seas, and we wanted
to be as comfortably fixed as possible.

For the next few days the wind continued strong from the
south, and even the most hopeful finally gave up in despair.
By this time the ¢ North Star” had been forced completely
out of the water, and, thanks to her peculiar shape and the
stout supports which had been placed around her, she was
resting upon an even keel.

Captain Weston afterwards told me that he had built his.
yacht (if T may so call her) with an idea of just such an
emergency as this, and that on four former voyages, when he
had been compelled to winter in the Arctic regions, she had
successfully stood the tests. In each instance, instead of
being crushed by the grinding ice, she had been lifted by it,
uninjured, and ready at any moment to continue her voyage.

The sun was rapidly nearing the horizon now, and would
sink on the following day, so Captain Weston said.

“Don’t look so blue,” he remarked to me, with a laugh.
“ The magnificence of the sun-set to-morrow will amply repay
us for all our hardships. Look at those mountains yonder and
those great icebergs, all golden and glittering white against
the sky! Can there be anything more beautiful ¢

The scene was truly grand and awful, and a feeling of
utter weakness and loneliness took possession of me, as I saw
our little vessel hemmed in between the great ice-fields. On
the east great mountains raised their snow-crowned summits
to the heavens, while in all other directions the same dreary,
unbroken plains extended, until their whiteness blended with
the ruddy glow of the sun-set sky.

The rest of the day was spent in getting thmO‘s all ship-
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shape and secure. Extra supports were placed around the
“ North Star,” to prevent her rolling in case of high wind. As
it afterwards turned out, it was well that the Captain took
these extra precautions.

‘When I went on deck the next morning I found it ex-
tremely cloudy; a light wind blew from the northeast, and
small snow-squalls occurred off and on during the forenmoon.
A little after noon, however, the wind shifted, and the weather
cleared off (much to my delight), for I had a great desire to
witness such a glorious scene as Captain Weston had de-
scribed to me. The sailors, too, were glad, for they considered
it an ill omen if the sun went down behind heavy clouds.

A little before the time all hands crowded on deck to take a
last, long look at the great glowing orb, which was so soon to
disappear. The cold was intense, but I climbed up into the
fore-top, and, securing myself there as firmly as possible,
awaited the great event.

It was indeed a scene too grand and beautiful for descrip-
tion, and might have been the fantastic dream of some vision-
ary painter, whose imagination soared among heights sublime
and far beyond the boundaries of human gkill and daring.

Above, the sky gleamed a deep and lovely blue, while
clouds of palest pink, deepening to brilliant red, flitted slowly
across the great expanse. The summit of the large ice peak
away to the north of us was crowned with a ring of vapor,
which showed all the brilliant colors of the rainbow, while
from this crown of gorgeous beauty projected the majestic
head of the berg, glistening and sparkling like myriads of
diamonds under the brilliant rays of the fast dying sun.

All the mountains around were dyed in the same deep
crimson, and their hoary heads flashed back the same beau-
tiful colors, as if in farewell greeting to the departing * king
of day.” The plains about, for miles and miles, reflected the
light in lovely prismatic flashes of fire, as the vast floe rose and
fell with the slight swell of the restless waters. A great
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shaft of light falling from the upper edge of the glowing orb
formed a wide and ever-increasing path of beauty across the
broad expanse—a pathway which was a mass of scintillating
flashes that alternated from fiery red to palest azure.

My brain reeled with excitement as my eyes drank in the
glorious panorama, and my thoughts turned in reverence to
the Lord of All, as I gazed and gazed in enraptured medita-
tion on the sublime scene.

The sun was almost down now, and enthroned, as it were,
like a dying though victorious monarch, on a great mass of
purple and scarlet clouds, whose edges were lined with sheets
of gold, that flashed like the vivid lightning. In the zenith
the clouds were becoming darker, as if mourning the depar-
ture of the ¢ god of light,” and contrasted strangely with the
great waves of fire and brilliant hues which lit up the distant
horizon.

Gradually the great streamers of light faded, and the scene
took on a more sombre aspect. Then, with a parting benedic-
tion, as it seemed, the sun went down behind the ice-hills, and
the reign of the night had commenced; though for a long
while the sky was tinted a faint and tender rose pink, which
gradually disappeared and gave way to the gray twilight of
these high latitudes.

For some moments not a man of us spoke, when suddenly
the entire crew, as if moved by some strange impulse, burst
into song, and these old and familiar words echoed and re-
echoed among those cold and silent cliffs:

* Praise God, from whom all blessings flow,
Praise Him, all creatures here below;
Praise Him above, ye heavenly host,
Praise Father, Son, and Holy Ghost.”

The weather now grew very cold, and we seldom left the
yacht. Time hung heavy on our hands, but the innumerable
jokes and the hearty good humor of our Captain served to
pass many a pleasant hour for us.
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Things proceeded in this manner for nearly two months,
and nothing unusual happened. Our hunting parties had
little success upon their trips, but several exciting adventures,
up and down the barren coast.

I had begun to hope we would spend the winter without a
single severe storm, for we had not yet experienced any high
winds at all; but my hope was doomed to disappointment.

A fresh wind, which had greatly moderated the tempera-
ture, had been blowing from south-southwest for several days;
but one morning it suddenly shifted and commenced to blow
a gale from the northeast. Itgradually increased in strength,
and in a few hours attained the violence of a hurricane. I
was extremely anxious, for fear the floe would break, and
that the vessel’s sides would be driven in by jagged masses of
floating ice.

Worn out and tired, T had turned in, and was sleeping
soundly, in spite of the storm, when I was suddenly awakened
by the most appalling crash I ever heard. The vessel was
being tossed violently to and fro, and the roar of the storm,
mingled with the creaking and the straining of the tackle,
was frightful to hear. It was apparent that the floe had
broken up, and that we were drifting on a great cake of ice,
for the yacht was pitching with the waves and in rapid motion,
yet there were no waves breaking against her sides.

The gale continued until next day about noon, when it
rapidly died away and the sky cleared off.

When I went on deck I found that the floe had drifted a
great distance, and finally jammed between two enormous
icebergs; so there we were, imprisoned, while on either side
of us rose the towering walls of ice.

The moon at this moment came from behind a cloud and
rendered the scene as bright as day. Judge our surprise
when we saw, barely a half-mile away, a large vessel, partly
crushed and overturned upon the ice, her masts broken, and
a huge rent in her sides. Not a sign of life was visible,
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though I thought I could detect the barking of a dog. A
rescue party was hurriedly formed, and, under the command
of Captain Weston, we hastened over to the wreck.

Upon climbing on board we found the bodies of several
sailors on the deck, but, stepping over them, we hastened on
to the captain’s cabin.

There we found the body of the commander, whose heart
was still beating faintly. After forcing a little brandy be-
tween his clenched teeth, we bundled him up, and several
men hastened him over to our vessel.

“He looks like an old friend of mine,” said Captain Weston.
“I’ve seen that face somewhere.”

On entering the next room I was dumb-founded to find the
ingensible body of a fair young girl. With a cry of horror
I'sprang forward, and, lifting her arm, I was overjoyed to
find her pulse beating strongly. We hurried her over to the
“ North Star,” and, under the most careful treatment, she
soon revived. ‘Papa, I am cold,” were her first words, as
she opened her eyes.

“But faith, ye’re warm now,” said honest old Pete
McCabe, as he handed her a toddy; “swallow this, an’ shure
ye niver tasted the loikes of it. Twas made in ould Oire-
land.”

Several hours elapsed before the father came to, and the
young girl, under the influence of a narcotic, slept soundly
all the while.

The wounded man finally revived, and, on inquiring for
his daughter, was overjoyed to know that she was safe and
uninjured. Captain Weston had a long talk with him, and
emerged from - the sick man’s cabin with his jolly face
wreathed in smiles. “1I told you I knew him,” he said to
me. “ Why, it’s none other than old Silas Beverly, a school-
mate of mine at Yale; and it’s his daughter Hilda with him.
God bless her pretty face!”

“ And she—what is she doing up here ?” I inquired.
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¢ Just cruising with her father, when they got nipped while
starting for the south, just as we did. The storm did the
rest, my boy.”

Miss Beverly was a charming conversationalist, and gave
me a complete account of the storm and how she had sailed
with her father, on all his voyages, since she was a child.
Late that evening the dead sailors were buried by loving
hands, and, after the chaplain had performed the solemn
funeral ceremony, Miss Beverly stood by and, sobbing as she
watched the shrouded forms sink beneath the cold waves,
called each by his name.

“They were brave,” she said, with asigh; they gave their
lives for me.”

The entire crew fairly idolized her, and her conquest of old
Pete McCabe was complete. ¢ Shure, Mister Cameron,” said
the old tar to me one day; “she’s a foine lass, and I’m think-
ing there’ll be a weddin’ aboard, faith, sir”; and he turned
away with a wink of his good-natured blue eyes.

She and I spent a great deal of our time together, either in
making short excursions over the ice. or reading our favorite
authors to each other in the ship’s library. In this way the
weeks passed rapidly away, and we came to know and to un-
derstand one another as if we had been acquainted for years.
The only thing that seemed to mar her happiness was her
father’s health, which appeared to be on the decline, but
Hilda herself became more beautiful every day.

“Faith, ye’re a queen,” said old Pete to her one morning,
and she blushed at the rough but sincere compliment.

Many and happy were the hours I spent with her, and little
by little I came to realize each day that she was growing
dearer and dearer to me. I could not bear to be away from
her, and I think both her father and Captain Weston noticed
it. One evening, as she was singing a quaint old Spanish
love song for the captain, and her glorious voice was stirring
new emotions in my soul, the knowledge came to me that I
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loved her, and it came in a great flood that overwhelmed me
completely. Once, as she lifted her star-like eyes to mine,
she caught my burning gaze, and in that glance she read the
secret of my heart, for with cheeks flushed and eyes downcast
she finished her song.

I was in a delirium of delight and doubt. Did that tell-tale
blush mean that she loved me, or: I dared not think. In
the morning I would tell her of my love and lay my heart at
her feet; it was her’s, to do with as she would.

That night, when she told me good-night, her little hand
trembled in my own, and I lifted it to my lips.

“Oh! don’t, Mr. Cameron,” she cried, and, snatching her
hand away with a half-offended and yet beseeching look in
her eyes, she went to her cabin.

My brain was in a perfect whirl, and little did I sleep that
night. My blood bounded through my veins in mad leaps,
and my only thoughts were of Hilda. The next day at
breakfast she was so quiet and reserved that I thought she
was displeased, and, of course, I felt miserable. But when I
caught her lovely eyes fixed upon me, with a look of yearning
and of doubt in their liquid depths, I resolved, then and there,
that I would speak to her at the first opportunity. That op-
portunity came sooner than I had expected.

Late that evening the brilliant colors of the aurora began
to play in the northern sky, and the whole crew was on deck
watching the magnificent spectacle.

“ Where is Miss Beverly ?” I asked the captain.

“In the main saloon,” he answered. ¢ Go bring her up; I
know she would enjoy it.” -

I found her standing by one of the broad windows, where
she had a splendid view of the flaming heavens. She did not
hear me as I came in, and I paused for a moment to drink in
her supernatural beauty. Ihad always thought she was beau-
tifal, but never had she seemed so lovely, as when I saw her
standing there, bathed in the crimson glow, her sweet face
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upturned to the sky. Like an angel she looked, as she stood
in the mellow light, with a halo of bright colors around her.

I approached her as if in a dream. ¢ Hilda,” I said, as I
leaned over her shoulder ; “ Hilda.” A long sigh escaped her
ag she turned her fair face to me, all wet with tears. Just
then our hands met, and I drew her to me. - Hilda, my
love,” I whispered; “I love you, my darling ; I love you.”

She trembled and strove to release herself, but I held her
tightly, and, feeling her heart throb against mine, as I
looked into her great beautiful eyes, my soul went out to her
in love.

“ Hilda,” I said hoarsely, “I love you dearly; answer me,
sweetheart—say that you love me.”

An age seemed to pass, and then, with a smile, she shyly
lifted her lovely face to mine, and I kissed her. ¢ Let me
hear you say it, Hilda; tell me that you love me,” I said.

“ Love you, Lionel ¢ I worship you,” was her answer.

When we told Captain Weston and her father, both of the
old sea-dogs solemnly said “ Amen.”

The days and weeks passed swiftly to us then, and soon
the red tint in the southern sky heralded the return of the
glorious sun.

“Only one more day,” said Captain Weston, “and we'll
see the sun.”

The sailors were wild with joy, and capered about on the
ice like wild men. Then the whole crew united in singing,
“ Home, Sweet Home.”

That evening Captain Beverly seemed worse, and he called
us to him.

¢ Children,” he said; *“I feel that I cannot live to see
England again, and T want to see you two made one before
I die. Can we not have a wedding at the sun-rise ¢”

“ My queen ?” I asked, looking at Hilda.

“It is with you, my lord,” she answered, in her own sweet
way. And so it was arranged.
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On the following day, just before sun-rise, we all proceeded
to the southern end of the iceberg, and climbed out upon a
sort of miniature promontory.

The light clouds were growing redder and redder every
minute, and all the peaks around were flashing greetings to
the yet hidden luminary.

Then the upper limb of the sun appeared and the cere-
mony was begun. The tones of the chaplain rang out dis-
tinctly on the icy stillness, and solemn and impressive was
the scene. Just as the whole country about was being lighted
up by the first bright rays, as the great burning orb rolled
above the plain in all its magnificent splendor, and the bergs
around were masses of changing color, in a perfect blaze of

glory, we were made man and wife. We were happy—my
Hilda and I.

The Problem of Problems.

URIN G the nineteenth century great revolutions in
thought have been effected. The mindsof the English-
speaking people have been engrossed with weighty problems.
Many of them have been met and solved; others have en-
gaged the attention of the world’s thinkers, who, in their dis-
cussions, have accumulated a vast amount of literature. Much
light has been thrown upon apparently insolvable problems,
yet they are far from being settled. In matters of sociology
or economics, no school of thinkers can say, “ We have the
whole truth; you are engulfed in error.” Truth cannot be
confined within narrow limits. ¢ Truth hideth, and the labor
of discovery is great and the recompense scanty. Truth is a
pure grace, but the understanding of truth is a grace of such
character that it must be merited by labor.”
The United States are to-day confronted by problems of a
most intricate nature. Upon their solution depends, to a
great extent, the future of the country. Like Banquo’s ghost,
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they will not down. They cannot be evaded, but must, in
justice to ourselves, be met vés-a-vés. Unfortunately, the race
question was not settled by the Civil War, but its gravity in-
creases with the density of population among the negroes.

How to combat successfully that hydra-headed monster,
the trust, is a vexed question. The free coinage of silver,
which for several years past has commanded the attention of
the American people, has, rightly or wrongly, been relegated
to the rear. Many of those who plunged into the turmoil of
controversy as to the advisability of radically changing the
nation’s system of finances now see issues of greater impor-
tance.

“The problem of problems” is national expansion; it is
paramount to all others. Therefore an apology would be in
order for even the most modest attempt to throw light upon
it.

Political philosophy deals with few questions more complex
than that of devising and carrying out an equitable system of
territorial expansion. The great powers of Europe are
dividing among themselves the vast area of Africa. Itseems
only a matter of a short time when China will fall a prey to
the British lion and the Russian bear, and to other powers
whose appetites for territory cannot be satisfied. The history
of the sturdy, brave, and patriotic Boers is to-day being
written in letters of blood. In order that the great enlight-
ened empires may attach to their own realms a large share of
the regions in dispute, and at the same time preserve peace
among themselves, the science or art of diplomacy is being
stretched to the utmost. But this tension cannot last always.
When broken, grim war will follow as a natural consequence.

Within the past two years the United States, from a govern-
ment existing by the consent of the governed, has become a
power, whose prototype may be found in modern England.
No parallel may be justly drawn between the principles upon
which the two great English-speaking nations were founded.
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The fathers of the American republic were descendants of
those who refused to bend their necks to British tyranny, and
who found an asylum in the New World. In the War of In-
dependence worthy sons of worthy sires threw off the yoke of
King George. Prior to the Spanish War, the government at
London was war-like; the government at Washington was one
of peace—the one was imbued with the spirit of imperialism ;
the other extended equal rights to all and special privileges
to none. The dawn of the twentieth century finds an Anglo-
American alliance in spirit, if not in letter. Our government
adheres no longer to the principles enunciated in the Decla-
ration of Independence and in the -Monroe Doctrine, but
wages a war whose sole object is the conquest of territory, not
in the New World, but in lands beyond the seas.

It would be the height of folly for us to worship at the
shrines of the fathers of the Federal Constitution unless it is
expedient to do so. Conservatism may be an evil. If the
exigencies of the times demand that we cease to be controlled
or even influenced by the principles that inspired the founders
of the republic, then, holding the past as sacred, the struggle
for national greatness should be begun anew. In the mean-
time the fundamental truths of our government should be ad-
hered to with greater tenacity, until it can be proven that it
is advisable to forego them.

When the weary seaman has been tossed about for many
days in an angry sea he hails with delight the first lull in
the storm, the first peeping of the sun through the clouds, in
order that he may, to use a nautical expression, get his bear-
ings, and thus discover to what extent the winds have driven
him from his course. Where are we drifting? Our old ship
of state is now launched upon a turbulent tide. The danger of
being dashed to pieces upon the treacherous rocks of colonial
conquest is great. Our course should be retraced. In this
instance conservatism cannot be frowned upon ; existing in-
stitutions should be maintained.
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It is time to consider any schemes of colonization when our
own resources shall have become exhausted, or when our den-
sity of population shall have become so great as to demand an
increase of territory. No nation on the face of the globe can
boast of such resources as can the United States. Our gold
mines are inestimably rich; our coal mines inexhaustible.
The bowels of Mother Earth contain billions of unpossessed
wealth. The American forests will yield our timber for cen-
turies to come. More productive soil cannot be found among
enlightened countries. Our waters teem with untold wealth.
The United States have no surplus population, for they are
dotted with sparsely-settled communities.

It is an unwarranted statement that the nation’s commer-
cial interests will be greatly enhanced by the acquisition of
foreign territory. ¢ Trade follows the price-list, not the flag.”
The revenue from the newly-acquired possessions will be in-
adequate to maintain the army and navy required to hold the
natives in subjection. The ethical idea in life should be more
influential in determining human motives than the grasping
money-making notion. '

The question of good government has entered largely into
the discussion of expansion. Granted that our system of
polity is the most stable in existence, it does not follow that
our form of government can be adapted to the needs of all
conditions of mankind. It is labor wasted to make good laws
for bad people, until the tyranny of the human heart has been
subdued. Government fits the people whom it is intended to
govern. It cannot rise above or fall in the most minute de-
gree below them. A democracy cannot serve all men. A
Malay can no more live under a republican form of govern-
ment than can an Englishman dwell under an absolute
monarchy. ¢ The use of power develops power.” Therefore,
give the islanders the opportunity to exercise their God-
given faculties and solve.their own problems of government.

The argument that Christianity would have a more favor-
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able ingress among the nations “lying in darkness and the
shadow of death” by adopting a policy of expansion is of
such stuff as dreams are made on. The Utopian visions of
certain religious enthusiasts are flights of imagination.
Christianity is essentially a religion of expansion. A church
not making substantial progress is very apt to have entered
upon its decline. A religion can no more retain its vitality
and not move forward than can a pool of water, with no out-
let, not become stagnant. But there is a great danger of con-
founding national and religious expansion. They are by no
means similar. Religion is of the heart. It is not a com-
modity, to be dealt out to a people by the measure. Our war-
like attitude towards the people recently brought under our
control fills them with distrust for our religious as well as our
civil institutions. If, after the banishment of their former
oppressors, our armies had been withdrawn, then American
missionaries would to-day be welcomed with open arms. Re-
ligion cannot be propagated at the point of the sword.

The historian points out, in terms too plain to be misunder-
stood, that the nation never existed that did not believe itself
exempt from the causes that overthrew other nations. Rome
and Greece believed themselves free from the curses that
wrought everlasting ruin upon the kingdoms of Egypt and
Babylonia. The ruins of the Parthenon and the Palaces of
the Ceesars remind us of those nations whose glory has taken
its departure, never to return. Many nations have blossomed
as the rose until they were seized with the desire for territory.
The first campaign of expansion has marked the beginning of
the decline of nations once mighty in their influence. Home
resources have been exhausted in preserving the externals of
great powers. And the moral is not far from our own nation.

Citizens of free and enlightened America should keep ever
in mind that an ideal country is not a land with a ruler
swaying his sceptre over millions of vassals, but that it is a
land populated by myriads of happy beings, within whose
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mystic frames is deep-seated the conviction that ¢ the govern-

ment is best that governs least.”
Frep. W. Moore.

The Reality of Life.

HERE is no truth to which England’s greatest poet recurs
more frequently, and which he presents to us in so many
forms, as that life is a serious matter, and that it means the
appreciation of a purpose and the execution of duties. That
man alone can be said to have lived who has recognized the
great opportunities of life, and has nobly striven to meet its
responsibilities. Richard II. relied on the eternal attributes
of sovereignty, on the divinity which ¢ doth hedge a king,” on
the angels which would fight for him, but ignored every
responsibility and neglected every duty that belonged to his
position ; therefore he was cast out, and his sovereignty was
given to another. Henry V., at first, was swayed from
his course, but in the nick of time, when the occasion came
in which election must be made, he grasped the helm and
steered his ship direct for the port to which he was destined.
Hamlet, infirm of purpose, knew the obligation laid upon
him, but could never muster courage to seize the opportunity
to execute it.

To have a definite purpose, and to stic