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ONE  PENMNY,

or Angel?

here are gome wha doubt whether the day wll aver
braak,
There are some who believe that the night 13 evermal.

There are some who argue that cruelty always has been
and that, therefore, cruskty always will ba,

There are some whao look out on the dismal waste of watars
and croak thas there is ne fand.  They would hid every Columbas
turn back in disappomtment from his voyage of discovery,
and would point fo the old ruing of Spain as the limit of
progressive development,

To them it suffices that it has besn, it was good enough
for their Euthars and, therefore, it is pood enoph for them.

That s what they sop when you ask for any progress of
self-aperifice, but they tell a very different story when it is
& question of progress of umeies,

They are pot willing to read by a farthing Tushlizhi,
or 1o 8it in & straw-strewn chamber, of to strike @ lght
by flint and steel, or to treat bread and tes and sugar as
expefsive luxuries, only o be indulged in Himriug'l:.- and at
leng intervals,

The hne old erusted phrass of conseérvative custom has
& smack of reslity about it uniil it is tested, bat it s found
wanting in the balance when it 15 proved.

If interpreted it means only, 1 want to endure no more
hardships than my father endured; what was good enough
far my father is g-c:-m! encrh Tor me, iF it 18 something 1 like:
I want to possess all the good things my ther bad and as
mAny maore a8 | can get.”

And this s the spirit which proposes to stop the progress
of the preat wave of homanitaran teaching which is rising
in England! A wave which is going to sweap away those dregs
ol selfish bicharssm which hang like cobwals upon fife’s fairest
palaces | A wave which is going to Jet men - know that fesh.
t.m.‘ing iga gin befumgs it i E.r:&l!l!in]l}l connected with pain,

with agony, and with detecioration of chamacter! A wave
of humanitirian tepching which tells of mercy to the weak, of
Justice to the oppressed, and of gentle care to everything that
Gt sarpow or suffer.

When your epponent’s arguments are based upon selfishness
vou know that his cause is weak, whan his canse om -::-nl.:,l
bt basied upon selfishness vou know that 1t is doomed.

The cause of the pessimist is a lost one.  What is it to s
te=day, iF it were troe, that cruelty has always existed 7 What iz
it toous to-day, i i weese trus, that the strong always have
preyed upon the weak? What value is it, T ask, to go on
wailing and creaking thit creation has ever been groaning and
travaling v pain up to this tine, unless you remember that
there is a day of deliverance, and unless you declare the advent
of & jubiles.

Whnt & it all, it we il of us end bt in being our own coarmpse—

codfing at lasl,

Swllowesl In "..'JH1|'|¢:='\-‘I last in Stlewce, deowned n the 1_|u|:|1', o

i meaningless Fast

Supposing we admit for the sake of argument that the
lower rungs of lifes Jadder are smisched with pgore, that
bleeding mouths proclaim the history of the past, and that
gannt sheletons of agonized death leave a trock across the
desert piges of byegone mons,

Supposing we admit that in the fight for life the talons
have bean fleshed in quivering flanks and the cruel beaks have
deunk deap of lving Lipod.

cuppasing we admit that brother has ever lifted up his
hand sgainst brother, and that cape and murder, cannibalism
and warfare, firs and sword, are the marks which men of all
ages have inscribed upon the granite walis of time,

Suppoaing thitt all this, which = allaged, s din acourite
record of life upon this planet; and of the way in which the
developing cell has left s trail behind, does it follow that
this shall be our EIJIl’Jl’"! for all tme

Is the past to dominate for ever the fufuee ?
to aternally drag down the higher ?

Iz thers to ba no millannial land to comas; and mo hope
af & redemption ahead 7

Happily for usall, such maligness of the cosmic architect
will themsalves recedive better things than they vet dream
of, and will gather pearls in a land of promise whose gates
have not yet besn unfolded to their view.

Is the lower

#Ferem Tennysen's Poem @ Vasgnem™



11D

N
*.._:*"'.i

THE HERALD OF THE GOLDEN AGE

From the carcase of the dend lion of yesterday there shall
to-morrow be gathered honey sweeter than that of Hybla.

If evolution teaches me anything, it tells me of the
possibility of the poet's promise that stronger shall ever
grow out of weaker and better come from worss.

Becanse in every waste place the thistle and the thom
have sprung up with savage spike and poison sting, shall this
prevent the fulflment of the pmph:tic viston that in tha [::md
fime to come the desert place shall blogsom like the garden,
and the wilderness be fragrant with the perfume of many
Aowers ?

When a man gets up and says " I refuse to give up sating
meat becanse figers are cruel,” | can but recall the pious wish
of the late Lawreate that the diper in man may die down and
the angel in him live.

And herein i= the solution of the whole matter, harein
is the chain which onites those who live in the hrutal past
and those who long for the gentle future.

There are two parts in man, in part he is linked to the
tiger, in part he is alfied to the angel.

When we call upon him fo look up to heaven and in
humility to imitate the Divine attributes of the All Father—
the mercy, the pentleness, the tender loving kindness, the pity,
and the compassionate care for-all life that can yearn or suffer
—the tiger within seizes him and bids him remember that
be 15 allied to the savage, and the brutal, and the erusl

OF the earth, earthy; of the animal, bestial; implacable,
pitiless, blood-thirsty : ¢lnse kin to the parasite which Aourishes
by basest breach of the laws of hospitality ; near bomm'to the
vitlture which barely diseriminates between the fiving and the
dead : comrade but little removed from the teeth (it Toites,
and the jaws that snap, the tmlons that tear, and the maw that
slakes s thirst in blood.

This is the song the figer sings of carnage and cruelty, of
ruth and raven, of darkness and devilry,

And man believes and thinks that hetoo is all tiger, and
he gets up at public mestings and tries to véto all humanitarian
progress because he says that the world is built on tiger lnes,
that eruelty always kas been and therefore cruelty abwayvs will
be, and that man may as well sattle down ooce for all to snarl an
eternal snarl over cracking bones and rent entrails and gouty
blood.

The tiger within has a ghoulish song {0 sing, 2 song
of hopelessness, & song of despair, but man believes him and
is satished thit the tiger within him is the emblem of the
pecessary and the etermal.  But it is Glse.

Che tiger i not etcenal,
The angel in man sball live.

The world is not bailt on figer lines, but progresses in .llﬁj.ﬁj

of the tiger force in the universs,

Ot of the evil shall spring the goad,
Uil of cruael, the gentle,
Ot al Wer, the angel.

And so shall it come to pass that when the tiger within
smarls. for his dead Besh, ths angel weice shall be heard
speaking of better things to come—of self-sacrifice, of infinite
self-sacrifice, of o love which knows no croelty, and of a
tenderness which knows no brutality,

When the tiger within snarls of the right of might, and
of the ceaseless warfare by the strong over the weak, and of
the bloody pages of the brutal past, the angef within shall
touch the barp of celestinl beauty, and shall bid man call out
his best and his holiest, and shall sing of the pamdise of the
futwre, where there shall be po more sorrow, and no more

pain, and where the lion and the lamb shall lie down together,
and where the tiger shall be for ever destroyed, and where
the reign of peace shall have come, ] J

This is our faith, and as such we know that the future
is with us, the beautiful future is ours, let who will claim the
ptat,

In time we shall have left the tiger behind, and shall have
climbed into the sunlit hall of peace. Then indecd shall wa
be able to join in truth in those exquisite lines:

"1 have olimbesd to the snows of Age,
Al [ gise al a._ﬁEH. in thi Pasl,
Whese | sank with the bady at Himes, in ilw
Bloaghs of a low desire;
But T hekt o yelp of beast, and the Man is quiet

A last,
A8 be stamds on the beights of his Hie,

With a glimpse of a height thai is higher”
Joulah OHdleld,

Magic, Past and Present.

T hat is magic? A wishing-cap
To waft me at once into Fortune's lap;
A wonderful lamp, to raise in & night
A palace of jewels all gparkling bright;
A cursous ring with a m:,-stir: qrone
That lnks the wearer with powers unknown,
A theme for romance and airy rhymea,
This 15 the Magic of ancient times,

What is Magie? A conjuror's show,
With a ga.ping wpdighce, row Lpan cow,
A box of queer ingenious things,
Mirrors and magnets, wires and springs ;
he mesmerised girl and the basket feat,
And the Indian marvels all complete. i
And, to shame deception and crown the fun,
W finish by showing you * bow it's done|™

What is Magic ? Mysterious power,

To do & year's work in half an hour,

To rule strange realms with a silent sway,

Till the unssen legions hear and

To-farce with a word, to move with a thought;
This is the Magic thit some have wronght,

And the spell of the past is the same power still,
The Magic Wand of the steadfast Will,
Edith Thompascn.

THE COMQUEST OF SILENCE.

heee is a silence of mind which is bath at h and peace;
t a modesty af mind which refreats in u;:taittault' tn"m':llz
out its highest aims with quietness; a delicacy of mind which
shrinks from the bardening grossoess of display. Men

possessing this spirit seek retirement to pursue their thoughes,

before them, and they know that the trinmphe.
by publicly exhibiting them,

Difficulties come
ant way of mesting them is not
but by arraying against them, in the embattled enclosre
their own heart, all their patience and trust and hope. There
are uprisings of desire which they must go away from the
peering world to subdue. Thelr heart knows its own bitter-
ness, and oftimes wisely keeps it toitself.  They taste joys with
which a stranger does not intermeddle; for there are joys
delicate as the blush of the rose, which the glare of society
might soon Jeatroy—joys so bright, blessed, and beautiful that
a man cannot blazon them abroad, and thus debase them, but
ean only lat his heart overflow with thankfulnzss to the Giver
of every good and perfect gift who sends them. [
Rew & Fletcher Willlama,
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