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The Reverend Bishop Randolph S. Foster

In the ecighty-fourth year of his age, venerated by his
contemporaries of three generations, this servant of
{he Chureh, not for his own but for Cimsr's sake, pain-
lessly and without consciousness passed away at his
liome at Newion Cenier, Mass., on Friday night, May 1.

His rank is among the greatest and mosl dislin-
euished of the General Superintendents of the Meiho-
dis{ Episcopal Church, which streiclies from the ordina-
{ion of Francis Asbury in 1784 {o {he last Bishop or-
dained by his successors. The greatest are nol always
the most distingunished, nor {he most distingnished the
greafest, nor is the distinetion of great men always or
often achieved by what they have in common; for popu-
lar esteemn is capricions, and a circumsiance may add
more conspicuousness than essential quality. Hence 1o
be both great and justly famous implies a career worthy
the closest analysis and the most impartial deseripiion.
A great man who is so only by position, or ove in high
position who is conspicuous hy eceentriciiy rather {han
Ly infrinsic power or merif, cannot endure scrutiny or
smrevive an acenr{e delineation. The memory of Bishop
Foxter will not suffer by these tests,

ITis public career hegan very carly in his tife, for afver
pursuing his stwdies in Angu<ta College, Kentiehy he
entered the ministeyshorddy after e was seventeen years
of age, and ~aon reached the Tighest pastoral positions
io that growing State Tt was a0 e of ecclesiastieal
warfare, amd his growing fione as a preacher wis aeeen
fuated by o controversy hetween himsell and the e,
b, Liee, o pastor of the Presbyterian Chimreelr in Cinein:
nati. who animadverted upon 1he docirines of Metho.
dism,  The letiers of the Rev. M. Fosier were pube
lished in hook form (ifty-fonr years ago, when e was a
young man of twenty-nine, wader the title of *Objec.
tions to Calvinisn.™  The hook made quite o sensation,
It suel has heen the change in the publie mind and in
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the doctrinal emphasis of the Calvinistic Churches {hat
at present there would be no demand for such a publica.
{ion.

In his thivtieth year he was transferred {o {he New
York Conference, and stationed in Muiberry Street
Church, the precursor of Si, Paul’s Church. In con-
sideration of {he acknowledged ability of the leading
members of {he New York Couference and of the newly
formed New York East Conference, at that time, this
fransition was an indorsement of his nnusnal powers,
Jut about 1he sime (hme he published a volume on
“Christian Purity.” which has uoi been surpassed by
any work npon the snbject, {hongh many have appeared
since thati time; nor in purity of style, spivitnalily of
thouglht, and pervasive religions feeling did its anthor
snbsequently equat if.

After a few years in the pastoraie in New York he
was clected president of Northwesiern University, at
Evanston, 11, Returning to New York in 1860, he tilled
pastoraies in this city and vicinity uniil elected Pro.
fessor of Hysiemafic Theology in ihe newly formed
Drew Theological Seminary.  This position he filled
until the death of Dr. John MceClintock, when he was
clected president of {he institufion, and in 1872 lie was
elected Bishop. Affer a residence of four years in Cin-
cinnatti he removed to Boston,

The personal appearance of Dishop Ifoster was com-
manding,  When young he was slender,  With advan-
cing years hie increased in weight, but never dispropor-
tionaiely 1o his lofixy siafure. Ilis piercing eyves, his
countenance benign in normal expression, his head of
iron-gray hair, his erect posfure, combined {o make a
powerful impression before he had nifered a word. On
any platform in the world, on anyv oceasion, he would
have been a noiable figure, al once raising expeciations
of ummsual power. Of bis voice it may he said simply
that it was adequaie, It did not excel in depth or
variety of fone, nor in strength, bui at no time did if
fail fo Dhe the instrumenti of his thonght, feelings, and
specifiec impulse.

To characterize him as a logician, a meiaphysician, a
philosopher, or a masier of psychology, or {o declare
him a theologian, without modifving {erms, mighi
aise ques{ions upon which eritiex would divide, but 1o
represen{ hinmas an orator of the highes{ grade. possess-
ing an intensely poetical nature, could exeite no con-
troversy; and {o aflirm {hat{ when the exigencies of
speech required logical forms and nmeh of 1he logieal
process. he was familine with {he great theological
dis{incetions and the argnments addueed for or agninst
them. 1o mainiain 1thai at times he showed marvelous
metaphysical diserimination, awl that in exponnding
antdl enfToreing the thealagioal views which he held he
reached his greatest eighin, wonld he from onre point of
view, aenppect desoription ol ihis many-~idked wman. In
decd, whien Tie soapved in speech e seemed s o seer set
free from the limitations of ordinary men. e <aw
things Large. (hey expanded nntil they reached in s
of light across the sy Do hovizen 1o horizen, Ile
Lizted (he powers and ihe limitations of genins, withont
1he moral weaknesses whiclh often attend i,

As o preacher he vose highest when his themes wern
greatest, and of these e onee lmmoroushv remarked,
“there are but seven,” and whatever subject e treated
he reached one or more of these, When all things moved
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well and there was no limitation of {ime, he range«
(hrough the universe, as Webster said; everything be
knew came flyving by, and he had only to stretel forth
his hand and seize a (thundevbolt, But if there were not
a union of thoughi and expression, if there were any
olstruction from within or from without, like some
greal ship in the trough of the sea, Le rose and fell and
plunged and rocked and was in agony.

Prior to the civil war e was inclined to sympathize
with the South, and regarded the abolition movement
as a haleful influenee. It was our fortune to hear him
make hix first speceh after he had conchided it 1o he
his duty (o support the government. e contined him
colf toa statenent of his former views and the reasons
for them. and explained his change,  No evidence of hix
oratorical powers was aflorded on that oceasion. After
ward we heard him on some of the greatest occasions of
his life, when his eves blazed and his whole, face secmed
to refleet a light (hat had no material zonvee, and then
Criticism wis impossibles all who heard and saw were
switllowed up in one general wave of greatness.

These conditions produced an extraordinary efleet
upon him.  Dr. I8 Hoyt former editor of The “West-
ern Christinn Advoeate.” seemred s perfeefly aceurate
stenographer to report one of his seyrmons. When Bish
op Foster entered he showed him the report.  After
glancing at it the Bishop stated that 1 was a miserable
report and ought not (o be printed. AL that point the
reporier, who was a court stenographer of 1he highest
grade, appeared, and being (old that the report was not
correct expressed himself thus: vl will make aflidavit
in any court that every word that Bishop Foster ntiered
is there, and that not a single sylable is there which he
did not utter.” A ter studying the docoment for some
time Bishop Foster, thoroughly perplexed, said to Dr.
Hoyt, *This man has got ny words, but he has utterly
failed to get my thought.” This seemed so shrange 1l
we afterwird snhmitted the account to Bishop Foster.
and he said that sueh was the cises Indeed, at sueh
Limes he spoke as muehwith his ereshix intonation, and
his gesture as he did with his words., To prepare tha
serton for publication so that the reader wottld not be
deveived, he wrote it alimostall over with Itis own hand.

Rome years after he had been elevied Bishop be pro-
duced a1 work entitled »Beyond the tGrave the mosl
popular work he ever wrote. It exeited much interest
among (honghtful people. To many Lereaved persons it
was @ greal conselation; others were mach disturbed by
i, Some aflirmed that a pliantom heaven did not ajp-
peal to them. Attempts were nutde hy various persons
to bring Bishop Foster to trial for heresy with respeet
1o the doetrine of the resurrection of the body, 1t has
heen it cause of perplexity 1o many calm and thoughtful
petsons (iat he should e heen allowed 1o teach the
views confained in that work. The reasons why there
wis no official examination of this question were multi
plex: the subject i more neysterions than any other: he
wax sound in doctrime wpon the great principles of Meth
mhet theology s a il upen o sibject of that Kind wonll
Jovide the Climee leand perlaps beive no deinite ontoame
in the way ot sonlement ol thee qpnestion involved,

ot thee 1o al veason wine sich proses NETOL Hevae] Cdlbe,
why suell attempis o hitne i Deelare 0 conuphnid e
were abol (ive, was nob that he was e Bishop, not than
e was an able npne not that none daredd 10 aing
Charges agninst o Bishop. bt that he was Randolph =
1L wars his sincerity, spivitoalinyg, and in oaocer
his Jovableness and the ven

Foster,
o sense, childliheness:
eration felt tor it wiiel made it impossible (o distm b
Lin. i childlikeness was quite apart from that of
men i great places The ada profound sense of the seape
of his episcopal Tanetions and decen canseionsness of
Dimsell whenever big rights were invaded or his Views
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misrepresented.  The most remarkable forensic con-
lic{ we over stw was one botween him and the late Dr.
Hiram Mattison. It was ihe semi-xeer agaiost the
mathematical and analytical verbal logiciaa. The latter
had marvelons oratorical powers also, and in many
respeets e unguestionabiy made out Iris case: Luf il
was impossible {o bring the subjeel to (nat kind of an

~The Epworth Herald™ @ few weehs since. Others may
sav, “We heard him but onee, and the Tanguage of the
editorial in Tie Croasvias Apvoeyts must certainly be
pegarded ax extravagant:” and hoth will be frne,

Dishop IFoster was never feoble, never light or 1ritting,
never in our preseiee for o monent fost his dignity: bl
thoxe who have heard him at his best, aud they only,
ecan retain the the overwhelning sense of a
powerful personality. 10 s o blessed thought that all
whio ever knew him may retain (he sense of a pure. dig
nitied. sympathetic, consecerated apostle of the Lord
Jrses Crmrsr. Like others, he saw through a glhiss dark.
Iv. Lt unlike most {here was more of light and jess of
slitdow (o his conseionsness,  When he wrofe “Beyond
{he Grave™ he wrote hexond experienee; now he knows
what we must wail {o know.

Lie performed the duties of his cpiscopal oflice in this
country and in foreign Missions mntil 1896w len. on ae
count of his increasing phasieal iufirmity, the General
Confernee deewed it hest tfor hitmself st neediul fore
the Chureh to relicve him of the heden of long and
frequent journey: and the continnons responsibility
imvolved in presiding in (he Canferenees and lixing the
appointments of (he ministers. The spirit, the manner,
aned the word= with wheh Bie accentsd vhis aetion as ol

NOTISE,

Cioape, e tudered hiom, i !-u‘--li-h‘.lllull‘ aaventir ol overom
ve ward 1han Lefore, Al v ahee ool anee of this,
ot Joss ihan of s ill;;;l.i]l‘-l o s wlitlee e o was 0

harniog anud o shining lichis he beinre dead yet speaket]

National and International Notes
No End to Wonders

The eable 1o Manila is to he compdeted beTulv 1 and
Gearge G Ward, Vice Presiden of the Posial Telegraph
and cable Company, states that probabh The fies? nes.
saze over the new line will be sent from Manila by
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1SHOP RANDOLPH

5. FOSTER visited
Korea in the summer of
1893 and it was my
privilege to be mu ch
with him during his stay. The Confer-
ence over, quite a party of us accom-
panied him and Dr. Leonard to Chemulpo.
On the little river stecamer which was our
chief means of travel between Scoul and
Chemuipo, I saw the bishop standing apart
Jeaming on the rail and gazing steadfastly
at the villages as we passed them. I drew
near and said, “Bishop, how does our
LKorea impress you?” As he turned to me [
saw his cheeks wet with tears and he
said, “0Q DBrother Jones, how the heart
of God must break at the thought of the
sorrow and degradation we have seen
here! Now I ean understand the measure-
less necessities of man that demanded
nothing less than the inecarnation and
the passion of the eternal Son of God
Himself for their relief.”

This thought continued with him and
inspired him to write a poem, the only
one 1 have scen from his pen, and it is
so full of the note of Christian triumph

Bishop Foster on Man All Immortal

DR. GEORGE HEBER JONES

that it may prove as inspiring to the
readers of Ziox’s Hunanp as it was to
us in Korea at the time.

The bishop lhad it printed in leaflet
form at our mission press, explaining
that it was inspired by the ever-present
sight of graves in Oriental lands. It
was written in the closing hours of lus
stay in Fusan, where he had a full view
from the ship’s decks of Koreans visiting
and offering sacrifice at the graves of
their dead.

Bishop Foster explains the circum-
stances under which hie wrote the poem
in the following words:

“As you well know, I have never been n
reader of poetry and can scarcely cltahin to
be an admirer of the muses; but lherc are
times when I feel myself strangely drawn
to the imaginative. Throughout Jife I have
resisted such oceastonal impulses, Somechow
the sea moves me—possibly it is its solitude
that Legets musing; in any event it so niTects
me. It earries me away toward the inflnite.

neither

It awaken- memories, and
starts imaginations. The
seen drops away, and the
unscen crowds my thought.
I roam over realms of the
past: by-gone ages and
scenes hold me in a sort
of trance: I live them over —the vast
geologicnl eons—formation periods; the un-
seen world tnkes form of reatity—I dream.
Reminiscences and reverie hold me as with
a  spetl.  Homanity haunts me—its  tragic
history—ils present condition—its unknown
future. At times I Dbecome almost uncon-
scious of all present emvirommnents—I seem to
live over interminable ages—to he living in
other worlds—amaong  other  beings—to  be
mingling with ihrongs of onee living but
long dend peoples—to be seeing over greal
spaces and to be present with what has been
and with what will be: in the body and
out of it. It was in such a frame of mind
that the following pocem fowed spontancously
from my pencil. 1 have Dbeen tempted to
give it more permanent form. As I know
nothing of poetry, I presume it is not worth
preserving, but somchow it appeals to me,
and begs to have a chance fo live, at lcast
to be scen by n few particular friends, and
so 1 send you a copy, which you can easily
burn il it seems to deserve such o fate, It
will at least et vou know where 1 was, and
what 1 was thinking, and how I was feeling.”?

The poem ecarried at its head these
words from Rev. 21:4: “And there shall

be no more death, sorrow, nor
erying, neither shall there be any more
pain: for the former things are passed
away.” The poem follows:

““Mortals, know ye! that death is but a door,
Whiclh opens out to life for evermore—
The home of endless love,
. .
e single sacred spot in all the spheres,
Where arief and sin come not through cndless
-’ s L H “'(\al.s
*Ye Winged Winds that roam the wide earth The ]-'“"]’(\r's hiouse above—
Know (\)-cus.omc vaie, or some sequeslered sl Apome beyond the: sky,
3 aie, E sequeslered shore, Where men nor si s di
some rarely beauleous spot, Tosin nor die.
Some peek, or plain, or deep seeluded doll,
Some loneliest abiude, some cot or hut or eell,
Where sin and death are not—
Some  place beneath some sky
Where men are born, but do not die?

“lublish the iidings---haste the wide vrail
o'er—
Stay nat—shout it, to near and farfliest shore,
To earth's remolest bouned,
Now—henceforth death is but a seeret door
Whicl: opens out to life Tor evomore—

“¥Ye Beams of light that Iy for evermore Tell it the wide world round

Q'er land and sea, from near to distant shore,
Know you some loveliest spot,
Some wooded grove, some rugged mountain
crest,
Some shaded vale, secluded from the rest,
Where grief and tears are not?

“*Make all the nations hear it, ¢en all the

dejd—

is hut a

nat dread:
Proclaim it. shout it o'er and o'er—

Jesus hath risen, “now to die is gain®

Publish the lidings, shout it onee again,
Death is o portal to life for evermore

Death portal, which mortals need

“Y," vigil Stars, that ever more do shine
\\l‘ﬂl- fadeless luster, in the arch sublime,
o Shine re upon some Tavored spot,
Some restful glen, some happy praceful shore € j i i
. : ) H E id ITe vise? Tlear it, O ye nalions—
A\ il(:l'c ntan in Miss dollh dwell for evermore, Hear it, O ve dead—He tw;s(--—l-lc 1'350'
Where sin and death are not? He Durst the s of dcu‘lh—- )
Then 1 rose—then death himself was slain,

“Thou greater Sun, in all thy circuit round,
hnow jou, or ever have xou found,
home one more biissful spot,

Then all humanily was seized of life agnin—
Matn, all immortal, hail b

Some grove of peace, some flow’ry glade more “The angel ceased—not  another word he
biest, said —

home home of man, some scene of perfeet Men garzed arveund —the messenger had fled-—
rest, But sin and death kept on—

Where grief and <hame come nol—
Same spol boneath sonne sk,
Mbhone nen are Jann. but do el dee

Andd stitl, from near and most dislanl shore,
Mo are horn amd clie, oven as e fare:
Theve’s el o0 w0 Titay et
Wheto s nind b il ale 1ol

“The  winds wanlcd plainlively, amd sadly

s, “Moas it delnsen? Thal - g swil nfioin—
AU e slms ooy o us ave realms of L. LRLINUICR IERCTRN I [ TS Y A L O T

deand: Theve o o diviz st squst

We brd no osolitary spot
On wea or Tand—on wildiing wanve or shote,
Wlhere nun five on nor die for ovormore—
Where sin and dealh are notj
Noopliee heneath the ks
Where anen are Lorn, but do nat dies

"_'I‘hr-n all e sfars, that in theie o bits Lurn,

Prom are Ao age. vospoinded in their tarn,
SN tmd no faverad spot

Or ali thie wide warld's 1iven Dreast,

MWhere man lives on, nor ever s bLerefl—
Where dealh amd sin are noll’

“The sun, then nesi, prond moenarel of the

Nat here on carthe Lt there Loy ol fhe Sk,
Where nun Ine on. and nene oic hhown to
die--
Where sin mnd death are noet.t

CTell it enee againg shaat il o’er el o%ir—
Death is Lut a parial to hife For overmore,
A door {hat epens oulwayil),—
To Jife for voruimnagg
Deadly s mover  mone,
ok e ceha, hoar the sweet relviin,—
Yackh mun dics—Dbul all men live again.,

T‘Ilu.\.-llnllu' Hosmmna ' 1ol the echy 1y
The whole conth o'vr and on Drom sky tg sks,

Moono i ol ;.lllunlid:.

!
)
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Some loneliest shade, some cot or hut or cell,
Where sin and death are not—
Some piace beneath some sky
Where men are born, but do not die?

“Ye Beams of lght that fly for evermore
O'er land and sea, from near to distant shove,
Know you some lovcliest spot,
Some waonded grove, some rugged mountain
crest,
Some shaded vale, secluded from the rest,
W here grief and tears are not?

“Ye vigil Stars, that ever more o shine

With fadeless luster, in the arclhr sublime,
Shine y¢ upon some favored spot,

Some restful glen, some happy peaceful shore

Where man in bliss doth dweli for evermore,
Where sin and death are not?

“Thou greater Sun, in all thy circuit round,
LKitow you, or ever have you found,
Some one more hlissful spot,
Some grove of peace, some flow’ry glade more
Dblest,
Some home of man, some scene of perfeet
rest,
Where grief and shame come not—
Seme spot bheneath same shy,
Where nmien are horn, but do not die?

“The winds wailed plaintively, and sadly
said,
‘All realms known to us are realms of the
dead:
We find no seolitary spot
On sea or iand—on wildering wave or shore,
Where men live on nor die for evermorce—
Where sin and death are not;
No place beneath the sky
Where men are born, huf do nof die?

“Then all the stars, that in their orbits burn,

From age to age, responded in their furn,
“We find 1to favored spot

Oer all the wide world’s rivenn Dbreast,

Where man lives on, nor ever is berefi—
Where death and sin are notl?

“The sun, fhien next, proud monareh of the
shy,
Veiling his face, wailed out his sad reply—
‘Q'er all the world I know no spot,
From utinost cast to utmost western hound,
Where men not doomed fo death, are found-—-
No place where grief and tears ave not.’

“ “We know not,” thus, they one and all reply,
‘A single spot of carth, ‘neath any sky,
Where men aor sin, nor die:
No age has Dbeen, or favored pliice or elime
*Twixt now and carliest dawn of time—
No highly fuvored spot,
Where sin and death are not!?

“Aen, of every age and clime, have ye once
heard
From prophet, priest, or sage o single word
QFf man, that did not dic
On carth, or off amang the dilstant spheres
\Where deatlr comes not in endless years,
hnow you a single spot
Where sin and death are not?
“With bowed head and grief-dejected face
They manswered all, *On carth there Is no
place
Where deatlh is nol:
Our kimidred all have passed as dath o shade,
We soonn will Talliea, our grases are ready
matde—
There is 1o fivened spat
Whiere s~ and deaill aie nol.’

“oBut we hinve heard?! wilh {rembling doubt
some snid,
‘Of one who from the regions of the dead,
With many  capiives came:
Whe tfolil of resurredtion morn and day,
Of {ime whon s and death shall pass away,
Aud all men live again

“Then stlent all; unbidden made reply
An angel-—f{resh from the upper shy.
“We know of one divinest spot.
e said. love beaming from his joyous eye,
“*Tis not on carth, but there above the sky,
Where sin aund death are not.
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Stay not—shout it, to near and farthest shore,
To earth’s remotest bound,
Now—henceforth death is but a seeret door
Which opens out to life for evermwore—
Tell it the wide world round.

“ \ake all the nations hear it, e¢'en all the
dend—

Death is but a portal, which mortals neced
not dread:

Proclaim it, shout it ¢’er and o’cr—
Jesus hath risen, *now to die is gain”
Publish the tidings, shout it onee again,

Death is a portal to life for evermore.

“*Tid He rise? Hear it, O yve nations—

Hear it, 0 ye dead—lie rose—He rosec:
He burst the bars of death—

Then 1 rose—then death himself was slain,

Then all humanity was seized of life again—
Man, all immortal, hail?

“The angel ceased—not another word lhe
snid—

Men gazed around—the messenger had fled—
But sin nand death kept on—

And still, from near and most distant shore,

Ment are born and die, even as before;
There's not a solitary spot,
Where sin and death are not.

“Was it delusion? Hark—a sweet refrain—
An eccho—*The dead live on agnin—
There is one divinest spot
Not here on earily, but there beyond the sky.
Where men live on, and nene are known te
die—
Where sin and death are not.”

“Tell it once again, shout it o’cr :nd o'or—
Death is but a poital to life for evermore,
A door that opens oulward,—
To life for cverntore;
Death is never more.
Hark the ccho, hear the sweet refrain,—
LEach man dies—but all men live agoin.

“Hosanna! Hosanna! let the echo fly

The whole ecarth o’er and on from sky fo sky,
Man is all Lmnortal,
"I'is not death 1o die—

*Tis but laxing the wenry burden down—

Putting off the armor—Iiaking up the crown—
But passing the portal
To the Fathier's house above;

But changing our sorrows—our doubis—our

tears—

Our sins—our gunilt—our miseries and fears,
For all the Dbliss of heaven
Throughout immortal »ears,”




THE LATE WILLIAM M. FLANDERS

a privilege to greet him and be welecomed
by him. As an illusteation, he always
gratefully aceredited the beloved A. L.
Dodge, of the Haskell, Adams Compauy,
Boston, with being the man who taught
thim the grocery business, and when presi-
Jdent of the DBoston Wholesale Grocers’
Association, he made the worthy veteran
very glad Dby inviting him as speeial
guest to a banquet. This is only one
instance of what le was always doing.
Again and yet again, he has called the
editor up on the telephone to cheer him
by some heartening message. No other
man that we have ever known possessed

A Leading New England Layman

DWARD T. BURROWLES, who died at
. his home in Portland, Me., last week
at the age of sixiy-five, was Lknown
throughout the denomination as onc of
the generous supporters of the Methodist
spiscopal Church. He wax a man of
large syvmpathies, deeply religious, in-
tensely interested in the advancement of
the kingdom at home and in its widest
reaches, and devoted to every good work
in community and state,

My, Burrowes had worked his way to
afluence and to a position of influence
through his own eflorts and ability. He
was born in Sherbroake, Quebee, July 25,
1852, amd removed to Portland in his
fifteenth year. e was exceedingly in-
dustrious in the cmployment whiech he
secured and carly manifested those traits
whieh led him Jater to success. in his
desire to secure an education he entered
Maine Weslevan Seminary at Kent’s Hill
at the age of twenty-one and from there
went to Wesleyan University at Middle-
town, Ct. In hoth of these institutions
Tie worked his way by the manufacture

movements likewise never failed to reeeive
the backing of his credit and his generous
aid. The vyoungest child of Portland Meth-
udism, the Warren Avenuce Church, was built
under his personal vversight, and quite largely
through his own assistance, in answer to
fhe need of z large ltalian colony which
had located in that scetion of the city.
Denefactions were so quictly bestowed that ne
one bit his Lord and the people whom he
helped will ever know hew kind he was.
Outside of the city his gifts were hestowed
in the same quict and systematic way, Such
voucliers as were turned in for Conference
reports indicate that he was muore especially
concerned for the permanent institutions of
the chureh, and the boards most generously
remembered in s gifts from year to year
seem to have been the Deaconess, the Freed-
men’s Afd, and Poreign Missions.”

In the death of Edward T. Burrowes
the Methodist Episcopal Church has suf-
fered the loss of one of its most loyal
sons, who was ever ready to give of
himself and of lis possessions for the
advancement of the kingdom. His life
and influence are an example and an
inspiration to youths who, bheginning
under humble cireumstances, may look to
vears of service in the churel and to
that influence among their fellows which
true worth and uprightness of life alone
can give.
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“Jest Haply We Be Found Fighting
Against God”

REV. CLARENCE TRUE WILSON, D.D.

Genernl  Seceretary  Board  of

Tempcerance,

Prohibition, and Public Morals of the

Methodist Episcopal Church

ARK as the days are, bloody as the

ficld is, threatening as the times
scem, the church has a message that is
needed still and a mission that will not
submerge in blood.

God Almighty still rules. He has not
vacated the throne of the universe. He
carries out His will by human leaders.
Nations are His greatest agents. They
have no immortal souls, Their righteous-
ness is to be rewarded and their sins

first wiped off the map; the next offender,
Germany, living for fifty years with one
ambition—to congquer the world—destined
to crushing disappointment, to be ground
alive under the wheels of destiny till she
will plead for pcacc to avert utter de-
struction; Russia, the next offender, re-
penting in sackeloth and ashes, but un-
able to enjoy her dearly-bought liberty
beeause of a vodka-crazed populace; Eng-
laud and Scotland sold to brewers and

dregs of her bitter cup,

The World’s Easter

ANNETTE MORRISON STUBBS

even her proud church, the
rotten remnant of a formal
pretense, pieading for con-
tinued rum rule.

What must a just God
will for our most highly

distillers, drinking the

tant morming of Euster, thou friumph of life over

with,” )
)st herald the glad uprising of nature’s animale

reqlh. .
11 of the tomb is forgolien, the venom of dealh is

me, )
jreet our risen Saviour in the sunshine of Easter

arn.

an! morning of Easter,” crowning creation wilh life!
d is wailing today, amid sad discord and strife,
g to {he sorrowing thousands a message of healing

nwl peace,
sn ath Him from the grave our dead have found

feuse,

iant morning of Easter,” thou art full of truth and

e,
ans of gluddest triminph shall rise lo heaven above,

I again in blessing on dying oncs today.
g doth live forever—ring oul Iis praise alwayl?

ir, Me.

favored Christian land,
which for fifty years, since
Lincaln died, has filted her
bulging pockets with blood
moncy and made a third of
her national income from
rum revenue? This much
I know! Before we have
paid our toll to this great
war our “covenant with
death shall be disan-
nuiled,” and our “agree-
ment svith hell shall not
stand: when the overflow-
ing scourge shall pass
through” (Isa. 28:18).
The “overflowing
scourge” has passed over
Russia, just as it has
passed over Belgium and

Serbia.

punished in this life. Where in all his-
tary did a nation sin and escape its just

And our covenant with

death still stands. Our agrecment with
hell still binds and throttles.

What is that covenant and that agrec-
ment? It is that we will win this war,
if we ean, without disturbing the traffic
in beer, We will make the most of our
labor, except that we will waste some of
it in making beer instead of feeding fur-
naces. We will save our food, except we
will rot some of it to do service to Ilin-
denburg, We will tag our shoveis and
save coal, except that the milliens of
bushels used to manufacture poisonous
drink may be wasted

We conld not help the fally and treason
of Russia, but we might have farestalled
it by winning the war before the disasier
camre. Do not take our waoard far it
Listen to Lload-George:  “We are fighting
Germany, Austvia, and dmnk, and the
greatest  of fhese demdly foes is drink.”
Dnide our task into three parts and the
greaiest part is the drink we must yield
to at home, If the Allies had faced diffi-
culties only two-1hirds as great, would not
the war have been won before Russia
dropped ont and went under?  There is
no doubt of it.  Drink, says Lloyd-George,
is mare than a third of onr difficulties.

The simple truth is that we, the allied
forces of eivilization, have forescen and




ISHOP RANDOLPH

S. FOSTER visited
Korea in the summer of
1893 and it was my
privilege to be much
with him during his stay. The Confer-
ence over, quite a party of us accom-
panied him and Dr. Leonard to Chemulpo.
On the little river steamer which was our
chief means of travel between Secoul and
Chemulpo, I saw the bishop standing apart
leaning on the rail and gazing steadfastly
at the villages as we passed them. I drew
near and said, “Bishop, how does our
Koreca impress you?* As he turned to me 1
saw his cheeks wet with tears and he
said, “O Brother Jones, how the heart
of God must break at the thought of the
sorrow and degradation we have secn
here! Now I can understand the measure-
less necessities of man that demanded
nothing less than the incarnation and
the passion of the cternal Son of God
Himself for their relief.”

This tHought continued with him and
inspired him to write a poem, the only
onc 1 have seen from his pen, and it is
so full of the note of Christian triumph

DR. GEORGE HEBER JONES

that it may prove as inspiring to the
readers of Ziox's Herarp as it was to
us in Korea at the time.

The bishop had it printed in leaflet
form at our mission press, explaining
that it was inspired by the ever-present
sight of graves in Oriental lands. It
was written in the closing hours of his
stay in Fusan, where he had a full view
from the ship’s decks of Korcans visiting
and offering sacrifice at the graves of
their dead.

Bishop Foster explains the eireum-
stances under which he wrote the pocin
in the following words:

t“As you well know, I have never been a
reader of poetry and can scarccly claim to
be an admirer of thie muses; but there are
times when I feel myself strangely drawn
to the imaginative. Throughout life 1 have
resisted such occasionnl impulses. Somechow
the sea moves me—possibly it is its solitude
that begets musing; in any event it so affects
me. It earries me away toward the inflnite.

It awaken~ memories, and

Bishop Foster on Man All Immortal s, mesmtons e

unscen crowds my thought.

1 roam over realms of the

past: by-gone ages and

sccnes hold me in a sort
of trance:; I 1lve them over— the vast
geological cons—formution periods; the un-
seen world takes form of reality—I dream.
Reminisecences and reveric hold mie ns with
a spell. Humanity haunts me—its tragic
history—Iits present condition—its unknown
future. At times I become almost uncon-
scious of nll present environments—I seem to
live over interminaoble ages—to be living in
other worlds—among other beings—to he
mingling with throngs of onece living but
long dead peoples—to he secing over great
spaces and to be present with what has been
and with what will be: in the body and
out of it. It was in such a frame of mind
that the following poem flowed spontancously
from my pencil. I have been tenipled to
give it more permanent form. As I Enow
nothing of poetry, I presume it is not worth
preserving, but somehow it appeals to me,
and begs to have a chance to live, nt jeast
to be secen by a few particular friends, and
so I send you o copy, which you can easily
burn if it scems to deserve such n fate. It
will at Ieast let you know where I was, and
what I was thinking, and how I was feeling.”

The poem earried at its head these
words from Rev, 21:4: “And there shall

ke no more death, neither sorrow, nor
erying, ncither shall there be any more
pain: for the former things are passed
away.” The poem follows:

“Ye Winged Winds that roan the wide earth
o’er,
Know ye¢ some vale, or some sequestered shore,
Some rarely beautcous spot,
Some peak, or plain, or deep secluded dell,
Some loneliest shade, some cot or hut or cell,
Where sin and death are wnot—
Some place beneath some sky
Where men are born, but do not die?

“Ye Beams of light that fty for cvermore
O%er lund and sea, from near to distant shore,
Know you some loveilest spot,
Some wooded grove, some rugged mountain
crest,
Some shaded vale, sccluded from the rest,
\Where grief and tears arc not?

“yYe wigil Stars, that cver more do shine

With fadeless luster, fn the arch sublime,
Shine ye upon some favored spot,

Sonte restfnl glen, some happy peaceful shore

Where man in Dhliss doth dwell for evermore,
Where sin nnd death arc not?

“Thon greater Sun, in ail thy eireuit round,
Kuow you, or cver have you found,
Some one more blissful spot,
Some grove of peace, some flow'ry glade more
blest,
Some home of man, some secenc of perfect
rest,
Where grief and shame come not—
Some spot beneath some sky,
Where ment are born, bhut do not die?

“The winds wailed piaintively, ond sadly
sald,
‘All reabns Euown 1o us are rvealms of the
dead:
We find no solitary spot
On sea or land—on wildering wave or shore,
W here men live on nor die for evermore—
Where sin and Jdealh are not,
No plice beneathh the sky
Where men are born, but do net die’

“Then all the stars, that in their orbits burn,

FFrom age lo age, respunded in lheir turn,
“We find no favored spot

O'er all 1hie wide world's riven Dbreast,

Where man lives on, nor ever is bereft—
Where death and sin are not?

“The sun, then next, prowd monarch of the
sky,
Veiling his face, wailed out his sad reply—
‘O'er all the worid I Lknow no spot,
From utmost east to ulmost weslern beund,
Where men not daomed {o death, are found-—
No place where grief and tears a1e not?
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From utmost east to utmost western bound, T
‘“Where men not doomed to death, are found—

No place where griet and tears are not.*

« nWe know not,” thus, they one and all reply,
“A single spot of carth, *neath nny sky,
Where men nor sin, nor die:
No age hns Dbeen, or favered place or clime
“Twixt now and earliest dawn of tinie—
No highly favored spot,
\Where sin and death are uot.’

sMen, of every age and clime, have ye once
heard

From prophet, priest, or sage a single word
Of man, that did not die

On carth, or off among the distant spheres

Where denth comes not in endless years, i
Know vou a single spot
Where sin and death are not?

«with bowed head and grief-dejected face
They answered all, ‘On earth there is no
place
Where death is not:
Our kindred n!l have passed ns dotk a shade. =
we soen will follew, our graves are ready
made—
There is no favored spot
Where sin and death are not.

«sgut we have heard,’ with trembling doubt
some said,
s0f one who from the regions of the dend,
With many captives came:
wWho told of resurrection morn and day,
Of time when sin and death shall pass away,
And all men live ogain

wThen silent all; unbidden made reply
An angel—fresh from the upper sky.
“\We know of one divinest spot,’
He said, love heaming from his Joyous eye, »
+sTis not on eurth, but there ahove the sky,
Where sin and death are not.’

« <pMartals, know ye! that death is but n door,
Which opens out to life for evermore—

The home of endless love,
The single sacred spot in all the spheres,
Where griel and sin come not through endless E

years,

The TFFather’s housc¢ nbove—

A home bevond the sky,

Where men nor sin nor die.

««pyblish the tidings—haste the wide earth
o'er—
" Stay not—shout it, to near and farthest shore,
To earth's remotest hound,
. Now—heneeforth death is but a secret door
o i\ Which opens out to life for evermore—

S)’ 1 Vo A S ¢ - Ve L Tell it the wide world round.
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Death is never more,
ik 1he echo, hear the sweet refrain—
Faclh man dies—but all men live again.

“1osanna! Jlosanna! let the echo My

The whole earth o'er and on {rom sky to sky,
Man is all immaertal,
*Tis not death to die—

*Tis but layzing the weary hurden down—

Putting ofT the armor—taking up ihe crown—
Butl passing e portal
To 1the Father's house above:

But ehanging our sorrows—our doubls—our

tears—

Our sins—our gnilt—our miseries and fears,
1'or all 1hie bliss of heaven
Throughout innnortal years.”
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