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I

P the long

hill from the
station at  St.-
Cloud, Lizzie West
climbed in the cold
springsunshine. As
he breasted the
incline, she noticed
the first waves of
| wistaria overcourt-
. yard railings and
, the high lights of
new follage agamst the walls of ivy-matted
gardens; and she thought again, as she had
thought a hundred times before, that she
had never seen so beautiful a spring.

She was on her way to the Deerings’
house, in a street near the hilltop; and
every step was dear and familiar to her.
She went there five times a week to teach
little Juliet Deering, the daughter of Mr.
Vincent Deering, the distinguished Amer-
ican artist. Juliet had been her pupil for
two years, and day after day, during that
time, Lizzie West had mounted the hill
in all weathers; sometimes with her um-
brella bent against a driving rain, some-
times ‘with her frail cotton parasol un-
furled beneath a fiery sun, sometimes with
the snow soaking through her patched
boots or a bitter wind piercing her thin
jacket, sometimes with the dust whirling
about her and bleaching the flowers of the
poor little hat that had to “carry her
through” till next summer.

At first the ascent had seemed tedious
enough, as dull as the trudge to her other
lessons. Lizzie was not a heaven-sent
teacher ; she had no born zeal for her call-
ing, and though she dealt kindly and duti-

fully with her pupils, she did not fly to
them on winged feet. But one day some-
thing had happened to change the face of
life, and since then the climb to the Deer-
ing house had seemed like a dream- ﬂlght
up a heavenly stairway.

Her heart beat faster as she remem-
bered it—no longer in a tumult of fright
and self-reproach, but softly, peacefully,
as if brooding over a possession that none
could take from her.

It was on a day of the previous October
that she had stopped, after Juliet’s lesson,
to ask if she might speak to Juliet’s papa.
One had always to apply to Mr. Deering
if there was anything to be said about the
lessons. Mrs. Deering lay on her lounge
up-stairs, reading greasy relays of dog-
eared novels, the choice of which she left
to the cook and the nurse, who were al-
ways fetching them for her from the cabi-
net de lecture; and it was understood in
the house that she was not to be “both-
ered” about Juliet. Mr. Deering’s inter-
est in his daughter was fitful rather than
consecutive; but at least he was approach-
able, and listened sympathetically, if a lit-
tle absently, stroking his long, fair mus-
tache, while Lizzie stated her' difficulty or
put-in her plea for maps or copy-books.

“Yes, yes—of course—whatever you
think right,” he would always assent,
sometimes drawing a five-franc piece from
his pocket, and laying it carelessly on the
table, or oftener saying, with his charming
smile: “Get what you please, and just put
it on your account, you know.”

But this time Lizzie had not come to
ask for maps or copy-books, or even to
hint, in crimson misery,—as once, poor
soul! she had had to do,—that Mr. Deer-
ing had overlooked her last little account
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—had probably not noticed that she had
left it, some two months earlier, on a cor-
ner of his littered writing-table. - That
hour had been bad enough, though he had
done his best to make it easy to carry it
off gallantly and gaily; but this was in-
finitely worse. For she had come to com-
plain of her pupil; to say that, much as
she loved little Juliet, it was useless, un-
less Mr. Deering could “do something,”
to go on with the lessons.

“It would n’t be honest—1 should be
robbing you; I ’m not sure that I have n't
already,” she half laughed, through mount-
ing tears, as she put her case. Little Juliet
would not work, would not obey. Her
poor, little, drifting existence floated aim-
lessly between the kitchen and the lingerie,
and all the groping tendrils of her curios-
ity were fastened about the doings of the
backstairs.

It was the same kind of curiosity that
Mrs. Deering, overhead in her drug-
scerited room, lavished on her dog-eared
‘novels and on the “society notes” of the
morning paper; but since Juliet’s horizon
was not yet wide enough to embrace these
loftier objects, her interest was centered
in the anecdotes that Céleste and Suzanne
brought back from the market and the li-
brary. That these were not always of an
edifying nature the child’s artless prattle
too often betrayed; but unhappily they
occupied her fancy to the complete exclu-
sion of such nourishing items as dates and
dynasties, and the sources of the principal
European rivers.

At length the crisis became so acute that
poor Lizzie felt herself bound to resign
her charge or ask Mr. Deering’s interven-
tion; and for Juliet’s sake she chose the
harder alternative. It was hard to speak
to him not only because one hated to con-
fess one’s failure, and hated still more to
ascribe it to such vulgar causes, but be-

cause one blushed to bring them to the -

notice of a spirit engaged with higher
things. Mr. Deering was very busy at
that moment: he had a new picture “on.”
And Lizzie entered the studio with the
flutter of one profanely intruding on some
sacred rite; she almost heard the rustle of
retreating wings as she approached.

And then—and then—how differently
it had all turned out! Perhapsitwouldn’t
have, if she had n’t been such a goose—she
who so seldom cried, so prided herself on a
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stoic control of -her little twittering cage-
ful of “feelings.” But if she had cried, it
was because he had looked at her so kindly,
so softly, and because she had nevertheless
felt him so pained and shamed by what
she said. Thhe pain, of course, lay for both
in the implication behind her words—in
the one word they left unspoken. If little
Juliet was as she was, it was because of
the mother up-stairs—the mother who had
given the child her futile impulses, and
grudged her the care that might have
guided them., The wretched case so ob-
viously revolved in its own vicious circle
that when Mr. Deering had murmured,
“Of course if my wife were not an inva-
lid,” they both turned with a simultaneous
spring to the flagrant “bad example” of
Céleste and -Suzanne, fastening on - that
with a mutual insistence that ended in his
crying out, “All the more, then, how can
you leave her to them?”

“But if I do her no good?” Lizzie
wailed; and it was then that,—when he
took her hand and assured her gently,
“But you do, you do!”—it was then that,
in the traditional phrase, she “broke
down,” and her convéntional protest quiv-
ered off into tears.

“You do me good, at any rate—you
make the house seem less like a desert,”
she heard him say; and the next moment
she felt herself drawn to him, and they
kissed each other through her weeping.

They kissed each other—there was the
new fact. One does not, if one is a poor
little  teacher living in Mme. Clopin’s
Pension Suisse at Passy, and if one has
pretty brown hair and eyes that reach out
trustfully to other eyes—one does not,
under these common but defenseless con-
ditions, arrive at the age of twenty-five
without being now and then kissed,—way-
laid once by a noisy student between two
doors, surprised once by one's gray-bearded
professor as one bent over the “theme” he
was correcting,—but these episodes, if they
tarnish the surface, do not reach the heart:
it 1s not the kiss endured, but the kiss re-
turned, that lives. And Lizzie West’s
first kiss was for Vincent Deering.

As she drew back from it, something
new awoke in her—something deeper than
the fright and the shame, and the penitent
thought of Mrs. Deering. A sleeping
germ of life thrilled and unfolded, .and
started out blindly to seek the sun,
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She might have felt differently, perhaps,
—the shame and penitence might have
prevailed,—had she not known him so
kind and tender, and guessed him so baf-
fled, poor, and disappointed. She knew
the failure of his married life, and she di-
vined a corresponding failure in his artistic
career. Lizzie, who had made her own
faltering snatch at the same laurels,
brought her thwarted proficiency to bear
on the question of his pictures, which she
judged to be extremely brilliant, but sus-
pected of having somehow failed to affirm
their merit publicly. She understood that
he had tasted an earlier moment of suc-
cess: a mention, a medal, something ofki-
cial and tangible; then the tide of public-
ity had somehow set the other way, and
left him stranded in a noble isolation. It
was extraordinary and unbelievable that
any one so naturally eminent and excep-
tional should have been subject to the
same vulgar necessities that governed her
own life, should have known poverty and
obscurity and indifference. But she gath-
ered that this had been the case, and felt
that it formed the miraculous link between
them. For through what medium less re-
vealing than that of shared misfortune
would he ever have perceived so incon-
spicuous an object as herself? And she
recalled now how gently his eyes had
rested on her from the first—the gray eyes
that might have seemed mocking if they
had not been so gentle.

She remembered how he had met her
the first day, when Mrs. Deering’s inevi-
table headache had prevented her from re-
ceiving the new teacher, and how his few
questions had at once revealed his interest
in the little stranded compatriot, doomed
to earn a precarious living so far from her
native shore. Sweet as the moment of un-
burdening had been, she wondered after-
ward what had determined it: how she, so
shy and sequestered, had found herself let-
ting slip her whole poverty-stricken story,
even to the avowal of the ineffectual “ar-
tistic” tendencies that had drawn her to
Paris, and had then left her there to the dry
task of tuition. She wondered at first, but
she understood now ; she understood every-
thing after he had kissed her. It was sim-
ply because he was as kind as he was great.

She thought of this now as she mounted
the hill in the spring sunshine, and she
thought of all that had happened since.
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The intervening months, as she: looked
back at them, were merged in a vast
golden haze, through which here and
there rose the outline of a shining island.
"The haze was the general enveloping sense
of his love, and the shining islands were
the days they had spent together. They
had never kissed again under his own roof.
Lizzie’s professional honor had a keen
edge, but she had been spared the vulgar
necessity of making him feel it. It was of
the essence of her fatality that he always
“understood” when his failing to do so
might have imperiled his hold on her.

But her Thursdays and Sundays were
free, and it soon became a habit to give
them to him. She knew, for her peace of
mind, -only too much about pictures, and
galleries and churches had been the one
bright outlet from the grayness of her
personal atmosphere. For poetry, too, and
the other imaginative forms of literature,
she had always felt more than she had
hitherto had occasion to betray; and now
all these folded sympathies shot out their
tendrils to the light. Mr. Deering knew
how to express with unmatched clearness
and competence the thoughts that trem-
bled in her mind: to talk with him was to
soar up into the azure on the outspread
wings of his intelligence, and look down
dizzily yet distinctly, on all the wonders
and glories of the world. She was a little
ashamed, sometimes, to find how few defi-
nite impressions she brought back from
these flights; but that was doubtless be-
cause her heart beat so fast' when he was
near, and his smile made his words like
a long quiver of light. Afterward, in
quieter hours, fragments of their talk
emerged in her memory with wondrous
precision, every syllable as minutely chis-
eled as some of the delicate objects in
crystal or ivory that he pointed out in the
museums they frequented. It was always

“a puzzle to Lizzie that some of their hours

should be so blurred and others so vivid.
On the morning in question she was
reliving all these memories with un-
usual distinctness, for it was a fortnight
since she had seen her friend. Mrs.
Deering, some six weeks previously, had
gone to visit a relation at St.-Raphaél;
and, after she had been a month absent,
her husband and the little girl had joined
her. Lizzie's adieux to Deering had been
made on a rainy afternoon in the damp
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corridors of the Aquarium at the Troca-
déro. She could not receive him at her
own pension. 'That a teacher should be
visited by the father of a pupil, especially
when that father was still, as Madame
Clopin said, si bien, was against that lady’s
austere - Helvetian code. From Deer-
ing’s first tentative hint of another solu-
tion Lizzie had recoiled in a wild unrea-
soned flurry of all her scruples, he took
her “No, no, no/” as he took all her twists
and turns of conscience, with eyes half-
tender and half-mocking, and an instant
acquiescence which was the finest homage
to the “lady” she felt he divined and hon-
ored in her.

So they continued to meet in museums
and galleries, or to extend, on fine days,
their explorations to the suburbs, where
now and then, in the solitude of grove or
garden, the kiss renewed itself, fleeting, iso-
lated, or prolonged in a shy, silent pressure
of the hand. But on the day of his leave-
taking the rain kept them under cover;
and as they threaded the subterranean
windings of the Aquarium, and Lizzie
looked unseeingly at the monstrous faces
glaring at her through walls of glass, she
felt like a poor drowned wretch at the
bottom of the sea, with all her glancing,
sunlit memoties rolling over her like the
waves of its surface.

“You 'll never see him again—never see
him again,” the waves boomed in her ears
through his last words; and when she had
said good-by to him at the corner, and had
scrambled, wet and shivering, into the
Passy omnibus, its great, grinding wheels
took up the derisive burden—* Never see
him, never see him again.”

All that was only two weeks ago, and
here she was, as happy as a lark, mounting
the hill to his door in the spring sunshine.
So weak a heart did not deserve such a ra-
diant fate; and Lizzie said to herself that
she would never again distrust her star.

II

THE cracked bell tinkled sweetly through
her heart as she stood listening for the
scamper of Juliet’s feet, Juliet, antici-
pating the laggard Suzanne, almost always
opened the door for her governess, not
from any unnatural zeal to hasten the
hour of her studies, but from the irre-
pressible desire to see what was going on
in the street. But on this occasion Lizzie
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listened vainly for a step, and at length
gave the bell another twitch. Doubtless
some unusually absorbing incident had de-
tained the child below-stairs; thus only
could her absence be explained.

A third ring produced no response, and
Lizzie, full of dawning fears, drew back
to look up at the shabby, blistered house.
She saw that the studio shutters stood
wide, and then noticed, without surprise,
that Mrs. Deering’s were still unopened.
No doubt Mrs. Deering was resting after
the fatigue of the journey. Instinctively
Lizzie’s eyes turned again to the studio;
and as she looked, she saw Deering at the
window. He caught sight of her, and an
instant later came to the door. He looked
paler than usual, and she noticed that he
wore a black coat.

“I rang and rang—where is Juliet?”

He looked at her gravely, almost sol-
emnly; then, without answering, he led
her down the passage to the studio, and
closed the door when she had entered.

“My wife is dead—she died suddenly
ten days ago. Did n’t you see it in the
papers ?”

Lizzie, with a little cry, sank down on
the rickety divan. She seldom saw a news-
paper, since she could not afford one for
her own perusal, and those supplied to the
Pension Clopin were usually in the hands
of its more privileged lodgers till long
after the hour when she set out on her
morning round.

“No; I did n't see it,” she stammered.

Deering was silent. He stood a little
way off, twisting an unlit cigarette in his
hand, and looking down at her with a
gaze that was both hesitating and con-
strained. ‘

She, too, felt the constraint of the situa-
tion, the impossibility of finding words
that, after what had passed between them,
should seem neither false nor heartless;
and at last she exclaimed, standing up:
“Poor little Juliet! Can’t I go to her?”

“Juliet is not here. I left her at St.-
Raphagl with the relations with whom my
wife was staying.”

“Oh,” Lizzie murmured, feeling
vaguely that this added to the difficulty of
the moment. How differently she had
pictured their meeting!

“1 ’m so-—so sorry for her!” she fal-
tered out.

Deering made no reply, but, turning on
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his heel, walked the length of the studio,
and then halted vaguely before the picture
on the easel. It was the landscape he had
begun the previous autumn, with the inten-
tion of sending it to the Salon that spring.
But it was still unfinished— seemed, indeed,
hardly more advanced than on the fateful
October day when Lizzie, standing before
- it for the first time, had confessed her in-
ability to deal with Juliet. Perhaps the
same thought struck its creator, for he
broke into a dry laugh, and turned from
the easel with a shrug.

Under his protracted silence Lizzie
roused herself to the fact that, since her
pupil was absent, there was no reason for
her remaining any longer; and as Deering
again moved toward her she said with an
effort: “I ’ll go, then. You ’ll send for
me when she comes back?”

Deering still hesitated, tormenting the
cigarette between his fingers.

“She ’s not coming back—not at pres-
ent.”

Lizzie heard him with a drop of the
heart. Was everything to be changed in
their lives? But of course; how could she
have dreamed it would be otherwise? She
could only stupidly repeat: “Not coming
back? Not this spring?”

“Probably not, since our friends are
so good as to keep her. The fact is, I 've
got to go to America. My wife left a
little property, a few pennies, that I must
go and see to—for the child.”

Lizzie stood before him, a cold knife in
her breast. “I see—I see,” she reiterated,
feeling all the while that she strained her
eyes into impenetrable blackness.

“It ’s a nuisance, having to pull up
stakes,” he went on, with a fretful glance
about the studio.

She lifted her eyes slowly to his face.
“Shall you be gone long?” she took cour-
age to ask.

“There again—1I can’t tell. It ’s all so
frightfully mixed up.” He met her look
for an incredibly long, strange moment.
“T hate to go!”” he murmured as if to him-
self. )

Lizzie felt a rush of moisture to her
lashes, and the old, familiar wave of weak-
ness at her heart. She raised her hand to
her face with an instinctive gesture, and
as she did so he held out his arms.

“Come here, Lizzie!” he said.

And she went—went with a sweet, wild
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throb of liberation, with the sense that at
last the house was his, that she was his, if
he wanted her; that never again would
that silent, rebuking presence in the room
above constrain and shame her rapture.

He pushed back her veil and covered
her face with kisses. “Don’t cry, you lit-
tle goose!” he said.

III

THAT they must see each other again be-
fore his departure, in some place less ex-
posed than their usual haunts, was as clear
to Lizzie as it appeared to be to Deering.
His expressing the wish seemed, indeed,
the sweetest testimony to the quality of his
feeling, since, in the first weeks of the
most perfunctory widowerhood, a man of
his stamp is presumed to abstain from light
adventures, If, then, at such a moment,
he wished so much to be quietly and
gravely with her, it could be only for rea-
sons she did not call by name, but of which
she felt the sacred tremor in her heart;
and it would have seemed incredibly vain
and vulgar to put forward, at such a crisis,
the conventional objections by means of
which such little exposed existences defend
the treasure of their freshness.

In such a mood as this one may descend
from the Passy omnibus at the corner of
the Pont de la Concorde (she had not let
him fetch her in a cab) with a sense of
dedication almost solemn, and may ad-
vance to meet one’s fate, in the shape of
a gentleman of melancholy elegance, with
an auto-taxi at his call, as one has ad-
vanced to the altar-steps in some girlish
bridal vision.

Even the experienced waiter ushering
them into an upper room of the quiet res-
taurant on the Seine could hardly have
supposed their quest for seclusion to be
based on sentimental motives, so soberly
did Deering give his orders, while his
companion sat small and grave at his side.
She did not, indeed, mean to let her pri-
vate pang obscure their hour together:
she was already learning that Deering
shrank from sadness. He should see that
she had courage and gaiety to face their
coming separation, and yet give herself
meanwhile to this completer nearness; but
she waited, as always, for him to strike
the opening note.

Looking back at it later, she wondered
at the mlld suavity of the hour, Her
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heart was unversed in happiness, but he
had found the tone to lull her apprehen-
sions, and make her trust her fate for any
golden wonder. Deepest of all, he gave

her the sense of something tacit and con-

firmed between them, as if his tenderness
were a habit of the heart hardly needing
the support of outward proof.

Such proof as he offered came, there-
fore, as a kind of crowning luxury, the
flower of a profoundly rooted sentiment;
and here again the instinctive reserves
and defenses would have seemed to vul-
garize what his trust ennobled. But if
all the tender casuistries of her heart
were at his service, he took no grave ad-
vantage of them. FEven when they sat
alone after dinner, with the lights of the
river trembling through their one low
window, and the vast rumor of Paris in-
closing them in a heart of silence, he
seemed, as much as herself, under the spell
of hallowing influences. She felt it most
of all as she yielded to the arm he pres-
ently put about her, to the long caress he
laid on her lips and eyes: not a word or
gesture missed the note of quiet union, or
cast a doubt, in retrospect, on the pact
they sealed with their last look.

That pact, as she reviewed it through a
sleepless night, seemed to have consisted
mainly, on his part, in pleadings for full
and frequent news of her, on hers in the
assurance that it should be given as often
as he asked it. She had felt an intense
desire not to betray any undue eagerness,
any crude desire to affirm and define her
hold on him. Her life had given her a
certain acquaintance with the arts of de-
fense: girls in her situation were com-
monly supposed to know them all, and to
use them as occasion called. But Lizzie’s
very need of them had intensified her dis-
dain. Just because she was so poor, and
had always, materially, so to count her
change and calculate her margin, she
would at least know the joy of emotional
prodigality, would give her heart as reck-
lessly as the rich their millions. She was
sure now that Deering loved her, and if
he had seized the occasion of their farewell
to give her some definitely worded sign of
his feeling—if, more plainly, he had asked
her to marry him,—his doing so would
have seemed less like a proof of his sincer-
ity than of his suspecting in her the need
of a verbal warrant. That he had ab-
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stained seemed to show that he trusted her
as she trusted him, and that they were one
most of all in this deep security of under-
standing,

She had tried to make him divine all
this in the chariness of her promise to
write. She would write; of course she
would. But he would be busy, preoccu-
pied, on the move: it was for him to let
her know when he wished a word, to spare
her the embarrassment of ill-timed intru-
sions. »

“Intrusions?” He had smiled the word
away. “You can’t well intrude, my dar-
ling, on a heart where you 're already es-
tablished, to the complete exclusion of
other lodgers.”” And then, taking her
hands, and looking up from them into her
happy, dizzy eyes: “You don’t know much
about being in love, do you, Lizzie?” he
laughingly ended.

It seemed easy enough to reject this im-
putation in a kiss; but she wondered after-
ward if she had not deserved it. Was she
really cold and conventional, and did other
women give more richly and recklessly?
She found that it was possible to turn
about every one of her reserves and deli-
cacies so that they looked like selfish
scruples and petty pruderies, and at this
game she came in time to exhaust all the
resources of an over-abundant casuistry.

Meanwhile the first days after Deer-
ing’s departure wore a soft, refracted light
like the radiance lingering after sunset.
He, at any rate, was taxable with no re-
serves, no calculations, and his letters of
farewell, from train and steamer, filled
her with long murmurs and echoes of his
presence. How he loved her, how he
loved her—and how he knew how to tell
her so!

She was not sure of possessing the same
aptitude. Unused to the expression of
personal emotion, she fluctuated between
the impulse to pour out all she felt and the
fear lest her extravagance should amuse
or even bore him. She never lost the sense
that what was to her the central crisis of
experience must be a mere episode in a life
so predestined as his to romantic accidents.
All that she felt and said would be sub-
jected to the test of comparison with what
others had already given him: from all
quarters of the globe she saw passionate
missives winging their way toward Deer-
ing, for whom her poor little swallow-
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flight of devotion could certainly not make
a summer. But such moments were suc-
ceeded: by others in which she raised her
head and dared inwardly to affirm her
conviction that no woman had ever loved
him just as she had, and that none, there-
fore, had probably found just such things
to say to him. And this conviction strength-
ened the other less solidly based belief that
he also, for the same reason, had found
new accents to express his tenderness, and
that the three letters she wore all day in
her shabby blouse, and hid all night be-
neath her pillow, surpassed not only in
beauty, but in quality, all he had ever
penned for other eyes.

They gave her, at any rate, during the
weeks that she wore them on her heart,
sensations even more complex and delicate
than Deering’s actual presence had ever oc-
casioned, To be with him was always like
breasting a bright, rough sea, that blinded
while it buoyed her: but his letters formed
a still pool of contemplation, above which
she could bend, and see the reflection of
‘the sky, and the myriad movements of life
that flitted and gleamed below the surface.
The wealth of this hidden life—that was
what most surprised her! It was incred-
ible to her now that she had had no ink-
ling of it, but had kept on blindly along
the narrow track of habit, like a traveler
climbing a road in a fog, who suddenly
finds himself on a sunlit crag between
blue leagues of sky and dizzy depths of
valley. And the odd thing was that all
the people about her—the whole world of
the Passy pension—were still plodding
along the same dull path, preoccupied
with the pebbles underfoot, and uncon-
scious of the glory beyond the fog!
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There were wild hours when she longed
to cry out to them what one saw from the
summit—and hours of tremulous abase-
ment when she asked herself why hker
happy feet had been guided there, while
others, no doubt as worthy, stumbled and
blundered in obscurity. She felt, in par-
ticular, a sudden urgent pity for the two
or three other girls at Mme. Clopin’s—
girls older, duller, less alive than she, and
by that very token more appealingly flung
upon her sympathy. Would they ever
know? Had they ever known?—those
were the questions that haunted her as she
crossed her companions on the stairs, faced
them at the dinner-table, and listened to
their poor, pining talk in the dim-lit slip-
pery-seated salon. One of the girls was
Swiss, the other English; the third, An-
dora Macy, was a young lady from the
Southern States who was studying French
with the ultimate object of imparting it to
the inmates of a girls’ school at Macon,
Georgia.

Andora Macy was pale, faded, imma-
ture. She had a drooping Southern ac-
cent, and a manner which fluctuated be-
tween arch audacity and fits of panicky
hauteur. She yearned to be admired, and
feared to be insulted ; and yet seemed trag-
ically conscious that she was destined to
miss both these extremes of sensation,
or to enjoy them only at second hand in
the experiences of her more privileged
friends.

It was perhaps for this reason that she
took a wistful interest in Lizzie, who had
shrunk from her at first, as the depressing
image of her own probable future, but to
whom she had now suddenly become an
object of sentimental compassion.

(To be continued )
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T is safe to assert that the state of the
Christian church in this country at the
end of the first decade of the twentieth
century is not all that could be desired.
Without indulging in any pessimistic de-
plorings or venturing on any percentages
or estimates, I am content to test this
statement on the experience and observa-
tion of intelligent men. Put this question
to any Christian minister: “Is your church
to-day sustaining the relation to all classes
of the community which you would like
to have it sustain? Has it the measure of
respect from the high and the low, the
powerful and the weak, the learned and
the ignorant, that you would like to claim
for it? If you are a pastor of a good
many years’ experience, do you feel that
your church is gaining in its hold upon the
people round about it?”

It is possible that ministers could be
found who would answer all these ques-
tions complacently, but I have not met
with many such. When it is asked
whether organized Christianity, as repre-
sented in the churches, is holding the place
in our developing society that belongs to
it, the answer, on the lips of those most
competent to speak, is neither prompt nor
confident. I know. that various answers
are given to this question and that statis-
tics are marshaled to sustain opposing

views, and I am not disposed to be dog-

matic; but it is certain that there is, in the
mind of the community at large, room for
the question whether or not the church is
decadent. That there is room for such a
question is itself a disquieting fact.

We need not believe that the church is
moribund, but we may believe that some-
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thing serious is the matter with it: that
if it is neither dead nor dying, its life is
enfeebled ; that while it is perhaps holding
its own and gaining somewhat, its prog-
ress is slow compared with what it ought
to be. "This, at any rate, is my own con-
viction, and I suspect that most intelligent
ministers who read these pages will concur
in this judgment.

‘When we begin to explore the causes of
this enfeeblement we get a variety of ex-
planations. Some say that it is because the
churches have become rich and prosperous,
but this of itself does not seem to me an
adequate reason. It would not hurt the
churches to be prosperous if their prosper-
ity were won in services of good will, and
were shared in the same spirit. Jesus had
some good friends among the prosperous
when he was here, and has to-day, I doubt
not.

Some say that the weakness of the
church is due to the new theology; but I
do not believe that the newness of a theol-
ogy hurts it, if it is true, or that the old-
ness of it does it any good, if it is not true.
Every scribe that is instructed unto the
kingdom of heaven bringeth forth from
his treasury things new and old. It is
perilous to teach new things simply be-
cause they are startling, when we do not
know them to be true; and it is equally
perilous to teach old things because we
deem them useful or safe, when we are
uncertain about their truth, It may be
that the church has sometimes lost power
because her hold upon old statements has
been so shaken that she does not teach
them with conviction, and because she has
not yet been able to get firm hold of the
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