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" Tas writer of this paper was for six years a resident in
Canterbury, and wishes to give here his impressions and
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keep the soul, heart and body pure ; must be obedient to
the law, and keep themselves free from whatever deflles.
They have always been tolerant and free from interference
with political matters or the secular rulers, It has been
oensidered by the Buddhists as a high act of consecration
and of very great merit to erect a temple, and the amount
expended in this way seems almoat fabulous. In all these
temples there are images of Buddha, and in many places
oolossal bronze images of admirable proportions, which

rank high as works of art. There are not only large images
of Buddha, but thousands of small gilded images. The
reverence for idols and images is fast passing away, and
even now the .bonzes dispose of them, to be taken away,
when they get short of money. These large statunes are
generally in a plessant garden, surrounded with fiowers,
shrubs, and trees, all kept in perfeot order and the place
made attractive. A bonze has an altar near, and is always
ready to receive offerings and to take gifts from travelers.
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THE HOME-PULPIT.

IS LIFE WORTH LIVING?

BEEMON, BY THE REV. DR. T. DR WrTT TALMAGR, PRRACHED IN THR BROOELYN TABERNACLRE.
# Wherefore doth a living man eomplain ?"— LaMENTATIONS {il. 89,

Ir we leave to the evolutionists to guess where we came
from and to the theologians to prophesy where we are
going to, we still have left for consideration the impertant
fact that we are here, There may be some doubt about
where the river rises and some doubt about where the
river empties, but there can be no doubt about the fact
that we are sailing on it. No, I am not surprised that
everybody asks the question, “‘Is life worth living ?”
Solomon, in his unhappy moments, says it is not.
“Vanity,” *‘vexation of spirit,” *‘no good,” are his esti-
mate. The faot is that Solomon was at one time a polyga-
mist, and that soured his disposition. One wife makes a
man happy ; more than one makes him wretched. But
Solomon was converted from polygamy to monogamy, and
the last words he ever wrote, as far as we can read them,
were the words ‘‘mountains of spices.” But Jeremiah
says in my text life is worth living. In a book supposed
to be doleful and lugubrious and sepulohral, and entitled
‘ Lamentations,” he plainly intimates that the blessing
of merely living is so great and grand a blessing, that
though a man have piled on him all misfortunes and dis-
asters, he has no right to complain. The author of my
text ories out in startling intonation to all lands and to gll
centuries, ** Wherefore doth a living man complain ?” A
diversity of opinion in our time as well as in olden time,
Here is a young man of light hair, and blue eyes, and
sound digestion, and generous salary, and happily affi-
anced, and on the way to become a partner in a commer-
oial firm of which he is an important clerk. Ask him
whether life is worth living. He will laugh in your face
and say, *‘Yes, yes, yes.” Here is a man who has come
to the forties. He is at the tip-top of the hill of life.
Every step has been a stumble and a bruise, The people
he trusted have turned out deserters, and the money he
has honestly made he has been cheated out of. His
nerves are out of tune. He has poor appetite, and all the
food he does eat does not assimilate, Forty miles climb-
ing up the hill of life have been to him like climbing the
Matterhorn, and there are forty miles yet to go down, and
descent is always more dangerous than ascent. Ask him
whether life is worth living, and he will drawl out, in
shivering and lugubrious and appalling negative, ¢* No, no,
no” How are we to decide the matter righteously and
intelligent'y. You will find the same man vacillating,
oscillating in his opinion from dejection to exuberance,
and if he be very mercurial in his temperament, it will
depend very much upon which way the wind blows, It
the wind blow from the northwest and you ask him, he
will say * Yes,” and if it blow from the northeast and you
ask him, he will say “No.” How are we theu to get the

question righteously answered ? Suppose we ecall all
nations together in a great convention on eastern or west
ern hemisphere, and let all those who are in the afirmative
say ‘‘Ay,” and all those who are in the negative say
“No.” While there would be hundreds of thousands
who would answer in the affirmative, there would be more
millions who would answer in the negative, and becanse
of the greater number who have misfortune and trouble,
the ¢ Noes” would have it. The answer I shall give will
be different from either, and yet it will commend itself to
all who hear me this day as the right answer. If you ask
me: “Is life worth living ?” I auswer, It all depends
upon the kind of life you live.

In the first place, I remark, that a life of mere money-
getting is always a failure, because youn will never get as
much as you want. The poorest people in the country
are the millionaires, and next to them, those who have
half a million. There is not a scissors-grinder on the
streets of New York or Brooklyn that is so anxious to
make money as those men who have piled up fortunes
year after year, in storehouses, in government securities,
in tenement-houses, in whole city blooks. You ought to
see them jump when they hear the fire-bell ring. You
ought to see them in their excitement when a Marine
Bank explodes. You ought to see their agitation when
there is proposed s reformation in the tariffl Their
nerves tremble like harpstrings, but no music in the vi-
bration. They read the reports from Wall Street in the
morning with & concernment that threatens paralysis or
apoplexy, or more probably they have a telegraph or a
telephone in their own house so they catch every breath
of change in the money market. The disease of accumu-
lation has eaten into them—eaten into their heart, into
their lungs, into their spleen, into their liver, into their
bones. Chemists have sometimes analyzed the human
body, and they say it is 8o much magnesis, so much lime,
so muoh chlorate of potassinm. If some Christian chem-
ist would analyze one of these financial behemoths he
would find he is made up of copper and gold, and silver
and zino, and lead and coal and iron. That is not a life
worth living. There are too many earthquakes in it, too
many agonies in it, too many perditions in it. They
build their castles and they open their pioture-galleries,
and they summon prima donnas, and they offer every
inducement for happiness to come and live there, but
happiness will not come. They send footmanned and
postilioned equipage to bring her; she will not ride to
their door. They send princely esoort ; she will not take
their arm. They make their gateways triumphal arches ;
she will not ride under them, They set a golden throne
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before a golden plate ; she turns away from the banquet.
They call to her from upholstered balcony ; she will not
listen, Mark you, this is the failure of those who have
had large accumulation, and then you must take into
oonsideration that the vast majority of those who make
the dominant idea of life money-getting, fall far short of
afluence. It is estimated that only about two out of a
hundred business men have anything worthy the name of
success, A man who spends his life with the one dominant
idea of finanoial accumulation spends a life not worth living.
So the idea of worldly approval. If that be dominant
in a man’s life he is miserable. The two most unfortunate
men in this country for the next six months will be the
two men nominated for the Presidency. The reservoirs
of abuse and diatribe and malediotion are gradually fill-
ing up now, gallon above gallon, hogshead above hogs-
head, and about midsummer these two reservoirs will be
brimming full, and a hose will be attached to each one,
and it will play away on these nominees, and they will
have to stand it and take the abuse, and the falsehood, and
the caricature, and the anathema, and the caterwauling,
and the filth; and they will be rolled in it, and rolled over
and over in it until they are choked and submerged and
strangulated, and at every sign of returning conscionsness
they will be barked at by all the hounds of political par-
ties from ocean to ocean. And yet there are a hundred
men to-day struggling for that privilege, and there are
thousands of men who are helping them in the struggle.
Now, that is not a life worth living. You can be slandered
and abused cheaper than that | Take it on a smaller scale.
Do not be ambitions to have a whole reservoir rolled over
on you. But what you see in the matter of high polit-
ical preferment you see in every community in the struggle
for what is called social position. Tens of thousands of
people trying to get into that realm, and they are under
terrifio tension. What is social position ? It is a difficnlt
thing to define, but we all know what it is, Good morals
and intelligence are not neoessary, but wealth, or the show
of wealth, is absolutely indispensable, There are men to-
day as notorious for their libertinism as the night is for
its darkness, who move in what is called high social posi-
tion. There are hundreds of out and out rakes in Ame-
rican sociefy whose names are mentioned among the dis-
tingnished guests at the great levees. They have annexed
all the known vices, and are longing for other worlds of
diabolism to conquer. Good morals are not necessary in
many of the exalted ciroles of society. Neither is intelli-
gence neoessary. You find in that realm men who would
not know an adverb from an adjeotive if they met it a
hundred times a day, and who oould not write a letter of
acoeptance or regret without the aid of a seoretary. They
buy their libraries by the square yard, only anxious to
have the binding Russian. Their ignorance is positively
sublime. Making English grammar almost disreputable,
And yet the finest parlors open before them. Good mor-
als and intelligence are not necessary ; but wealth, or a
show of wealth, is positively indispensable, It does not
make any difference how you get your wealth, if you only
getit. Perhaps you got it by failing four or five times.
It is the mo:t rapid way of acoumulation in this country.
‘That is the quickest way to get in social position. Those
who fail enly onee are not very well off, but by the time a
man has failed the second time he is comfortable, and by
the time he has failed the third time he is afiuent. The
best way for you to get into social position is for you to
buy a large amoant on credit, then put your property in
your wife's name, have a few preferred creditors, and then
make an assignment. Then disappear from the commun-
ity until the breexe is over, and then come back and start

in the same business, Do you not see how beautifally
that will put out all the people who are in competition
with you and are trying to make an honest living ? How
quiock it will get you into high social position, What is
the use of toiling with forty or fifty years of hard work
when you can by two or three bright strokes make a great
fortune? Ah! my friends, when you really lose your
money, how quick they will let you drop, and the higher
you get the harder you will drop. There are thousands
to-day in that realm who are anxious to keep it. There are
thousands in that realm who are nervous for fear they
will fall out of it, and there are changes going on every
year and every month and every hour, which involve
heartbreaks that are never reported. High soocial life is
constantly in a flutter about the delicate question as to
whom they shall let in and whom they shall push out, and
the battle is going on, pier mirror against pier mirror,
chandelier against chandelier, wine-cellar against wine-
cellar, wardrobe against wardrobe, equipage against equip-
age. Unoertainty and insecurity dominant in that realm,
wretchedness enthroned, torture at a premium and a life
not worth living. A life ‘of sin, a life of pride, a lite of
indulgenoce, a life of worldliness, a life devoted to the
world, the flesh, and the devil, is a failure, a dead failure,
an infinite failure. I care not how many presents you send
to that oradle, or how many garlands you send to that
grave, you need to put right under the name on the tomb-
stone this inscription : *¢ Better for that man if he had
never been born.”

But I shall show you a life that is worth living, A
young man says: ‘I am here. I am not responsible for
my ancestry ; others decided that. ' I am not responsible
for my temperament. God gave me that. But here I am
in the afternoon of the nineteenth century at twenty years
of age. I am here, and I must take an account of stock.
Here I have a body whioh is a divinely constraoted edi-
fioe. I must put it to the very best uses and I must allow
nothing to damage this rarest of machinery. Two feet,
and they mean locomotion. Two eyes, and they mean
capacity to pick out my own way. Two ears, and they
are telephones of communication with all the outside
world, and mean oapacity to catoh sweetest music and the
voices of friendship—the very best music. A tongue, with
almost infinity of artioulation. Yes, hands with which to
welcome, or resist, or lift, or smite, or wave, or bless—
hands to help myself and help others, Here is a world
which after six thousand years of battling with tempest
and accident is still grander than any architeot hnwman or
angelio could have draftad., I have two lamps to light me,
a golden lamp and a silver lamp—a golden lamp set on the
sapphire mantel of the day, a silver lamp set on the jet
mantel of the night. Yea, I have that at twenty years of
age which defles all inventory of valuables—a soul, with
oapacity to choose or reject, to rejoice or to suffer, to love
or to hate. Plato says it is immortal. Seneca says it is
immortal. Confucius eays it is immortal. An old Book
among the family relics, a8 Book with leathern cover almost
worn out, and pages almost obliterated by of perusal, joins
to the other books in saying I am immortal. I have
eighty years for a lifetime, sixty yeoars yet to live. I may
not live an hour, but then I must lay out my plan intelli-
gently and for a long life, Sixty years added to the twenty
I have already lived, that will bring me to eighty. I must
remember that these eighty years are only a brief preface
to the five hundred thousand millions of quintillions of
years whioh will be my chief residence and existence. Now,
I understand my opportunities and my responsibilities
If there is any being in the universe all-wise and all-bene-
ficent who can help a man in such & junoture I want him.
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The Scarlet Tanager.

casket one question : ‘‘Don’t you really think her life
was worth living ?* A life for God, a life for others, a
life of unselfishness, a Christian life is always worth living.
I would not find it hard to persuade you that the poor
1ad Peter Cooper, making glue for a living and then amass-
ing a great fortune until he could build a philanthropy
which has had its echo in ten thousand philanthropies
all over the country—I would not find it hard to persuade
you that his life was worth living, Neither would I find
it hard to persusde you that the life of Susannah Wesley
was worth living, as she sent out one son to organize
Methodism, and the other son to sing his anthems all
through the ages. I would not find it hard work to per-
sunde you that the life of Frances Leese was worth living
as she established in England a school for the scientifio
nursing of the sick, and then, when the war broke out
between France and Germany, went to the front, with her
own hands soraped the mud off the bodies of the soldiers
dying in the trenches, and with her weak arm, standing
one night in the hospital, pushing back a German soldier
to his couch, as, all frenzied with his wound, he rushed
toward the door, and said : *Let me go, let me go to my
liebe mutter.” Major-generals standing back to let pass
this angel of mercy. Neither would I have hard work to
persuade you that Grace Darling lived a life worth living,
the heroine of the lifeboat. You are not wondering that
the Duchess of Northamberland came to see her, and that
people of all lands asked for her lighthouse, and that the
proprietor of the Adelphi Theatre in Liondon offered her
a hundred dollars a night just to sit in the lifeboat while
some shipwreck scene was being enacted. But I know
the thought in the minds of hundreds here to-dsy. You
say, * While I know all these lived lives worth living, I
don't think my life amounts to much.” Ah! my friends,
whether yonu live a life conspicuous or inconspicuous, it is
worth living if you live arightt And I want my next
sentence to go down into the depths of all your souls,
You are to be rewarded not acoording to the greatness of
your work, but according to the holy industries with
which you employed the talents you really possessed.
The majority of the crowns of heaven will not be given to
people with ten talents, for most of them were tempted
only to serve themselves, The vast majority of the
crowns of heaven will be given to people who had one
talent but gave it all to God. And remember that our
life here is introductory to another. It is the vestibule
to a palsce; but who despise the door of a Madeleine
because there are grander glories within ? Your life, if
rightly lived, is the first bar of an eternal oratorio, and
who despises the first note of Haydn's symphbonies ? And
the life you live now is all the more worth living beeanse
it opens into a life that shall never end, and the last letter
of the word *time” is the first letter of the word
¢ eternity |

Church of the Resurrection, St. Petersburg.

. W= illustrate on page 149 the new Church of the Resur-
rection, which is to be built in St. Petexsinnig§pn the place
where the Emperor Alexander II. was murdered. The
church was projected by the Archimandrite Ignace, and
the design is by the architect Parland.

THE SCARLET TANAGER.

Tms is the brightest and most beautiful of our feathered
visitors, Seen among the green foliage in his scarlet and
black livery, he seems to glow like a living flame, and well

deserves his popular name of ** fire bird,” while the French
style it the *‘ cardinal” Unlike the majority of brilliant-
plamaged birds, the tanager is a good musician, and in
addition to these good qualities is very readily tamed, and
makes a lively and affectionate pet. He is to be found
chiefly in oak groves sitnated near swamps. Here may be
heard his warbling song, broken by a pensive eall-note
sounding like the syllables chip-churr; and here Ire and
his companions show their beautiful colors and lively
movements in their pursuit of insects, of whieh this bird
destroys a great number. The nest is generally to be
found in orchards and forests, partioularly in oak groves,
where the trees stand at some distance spart. It is so
loosely construoted that the light shines through its inter-
stices. The materials used in its construction are broken
stalks, dried weeds, slender twigs of oak, fir, whortlaberry-
bushes, or like frail constituents, loosely framed and
bound together with pes-vines or runners. It is quite
shallow, lined with slender pine-leaves or the wiry brown
stalks of the Canadian oistus, and contains about the mid-
dle of May usually four, sometimes three, sesldom five,
eggs, of a dull light greenish-blue color, spattered more
or less thiokly with purplish-brown.

The full-grown male tanager is a bright earmine, with
clesr black wings and tail. The female is elive green
above, yellowish beneath, and tail-feathers brewn, with
olive-green edges. During the Autumn the yourg males
are colored like the females, exoept that a fow red feathers
make their appearance here and there. While as yet the
eggs are unhatohed, the birds are extremely wary, and
appear very- much distressed if approached ; but after the
young birds appear, the male bird takes his full share,
like a dutiful husband and affectionate father, in caring
for them, and becomes careless of being seen.

Indeed, his attachment to his young seems very strong,
a8 is shown by the following account taken from Wilson :
*¢ Passing through an orchard, and seeing one of these young
birds, I ocarried it with me for about a mile to show it to
my friend Mr. William Barton, and having procured a
oage, hung it up on one of the large pine-trees in the
Botanic Garden within a few feet of the nest of an orchard
oriole, which also contained young, hopeful that the charity
and kindness of the orioles would induce them te supply
the cravings of the stranger. But charity with them, as
with too many of the human race, began and emnded at
home.

*The poor orphan was altogether neglected, notwith-
standing his plaintive eries, and as it refused to be fed by
me, I was about to return it to the place where I found it,
when, toward the afternoon, a scarlet tanager, ne doubt its
own parent, was seen flnttering around the oage, endeavor-
ing to get in. Finding this impracticable, he flew off and
soon returned with food in his bill, and continued to feed
it until after sunset, taking up his lodgings in the higher
branches of the same tree. In the morning, as soon as
day broke, he was again seen most actively engaged in the
same manner, and notwithstanding the insolence of the
orioles, he continued his benevolent offices the whole dsy,
roosting at night as before,

“On the third or fourth day, he seemed extremely soli-
citous for the liberation of his charge, using every expres.
sion of distressful anxiety, and every call and invitation
that natare had put in his power, for bim to come out
This was too much for the feelings of my friend. He pro-
cured a ladder, and mounting to the spot where the bird
was suspended, opened the oage, took out his prisoner,
and restored him to liberty and to his parent, who, with
notes of great exultation, accompanied his flight to the
woods,”
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