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well have come from the Dead sea.
Strongly imperialist, he yet had mis-
givings. “Cigar, waiter!” “Yessir,
Trichinopoli or mild Hindoo, sir?”
This was the last ounce that broke the
back of his long-enduring patience.
That the bread of the poor should be
taxed in the Iinterest of “imperial
unity,” that was well enough. He had
read in the morning’s paper of an en-
tire family poisoned by eating Aus-
tralian rabbit—some one had forgotten
to wash out the strychnine, phos-
phor; and other deadly poisons
used in its destruction. ‘‘Sad case, of
course, but an accident; it doesn’t
happen every day!” But that a man
should be asked to eat, drink and
smoke these products of a self-con-
tained empire—no, that was carrying
the game a little too far. Already in
the grip of a severe indigestion, he
roared: “I wish the infernal stuff was
crammed down their own throats!”
And when he reached home, somewhat
of a wreck, he wrote to the secretary
_of the Imperial Tariff league, resigning
membership, and, besides, conveying
severe reflections on the products of
a self-contained empire. His recovery
was slow, the work, indeed, of many
weeks. He is now a wiser man, and
has become an active member of the
Society for Promoting the Policy of the
Open Deoor.—New Age, of London.

SUNDAY BASEBALL.
Extract from a sermon preached in St.
James’ church (Episcopal), Greenville,
Miss,, July 5, by the Rev. Quincy Ewing.

If we suppose that the Christian Sun-
day took the place of the Mosaic Sabbath
—the ancient laws concerning the ob-
servance of the latter being affixed to
the former—we are commanded simply
to abstain from work on Sunday, and
from nothing else not sinful on other
days. We have positive command-
ments against lighting a fire, against
the working of our man servants or
maid servants, against doing any man-
ner of work ourselves; and none at all
against such pleasure, amusement,
recreation, as that afforded by a base-
ball game. Moses being our witness,
why, then, should the man who attends
a8 Sunday baseball game be charged with
desecrating the Sabbath, with violating
a law of God?

If it be argued that the play of the
men who take part in the game is their
work; that they, therefore, violate the
Sabbath, and that all who encourage
them in the act are partners in their
guilt; the answer is that the baseball
player—if weekly rest is what should be
insisted on by and for him—rests not

only one day in seven, but the greater
part of every seven days. He is notin
the position and condition of those who,
having to work six whole days of the
week, require for their welfare every
hour of one particular day for rest. God
gave all His commandments to men,
let us remember, for their benefit, not
His own. There are no baseball players
in the United States suffering to-day for
want of rest because they play ball on
Sunday. The trouble with many of them
—their very grievous temptation—is, not
that they don’t have rest enough, but
that they have too much!

If it still be asserted that, no matter
how much he may rest on other days,
the baseball player commits a sin who
works at all on Sunday; this assertion,
it would seem, can be fairly made by

very few of our most pious Christians—

vestrymen, stewards, deacons, elders,
pastors. For how many of them would
not be convicted by it of partnership in
the guilt of the man servant, or the matd
servant, who, having worked for them
six days of the week, cooks their break-
fasts, and dinners, and perhaps suppers,
on Sunday? How often are the cooks
and other servants of our most prom-
inent church members and pastors of
churches permitted to enjoy an entire
Sunday’s rest? Is the preparing of a hot
breakfast, a hot dinner, a hot supper,
a ‘‘work of necessity”? It was not so
regarded by the law-giver from whom
we have the law concerning Sabbath
observance! ,

Let us quit finding motes in other peo-
ple's eyes, while ignoring the beAms in
our own! Let us quit our quibbling in
the name of Christianity, and look facts
full in the face with the vision of com-
mon sense! Let us put away our moth-
eaten lace and frill piety, and put on
the armor of a vital, reasonable,
progressive and aggressive religion.
Let us strive to be consistent enough to
win the respect—if we miss the affec-
tion—of honest men who think; shun-
ning as a sacred duty that glaring in-
consistency in our religious profession
and conduct which cannot but excite
the derision of thinking men who are
asked to give heed to our homilies on
their alleged sins! Let us dare not
cramp and weaken the great,deep, broad,
high truth and glory of the Christian
religion, by presuming to present it au-
thoritatively to men in the shallow,
narrow molds of our mere ‘“orthodox”
opinionativeness! There are hundreds
of us who prefer not to devote any part
of Sunday to attendance upon a base-
ball game; hundreds of us who choose
to employ ourselves quite " otherwise
during all the hours of this day. But
because such is our choice and prefer-

ence, let us not arrogate to om"selves the

right to exclude from the circle of good
Christians those who choose to spend
two hours at a baseball park on Sunday
afternoon. Let us remember that if by
any strained interpretation of its text
the Bible can be quoted against Sunday
baseball, it can be quoted in the same
way against taking a Sunday afternoon
walk on the levee! Resurrect some of
the old Puritans, bring them here to
Greenville, and they would be exceed-
ingly horrified at the manner in which
many of our strictest sabbatarians
“desecrate’”’ the Sabbath. In the middle
of the seventeenth century, in England,
a young man was put in the stocks for
three hours for going to a neighboring
village on Easter Sunday, and eating
milk and cream with a party of friends,
who spent on this hilarious entertain-
ment the immense sum of two pence
each. It was an offense at this date, vis-
ited with punishment, for a man to
walk further than his church-door on
the Sabbath day, even to attend Divine
service in another church! Those old
Puritans took their Moses pretty seri-
ously, and they are most lamely and
haltingly imitated by their would-be
successors of the modern time.

It was the great Apostle—the great-
est of them all—who wrote: ‘He that
regardeth the day, regardeth it unto the
Lord; and he that regardeth not the day,
to the Lord he doth not regard it.” If
it were not wise or well for us to speak
as radically, as boldly, as unguardedly
as the Apostle, yet surely we are at lib-
erty to say after him, in his spirit: He
that regardeth Sunday in a manner not

sinful, regardeth it unto the Lord; and .

he that regardeth Sunday in another
manner not sinful, may regard it unto
the Lord, too.

“WHAT'S IN A NAME?”
From a sermon preached by Herbert 8.
Bigelow in the Vine street Congregational
church, Cincinnati, July 6.

‘Woe unto them that call evil good, and
good evil; that put darkness for light, and
light for darkness; that put bitter for
sweet, and sweet for bitter!—Isa., 5:20.

‘Wendell Phillips, I believe it was,
who defined hypocrisy as “the homage
that vice renders to virtue.”

QOur text suggests a common mani-
festation of hypocrisy. The insincerity
of an age finds expression in the
names which it uses.

Let us speak plain; a lie may keep
Its throne a whole age longer, if it skulk

Behind the shield of some fair-seeming
name,

The apologists for chattel slavery
knew this. How labored were the
euphemisms by which they sought to
mask that ugly face! “Patriarchal



