
The Whittier Centennial 
[On December 17 there will be celebrated the 

(T centennial anniversary of the birth of that singer 
who, perhaps more than any other, deserves to 
be called the Poet Laureate of Reform, John 
Greenleaf Whittier. The name of Whittier 
is, of course, inseparably associated with the 
anti-slavery struggle, in which he, Quaker though 
he was, contributed perhaps as much to the final 
victory as any soldier who fought in the field. 
His ringing Songs of Freedom, mingled with the 
fiery utterances of Garrison and Phillips, did 
perhaps, more to arouse the northern conscience 
than either the eloquence of Phillips or the burn- 
ing zeal of Garrison. Strangely, but in fact, 
Whittier's poems were widely read in the South, 
and until the secession movement created a polit- 
ical condition in the face of which anti-slavery 
sentiment was powerless, they were potent in 
making sentiment against the slave system in 
almost all the southern states. 

The revival of the temperance reformation, 
after the close of the Civil War, found Whittier 
growing old, without his youthful ardor to carry 
him into a new fight, but he has placed the re- 

formers of all ages under obligations to him for 
his ringing notes of righteousness that sound true 
in every great struggle against wrong. The poem 
which follows is the great anthem of optimistic 
reform. It ought to be in the mind and heart of 
every leader and worker in the Prohibition move- 

ment; it is worthy of inscription on the walls of 

every home, and ought to be recited in every 
gathering of Prohibitionists that convenes during 
this month within which the centennial of its 
author falls.—Editorial Note.] 

THE REFORMER 

All grim and soiled and brown with tan, 
■" / saw a Strong One, in his wrath, 

Smiting the godless shrines of man 

Along his path. 
1 he Church beneath her trembling dome 

Essayed in vain her ghostly charm: 
Wealth shook within his gilded home 

With strange alarm. 

Fraud from his secret chambers fled 
Before the sunlight bursting in: 

Sloth drew her pillow o’er her head 
To drown the din. 

“Spare,” Art implored, “yon holy pile; 
That grand old time-worn turret spare!” 

Meek Reverance, kneeling in the aisle, 
Cried ou “Forbear!” 
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—Never yet 
Share of Truth was vainly set 

In the World’s wide Fallow. 
After Hands shall sow the Seed, 
After Hands, from Vale and Mead. 

Reap the Harvest yellow. 

Yet louder rang the Strong One’s stroke; 
Yet nearer flashed his axe’s gleam; 

Shuddering and sick of heart 1 woke, 
4s from a dream. 

J looked: aside the dust-cloud rolled— 
The Waster seemed the Builder too; 

Up springing from the ruined Old 
I saw the New. 

’Twas but the ruin of the bad,— 
The wasting of the wrong and ill; 

Whate’er of good the old time had 
Was living still. 

Calm grew the brows of him I feared; 
The frown which awed me passed away, 

And left a smile which cheered 
Like breaking day. 

The grain grew green on battle-plains, 
O’er swarded war-mounds grazed the cow; 

The slave stood forging from his chains 
The spade and plough. 

Where frowned the fort, pavilions gay 
And cottage windows, flower-intwined, 

Looked out upon the peaceful bay 
And hills behind. 

Through vine-wreathed cups with wine once 

red, 
The lights on brimming crystal fell, 

Drawn, sparkling, from the rivulet head 
And mossy well. 

Through prison walls, like Heaven-sent hope, 
Fresh breezes blew, and sunbeams strayed, 

And with the idle gallows-rope 
The young child played. 

Where the doomed victim in his cell 
Had counted o’er the weary hours, 

Glad school-girls, answering to the bell, 
Came crowned with flowers. 

Grown wiser for the lesson given, 
I fear no longer, for I know 

That where the share is deepest driven 
The best fruits grow. 

The outworn rite, the old abuse, 
The pious fraud transparent grown, 

The good held captive in the use 

Of wrong alone— 

These wait their doom, from that great law 
Which makes all past time serve today; 

And fresher life the world shall draw 
From their lecaj. 

But Life shall on and upward go; 
Th’ eternal step of Progress beats 

To that great anthem, calm and slow, 
Which God repeats. 

I 

Take heart!—the Waster builds again— 
A charmed life old Goodness hath; 

The tares may perish— but the grain 
Is not for death. 

God works in all things; all obey 
His first propulsion from the night: 

Wake thou and watch! The world is gray 
With morning light! 

TO FEDERATE MANKIND 

Proposition to Organize the World Against 
the Scourge of Alcohol—Declaration 

of a War of the Race 

London, November 28.— (Special correspond- 
ence.)—There appears to be good prospect of 
the Prohibition movement receiving consider- 
able impetus in the various countries of the world, 
by means of a World’s Prohibition Confeder- 
ation, which has been officially endorsed by the 
national Prohibition party of England, the Scot- 
tish Prohibition party, and the national Prohi- 
bition committee of America. During a recent 

Prohibition campaign throughout the United 

Kingdom by the Rev. Charles M. Sheldon, 
D. D., of Kansas, Mr. Edward Page Gaston, of 
this city, formerly of Chicago, had some corre- 

spondence and an interview on the subject with 
the famous author of “In His Steps,” and Dr. 
Sheldon expressed himself as being in favor of 

anything that will unite international effort for 
common helpfulness, and said he would do all he 

could to forward it. Letters have also been ex- 

changed on this subject with Chairman Jones, of 
the American committee in Chicago, who ex- 

pressed himself as heartily in sympathy with the 
effort being made to collect in London, as inter- 
national headquarters, information of the prog- 
ress of the Prohibition movement in various 
countries, and then to distribute Prohibition lit- 
erature in several of the principal languages of 
the world. 

The proposal is that a confederation shall be 
effected to gain, so far as is possible, the co- 

operation of all organizations throughout the 
world, having as their object the suppression of 
the drink traffic, and that these societies shall 
appoint vice-presidents and corresponding secre- 

taries for their lands to co-operate with the cen- 

tral organization in London. It is hoped that 
thereby not only will the existing political par- 
ties in such countries as Great Britain, America, 
New Zealand, etc., hereafter be more closely 
linked together for common helpfulness, but that 
all organizations, and even individuals, scat- 

tered throughout different Continental and other 

countries, may gain a better understanding of the 

principles and practical operations of Prohibition. 
It is hoped that the general subject of Prohibition 

may be allocated in a definite place hereafter in 
the International Temperance Conferences, which 
are held yearly in various cities about Europe, 
and that thus the great idea may be better and 
more widely extended than has been possible 
in the past. 

It is proposed to hold a conference in London 
as early as possible in the autumn of 1908, for 
which invitations will be sent to the representa- 
tives of various organizations throughout the 
world in the effort to bring the proposal to a 

definite issue in the near future. 

Does it pay to build a palace for the brewer, 
hire servants and buy silks for his wife, and 
dress your own wife in rags, make her take in 
washing to support the family and finally send 
her to the poorhouse and bury her in the pot- 
ter’s field?—Scanlon. 


