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be driven by theSpirit 1o see what is

the real remedy against error in our
resent time. A hunger and a
hizrst for an inspired word from God

is not foreign among them. In their

?ﬂper, Dic Warie des Tempels,;?? of
anuary 17th, the following piece

?ppears, of which T give a trnusln-
fon:

““The peopleof Israel had Prophets.
These were no separnte caste. They
were men of the people, from shep-
herds and upwards. * * * They
founded their words and existence,
their whole being, on the Lord
Sabaoth: Thus salth the Lornd.
What they said wis clear, admitting
of no doubt. * * * A
ia consequently n man who can
found his words on reve-
Iation from God. Do we necd
suech men? * * * Although no
University can produce them, yet
+ the Templars hnve entered a road
whieh will lead to the prophetic
office. We need not bo ashamed of
this offiece, nor must we retreat, as If
this perhaps would be kkept forothers,
or ag if everything would arrange
fteelf. Prophets were formerly, as
we have seen in Ismel, useful and
necessary. This they still are, and
will always he.?

1 have quoteu c¢his passage in
order to show how the Templars at
present acknowledge the neecssity
of guidance through inspired men,
even if they themselves hardly un-
derstand thelr own position, at least

clearly. And he conclusion
would Dbe near at hand that a
with such understand-

rcople

ng would be prepared to re-
celve the Gospel of Chrigt, -when
preached to them, a Gospel which
offers them exactly what they sny
they need. But thia is another ques-
tion naltogether. Time alone can
show; and I hope that all who take
an interest in the establishrment of
the Kingdom of God will remember
that right here in the Holy Land
and in the adfacent countries is n vast
fietd for missionary Inbor which,
rightly cultivated, will yleld an

abundant harvest. J. M. 8,
]Es[)AIFA, Palestine, February 1,
1889,

OUR CHICAGO LETTERS.
Owen Meredith, in his dreamy,
languorous, yet sententious rom-
ance, °‘‘Lucile,”” has one bit of
E:ru rose, though couched in num-
rs rhythmical, harmonlous, and
well balanced. Owen says:
We may live withont pootry, musie and art,
We may Itve withoot eonseience, and live
withont heart;
We may live withoet friends; we may live
withont bocks ;
But elvilized man
cooks.
Hg may live withoot booka—wimt t8 knowl-
edge but grieving?
He may Uve withoat hope—what is hope
but deceiving?
He may live without love--what is love but
. replolng?
But where is the man Lhat can live withont
dining?

Yen, that is the queation, who can
live withoutdining? After all, there
fa but a step between postry and

eannot live withoot

prophet d
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polatoes, between prosody and pep-

r, between sweetness and soup.

alizing the stern philosophy of
Mr. Meredith, Chicago has never
attempted to Mve on prairie hliz-
zards or on lake breezes. Chicago
has, in fact, a ‘“Tralning Bchool of
Domestic Beience.”” This institu-
tion is managed by some of our
best and most worthy matrons.
Though it has a formidable name, it
ia simply a school of hashery, or
cockery. It boards young women
out of place and teaches them the
nrts of housewifery. Its mission is
that housekeeping shall not become
a failure, whatever marvinge mny

0.
One Baturday, not long ngo, efght
younngadies, ““Seniors,”* from the
West Division High School visited
the Domestic Bcience temple for the
urpose of taking n lesson in cook-
ng. Mrs. Swan, the vice-presldent
of the ¢ hashery,”’ undertook the
task of teaching the young ladies.
She drew up a bill of fare for a din-
ner which the ladies thiemselves
were to cook and eat. Miss 8ill, of
the astronomy class, was ugﬁointed
to the pie department. 6 was
placed in chnrge of a cold ehicken,
with instruetions to mix the white
ment judiciously with the brown
and await the maklng of the crust.
Miss Bill proceeded to her work
and thought over that aceomplished
person mentioned by Diekens who
was said to be equnl to anything,
from the contemplation of a star to
the consumption of a potatoe. Miss
May Chandler and Miss Jessie
Chandler, both from the Latin
classe, and whose favorite author was
Virgil, were nl‘f{)ointed to the salad
department. 8 Miss May took up
a large cabbage she could not help
paraphrasing her favorite author,
and while chopping she kept re-
peating:
1 who have lately eung herolc baltads
An now ongaged 10 making caboage salads;
Adicu, for evermore, to fleshly sonnet,
My goal 18 now A hasbancd and 8 bonnet.

Miss Blanche I’attlson from the
Greck class wadappointed to super-
intend the stufling of a turkey. Her
fuvorite nuthor is Homer, She can
repeat a Look of the “Odyssey”
backwards. As she proceeded to
her work, how she wished that
some forlorn Ulysses would wander
her way, and then she thought of
how Ulysses appeared to his own
herdsman, Kumeus, and begged n
meal; and how Eumeus went out,
as Pope has it:

Straight to the lodgments of his herd he
ran,

Where the fat porkers slept beneath the
ann,

Qf two, his cotlnss iaanclied the spoutiag
blood;

These quartered, slnged, and tixod on forks
ol wood,

All hasty on the hissing coals he threw;

And, smoking, back the tasteful viands
dresy,

Broachere und all; then on the board dis-
pinyed

The ready mcal, before Ulysses 1nld.

All this Miss Pattison spoke in
Homeric Greek, and then inter-

reted it in Chicago AngloSaxon
or her friends. Though Miss Patti-
son proved very awkward at manip-

——

vlating the interior department of 8
turkey, yet she could enlighten the
boss cook with a very learned rhap-
sody on “Cookery of the Ancient
Greeks.” She went so far as t0
prove that the Greck tramp was but
an old editlon of the American
tramp, nod then she recited whnt
Fumeus snid to Ulysses when the
latter expressed a desire to visit the
queen to nsk assistance. Eumeus
said:
Small 18 the faith tho prince and queco a8
Acribo
(Replicd Eumens) to the wandering tribe,
For noody strangers still to flattery fiy.
And want too oft betrays the tongue Lo le.
Each vagrant teaveler Lhat tonches here
Delades with fallacics thae royal ear.

Miss Pattison proved by these
lines in the origlnal Greck that
tramplng 18 a very anclent institu-
tion. Bhe wished in her heart that
some one of the tribe would present
himself, so that she could see him
ent. Miss Allee MeClure of the
Eunpglish Literature class was de-
R;ted to make cranberry sauce.

iss MeClure Is sentimental, poetic
and indeed, altruistic. Her favorite
author {8 Thomas Camphell, and
her favorite poem is ‘‘Pleasures of
Hope.” The lady named l‘l‘.gﬂﬂtﬂd
whole pages of the poem, and finally
rested on that passage where the
tramp looks wistfully over the gar-
den gate, and sees n smiling cottage
nnd well tended beds of flowerd,
and wishes that for himself some
anch place may exist in the dim
future. ¢“Therehe isthe poor man,”
she anys, nnd she quotes Campbell
“You friendless man, at whose dejected

eya

Tbe unfeeling proud one looks nnd passes

by;
Qondomned on penury’s barren path (0
toum,

Scotned by tbe world And left without &

home.

The sweet Miss McClure ran 10
the door to meet this poor nman an

ive him warm welcome. She was

sappinted. The visitor wa8
neither o Campbellic tramp nor #
Homeric one, but a Chicago re
porter who wanted to test practic:
ally the effieiency of the young 1ady
cooks.

There were a full dozen reporters
present.  Of course the city editors
picked out reporters with lean djnws
and capaclous stomachs and &5
signed them to the hashery school:
A Chleago woman would deem it
sacrilege not to invite the prees to
nny little movement of hers. The
young ladies of the High Schooly
and the old ladics of the Domestic
Science business would deem thelr
work in vain if & colunin or twod
not advertize them in the newsph-
l)ers. A Chicago woman wod
burn  the Temple of Diann of
the Epliesians if she were sure ©
two columns in the newspapers nex
dny. But in thls case journalism
had its revenge. The reporters ate
averything in sight. Miss Pattison
gajd that a branch packing house ©
Armour’s was nothing eomssred to
what these quilldrlvers could do-

Cosking is certainly n very 1B
portant department in the econormy
of life. Olwervers there aru who
attribute to it many of the great



