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the black (commonly called smoked) kind.  Tortoise-shell, ivory | other fans, in addition to her Goose-girl illustrations. Among
—the French carving being almest equal to the Chinese in intri- them is one painted for the Queen, and called ‘‘ Brambles.”
cacy, and possessing a softness quite its own—precious woods This is, to our mind, the most beautiful fan in the collection,
and precious metals, in an endless variety of applications, form the | regarded as a work of art; and in its simple, wild, breezy sweet-
mountings, which, especially in the Crown Perfumery Company’s } ness there is poetical appropriateness. The painting is an ex-
case of lace fans, are of singular beauty, harmonising perfectly | quisite bit of hedge-tangle; with its slender twigs, its many-tinted,
with the dainty fabrics stretched upon them. The materials | sharp-edged leaves, while its cool, rich berries might be the very
upon which the paintings are executed are vellum, white kid, i “bonny bunch of blackberries ” of the old nursery story, in
white, black, and tinted silks and satins, batiste, and paper. Silks | which there occurs the entirely unreasonable connection between
manufactured for the purposes of fan-painting are rolled in the

! the old woman'’s eating them, and her goat’s going over the bridge,
piece, not folded, so that creases are avoided ; and they undergo | so satisfactory to remember, when the inevitable age of accounting
some additional process, called, we believe, ‘¢ colandering.” A | for things has arrived. The harmony and beauty of this work
French manufacturer has recently patented a silk in which blue | conceal its difficulty, which must, however, have been great, in
and white, and pink and white tints are combined after a wonder- | the giving of such freedom, grace, and lightness to the design,
ful fashion, the one melting into the other. There is no specimen | while preserving the obligatory curve of the fan-shape. Two
of this silk in the exhibition, but a beautifully painted fan, partly | studies of cranes, one after nature, the other after the Japanese
pink, partly blue, is exhibited by the Crown Perfumery Company, | manner, also by Miss Loch, are striking. The former, painted as
in which the silk and satin is imperceptibly joined, and which shows | a mourning fan for Madame Van de Weyer, is the more beautiful,
what is the effect of colour to be produced by the newly-invented | and is the handsomest mourning fan in the collection. Next to

combination. Against the employment of feathers as materials
for fans, Mr. Sala protests, in his introduction to the catalogue,
and all that he says is borne out by an inspection of the show.
If there were no other argument against feathers in this applica-
tion, the observation that they suggest heat, not coolness, would
be a sufficient one. But in addition, they are not beautiful, so
used.

The practical interest of the exhibition, as showing what
English artists are doing in this long-neglected branch of Art,
centres in the paintings and drawings, which are seen to most
advantage in the unmounted specimens. Groups from poems or
fictions world-widely known, scenes from fairy lore or fable,
illustrations of fruit, flower, tree, plant, bird and insect life,
pretty little love-stories, such are the most pleasing subjects of
the numerous works by English artists. ¢ Faust” and ¢ Un-
dine,” ¢ Macbeth " and ¢ Iliawatha,” ¢ The School for Scandal ”
and ¢ Gammer Grethel,” ¢ Tom Thumb ” and ‘¢ Cinderella,” meet
instant recognition from us here. Of these subjects, Miss Loch’s
two renderings of the charming story of the ¢¢Goose-girl” (in
Section II., Nos. 121, 122), and Mr. Nash’s *¢ Cinderella” (Sec-
tion II., No. 258), please us most. No. 121 is a delicious bit of
colour, and also of humour; the details are all admirable ; the
wild flowers in the foreground and on the tree-trunk, the paternal
castle in the clear distance, the flock of geese, every one of them
a character, and yet a perfect goose; from the self-important
straddler (they straddle, they don’t waddle, which proves Miss
Loch’s accuracy of observation), complaining to the outcast
princess of the bad manners of the male intruder who is cracking
his whip in the distance, to the sentimental bird on the outskirts
of the group, who is still only a gosling, and given presumably
to a green-and-yellow melancholy ; and they lead up to the figure
if the Goose-girl with artistic effect. The blue is delightful,
s0 is the white, so are the humour and the feeling of the design.
The second illustration is more elaborate, and though much more
difficult, it is perhaps hardly so charming. It is, however, a
triumph of skill in design, for here is the stiff, chill, old German
town, with its roofs and turrets and its ancient gateway and steep
‘“green,” along which the geese are straddling home ; the leaders
having nearly reached the lofty archway, under which every one of
them will stoop his foolish neck, as the Goose-girl, so slim and
graceful in her green gown, stands and listens to the rhyming
oracle of the enchanted horse’s head on one side of the gate,
while the ancient sun-dial on the other shows the shadow of
evening. Mr. Nash’s Cinderella is in grey and white, on plain
black silk ; beautifully drawn, and very humorous.  Cinderella
has dreamed her dream and danced her dance, and has gone back
to her distaff and her duffle petticoats. Very pretty are her pen-
sive head and round arms and dainty little feet, and full of grace
and humour is the pumpkin-carriage, with its team of mice, its
rat-coachman, in a mighty hurry and clacking his whip, and its
frog-footman, with the light-bearing wand, all scuttling away to
the fairy stables,—a capital fan for a chaperon, with its merry
moral anent late hours, and one that ought to be de rigueur for
the new-fashioned Cinderella dances. In the same section are
several unmounted fans, shown by Mr. Henley, the only provincial
exhibitor, which speak well for talent and taste in Liverpool.
¢ After the Masked Ball,” is an admirable piece of work,—not a

murder or a duel, but merely a merry party driving off in a

hackney coach, their gaiety and keeping-up of the spirit of the
ball being amusingly contrasted by the penaud air of the coach-
man, who has passed the night out in the cold. Passing on
to the simpler designs, we find that Miss Loch exhibits six
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! it comes a fan mounted in carved ebony (Class 2, No. 601), with

a design called * Winter,” mistily and delicately beautiful. It
would be difficult to choose between Miss Loch’s ¢ Seagulls,” with
the Hebrides in the distance, and her ¢ Wild Duck.” Now
one thinks the swaying, clanging sea-birds, with the stretch
of sea, so serene and lovely in the evening, would be the
pleasantest possession, a lovely fan for out-door use; and then the
bold, sharp drawing of the brown reeds against the yellowing sky,
and the settling-down of the ducks in their sedgy mere, make
one waver towards the other. Many of the flower paintings are
very beautiful, but there are more stiff and common-place designs
among them than in the other kinds. An unmounted fan,
¢ Daisies,” of the Marguerite kind, by Miss Capes (No. 154), is
perhaps the best example of flower ¢ treatment ” in the collection ;
the natural stiffness of the flowers is admirably taken advantage
of in the arrangement. In Class L., Section 1, in a case full
of splendid fans, triumphs of mounting and jewellery, which
have their own special interest, but not of the kind with which
we are at present concerned, is a set of fans, with a scent-bottle
in the handle of each, exhibited by Mr. T. O. Jones, one of which
(No. 86) is of quite extraordinary beauty. The design is arich
spray of fruit-blossom, on black satin, with two exquisite blue
Australian birds, the one pecking, the other perched. We
hardly think the real plumage can much exceed in lustre and in
softness this marvellous imitation of it.

ETERNAL PUNISHMENT AND ETERNAL HOPE.
[COMMUNICATED.]

HE chief reflection which these Essays* have suggested to us
is that the changed attitude of general feeling on the ques-
tion which they treat is manifested even less by energetic assertion
than by diluted denial. On the whole, they belong to the
creed of the past. Their authors, for the most part, find it

difficult to join in the hope that in some far distant future,—

¢ Hell shall pass away,
And leave its dolorous mansions to the peering day.”

This is not true of all of them. By far the most interesting to
our mind—Professor Mayor’s thoughtful and temperate essay,
which (with one or two others) we regret that our space forbids
us to notice at length—takes the opposite side; but on the
whole, we laid down the Review with a feeling of sur-
prise that the nominal supporters of the old view were still
so numerous. It is this very nominal support, however, which
would convince us, if we needed conviction, that the belief is
dead. The whole impression it leaves upon the mind is that the
prospect of mysterious horror, which some of us can remember as
darkening our childhood with moments of anguish and days of
haunting terror, making us tremble as we looked upon one and
another of the best beloved, and asked ourselves whether they were
endowed with that ¢ holiness without which no man shall see the
Lord,”—that this has no longer a place in men’s anti-
cipation of the life beyond the grave. There remain a
Heaven and a Hell, and it does not appear that these
writers consider it possible that any one could pass from
one to the other; but there may, we are assured, be very
little to choose between the lowest position in Heaven and the
best in Hell. We have no wish to use sarcasm on such a subject,
but it seems to us impossible to describe this view in a few words
without something that sounds contemptuous. We think that

W‘ Contemporary Review, May and June,—Essays on Future Puniskment. By Various
riters.
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those who believe in an endless Hell, as men of old believed in
it, have a few weighty reasons for their belief. We are sure that
those who believe in an all-embracing Heaven, as a few have be-
lieved in all ages, and as holy men in our day have declared
themselves to believe, have many more and far weightier reasons
for theirs. But this via media—this Hell keeping its endlessness,
but losing its horror ; this Heaven, keeping its exclusiveness, but
losing the distinctness of contrast which alone gave its exclu-
siveness meaning—for this view we can see no reason
whatever. It dismisses all reverence for the words of
Christ, as they are written down in the Bible, for it encour-
ages those he bids depart as cursed to believe that nothing
very terrible awaits them. It dismisses all confidence in the
omnipotent mercy of God, for it condemns a portion of those he
has called into existence to remain for ever shut out from his
presence. Its sole interest, we should suppose, consists in the
proof it offers to the historian of belief, that the thing it would
galvanise is dead.

It is from this point of view that we consider the subject. We
aim at appreciating some of the influences which have produced
a great change in the belief of the religious world, and on the
influence which this changed belief is to exercise in its turn. It
is difficult, perhaps impossible, for any one to describe the belief
of others without implying his own, but the first object being
more than sufficient for our space, we would, as far as possible,
-exclude the second.

We cannot believe, on the mere ground that the religious world
has kept its sanity, that any large number of persons, in any
age, believed in an endless hell in the same sense that they
believed in an endless heaven. Nor do we think that attention
has ever been sufficiently directed to the significant fact that the
words of Christ most often relied on to prove the endlessness of
future punishment are especially and, it would seem, designedly
adapted to increase the very disbelief they are often quoted to
tebuke. Who are they whom Christ bids depart into eternal
punishment ? The profligate, the scoffer, the hardened criminal ?
‘They are in no danger, it appears, which they do not share with
most of us. The command, ¢ Depart from me, ye cursed,” is
addressed to those who have led the life of the average member
of society, doing little harm, but less good. There are many men
—and if you must divide the world into good people and bad
people, not bad men—in whom the slightest approach to that
self-sacrifice which is the first condition of service would
affect their friends just as a miracle would. We would suggest
a common specimen of humanity,—he shall be modest, honour-
able, and not without a certain magnanimity, oblivious of small
slights, patient under absolutely inevitable inconvenience ; and
yet to see him make the effort necessary to help the unpros-
perous, the despised, and the forlorn would be as astonishing
as to see him fly. Unless any one is very fortunate or
very unfortunate, we describe the bulk of his acquaintance
in the most favoured stratum of English society. And yet
this is exactly the character that is shut out from heaven, by
the decision relied upon for the fact that any one is shut out
from heaven! Is it morally possible to consign in thought this
proportion of our fellow-men to the fate, as generally understood,
which those words promise them ? No doubt it was almost always
impossible, at all events in the ages with which we are comparing
our own. But while opinions may long survive their meaningless
utterance, their justification in the face of a growing denial, which
¢they absorb in spirit as they defy it in words, seems to us their
knell. And it is the last which we find in the greater number of
these essays. What is it in the temper of our time which has led
us to reject a dogma which no one, but a solitary mystic here and
there, has ventured distinctly to deny for a period of seventeen
<enturies ? This is the question we seek to answer.

The characteristic of our own age which we should fix upon as
its most distinctive peculiarity, in contrast with a period com-
paratively recent, is something which on its best side, we may
<call a keen sense of reality, and on its worst, a want of reserve.
We Qoll_ld mention one or two books of our day, remarkable for
the intimacy to which they admit the reader, which could
not have been written at an earlier date; and it must strike

-every one, we should think, who comes in contact with memorials
of the past, how much less they tell us about the inner life of the
persons concerned than any contemporary memorials would.
It would be extremely difficult to strike the balance of loss and
gain in the change, but we may reckon it on the side of gain that
we cannot deceive ourselves about what we believe as easily as
our fathers could. When people shut out any subject from their
intercourse with others, they may indeed shut it into a region of
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the most intense belief, but it is more common among average
persons that they cease to think about it at all They
accept the accredited formulas which touch on it without con-
scious insincerity, and they really do not know that this state of
mind is different from belief. Now, we are disposed to claim for
our own time the high praise that it renders this state of mind
difficult. And a great deal of the apparent diminution of belief in
eternal punishment is simply the discovery of its unreality. It is
like opening a box we have kept carefully locked for years, and
finding it empty.

A contrast more evidently connected with the change is that
of our increased humanity with the harshness of a past genera-
tion. The contrasted bias of an age when pickpockets were hanged
in batches, and an age in which murderers escape unless their crime
is one of peculiar atrocity, comes out also in the fact that one
generation believed in an endless hell, as far as it is possible to
believe in such a thing, and the other disbelieves in it. There is
an anecdote in the life of Sir Samuel Romilly curiously illustrative,
we think, of this change of feeling. In the year 1807 a
sailor was hanged for taking part in a mutiny on board
a ship, from which his absence at the time of the mutiny
was clearly proved, on evidence brought forward in the in-
terval between his conviction and his execution. Iis Judge had,
however, an excellent case, being no less than the confession of
the supposed criminal. Ile had been undefended by counsel, and
had employed some friend to draw up his defence, which this person
had actually thought safest to throw into the form of a confession
of guilt and a flowery declaration of remorse, probably supposed
to be very telling by the half-educated advocate. So that a man
who would have had no difficulty in proving an alibi actually
made a false confession of guilt. How deep and lively must have
been the sense of vindictive enmity on the part of the law, when
an innocent man under suspicion thought his only hope was in
an appeal to its mercy !

But what we now desire to point out is the complication of this
change with the first we have noted. Long before the reform of
the penal law, its harshness was so much hampered with the
scruples of a growing humanity, that its operation was fitful and
spasmodic to the last degree. The same offence, brought under
the sentence of two different Judges, would be visited respectively
by a few weeks' imprisonment and a life-long banishment to
Botany Bay. Now there are persons in every age who think
punishment ought to be lenient, and others who think it should
be severe, but that it should be certain would now-a-days be the
starting-ground of every one who had anything to say about it.
Yet it was one of the shrewdest thinkers of the eighteenth
century—Paley—who fixed upon this capricious execution of the
laws as a subject of eulogy ; and Romilly had in his legal reforms to
answer an argument which, remarkable for many reasons, may be
noted without irreverence as beingamostremarkable instance of the
¢“follies of the wise.” What our legislators meant by saying that
a man should be hanged for stealing a few yards of silk in a shop or
a handkerchief from a pocket, said Paley, was that the Judge should
have the power of hanging him, if there were any peculiar cir-
cumstances in the theft to make it desirable. ¢ By thisexpedient,
few actually suffer death, while the dread and the danger of it
hang over the crimes of many. The life of the subject is spared,
as far as the necessity of restraint and intimidation permits, yet
no one will adventure upon the commission of any enormous
crime from the knowledge that the laws have not provided for its
punishment.” In other words, it is adduced as the crowning
merit of the English penal law that it consists, in a large measure,
of empty menace! Now note the bearing of this view on that of
future retribution. Men can but expect from a Divine governor
that which they deem best in human government, and if the
wisest thing the human law-giver could do was to threaten all
with a penalty which he meant to carry out, perhaps, on one in
ten, no doubt that was the course of the Divine law-giver also.
It is true that the words of the Son of God seem to surround with
peril the future of this well-bred man of the world, that brave
officer, that distinguished lawyer. But in fact, they are in no
greater danger of being damnmed, than some poor man who has
stolen five shillings’-worth of ribbon from a shop to buy bread for
his starving family is of being hanged. His offence, as well as
theirs, comes within the letter of the Act, but all that is implied
in either case is that the culprit will owe his impunity to an act of
mercy.

Reasoning such as this is impossible to our generation. For us,
the vague make-believe of a future Hell must either gain reality or
disappear. Many reasons besides that which we have endeavoured

to point out tend to prevent its becoming real. One of the mostim-
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portant is the influence, both reflex and direct, of physical science.
Its direct influence is not small. Sin, from the point of view of the
mere man of science, must ever remain wholly what, in some degree,
no doubt, it actually is,—transmuted misfortune. The study of
a world in which nothing is ever destroyed or created, disqualifies

we are commenting believed most firmly that God was the ruler
of mankind, not of good men only, or even of men who
desired to be good. Nevertheless, there was much in the effect
of their teaching to produce the opposite impression. To

“them, the one aim of life was a more complete subjection to-

the student for the very conception of that mysterious reality in

face of which the spirit which recognises it claims, not that it shall
be transmuted or modified, but that it shall cease to be.
note well this,—it is not the endlessness of future retribution in
which men under such an influence cease to believe, it is any
future retribution whatever. And this is true in some degree,
though, perhaps, in a less degree, of what we have termed
the reflex action of physical science,—its influence on the
course of theological speculation. We allude to a kind of
influence the connection of which with physical science
many persons would be inclined to deny altogether, for it has
been strongly exerted by some thinkers who were ignorant of, and
not interested in, physical science. And it would be a still
greater cause of protest among their disciples, should they mistake
our view of the influence of these men on those who only half-
accepted their teaching, for our view of their own belief. But
you have never appreciated any opinion, till you have considered
how it looks from below, and the belief, which we are inclined
to connect, however unapparent may be the connection, with
the lessons of science, that the present life is the scene of God's
judgments, and not only that which is to come, seems to us to
become the denial of any judgment whatever, the moment it
passes out of the atmosphere of a holy mind. Nature has, for
many of us, become the revelation, and not the mask of the
Supernatural, the same kind of change as came over the science
of the seventeenth century, when Bishop Wilkins entitled his
account of the Earth’s place in the solar system ¢ Discourse
concerning a new Planet,” has passed over the spirit of our time.
The life of earth has in like manner been in our day kindled
with the glow of a distant heaven, and claimed, in its newly dis-
covered brightness, a kindred with the stars. Its most perplex-
ing dispensations have been vindicated as signs of the coming of
the Son of Man. Its most distinctly physical laws have been
regarded as instruments of discipline, whereby men’s spirits are to
be trained into reverence for the divine order. Now, while it is
possible to discern among the various incidents of experience
some evidence that the Power that rules this world visits with
displeasure such sins as drunkenness, sloth, and flagrant dis-
honesty, even in these cases punishment is fitful and uncertain,
and in the case of evil of a much deeper dye we cannot trace
itat all. Not even drunkenness and some forms of dishonesty
are quite so widely remote from the spirit of Christianity
as a life of hard, consistent devotion to self, and indifference
to everything but self, and it cannot be denied that such lives are
often prosperous and satisfied. If the justice of Heaven is but
that of earth on a larger scale, the ‘‘eternal fire” denounced
against those who pass by with indifference the needy and the
suffering is an empty figure indeed.

It was not an empty figure to the holy men to whose teaching
in some measure this change is due. 1tis not an empty figure,
we will venture to say, to any spirit which has ever listened in
silence and awe to the voice of conscience. Samuel Johnson knew
something of the unquenchable fire, in his self-imposed penance
in the market-place at Lichficld for the pain his disobedience had
inflicted years before on the father he could so seldom have grieved
in any way. Byron must have known something of it, when he
wrote the lines which, more than any other known to us, suggest
the pang, of which he says :— '

“But in that instant o’er his soul

Winters of Memory seemed to roll,

And gather in that drop of time

A life of pain, an age of crime.

Though in Time’s record nearly nought,

It was Eternity to Thought !

For infinite as boundless space

The thought that Conscience must embrace,

Which in itself can comprehend

Woe without name, or hope, or end.”
All know something of it, we believe, except those who have
deliberately chosen the life of self and the world. We ought to
be very slow indeed to decide of this or that individual that he
belongs to this class. But can we look at this world, and deny
that such a class exists ?

Now the question is,—Does this Divine Order by which
the guilty are punished exist only with regard to those
who accept it? Does it lie with every man to decide whether he
will or will not live under this law? Those on whose teaching
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But |
| they sought no other.

" the Divine Order.

By the very law of their being they yearned
after the reward which, in the Zendavesta, is sought of God,—* To
come under Thy authority, for all eternity.” This was their heaven,
But there are many who desire nothing of
God but to let them alone. Are they always to have their will in
this matter? They do apparently, as far as this world is con-
cerned. Is this to continue for ever ?

‘When Whitfield was preaching his most denunciatory sermons,
an anonymoug writer, whom we have no hesitation in identifying
with the pure and gentle Byrom, thus addressed him, in verse
which, whatever we may think of its poetic merit, seems to us
an effective answer to all who question our gain in deliver-
ance from the black shadow which those only can appreciate
who remember it as darkening their childhood. We give the
following protest against an endless Hell as a complement to the
far more striking description of an eternal Hell we have quoted
above, and also as the best summary known to us of all that can
be said against the popular doctrine :—

¢ Think, teacher, think, and answer,—Art thou sure
~That Mercy, which for ever shall endure,

Endures no longer to the sons of men

Than the short space of threescore years and ten ?

Is this God’s favour to his creature—man—

His wrath eternal, and his love a span ?”
It seems to us one of the deepest causes for thankfulness in the-
present age that we have been encouraged in this protest against
endless evil by some of those who regard sin with a horror as deepas
it has ever stirred in any human spirit. But if we would be just
to those who take the opposite side, let us remember that the-
world has to a great extent ceased to believe, not so much in the
endlessness of future punishment, as in its existence. Heaven
and Hell have passed away together. We have exchanged the”
infinite divergence of good and evil for an infinite prolongation
of their confused blending. For our own part, we are thankful
for deliverance from the belief in infinite Divine wrath and
finite Divine love, even at this price. But we do not conceal
from ourselves that it is a great price, and that a religion from
which awe has passed away, may seem to some who best know the-
meaning of faith, an evil hardly less than a religion of fear.

J. W.

LETTERS TO THE EDITOR.

THE FUTURE OF CYPRUS.
[To THE EDITOR OF THE ‘‘SPECTATOR."]
Sir,—In your number of June 29th there is a clever and sugges-
tive article upon the possible annexation of the Island of Cyprus
by the British Crown. Surely the calm and liberal-minded Spec-
tator cannot wish us to trample upon the rights of these luckless-
Cypriotes by refusing them their true position,—that of a Greek
province ; surely no thoughtful student of history would wish to-
see English labourers mixed with the Greek inhabitants of Cyprus,
as their rivals or their masters, to produce another Ireland, as a
problem for our future statesmen. I quite admit that the aboli-
tion of Turkish rule in the island would be an advantage of no-
mean order to boeth the Christian and Mussulman inhabitants, for
the Pashas who govern them have, as a rule, been lazy and rapa-
cious, but I most heartily protest against the notion of our
colonising Cyprus as we colonised New Zealand and Natal. The
Cypriotes, although few in number, for the splendid territory they
occupy, and woefully ignorantand backward, on account of Turkish
oppression, are nevertheless members of the great Hellenic family,
and will no more submit to ¢ improvement” off the face of the
earth by rum and rifles than would their warlike kinsmen in Crete.
During the heroic efforts of the Greek revolution of 1821, the Cypri-
otes were agitated by a short but determined struggle between the
Crescent and the Cross, which sufficed to show the vitality of the
national Greek feeling in the island, though it was found impos-
sible to make head against the numerous resident Mahommedans.
These resident Mahommedans, or Cypriote Turks, talk Greek in
their homes, and are simply the descendants of certain among
the islanders converted by force at the time of the Turkish con-
quest. They bear a much larger proportion to the Cypriote
Christians than do the Cretan Turks to the Cretan Christians,
hence the Pashas have found their task of governing Cyprus
comparatively easy. Since the war of the revolution, fifty




