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HE IS DEAD ! 
Our beloved President, the earthly father of us all has passed away ! Never again may we 

hear his kindly voice, never again may we grip his hand and see his kindly smile—never again ! He 

who spent his life for us, he who was our light and guiding example, has been called to his Master's 

side, and his noble work on earth has closed. Sudden and swift was the passing ; incalculable the 

loss ; deeper than heart can express is the mourning of us all. 

The manner of his death is of little moment now—and the circumstances only gain in sadness 

by repetition. It is some consolation to know, without doubt, that our beloved chief passed away 

without pain to be for ever with the L,ord he loved and served so well throughout his life amongst 

us. Only a few hours separated our joy from sorrow, as only the previous night Mr. Hogg was with 

us as usual, and his last known kindness—typical of his whole life—was the gift of a coat to a lad 

who was leaving the Poly insufficiently clad to face the bitter wintry weather. That little service 

rendered, Mr. Hogg retired, and no one again saw him alive. He was found dead next morning by 

his servant, having, as the doctors have shown, been asphyxiated by gas fumes trom the stove in his 

bath-room. 

The hush of death hung like a pall over the Institute that Saturday morning, and those 

who had worked with and for Mr. Hogg during the many happy years we have spent at the Poly, 

scarce trusted themselves to speak of the bereavement they felt, for he was loved of all. As the sad 

news spread inquiries poured in from all quarters, prompted by hope against hope that it was not true, 

and then grief, unspeakable grief, was universal. 

Thy Will be done ! 
Father, he taught us that. Oh, help us now 
To learn it yet again, and, as we bow 
Our heads in anguish, strengthen us to say 
The simple prayer he would have had us pray— 

Thy Will be done ! 

The kindly voice 
That never spake an unjust word is still. 
The hand that never wrought another's ill 
Lies cold upon the heart, whose wondrous store 
Of human love is sealed for evermore. 

Thy will be done ! 

W e were his boys. 
His noble life was lived for us—that we 
Might wor t ry of our growing manhood be. 
Shall we not, then, my brothers, strive to prove 
Worthy of him and of his priceless love 

Now he has gone ? 

Oh, let us raise 
Our tear-stained faces, and, beside the bier 
Where rests that form so hallowed and so dear, 
Resolve that, howsoe'er our hearts may ache, 
Our hands shall still be steadfast for the sake 

Of our loved one. 

His life's great work 
Is our blest legacy. Oh, may we be 
True to his cause and to his memory ; 
Then when we meet where woe is not nor strife, 
We shall have learnt the lesson of his life— 

Thy Will be done ! 

Vox. 
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" Hno in tbat oas oto tbe Xoro (Boo of Dosts 
call to mourning."—isa. 22, 12. 

On the Sunday following a hastily arranged service was 
held to take the place of that which had been intended. Lord 
Kinnaird—Mr. Hogg 's life-long friend and fellow worker—at
tended and read the lesson for the day, afterwards expressing, 
with much emotion, his great sorrow at the loss that 
had overtaken us all. He told how he had known 
Mr. Hogg from boyhood, and they had worked 
together through life as close friends and fellow workers. 
Then Mr. Mitchell led in prayer, and Mr. Studd followed with 
an address in which he briefly surveyed Mr. Hogg 's work at 
the Poly., and reminded 'all present that the first duty and 
tribute to his memory that remained for us all was to do our 
utmost to see that his example was followed, and that his 
work should continue on the lines of his generous and unsel
fish life. The hymn sung was that which had been chosen by 
Mr. Hogg for the service : 

f have entered the valley of blessing so sweet, 
And Jesus abides with me there ; 

And His Spirit and blood make my cleansing- complete, 
And His perfect love casteth out fear. 

Oh, come to this valley of blessing so sweet, 
Where Jesus will fulness bestow ; 

And believe, and receive, and confess him, 
That all His salvation may know. 

There is peace in the valley of blessing so sweet, 
And plentv the land doth impar t ; 

And there's rest for the weary, worn, traveller's feet, 
And joy for (he sorrowing heart. 

There is love in the valley of blessing so sweet 
Such as none but the blood-washed may fee) 

When heaven comes down redeemed spirits to greet, 
And Christ sets His covenant seal. 

There 's a song in the valley of blessing so sweet, 
And angels would fain join the strain, 

As with rapturous praise we bow at His feet, 
Crying, Worthy the Lamb that was slain ! 

It was a most impressive service, and though the notice 
was so short there was a large attendance of past and present 
members, many of whom had come long distances to be 
present, and all of whom will remember it while life lasts. 

" C R O S S I N G T H E BAR." 'lennyson 

Sunset and evening star, 
And one clear call for me, 

And may there be no moaning of the bar 
When I put out to sea. 

But such a tide as, moving, seems asleep, 
Too full for sound and foam, 

When that which drew from out the boundless 'deep. 
Turns again home. 

Twilight and evening bell, 
And after that the dark ! 

And may there be no sadness of farewell 
When I embark. 

For though from out our bourn of Time and Place 
The flood may bear me far, 

I hope to see my Pilot face to face. 
When I have crost the bar. 

"Sleep on now, ano taRe sour rest." 
Mark 14, 41. 

Mr. Hogg had always expressed a wish that his funeral 
should be quiet and simple, arid as far as possible this wish was 
observed. The funeral service was held at All Souls' Church, 
Langham Place, on Wednesday, 21st inst., being conducted by 
the Rev. F. S. Webster and Rev. R. Ross. Admission was re
stricted to ticket-holders, but although the church holds 2,000 
persons it was crowded in every part, while outside as many 
more, disappointed of their wish to take part in the service, 
awaited the conclusion and the opportunity of following. Be
fore the Communion rails rested the plain oak coffin almost 
hidden with floral wreaths sent by relatives, Polv. societies, 
and individual Pol}-, boys, each bearing a brief inscription ex
pressing the givers' affection. 

The service opened with "Br ief life is here our portion," 
sung to the tune of "Jerusalem the Golden," one of Mr. 
Hogg's favourite melodies. After the lesson had been read, 
the boys' choir, which Sunday by Sunday had assisted at Mr. 
Hogg's Sunday afternoon class—sang Tennyson's "Crossing 
the B a r " to Dr. Barnby's setting. 

At the end of the service the congregation again joined in 
the beautiful hymn, " N o w the labourer 's task is o'er," then 
knelt in prayer, whilst the rector, the Rev. F. S. Webster asked 
God's comfort for all those who were left sorrowing, God's 
blessing on the work which would no longer have the wonder
ful influence of Mr. Hogg's personal magnetism, that it might 
be worthily carried on. Then, whilst the organist played 
Chopin's Funeral March, silently the bearers took their places 
on either side the coffin, lifted it, carried it slowly down the 
church, and so he was borne from us for the last time, amid 
grief such as few men have ever been honoured by, for of all 
that vast concourse there was not one that was not mourning 
him as a personal friend. His sons followed him ; behind them 
came the Poly, members who had acted as stewards, each 
carrying a wreath in either hand. Outside, though the fog 
had lifted somewhat, it was still murky, but as far as the eye 
could reach stood a motionless, sombre, bareheaded crowd. 
They crowded the space in front of the church, they stood 
massed in front of Langham Hotel. As far as one could see up 
Portland Place there was an avenue of those who had come to 
pay their last tr ibute of loving respect to him who never 
touched a life without making it brighter, better, and nobler 
As the hearse bearing the coffin, covered by a few of the 
flowers, and followed by most of the congregation, moved on, 
the crowd fell in behind in close rows of six and ten abreast 
Thus the boys he had loved escorted him on his way. They 
were all there, grey-headed men who had been " boys" in the 
days of Long Acre, and stalwart members of the Poly, we 
know, O.Q.'s and boys of the Day School—they were always 
" b o y s " to him. " W e loved him, but it was nothing to his 
wondrous love for us," ran the inscription on one wreath, but 
I think that in that cortege Q.H. saw the picture of his lifelong 
devotion to others, and was satisfied. It had been previously 
decided that the procession would disperse at the end of Port
land Place, and, after a brief halt, the hearse proceeded on its 
way. After cremation, the ashes were replaced in the coffin 
and buried in the Marylebone Cemetery at Finchley. No more 
eloquent testimony to our President could have been desired 
than those crowds of uninvited mourners, silent witnesses to 
the magnitude of his work, the wide radius of his influence. 
Of all those thousands, there was probably scarce one whose 
life, either directly or indirectly, had not at some period been 
influenced, enriched, and ennobled by him. What man ever 
had a more wonderful or enduring monument than he has made 
for himself; what man ever gave the world more lavishly of 
himself and all that he had, leaving it infinitely the richer for 
his example, so infinitely the poorer by his loss ? 
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Zhc flDemorial Service at tbe fl>oty, 
Sunfcap, 3anuan> 25tb. 

Never has there been such a representative gathering- of 
Poly, boys, past and present, "as was assembled in the Great 
Hall last Sunday afternoon, and never has that hall been so 
crowded. Old members had come from all parts of the king
dom—members of the long ago, many of them with beards, some 
of them even grev-headed—to render a last sad homage to one 
who had been so dear and true a friend to all of them. 

Long before the hour of commencement the hall was 
packed, and so it remained during the two hours the service 
lasted. It had been thought necessary to limit the attendance 
to ticket-holders, and the wisdom of this was apparent, for the 
hall has not yet been constructed t h a t would hold all the Poly, 
bovs, and there is no Poly, boy but would have esteemed it a 
privilege to take part in that service. To those who were 
there it will stand out as the most memorable of all the Sunday 
afternoons spent in the dear old place. 

Tt is u>ual for memorial services to finish with ' the Dead 
March in " Saul," but for the excellent reason mentioned by 
Mr. Studd in his closing remarks, it was played first on Sunday, 
the congregation standing. Mr. Studd, who presided, opened 
the service with prayer, after which our friend, the Rev. F. S. 
Webster, of All Souls', read the lesson. This was taken from 
the thirteenth chapter of the First Epistle to the Corinthians, 
and Mr. Webster explained that this had been selected as best 
describing the spirit that dominated the life of our President. 
Truly it was appropriate. 

Mr. Studd then read the following tribute in verse which 
he had received from the Duke of Argyll :— 

QITINTIN HOGG, 1903. 

There are but few who, burdened with life's load 
Will turn aside, another load to bear—• 
And more than doubling all their former care 
Yet press strong-hearted Christ's, our Saviour's road. 

Such was our Founder, Quintin, generous, s trong— 
Whether the fight were football, or the mart, 
Where run the currents of the Empire 's heart, 
" H e played the g a m e " ; loved right,7and hated wrong. 

And like to notes of some imperial song 
Sent forth brave natures to at tune the world. 
Bv domination born of service long 
He held the banner of the Cross unfurled. 

Whose light ne'er shone upon a bet ter blade, 
Than his who died amidst his own brigade. 

That beautiful hymn, " Now the Labourer ' s Task is O ' e r " 
having been sung, Lord Kinnaird addressed us, recalling his 
close friendship with Mr. Hogg from the days when the latter 
was his fag-master at Eton—"always a kind and considerate 
on"," said his lordship—and impressing upon us the lessons 
of his life. 

The choir, conducted by Mr. Egerton, then rendered the 
anthem, " W h a t are t h e s e ? " (Stainer), after which the Hon. 
T. H. W. Pelham spoke feelingly of his dead friend, pointing 
out to us that our President 's inspiration was derived from the 
only t rue source of all power for good—his Maker. 

The solo, " I know that my Redeemer liveth " was beauti
fully sung by Master Frederick Ashford, and then Mr. 
F. A. Bevan addressed the meeting. H e spoke of Mr. Hogg's 
personality—of his sympathy with us in all our troubles, of 
how he would put aside his own sorrows to join in our joys, 
and of how, aided by his marvellous memory, he constituted 
himself the personal friend of every member of his Institute-

He' told us no more than we knew, yet everyone must have 
felt grateful to Mr. Bevan for reminding us of what we owe to 
that unselfish and loving life.. 

The hymn, " For all the Saints who from their labours 
rest , ' 'with its refrain of "Alleluia ! " struck the note of t rue 
consolation, and it was with evident feeling that the vast con 
gregation sang the last two verses :— 

The golden evening brightens in the west ; 
Soon, soon to faithful warriors comes'their rest ; 
Sweet is the calm of Paradise the blest. 

Alleluia ! 

But, lo, there breaks a yet more glorious day ; 
The Saints tr iumphant rise in bright array ; 
The King of Glory passes on his way. 

Alleluia ! 
Mr. Mitchell said he was glad to be able to stand before 

that gre.it gathering as one of Mr. Hogg's boys, all he was 
and all success he had acheived in life he owed humanly 
speaking to Mr. Hogg. He stood amongst a number of mem
bers with whom he had worked for the last 25 or 30 years, 
during which period they had experiencd that love and affection 
which always characterised Mr. Hogg. "What power he had 
over us boys !" said Mr. Mitchell, "I remember in the old days, 
Jem Nichols, as wild a character as one ever met, and yet whose 
heart had been softened, and his life changed by the gentle 
teaching of our friend. I remember once saying ' Well Jem, 
how are you getting along now,' his reply was splendid, ' Hob, 
I_have a bit of trouble in keeping straight, but thank God all 
is well. You see, I carry a photo of Q.H. with me always, 
and whenever I am tempted I just take this out and his look is 
a wonderful help, and by the grace of God I am able to over
come all.' As Hook into thefaces of so many of the old Brigade 
I am reminded of old times. Do you remember what we used 
to do when Mr. and Mrs. Hogg used to make their periodical 
visits to the West Indies? how we would meet together and 
plan as many surprises for their return as possible.? All the 
classes and gatherings would be well looked after, Johnny Deas 
would be given a new song to learn, others recitations, and a 
really good welcome home was always given, and how pleased 
Mr. Hogg used to be when he saw all going so well. Oh ! that 
something of the same kind could be done now.'" True he 
had gone, but he, Mr. Mitchell, hoped that as each member 
entered the Poly, and saw Mr. Hogg's portrait in the entrance 
he would resolve to so carry on the Poly, work as to meet the 
Master's " W e l l d o n e " when we too joined Him above. 
W e were united in this determination, and could not fail if 
we worked heartily in that spirit, for, thanks largely to the 
uniform kindness always received at the hands of all public bodies 
whose assistance had been sought, the future of the Poly, only 
needed the co-operation of its members to ensure its further 
development. 

Mr. Studd then spoke a few words. He reminded us that it 
was no ordinary man whose Memorial Service was closing. 
That his life and work necessitated a note of praise by way 
of triumph. That we had mourned truly and deeply, and our 
mourning would not end with that service,—the Dead March 
had been played first instead of last to express that sorrow. 
That we believed our President had entered into glory, and 
that as the lesson he had taught us by his life and words 
was to ignore our own feelings, it was necessary to put 
our own personal feelings aside, and give thanks in no 
uncertain way for the glory which had come to our Chief. 
That those present were only representatives of his Poly, boys 
—that every Poly, boy on earth would have been there if he 
could. He reminded us of the Poly, boys who had welcomed 
our President home, and thought some echo of their song of 
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exulting triumph should be heard in our Memorial Service 
Nothing could be too tr iumphant or too joyful to express our 
pride in our Chief or our joy in his tr iumph. He had con
sulted Mrs. Hogg, and his suggestion having met with her 
entire approval he announced that the service would close 
by the choir singing the " Hallelujah " chorus. Let us rise, 
said he, while it is sung, and try to realise that this song is but an 
echo of the triumphant welcome our beloved President, is 
receiving from his Poly, boys at home. Let us try and 
express through it to our Lord and Master our praise for all 
that Quintin Hogg has accomplished. 

Everybody felt that Mr. Studd was right, and that we should 
have learnt the lesson of the President 's life but ill if we did 
not agree with him. Yet there were many who found that 
glorious song of triumph the most touching part of the service. 

One thought seemed to permeate all the addresses—one 
thought was probably uppermost in the mind of every member 
present. That was, that the best tribute we could possibly pay 
to the memory of the Polytechnic's founder would be to do all 
that may be in our power to promote the welfare of his beloved 
Institute and to carry on his gootl work. If we will only, each 
of us, keep that in our minds, last Sunday's Memorial Service 
will bear blessed fruit. 

£be 3oW ©av. Scbool fIDemorial 
Service. 

FRIDAY, JANUARY 23rd. 

And He, the holiest humblest One. 
Yet is His eye all hearts upon ; 

O may He find some good in me ! 
At midday 011 Friday last the Day School boys met in the 

Large Hall, as they were wont to do when their beloved friend, 
Mr. Ouintin Hogg, used to meet and tell them of the holiest, 
humblest One who laid down His life a ransom for all. 

It seemed impossible that on the previous Friday he had 
stood there in the full strength and vigour of life, and to-day 
he had " Entered the valley of blessing so sweet." With heavy 
hearts the boys sat, and a solemn hush pervaded the hall as 
Mr. Robert Mitchell rose and reminded them of the very 
great loss we had sustained in the death of Mr. Quintin Hogg, 
whom they all knew and had learned to love. It seemed hardly 
possible he was gone. They would miss him standing on the 
top of the steps to shake hands with them ; he knew them all 
by name, and he had gone to Paradise, where he would meet 
us all. 

After the opening prayer, t h e ^ b o y s sang the majestic 
hymn : " N o w the labourer's task is o'er." 

Mr. D. Woodhall, in a short address, said he had known Mr. 
Hogg for over twenty-six years, and had so to speak grown up 
with this great work. It was indeed a wise Providence that 
hiil the future from us, for if we could have seen what the last 
week had in store for us we should have shrufik from facing it, 
The school had sustained a great and irreparable loss, but he 
trusted that each boy would feel that he had the Poly, to 
wotk for, and would do his best in the future to promote its 
welfare. If each boy took up the work he would be doing it 
in memory of our dear friend Mr. Hogg, whose sudden death 
seemed to warn us to be also ready, " For in such an hour as ye 
think not the Son of Man cometh." 

Mr. Deas sang as a solo the hymn Mr. Hogg had specially 
chosen as the opening hymn of his Sunday afternoon Bible 
class the day after he died : 

•' I have entered the valley of blessing so sweet, 
And Jesus abides with me there . " 

Mr. Charles Mitchell said a few words. To all of us, he 
said, especially those who have known him from our boy-
hood,iand alsotoiall who have come in contacti\vith„Mr. Hogg, 

he will undoubtedly be pictured as a prince amongst the 
grand philanthropists and good Samaritans of the nineteenth 
century, and one who was before all things most anxious for 
our eternal welfare. We should learn to carry out in our lives 
his precepts of love and unselfishness, and should rejoice, for 
though he had passed through the gates of death, we have a 
sure and certain hope that it is to a glorious resurrection. 
He has gone to where the failings of earth will be forgiven, 
and the yearnings for righteousness satisfied. We may 
mourn, though not without hope. W e should look forward 
with trust that the work of God, ever so dear to Mr. Hogg's 
heart, may yet flourish, though he has been taken to Paradise 
;n the care of God and His angels, waiting there till the last 
trump shall summon all who trust Him here to be with Him 
for ever. 

Mv. Hibber t said that for nineteen years he had known Mr. 
Hogg, and observed that he was always fighting other people's 
battles—yet nobody ever seemed to ask how he fought his own. 
That Mr. Hogg had battles to fight was certain, and it was 
important that all boys in the school should learn how he was 
able to wage magnificent warfare. There was only one way in 
which it could be done. Mr. Hogg had had many willing and 
able helpers, but they were not the abiding source of his 
victorious career. He was able to achieve so much, because he 
'' endured as seeing Him that is invisible." There was no 
doubt that Mr. Hogg had had a vision of the eternal and 
invisible world, and that convinced by it, he was able to " l ive 
by the faith of the Son of God." Consequently, the best memo
rial which could be raised to him was that all Poly, boys should 
s e e t h e same vision, should obtain the same conviction, and 
should thus be enabled to fight the same fight. Before 
they were as old as Mr. Hogg at the time of his death, the 
world would endeavour to make them believe that such spirit
ual inspiration was unsubstantial and unreal, but they must 
be on their guard. Let them learn from Mr. Hogg this one 
great lesson of life, that the Almighty God and they them
selves, were eternal spirits, that the material world was the 
insecure and evanescent, and that they might all, therefore, 
hope to meet their friend and Master around the throne of 
God. 

Mr. Studd, in a few brief words, reminded the boys that 
while "God buried his workers He carried on His work," and 
that by Mr. Hogg's departure each one had received a sacred 
trust to carry on the work of the great founder President to 
the utmost of his ability. 

The meeting concluded with the hymn : 
" F o r all the Saints who from their labours res t ." 

a ©tactical memorial Service to ©,1b. 
On Sunday next, at 3-3o.it is proposed to hold a conference 

of all members who can and will come to arrange for the carry
ing on of the work our beloved F'ounder-President has enrusted 
to us. This is to ensure that practical and lasting memorial 
we all long for, and which he would most delight in—the 
future success of his work. 

This meeting is not for Christian workers only as some 
seem to have thought, but for every member who loved 
Q.PI. It is to his "boys " t h a t Q - H . has entrusted his work, and 
only by wise consideration, co-operation, and determination 
can that trust can be faithfully carried out. The routine work 
of the Poly, will be carried on as usual, but to maintain the 
spirit of the place must be our care. 

The Memorial services of last Sunday were a true expres
sion of the feeling of the Inst i tute . Next Sunday's conference 
is the first attempt to give practical effect to that feeling and 
sentiment. Mr. Studd will take the chair at 3.30. J 
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fIDemorial Service at tbe Woolwicb 
polytechnic. 

SUNDAY, JANUARY 25th 

The service opened, as arranged, at three o'clock. Mr. 
T. A. Denny preside.!, and with him were Lady Hope, the 
Mayor and Mayo-ess of Woolwich, Sir Edwin and Lady 
Hughes , Canon Escreet (rector of Woolwich and vice-chairman 
of the governing ho ly ) , Rev. J. Wilson, Rev.A. E. Abel, and 
Rev. Arthur Hoare (chaplain of the Royal Military Academy), 
Mr.W. J. Squires, L.C.C,, and Mrs. Squires, Dr. J. Regan (prin
cipal), Mr. W. Calderwood, Lieut. J. T . Dawson, R.A., Mr. 
Councillor and Mrs. Francis, and Mr. and Mrs. Frank Didden. 
The service was at tended by over 700 past and present Poly, 
members and friends, and the singing was led by the male 
choir and orchestra. 

" Brief life is here our portion " was the opening hymn, and 
the Rev. A. E.Abel followed with prayer Mr. T . A.Denny then 
read the lesson, taken from the first fourteen verses of the 14th 
chapter of St. John, after which he paid a very high tribute to 
his personal friend and cj-worker, and repeated the story of 
how Mr. Quintin Hogg had p^rsuade.l him to take up and 
assist him in establishing the Woolwich Polytechnic. " Now 
the labourer 's task is o'er " was then sung as the second hymn, 
and the rector followed. 

He said that they were m t there to mark their respect and 
affection for the memory of their founder and benefactor, 
Quintin Hogg, and to thank God lor his life and work. The 
chairman had referred to the s.id fatality which ended that life, 
and the pathos of his "unnecessary " dc.ith, but might we not 
say that in death he taught the lesson of his life. How many 
deaths occur every day which might be prevented, if only men 
realised the hour of it, and this was t rue spiritually 
as well as physically. Young men were asphyxiated by 
the foul gasses of vice, and Q.H. spent his life saving them 
by the healthy, breezy influence of his manly Christianity 
The secret of his life was sympathy. The lesson he left us 
above all others was that no organisation however perfect, no 
number of committees however well attended, no buildings 
however complete, could exercise a saving influence for the 
body, mind, and souls of men. Human sympathy, human touch 
was his secret. To hear Q.H. addressing young men, tosec'him 
in the "den " among young men was to understand his power. 

And if we were tomake the Polytechnicwhat he meant it to be 
we must all of us cultivate that spirit of fellowship by which the 
whole body was compacted and grew together. The spirit 
of true religion was his, it prompted and guided all his 
efforts. He was one of those of whom most truly Keble's 
words for St . Matthew's Day in his Christian year may be 
used. 

There are in this loud s tunning tide 
Of human care and crime, 

With whom the melodies abide 
Of the everlasting chime. 

Who carry music in their heart 
Through dusky lane and wrangling mart 
Plying their daily task with busier feet, 
Because their secret souls a holy strain repeat . 

Mr. W. H. Morslcy (an old Poly, boy) sang " Crossing the 
B a r " in a most impressive manner, and Lady Hope then gave 
a most touching and earnest address, referring to the pleasure 
she always felt at the friendship of Mr. Quintin Hogg, and 

instancing his wonderful influence upon the lives of young 
men and boys. The third hymn was th in sung, " Lead Kindly 
Light," being followed by a few words from Sir Edwin Hughes, 
who spoke with emotion of the pleasure he had felt in working 
with Mr. Hogg. He had received much help from Mr. Hogg's 
book on the " Story of Peter," and urged his hearers to read 
the book, which would enable them to know Mr. Hogg better. 
In order that a larger number might be able to have the pri\ ilege 
of reading it he was placing twenty copies in the Institute 
Library, and this number would lie added to if necessary. 
The chairman then called upon the Mayor to say a word, to 
whL'h Mr. Messent responded by quoting the text, " He being 
dead now speakelh," and added the words—What does he 
say ? 

Lieut. J. T. Dawson spoke of his long friendship with Mr. 
Quintin Hogg, dating back some eighteen years, and the 
admiration he always felt of his high qualities, and his wonder
ful power and influence over the lives of young men and boys. 
He referred to the inception of the Woolwich Poly, movement 
when he was written to by one of his old boys who came to 
Woolwich and found no place for the young men. In the 
largeness of his heart Mr. Hogg replied, suggesting that a. 
search should be made for suitable premises where a start might 
be made,which led to the establishment of the Woolwich Poly. 
The choir then sang as a chorus, " I have entered the valley 
of blessing so sweet." This was chosen by Mr. Hogg as the 
opening hymn to be sung at his meeting for young men on 
the 18th inst. 

Rev. J. Wilson said Mr. Quintin Hogg's life should be an 
example to us all. Let him be a witness to us of what could 
be done for the Master. His work was unselfish, ungrudg
ing, and untiring to save the souls of young men .Some 
men lived long in human history, but Mr. Hogg would 
also live long in the human heart. Mr. Frank Didden fol
lowed with a few words, in which he said that it was now more 
than thirty-two years since he first met Mr. Ouintin Hogg, and 
ever since that time he had become the very light of his life, 
which he felt had now gone out. He spoke of his tender sym
pathy with and love for the Woolwich boys, and how many a 
time, he had said how much hewould have liked tocome and live 
amongst them. Mr. Hogg thought but little of death. It was to 
him but the entering intoafullerlife orthelift ingof the veil. He 
had often alluded to the joy it would be to meet his boys in 
the Homeland, such was his certain hope of the life to come. 
Mr. Didden made an earnest appeal to those present that they 
too might have that sure and certain hope in their hearts. 

The orchestra then played the Dead March in Saul, which 
was followed by prayer and Benediction by the Rector, and 
the Doxoiogy then closed one of the most solemn and impres
sive services ever held in connection with tbe Woolwich Poly. 

1bope. 
No wintry silence,—be it ere so long, 
But Springtime wakes it with the bird's sweet song, 
No day so drear,—but after frost and snow, 
E'en in far north the sweetest roses blow. 
No night so long,—but daylight comes at last, 

And the pink dawn forgets the darkness past. 
No work so toilsome,—but the task begun 
On Earth is finished with the Morning Sun. 
No way so rugged,—but the wanderer's feet 
Shall walk 11 nweary in the Golden Street. 
No parting ever,—but the God ot Love 
Shall join the parted, in that Land above.—J. S. R. 
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ano Work. 

Our Founder-President was the youngest son of the late 
Sir James Weir Hogg, the last chairman of the old East 
India Company. He was born an St. Valentine's Day in 1845, 
and was educated at Kton, where he met his life-long friends, 
Lord Kinnaird and the Hon. T. H. W. Pelham. While at 
Eton he took a keen interest in outdoor sports, but especially 
in a Bible class for the boys in his house, about half of whom 
were members. On leaving Eton in 1863, Mr. Hogg entered as 
a junior the old-established West Indian house of Bosanouet, 
Curtis & Co., in which firm he emained to become the Senior 
partner, and from which he retired only a few years since. He 
was also Chairman of the North British and Mercantile 
Insurance Company, as well ol two 01 three other large 
industrial concerns, so that his City life was always an exceed
ingly busy one. 

At one time he was much pressed to enter Parliament, and 
was in 1886 invited by the electors of Westminster to stand as 
Liberal candidate. Indifferent health, however, and a feeling 
that public life would interfere with his work at the Poly., 
caused him to decline the invitation, but in 1888, on the esta
blishment of the London County Couni.iL his public work was 
so well appreciated that he was one of the first Aldermen 
chosen for the full period of six years. 

He was always interested in athletics, and for seven years 
—from 1864 to 1870—he captained the Old Etonians Football 
Club, and during that time his team never met with defeat. 

But it is in connection with the Polytechnic that Mr. Hogg 
will be best remembered. There is a common saying 
among Englishmen that the Battle of Waterloo was won 
on the Playing Fields of Eton, and it might very well be 
added that the Polytechnic, Regent Street, was founded on 
the Playing F'ields of Eton. For it was while at our fore
most public school that Mr. Quintin Hogg was first inspired 
with that desire to benefit young men which has since resulted 
in the great National Polytechnic Movement. To quote from 
his own words :— 

" My first experience of religious work of any kind was 
holding a Bible Class at Eton, which was attended by about 
half the boys in the house. I left Eton at the end of 1863, and 
in the beginning of 1864 tried my apprentice hand at London 
boys. I may say, however, that originally my intention was 
not so much to go into boys' work as mission work. On the 
other hand, I was painfully struck when I went about my dis
trict at the utter absence of any possible means of innocent 
recreation, to say nothing of instruction for the ragged chil
dren. 

" T h e r e was a place off Bedford Bury, called Pipemakers ' 
Alley, inhabited almost entirely by Irish immigrants, where I 
remember, on one occasion, finding in all the houses in the 
court only two bedsteads, the rest of the people were sleeping 
on bundles of rags, old brandy cases and the like being used as 
seats, and two or three old cases serving the purpose of a table. 

" I had never been brought into contact with real poverty 
and want before, and felt almost as though I should go mad 
unless I did something to try and help some of the wretched 
little chaps I used to find running about the streets. My first 
effort was to get a couple of crossing sweepers, whom I picked 
up near Trafalgar Square, and offered to teach them to read. 
In those days the Thames Embankment did not exist, and the 
Adelphi Arches were open both to the tide and the street. 
With an empty beer bottle for a candlestick, and a tallow candle 
lor illumination, two crossing sweepers as pupils, your humble 

servant as teacher, and a couple of Bibles as reading books, 
what grew into the Polytechnic was practically started. W e 
had not been engaged in our reading very long when at the far 
end of the arch I noticed a twinkling light. " Kool esclop," 
shouted one of the boys, at the same moment doucing the glim 
and bolting with his companion, leaving me in the dark with my 
upset beer bottle, and my douced candle, forming a 
spectacle which seemed to arouse suspicion on the part of our 
friend the policeman, whose light it was that had appeared in 
the distance. However, after scrutinising me for s o m e t i m e 
by the light of his bull's eye, he moved on, leaving me in a 
state of mental perturbation as to what the mystic words I had 
heard hollared out meant. Afterwards, when I became profi
cient in slang, I knew that ' kool esclop ' was ' look (out for the) 
police,' spelt backwards, the last word being evidently the 
original for the contraction 'slop, ' the word generally applied 
to the police of London to-day. Altogether I did not think 
my first essay a very successful one, and I cast about to know 
how in the world I could learn the language of these boys and 
ascertain their real wants, and their ways of life. I 
went down to the New Cut, . on , the south side of 
the river, and bought a second-hand shoeblack's suit, 
also a box with a strap to go over the shoulder, brushes, and 
all the necessary fittings. With this I used to go out two or 
three nights a week for about six months, blacking boots and 
sleeping out with the boys, on barges, under tarpaulins, or in 
the so called 'Punches Hole,' on a ledge in the Adelphi Arches, 
and elsewhere. Of course, my father knew nothing at all 
about it, and sometimes, if I found my companions in these 
holes particularly full of vermin, I would go and roll myself 
up in a blanket on the table in our Mission room and sleep 
there. My real object, of course, was to learn how the boys 
lived, what they fed on, what it cost them to live, and how 
they could be best reached. Of course, I was not bootblack-
ing all the time, sometimes I would go out about Covent 
Garden Market, or holding horses, or doing any odd jobs which 
I saw boys doing. T h e following winter the Ragged School 
began in real earnest, at first only as a Day School. The room 
—the rental of which was ^"12 a year—was situated in Of Alley 
(now York Place), a name which it was just beginning to bear, 
off the Strand. It was a part of the old Buckingham Estate, on 
the site of the old palace of George Villiers, Duke of Bucking
ham, whence the names of George Court, Villiers Street, 
Duke Street, Of Alley, and Buckingham Street. 

" I had a very earnest female teacher in charge of the 
Ragged School, and she used to beg me to open the room in 
the evenings, when it was not required for Mission purposes, 
for the purpose of teaching the elder lads. I did not myself 
feel in the least called upon for this kind of work, but 1 told 
the good woman that I would let her have the use of the gas 
and of the room, but that she must undertake to keep the boys 
in order for herself, as I could not promise to help her. On 
the following Monday the experiment was to be commenced, 
and I was in bed with a heavy feverish cold. Suddenly, about 
eight o'clock in the evening, one of the elder boys living in 
Bedford Bury came racing up to my father's house in Carlton 
Gardens (the same house which Mr. Arthur Balfour now occu
pies), where I lived, to beg me to come down at once that there 
was a row in the school with the boys, who were fighting the 
police, and pelting them with slates. In about three minutes 
I had huddled on just sufficient clothes to suffice me, and, 
slipping on an overcoat as I ran through the hall, I made for 
the Ragged School as hard as my legs could carry me. On 
arriving, I found the whole school in an uproar, the gas 
fittings had been wrenched off and used as batons by the boys 
for striking the police, while the rest of the boys were 
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pelting them with slates, and a considerable concourse of 
people were standing round in a more or less threatening way, 
either to s e e t h e fun, or to help in going against the police. 
I felt rather alarmed for the teacher, and rushing into the 
darkened room called out for the boys to instantly stop, and 
be quiet. To my amazement the riot was stopped immediately. 
In two minutes the police were able to go qui Mly away, and 
for the first time in my life 1 learned I had some kind of 
instinct or capacity I" >r the management of elder boys. From 
that day to 1868, when I had to go abioad for the first time, 
I scarcely missed the Ragged School for a single night. The 
class prospered ama/.ingl,-, our little room, which was only 
30ft. long by 12ft. wide, got so crammed tnat I used to divide 
the school into two sections of sixty each, the first lot coming 
from 7 to 8.30, and the second lot from 8.30 to 10. There 1 
used to sit between the two classes, perched on the back of a 
form, dining on my ' pint of thick and two doorsteps, ' as the 
boys used to call coffee and bread and treacle, taking one class 
at reading and the other at writing or arithmetic. Kach 
section closed with a ten minutes ' service and prayer. 

" During all this time the boys had been gett ing of a very 
different character and appearance to those who first came. 
When we first opened the school, no less than five bovs came 
absolutely naked, except for their mothers' shawls, which were 
pinned round them, and one of the boys, named Fl tnnigan, 
never could be persuaded to come in any other dress. There 
were five separate gangs of thieves attended the Ragged 
School, all of whom, within six months, were earning their 
livelihood more or less respectably. Those who showed any 
desire to get on were passed through the Shoeblack Society 
and apprenticed to various trades. The young mechanics began 
to bring their fellow apprentices and other mechanics to the 
school, so that the truly ragged, unkempt bovs of 1864 had been 
succeeded by the orderly and fairly dressed lads of 1868. In 
the meantime, we had also increased our premises. In 1865, 
we added a second room to our first; in 1866 we took the 
next house, at a rental of ^"30, and turned it into what our 
boys called a ' Twopenny doss house.' The intention was 
that boys who had been picked up in the street and started 
at the school, and who had no homes, could be kept from 
bad surroundings such as thieves' kitchens and low lodging 
houses, and houssd under respectable and improving in
fluences. The house was in a state of utter dilapidation 
when we took it over, but the boys and myself set to work 
as amateur painters, carpenters , and whi tewashes , and we 
were very well pleased at the result, though even to this day I 
cannot think of the job we made of the doors and, indeed, of 
our whole carpentering altogether, without laughing. 1 had 
a little room in the attic, which had been inhabited by a man 
who used it for the double purpose of a habitation and a place 
in which to dry fish. The smell of the latter clung about the 
walls, in spite of all we could do, and the boys declared that to 
come into my room made them hungry for supper. By this 
t ime a master had become necessary, in addition to the female 
teacher, and he ultimately took up his residence in the room I 
had occupied. In 1869 we moved into Castle Street, off 
that portion of Endell Street, which was then called Hanover 
Street, from whence we got our first name of the Hanover 
Insti tute. In Castle Street we had a fine dormitory, capable 
of holding forty boys, and I had a little place partitioned off 
from this where sometimes the master and sometimes I slept, 
it being part of our duties to wake the early boys at 5.30 or 6 
o'clock, and see that they startedoff for work at the right hour. 
All this time services were carried on in connection with the 
mission, partly in Bedford Bury and partly in our own pre 
mises. 

" In 1871 such a number ol respectable young lellows had 
taken to coming to the Night School that it became a question 
to my mind whether we were justified in encouraging them to 
attend what to all intents and purposes was a Ragged School ; 
so 1 interviewed a number of them, and suggested to them the 
formation of an Institute, which should have the sole use ol the 
front house in Hanover Street, while the Ragged School 
should be carried on as heretolore in the Castle Street portion 
of the premises. The bovs agreed enthusiastically, thirty five 
joined that night, and for years afterwards they did a great 
deal of the teaching for me in connection with the Ragged 
School. The Institute, however, throve amazingly, the little 
house was packed every night, and in 1878 we were obliged to 
make a lurther move, this time to some very much larger 
premises in Long Acre. Here we were able to increase 
our numbers to 500, and it took at least a year before a candidate 
would come up lor election, so anxious were the boys to come, 
and so loath were they to leave. Here, also, we started classes 
of a more ambitious character than any we had attempted 
before, and got in connection with the Science and Art Depart
ment. It was at Dong Acre that Mr. Robert Mitchell, who 
had worked for some time as Hon. Secretary for the Institute 
agreed to give up his entire time to the place, and he under
took the office which he still holds, and which he has fulfilled 
with such immense ability and self-devotion. Cur other helper 
at this time was the late Mr. W. T. Paton, whose genial and 
kindly influence is still gratefully rememb c i ' ed by numbers of 
our boys. 

" Uy this time I had got pretty well into my mind what it was 
J wanted in the way of an Institute. The idea in my mind being 
that no Institute then existing was sufficiently catholic in its 
tastes and aims. These were purely religious associations, 
like the Y. M.C.A., most of which had neither athletics, nor even 
sufficient educational attractions. There were Educational 
Institutions, of which the Birkbeck may be taken as a notable 
example, which made no effort at all, either on the spiritual 
or physical side ; there were athletic clubs, but these too 
confined themselves solely to athletics. What we wanted to 
develope our institute into wasa place which should recognise 
that God had given man more than one side to his character, 
and where we could gratify any reasonable taste, wlielher 
athletic, intellectual, spiritual or social. 

" A t the end of 1881 the Polytechnic came in t h e m a i k e t . 
It struck me that this was exactly what we wanted, and, after 
consulting Mr. Paton and Mr. Mitchell, I bought the place 
from the trustees. Mr. Mitchell threw himself heart and soul 
into the preparation for our first syllabus, and on Sunday, Sep
tember 25, 1882, we moved into our new premises. The great 
hall was packed as full as it could hold with members and their 
friends at the Sunday afternoon opening service, and it was 
packed again in the evening. The first night we began to take-
in new members, over r,ooo new fellows booked—in those days 
1 used personally to see every member who joined the Insti
tute, and on the night in question 1 booked our first new Polv. 
member at a quarter past five in the evening, and worked 
steadily on until a quarter past one next morning, when the 
last fellow left the building. 

" I had designed the place for 2,000 members, but during 
our first winter the number reached 6,800, and every season 
since then the increase has been continuous, until we reached 
our present number of 1 1,000." 

Such is Mr. Hogg's modest account of the rise and develop
ment of his work. It is interesting as structural history, but 
the half is not told. He says nothing about the many hun
dreds of boys whom he has helped at home and abroad, giving 
them education, money, and personal assistance to start them 
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iii life, l ie was alwavs doing this, but always privately and 
personally—his name rarely, if ever, figured on a subscription 
list. " W h e n thou doest alms let not thv left hand know what 
thy right hand doeth " was to him a guiding principle. 

The l'olv. grew so rapidlv and successfully that in 1888. 
when the Charity Commissioners gave their financial assistance 
to ensure the work being continued, it was recognize.1 bv them 
as the best model for other 1'olvtechnics. 

As to the growth ol the I'oly. during recent years there is 
little need to say anything here. Our average attendance 
throughout the winter months amounts to nearly 4,000 daily, 
whilst nearly 600 different classes in various subjects are held 
weekly, and over 40 clubs and societies are formed in connec
tion with the recreative and social department. All the world 
knows of the progress made, for the work begun in such 
humble circumstances has grown mightily on all hands, till in 
London alone there are now nianv institutions for young men 
akin to the Poly., while every provincial town has copied his 
example, and far away throughout the Colonies and States the 
work which Mr. Hogg" began is being' copied and continued, to 
advance the sum of human happiness on earth and lead men to 
a clearer appreciation of eternal love. 

" *SUb." as we knew bim. 
The full story of Mr. (Juintin Hogg 's life is inscribed in 

the hearts of his boys, and is scattered to the four quarters of 
the earth. It can never be fully written. From here and 
there we may get illustrative chapters, but his was essentially 
a personal inlluence. Many a man with half the commercial 
work to do that fell to Mr. Hogg's lot would count his life a 
busy one, but Mr. Hogg was no ordinary man, and he contrived 
to so detach himself from his City life that we at the Poly. 
scarce realised that he had any other occupation than that 
which lay nearest his heart, for he was never to3 tired to be 
thoughtful of others, never too busy to be kind, and those who 
knew him best realised most how deep was his sympathy and 
valutble his help in time of need. When in town he was 
almost always at the entrance to the Poly, from 9 o'clock till 
the school opened, welcoming his boys as they came. After 
tnis he generally conducted the school prayers, and then left 
tor the City, always making an effort to be back again in time 
to take leave of the lads as th^y left school. His evenings, 
to) , were fully occupied with personal interviews in the early 
hours, and later by intercourse with his elder boys in the 
Institute. 

Mr. Hogg has said that until some time after he had begun 
his work among boys, he did not realise his personal influence, 
in fact he at first almost despaired—though we cannot asso
ciate that word with him—of ever succeeding with them. He 
himself described it as " some kind of instinct or capacity," but 
it was very much more than that. All through his life he com
manded the best services of those around, not merely by 
his great force of character and example, but- by the 
knowledge which he instilled into all, that in him they had 
a friend who shared their hope*, their joys, then difficul
ties, and wliosa constant endeavour was to promote their 
good. We all seemed to feel this instinctively, and although 
he never asked us to go to him when in difficulty, it always 
seemed to all his boys the most natural thing to do, and no 
lad ever went to him in distress of any kind without re
ceiving consolation and help. 

In his youth Mr. Hogg longed for wealth, not as most of 
us do, but in order that he might the better carry on his 

work. It came to him, and he was true to his early wish, for 
his wealth was ever expended in efforts to improve the lot 
of the boys with whom he came in contact. In the very early 
days he assisted some 1,500 boys to emigrate to Canada, and 
from time to time his heart would be cheered b\ the good 
uses that his lads had made of their opportunities. As an 
instance of this, Mr. Hogg has himself recounted the following : 

" Some Lime ago in America 1 was met by a man who 
thanked me for having sent him to the States. I failed to 
recognise b in , and then he told me this story. Years pre
viously I had sent out a poor boy, once a thief in the 
streets of London, to seek his lortune in the great Republic, 
telling him that it cost me .£10 for his passage and outfit, 
and that if ever he could repay me he ought to do so tru
th e purpose of en ibling me to send out others. The lad 
worked and prospered, and then proceeded to put out at 
interest, in his own way, the ^'10 entrusted to him. First 
one and then the other of his old comrades were brought out, 
the immigrants looked after, and the /."to got back as rapidly 
as possible; until that one ^"10 had brightened the lives and 
helped to ea>y circumstances some twenty ol his needy com
rades. My informant was one of these twenty. ' You see, 
sir,' said he, ' Jack used to say that as he had been helped him
self he felt bound to pass it on . ' " 

This side of Mr. Hogg's work was so private, that although 
we know he was always engaged in it, and never lost an oppor
tunity of stretching out a helping hand, it is practically impos
sible to get together at short notice more than a few instances. 
Possibly others seeing these notes will aid us to get together a 
more complete account of his many-sidedness. One boy 
writes : " I n 1885 I was an "odd man " at these works—(a 
very large manufacturing concern just outside of London)—but 
largely through the inspiration received from Mr. Hogg and 
Mr. Paton I have now climbed up to the position of a 
principal." In " little " acts of kindness he was always ex
pressing thought for us. Just as we go to Press a lad has 
called in to say how five years ago he used to attend at the 
gymnasium in the early morning to help to clear up. Mr. 
Hogg asked him one day who called him, and finding that it 
was his mother he bought the lad an alarum clock to save her 
the trouble—which, as the boy says, it has done ever since. 

I met a fellow in the Poly, a few months since whom 1 
recognised as having seen about the Insti tute years ago. 
We tell to talking of old times, but still I could not recollect 
his name. Don't you remember me, he said. I'm H , and 
used to be a porter here. Q.H. took me aside one day and 
asked if I wanted to get on. I told him I did, and he helped 
me by paying my fees for Mr. Hibbert 's electrical classes. 1 
stuck to it, and to-day I'm in charge of one of the largest elec-
rical generating stations in London. 

Yet another case. I know a Poly, boy who is never satis
fied with ordinary praise of Q.H. Nothing short of adoration 
is good enough for him. Why ? Well, you see, back in the 
early eighties, when the lad was twelve years old, his people 
fell upon evil times, and were reduced from comparative pros
perity, very nearly to destitution. His father, as a last 
resource, ran a fruit stall in the street, and the boy left school 
and turned out as an errand boy to earn 5s. 6d. a week for 
thirteen hours a day, while his odd t i m e - d i n n e r hours and 
Saturday n i g h t s - w e r e filled in with attendance at the stall 
selling oranges at three and four a penny, and afterwards helping 
to shove the barrow home. It was, he says, a horrible time, 
and the memory of it is a nightmare still. That boy got a 
better place in the West End which enabled him to attend 
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the Poly., and limited his fruit-selling duty in the gut ter to 
Saturday nights. At the Poly, he learned shorthand—when the 
class iee was a penny a lesson—and several other general 
subjects. At sixteen he joined the Institute, became a member 
of several clubs and societies, and year by year came into 
closer contact with his beloved Q.H. The hated barrow 
business was long ago given up, and to-day he has a business 
of his own with nearly a dozen assistants. Such progress as 
he has made is due directly and indirectly to Q.H. 

As illustrating Mr. Hogg's solicitude for his boys, one of 
them now writes : 

" When I was down at Holly Hill, one night Mr. Hogg 
missed me from prayers, and, on inquiring, found I was ill. 
Directly after prayers he came and took me to another room 
and made me comfortable. Happening to wake about two 
o'clock in the morning, I found Mr. Hogg sitting at the foot of the 
bed." This was Q.H. as we all knew him, and when he was ill 
our anxiety knew no bounds. Some of the old boys were on a 
visit to Mr. Hogg at Christ Church, when he was suddenly 
taken ill with typhoid fever, and the day came when practically 
everyone thought he would die. He called the boys in one at 
a time and said " good-bye;" and the doctors were sent in, but 
the boys could not leave him. The boys went about the place 
in their socks so that they should not make a noise, and slept 
in hay lofts rather than enter the house and disturb him. 

Nothing but the most imperative business or serious illness 
would prevent Mr. Hogg keeping his engagements with any of 
his boys. He was most punctual and methodical himself, and 
encouraged these virtues in others. Without method he could 
not have got through half his work. I have kept business 
appointments with him at n . 1 5 at night and at 8.30 in the 
morning, for his day always seemed to comprise twenty-four 
hours. He was ever ready, but never finished. Mr. Hogg was 
laid up on the occasion of the first volunteers' social, but, 
against the doctor's orders, he dressed himself in the Eton 
volunteers' uniform, and was discovered on the platform taking 
part in the social as if quite well. H e invariably showed the 
greatest respect for the feelings of his boys in the smallest 
matters. After dining with his friends at home, he would 
change his clothes again before coming to the Poly, lest his 
boys should regard him as a man apart from them, and again, 
when attending a club dinner outside he would don his evening 
clothes out of respect to their feelings—small matters, perhaps, 
but very typical. 

not rest till some employment was found for them. H e 
delighted to get tnese boys up to the Sunday afternoon ser
vice, and when they came he made a point of quietly seeing 
that they had tea with the regular members. 

Speaking of the class reminds me of Mr. Hogg's surprise, 
when he recommenced his series of addresses last vear, to find 
Ted Price laying the tables for a much larger number than 
usual. "You' l l drop money, Ted, there won't be half that 
number present." " Say you don' t know, sir," replied the 
genial Teddy, who went on with his work. " Yes I do, Ted ; 
my boys are tired of hearing me now." Ted did not admit it, 
and went on with his work till Q.H.—who knew nothing of 
the special efforts being made to get the members up—gave 
him the glance which Ted and all his boys knew meant 
" stop. " Which he did till the " guv'nor " was out 
of the way, when he went on again till the Social Room 
and the Club Rooms were all ready for the after-class tea. 
Q.H. was very much touched by the large attendance that 
afternoon, and a word of thanks and an appreciative twinkle 
for "Artful T e d d y " were not forgotten. 

Mr. Hogg was never happier than when he could take the 
members by surprise, and on no occasion was he more success
ful than on the opening night of the Long Acre Institute. 
The number of members of the Institute at Endell Street had 
grown to such an extent that large numbers were unable to 
obtain admission. Mr. Hogg therefore purchased the lease of 
48 and 49 Long Acre, and as secretly as possible had the premises 
converted into a model Institute, with fine hall, games 
room, reading-room, and library, the la t ter splendidly furnished. 
At Christmas, 1878, every member had an invitation to the 
New Year's reception at the opening of the new premises. 
The whole 300 turned up, and were met at the entrance by 
Mr. and Mrs. Hogg and their friends. As each entered he was 
handed a ticket with a number, and then passed through into 
the Large Hall, where a sumptous spread had been 
prepared. After tea there was music, and then the 
tables all around were uncovered, and the place pre
sented a veritable showroom, for there was a display 
of clocks, watches, dressing-bags, writing-cases, and other 
valuable articles which Mr. and Mrs. Hogg had selected, and 
each had a number attached. Every member then had to find 
the article with the number corresponding to that on his 
ticket, and this was his New Year's present. With each was a 
New Year's Wish. Many of those present on that occasion 
still cherish their present and retain it as a souvenir of one of 
the happiest evenings of their boyhood. 

Mr. Hogg never liked to see boys smoking, and at one 
time had a playful habit of taking all pipes from their 
mouths—when he could get t h e m ! — and these were all 
carefully preserved in his " m u s e u m " at Holly Hill till the 
place was burned down. Some few years ago he found 
one of the schoolboys round the corner struggling with a 
cigarette. He advised the lad to give it up, but he did not. 
They met again some years after, and the boy spoke with an 
indistinct voice. " H a v e you a cold," asked Q.H. " N o , Sir, 
was the answer, " it's through too much smoking. The doctor 
tells me I've permanently injured my throat." Mr. Hogg did 
not " rub it in," with an irritating " I told you so," the sadness 
of his silence was quite sufficient reminder of the first 
meet ing. 

To many it may come as a surprise to know that, in spite of 
the demands upon his t ime both in the City and at the Poly., 
he still made opportunities to visit the poorest lads' clubs, and 
seldom left them without some token of his goodwill, and if, as 
often happened, several of the lads were out of work, Q.H. did 

An old Poly, student sends the following : 

In sudden sorrow now we mourn a man ! 
A god-like man, yet human to the core, 

Who, in his great heart, took the griefs of all 
And cherished them till they were griefs no more. 

With self-forgetting love he gave his all, 
To help the lads who claimed him for their own, 

Their never-failing friend in joy, or ill, 
The best, the truest they had ever known. 

Not here our finite minds can understand 
The mystic law that such as he should die, 

While men remain whose hands are slow to help — 
Who, while he worked, stood idly dreaming by. 

And yet, he is not dead, not dead but passed beyond 
To where we may not follow for a space. 

In (rod's own care we leave him, till again 
In God's own time we meet him face to face. 
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Another old boy writes :— 
" O n e evening a few years since another member and 1 

were in the Cavendish Room with (J.H. when I jokingly sai I 
to my chum, 'You keep Mr. Hogg's attention engaged, while I 
pocket something.' Q.H. asked if 1 meant a bicycle which 
slood in the room. 1 said not that, but the Bible which lay on 
the table, and which I knew lie valued very much indeed. I 
thought nothing more about the matter, but to my great 
astonishment about three weeks after this Q.H. sent for me, 
and gave me a splendid Bible which he had bought me in Scot
land. He thoroughly enjoyed my confusion at the thought 
that perhaps he thought I had been asking for one. I asked 
him to write an inscription in the Bible, and this is what he 
wrote, after my name, and although 1 know that it is all un
deserved it has made the Bible extremely precious to me, 
' With much love from Ouintin Hogg, in memory of many 
years spent as fellow workers, and in recognition of help and 
sympathy for which I and many other Poly, boys will ever be 
his debtors ' ." 

Here is a typical letter from Mr. Hogg to one of his boys on 
his Poly, birthday—i.e., the first anniversary of his joining the 
Poly. Day School : — 

My Dear Boy, 
I must send you a line of God-speed on your first Poly, 

birthday, though I hope you will spend many future anni
versaries with us either as a schoolboy or as an O.Q. 

I am glad to have received satisfactory reports of yon 
wnile you have been with us. 

You must pray to-day my boy for strength to make this 
year the best you have yet spent and one in which others 
shall be the better and happier because you live. 

There is an old hymn which says :—• 

" We can all do more than we have done, and not be one 
whit the worse— 

It was never loving that emptied the heart, or giving that 
emptied the purse." 

Try and live this out in your life during the coming year, 
and then you will get into your own Soul some of that 
fulness " pressed down and shaken together and running 
over "of which the Master spake. 

Yours aff"., Q. H. 

During the last few days ever so many letters have been 
received from old members saying how much Mr. Hogg was 
to them. I cannot give more than a few extracts, but they 
will illustrate the hold he had on the hearts of his boys. 
There are numberless others, but Mrs. Hogg feels that, in many 
cases, they are quite too sacred to quote. 

FROM G E O . HAYNES. 

" It was with intense sorrow I learnt of the death of 
Mr. Hogg. I have such cleaV recollections of dear old 
Long Acre, and the many happy times we, as old boys, have 
spent at Holly Hill, thanks to the goodness of heart of Mr 
Hogg, and the knowledge of his real Christianity in all things. 
And I realise how deep will be the feelings of the Old Brigade, 
now scattered far and wide, at the loss of one who set us many 
good examples in the good old days, and whose cheery and 
kindly words can never be effaced from our memory." 

FROM H . DRESCH. 

"Nobody but a Poly, boy can realise what a loss it means. 
Though I have not been so closely in touch with the Insti tute 
of late years, having taken up work in my own district, yet the 
loss to me is terrible. No one knows what he was to me : he 
was my ideal man, and his influence over me has never 
waned." 

FROM " IKK " M U R P H Y . 

" Having been connected with dear Mr. Hogg for nearly 
thirty years, it was a great blow. . . . Having spent the 
happiest days of my boyhood and manhood at the Institute, I 
have much to b i grateful and thankful for." 

FROM DAVE NICOLE. 

" I feel that I have lost one of my best friends; r 
loved him from the first time I met him, aud the longer I knew 
him the more I loved him. He knew us boys through and 
through, and drew out the best that was in us." 

FROM J. JEYES. 

" Having been a frequent attendant at the old Institute, 
Long Acre, on Sunday afternoon, I have often listened to his 
fatherly advice and friendly conversation to the fellows. His 
name will be perpetuated, and his motto, which was " It is more 
blessed to give than receive,' will be inscribed with his name." 

FROM HARRY P O W I S . 

" He was the means of making my sad life, alone in 
London, a happy one, and he was the means of making me 
what I am to-day. What the London boys will do without him 
I cannot imagine, for I know his worth. Surely it can be 
said of him that he truly was a man after God's own heart. 
I have lost my greatest friend, his photograph has, and 
always will remain along with Mrs. Hogg's, hung over my 
desk, and it is a constant comfort before my eyes." 

And now, by way of concluding these all too brief notes, 
what more fitting illustration of wha tQ .H . was to us can I give 
than his last—his unfinished-letter ? It was found on his desk 
on Saturday morning, and it is not known for whom it was in
tended. Possibly a reader may recognise it as his, and if so 
Mrs. Hogg will be glad to let him have it :— 

January 17, 1903. 

" I was very much touched by your letter, and the 
thought which led you to come back to me with the doubts 
and difficulties which have cropped up since you went out 
into the greater world outside the Poly. Do you remem
ber, sonnie, how in the old days I advised you to stick to 
essentials. This one thing I It now is better than a dozen 
creeds. Whatever else may be shaken, there are some 
stablished beyond the warring of theologians. For ever, 
virtue is better than vice—truth than falsehood—kind
ness than brutality. These, like love, 'never fail,' so you 
must not let your (doubts?) lead you to a wrong life. 
Don't confuse theology and religion—the one is a science 
to be proved or disproved—the other is a life to be lived. 
I am writing this in the early morning hours, and will try 
to run out and catch the 3 a.m. post, so that it may reach 
you in the morning. You say you are free all day. Come 
any time. I can give you all the afternoon if you like, 
and I will be expecting you about 2.15. We can talk these 
matters over better than with pen and ink." 

Thou must be true, thyself, 
It thou the t ruth wouldst teach. 
Thy soul must overflow, if thou 
Another 's soul wouldst reach. 
It is the overflowing heart 
That gives the lips full speech. 
Think truly, and thy thought 
Shall a world's famine feed, 
Speak truly, and thy word 
Shall be a fruitful seed. 
Live truly, and thy life shall be 
A truly noble creed. 
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4m>r. ©utnttn IbOQG'e laat publisbefc access. 
THE THREE BURDEN BEARERS.3 

" Every man shall bear his own burden."—Galatians 6, 5. 
" Bear ye one another 's burdens."—Galatians 6, 2. 
"Cast thy burden on the Lord."—Psalm 55, 22. 
I have called my subject " T h e Three Burden Bearers. ' J 

might, I think, with equal truth have called it " T h r e e Ways of 
Bearing a Burden," or (he burden which all must bear, the 
burden which all may bear, and the burden which all may get 
rid of. Let me deal with these three separately, and start with 
the text which 1 have put first, " E v e r y man shall bear his own 
burden." 

We have all heard it said, " Whom the gods love die 

I am not suggesting that there is any sin in smoking. My 
point is that the boy had taken up a burden which he need 
never have borne, and that this burden was a wholly pre
judicial one to him as regards his health. 

There is a well-known story of Mr. Sothern, the Yankee 
actor, who, in the days when I was a boy, was making i\\\ 
London laugh by the manner in which he represented Lord 
Dundreary in a play called " O u r American Cousin." Sothern's 
part had not been intended to be a leading one, but the man 
played it with such merit that all the other actors were lor-
gotten and Dundreary practically held the attention of the 
audience single-handed. It was at the time of the marriage of 

lg were a wholly evil and unp 
thing-, the p.-overb which I have quoted might be deemed true 
enough, but amongst the burdens which a man has to shoulder 
on his way thiough life, are many which may be so borne as to 
leave the hearer stronger and not the weaker for the effort. " I 
have written unto you young men because ye are strong, and 
because ye have overcome the evil one," wrote the aged 
Apostle to the young men of his day, and the man must be a 
weakling indeed who wishes to get through life shirking his 
own lair share of the toil and trouble, and letting other hands 
do the labour which should have b?en performed by his own. 
" Endure hardness," was Paul's message to young Timothy, 
and if you read the story of Paul's own life in 2 Corinthians 11, 

prietors of Punch in a house which overlooked the route, and 
found himself on the wrong side of the Strand trying in vain to 
get through. Finally he offered a policeman a quid to take 
him across, but even with that inducement the genial Robert 
found the task beyond his strength. " I will tell you what to 
do ," at last said Sothern, " s l i p the handcuffs on me and 
shout out that you have caught a thief." iSTo sooner said 
than done. The policeman called out as directed, and the 
crowd, seeing someone in charge, at once made way, and 
Sothern was soon being welcomed by his friends who had been 
watching his ruse with intense amusement. Somebody else 
looked after the friendly policeman, and Sothern was hauled tip-

On arrival at the first floor he sure to guage how worthily that f™\ >?y a d o , z e . n o f h i s comrades C 
s carried out the advice he had ! lound he had forgotten to ask or 

you will be able in some measure i U S u a S C i w » » U H . I U J ^ « ^ , ,- , , , . , ,- l t , <• .1 1 1 iv 
noble Apostle of the Gentiles carried out the advice he had ! lound he had forgotten to ask or the key of the handculls 
given to his own in the Fai th. And yet Paul, in spite of all ! J , u s t t h e n , t h e , Procession came along, and the poor fellow found 
his imprisonments and shipwrecks, and fastings, and scourg- • t h a t , h e handcuffs which he had put on m jest had to be 
ings, and I know not what else besides, writes to his converts \ unwelcome hindrances during the passage of the procession 
at Rome that he judges the burdens he has borne as " not . a n d a t t h e l u n c h which followed. 
worthy to be compared to the glory which shall be revealed " j Here , again was a burden laughingly assumed, but, final y, 
; n ^m a hindrance. Of course, in this particular case it could be 

There are, of course, some burdens which bring nothing 8<* r i d o f , e a s i l r enough, but I fancy 1 must he talking to 
but sorrow with them, the ' burdens which we have created for! s o r a c t h l s , afternoon who curse the day when, almost in inno-
ourselvcs, the loss, the ruin, the ill-health which mav come c e " c e a n d certainly in l ightheadedness, they gave way to sins 
from pampered idleness and indulged sin, and this 'line o f ; which are to-day making the tremendous ^trut^ that every man 
thought lends itself naturally to us while standing on the thres 
hold of a year in which we shall be in some "measure what 
we have made ourselves in 1902. The year that has passed 
vill live on with us for weal or woe. 

" Our actions come upon us from afar, 
And what we have been makes us what we are." 

Or, as another poet puts it : 
" Our acts our angels are for good or ill, 

T h e fateful shadows that walk by us still 

must bear his own burden a grim reality to them. 
1 In one sense there is no Gospel, no religion, no ex

pression of faith which can alter this t ruth . The re
formed drunkard does not part with his diseased liver and 
trembling hand when he gives up, if indeed he is able to do it, 
the drink. The man who has led a vicious life finds no 
chemistry which can restore to him the wasted strength of the 
years which the locust has eaten. Such burdens as these, 
therelore, are the necessary outcome of evil. It is rather, 
however, of burdens nobly borne, difficulties manfully con-

1 feel sure I must be talking to many in this hall who will quered, obstacles strenuously surmounted, that I would speak 
mderstand what I mean when I sav that many of the burdens 1 io 7 o u n o w " I n t h e lonS r u n o u r character depends on not so 

.which now crush us most, were taken up lightly and carelessly, m u c h w h a t w e profess to beheve^or even on what we do, as 
as though they would bring joy and not sorrow into our lives. u pon what we are. Sings Hood : they would Dring joy and not sorrow into 
Seven or eight years ago I found one of my little Day School 
bairns indulging in the fearful pleasures of a surreptitious 
smoke round the corner. I toid him that he was a silly little 
chap, and asked him what earthly use there was in creating an 
appetite which could not do him much good, and might possi 

It is but little joy 
To know that I'm further off from heaven 
Than I was when a boy. 

It must be a sad thought to many of us to-day to feel thai 
the years that have passed have taken from oun manhood 

bly, if over indulged, do harm. T h e boy laughingly replied | r ; l t h g r t h a n a d u e d t 0 J t _ t h a t our faith is weaker, our life less 
that I need not have any fear, that he was really not a smoker, s t r e n u o u s than was the case years ago. 
and that he could give up smoking when he pleased, and . . ,, c t . . , . , • , , , , • , 
,„:1 i ,„„ t fu„ c i : „u , „ . t ^,-ffi' n T;- , ' • ' T 1 never shall forget an incident which iwas burnt into mv without the slightest difficulty, t i v e years later, in 1901, I i s 

found myself in Scotland, and who should I come across but 
this very same boy grown into a man. H e was travelling with 
a dramatic company touring the provinces, and I at once invited 
him to come and see me in my room. When he did so I could 
not help noticing a kind of short dry cough which came on 
with most irr i tat ing regularity every two or three sentences 
he spoke. At last I called his at tention to it, and asked him 
where he had caught his cold. " It is not the result of a 
chill," said my old boy, "if is the outcome of cigarette 
smoking. The doctor tells me that I have smoked so much 
that I have damaged my bronchial tubes." " Well, my boy," 
I said, " why don't you give it up ?" The answer was " 1 can't. 
1 have got so accustomed to it that I cannot break off" the 
habit." I think that th~ thoughts of both of us went back to 
that scene five years previously, of which I have told you. 

memory when 1 was myself but little more than a boy. There 
was a man living on the south side of the Thames whom 1 
used occasionally to visit, and one day in the winter I was 
called to see him as he was desperately ill. By the ' t ime I 
reached his room the man was dead. H e was lying'on the 
floor, which constituted his bedstead, in his soiled, torn, and 
dirty clothes, for he had come home drunk and had died ere 
he could undress. The face was sodden and stained, the corpse; 
still smelt of the drink which had been his ruin ; you could 
not wish to see a more terrible desecration of what might have 
been the Temple of God. Jus t above him, over the maivtle-
piecc, hung the one article of furniture which he had not sold 
or pawned. It was a framed photograph of himself in his 
younger days. It represented a bright, hopeful, pleasant-
looking lad, a young fellow who would have compared disad-

On the wall vantageously with but very few in this hall, un tne wan was 
Notes of a New Year's laddressdelivered on Sunday afternoon, Jan. 4th 1 t h e representation of the youth as he had started in the race 

Reprinted from Poly. Mag. of Jan. 14th, 1905. r J 
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and on the floor, in the poor, soiled, whiskey-soaked body lay, 
the wretched outcome of the burdens which he had heaped on 
himself. 

Not in this sense, therefore, but in a far nobler one, be a 
burden bearer, resolved that, God helping you, the difficulties 
and the burdens of life shall ennoble and strengthen you just 
as the gymnasium brings out the muscles of the athlete. 

There is an old legend of an Eastern king who, noticing 
the habit of his subjects to grumble at other people for not 
doing better, while they were slow to show an example in 
their own lives, had a huge stone placed in the centre of the 
road that led close by his palace. The first man that passed 
was someone coming' to market with a donkey with loaded 
panniers. " W h a t lazy chaps these people at Bagdad aFe,'' he 
muttered to himself, " t o leave such a big stone in the middle 
of the road," and so he passed on to the market. Next came 
some merchants with their camels. " Slothful hounds," cried 
they, " not to clear away the obstruction from the road," and 
then, leading their camels till their packs rubbed against the 
wall, thev just squeezed through the aperture that was left. 
So through the day, man and woman, soldier and civilian, 
passed by, mostly reviling the laziness of the people at Bagdad, 
and their neighbours generally, for not removing the stone. 
After three days the king came out with his soldiers and called 
ihe people from the market place to come to him. Pointing 
to the stone, he told how he had watched for three days, and 
had heard everyone grumbling at other people's laziness, while 
not one had put his shoulder to the stone in order to remove 
it. Then, turning to a couple of soldiers, he told them to push 
the stone to the side of the road. No sooner had they done 
so than a little hole in the road where the stone had been 
lying became visible, and from it was drawn forth a tin box, 
upon which was written, " For the man who lifts this stone." 
Opening the box, the king showed a handsome signet ring and 
a score of golden coins, which would have been his reward 
who had worked instead of grumbling, and had cleared the 
highway instead of leaving the burden for his neighbours. Of 
course, those who had missed the prize were again full of 
recriminations and distress. The story may be true or false, 
but let the lesson it teaches remain with us through this year. 
No man can really manfully bear his burdens through life—no 
man can do his duty honestly and stoutly, facing difficulties 
and overcoming evil, but what he wins a reward compared to 
which those pieces of gold would be the merest dross. 

I must, however, hurry on. W e must come to the next 
text, " Bear ye one another's burdens, and so fulfil the law of 
Christ." 

It sounds like a paradox to sav that the addition of a fresh 
weight to the burden of a man lightens his load, and yet no man 
has ever heartily thrown himself into unselfish work for 
others without being conscious that his own sorrows and diffi
culties were in a large measure forgotten in helping to remove 
those of others. I can see before me faces of many whose unpaid 
work lias helped to leave the Institute or some of its sections 
the stronger and better through their effort. I would appeal 
to you now that you have found other work to do, is not the re
membrance of the unpaid and unselfish work vou did in this place 
one of the sweetest records of your experience? Does not t he 
very remembrance of t ime spent for others, and not upon your
self, come as a sweet fresh thought to gladden your heart even 
to-day? I remember Professor Drum inond, whom I knew well, 
saying one day that though he had travelled much and tasted 
many of the sweets of life, the real, precious, unfailing source 
of joy to him lay rather in the recollection of a few kindly acts 
of love done to help some other life, acts of which nobody ever 
knew or would know, but the remembrance of which in his 
own soul was an exceeding great reward. In this connec
tion let me talk to vou not only as individuals but as citizens 
ot this great country, as units in that England whose welfare is, 
I hope, to you something more than your own enrichment and 
pleasure. Never in the history of the world has such a 
burden rested on any empire as that which rests on the 
shoulders of our country to-day. This century which we have 
just entered will make or mar the British Empire. If we carry 
out the spirit of the text which we have read, and strive to 
bear the burdens of those other races which have been com
mitted to us—if we live as though we desired their well-being, 
and rise to a higher conception of empire than that reached bv 
Gi eece or Rome, then, in the strength of duty manfully per
formed and of national honour splendidly upheld, will England 
shine forth at the end of the twent ie th 'century a hundredfold 
brighter than she does to-day. Have you ever read those 
words of Kipling's. H e calls them" " T h e ; white man's 

burden." I have not time to read you the whole, but a few 
stranzas at anv rate will indicate what I mean. 

Take up the white man's burden. 
Send forth the best ye breed, 

Go bind your sons to exile 
To serve your captive's need. 

To wait, in heavy harness, 
On fluttered folk and wild, 

Your new-caught sullen peoples, 
Half devil and half child. . . . 

By open speech and simple 
A hundred times made plain, 

To seek anothe- 's profit, 
And work another's gain. , . . 

Take up the white man's burden, 
And reap his old reward, 

The blame of those ye better, 
The hate of those ye guard. 

The cry of those ye humour 
(Ah! slowly) toward the light, 

" Why brought ye us from bondage, 
Our loved Egyptian night." 

Take up the white man's burden, 
Ye dared not stoop to less, 

Nor call too loud on freedom 
To clo'he your weariness. 

B3' all ve will or whisper, 
By all ye leave or do, 

The sullen silent peoples 
Will judge your God and you. 

That is the note which needs to be sounded through our 
British Empire to-day. The hundreds of millions committed 
to us must be dealt with as a trust, or the brother 's burden left 
unborne may wreck the Empire which neglects its duty. 
Never before, I honestly believe, has a country been governed 
by an alien people like India and Egypt have been governed 
by us. You have read in the papers of the opening of the 
new dam at Assouan and of the digging and working of the 
Suez Canal, yet English engineers tell us that long before (he 
days of Joseph there was a canal, not of salt water but of fresh 
water, between Suez and the Nile, while yet further back in 
Egyptian history some mighty unknown Pharaoh deviated 
the Nile itself from its channel under the Libyan Hills to its 
present waterway. Thus the feats of our English engineers 
have had their counterparts, and more, in the efforts of men 
who lived more than fifty centuries ago ; but in moral 
triumphs, people governed righteously, the precious water 
shared equally between rich and poor, taxes honestly collected 
and administered for the good of the governed, in all these 
England may well claim to bave left a record which no Pharaoh 
ever attempted to achieve. 

Did you read Lord Curzon's speech at the Delhi Durbav ? 
Did you note how he spoke of the Herculean and apparently 
impossible task, of which Alexander never dreamed and Akbar 
never achieved, of welding together the vast Empire of many 
peoples, from the Himalayas to Cape Comorin, into one 
homogeneous whole, at peace with each other and with us, the 
outcome of the rule of a handful of British administrators. Let 
us remember, dear fellows, that if England is to fulfil her 
duty, and to bear her mighty share of the white man's burden, 
the individual life of England must be unselfish nnd heroic 
and pure. The nation is but the aggregate of individuals. 
Let us see to it that in our own homes, in our own lives, in 
this Institute, the spirit of bearing the burdens of others, by 
assuaging their sorrows and brightening their lives, finds at 
least some part. Try and win for your epitaph so nothing 
analogous to those splendid lines with which Whittier mourned 
the death of one who in the days of slavery in the United 
States had taken up the unpopular cause of emancipation, 
though it brought him but the garret and the crust. Think 
what a life his must have been of whom Whit t ier could write : 

The warmest of hearts is frozen, 
And the freest of hands is still, 

And the gap in our best and chosen 
The long years may not fill. 

No duty could o'ertask him, 
No work his will outrun, 

And ere our lips could ask him, 
His hands the work had done. 
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He gave his own soul for others, 
Himself to his neighbour lending, 

And he found his Lord in his suffering brothers, 
And not in the clouds descending. 

So the bed was sweet to die on 
When he saw the door wide-swung, 

Against whose bolted iron 
The strength of his life was flung. 

For his eye saw, ere it darkened, 
The sheaves of the harvest-bringing, 

And his ear, while yet it harkened, 
Heard the song of the reaper singing. 

The whole tone of these stanzas rings with ihe spirit of 
the text which we are considering, "Rear one ano the rsb i rdens 
and so fulfil the law of Christ ." 

Finally, we come to the last verse of all, " Cast your burden 
on the Lord and he will sustain you." I would have liked 
to have dwelt more upon this, but time fails me. Pe ter gives 
us a similar thought in his first Epistle, " Casting all your care 
upon Him for he careth for you." If in the past you are con
scious that your life has been something of a failure—if you 
have to confess that, rivetted hard upon you, are the habits 
formed bv past sins and slothful negligence—if, in the moments 
when your own better self calls to you to lead a worthier life, 
there come to you longings for the righteousness which alone 
can satisfy the human soul—then remember to-day there is 
One standing among us able to save and ready to save. The 
message is for you as it was for those standing under the 
Syrian sky long ago, " Come unto Me all ye that labour and 
heavy laden, and I will give you rest." Let Him bear your 
burden. Ask for His strength to make you a good citizen and 
a good man, and plead with Him who is ever more ready to 
hear than we are to pray, that you may receive to-day from His 
lips the benediction, "Son , be of good cheer, thy sins are for
given thee." 

Tell Him about the heartache, 
Tell Him the longings, too, 

Tell Him the baffled purpose, 
When you scarce know what to do. 

Then leaving all your weakness 
On the One divinely strong, 

Forget that you bore the burden 
And carry away the song. 

ftbouobts from Bap to Bap. 
By Q.H. 

(These notes are taken from the weekly Hymn sheet used at our Sunday 
evening services at the Poly. It has been thought more convenient to 
insert the notes from Sunday to Saturday, as generally it is intended that 
one theme shall run through the week, and the sequence would be 
interrupted were the notes to be from Wednesday to Tuesday to fit the 
Magazine week.—Kd. P.M.) 

SUNDAY, January 25th. 

" G O D OUR SAVIOUR." 

Last week we had as our subject "Wha t God saves us 
from " and " W h y He saves." 

Let us this week take as our first subject : 
WHOM DOES HE SAVE? 

1. The lost. 
" That which was lost."—Luke 19, 10 and 15, 4. 
" I will seek that which was lost...driven away.. .broken.. . 

sick."—Ezekiel 34, 16. 

Let us remember again the Seeker. It is " T h e only wise 
God our Saviour.. . the living God. . . the Saviour of all."— 
Jude 25 ; 1 Tim. 4, io . While He searches for us there can 
be no such thing as despair. 

Through sins of sense, perversities of will, 
Through doubt and pain, through guilt and shame and ill, 
His pitying eye is on His creature still. 

The story of Bethlehem and Nazareth, of Galilee and 
Bethany, of Gethsemane and Calvary reveal some of His foot
prints as He sought His lost children. Could the storv of 
London be written by an inspired pen we should see the great 
Seeker still unchanged, the lost being still found. For 

" . . .Sweet and tender even vet, 
A present help is He, 

And faith has still its Olivet, 
And love its Galilee." 

H flDeeeaac. 
He has entered the valley of blessing so sweet , c 

His work on earth is done ; 
The angels take up the glad refrain 

Of the Master's welcome—well done— 
Thy life in its fullest and truest sense 

Has only just begun. 

W e are left behind in the valley of tears , 
Comes the cry from that busy throng, 

His cheering word, his loving smile, 
For the touch of his hand we long, 

To cheer us and help us on our way. 

" H e has watched us grow up ," his old boys say, 
" Has taught us to work, and watch, and pray." 

And his little boys say, 
" W e want him to help us in our play," 

Now, alas, he has gone away. 

But only to dwell in the valley of rest, 
Just on the other side, 

And a loving message comes from him, 
Borne back upon the tide. 

f Use the year wisely—mv precious boys, 
Be noble, brave, and true, 

With your motto in sight go forth to the fight 
To " The Lord is our strength " be true, 

To this valley of song, my boys, march on, 
I am waiting to welcome you 

Just as I used to do. A MEMBER. 

* The hymn Mr. Hogg had chosen for opening the meeting, Sunday 
January 18th. 

f The closing sentence of his New Year's address. 

MONDAY, 26th. 

WHOM DOES HE SAVE ? 

2. Sinners. 
He "came to save sinners." 1 Tim., i, 15. 
" I came.. . to call. . .sinners." Luke 5, 32 (see Luke 

18, 19-14). You and I can see a man's faults and run him 
down and condemn him, but God sees in the world's outcasts 
the possibilities of a love such as her 's who wept by His cross 
when all denied Him, and who went first to His grave. I 
think as one grows older the thought of God's marvellous 
long-suffering and tenderness with us overshadows almost all 
our other conceptions of Him. It is still as the sinner that 
one has to come day after day. The confession of the things 
done which we ought not to have done, and of the things left 
undone which we should have done, makes one thank God for 
the revelation of Himself as one who " came to save sinners." 

" Alone, O Love ineffable ! 
Thy saving name is given ; 

To turn aside from Thee is hell, 
To walk with Thee is heaven. 

TUESDAY, 27th. 

" WHOM DOES HE SAVE." 

3. The helpless. 
" H e giveth power to the faint...to them that have no 

might." Is. 40, 29. 
"Those that had need of healing." Luke 9, n . 
Do you remember how in the Master's parable (Luke 14, 21) 

the messengers were sent to bring to the King's palace—the 
poor, the maimed, the halt, and the blind. Look at the guests 
as they come in. They are the world's weaklings —the help
less. They can pay nothing—for they are poor. They can do 
nothing, for they are maimed. They cannot even walk, for 
they are lame. Nor see the right way, for they are blind. 
Yet Christ chose these to illustrate the spiritual condition of 
those whom He came to save. What is your excuse for not 
coming? That you have nothing to offer? That you have 
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blunted your capacities ? That you have lost the power of 
coming-to Him? That you cannot see Him as you would? 
Let the King's message suffice. " Come...1 will in no wise 
cast out." 

WEDNESDAY, a8th. 

" W H O M D O E S H E SAVE ? " 

4. The whole world. 

" H e is the propitiation...for the sins of the whole world." 
1 John 2, 2. 

" The Saviour of the world."—1 John 4, 14. 

" T h i s is indeed the Saviour of the world."—John 4, 42. 

As there is no need that God's compassion will not supply 
—no stalls for the favoured or gallery for the poor—so there is 
no limit to His saving grace, no sheep forgotten because " n o t 
of this " or that " fold." 

" Oh Love divine, whose constant beam 
Shines on the eyes that will not see, 

And waits to bless us while we dream 
Thou leavest us because we turn from Thee ! 
" Nor bounds, nor clime, nor creed Thou know'st, 

Wide as our need Thv favours fall, 
The white wings of the Holy Ghost 

Stoop, seen or unseen, o'er the heads of all." 
Whittier. 

" Come now let us reason together, saith the Lord, though 
vour sins be as scarlet thev shall be white as snow." 

Is. 1, 18. 

" Ho, everyone that thirsteth, come ye to the waters, and he 
that hath no money, come.. .without money and without price." 

Is. 55, 1. 

" Come unto Me all ye that labour and are heavy laden and 
I will give you rest."—Matt. 11, 28. 

" Je sus stood and cried, saying, If any man thirst let him 
come unto Me and drink."—John 7, 37. 

" A n d let him that is athirst c o m e ; and whosoever will 
let him take the water of life freely."—Rev. 22, 17. 

" T O - D A Y , if ve will hear His voice, harden not your hearts. ' 
Heb. 4, 7. 

" How many hearts Thou might'st have had, 
More innocent than mine ? 

How many souls more won by far 
Of that sweet love of T h i n e ? " 

These "Thoughts"—jfan. 25th to Jan. 31st.—are the last thai 
were personally revised b\ Mr. Hogg. 

THURSDAY, 29th. 

WHEN DOES HE SAVE ? 

';Now."—2 Cor. 6, 2. 

' A very present help. 44, i-

There were frogs everywhere—in the palace of Pharaoh 
and in the huts of his slaves—frogs in such numbers as to 
" cover the land " and be a plague to all. So Pharoah sent for 
Moses to rid him of his plague. Yet when asked to suggest 
a time for the cessation of his p lague he said " To-morrow." 
Just so with most of us. We mean to be saved some day—to
morrow or the day after—we mean to give up sin before we 
die. And all the while habit of sin is growing stronger, while 
the spiritual faculties are withering through disease. Hear 
what Shakespeare says of the man who puts off:— 

"To-morrow, did'st thou say? 
Go to. I will not hear-of it. 
To-morrow is a thief, a sharper, 
That steals thy readv cash 
And pavs thee with his worthless promises. 

"Come, for all things are N O W ready.—Luke 14, 17. 

FRIDAY, 30th. 

" HOW DOES HE SAVE ? " 

" He gave Himself for me."—Gal. 2, 20. 
"' According to His mercy h e saved."—Tit. 3, 5. 
" I t is the gift of God."—Eph. 2, 8. 
" See the salvation of God. He shall fight for you."— 

Ex. 14, 13, 14. 
" While we were yet sinners, Christ died for us."— 

Rom. 5, 8. 
" In whom we have redemption through His blood, the 

forgiveness of sins."—Eph. 1, 7. 
" His own self bare our sins in His own body on the t ree ." 

1 Pet. 2, 24. 
" G o d was in Christ reconciling the world unto Himself." 

2 Cor. 5, 19. 
" I have blotted out as a thick cloud.. . thy sins ; return 

unto Me, for I have redeemed thee.—Is. 44, 22. 

SATURDAY, 31st. 

HOW DOES HE SAVE ? 

" Ready to pardon...a gracious and merciful God." 
Neh. 9, 17-31. 

SUNDAY, February 1st, 1903. 

" How shall we escape if we neglect ? " 

W e often lose much by divorcirg religion from natural 
law. One part of God 's universe is not administered in a 
manner antagonistic to the rest. On the contrary, Christ 
was for ever teaching spiritual truths through the medium of 
parables drawn from every day life. The farmer's field and 
the farmer's heart alike, if neglected, deteriorate and yield 
tares instead of wheat. T h e muscle, the intellect, and the 
spiritual faculties of a man all develope with use, and are 
atrophied by neglect. Let us consider this week some 
illustrations of the great law underlving the challenge of the 
writer of the epistle to the Hebrews. How shall zve escape 
if we neglect ? 

MONDAY, 2nd. 

" How shall we escape if we neglect ?" 

The re is in Kentucky a huge cavern called the Mammoth 
Cave, where I have spent many an interesting hour. I know 
not how far it extends, but trips occupying five or more hours 
are planned for you, and with torches, candles, and magnesium 
light you accompany your guides. In it are mighty halls, vast 
corridors, streams, archways, and labyrinths, and by boat and 
on foot you make your way. In the streams and lakes there 
a re fish which you can catch without much difficulty with your 
hand. At first glance their eyes look perfect, for all the rudi
mentary structure is there, but you soon notice that the fish is 
blind. The scapel and the microscope disclose a fairly perfect 
front to the eye, but a mass of useless ruin behind. Born in 
darkness, of ancestors who have been strangers to the light, 
the optic nerve of the fish has grown to be a dead insensate 
thing, an incumbrance rather than an endowment. Disuse has 
done its work. The unused eye has ceased to be. The law 
of neglect has run its course. 

TUESDAY, 3rd. 

" How shall we escape if we neglect ? " 

"If I had to live my life over again," writes Charles Darwin, 
the great naturalist and observer. " I would make a rule to 
read some poetry and listen to some music at least once 
every week ; for, perhaps the parts of my brain, now atrophied, 
would thus have been kept active through use. The loss of 
these tastes is a loss of happiness, and may possibly be injurious 
to the intellectual and...moral character by enfeebling the 
emotional part of our nature." There had been a time when 
the young Darwin loved music, enjoyed poetry, and found 
special pleasure in Shakespeare. By the time he was fifty he 
found that he had so completely turned himself into what he 



35 T H E P O L Y T E C H N I C M A G A Z I N E . January 28, .903. 

calls, ifl remember rightlv, " a registering machine, that music 
and poetry alike had lost their charm. The law of neglect h i d 
worked. The unused faculties had ceased to be. 

WEDNESDAY, 4 th , 

"Flow shall we escape if we neglect." 

Tt was not only his taste for music and poetry that Charles 
Darwin lost by disuse. He tells us that when as a voung man 
he stood in theso 'emn grandeur of the vast Brazilian forests, 
" It is not possible to give an adequate i lea of the higher feel
ings of wonder, admiration, and devotion which fill and devote 
the mind.. .But now the grandest scene would not cuise any 
such conviction and feelings to rise in n ivnrnd ." One dav the 
Duke of Argyll spoke of the way in which the wonders of 
Nature dre v his mind to the Creator, and Darwin replied, 
" Well, that often comes over me with overwhelming f iree, hut 
at other times it seems to go nwav." Darwin's devotion to 
his studies h id been such as to absorb all his facu'ties, and the 
musical, poetic il, and spiritual sides of his nature had sullered 
from disuse. Neglected, they could not escape deterioration. 

THURSDAY, 5th. 

Wallace, the scientist, testifies that in the plai is of the 
Euphrates, once the granary of the world, the wheat for which 
it had been famous had reverted to the wild grain from which 
cultivation had raised it. Ti the farms of Virginia, deserted 
during the four years war of secession in the U.S.A., the 
strawberries and r scs had begun their reversion to ihe wild 
fruit and Hover. The mole burrowing in darkness has a'niost 
lost its sight. Darwin was quick to notice this truth in ih'e 
lower animals, vet wondered in his old age that the same law 
had applied to him. If the man whoieg l cts exercise grows up 
soft and flabby, not because he has no muse'es but becausi he 
does not use th m ; if the man who neglects his intellect 
grows up a fool, can we wonder that he who neglects to us* 
his spiritual gifts, to feed his higher nature, finds the gifts 
themselves waning till they disappear. I low can he escape if 
he neglects ? 

FRIDAY, 6th. 

" H o w can we escape if we neglect." 

Let us apolv the law of which we have been speaking to 
ourselves. To the extent to which we practice or neglect pri
vate praver—to that extent our do i r of access to the Most 
High swings wide open or begins to close. To the extent to 
which we encourage thoughts of God's Fatherhood or the re
verse will the image of that Father grow vivid or becunc 
blurred. In the king run we become what we habitually 
tJiinli. The man whose thoughts run to the gratification of his 
flesh will find the power to rule his body decaying. While he 
whose mind is set on upraising and benefitting his fellows wi'l 
become conscious of a more tender power of sympathy and a 
growing sense of brotherhood. 

SATURDAY, 7th. 

" H o w can we escape if we neglect ? " 

Finally, does not this lead up to the solemn question, 
What am I doing with God's Gospel ? What ideal am I 
trying to live up to? The feet of the sower hardens the 
path on which the seed docs not grow. The appeals which 
once reached us, move us no more. The story of God's 
goodness, which once drew us to Him, heard too often and 
neglected, loses its power. The sin which used to come 
as a suppliant with the excuse " only this once," now marches 
boldiv to us with the claim " t h e r e is no harm in it " ; while 
the neglected conscience, stifled and unregarded, protests 
with a voice growing daily flcebler. A man need not of set 
purpose cultivate evil in his life, to become evil, anv more 
than you need sow weeds in your garden to fill the soil with 
mischievous seeds and roots. Neglect the garden and the 
weeds will come of themselves ; neglect your nobler nature, 
cease from prayer, stifle your nobler impulses, andfthe day 
will come when you will realise in bitter sorrow the sure 
outcome 01 neglect, the inevitable penalty of disuse. 

motes. 
Mrs. Quintin Hogg has arranged for her Sunday class to be 

taken by Mrs. F. S. Webster on February 1st, and by Vliss 
Graham on February 8th. Mrs. Studd hopes to be present on 
each occasion. 

The Friday cyc l ing class will be taken by Miss Graham on 
30th inst. 

Mr. Douglas Hogg asks me to say on behalf of Mrs. 
Quintin Hogg, himself and the rest of the family how much 
they have been touched by the deep grief which has been ex
pressed with so much sympathy. It is quite beyond their 
power to reply to all the letters received, but they hope that 
their silence will in no case be misunderstood as a lack of 
appreciation. They would take this opportunity of t h a n ; i i g 
all inns' sincerely for their loving sympathy at this time. 

Tncrc have been a large number of applications for photo
graphs of Mr. Hogg for framing and insertion in albums. We 
have, therefore, purchased the negative of the photographs 
that Mr. Hogg expressed as being the best that he had ever 
had taken, and copi :s, cibinet size, carte dc visite, anil also the 
larger size for framing, will hi on s.ile at the bookstall in a fey 
days. A photogravure reproduction, size 10 in, by 8 in., for 
framing, is alsi be in j printed, and the authorities will he 
pleased to present 0:1? ot 'th ;se free to every mem') r and 
student who will make application for it, and also to send one to 
anv old members who will forward their address and stamps for 
postage. Although these copies will cost a considerable amount, 
the committee do not wish to make a trading arrangement with 
regard to them, and one c ipy will he presented free to each 
member and student. This being the ease, it is hoped that 
no member or student will c'aim more than one copy. A 
second copy may be purchased. 

Special addresses on the life and work of Mr. Ouintin Hogg 
were also delivered last Sunday bv our friend, Rev. F. S. 
Webster, at All S nil's Church, Langham Place, and Dr. Clif
ford at Westbourne Chapel. Unfortunately, it has been found 
quite impossible to include reports of these -addresses here, 
owing to want of space. 

May I here explain to the very many correspondents who have 
so kindly sent in contributions—in prose and verse—that if I 
have not been able to insert their notes it has been so'elv from 
want of space, and that the kindly motive which has prompte 1 
them f o write is fully appreciated. 

"Hll is Mell." 
In the centre of the circle 

Of the will of God I stand ; 
There can come no second causes, 

All must come Irom His dear hand. 
All is well ! for 'tis inv Father ! 

Who my life hath planned.I 

Shall I pass through waves of sorrow ? 
Then I know it will be best ; 

Though I cannot tell the reason, 
1 can trust and so am blest. 

God is love, and God is faithful, 
So in perfect "Peace, [ rest. 

With the shade and with the sunshine, 
With the joy and with the pain, 

Lord, 1 trust Thee, both arc needed, 
Each Thy wayward child to train. 

Earthly loss, did we but know it, 
Often means our Heavenly gain. 

r. G. w. 
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