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Robert Morier thus records his last visit to him not long before his
death: N

«Hia ntelleet wan us clear, his speech as incisive, his interest in poetry and
politica as koen us when I last saw him three years ago. It was a beaut‘iful
English stunner ufternoon: a warm sun lit up his pal(; features, which still re-
tained thelr aplendid vuiline and were entirvely wanting in the wrinkles or with-

ered ook of oxtreme olduge. . . Heseemed some grand old Titan majestic-
ally sinking 1o his rest in all his glory, as if he koew the Infinite was waiting to

receive i I all due honor.™

Ho wan Inid to vest in the little quiet churchyard of Frant village
but o statne in Wertminster Abbey is a national tribute to his mc:;n:
ory.  Doan Stanley's eloquence recounted his services to mankind
and Tonuyson wrote the lines which are engraved on the base of hi;
statue,  Before hig death his Queen sent him her thanks for his great
and valued sorviees, A higher meed was his from his Divine Sover-

eign:  “Woll done good and faithful servant, enter thou into the joy
of thy Lovd."

THE LAND OF MARTYRS AND MISSIONARIES.
EDITORIAL,

We moean dent old Scotland! What other land is so full of me-
morials and moemnnents of the martyrs who died, or the heroes who
Tived, for the testimony of Christ’s Crown and covenant? We went
nowhore without treading oun sacred ground, and breathing an atmos-
phere of consoerntion! At Dundec’s gate, where Wishart preached
w the vietims of plague; at St. Andrews, wheve he was burned; at
Blantyre, where Livingstone was born; at Strathaven, whence the
Martins went to Indin and Jamaica; in Edenbwrgh Church yard,
whera the tablet records the Martyrs and the tombstone held the
covenant signed with bload! No wonder such godly ministers suc-
ceoded anoh martyra; that such great missionary meetings ave held,
snch numhers offer to go to the heathen, and even the poorest give
10 missions! God bless dear old Scotland!

A SUGGESTIOXN.

Gionl's ships of treasure sail upon the sea
Of houtilless love, of mercy infinite

P chunge their course, retard their onward way,
Nor wimil hor wave hath might.

Prayor Is the tile for which the vessels wait
For they can come to port, and i€ it be
Tho tide 1s low, then how canst thou expect
Tho treasure ship to see.
—Anna Temple, ~



