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POLTEY.

REMINISCENCE,
The tlowlng stteam wi\h rocky hanks,
Meandeting through the Jows low, -
Remius us of our Imlc pranks
Some forty years or more ago,

When we'with “*bended pins for hooks”
And cedar limbs for fishing rods,
Hatefooted waded through the brooks
Like woodnympbs seatching for the gods,

Or when with ruddy, dimpled check
We sported in the old school ground,

That dear old play, *‘hide-and-po-seck,”
And screamed for joy when we were found.

Or when with bounding step and free,
Like faitics through the forest deep,
We hand in hand in childish glee
Ran wildly o’er the mountain steep,

‘To qather shells, and flowers. and nioss,
To sing and shout, to climb and fall

To ¢ty and Iaugh,—now plcascd, new 'cross,
To fly the kite, to throw the ball,

Ofttimes when carly.at the school,
And found the master hadn't core,
We didn't.wait as was the rule,_
But left pretending to go home,

And didn't go, but went to swim
Down in the pond, or nutting went

“With **Bess” and *Kate™ and "Susie Sim,"" -
And thus the happy days we spent.

Those childish days have passed away,
No mote with merry heart and free,
O'er hills, through valléys now we play,

Nor wade t; & brooks in youthful glec.

“The cares and toils of m‘xc: years
Have left their traces on.our face,
We look beyond those cares and tears
To Him who saves us by His grace.

We hear a voncc across the wave, .
-In sweel response "0 weaned soul
Forget your toils, I came to save,

To heal your, wounds, to make you whole.”
A e & -—-4

Where no rclummg sail is seen
Be not afraid {0 come to me,
Though lngh the billow roll between,

‘My soul sesponds, O I Lord for choxcc

1 come, but let my hand in thine be staid 3
I hear the echo of that voice
+ Which said ***Tis I be not afraid.”

. I1. Brown,
\thqx:x,‘l)cc. 7th, 1888,

SELECTIONS,

N THE-AFTERGLOW.

When feebler luminaries pass from sight, the
full measure of our deprivation closes in upon
us instintly, but when the sun sinks below
the. horizon, the day still lingers, in many.a
gentle vision of beauty that was shut from .our
eyes by the glory of his power.

The solace of such a twwilight is mercifully
granted when one in whose strength and con-
stancy we have confidently rested passes forever
‘from our.view. Not till the last beam of the af-
terglow has vanished do we realize that we shalt
se¢ his face no more ; while_in the cha;teneil
light the familiar lineaments reveal to us rare’
* beauties unsuspected in the flush of manhood’s
day. ’

In the consccrated hush of a moment like
-this, before the mirk of desolation shall chilt
our kindlier memories to stony grief, it may not
be unpardonable to dwell on the final- months
and hours of our departed warrior since he lay
down his weapons, because too burdensome. for
him to wicld.

Surely antong the multitudes of stricken ones
who have turned to him for consolation in their
bereavemnent there are those who will not be
indifferrnt to the weary hours when he at last
stood face 10 face with the destroyer.

From the time the imperative summons came
fo abandon his labors, and begin the search for
health, 1 think he never ceased to listen for the
knock =t the door. Endorsed on the wrapper
that sealed his will, written before his departure
for Europe, we have just found endorsed a few
lines diré~ting the procedure when the news of
his death should be received. Addressing the
fricnds who attended his farewell reception here,
he spoke freely and unaffectedly of Death as of
an acquaintance whom he might mect abroad

-{ would a motion to adjourn for recess.

| undoubredly the main cause of his death.
| paniiculacs would carry me-out of-the line set
| down for these redections.- It is enough to say.

and of the Promised Land as a country not far,
into which his way might lead at any day. '

in a nature so far from despondent as his hadt
ever been, nothing could tell more plaly of a
resolute preparation for the end; nor do I be-,
lieve that in the two years that intervened it
could have stitred in him a greater tremor -than
“T'he
readiness is all.”  Yet never, by word or act, did
he betray indifference to anything, T'o the last
moment he retained the liveliest sense of. res-
ponsibility in every interest with which he stood:
connected. .

1 think it would be hard to find a parallel to

_| the letters he wrote for pubhcauon while abroad.’

‘F'o a man of his age, even-in health, it was an
arduous undertaking to undergo the hardshlps
of travel so unremitting.and laborious. .Add to
that, great feebleness of body. and constant suf-
fering from untimely severity. of chmau. every-
where, and the production of such leners, which’
were supplied ice as fast. as they could bc
‘printed weekly, seems to me to border- on the
marvelous, ke was himself keenly aliveto the
disabilities under which he labored, and would
never entertain the thought of their republication.

ft1s known-to but few that he was the victim|
of aserious dlsasu.r whlle in Palestine, which was
“I'he

(hat, after an-exciing xunaway, in which ke,

’ ﬁgurcd on horscbat.k, in an_ auempt to 'swing
: hlmsclt from his l'orse in fuil motion he recelved
.| & fall; from the shock’ of whxch he never, rccov-

ered. ‘The most serious ln)ury is believed by hls

*| physician to have been at the base of the bxam.

“F'hus was at xhe beginning of the trip xhrough
Palestine. And.as.1 now think of him conS’
lronung all'the hardshxps of that jaunt, his -wans,
mg powers ¢ of body taxed- wnh _news, severity wf;
vty tann:1 Tope 1 "fiay be forgiven if I am re-

‘| minded more of-the-pagan- notion of mortals’
- driven by unrelenting fate, than of the beneficent:

ministrations that should have waued on a trame
asworn and fratl as his. Vet 1 doubt if he was ever
thoroughly conscious of the stark, grim mockery
of such a “search for _health” ‘I'he line once

| marked down he hewed to it with a sublimity of
'| self-abidication that I have never scen equalted.

He has frequently said that from leaving home
10 his return he felt warm barely twice—once in
Cairo, once by the Dead Sea—-~s0 unscadon-
able was the weather evcrywhcrc.

On s return, the first sign of trouble appear-

¢d in the heart. The seat of this the physician
at once. located in the brain. The trouble in
that organ was soon brought under control, and
did not again assert itself there,

While he began to show some indisposition to
the labors of the oﬂxce, his indomitable resolution
was unshaken, and in the fall of 1887, he forced
himself, with untold fatigue and suffering, to at.
tend the convention at Indianapolis, discharging
all his duties as President of the Foreign Society,
A severe illness served notice that he was over-
drawing his account in the bank of health, Yet
in the dead. of the following winter—against
every, protest of body and reason, andin a storm
that blocked all the roads'in the "East, he made
his way to Richmond, Va., to :mcnd the sittings
of the Sunday-school, Lesson ‘Commitee; For
once in my lifetime, 1 entered an earnest pro-
test against a decision of his. But*it was use.
less, His absence the year before, while abroad,
was to him an unanswerable argument why he
should go now. The penalty was a severd illnéss,
from which he had scarcely recovered when he
was prevailed upon to .attend the Ohio State
Meeting at Columbus, and under the inspiration
of old associations he spoke at some length, and
returned home to realize that an embargo was
1aid, for a time at least, on all further public ex
crtions.  All his appointments were re-called,
and in June, 1888, he discontinued his-visits to
the office. '

The suggestion has been made that some ex-
pressions I have used seem to imply-a censure
of those who permitted him to tmwcl in such a
feeble condition, or of his companions. Nothing
could be further from my purpose. I have in-
deed failed signally of my object if it has not
been made apparent-that it was his own unbend-
ing will that carried him forward, in spite of

manifold and unmistakable warnings. He was
the most considerate of mortals to others, and
the most pitiless to himself, It was but a week

or two before his departure the., Dr. I, H, Schell,
‘of Cincinnati, discovered the source of an ex-

cruciating pain he had suffered i his ear for six
‘months, 1 a decay ot the bones of the head,
which, if it had not been promptly arrested,
must have resulted fatally in a very short time,
Yet no persuasian would prevail on him to alter

vhis determination, and he made that arduous

tour without waiting for-a second examinatio...-

‘I'rhe splendid physique which hie bad built up by

‘a well-ordered life, had borne him so gallantly
through years of unremitting toil, that he'seemed
to'rebel against the very thought that its powers
‘were failing, No pen can picture the merciless ex..
actions-to_which for the last score of years it was
sibjécted. How it was endured without more
«than mortalhelp,is a- mystery unless it was s
burning enthusiasm in the great- tasks that lay
before him, Perbaps ardor is the essence of
immontality after all, .He wrought at his work
with an energy that was litile short of a passion,
One who saw the great sculptor, Michaet Angelo,
in his old age, chisclingat a statute, it one of his
inspirations,describes him as attacking the marble
with mcredible fury, cutting it away with an en-
ergy -that threatened its demolition, while he
hewed to the daintiest curve of the ideal ﬁ[,ure
that was bummg in_his:soul.  Sucha spegies of
fury animated Isaac Errett in his- life-work, and
with a hand as true he shapcd it to perfection.
As - secall, in the half hbht that now rests on
these-years," his heroic’ struggl(, with all that
'marred the glory of our plea before the world,

I can think of nothing in al I have ever lz.amcd
of men 5o like the fiery old sculptor bmlm;, with

thé obdurate rock that imprisoned the child of |

his' soul,

seodud it was_ this,spirit, .not,one; . whit .abated,

that we have seen turned from gigantic labors to
toy at last with leisure.and recreation. ‘There
ia an infinite depth of pathos ‘it the. thought of
one 'so inured to toil that rest has becomé a
burden and"a bewilderinent. For twenty-five
years he had scarcely known the word, and now
it was like freedom tothe lifelong captive.
‘Thete seemed to be a species of -moral inertia,
acquired in a course so long and- so strenuous,
that forbade him to stop until its force was spent,
and hence he pursued his travels with the habi.
tual determini.tion which he had always given to
his work.

But now the supethuman strength is- spent.
‘T'he silver cord is wearing-loose and thin, and
the polden bowl is trembling on the. brink. In
the'immortal man there was no decay, but the
poor, wore tenement was tottering to its full,
And now, that the busy world was shut out, and
scarcely its distant hum was borne to his ears,
he at last submitted to a thorough course of medi-
cine. His untiring spirit scemed to find a half-
congenial activity in exploring the difficulties of
his physical condition And they were neither
few nor slight. e took a half-whimsical inter-
est in the doctor’s skill, as in one organ after an-
other the malignant power of the.discase was
overcome, only to disclose itself again, in a new
form or another organ.  And gradually, as medi-
cal skill seem to gain the ascendency, he acquired
unbounded faith in its final triumph.

But they were weary hours of imprisonment,
these weeks and months of banishment from the
great work that was ever supreme in his heart,
ilow very weary we should never have known
but for an incident that came in due time. His
home lay, quict and retired, on a breezy level,
surrounded by gentle heights on every hand.
Here, through the long summer days, he would
sit on the wide verandah, or pace gently up and
down in a manner habitual to him all his life
long. All sights and sounds within his ken were
rural, save the rumble and seream and thunder
of the trains that came and-went the long day
through What thoughts of the strife and
clamour and heady conflict of the great world
they brought to him we shall never know under
these heavens.  !le who had been the center of
an ever-widening- circle of animation for two
score years now found himself stranded far from
the currents, and scarcely cver saw the welcome
sight of a companion in arms.  For his burdens
had grown so great as to compel him to almost

|in-the work.

absolute renunciation of social life, and they
were but few who had become aceustomed to
find their way to his retreat. The same moral
[incrtia to which I have referred, forbids much
social circulation till currents have had * me to
become established, Elence, it was weeks before
even his dearcst friends found their way to his
doors, many of them fearing a visit might be un.
timely., Meanwhile the gentle ministrations of
home, to the adequate enjoyment of which his
toilsome life had been a constant bar, now as-

sumed their rightful sway, and«kind ncighbors,

people of culture and warm sypathies, were un-
obtrusively thoughtful in their attentions.

-Fally, old friends, men like himselfabsorbed
in public duties, began to plan, in their trips
shrough Cincinnati, to take the time to visit him,
and towards the end of summer he began to en-
joy once more the-companship that was most
dear to him of any on earth—that -of his
comrades.

‘T'he weather began to grow cooler, too, and
with improving health, and_feeling himself once
more nearing the curreats of his old hfc, he be
gan to turn his eyes hopefully to the city, ag'un,and
to think of resuming his place, not only in his
oftice, but in the missionary “work, which was
ever uppermost in his thoughts.

None of us suspected how intently -his heart

wos set on this-object. He bore his isolation
without a murmur, and it was only in-the evid-
ent relish he showed for the- visits of his friends
that he_ever betrayed how-keenly he felt his
sup.xmuon. But as-he.grew stronger, and ¢x-
tended his walks fasther day by day,-his craving
for his work began to show itsclf, and he became
importunate with his physician for permission to
come to town.
_ All this time he retained unabated his interest:
He contmucd to .write as he had
strength, and as the time for. the-great<mission-
ary gathcrmgs came on, he reluttantly yave up
the last hope that he might be able to attend
them. But he was steadily improving in health,
and living daily#in expectation of the coveted
trip to the office.

At last it came, shortly after the conventions.

And then broke out all thé suppressed fires of-

the spirit that had been held in check so long:

‘His joy at-escape from his imprisonment-was
simply unbounded: e had no sooner set foot
on the deck, so to say, once more, than he- cast
every restraint aside and resumed his old” dom-
inion over his wasted frame. ‘I'he exertions he
underwent that day are scatcely credible, know-
ing as we now-d> his feeblencss. So-resolvte
and confident was he, so fearless of fatigue, that
we all began to indulge the fondest anticipationy:
of his' restoration to reasonably. good- health,
Heaven help us, how little we thought it was the

last britliant leap of the flame, before all should-

crumble into ashes !

‘The next day he was. indisposed to exertion,
and it soon transpu'cd that he, had taken .cold,
with an implication of one lung, from which he
had not entirely recovered at*the time of his
death. From this time on he seemed to grow
constantly feebler, and after a time required at-
tention day and mght.  Yet till the last he bore
up with the same royal determination, nor in all
his illness did he ever remain a day in bed. And
till the very last his bodily powers responded to

the physician's treatment, and never let us des-

pair of his ultimate recovery.

But the path was sloping swiftly in its descent
to the long, long home. The -ceaseless cough,
due not so much to pulmonary ditficultics as to
the derangement of the pneumo-gastric nerve;
altowed him no relief, and night’ and day his
strength was wotn away, and the lines of pain
grew deeperin his face.  He had little strength
to read, yet still his interest was keen in the
Standard and m the work of ‘missions, and al-
most his last 2.¢ was to affix his name as presi-
dent to certificates of membership in the Foreign
Socicty. ‘To others he said, what he did not say
to his family, that he did not expect to recover;
a'nd daily he gave what little strength he had.to
the Master’s work as devotedly as ever in the day
of his greatest vitality.

We can se¢ him now, calmly and without a
tremor, waiting for his summons. His life the
same as it had ever been, the family worship

(SEE 4TH PAGE.)
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