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fhe brightness and joy of the coming Another great man has fallen. A few

weeks ago the United Presbyterian Church

Lis the same old ever-new parableacted | had to mourn Dr. McFarlane’s death, and
B:ler our eyes. It is God speaking to

us | now the Free Church has -lost Dr. Robert
ar- | Buchanan, the veteran compeer of Cun-
we | ningham and Guthrie and Candlish.

Early in the year, at the request of the
continental committee of the Free Church,
of | Dr. Buchanan procecded to Rome for the
purposc of conducting the services in the
Presbyterian Church along with the Rev.
Dr. Monro, parish wminister of Campsie,
during the months of February, Mavch and
April.  That he knew how soon the silver
crd must be loosed, was touchingly ex-
of | pressed by himself at the meeting of Pres-
bytery at which he asked for leave of
On that occasion he made =i
lusion to the death of his old friend, Dr.
Forbes, in whose removal he lamented the
loss of the last member of Presbytery that
had given him the right hand of welcome
when he came to the city in 1833. At the
conclusion of his address to his brethren,
he said, *“1 cannot trust myself to say
more, but T have said enough to enable my
brethren to understand the peculiar signifi-
caunce thereis for me in the event over
d | which we all this day so sincerely mourn.”
Dr. Buchanan set out tor Rome in the
same month, accompanied by Mrs. Bu-
chanan and two of their daughters, and on
reaching the Eternal City at once began
his work. His letters generally were of
the most cheering charactes. The cold of
s Roman winter, however, proved some-
what trying to him, and in the course of
last week he suffered from 2 severe bilious
attack, which may have predisposed to the
fatal attack which has so suddenly involved

His intervalz of leisure, when the hot,



