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CHAPTER XIN.—THE PREACHER TAUGHT BY THE PAGAN.

We have said that Lottie Massden was a pagan.  Thatas
not necessanly a reproach.  Sucrates was a pagan.  But
Lotue, 1n the main, was a very onlinary pagan, not better
than the average.  Her only supenionty uver other idolaters,
and many nounnal Chustans, it mght be added, was her
practical common sense.  The mure she thought, the mote
unsatisfactory Hemstead's sermon grew, and the more s ¢
she became that there was a wrong somewhere; i lum, or
her, or in religion wself,

Her whole natute revolted at the idea of God given that
morning.

In her vivid fancy, she sa 7 anunrelentiag, unimpassioned,
and yet all-powerful Being, from whom there was no es-
cape, calmly subjecting vae human life after another to the
severest crucaal tests. I one could endure it, all nught be
well. I, in the composiion of one's character, there exist-
ed good metal, it would come out of the furnace fine
gold perhaps; but if, as she feared might be true of herself,
there was oniy dross, then the tiery ti.als awaiing would be
as uscless as crucl,

“Why couldn’t an all-powerful God find a pleasanter and
surer way of making us good 2" she ashed in bitterness.  **1
know there is something wrong 1n what Mr. Hemstead
preached this morning.  He s different from his own doc-
trines, and to my minﬁ a great deal better.  He was severe
upon me, but not calmly and stonily severe. He looked as
it he felt for me deeply, and would even, at cost to himself,
give meaid if I tnied to do right.  If he had shown me my
faults in the calm cold distance of immeasureable supcriority
which he ascribed to God, I would not have listened to a
word. _ But his voice was gentleness stself, and it evidently
paraed him to give me pain; but when he came to show our
relations to God, 1 seemed to come in the presence of stony-
hearted, stony-faced fate. If this is the real God that
ministers preach about, hittle wonder that they have such a
hard time of 1t 10 persuading us to love Rim,  Lattle won-
er that people forget Hun as long as they can. But M.
Hemstead scems to want us to think of these awful things
nearly all the time; and what's worse, 10 begin tortunng
and mortilying ourselves, even before God is ready to com-
mence. No, 1 thank you. No such rehgion for me. If I
must go into the fiery furnace, 1 won't go ull I must.”

She sprang up, and restlessly paced the room, **He's a
very cheerful apostle of such a gloomy Gospel,™ she thought.
“Gospel ! 1 thought Gospel meant good news. 1 never
heard worse than he told me this morming. 1f what he
preached is rue religion, he's a very inconsistent professor
of it, and I would hke to tell him so.

“What'smore I wili if I can find him;"” and acting upon
the impulse she left the room.

The “*miscrablesinners,” as the prayer-book has it, and
whom Hemstead had in fact made juite miserable for a
time,grew more comfortable after dinner; and by three r.a.,
so far irom employing hair-cloth and scousgings, or even
the mildest forr of a crusade against the weakness of the
flesh, weze all dozing and digesting in the most luxurious
manner. lottic was the only “*sinner” who remained
“miserable ; * but she was not mor~ **out of sorts " than the
one who, ex officio, as the world 1s prone to believe, ought
to have been calm and serene upon his theological height
above the clouds.

As she citered the parlour with her velvet-like tread, she
paused 2 moment to observe the Boanerges—the *hunderer
of the moming. As he sat alone before the fire, with his
elbows upon his knees and his face burnied in his hands, he
looked more like a weak mortal than a *“son of thunder.”
He did not look a bit like one, who with face as firrn and
inflexible as God's purpose, was anxious to step into the
firey furnace before st was ready.

She drew a few steps nearer, and stood before him with
a curious expression on her face, which could so well mask
or reveal her thoughts as she chose.  She had come down
stairs in a state of irritable’ and defiant protest against his
doctrines, and with no little vexation at him for being their
mouth-picce.  1fshe had found him calmly pacing the floor,

ndering on human frailty and folly,or if he had been read.
ing judicially a3 semi-sceptical work, that he might demolish
the irteverent author, she would have miade an onslaught
whose vigour, il not lngic, *would have greatly disturbed his
equanimity and ‘heological poise. But when she saw bis
attitude of deep dejection, and when twice he sighed long
and heavily, her woman's nature was disarmed, and she be-
gan tothink that his doctrines were as hard upon him as the
rest.  Instinctively she took his part against God, whose
formative hand appeared too heavy for them both,

Theiefore, instead of the hard, bitter words thad she in-
tended to speak, she said, w'th a little quaver in her voice.

**Mz. Hemsiead, I almost believe that vou feel asbadly as
1do.”

When he looked op she was sute he felt worse.  Bat he,
seemed to try to forpet his own trouble as he said kindly.

** I'm + ~rey you {eel badly.”

*\Well,” said Lattie, sitting down on the opposite side of
the heunth, while the fire, on which Hemstead had thrown
some damp green wood, smoked dismally between them,
*1 do think yru arce 2 little sorry ™

**Can ! help you in any way? 1 withyou kaew how glad-
ly 1 would do s0.”

**Yes, T belicve that, 1oo.  Vou don’t look a bitas if you
would like to throw mc into a fiery famace, and seeif
woalld Come out a lump of gold ot a good-for-nothing
cinder

His only reply was & look of perplexed inquiry, but hic
gray cycs were 30 kind and yet withal so {all of dejection
that she again thoupht, *'He is dreadfally inconsistent with
his doctrines ”; and she ozid, with a trace of archaess in ber
tone:

1 think )'ou Yook as if you needed a little help and com-
fort yourself ™

tie turned away his face, but after a imoment said,

*You never spoke truer words, Miss Marsden.”

Then Lottie, who before had felt in such need of cheer
herself, (orgot this need in her wish to help the great dis-
ponde man before her, whose .aingled weakness and
strength was a growing surprise.  .n 4 tone that would have
softened tlint she said:

I wish 1 were good enoughto help you."

Then he perplexed her Ly saymg, with sudden energy,
“And [ wish you were bad enough.’

“\What dv you mean by that 2™

“Pardon me,” he said hastily. My words were figura-
tive, and exaggerated by deep fecling. I meant that T wish.
ed you or sumie une, could be human and chantsble enough
to undentand me, and help me to tuumph over my weak-
ness without condemuing tne too severely,”

*Well,” saud Lottie with a hittle sigh of satisfaction, *1
think U'mi bad enough. U'm very human, any way, and |
think I'm 1n a mood to be chantable to-day; for, 1t my con-
sc:Fncc tells e the truth, 'mawfully 1n need of chanty my-
sclf.”

He looked up quickiy and hopefully as he sad:
my sermon did ywi some goad after all”

*Not a bit of it. 1 can have plenty of charity for you,
but not a particle for your sermon—nu more than 1 would
fur a thumb.screw of the Inquisition.”

‘This unmeasured condemnation of the pet child of his
brain—a partof himself as 1t were—of which he had been so
proud, cut to the quick, and he flushed deeply and almost
resentfully at first.  But he made no reply, and sat lowenny
at the smoky hearth while he sank into a i)owcr depth of des-
pondency. [P'reaching was his chosen hife work, aad yet this
was the veniict agamst his hrst preat sermon.

tottte looked hopelessly at han, not knowing what to say
or Jo next, and regretung that she had spoken so hastily and
harshly.

At last he sighed.
months over that scrmoa,

“Then

‘1 don’t understand it. I havespent
I fear 1 have mustaken wy call-

g“\\'ell." said Lottie rather bmsqlucly. “I wouldn't feel so
forlorn and miserable over that. I don't think at’s much of
a calling any way."

**Oh, Miss Marsden ™ he ejaculated, 1n a shocked tone.

“I'm sincere in what 1 say,” she continued carnestly.
*Plcase don’t misunderstand me.  As faras I am a judge I
think your sermon was well wantten, and 1t certaunly was de-
hivered effectively; for though noncof us hked 1t, we couldan’t
help listening.  But 1ts strongest effect was to make me wish
I was an inhidel and, lhike Ms. Harcourt, dud not bicheve in
anything. I honcstly think that it will be a very poor call-
g to gu out among the puor people on the fronter snd
prreach such a gospel as you gave us this mormng. In the
namnc ol pity, haven't they enough to contend with now ? In
addiion to the scalpang Indians, the border-rufhans, the
grasshoppers, and grinding poventy, are you going to give
them a tchigion in which the furnace of affliction and the
crucible of trial flame as the centre?  Poor creatures ! 1
suppose they are in hard and hot places most of the tune,
Lt don't make them thuank that God puts them there, and
that there is no chance to getvut ull iie s through with
them. 1 can tell you beforchand, that people ate not gaing
toget into the firey furnace and commence having a miser-
able ime of 1t before they must.  Let us be as comfortable
as we can, while we can. If you feel that you have mis-
taken your calling—and I hope you have—J'm sure that
gathcr. at my request, will find you a better onc 10 New

fork.”

Poor Hemstead was as satisfied as  Luther had been that
this was a temptation of the devil; but before him was no
such appantion as that apainst which the great reformer
could huil his ink-horu without leaving 2 spot.

\With the lund flash of Lucifer as he fell from heaven, the
thought passed through his disquicted mind, ““And in New
York 1 mught win the hand and heart of this beautiful garl.”
But cvery quality of his <oul frouned so darkly on this
thought, which held out Lottic Marsden as a bube, that it
soon skulked away. His mind reverted to the main diffi-
culty, and he said:

**Surely, Miss Marsden, I did not preach such a seligion
as you suggest.”

*You surely did, Mr. lemstead, as 1 could soon prove
toyou. I amglad you arc so inconsistent a professor of
your religion.”

“Am 1 aninconsistent professor 2" he asked sadly.

“Indced you are,” she replied, and both muschief and
kindness lurked in uer eyes.  “You don't live up to your
doctrines at ail.”

** Lattle wondes, then,” he cxclaimed, in latter self-con-
demnation, **that all tun. from my teaching.”

Shec jooked at hum with a cunous smule, as she thought,
“\Whata child he is ! He isbut wax in my hands. I he
should marry a cold hearied, selfish woman, with a spice of

1ty. teasng mahice i her nature, she coald st down quier-
chax his hearth and toriure to death this overgrown man,
with whole hbmanes in his bramn. 1 could wang his soul
now, by making him think that he had lived so unworthily
that we could not listen to his most unworthy sermon.™

She led hum out of hus strong self-condemnation into equal
perplexity, by saying, *Unlike most of the world, you are
so much better than your creed as to be utterly snconsis-
tent.”

He came and sat dowa near her, withsach an appealing,
helpless look, that she laaghed outnght.

**Plcase don’t laugh atme,” he sard with the plimmer of a
smile, ““because thisto me is a more serions mattes than you
of any onc can understand.”

** 1 don't laugh unfeelingly, I assure you,” she said cam-
estly.  *‘l never was more sincere 1n my hifethan I was this
afiernoon, but i am one of those ridiculous mostals who
cannot take things coolly, and as T said at dinner, there are
times when 1 must cither lasghor cry. 1 never passed a
more miserable day iz my life than yenetdz; Yoo, terrible
%MI have scarcely kmown 2 week, have
a in my hoarta giant; aad yesterday and to-day he

has been shaking my soul with his mutterings und threaten.
mgs. 1 could always manage my conscience before, and
snuab it inlo quictness when it became unsuly, But as [
sad, from a winning child 1t has suddenly grown intoa
threatening giant, more hanh even than you the other even.
ing. 1 wenttochurch this moring, hoping to find some
comlort, some remedy, but bad as isthe disease, the remedy
sceins far worse. | came down staues this alternoon in no
aniiable mood with you or your theology, but was disarmed
by secing you i as bad a phght as nyself. 1 fear your
medicine will kill bothdoctor and patient.  Dunng the past
week you have been a strong, genial wan, with a human,
genuine enjuynient of our every.day life. If you werea
little blue aud puntameal, it was 1n a common-sense wa
that I could undentand, and your criticism of myself [ thin
1 the mamn was just.  Any way, you made me wish [ was a
better guel, and 1 was thinkang how to commence; then came
this asital Sunday, and your awful sermon, which made me
both fear and ha.e Gud,and want to keep away from Him as
far and as long as I can.”

*Yous words perplex and sadden me beyond measure,”
sad Hemstead.  *“You belong to the very class that [
hoped to benefit, —those who admit they ate without faith,
but who ate not so averse to the truth but that they may be
won by it.  And yet you say that the whole force of my ser-
mon 15 to make you wish that you could be an infidel. I
cannot understand k. 16 I have mistaken my calling I
could not make you nor any one comprehend the depth of
my sorrow, or the bitterness of my disappointinent.  Ia the
calling of the muustry 1t has everseemesd tome that  could
work a century with enthustasm.  But in any o*her work &
should be but a drudge, for my heart would not be in 3t
You hnow how young men often feel about these things.
One has a natural bent for the law, another for medicine,
and another for business or science. 1 had fondly hoged
that 1 was a predestined mimster, and this hope has
strengthened with years una become inwrought with every
fibre of my soul. 1 wmas willing 10 commence in a very
humble way, and anywhere that God would set me to work;
but 1fthe etfect of my preaching is to dave people away from
Him, the sooner [ give it all up the better.”

“How different our tastes and plans for life are ! said
Lottie musingly.  **It appears strange that you should have
set your heart so strongly on what is so dismal to me.  And
yet such is the evident depth of your regret that I1do feel for
you very much.”

Hemstead rose and took a few abrupt tums up and down
the room. Lotue watched lim with tncreasing interest.
te had shown her his weakness, and she perceived that he
would also show his strength.  After a moment he leaned
on the mante! before her, and said in quiet, deasive tones:

**Miss Mansden, | have given you the ight to speak to me
very plamly. I honestly wish hight on this subject, and an-
tend to scttle this question at the carhest moment possible.
God hnows 1 do not wish to thrust myself unbidden into the
sacred office.  1f] am not worthy of the calling, then the
sooner I ind it out the better, and so try to content myself
with some humbler work, Not only from what you have
said, but from the remarks and aspect of others, I am satis.
fied that my cffort this morming was worse than a failure,
You have 2 mind of unusual vigour,and 2 good faculty in ex-
pressing your theught.  Wont you give me a keen, truth.

ul analysis of the whole scivice? Itis to the world I am
10 preach; and I wishto know just how what ] say strikes
the world. 1 know that Chastian doctaines have ever been
unpalatable, but if there 1s something 1n my presentation of
them that s going to make them tenfold more so, then I
will be dumb. 1 would rather hide 1n a desest than drive
one soul from God, as you intimated. You were brave
enough to let me speak to you, almost harshly 1 fear; now
see it 1 have not equal coumage.  Say the very worst things
that you behieve true, and you may help me very much to-
waznd coming tothe most important decision of my hfe.”

“Oh dear,” said Lotie. *l am not fit to counsel a
downy chicken. 1 wish you dida’t take this matter so to
heart.  You look asaf T muight be your exccutioner.”

**You can be my fanhful surgeon and do some wholesome
cutting.”

*Well,” said Lottic dismally.
or laughing-gas first.”

*Thatis moze kind than wise,"” he replied, smiling; ¢
moral and mental surgery the pauent should have all .
faculties.”

**There ! she exclaimad with animation, **we are illus-
trating by contrast my chief complaint against your preach-
ing.  \Vhen you told me my faults you did so gently; and
appeared pawucd in miving me paw; and now I am honestly
sofry tosay words that 1 know will hurt you. Andlknow
my words will hurt and discourage y ou, for if thetrouble
were in you it mght be remedied, bat 1t s in what you
teach, and of cousse you teach what you believe, and won't
say smouth things as i fear other ministers do sometimes.
You represented God'calm and anchangeable as fate,asunre.
leating and uammpassioned.  In this spint you pourtrayed
Him taking up ouc life after anuther and putting 1t 1ato the
farnace of affliction, to scc what He can make of 2. You
lusirated His manner ot doing this by the sculptor wath his
cold unfechng matble, by the refiner with crude ore, and by
the surgeon. and you forgot 1o say that the last stupifies his
patients befure catuag.  You gave me the impression that
as soon as God sct about making us better we would find
ourselves in irouhle, and that hike certain school masters of
the old régime, He had faunh in nothing save the red. You
Lnow the natural feeling of children toward soch peds e
How can we help fecling in the same way towsrd God ?
Then yoa presented God as fall of wnflexible purposes, but
the oftener you told us that we could not help ounelves, and
that there was no use of reuisting, the more 1 felt like resist-
ing. The idea ol catting and carving character out of quivers
ang human hearts as if they were marble!  The idea of put.
ting ong, like a lomp of ore, into a crucible, and then coolly
sitting by to sce what becomesof it.  1'm not a lamp of ore,
and if [ nced barsh treatment 1 want it doee sympathetically,
feclingly, or I wiil become a Tastarinviead of a maint. The
tears in your cyes the other night, M. iiemstesd, did wme
more good than all your wiee words.”

“I'd 1ather give you ether



