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of faith that Gladstone rendered his incortiparable service.
In an sge when it was fashionable to sneer at the i
dw ni% mm"?um H:n
re awe, were seeking
to undermine the foundstions of Christian faith, he
stepped aside into the silence every morning to ssy with
bared besd and on bended knee, *‘ I believe in God and
in Jesus Christ His Son,” No man or nation emptied
faith has ever been mnulnoly great, Unbelief cuts the
muscles and lysis the nerves of heroic endeavor,
Faith threads the soul with the sinews of strength, It
was by thogow of faith that Jesus rendered His own
service to humanity, He was ever lifting the heavy
pressure of his work by mulnd::{ Himeelf that He was
doing it for God. His soul found rest and buoyanecy in
the £ t that it pleased the Father, It was in the
sweet saf jon that He had finished the work God
gave Him to do that He folded His bands from His
earthly toll snd went to die upon His Cross. ' Have
faith fn God 1" 1t will inspirit you for service by holdin
before your soul the '* recompetise of the reward.” Fait
visualizes the invisible and sttempers the soul to the
finest issues, Without this faith your soul is doomed to
creak and grind like some de t cart along life's lower
levels, Under the magic of faith the frictions of the soul
are allevisted, drudgery disappears, the whole being is
belted with power from above and the whole life swin,
upon & higher and clearer plane, Faith in God gives life
its true range and upward, hitching the
chariot of toil to the morning star, 2

The second motive woich T would name is, Hope for
Man,

This service is a * Work of faith” and a ‘' patience of
hope,” Write it down as & maxim, you can get no sus-
tained service out of a d raged man | All real service
rendered is by patient continuance in well doin*. But
he only has heart for continuance who has bope in con-
tinusnce, Pessimism ! What has it ever done, what s it
doing for the world? It paiuts no pictures, sings no
songs, tills no fields, digs no mines, builds no cities,
Pessimism stalks through the world like an evil ghost to
scare men from their tasks, It mutilates and demoralizes
whatever it touches. A man without is a maimed
man, Like the Venus de Milo he may bave a head to
cSntrive but no hands to perform. What encouragement
should we have to serve, if we entertained no better
thought than that we have fallen upon the l:ﬁ:nd of a
played out world ? If we are to tell ourselves that the age
of gold has gone, and the age of clay has come? If we are
to think of the earth as a mighty urn, fast filling wp
with the ashes and bones of men, and soon to be sealed
for everlasting darkness? To accept a doctrine like that
is to lay an icicle across the naked- , that will smite
all warm entbusiasms down with fatal chill. Let us give
no place to mism | Grant no quarter to the assassins
of hope, hen tempted to di let us make
a pilgrimage to Calvary, and lay our hands of faith upon
its crimsoned ¢ross | .That cross is the towering monu-
ment of the Redeemer's hope for humanity. That . cross
is the battle standard for the sons of hope, That crossis
the sun-dial of the ages, whereon the shadows are creep-
ing, not up but down as day grows brighter, That cross
is that vibrant tuping fork, from which the world may
catch and evermore renew the song of hope. It strikes
the ground tone of the grand new -ong destined to fill
the universe with praise.. Oh, my brothers, let us go into
the century that is about to dawn, in fellowship with the
splendid optimism of Jesus Christ. He will teach us
that the world is worthy of our service. That it has a
capacity for God, that the results of all time serving how-
ever humble, shall be sure, manifest and abiding. Faith
gives life its true range upward, hope gives life its true
range forward, hope makes us heirs not only of the ages
past, but of the s to come. Amid the sweat and
strain of our sery! n&. it will enable ‘us to sing with the
Quaker poet prophet:—

' Hail to the coming singers |
Hall to the brave light-bringers !
Forward I reach and ? ‘
All that they sing -and dare,

Ring, bells in unreared steeples,
Tgo joy of unborn es |

Sound, trumpets far-off blown,
Your triumph is my own,

Parcel and part of all
I keep the festival,
Fore-reach the good to be
And share the victory.”

The third motive I8 Love ; Love for both God and
man,  This last is the crowal .
If | have not love 1 S Bt leve never
falleth,” Tt rocks & nnd:euo world, Nothing
else cam stoop s0 low, or resch so far
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The names of the m(fhty may be moved up and down

upon the bead roll of fame while history.is in the process

making, but at its final count the names of those who

have loved most take highest rank. The laurel of man-

kind's lasting favor i reseived for those who have loved,

not might for might's sake, nor art for art's sake, nor

even truth for truth's sake, but for those who have loved

man for God's sake, who have served man by serving
God, and served God by serving man.

Ves, ‘‘love never faileth,”” It conguers all things
This world will never be saved by the frosty sparkle of
the intellect, It will not accept the he!g of the strongest
hand if that band be cold, It waits and longs for love.
It will accept love thankfully from the highest or the
humblest, If thy heart is frost-bound, know that service
is impossible to thee, But thou canst turn aside and
thaw it out in the warm sunshine of the love divine,
Then your life will become a living, laughing stream of
blessing, falling in power upon the wﬁeell that have
waited for its coming, floating the hopes that have
stranded in their course, filling the vessels that will carry
cheer to thirsty homes, flushing all its banks with ver-
dure, flowing musically along under the darkness of
every night, flashing out silverly in the light of ever(
day and finding its completion at last in' the ocean ful-
ness of the life beyond.

These, it seems to me, are the sufficient motives for a
life of service ; firm faith in God ; high hope for man ;
a burning love for both God and man. Faith will give
life its true range upward, Hope will give life its true
range forward, Love will give life its true range out-
ward, ‘‘ And now abideth Faith, Hope, Love, these
three, and the greatest of these is Love.”

s
At Minas Basin—Upon Second Thought.

Although Dr. Rand's poems have already won generous
admiratiop at the hands of the critics, they have two
marked eharacteristics which deserve more than passing
notice. The first of these is their youthful buoyancy of
spirit, and the second their deep spiritual insight,

At first sight it seefhs remarkable that a man who has
begun what is sometimes termed ‘‘ the evening slope of
life,”’ should have produced a volume of poems .at all.
It is seldom indeed that the poetic faculty first finds
expression so late asin the present inmstance. And the
wonder grows as we read. Surely it is not age that sings’.
in * June ' :

‘* My heart thrills like the wilding sap to flowers,

And leaps as & swoln brook in summer rain
Past meadows green 1o the great sea untold.

O month divine, all fresh wilﬁ falling showers,

Waft, waft from open heaven thy gnlm for pain,
Life and sweet Earth are young, God grows not old !
Surely there is the very fulness of manhood's vigor in
the lines :
“ Look me | the banners of the holy rood
Shake in the battle's roar ; sweet duty’s call
Wings all my spirit like a soaring lark."”

Surely that heart must possess the secret of nudying

youth that can say :
* Quick youth a new world shews to us, as fall
Upon earth's golden possibilities
The dimming dusks of aging hours,—'tis his
To ery : ‘O upward still Time's voices call.”

The secret, however, is an open one. Dr. Rand is a
Christian poet, and as such looks upon life as a continual
* renewal "’ :

‘ Ah thus, true soul assoiled of life, thou ey’st
'Mid thy enduring work, the quickening Christ,"

It has been said that religious poetry is necessarily of
a low order, for the reason that purely spiritual themes
do not readily lend themselves to poetic forms of ex-
pression.. But the transcendant poetry of some parts of
the Bible, the many noble hymus that adorn our language,
and the rich imagery of a Christian poet “like Browning,
are sufficlent to convince us, not only that these themes
may sometimes take the most beautiful forms, but that
they naturally and actpally demand them. In this
connection, one of Dr, Rand’s critics has already pointed
out his affinity both with Browning and with the nature
postry of the Hebrew Rible, In & large proportion of his
posis, perhape the best of them, he ls above all & see-er
of God ; and the fine poetic quality of his visions seem to
confirms the suggesied kinship. Thelc besuty and
spiritual significance can only be fully appreciaied by
careful reading of the whale, but & few examples may be
given,

The enchantments of & woodland glen culminste in »
consciousness of the all-pervading Vreserice

i ‘s arbor, this snchauted Glen !

Put off thy shoes frous off thy feet, ;
The trees are bursting fnto flame ! '

A red rose is
“ Love's orlel where through my eyes discreet
I:s look far in beyond the outward sight
And, unconsumed, see His flery flame,

And,
gy b e o L B
e an "

4 ou{‘ the pitch o?:ily ull ears to hear,
shadows are the excess of light
Tha uu’oluuolﬂhpow-wm.
And hides Love's regal presence on His seat.”

As on life's plains and wolds

Hia soul’s unfolds
The white of God,

In human passion divine,’

The sight of waves in the sun inspires an exquisite
fragment that is truly named ** Revelation.” !
‘* As'rising waves, rich jeweled by the sun,
In movement link their bdll::u each to each
And flash their glories in one crest of light,
E'en so, unveiling, the Eternal One
Did shew Himself b and ﬂlhnmuin speech
Then flashied in Ch love-lit glory bright.”’
The sonnet entitled '‘ The Veiled Presence’ reveals s
still deeper insight, In some respects it reminds one of
Wordsworth's incomparable sonnet *On Westminster
Bridge.” It has already been quoted in the Murssxnoun
AND VISITOR, but it will bear many repetitions

‘‘ An ashen grey touched faint my night dark room,
I flung m ndow wide to the whispering lawn
Great ! 1 saw Thy mighty globe from gloom
Roll with its sleeping millions 1o the dawn

No tremor spoke its motion swift and vast,

In hush it swept the awful eurve adown,

The shadow that ita rushing speed did oast

Concealed the Father's hand, the Kingly crown

Into the deeps an age has passed sinoe (hen
Yet evermore for me, more humble grown,
The iv{d:n al il'lla awesowe - woe velled,

Burne in the flying spheves, all unknown,
In nature's mist-immantiod seas unmailed,

Avd in the deeper shadowed hearts of men "
When Dr. Rand'¥ poems first appeared, s most discers
ing and appreciative eritic in the Canadian Baptist clearly
proved their right to be called true poetry. I think the
examples I have given-—some of them the samie as ln the
article referred to—not only still further duforce that
right, but at the same time emphasize their more dis

tinctive quality of spirituality Brawcug Bismor

oA
Tidings From Afar

OFF FOR RIMLIPATAM

Tekkali is not one of our hottest stationsi 1t s ouly
four miiles from the ses and therefore we have s lovely
breeze in the evenings. If our mission houss were built

=it would not he necessary to leave the station on scobumt

of the excessive heat. But as our present hulldings there
are not very comfortable for the hot season, | decided 1o
come to Bimli.: Bro. Hardy and | are hete together
(Bimh) and are keeprog house by ourselves in the ' Rest
House.” He came up to Tekkall to make me a lttle
visit, and found Tekkall so nice that he concluded to
stay and study there till I'came down here. It would
certainly have been amusing if you could huve seen our
travelling appurtenances, It is no cuse of ‘s hand-
satchel and an overcoat'' in this country. Probably it
would be more like & camplog out party on their way to
the lakes, Two ox-carts are called and our staff piled in
‘‘ clear to the roof," By the way, it is well to remember
that an ox-cart in India has a roof ; it is shaped like &
gipsy wagon roof, Let me give a catalogue of the things
we have to take with us in India on a journey of 5 miles
or 500. There is the earthen water jug (reminding one
of the jug we used to take to the hay field on a thirsty
August afternoon in the home-land ), and then the bundie
of camp cots, the folding table, the folding chairs, the
lantern and lamp box, the roll of bedding, the provision
box, the kitchen box (with cooking utensils), the trunk.
with some clothes and books, etc. As the weather is
getting very hot we take the night train from Nowpada.
Let me introduce you to our Indian travelling apartments
on the ‘ Poga Bundy” (smoke cart). We travel third
class. By the way, one of our missionaries was recently
asked why we travel third class? He replied : ** Because
there is no fourth.” The compartment is something like
& box stall into, which I fancy they would put tigers and
bears, etc., on a circus train. If you were to take one of
our baggage cars at' home and slice it up into compart-
ments by cross walls, making about four such in the one
car, and then make a door 10 enter each compartment at
the side of the car, you would have our Indian third class
compartment. The seats are board benches, with folding
bettches above to put your loggeage wpon. These are
hinged to the wall, and held in & horisoutal position by
chaine from the roof. We opes our roll of bedding and
wake up s soft o place 1o slt (or lie) s pomible, The
jolting ome gets on these temine is enpital for indigestion,
but it makes one act a0 I he wore elther drunk or had
the ' rickets.”"  Ah, well, sven this rlekety car (80 unlike
the first clase C. . R, or the Fiping Bluenose on the D,
A R s infinitely abead of the ox-onrt method of travel
to which we had to become accustomed by long necessity.
We prefer the hard sested, dust begrimed, rickety third
clase our to the first or second principaily becsuse it i
cheap, and we do not want to burden the denominati
with any unnecessary expense. Some wight say, you
know, ‘those misslonaries have a soft tme of it at our
expense.'’
OUR PLANS FOR THRE NOT SKASON.

Mr. Morse has promised me that he will go up to
Tekkali and give me & ** Hft" in return for my belp down
here at this time, We plan to continue daily preaching
in the town and near villages so that it will not bea

{Continued on page 8.}
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