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CHAPTER VI — MR. GEAR,

“‘kjgpnic," said I, **Harry and 1 are gung out for our
walk. .

It was Sunday afternoon. I had enjuyed my usual Sun-
day afternoon nap, and nuw I was guing wut for my usual
Sunday afternoon walk,  Oanly this afternuon 1 had a pur-
pose beside that of an hour’s exerctse in the fresh air.

*¢ 1 wish I could go with you, Juhn," said Jennie, ¢“but
it's Fauny’s afternoon out, and 1 can't leave the baby,
Where age you going 2*

¢ Up to the mill village, to see Mr. Gear,” said 1,
am going to ask im to join the Bible class.”

‘“\Why, john, he's annfudel, 1 thought.”

‘¢ Sathey say,” I orephied.  ** But o can’t do an anfidel
any hamm to study the Bible. I may not succeed ; 1 probably
sha’n’t; but I certamnly sha’n’taf I don't ury. ®

“ I wish I could dosumething to help you, John, And
1 thgt},k Lcan. 1can pray fur you. Perhaps that will helyp
you ?

Help me.  With the assurance of thuse prayers I walked
along the road with a new confidence of hope.  Before I
had dreaded my errand, now I was in haste furthe interview.
I believe in the intercession of the saints; and Jennie is
a — but I forget. The public are rarely interested in a
man's opinion about his own wife

The mill village, as we call 1, 1s a httle collection of cot-
tages with one or two houses of a somewhat more preten.
tious character, which gather round the wheel-barrow factory
down the river, 2 good mile’s walk from the church. It
was a bright afternoon in October.  The woods were in “he
glory of their radiant death, the air was cnsp and keen.
Iarry, who now ran before, now lottered behind, and now
walked sedately by my side, was full of spirits, and there
was everything to make the suul feel hope and courage.
And yet 1 had my misgivings. When 1 had told Deacon
Goodsole that 1 was going tu call un Mr. Gear he exclaimed
at my proposition.

“Why he’s a regular out and outer. He does not he-
lieve in anything—Church, Bille, Sunday, Christ, God, or
cven his own immortality."”

“What do you know of him ? " 1 asked.

“He was bo-. in New Fnplaud.” wplied the Deacon,
““brought up in an orthodox family aught to say the West-
minster Assembly’s Catechism (he an say it better than I
can to-day), and listened twice cvery Sunday till he was
cighteen to good sound otthodox preaching. Then he left
home and the Church together; and he has never been to
cither, t0 remain, since.”

** Does he ever go to church >™ T asked.

The Deacon shrugged his shoulders, ¢ asked him that
question myself the other day,” said he.  *“ You never go to
church, Mr. Gear, 1 believe 2" said I.

“Oh! yes, 1 do,” he replied. ““I go home every Christ.
mas to spend a week.  And at home 1 atways go to church
for the sake of the old fulhs, At Wheathedge T always stay
away for my own sake.”

“And \\-gmt do you know of his theology 2" saud 1.

¢ Theology,” said the Deacon; ‘*hehasn’tany. Hiscreed
is the shortest and simplest anc I hnow of. 1 tried to have
a religious canversation with him once but T had to give nt
up. I could make nothing out of him. He saud he believed
in the caistence of a God.  But he scuuted the 1dea that we
could know anything about Him. Ilc wa> rather inclined
to think there wae a futuze life 3 but nobody knew anything
aboat it. Al that we could know was that if we are vir-
luous"in this life we shall be happy in the next—if there is a
next.

‘; lllc does not belicve that the gates are wide open there,”
said 1.

¢ No,"” said the Neacon ; *“ nor ajar, cither.”

";'I\m] what does he s3+ of Christ and Christianuty 2™
said I.

¢ Of Jesus Christ,” said the Deacon, ** that—well  jro-
bably such a man lived, and was a very purs and holy man,
and a very remarkable teacher, centainly for his agea sy
rematkableteacher  But he ridicules the idea of the mniracles s
says he does not believe them any tnore than hie believes in
the mythical legends of Greek and Roman literature.  And
as to Christianity he believes it's a very good st of thing,
better for Aincrica than any other rehigions but he sather
thinks Buddhism is very likely better for India.”

** But I wish you would go and scc him,” continued the

(T ¢

Deacon.  * Pethaps you can make something out of hn.
I can't. 1 have tned agam and agam, and § ajways get the

worst of it.  Hc s well read, I assare you, and keen as—
as,” the Deacon tailed in his scarch for a stmile and clos~d
his sentence with. ** A great deal heener than 1 am. lic's
a 1eal good fellow "t heduesn’t behieve manything. There
is no use in quoting Scripture, bHecause he th{-s w's nathing
but a collectivn of old legends. T unce tried to argue the
qucstion of inspirativn with lum.  * Dezcon,” said heto me,
*supposc a father should stant off onc fine morning to carry
%iis son upto the top of Hurmcane 1Ll and put himtodeath
there, and should preterd lic had a revelation from God to
do it, what would youdo to kim?*  *J'ut bim in the insanc
asylum,” said 1. Exactly,’ said he. ¢ Myt vyscame home
from your Sabbath school the other Sunday full of the sac-
tifice of Isaac, and Will, who takes aftcr his father, asked
me i T idn’t think it was crucl for Gad to tell a {ather to
kill his ownson. What could 1 say 2 1don't often inter:
fere, beczuse it troubles my wife so,  RBut 1 couldn’t stand
that, and 1 told him very frankly that 1 didn't behieve the
story, and if it wastrue, ilh‘mgbx that Abrahzm wascrazy.
Hc had mc there, you know,™ conunued the Deacon, good-
naturedly ; **but then 1 never was good for anything in
discussion. T wish you would go to scc him, may be you
would bring him to terms.”

And so I was going now, not without misgivings, and
with no great faith in any capacity on_my part to ** bring
him to terms,"” as the Deacon phrased it, but bioyed up a
good deal, notwithstanding, by the remembrance of those
promised prayers.

And yet though Mr. Gear is an infidel he is not a bad
man.  Even Dr. Argure, and he is fearfully sound on the
doctrine of total depravity, admits that there are some good
trans about him, ** natural virtues,” he iscareful to explain,
not *‘saving graces.”

Of lus thorough, incorruptible honesty, no man ever inti-
mated a doubl. 1n every business transaction he is the soul
of honvur.  His word is a great deal better than Jim
Wheaton's bond.

In every good work he is a leader. When the new school
house was to be built, Mr, Gear was put, by an alwmost
unangmous consent, upon the board, and made its treasurer.
When, last fall, rumours were rife of the mismanagement of
the Poor-house, AMr. Gear was the one to demand an inves-
tigation, and, being put upon the committee, to push through
against a good deal of opposition, till he secured the reform
that was needed.  In his shop there is not a man whose per-
sonal history he does not know, not one wha.does not count
him a personal friend.  That there has not bieen a strike for
ten years is due to the workmen’s personal faith in him.
When Robert Dale  as caught in the shafting and killed
last winter, it was .ar. Gear who paid the widow's rent ot
of his own pocket, got the eldest son a place on a farm, and
carrted around personally a subscription to provide for the
family, after starting it handsomely himself. He is ap-
pomted toarbitrate in half theincipient quarrels of the neigh-
bourhood, and scttles more controversies, I am confident,
thian his neighbour, Squire tlodgson, though the latteris a
justice of the peace.  There is always a difticulty. in collect-
ing our pew-rents,  Half the church members are fiom one
week to one quarter behind-hand.  Mr. Gear has a pew for
his family, and his pew.rent isalways paid before it becomes
due.  The Deacon tells me confidentially that Mr. Work
does not think it prudent to preach againet intemperance be-
caus¢ im \Wheaton always has wine on his table New
Year’s Day.  Mr. Gear is the head of the Good Templurs,
and has donc more to circulate the pledge among the work-
men of the town than all the rest of us put togetaer. Heis
naturally an intensely passionate man, and 1 am told rips
out an oath now and then. But that he is vigorously labour-
ing with himself to control his temper is very evident, and
1t ts equally evident, so at least the Deacon says, that he is
gamng a victory in this hife-campaign.

““It is very clear,” said I to myself, as 1 wallied along,
¢ that these are some good points in Mr. Gear’s character.
e must have a side where Christian truth could get 1n, if
one could only find it ; where indeed it does get in, though
he tlunks, and every one else thinks, 1t does not.  Be 1t my
task to find the place.”

CHAVTER IN.=—I GET MY FIRST BIBLE SCHOL .

A pretty little cottage—white, with green blinus; the
ncatest of neat fences 3 a little platform in front of the side-
walk with three steps leading up to it—a convenicnt metiod
of access to our high country carriages; two posts before the
rate neatly turned, a trellis over the front door with a ciimb-
ing rosc which has mounted half way to the top and stopped
to rest for the scason; another trcllis, fan-shnpcd, behind
which a path disappears that leads round to the kitchen door;
the tastiest of little bird-houses, now tcnantless and deso-
late—this is the picture that mects my cyc and assures me
that Mr. Gearisa man both of taste and thrift, as indeed
he 1s.

Mis. Gear, who comes to thedoor in answer to my knock,
and whois a cheerful little body, with yet a tinge of sad-
ness in her countenance, as one who knows some secret sor-
row which her blithe heart cannot wholly sing away, is very
glad to sce me.  She calls me by my name and introduces
herself with a grace that is as much more graceful as it is
more patural than the polishel and stately manners which
Mrs. Wheaton has brought with hes from fashionable society
to Wheathedge.  Mr. Gear is out, he has gone down to the
shop—will I walk in2 he will be back directly. 1 am very
happy to walk in, and Mrs. Gear, mntroducing me t0 a cozy
little sitting-room with a library table in the centre, and 2
book -case on onc side, well filled too, takes Harry by the
hand, ~nd Icads him out to introducc him to the great New-
foundland dog whom we saw basking in the sunshinc on the
steps of theside door, as we came up the yoad.

1‘nm accustomed to judge of men by their companions,
and books arc companions. So whencver 1 am in a parlour
alone I always examine the book-case, or the centre table-
il thereisone.  In Mys. Wheaton's patlour 1 find no book-
casc, but a large centre table on which there are several an-
nuals with agre~t deal of gil. binding and very little reading,
aud a volume or two of platcs, sometimes handsome, mose
oficn showy. 1n the library, which opens out of the parlour,
T find scts of theclassic authors in library bindings, but when
I take one down 3t betrays the fact that no other hand has
touched 1t to open 1t before. And I know that Jim Wheaton
buys books to furnish us house, just as he huys wall paper
and carpets. At Mr. Hardeap’s 1 find a big famiiy Bible,
and half-a-dozen of those made up volumes, fat with thick
paper and large type, and showy with poor pictures, which
cansutute the common literature of two-thirds of our country
homes.  And I know that poor Mr, Hardeap is the unfor-
tunate victim of book agents. At Deacon Goodsole’s T al-
ways sce some school books lying in admirable confusion on
the sitting-soom 1able. And 1 know that Deacon Goodsole
has children, and -hat they bring their books home at night
10 do some real stuyjing, aud that they do it in the family
sitng-toom and get hcl{: now and thea from father and
from mother. And so while I am waiting for Mr. Gear 1
take a iurtive glance at his well filled shelves. I am nather
surpnsed to find 0 hys Litle hibmary so large a religious cle-
ment, though nearly alt of 1t hetcrodox, There isa com.
plete editionof Theodore Parker’s works, Channing's works,
a volume or two of Robertson, onc of Furness, the English
translation of Strauss's Life of Christ, Renan's Jesus, and
half-a-dozer more similar bodks, intermingled with volumes

of history, biography, science, travels, and the New Ameni-
can C)'Bol)c(lln. The Radical and the Atlantic Monthiy
are on the table. The only orthodon book is Beechors
Sermons—and 1 believe Dr. Argure says they are nat orthu
dox; the only approach to fiction is one of Oliver Wendell
Holmes’s bouks, 1 do not remember which one,  “* Well,

said [tomysell, *“whatever this man is, he is not irreligious. ™

I had just arrived at this conclusion when My, Gear en
tered. A tall, thin, nervous man, with a high forehead,
g)icrcing Llack eyes, aml a restless uneasiness that furlis

iim from ever being for a moment still.  Now he runs hus
hiaud through his ha.., pushing it still further back frum b
dome of a head, now he drums the table with his uneasy
fingers, now he crossesand uncrosses his long lt‘gs, and once,
as our conversation grows ammated, he rises from his sea
in the vehemence of his carnestness, and leans against the
mantel-picce. A clear-eyed, frank-faced, fine looking man,
who would comupel your heed if you met hun anywhere, un
known, by chance, on the public street.  ** An nfidel you
may be,” T say tomyself, **but not a bad man ; on the con-
trary a man with much that s true and noble, or I amno
physiognumst or phrenologist either.”  And I rather prue
ayself on being both.

We lanyers learn to study the faces of our witnesses, to
form quick judgments, and to act upon them. I I dud
not mistahe my man the Jdirectest methud was the best, and
I employed it. .

s Mr” Gear,” said I, ** I have come toask you to join mi)
Bible class.”

4 Met” said Mr. Gear, unmistakably surprised. ‘I dou’
believe in the Bible.”

¢ So I have heard,” 1 said quietly.  ““And that’s the rea
son 1 came to you first. In fact I do not want youto join my
Bible class. I have not got any Bible class as yet, I wan
you ta join me in getting one up.”

Mr. Gear snuled incredulously. “ Yot had better et
Deacon Goodsole,” said he—**or,” and the smile changed
from a goodnatured to a sarcastic one, **or Mr. IHardea:.

1 have no duubt they would enther of them juin me,
said 1. “ But they believe substantally as I have been
taught to believe about the Bible. They have learned to
look at it through creeds. and catechisms, and orthodua
preaching. I want to get a fresh look at it. 1 want o
come to it as I would come to any other book, and to find
out what it means, not what it secms to mean to a man who
has been bred to believe that it is only the flesh and blood
of which the dry bones are the Westmninster Assembly'’s
Catechism.

“Mr. Laicus,” said Mr. Gear, *1 thank you for the
honour you do me.  But I don't helieve in the Bible. 1
don’t believe it’s the Word of God any more than Honteror
Tacitus. 1 don't believe those old Hebrews knew any more
than we do—or half so much. It says the world was made
in six days. 1 think it more likely it was six millions of
years in making.”

“Sodo l,”said L.

¢ It says God rested on the Sabbath Day. T believe He
always works, day and night, ssmmer and winter, in every
blzzing fire, in every gathering storm, in every rushing river,
in every growing flower, in cvery falling leafl”

He rose as he spoke and stood, now leaning against the
mantel-piece, now standing crect, his datk eyes flashing, lus
great forchead seeming to expand with great thoughts, lus
soul all enkindled with his own cloquence : for eloquent he
really was, and all unconscious of it.

“ Your Bible,” sud he, *“shutsGod up in a Tcmrlc, and
in an ark in that, and ldes Hun belind curtains where the
High Pricst can find Him but once a year. My God 1s
cverywhere.  There is no church that can hold 1ham.  The
heavens are Hlis home; the earth is His footstool.  All thus
bright and beautiful world is His temple. Hecisin cven
mountain, in cvery cloud, in cvery winter wind and every
summer brecze.”

Ic looked so handsome in his earnest cloquence that 1
had no heart tointerrupt him. And yct I waited and watched
for any openingt he might give me, and thought of Jennic,
and her prayers at howie, and declared 10 myself by Gald's
help T wonld not let this man go till I had caught him and
brought him 0 know the luve that now he knew not.

*Your Bible, Mr. Laicus,” s2id he, *“sets apast one day
fcr the Lord and gives all the rest to the world, the flesh,
and the devil, 1 Delieve all days are divine, ali days are
the Lord’s, all hours are sacred hours and all ground is huly
ground.”

{ 7o be contssistea.)

THE BLACK STONE IN THE KAABA

In the Kaaba, the most ancicnt and remarkable building
of the great Mosque at Meeea, is preserved a mitaculuas
stong, with the print of Abraham’s {ect imptessed upon it
Itis said, by Mohammcdan traditiun, to be the wdenu a
stonc which served the patriarch aa a scaffold when he hed, o
Ishmael to rehwild the Kaala, which had been onginaily
constructed by Scth, and was afterwards destroyed by ihe
deluge.  Whi'c Ahraham stoed upon this stone 1t rosc and
sank wi b him as he built the walls of the sacred editice
The relic is <aid 1o be a fragment of the same gray Mer 3
stonc of which the whole bhuilding is constructed, in ths
tezpect differing fram the famous black stone brought w
Abraham and Istunacl by the angel Gabricl, and built into
the nosth-cast comer of the exterior wall of the Kaals,
which is generally supposed to be cither a meteorite or frag:
mcnt of volcanic basalt. Tt issupposed to have been ongt
nally a jacinth of dazzling whitcness, but to have been made
Black as ink by the touch of sinful man, and that it can naly
recover its onginal purity and brilliancy at the day of jols
ment.  The millions of kisses and touches impressed by the
faithful have warn the surface eonsiderably , but, in add. @
1o this, traces of ~up shaped hollows have been obrenve” @
it. There can be no doult that both the relics associat~d
with Abraham are of high antigaity, and may possibiy have
Uelonged to the prehistoric worship which marked Mecea 2
asacred site lang before the followers of the prophet hnd
set up their hrine there.—Blackioood s Alagazine.
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