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ARMENIA TO THE QUEEN.

BY REV. CHARLES DUFYF, M.A.

Victoria, Queen 1 greatest, best Christian

Monarch of the woxldl Whose rule benign doth

Eogland’s lipht o'er nations shed; whose dire
wrath

In war strikes to carth the cruel focwan,

And briogs the rencwiog forces that can

proot the wrong & will establish right.

Hear'st thou not th. cry, in darkest night

Of outraged sister hosts, Armenian,

For help thou hold'st from God ip sacred trust?

Shall pity loager move thy heart (vward him

Of Hildiz; Elle the burning cug of lust,

Rapioe and murder, filled up to the brim,

Thou see’st him press to pure Christian lips?

e Must

Dexf thine ear be to cries in death 30 grim?

‘Toroato.
THE THREE MAISTER PETER

SLEES, MINISTERS IN THE
PARISH OF COUTHY.

REPORTRD VERBATIM FROM THE CONVERSA-
TION OF WILLIAX 3'KIE, GRAVEDIGGER
AND MINISTRR'S MAN

e

1t wasa still summer evening in the
slack between hay and harvest on the
farm of Dramqubat, The Galloway moors
rose in long .parple ridges to the Woest.
The sun had sol, and in the hollows pocls
of mist were gathering, islanded with
clawps of willow. The * maister” hed
made his nightly founds and wsas now
meditatively taking his smoke, leaning on
the gate at the head of the loaning, and
looking over a green cornfield, through
the raw color of which the first yellow
was beginning to glimmer. From the
village half a mile away he could hear the
clink of the smith's anvil. There came
into his mind a slow thought of the good
crack going on there, and he erected him-
self as far as a habitual stoop would allow
him, as if he propased  daunerin’” over
to the village to make one of the company
in the heartzome * smiddy.”

For s moment he stocd undecided,
and thon deliberately resumed his former
position with his elbows on the * yott.”
Saunders MaWhurr had remembered his
wife. Todo him justice, it was seldom
that he forgot her. Baut in his single per-
pendicular moment Saunders had been able
to see over the stone dike which hid from
him the broken and dsceptive path which
led from the farm along the burnside and
over the mesdowsto the village of Whao-
nyliggat. What he saw would have as-
tonished 8 stranger, but it did not even
induce Saundera to take a second look.
A man wss approsching up the loxning,
apparently onall fours. The farmor knew
justinctively that the stranger was mo
stranger to him. He only saw William
Kie, gravedigger and minister’s man,
walking as be ksd walked any time these
forty years. (Wiliiam’s nawe was strict-
1y, no doubt, AL’ Kie, but the Mec was as
hopelessly lost as the Books of Manetho).
Ho even remembered Willinm when he
‘was & dashing young hedgor and ditcher,
with & red plush waistceat for the lassies
to look at on Sabbath ay they walked
modastly from the churchyard gate tothe
door of Couthy Kirk.

That was beforo Willism got his hurd
by being thrown off & hearse in the Iamous
South country snow-storm of the Ist of
May. William Kio bad never marriad,
‘Why, you shall bear somo day if you care,
for onco in » mellow mood Willism told
mo thestoryin hiswhite-washed bacholor's
honse, {bat stood with its gable end to the
atreet, opposite the Freo Kirk School
Tho bairng vexed his soul by playing
¢t Antopy Over” against tho ond of bis
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house, and ruoning into his garden-for the
ball when, at every third throw, it went
among the beadle's kale. Had they been
the pupils of tho authorized parochial
dominio at the other end of tho village,
William might have borne it with some
degree of equal mind ; but, as ho said, a
beadle for forty years in the parish kirk
is bound to have his feelings about the
Free Kirk.

“The farmer of Drumqubat did not turn
round in reply .to the greeting of .the
minister's man. He, too, had his feelings,
forhe was & “Freo '’ and aun e¢lder.

Ho said; « Thank ye, Weslum, I canoa
compleen. Hoo's yersel’{”

“ No' that weel, Drumquhat ; things
are awln’ drug (slow). I hmoa buried
but yin since Martinmas—no’ s sowl for
fowar months, and the last but s tramp
body that drooned himsel’ in the Dee—a
three-fit grave that I mado ower narrow
an’-hud to widen in the sweat o’ my broo
—never a bawbee extra for't frae the
parish, but & grommel from that thrawn
stick o’ a registrar {”

¢ Manalive !"” said Sannders MaWhurr
indifferently, his thoughts being arithmet-
ically with his calves as he watched Jo,
hisfarm boy, turn them out into the field.
The gravedigger knew that the farmer’s
attention was perfunctory, .bat he wasnot
offended, for Saunders kept three pair of
horses and a gig. Imstinctively, however,
he took up a sabject that was bound to
interest a Free Xirk elder.

Ho said, “ Did you hear what we got
at the Hie Kirk yesterday? I daresay
no'. Yer plooman wss there, I ken, to
su8 Jess Coupland ; but himm—he disna ken
a sermon frae an exposecetion, let alane
bringiny awa’ the fine points o' sic & dis-
coorss a8 we gat yesterday.”

‘ He was oot &’ nicht, and I havna
seen him since he lowsed,” said Saunders
in bis non-committal manner.

¢ Bat what did ye get toJmak’ ye craw
sascroose 3 No’ a new sermon, I'se war-
rant ¥

¢ Wesl, na, he didna exactly gang that
length ; but, dod, it was better than that
—it was a new yin o his granfaithers)
‘Whaur he had fa'en on wi't is mair than
I can say, but the manse lass télls me
that ue was howkin’ up in the garret twa
afternoons Iast week, an' a bonny sicht
ho mads o’ himsel’1”

In s moment the farmer o Dramqu-
hat was quite a different man; he even
oftered, William Xie a sharo of the gate
to lean npon by silently stepping aside,
which was a great deal for 2 man in his
position. William acknowledged his kind-
ness by silently seating himself on a
broken gate-post lyinz at the dike-back,
“This was what 18 known in learned circles
88 & compromise.

The beadle took up his parable: #As
sune as ho steppit oot o' the manse, 1
could see that there was something un-
usual inthe wand. First, I thocht that
it micht be clean bands that tho mis-
tress had gotten for him ; for Mistrees
Blee was in goy guid fottle Inst week, an’
I didns ken what sho michtns bz dane;
but when I saw him tak’ oot o’ his case
tho same auld pair that he has worn since
tho Sacrament afore last—yo can juis
well thom ‘fre the color o' the goon—I
konned that it bood be something else that
was makkin’ him sw® brisk, Men, Saon-
ders?’ esid@ Willism, forgetting to say
* Drumqubat,” as be had intended, which
was counted more polite from & man liko
him, ¢ Mau, Ssunders, I didna ken whanr

wy eon could hw been, lor I ovon gat a
glisk o' the sormon as it gmd intil the
Buik, yet never for a minute did I jaloose
what wag comin’.”

“Ab, man Weelum, an' what was't
avai" =maid Saunders, now thoroughly
awako to a congenial-topic. Ho was glad
that ho had not gone down to the
“smiddy " now, for Saunders was nol in
the habit of opening out there beforo so
many.

“ Weoll, Saunders, as I am tellin’ you,
it wa3s & new sormpn o his granfaither’s
dmcent man, him that lies ancath the lig

thruch stane in the wast corner o’ the

kirk-yard,  It's maistly covered wi'
dockens an’ soorooks noo for the Maister
Sieo that we hm the noo is mair fameoliar
wi’ his forebears’ hen' o' write than wi’
the bit stanics that haud them dmcently
doon till Gawbriel's tramp bids them rise!”

* Haun o' write !’ .quoth Saunders ;
“ what can the craitur mean 3"

¢t Saunders MaWharr,” said the min-

ister’s man solemnly, ‘ therty year an’
mair he I carried the Buik, an' howkit
the yaird, an dibbled the cabbage for
Maister Slees, faither and son. Ay, an
I mind brawly o’ thegranfaither—a graun
figare o' & manr him, sax fik two in his
buckled shoon. Ssnndera, I'm pno’ an’
upsetiin’ .man, an’ quate-spoken even on
Setterday nicht, but ye will aloo that I'm
bun’ to ken something aboot the #hree
Peter Slees, ministers o’ the parish o’
Couthy.”

“ Gz on,” said Sannders.

“ Weel, it's no' onkenned to you taat

tho twafirat Maister Sless wraite their ;

sermnng, for they wers self-respecktin’
men, an’ na ranters haiverin’ oot’ o’ their
heids} Na-—>»

“What aboot the granfather, Weel-
um?$’ put in Saurders, quickly, avoiding
in the interesta of history, contentious
matter upon which at another time ke
would gladly have accapted gage of battle.

¥ Weel, the grenfaither was, as I he
said, & graun’, solit man, wi’ areed face
on him like the mune in hairst, an’ sic a
borny heid o hair, it was bardly consid-
cred deccent in the pariah o Conthy. Fowk
used to think he wore o wig till they saw.
him on horseback, for'he wad ride wi' his
bat in his hauvn’, an’ his hair blawin’ oot
in the wund like Absalom’s. He wasa
rale fine moral preacher, reared in the
hinder end o’ the 1ast century, but neyther
to band nor to bind if onybody ca’ed him
a Moderate. In deed an’ truth, onybody
that saw him wi’ the la.u‘d when the twa-
some had been hein’ denner thegithcr,
could seo that was s loe an’ a big yin 1"

“ Juist thst,” said the farmer of Dram-
qobat.

“But when he preached on tho Sabbath
he gied tho fowk no Gospel toca' Gospel,bat
he did mak’them acunner with the Law ;
su'whenhepresched on justics, temperance,
an’ judgament to come, there wasna & shut
ceina Oonthy Kirk! Fine I mind o',
though I was but a callant, an’ hoo X
wussed that he wad b= dune an’ let me
hame to mak’ pyowes o’ poother for the
Eair on Mondasy.

“The ‘faither o’ ocor prosont Maister
Slea yo'll mindyerself. He wasasirong
Non-Iustrosion man afors the ¢ foréy-
three,’ as stroog as it wasin the craitur to
be. A’ fowk thocht that he wad hwm
comed 0ot wi-the lave, an’ 2 I believo he
wad but for. the wife, wha lockit him in
the garret for three dsys,an’ gied him his
muals through tho sky-licht!

* His sormons wers like himsel’, like
pease brose mads o’ half apun o' peas to

-
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the boilerfn’ o' water—ralo evangolica
yo ken, but meat for babes, hardly fo
grown fowk,

“T neodna tell ye eythor, aboot youn;
Mgister 8leo; weal, ho's no’ young n«
ony mair than oorsol’s.”

“ Humph 1" said Saunders.

#'Heo preaches aboot the lillies o' the
field, hoo bonny they ave, an' shoot the
birds o’ the air, an’ the mowdies in ths
yuird—the very craws ho canna lot alane,
He said the ither Sabbath day that fowk
that wraite guid resolutions in their note.
buiks to keep oot the de'tl war like the
farmer that shut the yetts o’ his cornfields
to keep out the craws !”

¢ That's nane sre swupit V' said Sauva.
ders.

“Ns; he's a graun’ naiteralist, the
body,” esid the minister’s man, an' whea
the big Enbra’ societies come deon here to
glower an' wunner at the bit whurls an’
holes in the rooks, he's the very mante
tak’ them to the bit ; an’ whan the Crech.
ton Asylum fowk cam’ doon to a picnig,
as they ¢a'ed it, it was Maister Slee that
gied them & lectur’ on the bonny- beuchs
o’ Conthy. An’faith, I couldna tell ye
what yin o' the twa companiee was the
mair sensible.

#'Weel, to mak’ a lang atory chert, if
I get a fair guidlook at the paper when
he pita it intil the Buik, I cap tell by the
yellaness o't whether it's his ain, or his
faither's, or his granfaither’s; but I maist-
Iy forgot to look, for he generally giesus
them day aboot, begianin’ on the Sacrw
ment wi'his faither’s famous discoorse,
¢ As a nail in sgure place,’ that we had
every sax months, till the Gléncairn joiney,
a terrible outspoken body; teli him that

that nail wadea haud in taat hels ony

langer!

‘Bat when he begin3 to preach, we :
sane ken wha’s barrel he has been in, for .
if we hear o’ oor duty to the laird; an’ the
State,-an’ them in authority ower us, we

say, ‘If the wast wunda was open, av’

the auld man wad cock his lag, he wud °
On
the ither bhaun’,if we hear aboot these ;
present sad tronbles, an’ speeritual inde- °
pendence, an’ effectusl calling, we ken
heabeer howkin'in the big beel-barrell :
whaur the Pre-Disruplion sermons o’ his -

hear anmething that he wad ken/

daddy liein pickle.

¢ Sx yesterdsy he gied us & terrible :
startle wi’ & new yin o' his granfaithers :

that »® man lesvin' had ever heard.”

& An’ what was hia'text ” said practic -

cal Saunders:

Deed, an’ I'mno sz guid at mindin’ °
texts a8 I yince was; but the- dn!t ot
was that wo war to be thankfa’ for the .
recont maist remarkable preservation o' :
oor Iand in the great victory that ths :
Duke of Wellington an’ oor noble. airmy
had won ower the usurper Bonyparty on

the pisizis o Watérloo!”

¢ That maun had been & treat!” said :

Saunders.—Zev. S. B. Crockeit.
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A room without & couch of sowo sott
is only bolf-farnished, Life is full of upt
and downs,-and all'that saves the ssnity
of the mentslly jaded and’ physically ex-
hausted fortame-fighter is.ihe periodical :
good cry.sad momentary loss of conscions-
ness on the npstaira lounge or-the old sofs M.

in tho sitting-room. °

There are txmel when.so many of the |

things that distractus could be: atraight

cned-out snd the way made clear if ons
-only had a long, comfortable oonch o3 :
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