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"Meni of the Covenant." The Story of
-the Scottish Chiirch in the Years of
the Prosecuition. By Alexander
SmnelIie. '%.A. Author of lI thE'
Heur of Silence." London: Andrew
Melrose. Toronto: William Briggs.
Pp. xii-433. Price, $2.65.

No more lierolc story was ever told
than that of the brave men who kept fly-
ing throuigh long years of persecution
the bonnie blue flag of the Scottish
Covenant. In an age of much laxity,
flot to say latitudinarianismn of opinion,
when depth and strength 0f conviction
are largely lacking, It Is a mental tonic
to read of those brave days of old when
mien grlpped convictions 'te their souls for
'%vbleh they were willhlng to live and to
die. Like a %vaft from the heathery hbis
cornes this tale of fidelity and fortitude.

Mr. Suiellie tells the heroic story ln the
light of the most recent documents and
data. "Sure]y we in our time ouglit to
'know," lie says, "and knowlng, to praise
famous men, and women not a whlt less
famous than men, «who, in Klpling's
phrase,

Puit asidc To-day
Ail the joys of their To-day,
Anid with toil of their To-day,

]3cught for us To-miorrowv."

The setting of the story Is of remark-
able vigor and v'ivacity. Charles I., says
our aut.hor, was the l2est o! the Stuarts,
yet lie lost bis life, while Charles II., the
basest of the line, was restored te the
forfeited throne amid the adulationis of
millions. "'Put not your trust ln
princes" is a lesson the Scots bave been
slow to learn. They clung to the
Stunrts, both regnant and Pretenders,
with a pathetic fidelity.

The story begins wlth the chapter,
"How the King Came Home," the restora-
tien of Charles II. Then follows the
long record of royal rperfldy. The very
tities of the chapters Indicate the insighit
jute the spirit of the tumes. "IIMarquis
and Martyr " tells the herolc story of
Argylli; "l'The Short Man Who Could Not
Bow " is the tale of the valorous James
Guthrie, a true counterpart of Bunyan's
" Stand Fast in the Faith "; IISharper

o! tliat 11ki," to use Cromwell's phrase,
porti-ays the smnali, paltry, higgllug
archbishop, wliose naine descrlbed bis
character ; "IA Nonsudli for a Clerk " por-
trays the noble chai-acter o! Johunston o!
Warriston, "God's Gift in Dauger's
Hour "; Ephralm Mý-acBriar, who -vas
satirized by Scott, Is shown to have been
a very Sir Galahad ; "'Blot His Nanie
Out " Is the epitaph o! Lauderdale : IIThe
Blink " describes the gleam of light in
this strange hlstory ; and "Gioom Af ter
Gleam " describes Its extinction.
" Spokesmen o! Christ" were the field
preachers o! the day who, counting not
their lives dear unto them, freely sealed
their testimony with their blood. "«A
Temporary " is one wlio tries year lu and
year out "te carry bis dish level."
IIClaverhouse in ae His Pride " describes
the dharacter o! the best hated man in
Scottish history. The tale of the KilI-
iug Time is one that ln Its plain teiling
surpasses even the romance o! Crockett's
traglc story. "«Those Women Who
Labored ln the Gospel " records the
faithfulness o! those sometimes calied the
weak-er sex, who suffered even more than
those made o! sterner stuif. The long
and tragie story ends -wlth a chapter Ilke
the breath o! spring, "Lo, the Winter Is
Past."

Sorne thirty-slx illustrations are given,
mostly from quainit old prints of places
and persons memorable ln this epic of
Scottish history. Some ef the quota-
tiens in the quaint spelling o! the perlod
take us back te the very time. Lauder-
dale this describes bis visit te the home :
IIWher I found them aI weal, and was
quikly enconipassed witb chiîdren striv-
ing 'who should be inost mead of.
Charles is grouen ane mighty kind chuld,
and le! t ai his frowardness, and, 1 think,
squints flot mor than lie did. 1 asked
Jhon if hie knew me ; lie sald, ' Ay, ay,'
and clapid my cheek, and kissld both of
them., ani asked for bis graadfather at
Lendon. Ana is grouen a pleasant and
bewtlful child. My littel dawghter Jean,
when she saw me mak muor, as she
thouglit, o! the rest than hir, said, Il ani
a baira, toc?"'

If we are to nierge our fortunes wvlth
those o! the grand old Presbyterlan


