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outside them, turn with bitter sense of be-
reavement to ask wearily of each other,J Who is there ta take his place ?"

Men of the pulpits, the Church's greatest
need to-day, her 'crying need, is a ministry
each member of which lives and walks "inlrl)c rwe ýsaid, Onty let tbis rain bc past, touch with God."

And 1 shall fect my sveetneSS in the San,
Ho.w the manner of his death has appealedAnd pour its futtneSS into life at laSt.11 ta us ;-this holy man of God. His was notbut wben tbe rain waS donc, a translation, no sudden and glorious paý,s-And fair da-vn 3par4led tbrongb anr-toQded air, ing. Ta him was given sorrow and loss,

Sbe -vaS not tbere. loneliness and slow decay. He sufféréci ail
the pain and the weakness of a. graduai
wasting. He endured the uncertainty, theTbc lark said, Il Iet but iiinter bc avaï longings for recovery, the hopes, the disap-And blossomS come, and liqbt; tben -Vitt 1 soar pointments, the fluctuations, the ' intense

And tose tbe cartb, and bc tbc voice of dqlc.,, weariness, of a slow decline. Ile was spared
not one détail of the progress of disease; he,-but Vbcn tbe Snows -vere o'cr, this saintly soul, this intensely sympatheticAnd Sveet spring bro4e in I)IQeneSS ovcrbead, man, drank the full cup of hurnan weakness'ý0Tbe tar4, pSr bird, uaS dead. and bodily distress, and trod the via do1crosa
ta the end, even as his Master had done.

Lying in his quiet country retirement,UC myriad I)toSSomî rnadc tbe gardenS gtow with his thought and hope for his people inAnd ehytarkç carotted att tbe Summer long: the busy city, his heart already with oneNo laich of kirds ta Sing, or ftoverS to blov- gone before ta the Leal Land ; bound ta
but ab ! lost 3cent, tost Song earth by an infinitude of tender ties, fatherly

vrec4e:d roSc ; pa)r tar4, tbat never tritied; and pastoral, drawn toward heaven by onepSr Storni 
strong vibrant cord, ; watching the suns riseDead, anfittfittcd. and set, the moons grow and wane; sendingHATTIE COOPFR loving messages ta his sore-hearted chùrch
striving ta get better, then patiently waiting
for the end; -the milisier of St. Andrew'sju,ýT YO U A ND 1. of architecture, its Ssthetic dignity of in- came nearer ta his people throughhis suffer-terior, its rich music, its service, -stately, ings than ever he did in times of health.FLAG, half - mast upon a gre hurch reverent, yetglowing,-is truly expressive oftower, a grey-stone man agi om its pastor. The whole forrn and characterwith éliSse-barred shutters, a grey sky of the worship is the outcoffie of his life an It is a splendid service, on this Memorialdropping lèadenly down. ý d unday. The music is not mournful ; there,thought., tecau -lived,Within the church, heavy draperies of se Mr. Macdonnell are no dirges «nor dûes îrS; but the beautifulhis church lived also,-in ail the beauty andblac.k, dirri, light, solemn'organ notes; a revererice, ail the sibiplicity and organ under the inaster-touch rings out,

etitik cf-peoplé with, sad 
1 ri

gai4 faces and, tear. very a eh, full and deep,-melody- exultant, nottriade it. tmosphere electric withelmptypulpît. lively conviction. misererSs. The great congrégation taire upThé orgýLn vôice grows softer; it ceases.; the psalins sa strong atid sweet,c1lànee visitor riever entered. St. Aný9-own. ministèr alas, a 'stranget- výithout feelin the hills," and ' The Lord is my Shepherd."
Thbreak the'stiAilisg.l The service begitis. wrappinghim about. ýThat slendeir f0ýn1 in' ýey lift their sad faces upward -and sing 49the ulpit,.that àark nervo f on the Scottish bill--'» P Us ace, end ea the Covenanters sange misty tear-blurred atinôà. ger,hésitant -speech pressed instantly uean -hitn'; sidécenturies agO., It seems as though thephîéréý the people ee ý not n Who speaks, and he knew that here at least was on White' mute-lipped form within the silente tabut him who bas spoken from that pulpit in were not vague manse must hear and hearing make answer,t,4,long range o.f past years. His voice is whotn the eternai verities tol his people'soutpou ring.

:;n îheiý earî ; his presence is before thern ; sions.
hopedmfors," but réal and present posses- But he is still,-held by the rnighty bondstis words, his out-giving, his life, is reach- If was one of the featuies of Mr. Macdon- of ôur strongest foe; and his friend, Princi-ing andtouching theirs as it never bas done nell's ministry,-this impress of his sincerity Pal Grant, steps'into thé pulpit-,his pulpit-before. The sweet gravity of those strong upon the listening stranger,-the wayfarer ta speak of hirn,, and, fee him. Hè tells of,Scotch faces ; the uplifted eyes, the far-off who. crept quietly in, and sat in some 1 far the source of the deàd mililster's.stretigth,.vision', tel , 1 surely that hewhose form li 

his freedom of tho
ies pew corner ta pass an hour. 

ught, bis spiritual powerýewhité in repose within that shuttered manse, Wereîhe>visitor idle or eager, ind .ifferentý his 'belief thatis with h ' is people now, in the hour of their questioning, or sceptic ' the atmosphere of Will be the final goal of îli;
Somehow goodésorrow, ta comfort them as of old.. the place wrapped him into an outer rever-ence and passing out, he knew he had his sunny, cheery faith swêêt-

nessesWhatthe pastor of St. Andrew's was ta listened ta one who b lieved, and therefère of his character.ýhîs family and heart friends, only they may spake. Again the organ voice sounded,..t'hîs, time,know at ta his people, the sweet solemn 0 these back-pew wayfarers 1 -chance 1 s- alone,teners of an hour ; unknown ta him Whoùp4fting look'fnay tell. His brethren of the 1 know, I know, th t rny Redeémer)i%*ý,,ininistry have ektolied him as with one voice preaches and they who attend,-who shall I know, I know-from ýâ thodgand -pulpits throu' bout the say what momentous issues shall resuIV in Surel it Was the triumph sang of him.land , th6re ýet remains the tribute , frotn their lives and the lives of others bjecaüse of whose still fortn lay s near hie: -bAhose *ho, kn9w him not, save as the their Mornent's pause at the temple gate ? church.knows, whopauses, at the beeutiful The thought of thern should be present with Ôur Father who art in heaven --ý-theevery rninister as h 3 ytemple gatelisfens u moment ta the service e faces his congrégation. People s voice rosie 1 unitçà petition like thepasses on hiýs way murmurýof waters,What'though the wàrds. are halting? If What was the secret of Mr. Macdonnell's 0 à,>d '.r Éëjp,;. gés pastý1 regrètý a reaf affection,-they expresk a rea powerýover men and wo f thé worid ?if they,çônie fràtii a heart sort in sympathy Only that he FOW,%helter fro'm the stermy blast,was a good rnený-th.at was al].fot thepassing of a g'ôod'niaýh,'they may be Eloquence, oratory,' depth of learning,w»On, e maily mqre none of thoquent ese he had ta exte7ntý, only the .,It Was exu tant upl ea las 1 ifeing of. voictributesi întensity of s hp# çame the b-emýJictiPn1incerity, the magn.eti>srn of wide.A
sympathy. He iied ja, toliCh, With Godýjt is hard ta separate St, ànd i The one spakeof -hi àdi ing,ýt,_saîd 0. fiag on the NMj: a in. s" grey orman tower.1 yôü,'late pâstor'. in Our thought; the two are as ail.

closely.,.entWined as Bostoris Trinity Church st'a. shauld droop tiot at. half-mast, but f[utwxthink of it. This, fig a city, ydur folds at tbe head; for you tell n& ýofand Phillips Brooks. full, f 1 )its!ý,, dtàthu 0 pu r, but of Victory.Thebeautiful stone édifice, With its gracec ye
M pýws .an FAITFÉ xlrqc>x.,
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