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Pastor and People.

TAKE 4WAY THE STONE.

The stricken sisters and the Master Lornd
Had gathered in that solemn tarial place,
And other friends had come to hear the word,

To hear the wondrous word of zaving grace,

“ Take ye away the stone,” an: they oveyed,
But O'! methinks with awe and many a Juubt,

Can he, who in the prave <o lnng hath lain,
From its dark, ploomy cavern, ¢'er come nut ?

** Take ye away the stone,”* ye taithless ones !
¢ And Jesus wepi,  cre while the sisters wept, —
‘“ Lazatus come fuith ™ the Low, softy God Like tones
¢* Awake the sleeper,” tho' in death he slept.

** Lazarus come forth | the words had scarce been said,
Lre Lazarus, with his grave clothes wiapped about,
And the white napkins ali abuut his head,
Stood there among them  could they longer Joubt ?

1*Take ye away the stone ** from off the heart,
The stone that crusheth out the hopes of hife t
Look up te Jesus, He will power impart
And give you strength to wai . amid the strife

Look up to Jesus, * take awey the stone,”
And tho’ your dearest ones sleep in the tomb,
He ii call them back again, with lcve's sweet tone,
And, with 1Lis smiling, tuighten u} the ghom
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FIGHTING THE MINISTER.

“ Don't you think things are rather quiet at our Church?”

“1 hadn’t thought of it,” was the good-natured reply ol
the young business man, arranging humself in the car seat
beside one of the * older brethren.”

It was Saturday night, and one of the last trains out of the
great city, filled with tired business men, was just departing
from the station. These two men, neighbours and members
of the same Church, it appeared, sat 1ust in front of me. 1
could not avoid hearing what they said.

1 think we are dul),” said the first speaker He was a
little wiry grey bunch of nerves, restless as a weathercock
“ We need stirring up. Why, we have not had a genuine 1n-
terest in our Church for three years !

* Are we now at peace?"” answered the young man, fold-
ing up the evening paper. ‘* Are we not out of debt? IHave
we not a fine property, & number of useful benevolent enter-
prises ? Do you not look forward to the morrow with a sunny
anticipation of the bright walk with your family to the beau-
tiful temple, to the greetings of quiet and well bred people n
the thronged vestibule, and the sense of fraternal interest in
each other’s welfare? 1o yon not enjoy the music? And to
sit down, restfully, in one's pew, with the beloved housebold
at one's side, in the house of Go~ ; to listen to the whuleseme
words of our pastor— all this is to me very, very sweet, as |
anticipate it novw.”

“Yes ?"” was the sinister response.
round there.”

“ Quiet, my dear sir You keep harping on that,” ex
claimed the young man with a slight touch of impatience,
* You would not have a racket 1 a Church, would you? A
Church is diffesent from a circus.  What else would you have
in a Church but gentle, loving peace and the digaity of wor-
ship?”

“Well, young man, you are not so old a member as I.
f like to see a Church active ana interested. Now, the trouble
with us is we have no debts, no burdens ; have lots of nice
people who enjoy worshipping together, and go shding along
to heaven on flowery beds of ease. [ propose to break this
lethargy. I do.”

“How, if I may ask?"” questioned the young man.

* Well, let's stir up the pastor.”

“How stir him 1p> Fis X'nd banls and heart are pretty
busy now, I take it"”

“No, he needs stirring up. He is geuting too comfont
able , needs shaking A gnod way tn employ a lethargi-
Church, in my e.perience, is t~ hegin to fight the minister
You will observe that those Charches which make the most
noise in the world, every nnw and then have a savage fight
with the pastor. We need cne. We do not do very much fight
ing with sin and Satay, nowadays. Fosrmy part, I can't, I'm
too busy. Besides, 1it’s very hard work to fight sin and
Satan ; and its dangerous, too. Brut it's very safe fightipg a
poor mipister ; he can’t hit back very hard if he tries. Then,
too, you can’t fight Satan secretly ; you have to come right
out and face the devil ; for, being a spirit, he knows just who
you are, and where you are, and what you are doing. But
a simple-hearted pastor, like that young fellow we have now
for instance, would be as blind as a vat in a fight. You
could work all in the dark, poke his ribs and pit-fall his
feet ; and then stand off at a safe distance and see him
squirm. Oh,it's fun ' I tell you,” and the old man rubbed
his hands at the thought ; * fcr real sport bunting and fishing
are nowhere in comparison with stirring up trouble with a
minister and seeing him squirm.”

“You have had some experience, 1 judge,” said the
young merchant, calmly, yet white with indignation.

% Ycs, I've seen, and helped to make, trouble with the
pastor in every Church I ever belonged to. You see, it is so

* But it’s very quiet
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easy much easier than attacking the liquor traflic, or public
immorality, or any of the crying evils of the day. Let the
pastor do all that, and while he-is at it, begin to assail him in
the rear. Censure him on the way he does it. Say you could
preach better than that yourself, Say you think he is a lover
of his own ease. Say that he preaches false doctrine, Oh,
there are ten thousand ways! for a pastor livesin a glass
house. You can’t throw a stone amiss at a minister, any moié
than at a woman. Even a whisper is enough. That's why 1
like it—because it is so easy. I could never go to war, nor
fight a duel, because 1 might get hit in return. 1 don't like
that kind of fighting. Ministers are my game. For a real
Jolly show, I'd prefer a Church §ght with the pastor, to the
nper? which [ never attend.”

“ You certamnly are not serious in what you are saying?”
exclaimed the young mearchant, clappang hus hand on the old
man’s shoulder.

*lndeed 1 am, though,” was the reply. I hold the
preacher responsible for everything that goes wrong in the
Church. He is paid for it, and paid well—that is, paid as well
as most book keepers and salesmen. [{ the pews do not rent
1 blame the preacher. If the pews rent too high, and the
poor are crowded out, blame the preacher. If the meetings
are dull, find fault with him. If the brethren misbehave, lay
it all on the preacher's shoulders. Why, we had one preacher
who actually found fault with me because I was not exactly
up to the whole law when I went through bankrupteyt 1
told that man plamly that he was to preach the Gospel, and
not business affairs. I don't pay pew rent to hear about busi-
ness on Sunday. It's wicked to bring business into
the house of the Lord, I hear enough about business all the
week. On Sunday I want to hear about heaven. What do 1
want to hear about giving three feet to the yard and sixteen
ounces to the pound ? Nothing. Tell me about heaven, It
is that which I want, 1 don’t pretend to keep the whole law,
I rely strongly on the Gospel.

**So I struck that fellow, I charged that he was not
spiritual.  You see that wuas easy. It took like wild fire,
There were lots of our people who did not hanker much after
such preaching as touched every-day hife. They wanted to
hear of heaven, So they stood by me, and we made 1t hot
for him, with his yards and ounces. He left. That was be-
fore you came, [t was great sport to see him move. Had a
lutle house on Franklin Street, night alongside of my son's,
and took great pude in 1t, fixing 1t up better than my boy
could afford. Of course he had to sell at a sacrifice. His
children were at school ; had to leave., His wife hated to
budege. Ah, hal but they had it fixed so nice, as if to stay
forever. But that 1s not for ministers ; they have here no
continuing city, but should be seeking one above. [ reminded
him of it. It costs mimisters nothing to move. Home 1s
nothing to them. Therr wives are the possession of the
Church. Thesr children belong to everybody to train. Bun
dle them about, and see them trot. That's my doctrine. 1|
can’'t move, and so hear difterent ministers. 1 have made my
home here in Roxbury. Why, the peach tress in my garden
cost me a thousand dollars. I'm a fixture. So let the
preachers move, and that gives us variety. Home's home
to me.”

The young man arose at the next static  saying :—-

“My dear father in Israel, my dear Aaron, dear Hur,
blessed peacemaker, most sweet angel of comfort, thou pre-
cious and most lovely Judas, I must bid you farewell. I am
not worthy to nde 1nto Roxbury town by your side. For I
love the Prince of Peace and all His sincere preachers. 1
will be in the next car when this one goes off the track.
Adien, happy old man."—N. V. Weckly.

FOG.

Just before retiring on a calm September night, you walk
out into your yard and look up. You are not sorry for the
act  The air 1s balmy and as clear as crystal. The stars
hang like countless diamonds in the heavens, and the moon,
now an her fisst yuarter, rides as a queen in her siver boat
duwn the great sea of the western sky. [he wonderful
beauty, the serenty, the soft splendour, the tender glories of
the night  who shall ever describe it all as it smpresses you ¢
The neat musning you awaken to find your room looking ugly
and bare. There s a mean, chilly sensauon in your body.
You look out. Ab yes, that explains it aill. There s a thick
fog.

Bat a fog 1s not onily dismal and to theé last degree unro-
mantic. It 1s unwholesome. It shuts out the cheerng
revivifying rays of the sun so that we are chilled into utter
discomfort, and we lony for the hour when the sun shall
conquer and the mists shall roll away. Its nnwholesomeness
is more clearly manifested in the fact that it is the favourite
medium for conveying the germs of malaria and d:adly fevers.
Thus itis “a chill and pestilential air,” and he who would
take care of his health must avoid fogs, or if he has to go
through one, be well fortified with wholesome, sustaining
food.

It is also a familiar fact that fogs are extremely perilous.
Every year thousands of lives are lost because of fog. Great
steanzrs, laden with rich cargoes and hundreds of precious
lives, meet upon the ocean and, before they can change their
bearings, collide and sink into a watery grave. That these
destructive collisions should be so frequent, and that, too, in
spite of many and careful precautions, is due to the peculiar
impenetrability of fog to light. An electric light which can
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be seen for ten miles the darkest kind of night, cannot be seen
oune-twenticth of that distance through a heavy fog, yet for
objects near at hand the fog seems to hinder vision much less
than ordinary darkness. So that fog is not only impenetra.
ble to light, but at short distances is very deceptive. 0y,
perhaps, we might say that in the intense darkoess of 3
cloudy night a httle light will go a long way, while n the
darkness of a foggy day a very bright light shines for only a
short distance.

Now there is in the moral world a certain thing whih
resembles fog. The only difference is that it is more (an.
tinuous and far more pervasive. Physical fog clings to the
coast of Newfoundland and M~va S.¢ .a,and 1s not genenally
prevalent except under certain well marked conditions of
temperature, but (his other fog in the moral world seems
present to pervade all grades of society, and in every part ol
the glube makes its baletul influence felt. ‘The fog [ speak of
is Jdoubt. Heart and mind are of different temperatures ,
the first stone cold and the other warre. Resalt  The
pestilential vapours, the deceitful mists of doubt. \When the
heart i1s warm and the mind is cold, the 1esult 1s superstiion,
extravagance, fanaticism, anything that can express zeal with
out knowledge, But whoen the mind is warm, anl the hean
is cold, then look out for the cheerless, comfortless fog,
doubt ; or if you prefer a large soundinyg name for a poor
possesssion—Agnosticism.

And this fog is so full of peril !
spiritual energies. It paralyzes all effective effort. It hinders
all religious progress, It carries the soul into unknowa
waters, and in many an instance wrecks it upon unflore.cen
shoals of despair. And, observe, the great reason for s
perilous nature lies in just this fact. It does not scem daik,
yet it is peculiarly impenetrable to light. Ignorance s just
plain darkness and can, therefore, be penetrated and changed
by the light of knowledge ; but confirmed doubt 1s a cold,
thick fog, and you may turn on all the hight you please, and 1t
makes but little difference,

We have known some men who were proud of ther
doubts, and we+e rather given to parading them whenever an
opportunity occurred. We have never been able to look on
such folly without distress and wonder ; distress that a man
should be in such a hopeless, umpenetrable fog, and wonder
that he did not appreciate the perils of his position. For
surely no man should boast when there is fog on land ana
sea, and the soul is being slowly, but surely, chilled to death.
— W, W. W, in Southerns Churchman,

It chills and weakens ali

LIGHT IN THE DAYS OF DARKNNESS

——

I am not seeking to cast any shadow upen glad lives
wiien [ say that every young woman should learn in the
sunny days where to find hght in the days of darkness. I
you are about to enter Mammoth Cave, while you are sull
out in the sunshine the guide puts a lamp nto your hand.
It seems useless then, as you walk down the green baak, and
its beams appezr pale and dim. But when you enter the
cavern, you understand the value of your little lamp, and s
hight is very beautiful as it shines in the dense gloom.

“ The lamp of Christ's comfort may seem useless to youin
the happy days of youth, when you have no sorrow, but some
time it will grow dark about you, with no earthly light to
shine upon your path, and then this heavenly lamp wiil be
most welcome. Keep the picture before you, therefore—at
Christ's feet in sorrow. [t will teach you where to go when

the night darkens about your own soul —From Masy of ',.

Bethany, by the Rev. ]. R. Miller, D.D.

THE HEM OF HIS GARMENT.

In the gentle story of the poor woman who tinudly made ¥

her way through the crowd to the gracious Healer, and by
her faith, imperfect though it was and unexpressed by any

words, obtained her cure, we are wont to direct attention [

mainly to the urcumstances of her modest and simpe touh
ing. But let us note also the Lord's asswering chord of sym

pathy, as given by Luke, * Somebody hath touched me. Fuil

of encouragement this to every shrinking, lowly bowed svul
who it may be, weak in faith aod but as * smoking flax” u
a “bruised reed” yet presses to the throne ot the dympa
thizer. 1s the approach feeble? Is the cry faint, the speech
broken ¢ Is the look imid? Is it only a groaning that wan

not be uttered ¢ Isut the putung forth reaches Him ; theuy, B
The hand, nat B
strong to grasp the promise, not violent to take by force the &
kingdom, can only touch the garment ; but that touch is fet fr
* Some one hath £

marticulate it may be, enters into liis ear.

in the oreast of the great High Piiest.
touched Me.” Oh, the qaick responsiveness! No miscany

ing in the appeal of a faith which may be no more than even
“an upward glancing of the eye.” The Lord now i the &

glories of His mediatonal reign yet feels every umid outer
most reaching forth of hands, and makes the gracious recog

nition, “Somebody hath touched Me.” From the beds of
sickness, from the depths of hidden sorrow, from the privaC‘V '
of peaitent grief, shrinking timid souls, the surging crowas &

around seeing them not and feeling not their griefs, are cob

tinually going out to Him who seeth in secret. And It can '

ne'er be said that praying breath was ever spent in va,

for to every such putung forth, * unutterred or cxpressed.’
the ready acknowledgment is made * Somebody hath touched

Me"—3id.Continent.
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