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things for another room. In this latter had been gathered
together a bedstead, a bureay, four of the plainest chairs that
ever graved A tugger's walin, a 1abie that was all awry, haii.
dozen cups and saucers of the heavy white pattern that fourth.
class restaurants in frontier towns use, and a parcel of bed:
clothing still in the store-keeper's wrapper. Inthe kitchen was
a stove with * hus appurtenances.” Mr. Davison pointed with
pride to a box of kindling and a parcel of matches wiich s
forethought had provided.  Six emply rooms, all alike dusty,
assured me that whoever were on the commuttee for supply
there were no 1adies amangst them. Whea our boxes arnived
{ was glad to turn my attention to them lest everything
should be crushed like my previous expectations, and we be
leRt without even those things with which we left home.

Mr. Davison left us, far s business could not stand, with
the hope that we would find nurselves comfortable and make
ourselves at home. 1saw that my husband was doing his
best to look cheerful, though his laugh had an uareal ring
about it, and 1 resolved not to let him think that 1 was fecl-
g ' put out.” He had divested himself of his coat and
opened our boxes, and 1 bad swept out & couple of rooms
when the door-bell rang. OQur first callers | “ You are to
be neighuours, and 1 took the first opportunity of calling
upon you. My church is seven miles from here, but my
danghter stays in town and so I brought her with me to meet
you." Mr. Glass looked my husband all over as a tailor
might before measuring him, while Miss Glass stared persist-
ently at my poar travelling dress, by this time well-nigh spoiled
with the dust. Then she informed me that she had stayed
with Mrs. Andrew, the previous minister's wife, for over a
year, that this house was just hke a home to her, that it
looked so dreary now, that she was so sorry when they went
away and she had to leave. While she was running on in
this strain [ could hear her father teh Mr. Junior that there
never could come a minister who would do what Mr. Andrew
did ; that the people deserved to be punished in this way for
making him go from here, that he was a big-hearted man who
kept a most hospitable table, and so forth.

Another ring at the bell.  *This will be one of your peo-
ple, 1 guess,” said Miss Glass, as she introduced the new-
comer. My husband sat himself on a box togive him a chair,
and the conversation went on for a time. Then the last-
comer remarked to me + * I came roand to see if you wouid
have some milk in the morning.” 1 could almost have taken
him in my arms, dirty as he was and smelling hortibly of the
byre. This was Canadian kindness at last, and 1 was begin-
ning rapidiy to reconstruct my dream-pictures while [ thanked
hia for his kindness. * O, I'm the milkman, and I'll let you
have a pint a day for a dotlar and a-halfa month.* Alas, for
my dreams !

Qur visitors only stayed for an hour, in which time they
contrived to give us very unfivourable impressions of the
place, the people, and the work. Then we were at liberty
to praceed with the unpacking and dusting. 1 was becomiag
anxious about my dresses, etc., for Mr. Junior had been more
concerned about saving room in the boxes than creasesin the
dresses, and 1 knew it would be useless speaking to him now
about their appearance on the morrow. Dusk came and
found us thus engaged, and we had to return to the hotel for
dinner. We had been assured that it would not be well for
us 1o stay there over Sunday—" it is such a place.” Aundwe
could believe this last. We had, therefore, after dark to lay
in our provisions for the morrow and a caundle or two. Re-
turning 10 the manse we found a small party of ladies waiting
for the list of hymns for to-morrow, and to ask if I would take
the organ, as I was expected to do. While my husband went
into the church with them, I went into the house and had my
first cry.  If ever there was a hittle woman whose hopes had
been blasted it was I. 1 would not complain to him nor
let him thiok that I was disappoiated. But, O, how [ wearted
for the time when he would be asleep and not notice my
dejection !

Very early next morning a kaock at the back door got Mr.
Junior out of bed. I could got catch what was first said, but
at last came the loud query . “ Do you want to drown us
with milk at five cents a pint? ~  He would only teil me that
't was another milk dealer, a member of the church, offendea
because we would not puschase our supply from him.

Breakfast over, we were prepaning for church when the
Joor-bell rang. It was the Session Clerk come to take us to
church, that building, by the way, being less than twenty
yards from our door. What could my husband do? Oaly
seats in one room, and that our bedroom, study, dining-room
and sitting-room combined, and our toilet not finished. For
once Mr. Junior showed sense.  * Wait for us n the vestry,
and we'll be with you shortly.” We concluded that this must
be some kind of formal reception by the Session, or office-
bearers, and so he had come for us half an hour before the
hour of service.  In the vestry our one fiend waited for us,
and waited with us till the bell ceased ; then the organ started
a voluntary, and we went our several ways. Mr. Davison
we..: round to the front deor, my hasband found his way to
the pulpit and I to a pew at the side. What I suffered duc-
ing that voluntary, with fifty pairs of eyes rivetted on me, 1
rannot begin to tell ; nor was my husband’s 2 more enviable
condition. It was 2 fair sermon, but not in his usual style.
H.w could it be zfter 2 month of travel and such an experi-
ence as ours had been during these last twodays? After
service one or two peaple waited to shake bauds with us and
ask what we thought of the place, how we liked Fueltown and
had we been comfottable? Here let me wara my readers
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againg * is mantrap. * How do you hke out tawn?” If
there is wny diplomacy in you, you stand in need of it when
that i3 sprung upod you.  f yon shuw by heightened cuvlvuy,
or by line of the face, or by famtest hunt that “ our town v
does not come up to your ideas of paradise then you are
doomed. You ate heuceforth a trastor, an enemy 1o the camp,
& spy (ome to see the nakedness of the land in which you
bave no right to be since you do notaket. Al these ques-
tions and more, but never a word of sympathy, nor an offer of
help in the way nf putting our house * straight. A speoial
service for the Sunday school children and evening service
brought to a close the duties of our first Sunday in Fueltown.

For three davs wo were let severely alone to wander
around the place looking for the town, and trying to pick up
as many things as would make our house look nhabuted.
Then came in the bills for the furnishings placed in the house
prior to our arnival—down even to the matches already re-
ferred to.  But furnishing a house was no small matter, as we
found out. Fueltown could not boast of 1ts stores nor its stock.
These dirty, untidy places were little more than sample
rooms, and the equally untidy store-keeper only * guessed
he could get you a suite like this for $130." Mrs. McClarty
was neat compared with some of these gentlemen who came
down from some garr=t to answer the door-bell about five
minutes after we had entered.  With a half-smoked cigar in
his mouth, minus a coat, vest unbuttoned, or with a deep
band of dirty shirt showing itself between the vest and trous-
ers, and boots unlaced be would come forward and ask if
' there was anythink he could do for you 2" And [ am sure
that the cottage at Glenburaie was clean in comparison with
these stores. My husband used to practice free hand draw-
ing on the counters and furniture during these five-minute
delays, the thick coating of dust saving chalk or crayon. As
he said: * He might as well rub off the dust with his finger
as ] with my clothes.”

During the next few weeks we had visitors enough, though
we bhad scarcely a place to rective them in, or a chair for
them to sit on. These visitors did their best, however, in
one direction. They warned me against making friends of
this one and that one in the congregation and city until
almost everybody who had called had been held up as one
10 be avoided. What a martyr air oae of these ladies assumed
when I asked her to credit me with common sense enough to
know a friend when I found one !

It was about this stage that I learned what a thorny couch
a minister's may be. I girlhood I used to think a minister’s
must be the calmest, least-disturbed of lives. I was brought
up in a city where everybody does not know every other body's
business, and where we did not have our minister’s family
matters discussed in every house. We esteemed our worthy
pastor for his character and work, and we did not enquire
how his wife {or ‘‘lady,” as we always styled her) managed
her kitchen or kept her bedraoms. The city minister, what-
ever his other troubles, has at least one clear advantage over
his brother in a little town. Here we were always under the
microscope ; there was always somebady discussing my
household affairs and lettiog me know the decision. Of course
I resented the interference of so tnany busybodies, and was
forced to let it be kaown that I objected to have my affairs
made publhic property—as if ours was the corporation and they
the ratepayers. But it was only to find that 1 was making
things very bard for my husband. For these offended gladies
put their husbands against mine, and his work, already trying
in every respect, became many times worse.  Cold indiffer-
ence gave place to active opposition and open ridicule. And
bis very activity furnished them with a handle for it ; for his
predecessor used to spend his evenings with these people,
but my husband bad engagements for almost every evening
in the week, and so was reckoned a very John the Baptist
for asceticism. Some of the more anstocratic ladies of the
place, when they first heard that the minister elect was to be
married before coming, had expressed the hope that his wife
would be a lady, and that they would be able to asscciate
with her This was not association in work, I soon discovered,
but in gossip : for when I proposed any scheme for increasing
the usefulness. or deepening the spiritual life of the Church, I
was informed that they never had done any Church work
and it was no use asking them todo it. Then each of the szc-
tions iato which the congregation was divided tried to get me
to identify myself with it, and to indnce my husband to express
an opinion that the others were wrong. But he was not sub-
jected to these tormenting interviews as I was, for his pas-
toral work called him out so frequently that he was often not
at home when the ladies called on me. Oae of these sections
was more influential than the others, in the sense of having
more money at command, and it was my lot to offend this
clique by preferring to work with my husbaed rather than
Jdwadle with them. From that time they made things as un-
bearable as could be. I had never dreamt that ladies could
be so “nasty” as I thereafter found them.

Three months of this and the work of a large house (for
my husband’s salary would not afford a “hired help”)
brought on a serious illness. For a week my husband man-
aged everything while I lay perfectly helpless. He was cook,
nurse, scullery-maid and everytbing cornbined. Then a good
old soul, a poor Scotch widow, came as nurse, and he was
cook and housekeeper for three weeks more. During that
month a lady would cail and ask for Mrs. Junior ; but never
one offered assistance. One of those who had been loudest in
her protestations of friendship before this told my husband

afterwards that she understood he was such an excellent cook
that she did not think there was any use offering help.
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MOWAL IN ERSAINE CHURCH,

As is nnw genera'ly known the call presented by Erskine
Church, Montreal, to the Rev ar. Mowat, of Fredericton,
was accepted + and natwithstanding the severity of Sabbath
evening, Frekine Church was 6lled by the congregation and
athers to hear the new rastor's opening discourse. The ser-
vices w the morning were ronducted by the Rev. Di. Warden
who has been connected with the congregation for a number
of yeare To thase who have had the pleasure of hearing Rev.
Mr. Mowat it is unnecessary to say that on this occasion he
fully sustained his high reputation as a pulpit speaker. Mr,
Mowat comes to a Church in splendid working order, looked
after by a band of elders and managers second to none in
Canada, The Session comprises such men as Rev. R. H.
Warden, D.D., and Rev. Prolessor Scrimger, of Montreal
College, and a number of other men, well and favourably
known throughout the Dominion. The highest hopes are
entertained of Mr. Mowat's success in his new sphere, and in
a crowded city like Montreal he will have ample scope for his
well-known abilities.

ERSKINE CHURCH

is among the most prominent of Montreal churches, and has
had pastors of eminence and ability. The congregation
was organized in 1833 and for a while met in Bruce’s Aca-
demy on McGill Street, afterwards in the American church
on St. James Street.  In 1835 a new church was opened on
Lagauchetiere Street, and in 1864 the fine edifice on St. Cath.
erine Street was opened for worship. The first pastor was
the Rev. William Taylor, D.D., who commenced in July, 1833,
The next pastor was the Rev, J. M. Gibson, D.D., who en.
tered on the work in 1864, remaining ten years. Dr. Gibson
is now one of the most prominent preachers and writers in
London. The next pastor was the Rev. J. S. Black, who after
a successful pastorate resigned in 1884, and is now pastor in
Colorado Springs, U.S. He was succeeded by the Rev. L. H.
Jordan, who was inducted in May, 1385, and who remained
about five years, having resigned last spring. Mr. Jordan left
the congregation in splendid shape. He 1s a polished, elo-
quent preacher, an earnest worker, and a very good adminis.
trator,

Every department of church work isin a most satisfac.
tory condition and the contributions to missionary and other
schemes are on a liberal scale.

In 1881 the church debt was finally settled, and the minis-
ter and congregation so far as this is concerned are free from
hindrancesto carry on their proper work. Permit a remark here
which 1 think applies to all similar congregations. Consider-
ing the duties demanded, the ministers’ salaries are too small ;
take Toronto, Montreal, Quebec, Halifax, and St. John, N.B.,
men possessing the same ability in mercauntile business or
financial circles could not be found for the salaries which the
ministers receive.

Montreal may be said to be thecity of * brotherly love”
so far as the evangelical denominations are concerned. They
all meet on a common platform, and in this respect the vener.*
able Bishop Boand holds a prominent place, but it has re-
mained for Woodstock, the capital of a liberal county i
Ontario, to set the whole Dominion, and in fact the Christian
world, an example of “how good and how pleasant a thing it
1s for breth.ren to dwell together in unity.” Principles are one
thing and practice 15 another, but the Rev. Canon Wade would
seem to understand both. Well, Canon Wade is likely to be
brought over the coals, for what?  Asking the Rev. Dr. Mc.
Mullen, ex-Moderator of the Presbyterian Church, to preach
to his people on Christmas day. 1t is an honour for any am.
bassador of Christ to be asked to preach a ** common salva.
tion"” whether on the street, in a church, or a cathedral, and
no more worthy man could have been selected than the Rev.
Dr. McMullen who has laboured in Woodstock for well nigh
thirty years, and who is a representative of that Church which
the famous St. Patrick established in Ireland, of which our
friends of the English Church claym to be the successors.

There is nothing new under the sun. ! am not a patri-
arch, but in my native place in Ireland, in 1848, there was an
English Church, which, as was not unusual in that part of
the country, was small in numbers, and weak financially,
and which had the foresight to ask a Presbyterian clergy-
man to preach a charity sermon. When | name the divine,
the Rev. Dr. McMullen will not feel ashamed of bewng on the
list with him. He was no less a personage than the Rev. Dr..
Cooke of May Street Church, Belfast. Dr. Cooke had not
only the power of drawing large audiences but also of draw-
ing the money fram the pockets of the people, There was a
story told in connection with this service which I often heard
repeated : that the precentor of the church, Mr. McKeown,
was accustemed to repect the word “ amen™ in a loud tone
of voiceat the end of a prayer. He was desirous of continu-
ing the custom. When Dr. Cooke had finished his first prayer
the precentor in an audible voice cried out “amen.” Dr.
Cooke turned round and with a look which would annihilate
any ordinary mortal said in an equally audible voice “no more
of that, sir, so longas Iam here.” 1 will only aad i this
connectiun that as a representative of the Presbyterian Church
in Canada wa could not have 2 more worthy or digunified man
than the Rev. Dr. McMullen, and our ounly regret is that the
very liberal town of Woodstock has been so selfish as to keep
and appropriate to themselves a man of his abilities who is
eminently fitted for a larger sphere.

It only remains for me to congratulite the English Charch
for having within her pale a man of such (I will not say bread)
sympathies as Canon Wade. This Church has given to the
world many noble and learned men who bave done much for

_Cbristianitv and it is speaally gratifying to see such fraternal
interchanges in these days.

Montreal, Jannary 13, 1801



