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TMrter of o century among the Cor-
nml baors.” y 8

abt it i8 [
. ' Captain Trevylyan could not fail

o corner | 6 Jook like a gentleman and a soldier,”

y diar}s | %ad his father, Sir John Beauchamp.
s words ; + v+ like 8ir John’s manners far better
ting. I | Wan Cousin Harry’s. He is so grave
 that it 38 | d_COllrteous, and attends to all I say
o meet gt {8 lf. I were a princess, in the old
to smile 8 11 %valier may,ner father speaks of ; and
eel hov i § Dever swears unless he is very angry
me. [ With the groom, or the coachman. But
ain, oF {48 | ki‘“'l‘y spices his conversation with all
- 8 AI0ds- of gearcely dispuised oaths, and
fmished' ‘Nterrupts not me only, but his mother
e ‘some M I ®0d Cousip Evelyn, and is as free and
ad just Y as if he had known me all my life.
She sa¥ 8 | €t I think he is good-natured, for
e go 0 | 8¢e when T coloured at some words he
king 17 I | o €d, he was quite careful for an hour
R T two.  Cousin Evelyn and he had
» by the I I :;()St of the conversation to themselves,
was & 3 ‘agh"“gh Evelyn was not very talk-
Prayer g1 'Ve. Frequently when I looked at
ely int0 er I found her large dark eyes resting
n I was | :n e, as if she were reading me like
d wish i o bOka. Aunt Beauchamp was busied
sweeh B | Mong her furs and perfumes, and
. i se-‘?m?@l every now and then on the
[ Cfiea' R ﬁ“’t of going into hysterics when the
come- R “ﬁ%es dashed round a corner into a
1y aw‘ﬁ E 1B l’ut:fe’ :3 the carriage jolted on the
a chilt R road. -
sh In one place, not far from Bristol,
echo of | W 1.0 Vas very much frightened. We
c which Sl 1o stop while way was made for us
ep that I wh 1gh the outskirts of a large mob
a,chﬂ,df O were collected to hear a great
Rl Beucher called” Whitefield.  Unele
ear- S 18 I a '“C‘hamp says he is a wild fanatic,
ot ol Z ik v':l'd that the magistrates were not
as, ¢heb ; ' Orth their salt if they could not put
and | el fellows down.  Aunt Beauchamp
o wraf” BRI son € might as well travel through
. ‘} SWe barbargus country as be stopped
R o dtbe King’s highroad by a number
ndon. - Irty colliers, who made the air not
r said. BRI ' 0 Lreathe,
fal. 1 fRH | BUt as we waited, I could not help
»rld,*"l 1 tlclng how very orderly the people
t in % BB 1"  Thousands and thousands all

t . "8ing on the words of one man, and
iy q}n% you could hear yourown breath-
I‘wfgi " All quite quiet, except that, as
o Stened, I could hear repressed sobs
! sm Some, both men and women, and
0‘:“’ tears making white channels
. ' many of the sooty faces
H “’on;d the preacher had such a clear,
{ Wi} erful voice. He seemed to spef:tk
" deiout effort.  His whole body, in-
Mgy, not only his tongue, seemed
Wigh by the passion in him, but the
%gil ty, musical voice itself flowed
ang Y as if in familiar conversation,
tihctthe fine, deep tones were as dis-
Whe on the outskirts of the crom‘rd
I;erire We stood as if he had been whis-
i Qlerng In one’s ear. He looked like a
{ Ver 8Yman, and the words I heard were
.vg'bey good. He was speaking of the
i 2t love of God to us all, and of the
. Iat' sufferings of our Lord for us all.
"ligte sh‘{uld have liked to stay and
I g us.n With the colliers. I never heard
Wy rlc like that voice; yet the words
" Peaf ore than the voice ; and oh, the
ty is more than_the words! It
‘011? e feel more at home than any
. S since mother’s last prayer with
itgp_2nd I should like Hugh Spencer
Ave heen there.
afg, Nele Beauchamp asked me soon
]o,; We had gone on, what made me
‘1 80 thoughtful.,
lig, $1d T was wondering if these were
i iy the people they called Methodists
it th, Orawall, who come together in
W“Sa,nds to hear a clergyman called
b %y preach.

il

« Are they there, too?” said Uncle
Beauchamp. “Confound the fellows,
they are like locusts. The land is full
of them, but if ever they set their feet
near Beauchamp Manor, I sha,l}’ know
how to give them their do?serts‘l )

«They have met their deserts in
more places than one, sir,” said Harry;
and he proceeded to relate a number
of anecdotes of Methodist preachers
being mobbed, and beaten, and dragged
throzgh horse-ponds ; which seemed to

use him very much. )
amBut, they made me th1’1,1k again of
Foxe’s “ Book of Martyrs.
0Suddenly Cousin Harry paused, and
d — .
saJl“,Cousin Kitty looks as grave as if
she were a Methodist berself; and as
fierce as if she could imitate the Meth-
odist woman who once knocked down
three men in defence of a preacher

they were beating.”
«J cannot see any
of men setting on one an
im,” I said. ) i
hll}:,VVe]l said, little Enghshwoma,r‘.x‘,’
ed Uncle Beauchamp. I
doubt if she did not knock 1:,2&3
assailants down, she would hg,ve pic
;Llslza}trlgchel' up and dressed his wounds,
in face of any mob.” ., )
" “RIC (;mpe T should, Uncle,” I said.
And since that, Un‘cle Beauchamp
venerally calls me his little Samaritan.
“ But Aunt Beauchamp checkedtt.;he
f rogress of the conversation
{)u rltzﬁ?:u{)dlyg observing that she thought
w); had been occupied long enough with
colliers, and mobs, a_md Metllxodlst,s,
and all kinds of unwashed peop e.h .
« John Wesley is certainly not that,
said Harry. “He loqks”as neat and
pri a court chaplain. )
ﬂ‘I‘nI: Sthe fellow a dandy, too?” ex-

(1
claimed Uncle Beauchamp,——l‘]txgore
contemptible even than.l thought. -

«Dandy or not,” said Harry, C(;l
batively, I have beard he is a gentle-

”
maIr;. was three days before we reached

t so much
don. And then I was not 0

slg'r;)r?sed with it as my cousins vns.léed.
The streets were certainly w;] er,
and the houses higher, and the shops
and I saw more sedan chairs,
and magnificent footmen 1in
1 had seen in all mﬂ illfe
ed to me all the

ro. But that seem
}{)‘iaf{;grence. The th;]x;gsson::;y n::fce]?

to me, after all,
:,{;?]2 only a,, little larger or smaller, or

)

i sicher or poorer.
* l',l[?lt;lee gl;:as wonder i8 t:he people, and'
that is quite pewildering.  Because
the stream never ceases ﬂowmg}r; any
re than the river or the sea at home.
mOJAnd so many of the faces lqok }slo
hite and wan and defeated, as if the
;)‘;oll)le had been tossed and bxgklen ggg
back so very often. Only txod
be:?lu:::)t ;wet his human creatures stnfxg
:r?e and be tossed about and bz;,ﬂl:‘d or
nothing. I am quite sure of t 13 ear
I wish the preacher I hear hear
Bristol, Mr. Whitefield, could stpea;1 < to
thtel:e I;oor London crowds. }I t ull]e
he might comfort them. Per ,:P]sped
has s;oken to them, and has he. ;
1d listen.
th?[?}?ewp};:c:OAuunt and Uncle H efu}ilc;s
son live in is called Hackney. RN
idea a merchant’s house cou o
o ::t as thisis. Father always slf;ot‘-
oif (;nisy sister Hendersonha.s}:‘ gocl);w e: e&

» i olying that she ha v

ﬁn?e’lfu?r)rz,mfdiably by marrying :
vy But I find that Aun

fun in hundreds
d ill-using

interpos
have no

grander,
coaches,
an hour than

ently regarding Cornwall as a kind of
vault above ground, in which we led a
ghostly existence, not strictly to be
called life.

And, indeed, as to what are called
riches, handsome furniture, and costly
clothes, Aunt Henderson is certainly
right.

It is very strange to me the idea
some of the people in London seem to
have, as if the rest of the world were
a kind of obscure outskirts of this

reat town.

Uncle Henderson is a Dissenter.

Mother warned me a little against
this. But I find they have their own
good books, just as we have, although
they are not the same.

Quite a different set of names there
are on the book-shelves in the best
parlour; Baxter and Howe, and Owen,
and a number of tall, old books, bound
in calf, which do not look much read,
and which seemed to me to go on very
much from page to page, with very
long paragraphs. -

Some of the books, however, seem to
me as good as Bishop Taylor, and

Saint’s Rest,” by Mr. Baxter, and a
small book called “The Redeemer’s
Tears over Lost Souls,” by Mr. Howe.

There are also some new hymns,
some of which are delightful, composed
by Dr. Watts and by Dr. Doddridge.

I do not think mother knows any-
thing of all these good people. She
will be pleased when I tell her. It is
so pleasant to think how many more
good books and men there are and have
been in the world than we knew of.

Uncle Henderson, however, does
not seem at all pleased with mother’s
good books. When he asked me one
day what we read at home on the
Sabbath, and I told him (although
mother does not read her religious
books only on Sunday), he shook his
head very gravely at Bishop Taylor,
and said he was very much in the
dark, quite an Arminian, indeed, if not
a Pelagian, besides his natural short-
comings in common with all Prelatists.

Then I said that mother’s principal
good book was the Bible, and that I
liked it much the best of all.

And Uncle and Aunt Henderson
both said,—

«QOf course, my dear, no one dis-
putes that.”

Neither do I like the service in
Uncle Henderson’s chapel very much.

At home the sermon was very often
beyond my understanding, but then
there were always the prayers, and the
psalms, and the lessons. But here the
prayer seems as difficult as the sermon,
and is nearly as long,.and all in one
piece without break. And when it is
done I feel as if I had been only hear-
ing about sacred things instead of
speaking to God (although, of course,
that is my own fault). The minister
does not preach about Socrates and St.
Jerome, like our vicar; but somehow
or other, when he speaks about God
and the Lord Jesus Christ, it seems
just the same as of they had lived in
the past, and made decrees and done
eat things a long time ago.
«@And the people do not look inter-
ested. They are all, however, hand-
somely dressed. Aunt Henderson says
she has counted five coaches at the
door ; almost as many, she says, as
there are at the church Lady Beau-
champ attends at the West End.
I suppose the poor go somewhere
else. I should like to know where.

easier to understand, especially “The |

a celebrated chapel in the days of the
old Pm"ita‘.ns. The minister used to
preach in it, and the people to come to
1t, at the risk of their lives, or, at the
least, of having their ears slit, and
being beggared by fines.

I should like to have seen the con-
gregation then.  Probably none of
them went to sleep, I suppose the
poor came there then ; and the coaches
went somewhere else,

On our way home from the chapel
to-day I saw where the poor-people go,

It was in a great open space called
Moortields. Thousands of dirty, rag-
ged men and women were standing
listening to a preacher in a clergyman’s
gown.  We were obliged to stop while
the crowd made way for us. At first
I thought it must be the same I heard
near Bﬁstol, but when we came nearer
I saw it was quite a different-looking
man ; a small man, rather thin, with
the neatest wig, fine, sharply cut fea-
tures, a mouth firm enough for a gene-
ral, and a bright, steady eye which
seemed to command the crowd. Uncle
Henderson said,—

“It is John Wesley.”

His manner was very calm, not im-
passioned like Mr. Whitefield’s; but
the people seemed quite a8 much
moved.

Mr. Whitefield looked as if he were
pleading with the people to escape
from a danger he saw, but they could
not, and would draw them to heaven

in spite of themselves. Mr, Wesley
did not appear so much to plead as to
speak with authority. Mr. White-

field seemed to throw his whole soul
Into the peril of his hearers. Mr.
Wesley seemed to rest with his whole
soul on the truth he spoke, and, by the
force of his own calm conviction, to
make every one feel that what he said
was true. If his hearers were moved,
1t was not with the passion of the
preacher ; it was with the bare reality
of the things he said.

But they were moved, indeed. No
wandering eye was there. Many were
weeping, some were sobbing as if their
hearts would break, and many more
were gazing as if they would not wee
stir, nor breathe, lest they should lose
a word.

I wanted so much to stay and liste
But Uncle Henderson insizted on drigi
ing on, '

“The good man means well, no
doubt,” he said, “but he is an Armin.
ian, He has even published most
dangerous, not to say blasphemous,
things against the immutable divine
decrees.”

‘z}ﬁd Aun}il: Henderson said,—
might be all very we
wretched outcasts such asrythosél wf}?;
were listening, but we, she trusted
who attended all the means of gmoe’
had no need of such wild preaching.” '

But he was not speaking of the im-
ml}ta.ble decrees to-day, nor of any-
thing else that happened long ago,
He was speaking of the living God
and of the living and the dying. soul,
of the Saviour dying for lost sinners'
of the Shepherd seeking the lost shecpf

And I am so glad, so very glad, the
lost sheep were there to hear. .

. Because in Uncle Hendcrson'’s chapel
1t seems to me there are only the JSound
sheep, or those who think they are
found; and they do not, of course

want the good news nearly so much,
nor, perhaps, on that account, do the;
seem to care so much about jt,

»
n.
;‘Iter::li:;%; ps commonly speaks of

father as ‘“my Poo

r brother,” appar-|’

Uncle Henderson says this was quite

(To be continued.) A <11

Capiarre I




