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forded little vpportunity either for sight seeing or con.
versation wih b.etiren in the munestty. fa bmh
citie , indeed, the mysiiy of the cegaiar pastors are
absent, enjoyie ¢ the 1 vacation, and the charches but
thinly attended.  We neie glad to hear most gra-ay-
ing accounts of the progress of the Cemtral Church,
Dctrout, umler the pastorate of the Reve Mr. Dickee
formerly of Berlin, While we reluctantly part with
such valued brethren, we rejoice 1n their abundant
success in the sister Church across the hines.

Several of the leading pulpits of Chicago are at
presentivacant. The Fust Church (formerly Dr. Mat-
chell's), and the Second Chusch (tormerly Dr. Gib-
son’s), and the Jefferson Patk Church (formerly L.
Patton'’s), are all i quest of pastors, The Furst has
called Dr, McKenz e, of Cambndge, Boston, and the
Jefferson Pask Church has called Rev. Me, Hemphll,
of San Francisco, but in nesther case has the call been
accepted as yet. Our old friend, Dr. Ormmston,
preaches, 1 understand, in the Second durng the
present month. Chicago, notwithstanding its won.
drous progress in business matters, does not seem to
offer great attractions to first-class ministers, Enher
the strain upon the physical and mental system 1s too
severe, or the soul is unproducuve, or the demand for
sensationalism is so rampar  that good evangelical
preachers prefer quicter th,ugh less lucrative and
prominent positions. 1t is asad fact that practical god-
liness makes but little progress among the masses of
this great city. As for Sabbath, there is hiterally none
outside the churches. Beer gardens, coffee-houses,
concerts, theatricals, and excursions to camp meetings
and other more questionable places, attract tens of
thousands, to the utter neglect of religious duties.
And yat, surely here if anywhere, earnest Gospel
preachers are needed to cry aloud against abounding
iniquity. Said a friend to me, speaking of the moral
condition of she city: “Thern 1s nothing thought of
here but money.making. The future world has no
influence upon the masses. ‘I have only to dieonce,
and I can arrange mutters with God after that,’ smd a
business man to me a few days ago.”

Canadians cannot but feel deeply interested in the
moral and rehigious condition of this great centre.
Thousands of our young men and women are herc, dll-
ing important positions. \Vhether they will fall in with
the pracucal infidelity that 1s so prevalent in the very
highest circles, or mamntain the old-fashioned integnty
and piety of their.ancestors and of their nauve land,
depends very much upon the power of the Gospel dur-
ing the next decade.

“Young man, go west—Go west, young man,” So
said Horace Greeley many years ago, His advice is
now followed by thousands—sowne 60 cooa week of im-
migrants are passing through New York tothe far west.
Oa the tran that took us from Detroit to Chicago,
there were five cars packed with Dares and.Norwe-
gians, and it is so every day. And yet there is room
for millions more 1n the Western States and Manitoba.
Qur Amesican friends profess greatignorance of Mani-
toba and 1ts resources. We nct, 1o travelling to Chi.
cago, with a Methodist preacher from Mwchigan. He
was on his way to Dakota, where his son, who had just
graduated, had gone to buy land. e had heard of
Martoba, but as a place somewhere about the limits
of creation. Evidently the good brother was beter
versed in theology than in geography. And yat, sad to
say, he was a Canadian by birth, born near Montreal,
but now so thoroughly Ainericanized, that he had
almost forgotten there was any territory whatever be-
yond the United States |

St. Paul, where the “Syndicate Railway” may be
said to begin, is a very pretty city of 42,000 inhabi-
tants, situated on the bluffs overlooking the Missis.
sippt River, and thirteen mules below the falls o) St,
Anthony. Minneapolis, the rival city, only a few
miles distant, now contains 47,000 mmhabitants, and un
account of 1ts lumber and milling interests, is desuned
to become, at' no distant date, a very populous cuy.
It possesses onc of the finest and largest available
water powers in the world, and has at present twenty-
five flouring mills in operation, turning out 20,000
barrels of flour daily., Its annual shipment of lumber
averages 140 mullion feet. The fulls of Minnchaha
also, celebrated by the poet Longiellow, are in the
neighbourhood, and attract, at this season of the year,
a large number of visitors.

St. Paul has long been noted for its invigorating
climate, and many Canddiaus are to be found herk,
who have quite rccovered therr health, and now make

3¢ their. permanent hoine.
My next will be (D.V.) from Winnipeg. W. C.
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F43TOR AND PECPLE.

L HAVE NOT A RARTILLE QF FEELING |

Thus spoke a young lady to whom 1 was presenting
the clatms of the Gaspel, and whom 1 was urging to
an immediate acceptance of Christ. It would not
have been strange to hear the words had they been
accompanied with a stolid look, a careless manuer, or
an impatieat temper; but if you can imagine it
reader, the tears were seen coursing down her cheeks
while she spoke, and there were suppressed sobs be-
tween her sentences, and now and then a deep-drawn
sigh. \Was she trving to deceive me by feigning in.
difference? I am sure this was not the case. But as
we talked on, and I urged still more strongly an im.
mediate decision of this important matter, she said +

“ But I have no conviction of sin, Howcan I be a
Christizn unless 1 have first seen my sins and truly
repented of them? \Why, sir,” she continued, * 1 1ise
in the morning determined to do right this day, and
not to fall into any wrong ways, and before [ know it
I forget myself; I lose my temper, or speak unkindly, |
or act meanly, and then 1 am completely discouraged,
and think I won't try any more;” and with these
words the tears once more ran down her checks.
Was it not a singular exhibition? *“No-feeling!”
and crying while she said it: and no “conviction of i
sin and accusing herself bitterly all the while?

And yet it was a perfect illustration of the mistakes |
we make when we try to read our hearts. The eye |
was never made to look inward. It can see the out-
ward world, but not the face in which it is set. The
ear was never fashioned to catch the sounds that are
within the body. The voices of the world, the winds
and the waves, and the singing of the birds, it hears
at once ; but the pulse-beats sand the respirations it
has no inner drum to resound. So of the mind ; we
do declare that it is often the poorest judge of its own
experiences and impressions. One can see sin in
another more easily than in himself ; he can discern
the mote in a brother’s eye more readily than he can
see a beam in his own eye. And it is equally true
that one can often see the evidence of penitence in
another more casily than-in-himself, The sinner 1s
not the best judge of his spintual staie ; he needs the
mirror of Scrnipture or the mirror of some more en-
lightened mind than his own, wherein to discern his

true condition of mind.
Hence the requirement of the Gospel is: “ Look

unlo Me, and be ye saved.”

Ia Christ crucified 1s the place to see our sins; in
the mirror of revelation is the place to see our hearts
1n the light of God's countenance is the place to dis-
COVEr Our SECret sins.

And so we took .our troubled, self-deceived and
deeply dissatisfied inquirer and led her at once to
Christ. Instead of trying to deepen her conviction,
or to persuade her that she acally had penitence and
feeling, we brought her to accept Christ just as she
was. This she did, upon her knees, in that very
hour. Dud you ever see a flood of golden sunlight |
suddeniy pouning into a room through an open shut-
ter¢ How the motes become wvisible, dancing and
floaung and sparkting in the brightness. So sin,
which the candle of conscience faited utterly to dis-
cover, or, discovering, failed to mark—so sin is seen
in the light of God's face, the revelation of His Word,
in the manifestation of Christ’s cross. Therefore, do
you want conviction? Come to Christ. Do you
want pardon? Cormeto Christ. Dlo you want peace?
Come to Christ. We shall be constantly deceived in
looking at ourselves ; we can never be déccived in
“looking unto Jesus.”"—d. ¥. Gordon, D.D.,

DYING YOUNG, YET FULL OF y0Y.

In her interesting biogzaphical sketch of Dudley
Kesth-Falconer, the second son of the Earl of Xin-
tore, Miss Marsh gwes the following account of his
last days on earth :

Our conversation turned from the written Word of
God to His ever-living Son, and Dudley said :

1 do not always realize the presence of Jesus so
distinctly as I do that you are_present at this mo-
ment ; but I know,” he added earnestly, “that as He
/as shewn Eimself to me, and'very close at hand too,
when I most needed Him, so He will shew Himselt
again when I shall need Him most of all—in dying
hours.”

Axd it came to pass even as he said,

“Poor boy, poor boy 1" said his young brother,
wath sorrowful tenderness, as he stood beside him one
day, when s pain was more than usually severe.

* Don't say that,” answered the brave young sul.
ferer with a happy smule; “1 am such a very nch
boyt”

ii\lm.-nlu:r time, when he saw his father’s tears, he
said ;

“Why are you crying? You should sing, ¢ Cheer
boys, cheer!’'”

And when, from a sudden symptom of great dan.
ger, they thought he was just dying, bis mother heard
him say in exulting tones :

“Hurrah | heaven is close at hand now ¢”

Bat hus work was not quite finished yet. For a few
days longer he was to linger on the bank of the river,
to bear sull more tlessed testimony to his Saviours
transforming power; for in these waiting days huis
mother wrote of him :

My darling’s will and reason and affections are all
brought into perfect subjugation to his beloved Lord
and Saviour's.” ]

When speaking one day with his mother about the
various pleasures of heaven he said ;

“One of the things to which I am looking forward
is to have some passages in the Bible, that I can.
not understand down here, made quite clear to me up
there, * and in accordance with this feeling of wii.
ingness to trust ia the Word of his God even when he
could not comprehend it, and in the love which had
ordered the plan of his hfe, although it had denied
him much that makes life delightful, were the texis
which he chose to be put on his gravestone :

“Feed me with food convenient for me.”

“Now thanks be unto God, which always causeth
us to triumph in Christ.”

As the hour of his departure approached he longed
to hear the voice of the Master summoning him,
and to enter through the gates into the city. That
hour came at last, His mother knew it, and bending
over him asked if he felt the presence of the Saviour,
Dudley calmly answered :

“Yes, He holds me by the hand— He never leaves
me; and heaven seems so near, as if I were almost
there already.”

She asked : “ Shall I read a few verses:of Scrip.
ture to you?”

“No, thank you, mother, not now,” he answered;
%3 bhave Jesus here,” placing his hand on his hearn;
“you see the Bible is a book, but Christ is a Person.”

Alitle later, when he was in great agony, hie said:

“1 don’t see my Saviour at this moment, but I know
Heis near,”

And a few minutes afterwards he added :

“1 would not change places with aoy of you
Happy, happy, happy ! Jesus is-always with mé.®

¢ 0, Comforter of God’s redeemed 1
Vhom. the world doesnot see 3
\Vhat hand should pluck me from the flood
That casts my svu] on Thee?
“Who would not suffer paii: like mine
To be consoled like me 2" .

Fainter and fainter came the failing breath, but
perfect conscicusness remained. Just ten minutes
before he passed away, whea with the r';st_l'cssncss of
the dying he wished to be laid cn theé floor, his mother
was obliged to tell him that it was impossible. Look:
ing the last upon the face of her who ever held the
highest earthly place in his pure and devoted young
heart—his “first, last love”—he softly said, “ My
mother, your word is law,* and fell asleep in Jusus,
thus fitly ending the nineteen short years of his rare
and lovely life.

¢ Say nottoo youngam I ;
For he who dies, when God doth will,
Is old caough to die."

“We used to talk of the glory,
When 1, too, stood outside 1
Now I sce the King in His beatty,
In the far-off land abide.

*“ But the half of all His glory
‘Had never been told to me,
Nor the joy of the joyous city
\Wiuch stands by the crystal sea.”

THE LONDON FEWISH FRESS ON THE
REVISED VERSION.

“The-* Jewish' Chronicle? regards the New- Testa-
ment in a measure as a branch of Jewish literature
worthy of study equally with the Apocrypba and
‘Philo. All the great Jewish scholars of Germany are
accustomed to deal with it in this manner, usiog it a8




