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incvitable reaction is at hand, or else
that it is being subjected to a big
house-cleaning, in which all sorts of
cobwebs and foul things are being
hrought to light. At all events, the
jact that a house-cleaning movement is
actually afoot, is a wholesome one
When the operation begins in our
homes it usually extends [rom cellar
to garret, and it only to be ex-
pected that the Chicago packing-
house movement may likewise spread
until it has, to some extent, bene-
ficially aflected all realms of injustice
and wrongdoing. J. Ogden Armour
may protest as he pleases that un-
truth has been told, and that the
American export trade is being
ruined Perhaps, to some extent,
both of these assertions are true
Nevertheless, we may rest assured that
;ome wrongs are being righted—and
that a great many people will, at
Jeast, eat cleaner meat and a few
other things in the immediate future.

Incidentally, it is comforting to
reflect that, so long as there are
agitators to go abroad for the
public weal, the world cannot be ir-
retrievably bad. The muck-raker
may occasionally be a crank and an
advertiser, but more frequently he
is a man of common sense and pub-
lic spirit who cannot abide that
wrong should be done Reforms are
only carried out by the earnest and
the true.

* -

AFFAIRS IN RUSSIA.

lipon the dissolution of the Duma
on July 14, and the consequent fury
of the populace, it seemed that Rus-
sia was on the verge of dismember-
ment. To-day, however, the outlook
is brighter. M. Stolypin, the new
Premier, who displaced Goremykin,
seems to be a man of power, and is
spreading far and wide the message
that the work of his Government will
he strong reform in every depart-
ment He even signilies his desire
for a union with the people, by at-
tempting to induce public men of the
masses to join the Cabinet. There are
two dangers, however, that may stand
in his way : First, the strenuous
opposition of the members of the
old autocracy still in power, who are
crying for measures of repression,
and whose words may possibly pre-
vail with the Czar ; second, the fact
that, in order to prevent a revolu-
tionary chaos which might bring
every effort to a standstill, he may
be forced into measures of repression
misunderstood by the masses. Upon
the temper of the Army, no doubt,
much depends. M. Stolypin, per-
haps, occupies as difficult a position
as a premier ever had to face He
has not, however, committed him-
self ““ There are two distinct move-
ments in Russia,”” is his message to
the people. ““The first is social,
and includes the labor and agrarian
prohlems The second is political
The former has all our sympathy,
and will be the object of our utmost
attentive study The second will be
dealt with as circumstances dictate.
Force is required in all countries to
suppress a revolution ; but, I repeat,
and cannot repeat too strongly, that
reaction finds no place in our pro-
gramme, and that all the reforms
consistent with the highest spirit of
liheralism will be carried out when
the ground is prepared.””

With this, at present Russia must

pertorce be content Whether  the
people will wait and see the out-
come of the promised reforms, or
arise in a general movement, such as
seemed evident from the murders and
uprisings of a fortnight ago, must be
[nerently apparent
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leaping, yelling, and dashing about like
50 many hundred demons; the roar of the

fire. . . . the lambent flames, and the
deunse rolling volumes of smoke formed a
wonderful  plutonic  picture. In the

midst of it all the white men, scorched
and dripping with perspiration, urged on
the workers with all their lung power.”’

But the fever laid the brave man low
before long. He struggled on as long
ns possible, but at last was forced to
fice the fact that he was ‘‘done,”” and
must return to England. ‘“ The bright
and buoyant figure which had 8o often
led the caravan with that swinging
stride of his. . . . . was now bent
and feeble, like that of a very old man.”’
I'ven when his heart was full of the dis-
appointment of failure, he wrote : ** I am
o practical failure, and 1 have suflered

terribly. Forgive me. . ., . I hope my
heart is full of praise for the Lender
mercies of the Lord. Even to-day 1

have experienced that.’’ He went home
an utter wreck, fully expecting to die.
But his work in Africa was not yet done,
and as his health returned he interviewed’
the Medical Board again and again, hop-
ing against hope that he might be per-
mitted to go back again. At last his
prayers were answered, and he was sent
out as the Bishop of KFastern Equatorial
Africa, where he labored with all his
heart for the short time allowed him.
Some of the long marches must have
been terribly trying in the blas/ing heat
and with great scarcity of wuter. Some-
times the party had to push through
closely-packed thorn bushes, which tore
clothes and flesh without affording any
shade. Often they had to camp without
water. The Dishop says: ‘“ How little
we appreciate our comforts at home—the
blessing of a wash, for instance. No
water means almost no wash. Being an
old traveller T meet the difficulty by fill-
ing my sponge before starting, and tying
it tightly in its bag. If we have two
days without water, the first day I have
what a school-boy would call a ‘ lick and
a promise '; then the second day I wring
out the water, and get quite a brave
wash, the water afterwards coming in for
the dog and the donkey."

Sometimes they had to walk all day
and sleep all night in wet clothes. Once
a member of the party died, killed by
the terrible rain, while the Bishop
escaped without even a colM. But he
did not always fare so well, but suffered
severely both from rheumatism and fever.
It showed the spirit of the man that on
one occasion he gave up his hammock to
a sick friend, and pushed on through
mud and wet grass, refusing to own him-
self beaten, but determined to move ever
forward. In spite of the difficulties of
the march on one journey they walked at
the extraordinary rate—for African
travelling—of 40 miles a day. It was no
joke to walk all day, with blistered feet,
and lie down at night on the hard
ground. The Bishop's donkey was
generally ridden by some other meomber
of the party, who, in his opinion,
needed it more than he did.

I am not professing to tell you the
story of Bishop Hannington, but only
trylng to let you see glimpses of the
man in all his unselfishness towards men
and joyous trust in God. Of course he
was not faultless, but we can learn more
by looking at his great virtues than by
hunting for his small faults, so let us
see how he met the last severe test of
his courage and faith.

When captured by the soldiers of an
African king, he was dragged by the legs
over the ground, and said, ‘“ Lord, I put
myself in Thy hands, I look to Thee
alone.”’ Then he struggled to his feet
and was dragged along, bruised and
strained and knocked against banana
trees. Feeling that he was belng dragged
away to be murdered, he sang, ‘‘ Safe in
the arms of Jesus,”’ and then laughed at
the very agony of the situation. Fancy
anyone being able to see anything humor-
ous in such a situation ! He  says : ‘* My
clothes torn to pieces so that I was ex-
posed ; wet through with being dragged
along the ground; strained in every limb,
and for a whole hour expecting. instant
death, hurried along, dragged, pushed,
at about five miles an hour, until we

came to a hut, into the court of which
I was forced. . . I am in od's
hands.’’ The hut must have hcen a

terrible black hole, filthy, unventilated
and inhahited by numerous rats.

As day after day passed, the brave
heart  still kept its wonderful faith in

God, in spite of the fuct that he could
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only move with the greatest discomfort,
and ached as though he had rheumatic
fever. In his diary, he writes : ‘‘Thank
God for a pleasant night in my own
tent, in spite of a tremendous storm and
rain {lowing in on the floor in streams.”

Suflering from fever and rheumatism,
penned up in a filthy, stuffy prison, not
knowing what fearful fate might be in
store for him, he still kept up his glad
trust in a Father’'s watchful care,
and wrote in his diary : ‘‘ Let the Lord
do what seemeth to Him good.’’ He
declared that he found much comfort in
reading I’'salm xxvii and Psalm xxviii.
Certainly he proved that it was possible
to praise God and to feel his heart danc-
ing for joy, even though a host of men
rose up against him. Under such cir-
cumstances he could hide himself in the
secret place of God’s awelling, could
tarry the Lord's leisure and find real
strength and comfort in his unfaltering
trust in God. Is not such a faith worth
having ? ‘* Almost torn to pieces, de-
prived of every comfort and all the de-
cencies of life, latterly racked by fever,
and with the shadow of an unknown
doom darkening his heart, he never seems
forea single instant to have wavered in
his confidence in his God." So his bi-
ographer says, and goes on to describe
his entrance into the fuller life beyond
death in these words :

‘“ The  soldiers told of to murder him
closed around and commenced to strip
from him his clothing. In that supreme
moment we have the happiness of know-
ing that the Bishop faced his destiny dike
a Christian and a man. So circum-
stanced, and subjected to such in-
dignity, he made one last use of that
commanding mien which never failed to
secure for him the respect of the most
savage. Drawing himself up, he looked
around, and, as they momentarily hesi-
tated, he spoke a few words which
graved themselves upom their memories,
and which they afterwards repeated just
as they were heard. He bade them tell
the king that he was about to die for
the Baganda, and that he had purchased
the road to Buganda with his life. Then
he submitted himself to them, and, kneel-
ing down, committed his soul to God.
A moment later a gun was discharged.
It was the appointed si nal. With a
wild shout the warriors fell upon the
trembling group of porters, and their
flashing spears soon covered the ground
with the dead and dying. At the same
moment the Bishop fell. The two
soldiers who were stationed, one on each
side of him, plunged their spears into his
body. They could do no more. The
great and noble spirit leaped forth from
its broken house of clay, and entered
with exceeding joy into the presence of
the King.”” Some of the Bishop’s black
servants escaped from the massacre, and
from them we learn how he died—djed as
he had lived, simply and bravely. One
of his companions said: ‘‘The morel
knew him, the more I loved him. Oh,
that loving, tender-hearted, winning
soul | I cannot forget those feet which
trod over a hundred miles of desert that
1 might be carried in his own hammock.
He saved my life !

Bishop Hannington's last words to his
friends in England were :

‘“If this is the last chapter of my
earthly history, then the next will be
the first page of the heavenly—no blots
and smudges, no {ncoherence, but sweet
converse in the presence of the Lamb.’”’

After all, the glory and greatness of
that noble life was not dependent on its
romantic setting. You have the op-
portunity of living just as gloriously,
though God may not have called you to
ficht in the van of the army where the
eyes of the world are upon you. For
that matter, Bishop Hannington could
hardly have expected that the world
would ever know anything of his im-
prisonment and death. It was not the
thought of honor and glory that made
him press on undauntedly and eagerly in
the face of discomfort, difficulty and
danger. He was flinging himself whole-
heartedly into the service of a dearly-
loved Master Who rewarded him every
day with the glad consciousness of ap-

proval. Being a faithful servant, even
in this world he entered largely into the
joy of his Lord. And 8o can we, if we

transfigure our lives by this quickening,
invigorating principle. Each hour somes
to us filled with opportunities of serving
our Master joyously.” It is not easy to
remember His presence and watchful care




