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MY KIRK SESSION,

From “St. Cuthbert’s.”"—Robt. E.Knowles,

He would need a brave and facile pen
who would venture to portray the session
ol St. Cathbert's church. For any kirk
se=sion s far trom commonplace, let alone
the session ot such a church as mine.
Kirk sessions are the bloum of Scottish
character in particular and  the crown
and glory of mankind in general. Piety,
eobivicty, severity, these are the three
outstanding  graces which they illustrate
supremely; but interlocked with these are
many other gitts and virtwes in varying
degrees of culture.

In St. Cuthbert's the pride of eldership
was chictly vested in their wives and daugh-
ters,

“Ye mauna be ower uplifted aboot yir
father's oflice,” was the oftorepeated ad-
monition of the elder’'s wite to the elder's
cliuldren, and the children were not slow
to remark that her words were one part
rebuke and ten parts pride. For to mo-
thers and bairns alike he appeared as
one of God's kings and priests when he
walked down the wisle with the vessels of
the Lord.

Muny of these men were poor, grandly
and pathetically poor, but none was poor
cnough ¢ to appear at  the sacramental
hoard withont his “blacks,” radiant with
the lustre of open love and sacred sacri-
fice, This 1 atterwards learned was their
wives' doing, and wondrous i my eyes.
Ah me! How many a decently apparelled
husband. Low many a white-robed child,
has come torth out of great tribulation
not their own! Indeed, uncounted multi-
tudes there are who shall walk in white
betore the throne of God, whose robes
the secret sacrifice of loving hiearts hath
whitened as no fuller of earth can whiten
them,

My first meeting with the kirk session
of St. Cuthbert's was an epoch-marking in
adent. Twenty-cight there were who sat
about the session-room, every man  but
one an importation from Caledonia’s rug-
ged hills. Roxburgh's covenanting heroes,
Wigtonshire's triumphant mantyrs, Dum-
Iriesshire and her Cameronians, with their
great namesake's lion heart; Aymshire with
her bloody memories of moor and moss-
bags, of quarry and conventicle, of Laud
and liberty—all these had filtered through
and reappeared in these silent and stal
wart men.

Of these cight and twenty faces at least
one score had the cast of marble and the
stamp of eternity upon them. 1 felt like
a hillock nestling at the foot of loity
peaks, for 1 do make my oath that when
you are begirt by men in whose veins
there flows the blood of martyrs, who
#ave been slowly purtured upon such
stately doctrines as are their dialy food,
who actually believe in God as a liviog
participator in the affairs of time, whose
metal pabulum has been Thomas Boston
and Samuel Ruthertord and Philip Dodd-
and who have used these worthies
but as helps o climb that unpinnacled
hill of the Eternal Word—when you get
such men as these, multiplied a hundred
fold by the ®tern consiousness of a reli-
gious trust, il you are not then among
the Rockies of flesh and bleod, | am as
one who sees men like walking trees, ig-
norant of the true altitudes of human life.

Jut 1 was yet to learn, and learn by
he (the great medium of all real char-
acter), that many a fragrant flower may
bloom in secret clefts of rockbound hills,
frowning and forbidding though they be.
For God loves to surprise us, especdally in
happy ways; and his is a sanguine sun.

It should now be stated that 1 began
my ministry in St. Cuthbert’'s with the
handi of an lrish ancestry. How was
1 then to wear the hodden gray? Or how
was | to commingle myself with that his-

torie tide which 1 well knew the Scottisi
hieart regarded as fed more than any other
from the river that makes glad the city
of God?

My every vein was already full to over-
flowing with lvish blood. My father was
trom Ballymena and my mother was from
Cork, a solution which no chemistry could
cure. 1 was inclined by nature and eon-
firmed by practice towards a reasonable
price in my ancestral land,  But odds were
against e, Even the mistress of my
manse (whose judgment was wont to take
counsel o her Kindly heart), even she
remonstrated  when liest  discovered
my nativity, and Las never since been al-
together thankiul, though &he strives hard
to be resigned.

“Wiy do you always flaunt your lrish
origin?” she reasoned once, “If it is good
stock, be modest about it; il not, the les

she

said the better,
Then she remarked that she was no
doubt prejudiced, for she had onee wit-

nesecd the noble procession in New York
on St Patriek’s day; and she added that
they all scemed to have mouths like the
Mammoth Cave of Kentucky amd complex-
ions like an sphalt pavement under repairs,

My wiie's power of detecting analogies
was uncommonly acute.
» . . » . » »

Wihien the session had been duly consti-
tuted, the minutes of the last meeting
were read by the session clerk, It s
probably quite within tue mark to say
that all ecelesiastical officialdom can pro-
duce no other dignitary with the same
stern grandeur as pertains to the derk of
a Seottish session. ] have witnessed arch
bishops in their robes and with their
mitres, and have marvelled at the gravity
with which they clothed the most ponder
ous frivolities at their stately genutlec-
tions, at the swift shedding and wonnimg
of their bewildering milliners. 1 bave
scen General Booth resplendent  in s
Haming clericals. | have evon Jooked on
the bespangled Dowie, dazzling and be-
dazzled—but none of these has the majesty
ol poise, the aroma of responsibility, or
the inexorable air of authority wihich mark
the true-bred session clerk.

The minutes having been ead and her-
metically sealed, 1 addressed the elders
briefly, referring to my great duties and
my poor abilities, after which 1 invited
them to general deliberation, and begged
them to acquaint me with the mind and
temper of the congregation, asking such
advice as might be useiul in entering upon
my labors.

“We bid ye welcome, moderator,” began
the eenior elder, by name Sandy Grant,
“an’ we'll do what in us lies to haud up
vir hands; ye're no’ oor scrvant, but our
minister, and we're ' ready to do yir
biddin,” gin it's the will o' God. Ye're
sittin’ in a michty seat, moderator. It
was frae that chair that our first minister
spak’ Gl us in far ither days.”

At this reference to the golden age, 1
saw a wave of tenderness break over the
faces of the older men.

“Ay, 1 mind weel the nicht Doctor
Grant sat amang us for the first time, as
ye're sittin® noo.”

This time it was Ronald McGregor who
the lovelight on whose face
winters could not disguise,
Il never look upon his like again,
Ye've mebbe watched the storm, siv, when
it beat upon the shove. His siyle o' dehv-
ery was like the ragin o' ihe waves. Ye
see that buik, moderator, yir haun's rest-
in" on the tap o't. Weel, he dune for sax
o' them the while he was aor anmster. We
bocht the strongest hound o' them, hut he
banged them to tatters amazin’ fast. A
page at a =kite, Times it wis nke the driit-
in' o' the leaves in the fall. He wad graw
on the terroms o the law. We haena Leen
what’s to say clean uplifted with the mich-
ty truth o' the punishment o’ the lost win’

his mooth was cosed in death,” and Ron-
ald sighed the sigh of the hungry dhwar

“Divoye no' mind the Doctor on the
decrees, the simmer o the cholera div
ye no' mund yon, Ronald:” sad Thomas
Laidlaw, swept into the seething tide of
reminiscence; but here the session elerk
rose to a point of order,

“The members o this court will ad-
dress the  moderator,” he said sternly.
“Moreover, we are here for business and
not for history.,  We might well think
shame  of  ourselves, gloniying the old
when we should be welcoming the new.
We're no to be aye dwellin® amang the
tombs™ (this with a rise in fecling and a
drop in language).  “Besides, Doctor
Grant was no' a common man, and it's
10" becomin® to be comparin® common men
along wi' the likes o' him.”

So this, thought 1, is the Scottish mode
ol paying compliments. 1 had always
heard that their little tributes were more
medicinal than confectionery.

Then followed a painful calm, for Scot-
tish calms are stormy things.

It was Michael Blake who first resumed.

“Let us forget the things which are be-
hind,” he said; “if we ouly and
there was a wealth of agony in his words,
“and let us press forth into those things
wiich are betore. We greet you, modera-
tor, as the messenger of peace, for we
are all but sinful men and unworthy of
the trust we hold. 1 hope you will preach
to us the grace of God, for we have learn
ed ourselves the terrons of the law.

WHY MEN DON'T MARRY,

I think we have given the unfortunate
stchelor almost more than his share of
lame ou the nonmarriage question. A
good ueal ot the tault hes with the girvks,
they trighten the men ofi by toolisu be-
bavior and talk. When a young man in
moderate circumstances hears a girl de-
care that she can’t get on without a cer-
tain number of dresses, and that in order
to be happy she must have this or that
luxury, he says to limself: “Dear me, 1
cant_atiord all that; I'd better keep cut
ol matrunony.”

Halt the ume the girl doesn’t mean it,
but she thinks it smart to talk that way,
She also makes a mistake of being more
Proud of her showy accomplishments than
her useful ones. The tiner arts may caich
a beau tor her, but 1 very much doubt
if they will ever catch a husband. There
s a girl who always has something the
matter with her—a headache, a cold; or
she always feels so tired. You can't
blame a man for not wanting to marry
that kind of a girl. He knows the kind
ol wite she would make—a helpless iu-
valid, whining and frettul.

Aud e untidy as ail know lher,
Sometanes sne's pretty, and usually she
is good-natured, but she drives more men
away lrom matrnmony  than any ot
kind of a girl. A man may be attract-
ed by ber when he first meets her, bhut
when hie begins to think of her as his
wite the prospecy frightens him.  ie
hagines  Lue nlil\l'lll" dulie  sae Wouia
make and the discomfort he would live
in, and so he retires into his bachelor
shell and thinks single blesseduness is good
enough for him, There is one type of
married woman who is largely to blune
for much reluctance on the part of men
to marry. She is the “nagger.” When
a bachelor sees a warried man being nag-
ged to death he makes up his mind to
keep his head out of the noose. He has
u lively contempt for the hen-pecked hus-
band and does a great deal of talking
about what he would do if he were in
Jones” position; but deep down in hie
heart he knows perfectly well that he
would be just as meck and down-trou-
den as Jones,




