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The vast multitude burst into
sobbing as flic fair formi swvung ini
the air, and Hugli MeKail, at the
age of twenty-six, hiad wvon the
miartyr's crown.

The promotion of Lauderdale,
an ex-Covenanter, who *hlad be-
corne a courtier, to, the post of
Hli Commnnissioner, broughit a
brief period of respite. Tien
efforts toward harmionv were in
terrupted by the shot of a pistol."1
It was fired at Sharp, by one Mit-
chiell, a partially insane preacher,
whio attempted to assassinate the
bislîop as hie entercd a coach ini
Edinburgh. Mitchell escaped, but
six years later wvas arrested. At
his trial, after terrible torture, hie
wvas sent to the Bass Rock prison.
Uc was, howevcr, subsequently re-
tried, " and sent to glorify God ini
the Grassmarkct."

It wvas soniîe years later that a
conîpany of 1nen, twelve in num-
ber, hiad assernbled on a lonely
spot, on Magris Muir, near St.
Andrew's. Their objeet wvas to
waylay and chastise, pcrlîaps kili,
one Carmicliaci, an active tool of
the prevalent tyranny. They
lcarned that Sharp, the arch-ficnd
of the persecution, accompanicd
by his daughter, wvas travelling in
his private carniage from Edin-
burgh to St. Andrew's. "It wvas
a tragic scenc-tlîe servants pal-
sied witlî terror, the old M'an and
his dauglîter clinging to tlit car-
niage as to an ark of safety, the
(larkz and vengeful faces of the

twelve men. Hlackstoun a littie
al)art, and Burley, witli bis swvord
bared and quivering withi homi-
ciai eagerness, the broad land-
scape, with distant St. Andrewv's,
and the smoke f rom, bis palace,
visible in the brighit M\,ay sulishine.
Sharp prayed for inercy. "I-He
wvould save thecir lives, give thieni
money, even lay down his titie of
Bishiop."1

rfley answered, " We intend to
takce your 11f e, not for hatreci of
your person, nor for prejudice you
have done to us; but because you
hiave been an avowed opposer of
the Gospel and kingdomi of Christ,
andi a murderer of his saints,
whose blood you hiave shed like
water. Thy money perish wvith
thce! Mercy for thec wvho neyer
didst show mercy to others 1"
The swords of B3alfour and the
others were buried in his bosorn.

This dark and terrible deed wvas
lookzed upon by rnany as a judg-
ment fromn God upon the arch-
persecutor, but it broughlt down
even fiercer vengeance upon flic
Covenanters. It added a new test
to the inquisitorial investigations,
"Is Sharp's death murder or n?

Sharp wvas succeeded in the Coun-
cil by the Bluidye MacKenzie, the
Jeffries of Scotland; and shortly
afterwards the notorious Claver-
house appeared cu the scene. He
was a mierciless mani, who in bis
excesses of cruelty surpassed even
Dalziel.

cc MY FATHIER'S HOUSE."

The Father's house hath rnany rooms,
And cachis fair;

And sone are reachcd throughi gathered
glooni,

By silent stair;
But Re keeps house, and makes it home,
Whichever way the chlidren corne.

Plenty and peace are everywhere
His house within ;

The roonis are cloquent with prayer,

The songs hegin,
And docar liearts, filled wvith love, are glad,
riorgetting that they once -%ere sad.

The F7ather's house is surcly thine,
Therefore why wait?

Ris liglits of love through darkness shine,
The hour grows late.

?ush back the curtain of thy doubt,
And enter-none wvill ceut thee out!

-ÀlMarianie Fîarninghan2.
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