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The Family Circle.

THE LETIER SUE DID NOT
WRITE.

1t was never set down in black and white,

The loving letter she did ot write ¢

She thought it out as she bakeld the bread,

As shie mended the stockings and made the bd ;
She wove its beautiful sentences through

The mornng's work that was hers to do;

But it never was written with ink and pen,

Fur the boys came home from school, and then
She hadn't a chance in black and white

To scubble the letter she did not write.

It never was dropped in the corner box

\Which the faithful postman’s key unlocks ;

It never was even begun you see,

Though it throbbed with a true heart’s constancy ;
Uhe far-away mother, the fricad beloved,

The kinsmao dear, whom it must have moved,
\Were touchlog her baod with tender clasp,

Were hulding her heart sn insistent grasp,

Bat it never was sent on its blessed flight,

The dream of the letter she did not write.

She gave up trying the thing at last,

\When the busy day was almost past,

Filled with the measure from sun to sun

Of the woman's wotk which is never done ;
The dutics sacred which yet scem slight,
The little wruogs which must be set night.
She had found her paper and taken hec seat,
When the baby wakened, *¢ Hush, my sweet 1"
And Freddy brought her a puzzliog sum,
And Teddy deafened her with his drum ;
No wonder 1t faded quite out of sight

The dear home lettes she meant to write.

But yet, ab yet ! were the waves ofaur

Not stirred by her tender, wordless prayer ?

And did not her loving heart, full fain,

Send out ats cry to her own and pawn

Of longing bring in 2 subtle way

A pleasuic deep ia the waning day,

\When somehow she felt that ao answer bright

Had come to the letter she did not write 2
~Aargarct B. Sangster i Christian Intel
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DOROTHY'S MISSION.

“1 have chosen wy mission, mamma,”
said Dorotby, coming into her mother's
room ecarly one bright, beautiful morning,
the plensant home like room where Mrs.
Lawrence had spent many weary days of
painful invalidism, and where she now lay
on a soft couch drawn up near the south
window, so that the rays of the sun coold
fall across her palo face and sleader handa.

¢ Have you, dear 3" sho asked, a smilo
preceding the usual morning kiss upon the
rosy lips pressed to her white ones.

“ Yes,” replied Dorothy, excitedly,
“you sce one topic in yonng peoplo’s
mecting lately was missions, and ever
since I have been trying to decide what I
would choose, where I could do the most
good, you know.”

¢ Yes,"” said her mother with an en-
couraging pat on the plamp hand on the
pillow near by.

# Well, mamma,” continued her daugh-
tei, flushing slighttyy underncath the gaze
of her mother's quict, sympathetic eyes,
“you know how sort of wild and reckless
some of the boys and girls are in our
school 1 Well, I have decided to talk to
them about tho wey thoy are acting, and
then I intend spending =ll the spare time
I havo from my music and studies visiting
the sick.” Tho last fell from her lips with
o complaconcy that brought an amussd
smile to Mra. Lawrence’s lips, bat she re-
plicd, quito soberly :—

“You have chosen a very wido feld,
my daughter, and one in which you will
need great wisdom to guide you. Uot we
givé you a text to carry with you, desr.
“Bo yo therofore wise s3 serpents snd
barmless as doves.' And now my girl
must hasten away to school, elso she will
be late,” and prossing a long kiss on Doro-
thy’s fair forchead, as a blessing, Mrs.
Lawrenco watched hor atart away with a
bright smile, which quickly gavo place to
a sigh as tho door closed behind the protty
faco and gracefal form of tho daughter
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whoge presence mado both musio and sun-
shine in her lonely room.

Tho days passed by, and Dorothy,
absorbed in her new mission, found hardly
& moment to give to the pationt, aufforing
mother, longing so anxiously for hor lov-
ing companionship.

Dorothy met with great success as a
“ missionary.” A general favourite with
her mates, they listencd to her worde of
reproof or advioe, and promised to mend
their ways, and some even joined the
Young People’'s Society through her in-
fluence. Many homes wherein sicknoss
and sorrow dwelt were brightenod by her
presence. Altogather Dorothy's mission
prospored, and she was beginning to feel
quits like a little saint set apart from her
less fortnnate co-workera in the society
when her zeal received a blow that was
almost overwhelming.

It was in this wise. Coming home
from mesting one evening she happened—
yot, who can say it was a mero happening
—to walk behind two of tho older girls,
who were deep in conversation and did
not observe her. She did not meen to lis-
ten to what they were saying ; tho words
fell on her ears uninvited, and in the crisp
night air struck with a force that was al-
most startling. For both theso older girls
were young women whese good opinion
Dorothy valued highly.

“ Mabel,” said one, “isn’t it perfectly
heartless and undaughterly the way
Dorothy Lawrence neglacts her poor sick
mother ¥’

The little listener in the rear gasped,
aa she waited breathlessly for the reply to
the—to her—terrible question.

“ Yes, it is,” replied Blanche emphati-
celly. I am sodisappointed in Dorothy!
T thought her Christianity was more real
and unselfish and not to be seen of men.
Some day when she loses her sainted, suf-
fering mother, she will realize tho awlul
mistake she is making now. Poor child!
Her croes will be more than she can bear !
Still, 1 cannot ses how sho can be so blind.
No one in all the world needs her as her
mother does, and I caanot understand
why she does not give her love and atten-
tion to her instead of scattering it broad-
cast among the many who 4o no% need
her.”

““You ges it just as I do, Blanche,”
replied Mabel. *I even heard our pastor
speak of it to mamma lately. I wish he
would talk to Dorothy. I would myself,
if X dared, but she is getting so puffed up
in her ¢ mission work,’ as she calls her
gadding abont, that I fear she'd not take
auny advico from me.”

* Well, dear,” said Blanche, softly,
* wo can pray for hor, poor child, that her
oyes may be opened, and surely the Lord
will hear ue.”

“Oh, God!” sobbed the littlo figare
stealing along in tho shadow behind them.
“ My oyes are opened at last. I pray
Thoo to help me that they may never bo
closed again to what is my real mission
work. How could I forgot my poor, dear,
suffering mother! Aud sho so pationt
and onsolfish that sho would nover saya
word cither 17

Tho two oldor girls passed swiftly on
toward their homes, nover dreaming of
the sced their words had sowa in the ach-
ing, tonder little heart coming on alone in
tho darkncss. Bat oh, what ajoyial time

to Dorothy and her mother! Always to-
gother, nothing or no ons allowed to tako
from the one to whom belonged her loving
devotion, the happy, willing little daughter
who at last, and thank God, not too late,
had found her roal mission.

“CTAN MACLAREN."

In viow of the visit to be made to
Toronto at an carly date by Rcv. John
Watson, D.D. (Ian Maclaren), the follow-
ing sketch of him by W, Roberteon Nicoll,
which appeared firat in the Bookmnan, will
be read with interest.—[Ep.]

Rov. John Watgon, " Ian Maclaren,”
author of * Beside tho Bonnie Brier
Bush,” “The Days of Auld Land Syne,”
etc., is o pure Scot, although he was boru
in Manningtree, Essex, where his father,
who wag engaged in the oxcise, and reach-
ed a very high position in that service,
was stationed at the time. Very shortly
after his birth the fawily removed to
London, of which Ian Maclaren has a dis-
tinct rocollection. The formative years
ef his childbood were spent, however,
firat at Porth and then et Stirling. He
was an only child, and his father snd
mothor ware both romarkablc personalities
—the fatherstrongly religious, profoundly
interested in religion, and a devoted elder
of the Free Ohurch of Scotland. Ian
Maclaren's mother, to whose memory his
last book ia dedicated, was in some re-
spects different from her husband. She
was Highland, and understood Gaelic,
though she could not spoak it. It was,
sho used to say, thobest lunguage for love
and for anger. Though also firm in her
religious convictions, sho was not like her
busband, an Evangelical, but lcaned
rather to the highest type of Mecderatism,
as it is called in Scotland. The name in
England would perhaps be Broad Church.

Youug Watson was accustomed for
many yesrs to spend the summers with
his uncles, who were farmers in alarge
way, first about Blairgowrie, thea about
Meigle. They belonged to the Establish-
ed Church in Scotland, so that his sym-
pathies were well divided between the
great Presbyterian Churches of that
country. In due time he went to Edin-
burgh University, and although diligent
and stadious, was not specially imgressed
by any of the professors, with the singlo
exception of Dr. Masson, who bas just re-
tired from tho chair of Engiish Litera-
ture. He liked classics, and was attract-
od by Sellar, the professor of Latin. In
philosophical studies he was also interest-
ed, and was sccretary, and aiterwards
president of the Philosophical Society
connected with the University. When he
had completed his studies, he decided to
be o winister of the Free Church. This
was the strong wish of his father, and he
was willing, although he never felt the
call to the ministry as some say thoy have
felt it whoso usefulness has certainly not
been greater than his. He passed through
the curricelum of the New Cotlege, Edin-
burgh.

Ho served as assistant for a short time
to Dr. J. H. Wilgon, of the Barclay Church
in Edinburgh, and then became minister
of the Free Charch in Logicalmond, in
Perthshire, now 80 well knowr a8 Drum-
tochty. There bis uncle had been mwinister
before the Disraption of 1843. The con-
gregation was very small, but tho work
was plessant, and the -young minister
mndo a closo study of his people. Itis
noteworthy that while at Logiealmond he
had litorary plans very wuch ia tho line
of those which were carried out twenty
years Iater. Mo had, in facl, conceived
a book which would bavo been very much
on the lines of ¢ Besido tho Bonnio Brier
Bush,"” bat soli-distrust prevented him
from goingon. Doubtless neithor o nor
tho world has saffered from this dolay.
A brilliant popular preacher, he naturally

Ocrorer 7th, 1896,

soon received invitations to leave his quint
parish, and he uitimately accepted ono
from St Matthew's in Glasgow, to bo col-
lengqo to Dr. Samuel Miller. But Mr.
Watson found his true sphere when, three
years later, ho became minister of a now
Presbyterian church built in Softon Park,
Livorpool. The building was a8 very
handsome one, and the neighborhood was
geaduslly rising. ''he young .mnister
was now able to draw round him poople of
his own type, and he thinke he began to
find himself shortly after he settled in
Liverpool. Now the fine church is con.
stuntly crowded by one of the largest and
most inflaeutial congregations in Liver-
pool, and there cannot be much hesitation
in saying that among Eunglish preachury
of the youngor generation Mr. Watson
holds a foremost, if not the first place.
Although he writes his sermons, he does
not read them, and he is a speaker of ex-
traordinary force and clearness, Touches
of pathos are not infrequent in bis ser-
mons, but, asa rule, he avoids huamor.
He has a strong sense of reverence, and
the service in Sefton Park Church, which
hag been carefully arranged by himself,
satisfies every requirement alike of cul-
ture and devotion.

Mr. Watson went on heppily and
busily in this service for seventeen years,
making for himself a great reputation in
Liverpool, where he was, and is, perhaps,
the most influential minister, but not
wmuch known outside, save in Presbyter.
ian circles. It is two years since, on tho
suggestion of a friend, he commenced
writing the sketches which have given
him a world-wide fame. His devotion,
howéver, is still given to tho pulpit, and
his literary work he looks upon as quito
secondary.

The following sketch is taken from
the Belfast Witness, on the occasion of a
lecture which Dr. Watson delivered there,
on “ Qecrtain Traits in Scottish Character, ’
under the auspices of the Central Presby-
terian Association :

“ The lecturer, who, on rising, was re-
ceived with round after round of applauae,
said he would begin by reminding the
audience that while national character
must always bo a most interesiing study,
certain circomstarces favored at the pres-
ent time that particaular study. They
were living throughout the whole Empire
in a state of national renaissance, and the
wave of nationalism that had passed over
Ircland and over Wales had also touched
the Scottish shore, and tke Scottish peoplo
within recent years had been realizing
themselves much more clearly and much
moro proudly than in a long period pre-
ceding.  Scottish architecture had begun
to revive, and soon there would not bea
district of Scotland without some church or
without some caatlo or, it might be, with-
out some street in s provincial town that
would exhibit in stono and limo the idess
of the national mind and the trend of ns-
tional history. Thus the Scottish Church,
which had always been the mothoer of the
nation, an sustere but faithfal mother,
bad been roturning to the first love of the
days after tho Reformation and before the
Paritan inflacnce—the days in which it
wag considored that the Scottish Church
was most nearly represcntative of tho
Scottish mind both in her doctrine &nd in
her worship. Stop by step the worehip
of tho Scottish Charch was being restored
to thatstate of primitive purity, and al-
though he was not thero directly or indi
directly, to belittle the great Paritsn
movement 0! England, which did 8o ouch



