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* ONE OF THE SWEET OLD CHAPTERS."

—

One of the sweoct ol chaptors,
Aftor s day lixo this; o3

The day brought toars nut trouvloe,
Tho evening hrought no };j,ag.

No rost in tho ainis I loBg fors=
Roet, and rofuge, and home ;
Grioved, and lonoly. and weary;

Unto tho Book I 'come,

Ono of tho swoot old chaptors—
Theo love that blogsoms throngh

His caro of tho birdg and liMes.
Out in the moadow-dew,

Iis oviening Hos aoft arovnd thom
Thelr faith iy slimply to be.

O hughod by tho tondor losson,
My Gog, lot mo rost in thoo

TWO STRONG IIGULANDLIRS,

BY THE REV. NORMAN MAO".EOD, D.D.

You boys—I don't mean Ilighland
boys, but Iinglish boys, Scotch boys,
and even Irish boys—can know little or
nothing about the Highlanders. Some
of you havoe possibly been in the High-
lands, and seon the great mountains,
and have been sick, perbaps, in the
Highland steamers, and have fished in
Highland rivers and lochs, to the
amusentent of the fish, though you are
“awful " Iucky fishers, or shot on the
Highland moors with your uncles, to
the amusement of the grouse, though
you are ¢ awful "’ luecky sportsmen, and
you have had * Highland fellows " to
act as guides or keepers to you. But
yot you must excuse me hazarding she
opinion, founded on sundry observa-
tions, that you do not know the High-
landers a bit—no more than the shonls
of herring in theirlochs, or the red deer
on their mountains.

¢ And, pray, what loss is there to us
if we are ignorant of those tartan-kilted,
bare-kneed, Dbag-pipe-blowing, reel-of-
Tulloch-dancing, tobacco-smoking, and
snuff-taking savages 2’ exclaims young
Hopeful from his form in a high-class
English school. Basy, my dear fel-
Iow! I have almost ag much admira-
tion as you have yourself for your bat-
ting, bowling, and fielding, for your
foot-ball playing, and your knowledge of
society—nay, don’t be over modest l-—
for your knowledge of everything worthy
of the attention of so distinguished n
gentleman, Bub yet I feel, with all
due respect, that it would be a gain to
you if you knew something about that

ortion of your fellow-subjects inhabit-
ing even tho Highlands, for, between
us, the people are worth knowing who
inhabit those wild mountains, and long
glens, and scattered islands in the
north, and who battle with their fierco
wintry storms, and encounter their
fierce wintry seas, and know many
things you know not, although they
don't know Greek or Latin, even ag
you don’t know Gaelic, and although
they never dined at Spiers and Pond's,
or even at the Rugby Junction. The
fact is, you English boys, even when
you have grown to be Inglish men,
great and good though you be, or may
become, are fiar too apt to see every-
thing through Iinglish spectacles, and
to judge of things by an English stand-
ard. Why, you ask, should two:hun-
dred millions in Hindostan refuse to
wear shoes and stockings and prefer to
walk on naked feet ?  Why should half
the world prefer turbans to hats! Why
should not the Arabs have Hansom
cabs mstead of cumnels and dromeda-
ries 2 What & slow coach an elephant
is in comparison with a bus! ~Why
should Esquimaux prefor walrus to
Welsh mutton ? and o Highlander
kilt a#fl hose to trousers 2 Oh that the
whole world was edueated in London !
“No, no,” snys the Scotch boy, * not
London, but Edinburgh!” «What o
set of prejuiced tuffians!” says the
Irish boy—¢ Cork forover !" .

_ Now, lads, be sensible. Lvery na-
tion has its own good ways and its own

evil ways, beeause each is in God's
school, and each on its own « form,” |
learning from its own schanl-books,
“and we are all brethren.”  THeneo we '
are very vaiz, and do not learn as we !
should do,, unless we inquire with inte-
rest, humility, and charity, how onr |
brethren have been taught, and what
lessons they have learned in rougher |
and less advanced schools. And we'
must do all this with such thornughi
sympathy, as will make us enter into
all their home ways, their stovies, their
prejudices, and their superstitions. In
every part of the world I have always'
found something to learn from other |
people, something they had far superior |
to what I had, and something, too, !
which I may have had taught me supe- |
vior to anything they possessed, and’
which, therefore, I was bound to share
with them if I conld.  Anghow, I have
learned to like the inliabitants of other
countries in many ways; and to like '
anything in o man worth liking is o'
great gain to ourselves. So, my lads, |
rut away this self-conceit, and wherover '
you go try to respect your fellow-men,
to seck for good in them, and to have
kind consideration for their defects.
And please don't judge Hindoos, or
Chinese, by cocking up your chin, and
with a contemptuous smile, saying,
¢ This iz not what we do in London,"” or |
¢ in Edinburgh,” or ¢ in Cork.” ]

But I must begin my tale! I was|
one evening fishing cod. It was just
such an evering as made one fecl tlio
. cdt
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fish at the end of the lines beforo they ’

wore caught, The tide suited perfeotly ;
there was o calm, with now and then o
slight warm br“eféée to ruftle the wnto{,&

and o gontlo xaid oy swirr to oloud-ils

Airfuce, We Iiad abundanco of the
bogt qf:bait.

"4« Thore'll be two or three whappers
sloopifi’:in the boat the night tliat aro
lively ienough tho noo, I'm thinkin,"
snid Poter MeTavish, my stand-by on
all fishing execursions, as he baited the
linos with such mussels as might tempt
an aldorman if set down to him atn
Guildhall dinner. And so it proved.
For mno sooner had we anchored near
thoe old buoy, than one felt the *“gibble,
gabble, gobble,” shavp and fast at the
hook, and up they eamo with the de-
lightful strain indicating the wisdom of
the big fish, who with authority and
power kept off the small fish that they
might have the wholo magnificent bait
to themselves. What right had those
small, vulgar, half-grown codfish boys
to appropriate to themselves a Dait
which was evidently intended for their

elders ? ¢ Be off with you! every ono
of you! Don't you know who I am?
you !, And so they got their will and

wo got ours, and gave them a hearty
welcome into the bont. Had tho young
fish only known! DBut they did not
know, and so, poor fellows, thiey were
sulky and their gills grew extrared, and
thoeir fins fluttered, and their air-blad-
ders became swollen, and they swan
hoine complaining to their parents
about the ill-usage they had rezeived,
and of the tyranny of the big cods—
vowing they would join the ¢Interna-
tional," and insist on equality in regard
to the food as well as everything else.
“They would be hanged,” they said,
unless—-"  But it was not until the
noxt fishing that we ascertained what
success they liad in their rebellion.
And then we saw from the haul of
small cod that they had had their own
way, to their destruction.

During a pause in the fishing, when
the tide was about to turn, and we be-
gan to count the scores we had got,
Peter McTavish becamne meditative, as
was his wont sometimes when idle.
Breaking the silence, so intense when
hauling in, ho remarked, as if speaking
to a large cod he was taking off the
hook, I like a strong man, I do in-
decd.”

¢ That is,” said I, *“a man who can
drink any amount of strong drink, or
put the hnmmer very far, or dance
Gillie Callum for an hour, or blow the
bagpipes till he has nearly bloin his
brains out, or lick the—"

“ No, no,” said Peter, gently, but
firmly interrupting me, ¢ not at all, not
at all, although such a man is both a
great and o strong man, no doot, no
doot, of course ; but I call a strong man,
o firm man,”

A man,” Icontinuved, *whois firm
in good? I agree with you, Peter.
Such men are scarce.”

s« Scarce! There's none such ! none;
for we're all wicked, so the minister
says, and for my pairt, judging from
myself, it's true.”

“Then what do you mean ?”

1 mean,” snid Peter, *a man that
will never give in, never ; but will hold
on to what he says, like o terrier to an
otter, or to a wild eat's throat. Ha!
ha! that's the man I like. Yes, yes!"

“But supposing the man to Dle
wrong, and yet strong !"

« That's what I like.
he is strong, especially when he's
wrong. Any man can be strong when
he is richt, but give me the man who
can  defend himself, and fight the
world, when he knows he's wrong, and
when no man will stand by him,
There’s John McDonald, for example.
He—"

“You mean the man that was sent
last month to jril? But he was right,

I Jike him if

j and you ave a fool, Peter, to admire a

man who is a mere obstinate mule when
he is wrong. I would as soon admire
Satan!”

¢ That may be,” replied Peter, as if
he had a huking admiration for that
villain spirit of all wickedness; * but,”
he continued, I like n man with the
speerit of Johm McDonald."

I interpreted the remarks of Petor
with some charity as T thought I undor-
stood what his real feelings were belter
than ho himself did. Ior this John
MceDonald of whom he spoke wasa man
who had really great pluck.

I may here diverge a little, and re-
mark that in some respects the High-
landers are great cowards, They are
always so in cases of infectious disease ;
in all enses, indeed, i which danger is
impalpable, undefined, intangible, pro-
ceeding from causes they cannot com-
prehend, and not to be met or overcome
by any means in their power. These
affect their fancy and imaginative pow-
ers, which are strong. "They ean face
whom they can see—charge serried
ranks, ‘march up to a battery, meet
steel with steel—but an unseen, myste-
rious thing, like ghost or goblin, or tho
supposed power of witch, charm, or
magic, quite unnerves them, nud makes
them generally act what to a Southerner
would be & most base and cowardly
part, This presents a great and striking
contrast to what I hiave observed among

’

the ordinur{‘
in o oity. Ior example, not long ago,
o mother of a large family cheorfully
ministered to n neighbor whose clitfflren
:Wore stricken with scarlet fover of tho

help her, and why fiot 12" This \\‘nt,
to the case ¢f & Highlander 4vho pre-
gonted himself with o severe but eurablo
discase, and who, when asked to go
to the hospital, protested strongly, say-
ing, “Och, och, no! They tell me
that other sick people nre thore, and
*hey wad make me worse; and they
tll mo the doctors kill folk to make
medicines oot o’ their heart, and liver,
and bones! Och! och! I'll never enter
tho awfu' place. Heaven defend me!
No, no!" But whey assured of pro-
tection, the trembling patient consented
to endure the ordeal. Ile recovered,
and when the time eame for his removal
ho had experienced such kindness, on-
joyed such good food andlodgings, pay-
ing nothing for them, that he i great
confidence requested the friend who had
almost forced him to entor the hospital,
to use his influence to get him permitted
to remain there ¢ till the next term at
least,” as he had no rent to pay, and
never enjoyed himself, poor fellow! so
much in his lifo !

But to return, The case referred to
by my friend McTavish ag an illustra-
tion of ¢ strength " was, I must eonfess
very characteristic of another kind of
eourage common nmong the Celts. Me-
Donnld—T conceal his real name as he
still lives, nnd is amost respectableman
—had been attacked one night by three
or four men, who determined in the
most cowardly manner to revenge them-
selves for some supposed insult, con-
nected with a love affair, I Delieve.
They were all beaten off—recciving se-
vere punishment. Theyprosecuted Me-
Donald for assault, and by some per-
version of justice arising from unprin.
cipled evidence, got himn condemend to
four duys’ imprisonment. He protested
Lis innocence, and told what he declar-
ed to be true, and which was afterwards
proved to beso. ‘Igo to jail," he said,
“in ohedience tothe laws of my country
but no lnw can compel me to partake of
your juil food, and not one morsel of it
shall I eat!” And le kept his word.
The jailer, an acquaintance of his own,
and & kind man, brought the preseribed
food, which was excellent, ench day at
the right hour, and implored him toeat.
But no! Not oncbitwaseaten during these
Jour days; and when he left the prison
he cracked his fingers, sang o snateh of
a song, and said, I owe you nothing,
and if those rascals dare insult me, I'll
lick them agaimn!” It was of this man
Peter MeTavish spoke when he remark-
ed, I like a strong man!" Insucha
case I tlunk we shall all agree with
Peter.

Thero weremany other feats performed
by McDonald equally remarkable, Ior
example, lie was summoned as awitness
in connection with a trial which took
place at Bdinburgh.  Without o halt,
he journeyed on foot ninety miles, reach-
ing Glasgow on & Saturday night.
had to appear in Iidinburgh on Monday
morning. Hecould, asfar as hisstrength
and pluck were concerned, have con-
tinued o part, atleast, of his journey on
Sunday. But like agood man, he deem-
ed it us duty to rest the whole of that
day. At twelve o'clock on Sunday
night, he started again and walked forty
four miles in ten hours, arriving at Bd.
inburgl in full time to stand, on Mon-
day mosning, in the witness box and
give hig evidence.

I must now tell a story of another
kind of strength, viz., moral strength,
which is equally true, and even better
worth recording than the feats of Me-
Donald. There was an old man, Mal-
colm Cameron, whohad a small * Croft"”
on the banks of o Ilighland loch. e
had an only son, a thoughtless, daring,
puwerfal youay fellow, who was given
to fighting, poaching, smuggling, and
all kinds of things which required
strength and courage, and which fed his
‘love for excitement. His father with «
weakness such as Davia had for Absa-
lomy, clung to lim the more hie was spok-
en against ; for, like Absalom, Allister
was very handsome, and, unlike him,
had a passionate attachment for his
father and mother. Neither of them
could thercfore believe that their son
Allister was the sort of man he was
judged to be by the whole country side.
Allister became envolved in somne love
affair ; and it so happened that hisrival,
who excelled him in riches, and alas!in
character also, was found murdered, but
not robbed, on a lonely moor. Such
grave suspicions were cxcited agaiust
Allister that & warrant for his appre-
hension was issued. The poor father
heard the sad intelligence, and Allister
fled front his Livme, and betook himself
to a cave far up among the hiuge rocks
of » wild Jong corry. The ofticers of
justice dicovered his retreat ; but when
approaching it they were told by Allis-
ter that he had a double-barrelled gun ;
that he never missed even n deer; that,
ns ho was an innocent man, he would
not disgrace his family by being brought
to trial, and that he would sncrifice two
lives éro his own wag taken. 'The hor-
ror of blood felt by Highlanders, in-
duced them to delay their attempt to
scize him until they comunicated with

his fatlicr.
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‘worat type, gnying,. ¢ Soma- one must:

trucst horoism, and'in-striking contrast.

He !

When the old man heard. the news,
he was bowed down with great ngony.
But recovering himself, hesaid, “Guilt
or not ghilty, ho wi),_l,Q’g brought to trinl,:
even over my dead.-.body.” o nsked:
tlio-offiders of justi¢q:to accompany him!
ad slowly.and silently. he ascended ilio
mountain and renghed the cave—n won-
derful stronghold f{)i‘ défonco, as it pér--
ottated deep into tho mountain, andivas
hid by masses of fallen rock. lloasked
the officers of justice to remain neaxr
while he went in alono. *“Allister, my
sonl!" shouted the old man as he en-
tered the cavern. ‘There was no reply.
Ile wont tottering on from the light at

rapidly leading into darkness, over and
anon repeating the name of hisson with
someo endearing IHighland epithet at-
tached toit-—¢ Allistexr, ealf of myheart,
hear me!”  Allister, son of my old age
hesar your father !

At last a fnint cry was heard from a
dark recess as of Yone moaning in sor-
row--1 am hear father.” Soon the
old man stumbled to the spot whence
the voice proceeded, and fondly put his
arms avound his son's neck, drawinghis
head to his breast. **What want you
with me father? I am hunted like a
fox."

“You know, you know,my boy, what
your cuemies sny of you ; and if 1t's true
—if—if—Dbut no, it caunot be that my
Allister shed the Dlood of man” - the
son trembled—+*but they must prove it
and you must be tried. This foul eurse
und disgrace must be taken of your name
and mine."”

“What do you want ' asked Allister
nneasily.

To give yourself up to justice Alli-
ster.”

¢« Never !" said the young man, start-
ing wp,  “I'll die first.”

*No you won't; for I will die first if
you don’t yield,"” said his father.

I have this gun,” said Allister, “I'll
shoot the first, ay, and the second to, if
they dare to como near me.”

“You.speak, indeed, as I never heard
you speak Dbefore, and as I never be-
lieved you could speak. You speak as
o man who loves blood more than jus--
tice, the death of others more than your
hionor and mine! It was not my Alli-
ster that spoke, but some devil inhim!”

“What do you want—what do you

 want father?” he asked impotuously.

I am sick andfaint, My heart isbreak-
ing. I have had no meatfor three day's
—iany strength is gone.”

“ Calf of iny heart, you are strong
enough for domg what is right. Come
with me—come; if we live we live; if
you die, I die.”

“Where are yon bringing me to
father ?"

“ Give me your gun, my somn.”

« T see it all,” replied Allister. ¢ The
king's officers are watching, and they
have sent you to bring your boy to the
gallows.  Fine work deed for them
and you! If you want to hang me,
why should I care for life? T suppose
my mother will Le spinning the flax for
the rope.”

The old mangroaned in agony. “God
help me ! have merey on me! pity we!
kill me 1" were some of hislow muttered
exclamations or prayers. “The gun,
wy son.”

« There it i: to you; father.”

Buy before handing it to him he fired
of both barrels, and the thunder ronred
through the cavern and attracted the
attention of the officers of justice, who
wereeagerly watching near the entrance.
Fearing some terrible result they rushied
up.

I was afraid,” remarked Allister,
“thet I might be tempted. Now do as
you like.”

As they came into  daylight they met
the ofticers, who were about to rush on

noble figure and wlite hair, stepped
forward and said—

«] command you to stand hack and
listen, There he1s,” he continued with
trembling voice; *therehe is—my fixst.
my only horn, I give himup—he gives
Iimself up, that the truth may be known
and all suspicion taken of our honest
family, who never did a deed of dis-
honor,”

“ Cowardly fellows!” said Allister.
“I don't give myself up to you nor a
dozen better men!  You dared nothave
¢ seized me! Even now, weak though I

am, I would fight the tlree of you, I
"would defy you to catch me if I now
! fied, or even to shoot me, for you could
"never hit 2 house, T give myself up to
" him,"” he said, pointing to his father.”
"« And Iin God's name, give him up
» to you," said the old man; but bind
" him not, hand er foot, touch him not,
for lic has given me hig word, and lic
lie never did nor will.”

As he spoke, he wiped his eyes with
a corner of his tarton plaid, nnd waving
i his hand to Allister, disappeared among
the rocks to joinhis wife in their lonely
and sorrowing home,

To finish my story—Allister was tried.
The jury returned o verdict of * notpro-
ven.”

Allister never roturned to his home;
but about n year after the trial, was
killed. by the explosion of a *¢blast,”
while' working in & quarry in Fifeshire.

the enteranco into twilight, which was |

Albster, when old Maleohn, with his |
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Very soon after old sluleohn and his
wifo wero sleeping together in the pie-
Suresque hurying-place inthoglen, where
Fstanding Sy thell graves, Ihanrd this
fstO}'y more thau a quarter.of p century
ngo;

Thisis all T have to tell you at pro-
sont abqut the Highlanders.,” Phe only
ndviep Ileavo with you is, to hecome
imbued with the heroic senso of justico
whieh was possessed by old Malecolm
Camoron, whowas vorily * o strong man,’
—(toud Words,

THE MOTHER OF NFWMAN HALL.

. Mys- Jolm Vine Hall, tho mother of
gix sons who have all attained distine-
tion—some of them renown—died a fow
weeks sinco at the age of oighty-four.
The funeral was remarkablo for the ab-
sence of pomp. There wereno plumos,
no mourning cloaks, noempty carringes,
and no pall.  The coffin” was simply
adorned with ivy and flowers. After
the conclusion of the burial service, the
R_v. Newman Iall, puid o beautiful tri-
bute to the love and fidelity of his pious
mother in the following words:—

““'The tears wo shed this day aro tears
‘of love, not anguish; of gratitude, not
regret. We bless owr mother's God for
the best inheritanco of a loly example,
and alife of earnest prayer. We bless
the God of all consolation, for memories
beautiful with earthty love, and hopes
radiant with heaveniy glory. Webless
tho Liord of the harvest, for gathering
m-this shock of corn fully ripe. We
bless the Lord of the way, for so pence-
ful a close to so long a pilgrimage. We
bless him who has abolished death and
liolds the keys of the unseen world, for
s0 lovely an end to so lovely a lifo. An
epd! Notso! Iind of sorrow—begin.
ning of bliss; end of the pilgrimage—
entrance to-home; end of death—dawn
of life, Best and dearcst of mothers!
Thou livest still! In our memories,
which will ever enshrine thee. In our
hearts, which will ever embrace thee.
And will not thy spirit, though unseen,
sometimes minister to us, as we travel
on after the? Thou livest still, thou
art not-in this cold grave! Thou hast
rejoined our saintedfather, the husband
who adored thee as the angel gnardian
of his life. Thou hast embraced the
little ones whom Jesus took from thy
reluetant bosom to train in the nursery
of heaven. Thou hast been weleomed by
friends gone before, who have long been
waiting for thee to rejointhem; by many
of the Lords servants, whom it was so
great a joy to thee to receive under thy
roof, multitudesof the Lord's poor, whom
it was thy privilege and dehght to suc-
cor and console ; by very many roscued
from sin, and led to the Suviour, through
thy loving counsel and fervent prayers.
Thou hast been welcomed by the glori-
ous company of heaven, for whose con-
genial society thou wast made so meek ;
and by thy gracious Saviour, whom,
like the Mary of Bethany, thou didst so
reverentially and ardently love. And
now thou wilt be ready to welcome us,
when we alsoare ealled to cross the nar-
row stream. Yes! we will not disap-
point thee! ‘Thou shait embrace us
again and forever! We, thy children
and children’s children, standing around
i this open grave where there ashes re-

pose, swear by the God of owr father
and mother that we will walk worthy of
your prayers ! we will imitate your ex-
ample ! we will serve your Saviour! we
will join you in your home! Dear moth-
er! we will not leave thee, nor return
from following after thee; for whither
thou goest we will go, and where thou
dwellest we will dwell ; thy people shall
be our people, and thy God our God.”

—— e ——

THE POWER OF THE HOLY

GHOS'T.

To the honor of God alone I will say
a little of 1wy own espuricuce in this
matter. I was powerfully converted on
the morning of the 10th of October.  In
the evening of the same day, and on
the morning of the following day, I re-
ceived overwhelming baptisias of the
Holy Ghost, that went through e, as
it scemed to me, body aad soul. I im-
mediately found myself endued with
. such power from on Liglt that o few
words dropped here and there to indivi-
duals, were the means of their iinmedi-
ate conversivn, My words seemed to
fasten like bavbed arrows iu the souls of
men. They cnt like & sword. They
broke the heart like o hanumer.  Multi-
tudes can attest to this. Often-times
word dropped, without my remembering
it, would fasten conviction, and often
fresult in imediate converston,  Some-
ctimes I would find myself, m a great
measure, emply of this power. I would
i go out and visit, and find that I made
no saving impression. I would oxhort
and pray, with the same result. I
would then set apart o day for private
fasting and prayer, fearing that this
power had departed from me, and in-
quire auxiously after the veason of this
apparent emptiness.  Afier humbling
myself, and calling out for help, the
, power would return upon me with allits
freshness.  'Lhis has been the experi-
cnce of my life.—Charles (¢, Linney, in
the Independent.

_ A hoart full of the world, is o heart
{ull of wants, :



