56
A New Moody and Sankey.

The pessimistic complaint that the
world is growing every year more
material, more indifferent, to religious
things, would seem to meet dis-
proval, in Canada, at least, in the
reception given in all of our towns
and cities to any man who comes
with an earnest message and marked
with the stamp that rings no count-
feit; and that the ministry of Messrs.
Torrey and Alexander, the evangel-
ists who have just visited Canada,
following their great tour in the
Antipodes and in I’ngland, is well
standing ‘the fire of the ‘‘ white
light >’ that beats, in these matter-
of-fact days, no less upon the pulpit
than upon the throne, may be judged
from the crowded houses which have
marked the progress of these roted
men.

In the lives of both these men the
influence of a godly home training is
strikingly exemplified. Dr. Torrey
was born at Hoboken, N. J., on the
28th of January, 1856, the son of a
New York banker. In early life he
was filled with the ambition io te-
come a great lawyer: but, like our
own Dr. Grenfell of the Iabrador.
and many others who have heard
the especial ‘* call,”” he met g power
sufficient to turn the whole teror of
his life at a Moody and Sankey
meeting. Afterwards he became pas-
tor of a small Congregational
church in Garretsville, Ohio, and,
after a short time spert in study in
Germany, assumed the pastorate of

Rev. R. A. Torrey, D. D.

charges in Minneapolis and Chicago,
in each case choosing a small church
which he might build up, ir prefer-
ence to accepting a position of much
greater emolument

Mr. C. M. Alexander.

In 1893 he assisted Moody in the
World's Fair campaign, and,
time, when Moody was taken
Kansas City, carried on the
1898, accompanied

great
for a
sick in
work himsell. In

FOUNDED 1406

by Mr. Alexander, he set out on a,
world-wide tour, in which meectin, «
woere conducted  in Australia, 1
mania. New Zealand, India and Greg
Britain., with such success that 100
000 persons have professed conve -
sion as a result.

Charles McCallon Alexander
vears of age, and was boin in
}es.w-('. the son of poor but irten..
ly religious and intensely musicy]
parents. This musical talent w4
fully inherited by the boy, who sty .
ed the singing in Sunday School whiy,
only nine years of age, and, at fi-
teen, became fired with an ambition
to organize a great choir, an object
towards which, for some years, al}
his energies were directed.

His first step was to attend g col
I ater  he

the insti-

resoluticr  of

is o
Lo

nusic, boecame

Music In

lege  of
Director of
tution. but, with the
devoting his life to sacred song, he
gave up this work to start out with
John Kittrell, the Quaker hlacksmii)-
evangelist, in a tour of the South,
Ile also took part in Moody's cam-
paign. and at differert times  found
himself in charge of just such choirs
as had figured in his boyvhood dreams
Mr. \lexander has heen with o Dy,
Torrey throughout his world
tour, and has become especially noted
through his ' Glory which
already gone before like a
across the UTpon
men, it would has strik-
the mantle of their noted
Moody and Sankey

same

Song;
him
contnont

has
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these
inglv 1allen
[n‘mfek essors,
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GLENGARRY SCHOOL DAYS.

How Thomas could have brought
this disgrace upon him, he could not
imagine. If it had been William
John,. who, with a!l his good nature,
had a temper brittle enough, he
would not have been surprised. And
then the minister's sermon, of which
he had spoken in such open and en-
thusiastic approval, how it con-
demned him for his neglect of duty
towards his family, and held up his
authority over his household to
scorn. It was a terrible blow to
his pride.

“It’s the lLord’'s judgment upon
me,”” he said to himself as he
tramped his way through the woods.
““ It is the curse of Eli that is hang-
ing over me and mine.’ And with
many vows he resolved that, at all
costs, he would do his duty in this
crisis and bring Thomas to a sense
of his sins

It was in this spirit that he
his family at the
their return from the Gaelic service

“ What is this I hear about vou,
Thomas ?"’ he began, as Thomas cae
in and took his place at the tablec.
‘““ What is this I hear about you,
sir 7”7 he repeated, making an effort
to maintain a calm  and judicial
tone.

met
supper-table, aiter

Thomas remained
cause he usually
cult, but chiefly
his father's

““ What is this
talk of the
grace of my
father in deepening tones

“ Not very great diserace,
said Billy Jack, hoping to
father's anger

“ Be you silent, <ir ' commanded
the old man, sternly T owill
your opinion when [ it. You
and others heside this house
need to learn

Billy Jack

silent, partly be-
found speech  dith
because he dreaded
wrath

that has become the
countryside and the dis
name ?”’ continued the

surely ™
turn hs

ask
require
dou 1n
your [r|11<'r‘?\
made no reply, fearineo
to make matters though |
found it hard not to this
taunt, which he hnew well was flung
at his mother
“T wonder at
such a

Worse,
resent

Thomas,
VOon I
there
wonder

VO, alter

sermon  as wonder
vou are ahle to it
at this table [
not hidine yvour head in
confusion.”’ The old man was
ing himeself into a4 white
Thomas
]Iilli_ his slow
of defense

unconcerned
VOou  are
and
lash
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CHAPTER VI.—Continued.

was conscious ol an self-con-
demnation, and yet, struggling
through his slow-moving mind there
was a feeling that in some sense he
could not define, there was justifica-
tion for what he had done.”’

It is not often that
grieved you,”” ventured
timidly, for, with all
she feared her husband
in this mood.

“ Woman, be

acule

Thomas has
the mother
her courage,
when he was

silent ' blazed forth
the old man, as if he had been wait-
ing for her words ‘It is not for
You to excuse his wickedness. You
are too fond ol that work, and your
children are reaping the fruits of it.”’
Billy Jack looked up quickly as if
to answer, but his mother turned
her face full upon him and command-
ed him with steady eyes, giving, her-
self, no sign of emotion except
slight tightening of the
touch of color in her
Your children have

their lesson of
continued her hushband,
passion a free rein
unto the T.ord [ will
it now, whatever
you to remember, sir,”’ tarning  to
the end of vour days,

And now, hence from
et me not your
Sabbath is and
I.ord shall
VOl

lor «a
lips and a
face
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and
allowing
But I
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And 1 will give
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face till the
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Thomas hesitated a moment as if he
had quite father's
words, then, un-
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with her calm. steady
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and
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resolving at all costs to do  her

will.

At the the lLooks that
night, the prayer, which was spoken
m a tone of awful and almost in-
audible solemnity, was for the most
part an exaltation of the majesty
and righteousness of the government
ol God, and a lamentation over the
wickedness and rebellion of man-
kind. And Billy Jack thought it
was no good augury that it closed
with a petition for grace to main-
tain the honor of that government,
and to uphold that rightecous ma-
lesty in all the re'ations of life It
was a woeful evening to them all,
and as soon as possible the house-
hold went miserably to bed.

Before going room the
mother slipped up quaietly to the loft
and found Thomas lying in his bunk
dressed and awake He was  still
puzzling out his ethical problem. His
conscience  clearly condemned him for
his fight with the and yet,
somehow he could not regret having
for Jimmie and taken his
He expected no mercy
at his hands next
The panishment, he knew, would he
cruel  enough, hut it was not the
pain that Thomas was dreading ;. he
was dimly struggling with the
ol outrage, since the
had stood up and uttered
his challenge to the master, he
felt himself to  be  different
thotnent seemed to
distant when  he
aied

taking of

to her

master,

stood up
punishmaent

father's morning
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for ever mo
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from—I mean, should have heard it
at home And—you might have told
me, Thomas.”’
Yes, mother, 1 wish now 1 had.
But, irdeed, 1 can't understand how
it happened. I don't feel as if it
was me at all.”’ And then Thomas
told his mother all the tale, finish-
ing his story with the words, And
I couldn’t help it, mother, at all.”
The mother remained silent for a
little, and then, with a little tremor
in  her voice, she replied : “No,
Thomas, 1 know you couldn't help
it, ard I—"" here her voice quite
broke—"" 1 am not ashamed of you."”
““Are you not, mother ?”’ said
Thomas, sitting up suddenly in great
surprise. ““Then 1 don’t care. I
couldn't make it out well.”
Never
be well,”

you mind, Tho.as, it will
and she leaned over him
and Kkissed him. Thomas felt her
face wet with tears, and his stolid
reserve bhroke down.

““ Oh, don’t care
breath coming in

mother,
now he cried,
great <obs “ 1 don't care at all
And he put his arms round his moth-
er, clinging to her as 11 he had been
a child
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