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BY THE REV. MARVIN R. VINCENT, D.D.

It is too soon yet to be quite
credible that we shall never see
Schafl again at the hibrary table, or
krock at the door of his little room
adjoining the library, and see the
flushed face lift itself from the
paper, and the sense of the visitor
and of this present world gradually
come into it.  For he never worked,
like some men, with half his mind.
Work was hiselement. He loved it
for its ends, but also for itself. He
lost himself in it. He had the
German labits and methods of
study—the regularity, the persist-
ence, the serupulousness, the deliber-
ation-—and he kr:w how to keep
many irons in the fire &t once, and
to keep them all hot; how to cut
out work for others, and to kecep
them going while he was busy on his
own particular line. At the close of
a list of his works, published during
the present year, and containing
eighty-five titles—one of which
covers twenty-five volumes, another
fourteen, another seven, others three
and four—one reads: ¢ Dr. Schaft’
hopes to write one more volume of
his ¢ Clhurch History.” and to pub-
lish his lectures on ¢ Christianity-—
Symbolic and Irenic.””

It was my privilege to spend a
fortnight in his company, last June,
at Lake Mohonk, which for several
years had been one of his favorite
resorts. How rich and varied was
his talk on great Christian themes,
as we rambled through those lovely
woods, or rested in the summer-
houses with their grand outlooks !
How vivid and racy his reminiscences
of the companions and masters of
his early studies in Germany! His
love of work asserted itself in the
face of all cautions and remon-
strances. He had just received the
first imported copy of Von Geb-
hardt’s ** Gospel and Apocalypse of
Peter,” with photographic repro-
ductions of the original. No child
was ever more delighted with a new
gun or drum. He displayed the
volume and talked about it to some

people, at least, who probabiy
knew no more about the Gospel of
Peter than about theichthyosaurus ;
but it was his way to try and interest
his companion, whoever he might be,
m his literary pleasures ; and the
old guests would have listened if the
Doctor had discoursed on Egyptian
hicroglyphics. He gave a little talk
about the document in the parlour
one evening.

He bad an extraordinary memory.
1t could never be said of him, asit
was about one of his former col-
leagues, that he had forgotten more
than most men knew, for he never
seemec. to have forgotten aunything,
whethier it were a date, a nam
somewhere back in the second or
third century, or an incident of an
interview with Tholuck or with
Abraham Lincoln.  His memory
was richly stored with hymns, Latin,
German, and English. He would
repeat long passages of the Odyssey,
or the Divina Commedia, or Faust.
He was a student of Dante, and less
than two years ago published an
elaborate essay on Dante and the
Divina Commedia. He had a won-
derful acquaintance with the litera-
ture of any subject that he treated.
He seemed to have some special
organs of vision on every side,
which kept him constantly aware of
the new sails on the critical and liter-
ary hovizon. The gong is sounding
for lecture. He comes down the hall
from the library. ‘* Good-morning!
Oh, have you seen that new book of
Carl Clemen on the Chronology of
the Pauline Epistles ? Rather trashy,
isn't it? He duesn’t throw much
light on the sources of the Acts.
Speaking of Acts, that's a very
strong book of Ramsay's.” The
gong has stopped ; the students are
crowding in. The Doctor begins to
move toward the lecture-room.
** Did you know that the first part of
Godet’s ‘Introduction’ is out at last ?
A great thing for a man in his
eightieth year' Ah, I saw himin
Neuchatel a year ago”—and then



