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Q?bOiCC Aiterature.

BOB AND HIS TEACHERS.

A GLASGOW STORY.

Ky REV, DUNCAN MORRISUN, D.D, OWEN SOUND,

CHAPFRER XXXV,
BOB AT HIS MOTUHER'S GRAVE—STRANGE
CHILDY As 10 LHE  LutALlLY Ut
RESURRECTION,

FANCY FOR A
HEAVEN - 1 HE

On his return to Glasgow Bob took an early opportunity
of visiting his mother's grave. At this time the chief bury
ing ground was that in conanection with the old parish charch,
St. Mungo's, or the ** Hie Kirk,” as we called it, but this bury-
ing ground becoming gorged with graves—the graves of the
rich and poor, the young and the old—the city wascompelied
to seek for a more extensive area and this they found on 2
neighbouring hill on the summit of which stood the monu-
ment of John Knox with his Bible in one hand, and the other
as if in the act of expounding its truths ; and near to this
monument, in the direction of the north, was that of Mc-
Gavin, the famous Protestant champion that did so much to
stem the tide of Romanism in his day.

This bill, called the “ Necropolis,” or city of the dead,
was separated by the Mollindinar Burn from the burying
ground of the * Hie Kirk,” but over this bura was thrown a
bridge consisting of one heavy arch, called “the bridge of
sighs” from the fact that so many mournful processions pass
that way to bury their dead, and so the two burying grounds,
the old and the new, are practically one and the same; but
the former was the original burying ground of the old parish
church of St. Mungo, the patron saint of Glasgow, concern-
ing whom the ballad runs :—

St. Mungo was a famous chiel,
And a merry chiel was he,

And he drank o’ the Mollindinar buen
When better he could na pree.

Here—1 mean in the new portion of the grounds, the
Necropolis— Mrs. Armstrong slept in a lonely grave, for the
body of her husband drowned at sea many years ago had
never been found. Here her remains had rested in a pine
coffin for nearly seven years, and 1t was not thought expedient
to disturb them or touch the sacred spot with its becoming
marble slab and its simple epitaph which the hand of affection
had traced when Boh awoke to a full sense of his bereave-
ment. All the change he made was to enclose it with a neat
iron rail in keeping with the plain character of this, her very
humble resting-place, and make arrangements for its being
kept clean and in good order. What more could Bob do?

Now hear how he speaks concerning his mother in a letter
to a friend—1 only give that part of the letter bearing upon
her:—

** It was a time of reminiscence with me. I went back in
thought to the earliest remembrance of my mother, and
sought to call back in long review the whole history and deep
concern for me which she daily lavished upon me, little
thought of by me at the time, but the memory of it—how
pleasant! I think few persons bave had such a training as I
have had, and I am sure few have passed through life who
had a more intense faith in things unseen than she—a more
realizing sense of the eternal world, the solemnities of the
judgment day, the continuous presence of the great Silent
Witness

Who is wniting now the story”
Of our thoughts and actions too.

Her conscientiousness was great and her daily concern for me
lest 1 should deviate from the path of rectitude was corres-
pondingly great. A lttle innocent frolic she did not mind,
but on the contrary ratherlliked ; but the least divergence
from truth or the path of rectitude—any little peccadillo, that
another would readily excuse, was to her a grief, a sting, 1
believe, that went deeper than 1 had any conception of at the
time.

| remember especially one such occasion- -how unknown
to her I went one evening to the theatre in old Dunlop Street
to hear a Star that was to play Richard I1l. It was at the
solicitation of a companion in the shop who took 2 great de-
light in theatricals and was never done telling me of the
charms of such entertainments. I did not tell my mother 1
was going to the theatre that night, but that I was going to a
concert, trying to satisfy my conscience on the score of the
music connected with the play as well as the acting. 1 made
bad work in giving in my report to her aext day and stumbled
upon several falsehoods in answering her questions. At
length, I had to make bumble confession and say that it was
the theatre and not simply a concert that my companion and
I had attended.

“ She was silent for a time, at least, said but little, but 1
saw how deeply the iron had entered her soul. It was noth-
ing that I tricd to assure her that I got no harm atthe theatse
bat rather good, and that a great many respectable people
and even ministers go to the theatre, and that religion was not
worth much if 1t would act hold up a man at such 2 time even
f there was danger. The conversation at the time ended
with her telling me a story which I bave often thought of and
which has done me good many a time.

*The story is, that once on a time a saint, strong and self
confident in his strength, ventured on a scene of temptation,
and there the devil found him and was wresthing with him for
higddestruction. Just then an angel of light passed by and
said :—

**That is one of the saints of God ; let him alone.’

** Whercupon the devil said :—

“*Well, if be is one of the saints of God, what right has he
to come on my ground 2’

“Ab me ! what a place the grave i1s for tender reminiscence
and humble confession! To think that I ever grieved my
mother, in word or temper preferring my own coarse and
stubborn way to hers is 2 grief to me now, although at the
xirg:: I considered that 1 did well to be angry. And then to
think of her 5o calm and patient meanwhile—quictly waiting
ull 1 would come to myself again—all that makes the grave a
solemn place to me--a sort of confessional that is not alto-
gether without solace. No one will ever know how much 1
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owe to my mother., Her life was indeed a life of faith in
which Calvary had a great place and in which nighteousness
was the great aim. I never heard a word drop from her lips
which was not consistent with the fact that to be religious was
;f:geakably more important than to be rich or learned or
“ While I was musing I noticed a little boy with his nurse
passing, and that both seated themselves beside a new made
grave hard by. The child looked enquiringly at me as if he
exp‘e;cted me to say something to him :—
. ‘At length I said : *Are you looking for anyone ?’
. ‘l am looking for my mother,’ he said.
» Where is your mother, my child ?’
:. ‘ln hcaycp, sir. They told me she was in heaven.'
. But this is not heaven, my child.’
!** Ob, it is heaven, we saw her laid here on the day she was
buried.’
:: ' Did vou ever hear anything of heaven®'
‘ Yes, mother often spoke to us of heaven and the angels
'i\lrédeg,h\s eyes sparkling) pa, and )Jim and Ned. They're all
T

“‘Well then how can this be heaven—this narrow bed
whe“re she sleeps so stul and cold?’

“:I‘he child, (looking up to his nurse) was sileat.

*“ Tell me this, dear child, will your mother always lie here
still and cold ?’

**No, no, she will rise again.’

“‘How do you know ?’

¢ She told us.’

:: : When is she going to rise ?’

I dont know. I came here vesterday and to-day and
;lv'::? I saw you [ thought you would have some message from

:““What like was your mother ? Beautiful?*

. Oh she was,’ said the child with his eyes sparkling,
butful, butful! Her face was -white as the snow. I iold
her so, but she said that was nothin’—that she was going to
bc':ctl:g: ’thc angels, and that she would rest in the grave till the
:::Thc9 you think your mother is resting in the grave ?*

, ¢ Yes," he replied, *just as we do in the night, but mother
said *the morning cometh.

‘' “Then don't you see, dear child, that the grave is only the
rcst‘l‘n‘g place of the body 2’

, No, no, sir," he said, it is heaven, \nd pa lies there and
Ned and Jim and when the morning cometh they will all
come, hand in hand, to meet me in their shining robes ; and
mo!‘lg::r said the morning may come at any time.!

If this grave is heaven where are the angels? There are
no angels here, my child.’

“*Oh yes,” said he, ‘there are angels in every grave—
one ‘at the head and one at the foot; mother told us.

* It was in vain to arguz with the child, like Wordsworth’s,
he would have his way and ! did not care to disturb his fancy.
The grave to him was heaven because his mother was there,
:}nd’ all that was awanting to make it golden was * the morn-
x“r;lgn g;thc Sun of Righteousness to arise with healing in His
. *“Marvel not at this, saith the Lord, for the hour is coming
in which all that are in their graves shall hear His voice and
shall come forth, they that have doze good unto the resurrec-
tion of life and they that have done evil unto the resurrection
of damnation. What a morning that will be ! What strange
weverses ! Many that were first in this world shall be last,
and many that were last like my mother shall be first.
Here now is ane reported to be worth millions, but'havd, stlf-
1sh and sordid to the bitter end. He lived in splendour. He
was clothed 1n purple and fine linen and fared sumptuously
every day! He filled a large space in the public eys dnd
down to the grave he came at last, enclosed 1n a golden coffin
and followed by a long procession bearing the badg®s of woe.
But passing througl_z the portals of the grave he had to ledve
Il behind—for strait is the gate and narrow is the gay ; dnd
now rising up on the other side he enters upon an eternal
career of unprovided nakedness, seeking death and will never
be able to find it. But here 1s another, and oh, how wondrous
is bis beauty and his fragrance! See how, as he passes 1ato
the ‘other life, the golden gates are thrown open and angels
come flocking to meet him—how the radiant vista opens to
receive him; how in the centre He that is chief, rises and
says : ‘ Welcome, welcome home!’ Who is this that has
met with such a grand reception? A crowned sovereign ?
Some great scholar or statesman on whose lips listening sen-
ates bung? No! he wasa poor man. He never owned an
acre. He had to rise early and sit late and eat the bread of
sorrows, and to him were appointed weary days and weary
nights in which he spent lus 2ll. He came to the grave in 2
pioe coffin and was bastily buried in a corner appointed for
strangers.  His was a hard lot, but still, accepting .the pos:-
tion which God bad assigned him, he carly gave himself to
the Lord, grew in grace, laid up treasure in heaven which he
koew would be safe, 2nd, having finished his course, he laid
hm_lself down to die, weanng a smile, cheered with bopes full
of immortality. And here is another and another, emerging
from the darkness of time, like the stars of might till the
whole firmament is aglow! How varied their history ; their
experience, their original situation and circumstances—some
from lowly places and humble homes, tac princely merchant,
the wise statesman, the devoted pastor, the lcarned sage—
thousands whose names were splendid even here below, but
who learned to cover themselves with true honour and re-
nown thousands who, having turned many to nghteousness,
shall"shme as the firmament and as the stars forever and
ever.

.

(To be continued.) .
NEVER BE IDLE.

Neyer sit down idle. If you have an hour, or tea min-
utes, or five minutes to wait between duties, take up a book,
and learn somcthing which will be of use to you, or take the
time to do some little bit of work that necds to be doae, or to
write a letter that ought to be written. Leamn thus.to fill 'every
moment of time, not allowing even a minute 10 go 0 waste.
Then you will form a hakit which will go all the way through
life with you, and enable you to make your years really twice
as long, and your life worth really twice as much to the world
as if you should go along dropping and losing the fragments
of precious time all the way.
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{Mav 20°h, 18¢1.

JOY.
I aaw her once, not for-a day or honr,
Rut through the yeara that fled 20 200n away;
My oup was full ; my lips refused to pray
For further good, 8o rich, so rara the dower
Of faith and love and song that then was mine;
She poured her magio into every day ;
The night was noon, and all the year was May,
And overything was perfect and divine,

The vision passed ; and now it looms afar
Upon the dim verge of uncertaiuty ;
Now eeen, now hidden, like some distant star,
As flit the clouds athwart sweet memory ;
But when these rugged ways my feet have crossed
Joy will be mine once more, and never loat.

—Matthew Richey Knight, in The Week.

THE MISSIONARY WORLD.

THE MORAVIAN MISSION AMONG THE WESTERN
HIMALAYAS.

Among the flora of the Himalayas not the least interes.
ing is the juniperus excelsa, the * pencil cedar,” atree held
sacred by the Tibetans, who use it for their sacrificial fires,
Clinging to the merest crevices, thriving on almost precip:.
tous declivities, it roots itsel. with a tirmness that acknow.
ledges alone the superior power of the avalanche. Evergree
in life and when felled furmishing most valuable timber, it 15¢f
amazingly slow growth. A century may elapse before a seed:
ling from it deserves the name of tree.  Yet it tan and dog
attain noble proportions, its trunk sometimes measuring fron
nine to twelve yards in circumference. To the juniper of the
Himalayas the iaission of the Moravian Church among thos
mountains has been compared. Planted in an almost inacces.
sible region and in the face of gravest difficulties, its progres
has been slow. Yet faith foresees a day when the hardy erer
green shall flourish like a cedar of Lebanon. Possibly, as ty
the botanist, the juniperus excelsa1s regarded with pecul
interest, so also for the {riend of Protestant missions theston
of this uadertaking, which involves a residence for European;
at an elevation a couple of thousand feet higher than tke
famous St. Bernard Pass, aod journeys through mountainde
files far above the level of the summit of Mount Blanc, my
in hike manner possess attractions.

Invited, in 1850, by the well-known apostle to the Chines,
K. F. A. Gutzlaff, to send missionaries to the western portics
of that ,great empire, the Mission Board of the Moaravinn
Church called for two volunteers. Thirty responded. Two
of these, Edward Pagell and A. W. Heyde, both laymey
having been selected and sent to Berlin for a course in medi
cine, in the summer of 1853 proceeded to India. The onp
nal plan had been to seek Mongoha via Russia, but the Cars
fidelity to the irad:tions of the Ortbodox Greek Church nep- .
tived a request for permission to take this most direct roue
At Kolghur, a station of the Anglican Church, on the Saiy
uorth of Simla, the resident missionary rendered them every
assistance in his power, and a beginning was made in thestedy
of Hindustani and Tibetan. When somewhat familar wid
the latter an attempt was made to enter Tibet. But the by
cott was most effectually employed to defeat this. Hardy
was Pagell a few days’ journey within the Proviace of Tsots
when he realized that starvation faced him. Not even cocld
parched barley-meal be bought. Water was to be obtawsd
only on condition of a withdrawal from the country, and eres
after a promise to this effect had been given not more thu
one day's allowance of barley-meal could be procured byt
missionary’s attendants.

Lama-ridden Tibet being thus barred shut, the bestthy
could be done was to seek Mongolia by way of Ladak, a fs
mer Tibetan province, now tributary to Kashmir. Herealso
jealousy of Europeans drew forth a peremptory order tors ¢
turn across the border.

Satisfied that for the present an advance was impossible,
the missionanes thea found a permanent home i1a Kyclg,
a wvillage ot Lahoul, within the hinuts of Bntish soveraignly
Here, 150 miles from Simla, and the same distance from Leb
the capital of Ladak, at a height of 10,000 feet above st-
level, in the midst of a population prevailingly Tibetan ad |
Buddhist, they began their labours in 3856.

Before long they were joined by the Rev. H. A. Jaschks,2
scholar pre-cminent in lip: aistic abilities, who had resigod
his co-directorship of the classical college of the Mornvia®
Church in Germany that he might share their labours.

In 1865, stll keeping 1o view their ulumate purpased |
catying the Gospel into Chinese temitory, they founded2
second station at Poo, on the Sutlej, about 2 hundred miks
north-east of Simla, and _therefore on the very confines o
Tibet. Yet endcavours. to invade the land from this pot
also failed, even though the people were williog cnoogh s
send for the missionary to inoculate multitudes agamnst te
small-pox in a time of distress from that scourge. The v&f
lamas and nuns anxiously availed themselves of vaccinatis, .
and honours were shown to the missionaries such as ¢£f-
men of-high rank receive ; but he work of vacinnationors
he was sigoificently reminded tuat be belonged the othersd
of the border. Nay, at a Igter time, so recently as !M’;
whea another trial was made, friendly officials gave assaraat
that it wonld cost them their heads if they permitted a Ee»
pcan to pass. ;

Nevertheless, one barrier has since then broken dors
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