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p]easant relief froni ennui: bored people who are really
tired of their lives and are anxious for soniething new. I
don't think you find mnany of that sort at Cooke's Churcb,
1 should say there il a larger proportion there of people who
earnr every bit of bread they eat, and earn it weii, titan in
any other church in the city. They are in the main, 1 should
say, people who realize the serious responsibilities of life, and
try to live up to thern, and one of the responsibilities tbey
live up to is that of conîing out to churcli on Sunday rnorn-
ing. W/bat a congregation it is that is filling up downstairs
and upstairs !-in quietness for the rnost part, for there is no
organ voluntary to luil the senses. Then a wide door opens
in the organ front, and the choir, consistirîg of fifteen rnen
and the saine nunîber of worncn, corne in and f111 the choir
pews. The precentor lits iii the centre of a lengtbiened row
of ferninrine choristers. There il a long row of men at the
back.

W/lien 11ev. W. Patterson cornes in and takes bis seat at
tire rear of the pulpit, you sec before you a robust, aggressive
Young Irisinan of tlîirty or tlîirty-five. Hie lias mnore strenigth
of character titan intellect iii bis face, and rnore sincerity
and earnestness than speculation in bis ey. Hie il in deadly
earriest in ail lie does, and the seriousness of the outlook lie
liabitually takes on life is only modified by the buoyancy of
bis youthful vigour. H1e looks like a figbiter. and if you were
to tel] nie titat lie lîad once bcen a good b)oxer, and
liadni't forgotten liov to parry and deliver now, I should say
thiat there il nothing in lus appearance to belie tbe state-
ment. Ilis abundant hair is black and neatly bruslîed ; lus
,st-rig, earnest face ciean-sliaven. [le lias a very finr and
purposeful iiouth and a very deterînrined cluin. H1e lias a
preoccupied air as lie cornes in and sits dowri, and iii a few
nmoments lie openls tire service witlî a few rapid, simple words
of prayer. Then you know that he bas a pleasant voice and
that lus pronouticiation il provincial ]Irish. But there is a
force and niagnetisrn about hiin tliat are very attractive.
Tbe mari is plainiy so sincere and so mnucb absorbed ini what
lie is doing that you caninot but attend to ail lie does and
says Hie announces a psalm to be sung. It is the quaint,
old Preshyteriani paraphrase titat looks so odd to unaccus-
torned eyes, and that pays no attention to the ordinary rules
of versificationî. He reads aver.se of it irn a voice tlîat niakes
you think it inust to lîirî lie transfigured by years of sacred
associations. Tîtere il anr artless appreciatiou of it in lus voice
titat is very striking. Hie is flot tlîinking of bow lie is reading
it-îis congrcgation lias faded fron is perception lie i
absorbed in tlîis quaint verse:

The Lord of ns hiath inindfui been,
And He wiil 1)iess us stili.
He wiii the house of Israei biess,
JMess Aaron's house He will.
Both sîuiail aîid great that fear the Lord,
He wili thein surely bless,
The Lord wiii you, you aiîd your sèed,
Aye mîore and more inerease.

W/len the organ strikes Up the tune of IlDundee" and
the clioirand the great cong(reLration stand up to sing tue psahîî
yon cari tell tiat tlîey appreciate it too. The ,singing ut
Cooke's Clîurcbi is earnest and nriassive ; it il sin ign
pure anti simtple, but tiiere is a deptbi and volume about it
tlîat fair]y swveeps you off your feet. The combined tone of
tlîat long row of fernale voices il a tiig to hear. There 's
îîo striving after effect in this psalmody, but it Lives you
the- idea of a great reserve of strengtlî. TIie maie voices' iii
the rear support the strain. The precentor* seettîs «to enter
into the meaning of the words and sings away witb a vigor
and spirit worthy of a chief singer in the sanctuary. The
congregation join in with a beartiness and vigor that are
contagious. So far as 1 ami aware it seenis to me the best
congregationai singing in Toronto. I read in a Toronto
uîewspaper not long a go a report of a mneeting of a Presby-
terian churcb at wbiclî one of the niembers advocated sone
more attractive features than plain psalrnody being introdue-
cd into the service. 11e wanted solo singing and ornate an-
tbems, and said that tbe cburch Ilmust keep up with tbe
procession." Titere was a liking for tiiese tbings abroad,
and tlîey tended to draw a congregation. Tiiat, to my mind,
wvas sinply looking at a churcli service as an entertainnient,
and from a purely commrercial point of view. It is, of course,
possible to regard a cburch service ini that ligbt, hut I amn
disposed to think that anyone hearing the massive and satis-
fying singing in Cooke's Churcb cannot but feel that it il of
th-e sort best adapted, on tbe whoie, to the Presbyterian order
of worship.

There were more psalms and paraphrases, and iagaifi the
miinister led the prayers of tbe congregation in a simple atnd
heartfelt way. 11e rend tbe scriptures twice and made one
or two coninents. W/hile the collection was being taken UP
the choir sang the Itynn with the refrain "lTill Hie Corne,"
witlî great sweetness and feeling. At some tume during tbe
service Mr. Patterson made the announcements for tbe week
wlich were somewluat voluminous. Tlîey inciuded a notice
of the conimunion service which. was to be heid that niglit.
Those comimunicants who bai not received tbeir communion
tickets were to get theni, as they went out, froni the eiders,
wvbo would be at the doors. At the communion service coini-
mnunicants wouid occupy tue centre and east side of tire body
of the clîurciî. The weekly meetings of several societies
and cburch organizations were announced.

XVlen Mr. Patterson stands up to preacli, lie rends li,
text iii a plain, straiglitforward sort of a xvay and begins tO
speak witlî n rapid and energretic utterance. His mîaniner of
speechi is very direct, earnest, and to the point. Titere i
not a trace of tue academiic about liii citîter in IlngUage
or nianner. A min of the people, lie addresscs the people
in the l)eopie's own language and tbcy atteiîtiveiy listeni te
ever 'v word. is sermon bon Suiiday rnorniitg was tiPO"
Simuon tbe Cyrenianl wio bore the cross of Jesus. Tbe
preaclier used neitiier nianuscript nor notes. 11e entered
intiitediately upon a îîîost intcresting description of the trial
and crucifixion of Christ, and sliowed lîow it wvas tttSic
was coîîîpelled by the Roman soldiers to heur the cross. Tue
sinpiicity and force of titis narrative could hîardly have beeni
irnprovcd upon. It formed a starting point for severai cogent
lessorîs wiiciseeinedl to flow eitsily anid nturaiîy out Of it'
It also pluced the lucarers in a suitable fraie of mmnd for re-
ceivin g tîtose lessouus. Mr. Patterson lias tbe Irish gift of
warîn and moving eloquence, and be lias a good deal of whuat
I cani find no better niaine for tItan motiter xvit. Hie sees tbe
points in a subject that are iikely to strike Ironte ;lie gives
littie suggestive touches that, soiuiehow, stay by one. IlThe
Ronian soldiers took off the purpie robe froîn Jesus; we do
not read that tbey rcutuoved the crowiu of tliorns." «,Silnonl
found it very liard to bave to hear the cross, but wliile lie
uvas bearing it, wlterc wvas Jcsus ? Not far off."

* * *J. Rt. N.

Im11rnotality.

T he immortal spirit ltath no bars
To circuniseribe its dwelling lc

My soul bath pastured with tbe stars
Upon the meadow-Iands of space.

My mind and ear at tumes have csughit,
Froin realins beyond our mnortal reach,

The utterauîce of eternai Thouit,
0f whieh ail naturelis the speech.

And highi above the seas and lands,
On peaks just tipped ivith mortîing iight,

My dlauntless spirit muteiy standls
With eagle wings oîutsprcad for fiight.
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The Son- of the Robint.

Singiîîg stili and swiogiitg, happy lover,
'Tho the quiet wings that cover ail thv

hopes are bld froîn siglut,
Siniging where the cherry-bloorns, that,

n.oddirg sweet ahove ber,
Shower lu a scented flow
Petals white as uvhitest snow,

Tili thton safety înayst defy, sharpest eye,
Save the eye hy love mnade briglit,
That euichanted tuest t'espy.

Oh, thon tawny throated ! iever fioated
Thro' my charmèd senses sound se sweet,
As doth now each silver note, set afloat,
Like linkêui pearis of music froni thy palpitating throat!

Rosy-red I see thy breast
(litter in its ruîhy breast,

That flames like crimson poppy tait, that nods aloîug the het

What far land enehanted, hast thon haunted,
That ne thougbt of pain may foiiouv where yen passa?
Know you naught of serrew, that yen i)orrew,
Oîîiy sweetest notes of love to tell us of to-morrew?
Bird of jey and promise! ail the rest thon dost surpass.
Listeîî ! where the eherry-boughs are nodding to the heiiOW!
IlSpring is here !Spning is here! Summer's soon te foikîW
Can't yen heur it in the tinkling of the winds ulong the grass?
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