THE CANADIAN INDEPENDENT.

dle of Sir John de Stapleford, Vicar-General of the verse!

|

Bishop of Winchester, and he was condemned to be
hung at Tyburn. * Louder and lorder became the
cries of the miserable culprit as he receded from the |

\What a light does it throw on the last sad!
days of the persecuted Apostle ! The fact that these
necessary possessions— perhaps the whole that the
Apostle could call his own in this world--had been.

judges ; and just when the sergeants were dragging ' left at the house of Carpus, may, as we have seen, in. .
him across the threshold, he clung to the pillar whick | dicate his sudden arrest either at Troas or on s way

divided the portal, shrieking with a voice of agony :toit.

A prisoner who is being hurri=d from place to

which picrced through the hall : ‘I demand of Holy | place by unsympathizing keepers 1s httle able to look ;
Church the benelit of my clergy ¥ The thief was re- | after hs property.  But now the Apostle v settled |

placed at the bar.

dently been much grieved and troubled by his en-!
forced participation in the condemnation of the crim-
inal. Siepping forward he now addressed the court,
and cntreated permission, in the absence of the proper
ordinary, to try the validity of the claim. Producing
his breviary, he held the pledge close to the eyes of
the knceling prisoner ; he inchined his ear. The
bloodless lips of the ghastly caitiff were seen to quiver.
¢ Legre ut Clericus,) instantly exclumed the Vicar-
General ; and this declaration at once delivered the
felon from death, though not from captivity. *¢Take
him home to the pit,’ said the Vicar-General, ¢ where,
shut out from the light of day and the air of heaven,
he will be bound in iron, fed with the bread of tribu-
lation, and drinking the water of sorrow, until he shall
have sought atonement for his misdeeds and expiated
his shame.’ "—. 122 the Year Round.

PAUL'S LAST LETTER AND THE CLOAK.

The fourth chapter begins with a solemn appeal to
Timothy to do his duty as a pastor “in season, out
of season ” because the time would ¢ n come when
men would turn away from truth to thi2 fantastic doc-
trines of teachers who would answer them according
to their own lusts.  “ Do thox then be sober in all

things, endure sufferings, do the work of an evange-
list, fuifil thy ministry. For I am being a'ready poured

in libation, and the time of my departure is close at ! the parchments- ~the vellum rolls.  \What were these ?
I have striven the good strfe, 1 have fimshed | Pethaps among them was the dsploma of his Roman
Henceforth there | franchise ; or were they precious rolls of lsaiah ang

hand,
my course, 1 have kept the {aich.
is laid up for me the crown of righteousness, which the
Lord, the righteous Judge, will give me in that day;
and not to me only, but also to all who have loved
His appeaiing.”

That ’s practically St. Paul’s last word. The re-
mainder of the letter is occupied with personal infor-
mation, given in the natural, loose, accidental order
of a letter, mingled with earnest entreaty to him that
he would come at once. “ Do your best to come to
me quickly.” Demas, Crescens, Titus are all absent
from him ; Erastus did not come with him farther
than Corinth ; Trophimus was taken ill at Miletus ;
Luke ounly is left.  Mark is useful to him for service—
perhaps because he knew Latin—and, therefore,
Timothy is to take him up somewhere on the way and
bring him. Tychicus is already or the way to
Ephesus so that he can take Timothy’s place when he
arrives. Timothy is to be on his guard against the
pronounced hostility of Alexander the coppersmith,
Then follows the touching allusion to his first trial and
deliverance, on which we have already dwelt.  Greet-
ings are sent to Prisca, Aquila,and the house of
Onesiphorus.  Once more, “ Do your best to come
before winter”—if he comes after that time he may be
too late. “Eubulus greets thee and Pudens, and
Linus aud Claudia, and all the brethren. The Lord
Jesus Christ be with thy spirit. Grace be with you”

I have purposely omitted the one simple touching
message, introduced so incidentally, and with such
inimitable naturalness. “\When you come bring with
you the cloak that I left at Troas, at Carpus’ house,
and the books, especially the parchments.” The
verse has been criticised as trivial, as unworthy the
dignity of inspiration. But men must take thewr
notions of inspiration from facts, and not try to square
the facts tothceir own theories. Evenon these grounds
the verse has its own valuc forall who would not obscure
divine inspiration, nor obliterate the true meaning
and sacredness of Scripture by substituting a dictated
infallibility for the free play of human ecmotions in
souls deeply stirred by the Holy Spirit of God. But

cven on other grounds how Iittle could we spare this

During the earlicr portion of the | again, though his nome is but a prison, and he feels!
proceedings the kind-hearted Vicar General had evi- ; that it will be his home for hfe.

Winteris conung on, |
and winter in @ Roman prison, as he knows by ex-
perience, may be very cold. e wants to get back
lis rough travelling cloak. It was one of those large
sleeveless parments which we should call an “ over-
all” or “dreadnovght.”  Perhaps St. Paud had woven
it himself of the Slack goat’s bair of his native prov.
ince.  And, doubtless—for he was a poor man--it
was anold companion, wetted many a .ime in the,
water-torrents of Asia, whitened with the dust ot
Roman roads, stained with the brine of shipwreck
when Kura-Aguilo was driving the Adriatic into
foam. He may have slept in its warm shelter on the
chill Phrygian uplands, under the canopy of stars, or
it may have covered his bruised and trembling limbs
in the cungeon of Philippi. It is of little value ; but
now that the old man sits shivering in some gloomy
cell under the palace, or on the rocky floor of the Tul-
lianum and the winter nights are coming on, he be-
thinks him of the old cloak in the house of Carpus
and asks Timothy to bring it with him. “The
cloak that 1 left at Troas with Carpus, when thou
comest bring with thee, and the books, but es.
pecially the parchments.” The di6/ia—the papyrus
books —~few, we may be sure, but old friends; per-
haps he had bought them when he was a student
in the school of Gamaliel at Jerusalem ; or they may
have been given him by his wealthier converts. The
papyrus books, then, let Tumothy bring, but especially

the Psalms, and the lesser prophets, which father or
mother had given hun as a hfe-long treasure in the
far-off happy days when, little dreaming of all that
would befall him, he played, a happy boy, in the
dear old Tarsian home? Dreary and long are the
days—the evemings longer and dreaner sull—in that
Roman dungeon; and it willbe adeep joy to read once
more how David and Isaiah, in ¢Zeir deep troubles
learnt, as he had learnt, to suffer and be strong, A
simple message, then, about an old cloak and same
books, but very touching. They may add a little com-
fort, a litdle rehef, to the long drawn tedium of these
last dreary days. Perhaps he thinks he would hke to
give them, as his parung bequest, to Timothy him-
self, or to the modest and faithful Luke, that their
true hearts may remember him when the sea of hife
flows smootk ance more over the nameless grave. It
would be like that sheep-skin cloak which centuries
afterwards, the hernut Anthony bequeathed to the
Archbishop Athanasius—a small gift, but all he had.

Poor invemory of a saint’s possessions ! Not wortha'
hundredth part of what a buffoon would get for one jest
in Cxesar’s palace, or an acrobat for a feat in the am.
phitheatre ; but would he have exchanged them for the
jewels of the adventurer Agrippa or the purpie of the
unspeakable Nero? No, he is much more than con.
tent.  His soul is joyful in God. If he hasthe cloak
to keep him warm, and the books and parchments to
teach and encourage him, and Mark to help him in
various ways, and if, above all, Timothy will come
himself, then life will have shed on him itslast rays of
sunshine; and in lesser things, as well as in all
greater, he will wart with thankfulness, even with ex.
altation, the pouring out in libation of those last few
drops of his heart’s blood, of which the rich full strean
has for these long years been flowing forth upon
God’s altar in willing sacrifice.—ZFarra»,

“LOOKING UNTQ FESUS»

The early Christians lacked many privileges and
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advantages that we enjoy. They had no printed books.

They worslupped God in dens and caves and upper
chambers, had few and sunple ecclesiastical garments,
and often received the Lord’s supper mn vessels of
wood, and not of silver or gold. They had Intle
money, no church endowments, and ro umversiics.
Their creeds were short.  Thewr theological dehni-
tions were scanty and few.  But what they knew they
knew well. They wese men of one Buok., ‘They
knew whom they behieved,  If they bad wooden com-
munion vessels,they hadgolden ministersand teachers,
They *looked unto Jesus,” and tealized intensely the
personality of Jesus. For Jesus they hived, and worked,
and died.  And what are we doing?  Aad whercare
we in the nineteenth century 2 And what deliverance

-are we working on earth?  With all our (ountless

advantages, our grand old cathedrals, our spleadid
hibraries, our accurate definttions, our elabmate hitur-
gies, our civil liberty, our rehgious societies, our num-
erous facilities, we may well doubt whether we are
making such a mark on the world as Clement and
Jusun Martyr and their companions made 1700 years
ago.

1 know we cannot put the clock back and return to
the A B C of carly Christianity. But one thing we
can do: We can grasp more firmly the grand old
primeval principle around which our modern Chris-
tanity has clustered and swelied, and grown to 1ts
present proportions. Such a prnciple 1s that Jad
down in our text, “ Looking unto Jesus.” Then let
us covenant with ourselves that for the time to come
we will try to run our race, fight our battles, fill our
position, serve our generation, ike men who are ever
“ Looking unto Jesus.” So looking while we hive, we
shall see face to face when we die.  We shall joyfully
exchange faith for sight, see as we have been seen,
and know as we have been known.—ZBuskop Ryle, on
Heb. 211, 2,

“HOW MUCH OWEST THuU?»

It was my lot to live for some years in one of those
antiquated Welsh towns with an unpronounceabic
name (to a Saxon} of which a willingly muedulous
stranger might say, ‘ Can any good thing come vut of
Nazarcth

Among the members of my class was anold Welsh
lady, Mrs. O—.

Providence had once smiled upon her in tanpuial
affairs, but the Father tried his child by tahing anay
from her the light of her eyes, as “by a strike,” and
children withered and died, one by one, s0 that she
lived “ alone, yet not alone.”

“"Twas litte she could do,” for poverty, as is often
the case, was accompanied by sickness so that by
the earnings of her needle she barely subsisted.
Parish authorities added to it & weekly pittance, and
this was all she had, save the kind gifts of friends.

I often visited her in her httle room, and often found
her confined to her bed.

When tickets were rencewed, if she were not present,
I hastened to take her ticket, knowing what pleasure
it gave her to reccive it.

Visiting her one day for this purpose, I found her
in great weakness.

On handing her the ticket, the conversaton ran
thus :

“ 1 have brought you your ticket Mrs. O——, but
you need not give anything.”

“Oh ! but I must.”

“No! no! I'll see that your name stands all right
in the class book.”

“Sir, if you will look in the little cup on the shelf
you will find the Lord’s money.”

“ But the Lord does not wish you to give to His
cause what you absolutely need, I can't take u.”

And then the “hot rain” fell down her aged cheek,
as she said, “’Tis but little { can give to the Lotd, but
what did He give for me? He loved me and gave
Himsclf for me. Take it, sir, I can’t et my morsel
happily if you don’t.”’

And so I took it, and murmured blessings on the
head of her whose heart “the love of Christ » did so
“ constrain,” and prayed evermore I might remem-
ber, “ Ye are not your own.” Reader, “ kow much
owest thou uato the Lowd —Rew. Samuct 1V ilkes.



