Qurrist's Column,

LAl matter itended for this column should b addressed
to E CQ Yord, Port Wilhams, Kinwes County NS Qnestions
pouching the meanine ol seaptures wilt be gladly recsfved,)

Q.—How do yuu harmonize Gon. xlvi:26 and Dout |

x.22 with Aects var.l4 (—H, I\ C.

A.—Ia Gen. s1vi:26 and in Deut. x:22 ¢ all the
souls of the house of Jacob which camo into
Egypt * is said to be ¢¢ three score and ton;” while
i Stephen's speech, recorded 1n Acts vn:l4, the
number is given as “‘throe scoro and fifteen.” But
thie iucludes five sons of Epliraim and Manasseh,
born in Egypt, which, being added te the ¢ three
score and ten,” harvmonizes theso accounts,

Q.—How do you explain John xx:171—-H. E B,

A,—According to Adam Clark the word here
rendored ‘* touch i used in other places to signify
to cleavo, or to cling to. In Mabt xxviii.D it is
said that some of the woman ‘‘ held him by the
feot and worshiped him.” This, in all probability,
is what Mary was doing; and the words of our Lord
to her meant simply this: Don't cling to me, you
will have time enough to seo me. I have not yot
accountod to my Fathor. But go within and tell
my brethren, that, as I told them before, ¢ I go to
my Father and to their Father, and to my God,
and to their God."

Q.—Who are included in ** The creature,” Rom.

viu. 211—H. B.

A,—What is smd iun verses 19 and 21 of this
chapter concerning * the creatura” can only bo
said of the childron of God and joint heirs with
Christ; for nono but these are *° waiting for tho
manifostation of the Son of God,” or have the
promise of being ‘¢ delivered from the bondage
of corruption into the glorious liberty of the
children of God.” But this being hoirs of God
doos not freo us, while in this life, from tho ‘¢ van-
ity,” ‘“ bondage,” and ‘¢ corruption,” in which, in
common with ‘‘the whole creation,” wo groan,
while ‘¢ waiting for the adoption, the redemption
of our body."”

Gorrespondence,

BOWMANVILLE,

Here I am at Bowmaunville after » monotonous
ride of thirty-two hours. My first night out from
St. John was spent in balmy sleep, and having
bean gifted by nature in that direction with talents
of a very high order, as well as having just cause
for using those talents, I knew nothing of what
might have occurred till some timo (1) after six
o'clock the following morning. Very fow people
travel over tha C, P. R. with tho expectation of
being transported by visions of the sublime or
beautiful. Every expectation of that kind is as
. barren a3 the soil upon which we gaze, for the
section through which our route lay was one wild
uninhabitable waste. Nature seemed to have
gone into bankruptey. Not even the withered
and blasted grass gave evidenco that Spring had
evor smiled upon the deserted soil. Tho habita.
tions of man are rarely seen. A cow, or an ani-
mal that once might have been a horse, are seon
here and there along the line so lank and lean
that they seemingly have not energy enough to
geok the necessities of life. Tho spruco and cedar
hold perpotual sway and enliven the eyo while
looking on tho dead and leafless trees. Stoues,
awamps and trecs are the natural products of tho
goil, and the man that ean utilize these for tho
benofit of mankind may become a millionaire,
The land is either shunned or deserted. The
haud of nature is apgainst every man. No place
that 1 have eveor scen would be moro sunitable for
a great international poor-house. Evorything
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would bo in the sovorest harmony with tho insti-
tution.

So tuch for Quebec, 1 wish I could say soma-
! thing better, but I can’t. I will givo it the credit
of giving us the first snow astorm of the season,
For several miles along the railway quite a layer
had covered tho earth, and I said to myself this is

days. Before 1 saw much of Ontario night was
upon us, aud if it is no bettor than Quebec I'm
glad the curtain drepped, but I'll give it the honor
of being better, fur how could anything bo worse?
I may havo somothing to say about Ontario la-
ter on.

Tho car in which I rode was tilled principally
with French Canadians and Irishmen—a fine com-
bination.  Differonces of raco here are easily
seen, The Irishman would laugh and joke,
while the Frenchman, aftor assuming tho form of
an interrogation point in the hopo of sleep, with
the coarseness and ribaldry of Emerald's Islo for
his lullaby, gavo it up as a bad job, and referred
to his tormentors in a series of descriptivo adjec-
tives which preachers ave not supposed to uunder-
stand.

If thero is anything® more monotonous in this
wide world than travelling by rail at night Jot us
know what it is. Tho timo drags and you feol
inoxpressibly miserable. Time waits for no man
is an old adage, but it scemed to be on a bonder
Friday night, and did not tend strictly to business.
It wastwelve o’clock, X waited as I thought half
an hour or more, and asked .y nearest noighbor
what time is it, please ? Ten minutes after twelve
was theroply. 1 waited another hour or two ac-
cording to my ideas of time and asked again,
Quarter to one was the response. I said to myself
the hands of that man’s watch have stuck and I'll
ask bim nomoure. I tried several times after that
from gentlemen to the right, gentlomen to the left,
gentlemen in the front, gentlomen in the raar, and
received the same encouragemeut from all as I gid
from the occunant of the same seat with mysolf.
The hours lengthened into days. I tried to sleep,
and every time I would fall into a doze the con-
ductor’'s *¢ Tickets, pleaso,” would drive me from
the way of even tho slightest pleasure. 1 tried
everything. Read Mr. Barnes of Now York, but
grow very tired when ) found that such an illvs-
trious character was no kin to tho Barnes of St.
Jobn, Al the worse for Barnes of New York.
May I be delivered from long journeys in the fu-
ture, and if they become a necessity I hope they
will bring me that pleasure I experienced when the
cry Bowmanvilley Bowmanville, reached my ears
and Istood indulging in soveral Jong drawn sighs
of relief upon the platforia at the depot of my
nowly chosen ficld,

Will write something of Bowmuanville and its

church work in my next.
E. B. BarxEs.

HAVERIILL, MASS.

Editor of The Christian : You, or ut least some of
your readers, are aware that a company of Disci-
ples numbering between thirty and forty have
been holding togetherin a hited hallin this city for
a number of years trying to raise the means fo
build a place of worship. We have succeeded,
with the aid of friends, in building a small but
exceedingly neat and tasty house of worship, which
was dedicated Nov. 22ad. Al well-wishers of
us and the common cause who may happen along
this way please romember tho Righ street Chris-
tian churci, Havorhill, Mass, Pray for us.

Yours in hopo and faith,
Wi, H. MoDonamLy,
384 Washingion street, Haverhill, Mass,

Canada, with her woods, her snows ard gloomny-

Selerted.

SONG OF THE MYSTIC.
FATHER RYAN,

I walk dowa the Valloy of Silence—

Down the dim, voicoless valley—alone !
And I hear not the fall of a footatep

Around mo, save God’s and my own;
And thoe hush of iny heart is as holy

As houses where angels have flown !

Long ago was T weary of voicos

Whoso music my heart could not win;
Long ago was I weary of noises

That frotted my soul with their din;
Long ago was I weary of places

Whoere I met but the human — and sin,

I walked in the world with the worldly;
I craved what the world naever gaves

And I said: ““In the world oach Ideal,
That shines liko a star on life’s wave,

Is wrecked on tho shores of the Real,
And sleops like 2 dream in a grave.”

Aud still did I pine for the Perfoct,

Ard still found the False with the True;
I sought 'mid thoe human for heaven,

But eanght a mere glimpse of its blue:
And T wept whon the clouds of the mortal

Voiled even that glimpse from my viow.

And I toiled on, heart-tired of the Human,

Aund I moaned 'mid the mazes of mon,
Till I knelt, long ago, at an altar

And I heard a voico call me. Sinco thon
I walk down the Valley of Silence

That lies far beyond mortal ken.

Do you ask what I found in $he valley ?

"Tis my trysting place with the Divine.
And I fell at tho feot of the Holy,

Aud above me a voice said: ** Be mine.”
Aud there arose froin tho depths of my spirit

An ccho—*¢ My heart gholl be Thine.”

Do you ask how I live in the valloy ?
1 weop — and 1 dream — and I pray.

But my toars ave as sweot as the dew-drops
That fall on the rosos in May;

And wy prayer, like a perfume from censers,
Ascendeth to God night and day.

In the hush of the Valley of Silence
I dream all the songs that I sing;

And the music floats down the din valley,
Till each find a word for a wing,

That to hearts, like the dove of tho deluge,
A messago of peace they may bring.

But far on the deep there are billows
That never shall break on the beach;

And I have heard songs in the silence
Thst never shall float into speech;

And 1 have had dreams in the valley
Too lofty for language to reach.

And 1 kave seen thoughts in tho valloy—
Ah ! mo, how my spirit was stirred !

And they wear holy veils on their faces,
Their footsteps can scarcely bo heard;

Thoy pass through the valley like virgins,
Too.pure for the touch of a word !

Do you ask me the place of the valley,
Ye hearts that are harrowad by care ?
1t dieth afar batweoen mountains,
And God and His angels are there:
And one is tho dark mount of Sorcow,
And one the bright mountain of Prayer.

A BRAHMIN'S TESTIMONY.

—

A striking testimony, recontly borne by » Joarned
Bralunin, in the presence of two hundred Brah-
mius, oflicials, students and others, has just been
published:

I huvo watched the missionaries and seen what
thoy are. What have they come to this country
for? What tempts them to leave their parents,
fricuds ond country and como to this, to
them, unhoalthy climate 7 Is it for gain or profit
that they come? Some of us country clerks in
govornment oflices recoive largor salaries than



