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qeal university of the Established
(ou b, with its host of clerieal pro-
b~ and vast endowments, had been
ahontad, know more than frngaent-
iy uatches of the order of pyer.

When Lawrence enterved the shanty,
fierefore, he was met by Dennis with
the ~tavtling information that he must
greach to them, and that his congre-
gtion was all ready. Indeed nearly
talf of the company present, most of
them in the expeetation of having
sme fun at the expense of the boy, ns
ey ealled him, had gathered in one
ol uf the large reom and were loung-
wg vn henches or tables or recliaing
in the bunks, [t was a rough-looking
gonp --ved-shirted almost to a man, be-
ptched, uushaven, and almost us
shagey and unkempt in appenrance a8
the beur which had so unceremoniously
entered the enmp a few nights befove.
- A couple of Indinns stood in the back.
gtound, silent and stoical, smoking
Meiv pipes. In other parts of the
:mom were men playing cads, talking
jer smoking, ong waking an axe helve,
ssnother repairing a snow-shoe, and_a
{third cleaning a gun.

[ Lawrenc had neverstudied rhetoric,
{but he began with a good rhetoricul
!stm}(e.

“Gentlemen,” he said, “I never
attempted to preach in my life, and 1
don’t think I could if I tried; but,
if you wish it, I will be happy to read
sou a sermon a great deal better than
ay 1 could.innke.”

The modesty of the Ind pleased the
fellows, but especially the compliment-
ary title by which he addressed thew,
He had called them gentlemen, rough
and ragged as they were, and they
folt that they must not belie the char-
acter hie had given them. There was
therefore & murmur of applause, and
| he went to bring from his little kit his
| Bible, hymn-book, and un odd velume
jof Wesley’s works containing half-a

!'down of his sermons. He opened by
{

accident at the hymn, or was it acci-
dent3—it seemed so strikingly appro-
printo to the soul-wants of bLis uudi.

ence (—

“0 all that pass by, to Jesus draw near;

He utters his cry, ye sinners give car;

From hell to retrieve you, he spreads vut
his hands;

Now, now to receive you He graciously
stands.

“If any man thirst, and bappy would be,

{ The vilest and worst may come unto me;
May drink of iy spirit, excepted is none,
Lay claim to my merit, and take for his

“own.”

The hymn wus sung to a fervid
‘lilting tune, and before it wes through
everybody in the group was singing,
and several from the other end of the
room had joined the company.

Lawrence then said simply, “ Let us
pray,” and kneeling down, he fervently
uttered the common needs of all human
souls to tho conunon Saviour of min-
kind. He scemed to forget where he
was, and talked avith God, not as to a
~Bei; g afar off in the sky, but as to
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one near at lund, who would hear aud
answer hiy petition,

They then sang ngain, and Lawrence
quictly read Mo, Wesley's grand sermon
on Salvation by Fath, When he had
wot through, Evaus, who during one of
the intervals ot singing had examined
the baok, suid,—

“It's al) right, boys,  That’s sound
doctrine.  That old don wus a clergy-
wan of the Churel of England, nad o
Fellow of Oxford University, and he
must have been a pretty good scholar
to have been that, See, hero he iy,
gown and bands and all the vest of it,”
and hie held up the historic portrait
that has been familinr to successive
generations of Methodists throughout
tho world,

“IHe mought hn' ben o gieat schol-
ard,” said Jim Dowler, a raw Canadian
youth, “but he talks jist as pluin as
Parson Tuiner, the Methudy preacher,
up to our village, and Ae never wuz to
no "varsity 'xcept Backwoods College,
as I knows on.”

“What for is a man a scholard,”
asked Dennis O’Neal, very naturally,
‘“‘unless to make hard things plain to
unlarned folk 3”

“Wal, I've seed collegedarnt men
that talked as if they'd swallered the
dictionary an’ it didn't agiree with ‘em
~'t was so hard to get the hang o
their lingo,” suid our Cunadian lud,
who evidently had not acquired his
vernncular from the dictionary,

“Did you know Mr. Turner,” asked
Lawrence t

“\Wal, yaas,” said Dowler.  * Ther
wuzn't many folks in our parts as
didw't kuow Aim.  Mighty peart
preacher, he wuz, I'low, Had a great
pertracted meeting up to DBrian’s
Corners, and Jim Collins and Jack
Scoresby, they tit to see which on ’em
'd go hum with Samantha Cummins,
old Widder Cummins’ darter. An’
tworn't three nights ’fore both on
’em got convarted, they did, an’ 'stead
ofightin’ ’bout Sawantha Cummins
they wouldn’t nuther on ’em go with
her 'enuse she wore artificials aud went
to dancin’ school. Did you know
him ¢”

“Yes,” said Lawrence, “ he was on
the Lhornville Circuiv last year.”

“Blest if these Methodists zint
averywhere,” said Evans.

“Wael, yaas,” said Jim, “I've bin
whar ye couldn’t see no housen in five
miles, 'way up the Otonabee River.
Thar’s
Turner: com’d ail the way from the
Bay o Quinty, roads so bad couldn't
ride, had to walk good part o’ the way.
I've know'd people walk five miles
bar'foot to hear im preach, aud bring
their own candles, too; an’ he never
wuz to no college, nuther,” he con-
cluded triumphantly, as though he
thought having been to college wus in
some respect n disqualitication for
ministerial work. -

“Let us 'ave sone more de musique,”
said Baptiste, whose fiue tenor voice
was heard to advantage in the singing,

whar 1 first seed Parson”

“or ] ull uve to @f veus de * Routant
ma boule.” *

Lawrenco now gave out in sucees:’

several  of  Chules Wesley's
matchless Jyries, whose warmth  of
sentiment, vivid imagery, and liearty
i, strangely captivated the taste
of theso rade men.  Iu this pleasant
and profitable wanner o pottion of
cach Sunday and sometimes of 4 week
ovening was spent in the Juber camp,

~lofg

As the steck of sermoens o his
precious volume beenme nenrly ex.
hausted Tawrence felt a gowd deal
exereised in mind as to what he shoaid
do when he had gone thiough them
all.  This feeling was incrensed by
the remnrk voluntecred oue Sunduy
by Dennis ¢

“That readin’ ‘s all very woll when
yo can’t get anythin’ betther ; Lut
couldn’t ye jist tip 1w o seennut o' yer
own, wunst in a waoile by way of n
change 1"

“Yans,” suid Dowler. It don't
seem 1o come hum to a feller like what
it doos when ye speak it vight outen
your bead, ye know. I sce a college-
larnt feller couldn’t preach a sarmin
no ways without his writin' afore *im.
Couldn’t even sny his prayers ’cep he
rend ’emn outen n book. Guess he
found it & hard sight preachin’ at the
camp-meeting at the Beech Woods, on
the Otonabee Circut.  Old Elder Case
wuz thar, his white hair astreamin’
in the wind while he exhorted the
sinuers—powerful hand to exhort, he
wuz—an’ a-half-a-dvzen  prayin® at
wunst, an’ as many wmore shoutin
‘Halleluyer!' and ¢Hosanner, an’
p't'aps & dozen fellers laughin,” mockin’

an’ crackin' their whips muong the
trees. Takes a pretty peact preacher

to keep bishead in a meetin’ like that,

“ But Llder Case, h kep' ’em well
in hand. He¢'d run a camp-meetin’
jes as easy us Id drive a yoke o'
breechy steers, an’ I don’s know but o
great sight easier. I see him wuust,
when Jim Crowther and them fellers
from Cavan, ‘Cavan Blazers, they
used to cnll 'em, an' pretty rough
fellers they wuz, swore they'd break
up the camp-meetin’,  Well, Jim
Crowther, he wuz the ring-leader, aw’
he was a-cussin’ an’ a-swearin’, an' he
says, ¢ Wait, boys, till I ;sive.the word
an' then wake a vush for the stand an’
we'll clar the ranch o' ’em white.
chokered fellers” Aw’ the old-Eler,
he kep’ his eye on e’y an’ he jes® kep’
on a-prayin'; an’ ho ast the Lord to
smite them thut woubled Jzrel, and
Jim Crowther, e began to tremble,
auw’ soon he fell right down, an’ the
Elder came un’ prayed for ‘im an'
talked with ‘im, an’, what d'ye think ?
that Jiwm Crowther that used to bully
the hull neighbiourhood, he gor con-
varted, an’ e used te pray an <ing
hymns as loud in meetit” as ever he
swore an’ sang songs at the old Lug
-an’ Gun tavern at Slocem’s orners.*

“Quni, oul,” said BaptistenLa Tour,
‘“z¢ preaching all vere well, but me
like zo muzique.”

v Yed oughter heored the singin’ at

{ the Beedh Wodds campestiag,” cun-
tinne 4 Daw e, to whean his expetienco
on that ocoraon had been one of the
cloef vrvents of his hfe. “Wlau the
tceting zot so ey hg eouldn’t exloat
no longer, then old Blder Case, i
wueg, teo,  An' ther wur n baud o
Christian Injuns used to come to the
weetin’, an’ it wuz the touchin’ist
thing to hear thase poor creetes a-
singan’- -couldn’t toll 0 wopd they saud,
ye know | but the tunes wuz the wamee,
an' their voives waz that swiet  well,
I uever hevred nuthin' like it

*Mighty solomn, tho singin® wuz,
too, sometines ; mude yer feel wues
nor the preaciasn’.
thered beu a dieflle powerful sanmin
by a tall, dark man, Elder Motealf
wuz s watmes Praps some on yo
kuowd ‘it 1t u'd een wewost ko
yer huir stan’ on end to listen to ‘nn,
Then they rung in a wailin' sore o
tune,—

U twember one night

Ol theto'll he mournin’, mournin®, tnounin®,
mourmn

Oh there' Nl be nourntn® at the Jedgment -seat
o' Christ,

“ 1 never felbso bad as 1 did that
night. I wanted as much as con' ! be
to go forrad to the penitent bewn;
but Bill Slocum he wouldn't, an he
made we como away, an' the road
through the wouds wuz awrul diek,

housen for two miles, wn' far beland
us the bright lights woz achinn' m
the trees; it seemed hhe hearven a-
most, an' we scemed in

gnushn’ o' teeth, an’ we couid lwar
asinkin’ an’ asswellin® in the distanes,
as the mght wind blowed an’ moaned
like evil sperits through the tops o the
pines, then aswful woids o that
hymn,— ’

Oh't there'll Lo mouruin’ at the Jedgiuent

scut o' Christ.
“I niver wuz so skeart in all wy
born days. But Bill Sloecum, he

coaxed me inter the tavern, an’ he
drinked, an’ be made me drink, any' 1
got drunk for the first time in wmy
life. It ’pears eser since then that
preachin’ don’v bave no ctfect on me ;
got pust feelia, kinder, 1 'low.  Many's
the time T've wisht I'd gonn to the
penitent bench that mght.  But now

a chance,” and the poor boy heaved a
deep and troubled sigh.

Lawrence tricd to encourage the
poor felow with the prumises of Serip-
ture, but nothing seemced to nve him
s much  comfort as  singing the
hymn, —

*“ ¢ ome, yo muuere, pocr and needy,

Weak and wounded, sick and sore ;

Jeaus ready alauds to sze you,

Fall of pity, love and power ™

*Lhat’ one o' the hymns they used
to sing at cowp wectin )’ said Dowler
“Ir "ud be nieo now of { cauli only
hlicve thnt ’ar

uuthin’ no wore.”
(7o be continurd.)

.

sy, an’ o powertul sweet singer Lo

- —— o e et T A et gt e i e e

bliack as a woll's jaws; wuzn't no

the outer
b4 . .
darkuess, where there’s w wadin® an
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I'm afeared it's too Inte, oven if 1 hul

Wik 1o goslness I -
comld, but ‘pears T ot bidve in




