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The John Brown Song,

[ the original versfor of the John Prown
. my; I naid to have boen s followa) ;

1 1< Brown died on the xeaflold for a slave
thark wan the hour when we d 15 his halluwad
| yrave; :
»oow Qod a{vongo the life he gladly gavoe,
Froedom reigns to-day
OHORUS,

Qlory, Qlory, Hallolujah,

Glory, Glory, Hallelujah,

thory, Glory, Hallelujah,
Glory reigns to-day!

Johm Brown sowed and the harvosters aro
wo; [froo;
tsnour fo him who has made tho bondsmen
i mvud over maxa shall tho noble raler be,
Frsedom reigne to-day!

Juln B-own’s hody Hes mouldering in the

grave, [#ave;

Lirignt o'er thn sod lot tho starry banner

La* for tho mitlions ho perillod all to xave,
Freadom relgna to-day!

John Beowx's apul through the world Is

mar.aing ou 3 [gone;

Hail to tho hour when oppression sauil be

Al men witl sing {n the butter day’s dawn,
Freedon reigna to-day!

John Brown dwells where tho battle atrife

18 o'er, [tnore

Hato caunok harm kim nor sorrow atie him

Larth will remember she snartyrdom hie bore,
Fresdom reigny t)-day!

| Johu Brown’s bidy lles mouldering in the
: grave : [brave;
| John Brown lves in the triumph of the
| John Brown'ssoutnot a higher joy ean ceave,
) Froedom roigns to-day!

| BARBARA HECK
| 4 STORY oF THE FOUNDING 05
[ UPPER CANADA,

J BY THUK KDITOR,
E CHAPTER XVIIL—LAST MEMORIES,

Ox the bank of tho majastic S,
Liwrence, about midway bouweon tho
| thriving town of Presc.tt and the
| ploturesque viliags ot Mattland, on the
[| Usnada wide, but 1a full view trom the
| American shozo, lics # lonely grave-
yard, which is one ot tho most haltowed
spotein the broud area of the continent,
Here on & gentlo riiag ground over-
looking the rushing river, is the qaiet
“QGods Are,"” in which slumbers the
dust of that swwntly woman who is
honoured in both hewmispheres as the
motHer of Moethodtsm in both the
United States and Canada, Oa a bright
day in Qotober, 1881, L made, in com-
pany with my friend the Rev. T, G,
Williams, of Prescitt, a pilgrimage
to thig place invesied with so many
tonder memorios, The whole land was
ablaze with autumns glowing tints,
eaca bank and knoll and forest clump,
liko Mowew’ bush, “ever burning, ever
uuconsumed.” An old wooden church,
very small and very quaint, fronts the
psssing highway, Yt nas seats bub for
torty-eight persoms, and is used on
tuneral ocoasions, Iws tiny tinned
Spire gleamna brightly in the sunlight,
and 18 walls have. been weathered by
lany & wiator alorm to & dusky gray.
Around it or every sido “heaves the
turf in many & mouldering mound,” for
duripg well-nigh one hundred years is
has buen the burying-place of the sur-
rounding community. A group of
venerable: pines kesp guard over the
sient sleopers in their narrow beds,
But one grave beyond all others arvests
our attemslon, Ay its head is a plain
White marblo slab on a gray ytone base,
Un & shield-shapod punet 18 the follow-
Ing incciption s

IN MAMORY OF
-. PAUL HE(QOK,
_ BomN 1730, pigp 1792,

-——

BARBARA,
WIFE OF PAUL
#oRN 1734, oinp Ava 17, 1804

And this is all. Sablime in its
simplicity ; no Iaboured opitaph; no
fulsome culogy ; her real monument is
the Methodism of the Now World.

Near by ave the g2 “vod of seventoen
other members of the Heck family,
Amony them i that of & won of Paul
and Burbara Heck, an ordained local
preachor, whoso tombstone boars the
following ingoription: “Rav. Samuel
Heck, who laboured in his Mastor's
vine-yard for upwards of thirty-cight
years, Doparted this life in the tri-
umphs of faith on the 18:h of August,
1844, aged soventy-ome years and
twenty.one days.” Another Samuel
Heok, #on of the above-named, a Wes-
loyan minister, died in 1846, aged, as
is recorded with loving minutenass,
“thirty years, seven months, fiftcen
days,” Lo the members of this godly
family the promised blessing of the
righteous, even length of days, was
strikingly vouchsafed, Oa six graves
lying side by side 1 noted the following
agen: 73 78,78, B3, 75, 9. Oa others
I noted the foilowing ages: 63, 62, 70,
70. I observod, also, the grave of a
little Barbara Heck, agod three years
and six months, The latest dated grave
is that of Uatharine Heck, a grand-
daughter of Paul and Barbara ieck,
who died in 1880, agod sevonty-eight
yesrs, Bhe was desorived by my friend
My, Williame, who, whilo 1 made these
notes, sketched the old church, g a
saintly soul, handsome in perdon, lovely
in character, woll educated and refined,
She bequeathed at her death a gonerous
legaoy to tho Missionary Society of the
Methodist Church of Oanada. Near the
grave of Barpara Heck iy that of her
Iife-long compsnion and friend, the
beautiful Cathariuo Sweitzer, who mar-
ried at the age of sixteen Pailip Em.
bury, Here also is the grave ot John
Lawrenco, a pious Methodist who lett
Ireland with Embury, and afterwards
married his widow,

After vigiting these honoured graves,
I had the pleasure of dining with three
graudchildren of Paul and Birbara
Heck, The eldeat of those, J acob Heck,
a vigorous old man of eighty, was
baptizyd by Losee, tha first Mothodist
miggionary in Canada. A kind-soulod
and intelligent granddaughter of Bar
bara Heck ovidoatly apprecisted the
honours paid her gsinted ancestry, She
brought out & large fin box ocontaining
many mteresting 8w venirs of hor grand-
parents Among these were a silver
8pron with the monogram

P, B
H,

stout leather-bound volumes of Wogley's
journal, dated 1743 ; Gon, Haldimand’s
*“discharge ” ot Paul Heck from the
volunteer troops, etc, Bub of spreial
intorest was the old Gorman bliok-
leitur Bible, beariug the cloar-written
inscription: ¢ Paul Heok, sein buch,
ihm gogoben darin za leraen die ¥ :dor-
reiche sprache., Awen,” The printed
musio of the psalter at the end of the
book was like that described by Long-
follow in Priscilla’s psalm-book ;
“ Rough-hewn angular notos, like stones in

the wall of & churchyard,
Darkenqd and overhung by the ranning vine

of the verses,”

This, it is almoat certain, is the very
Biblo which Barbara Hock held in her
hands when she died, Dr, Able Stevens
thus desorsbos the mcene: ¢ Her death

HEOK,

waa bofitting to hor .ifo; her old (for-
man Bible, the guide of her life in
Iroland, her resource during the fa'ling
away of her people in New York,
kor insoparablo companion in all hor
wanderings in the wilderness of N rih-
ern Now York and Cunada, was her
oracle and comfort to the last. She
was found sitting in hor cheir dead,
with the well-used aud endeired volume
opsn oo hor lap. And thus passed
away this devoted, obscure, unpreten-
tious woman, who go faithfully, yot
uncongoiously, laid thefoundationsofone
of tho groatest coclesiastical structures
of modern ages, an | whose name shall
shine with ever-incroasing brightness
a8 long as the sun and moon euduve,”

Many descondants of the Emtury
and Heok families occupy prominent
positions in the Methodist Oburch fa
Uanada, and many more have died
happy in the Lird, Pailip Embury’s
great-groat-grandson, John Torranco,
j % Eeq., hag long fitled the honourable
and responatblo position of treasuver and
trusteo-steward of three of the largest
Methodist churches of Montreal,

Just opposite the olegant home of
Mr. George Heck, whose hospitalities I
enjoyed, is the old Hck houso, a large
old-tashioned structure dating from
noar the baginning of the contury, It
ig built in tho quuint Norman style
common in French Oanada, and is
flanked by a statoly avenus of venerable
Lombard poplars, Its massive walls,
three feet thick, are like those of s
fortrass, and the deop casements of the
windows are ltke its cmbrasures. Tie
huge atone-fliggod kitchen fire-place is
as large a9 half a dozen in theso
degenerate days, and at one side is an
opening 1ato an oven of gonerous dimen-
sious which makes & swelling apse on
the cutside of the wall. In the grand
old parlour the panelling of the huge
and siately mentolpiece iy in the
elaborate style of the last century,
From the windows a magnificent view
of the noble 8t. Lawrenca and of the
Aaerican shore meets the sight, as it
must with littlo change bave met that
of Barbara Heck one hundred years
ago. lsnot the memory of this sainted
woman & hallowed link between the
kindred Methodisms of the United
States and Camada, of both of which
she was, under the blessing of God, the
foundress? 1lsr sepulchre is with us
to this day, but almost on the barder
line, as if in desth as in life she be-
longed to each country,

The Methodists of the United States
have worthily honoured the name of
Barbara Heck hy the erection of a
memorial building in connection with
the Garrett Biblical Institute a$
Evanston, 111, to be known forever as
Heck Hall—¢ a home for the sons of
the prophets, the Pailip Emburys of
the coming ocemtury, while pumsuing
their saorcd studies,” ¢ Barbara Hock,”
writes Dr, 0, H, Fowler, in com-
meworating this event, * put her brava
soul agaings the rugged possibilities of
the future, and thropbed into existence
Amerioar Methodism, Tne leaven of
her graoe hwg loavened tho continent,
Tae seed of hor piety has grown into
& tree mo immense that a whole flyck of
commonweelths cyme and lodge in the
branches thereof, and its mellow fruits
drop into a million hoxmes. To have
planted American Methodism ; to have
waterod i6 with holy tears; to have
watoched and nourvished it with the
tonder, sleepless love of a mwother, and
pious devotion of a saint; to have

celled out the firat minister, convened

the first congregation, met the fieat clags,
and planned the fimt Mothodist chursh
odifion, nnd to have ssournd its vomm-
Pletion, is to have merited a monument
a1 enduring a8 American institutions,
and in the order of providence it has
rocvived a racnument which the yoara
caunot crumble, as enduring as the
Church of God, ‘Tho lto-work of
Barbira Heok fiads its counterpart in
the living onergies of the Uhurch ghe
founded,”

As T knolt in family prayor with tho
deacendsa.g of this godly woman, with
the old Glerman Biblo which had
nourishod her early piety in my hands,
I felt myself brought nearer the springs
of Methodism. on the continent ; and as
I made a nigiit railway journey to my
distant hume, the following reflections
chaped thomselves into verse ;

AT BARBARA HEOK'S GRAVE,

I atood besido the low}{ grés 4 where sleap
Tho ashes of Dame Barbara Heck, whose

an
Planted the vital seed wherefrom this land
Haih ripened far and wide, from steep to

doep,
The golden harvest which she angels reap,
Aud garnsr home the sheaver to heaven’s
strand,
¥rom ol(xlt thie low grave thers doth ex-
pan
A macred vision and we dare not weep,
Milllons of hearts throughout the coatinent
Ariso and call thea blessed of the Loxd,
His handmalden on holiest mission sent—
To teach with holy lifo His Holy Word,
O rain of G>d, descend in showers of grace,
Rofresh with dews divine esch thinsty place.

BARBARA HECK'S GERMAN BIBLE,

I held within my hand the time-worn boo™
Whereia the brave-souted woman oft hau

rea
The oracles divine, and inly fed
Her soul with thoughts of God, and took
Daop draukghtl of heavenly wisdom, and for-

800
Al leasor loarning for what God hath said ;
Aad by His guidln% hand was gently led
Tato the land of rest from which we look,
Withiv. hor hand she held this book when

orme

The suddoa call to join the white.-robed
throng,

Her name shall live on earth in endless fame,

Her high-souled faith be theme of endless

song,
O book digine, that fed that lotty faith,
Embrave, like hers, our souls in hour of
death,
END,

Be Truthful.

“Hanrry,” said little Aunir one day,
after working & long time over her
slats, “ won't you tell me just what this
means § I forgot what Miss Acton said
about it.”
“1 can't,” replied Harry., “I've got
lots to do to get ready for my lessons
to-morrow, 1 shall not have & minute
to myself all the reab of the day.”
“Qh dear 1" sighed Annie, as ghe
bent her little tired head over the alat
again, Just then Edward Ellis came
ruzhing into the room,
¢ Come on, Harry,” ho said ;  we're
all going off to Mr, Jones' woods for
nuts. You've got time to go along,
h“ez’lfi yo;?l"” od H

¢ All xigh€ 1" ori arry, springing
up snd ﬁl%ging his book saide, “I'U
put off studying my lessens until this
ovening.” Awd within five minuntes
he was on kis way to the woods,
Should you call Harry a very truth-
ful and generous little boy this afeer-
naont

-

‘Waar signifise s man's irade " said
the King, Gaxgs liL, to one whe
spokeof a ‘g ¥ trade, “ A man of
any honest trate r.ay miks himself

reapactable, if he wiw,”
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