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of its presence and power. In London, New York, and ten thon-
sand other centres of hurnan life flot a single Christian temple or
home could be found.

-Fiiled with deep emotion, and Nvearied with the burden of an
ever*increasing sorrow, I awaited the return of the peaceful
Sabbath-day; but the hush, and calm, after the uproar and thunder
of that nameless week, never came. This age-honoured day of
rest, withfits tender solemnities and memories, had utterly 'vanished.
The huge machinery of the 'wýorld was driven onward, and its
ponderous wheels were kept in motion by forces which knew no
worship and recognized. in man no soni or keen and piteons need.

I asked for a Bible, but though over two hundred million copies
had been put into circulation, in more than tbree hnndred ian-
guages, and were ini existence the day before that sudden sinking
out of ýsight of ail Christian thiugs, not a single copy of the blessed
Book could be found in any home or library of the world. The
Book of books was no more. Men in trouble, baffied by bewiider-
in& mysteries, and crashed by the terrible experiences o? life,
asked for the Christian message; but a strange silence, or the
touching echoes o? men's waiiing cries were ail that came back
te them in that hour of sore distress and deepening despair.

The spleiidid libraries o? the world were a shapeless, hopeless
wreck; millions upon millions of books had disappeared from.
their shelves, and countless volumes which remained were left in
snch a state of incompletenes-3 as to become utterly unintelligible,
ail Christian sentiments, references, ideas, characters, facts, .n-
fluences and names having vanîshed in that memorabie but terri-
ble night.

1 found myseif also in an almost songless world; the inspiring
hymns of the Christian ages were ail gone, the grand creations
of the great composers wvere no longer upon the earth; ail, al
were among the things that were no more, and a strange, sad
silence reigned where glad strains had filled innumerable
churches and homes in the brighter and happier days.

When the varions palaces of art, wheire had been the ceiebrated
paintin gs whose fame bad filled the world, were searched, not a
single picture inspired by Christian tmuth could be found; they,
toc, had. joined the great procession of depa.rted treasures during
that dark and tragic night.

Show me, I cried, in those heurs of strange disaster, the thonsands
of institutions where pain had found a sheiter, and the varicus forms
cf human angnish had in other times secured a couch upon which
to lean their weary heads; and to my surprise and dismay, 1 found
that the vast, beneticent hospital system. cf the. world had snnk


