
4

*

I HE WESLEYAN, KKJDAY, FEBRUARY 8, 1884

OUE HOME CIRCLE.

THEY ARE ALL GONE.

They are all gone into the world of light.
And l alone sit lingering here !

Then' ver. memory is fair and bright,
And my sad thoughts loth clear ;

It glows and glisters in mv clou ly b'east, 
Like stars up ni some gloonv grove 

Or I hose faint be« ms in which this hill u drest 
After the sun’s remove,

I gee them walking in an ar of glory.
Who e light noth trample on my days— 

Sly ri a a which are at best out dull and hoary, 
Mere glimmering and decays.

o hole hotel and high humility—
High as the heavens shove!

These are your walks, and you have showed 
tln»m me

To kindle uy cold love.

Dear, beauteous death, the jewel of the just— 
Shining IIowheie tiu: tu tiiedark 1 

What mysteries do lie beyond thy dust,
Lou d mail ullook that -n irk !

f/a»ry Vaughan.

an episode in dr. MOF- 
EATTS LIFE.

BY T. P. BUNTING.
(Concluded )

Let an old inan be garrulous. I 
cann it help telling about R >b\y 
though 1 wander a moment from 
my story. Ho had been drought 
■ p in the ‘C nmtossV Connexion, 
and never lost the .spirit of that 
kind of Methodism which she did 
Bruch to spread. He settled early 
in lite as the pastor of a then 
inco iHidorable (J mgregationulisi 
•burch in M mrhester. He was not 
a brilliant preacher ; never wasting 
iim i and perilling the souls of 
plain, earnest folk by useless aim 
at oratory. But lie was wise and 
wo'l-inlonned ; manly and benig
nant ; and weightv with con-is* 
tent godliness. When I know 
him he was tall, portly, venera
ble, altogether ai tractive. He 
lived to preside over one of the 
largest, wealthiest and most gen
erous of all the nonconforming 
•ongregations in England. He 
must h ive die 1 nearly fifty years 
ago. His funeral was a trium
phant march ut weeping com
rades. M’All preached his funer
al sermon, and my father prayed 
at the service.

It was in the presence, thon, of 
this benignant dignitary that 
Moffat, a pl«tin Scotch lad, with
out introduction or pretension, 
found himself that memorable 
Monday morning. Ho told hie 
tale, and answered all inquiries. 
“Well,” said Roby, “we must 
wait and see. I have plenty of 
gen1 lemon in my congregation 
who keep gardeners ; t will go 
with you and get jnu a situation. 
Then you must come to me from 
time to time, until I can form a 
judgment on the case.” Moffat 
jinn [>ed at theidea.und sacrficed in 
one moment his prospective three 
bundle 1 a year. Then the patri
archal patron called for his walk 
ing shoes, and the two sallied forth 
in search of t he required situ ition. 
Up and dftwn they went ; but in 
vain. None of the influential min
ister’s friends happened to want a 
gardener. The two grew weary 
And disappointed, and, as dinner 
houvdrcw nigh,returned to Roby’s 
hou.-o for ihat mea! and for furth
er coiisiUei ution. But they had 
scarcely >at down before the old 
gentleman started from bis seat. 
“ Bear me,” said he, “ I never
thought of ------ I think the
tame was nga n Jones. Whatever 
his name, ho kept nursery gard
ens at Davyiiuiine, a few miles 
from Manchester, and a shop at 
Dean-gate, in that city. On wont 
the willing shoes ; dinner was put 
eff, and a walk of a mile and a 
half ended at Jones’s shop. Mof
fat’s story was told ; and Jones, 
who would have cut off his ears 
to please the good pastor who had 
eo often poured into them the 
words of life and joy, gladly en
tered into the project. An ar- 
wngement was made at once. Mof
fat was to go and attend to the 
gardens at Davyhulmo, at reason
able wages ; aud the two returned 
to dinner.

They had scarcely left the shop 
before a sudden thought startled 
Jones’s brain. “ Mary f Mary 
h mad after missionaries." Mary 
was bis only daughter, and wait 
mad enough about missionaries 
And all good men and works. “ It 
Will never do,” said he to himself. 
Off he sat to catch the pastor nni 
hie companion, and without tell
ing his reason to annul the en- 
gage ment. But Beansgato him 

’ tii o mm loss corners, and ui 
which of i lic.-e the persons he pur 
suc i I a i turned, Jones could nm 
giie-r-. So lie retraced his step-, 
inédit: ted, probably prayed — 
RobyV people of ten did pray—aim 
re-olve > to carry out his agree
ment'. T ie turning of a cornm 
had mice more worked out MoffatV 
des iny.

* i Hit hand are all the cor
ners • ih cm ih;” rot ex uui-ive- 
Jy, i at all, its boundaries so 
lima» , lor in the eyes of at leas

one inspired Psalmist this is a 
“round wi>rld,” a flat circle, rath
er than a globe ; not merely “ the 
whole earth,” with the winding 
valley-paths — often, however, 
turning sharply at some spur of 
hills, of which “ the strength is 
his also." Rather, a narrow, of
ten unexpected or unsought cor
ner of life, round which one turns 
just because, apparently, it will 
do as well as any other ; whereas 
it, and no other, leads to the high 
road of the future life.

Moffat took up his abode at 
Davvhulme ; atiended to his gar
dening ; i&td, as time allowed, the 
books R imr prescribed ; was hap
py; tried to be useful ; and fell in 
love with Mary, and she, perhaps 
more badly with him ; but no en
gagement was formed.

A1 ter some time, Moffat had got 
on well with his studies; and R >by, 
who had kept a wise and loving 
eye on him. told him one day that 
he was now prepared to recom
mend him to the Directors of the 
London Mis*ionary Society forac- 
ceptanceand einploymentby them.

He went to London to be in
spected and examined. One morn
ing he stood before the awful 
Board, and side by side stood a 
young fellow who was called John 
Williams. Both underwent the 
usual purgatory ; both wore ac
cepted ; both were designated for 
missions in the South Seas, and 
were directed to attend again.

Both attended accordingly. But 
ere the Directors could proceed 
to business, up storsi one of their 
number, the grand old Dr. Alex
ander VVaugb. I must not wan
der again to tell about him. Who 
wants to know ran) buy his Lite 
at some old bookstall, or borrow 
it from some one who has known 
how to buy and keep pregnant 
biographies. He was the light of 
English Pre-byterianism in days 
when it sadly needed it, and one 
of the foremost leaders in every 
great Christian project. On this 
occasion he began with a very 
meek apology, lie could not as
sign any reason, satisfactory to 
himself or to oi hers, for i ho course 
lie was taking; but he was strong
ly impressed that Moffat and Wil
liams should not both be sent to 
the South Seas; it would bo better 
that the former should go to Af
rica. The Diiectors were much 
impressed with Dr. Waugh’s state
ment, and adopted bis proposal.

John Williams became an apos
tle and a martyr in bis sphere ; 
and Moffat an apostle and confes
sor in Africa, not without hard 
labor, constant hazard and much 
suffering.

Ere ho sailed he went to say 
faiewell at Manchester and Davy- 
hulme. At this latter place, he 
asked. Mary to go with him. 
“No,” said the father, with 
prompt and absolute denial. Then 
the young man asked whether he 
might write to Mary sometimes ; 
and. the father thought it hard 
to refuse that. The end was, that 
in about two years tlury went out 
to marry him. By and by she 
became the mother of the brave 
wife of David Living-tone.

Says my dear Methodist read
er : “ What a pity Moffat did not 
go out us a Metholi-t mission
ary !” He could not. At that 
time our own S >ciety, in its pres
ent perfectly organised form, did 
not exist. There was no system
atic agency which, in the inter
ests of Methodism, could survey 
the wide field of Foreign Missions, 
select men. and collect and dis- 
tribute funds. Up to a year or 
two before, Dr. Coke was practi 
cally what is now the Wesleyan 
Missionary Society. In 1813 the 
formation of a Provincial Society 
at Leeds was the first stop as it is 
commonly reputed—though I be
lieve Edinburgh, of all places was 
“ ready beforehand”—towards our 
existing" organisation. And it 
was a great argument for the es
tablishment of these new Socie
ties, not only that hearty Metho
dists, for want of them, were con
tributing to the great Societies 
already formed by Churchmen 
and Nonconformists respectively, 
but also, that our young men, ripe 
and eager for missionary service, 
found no fair scope for enterprise.

But who giudges Moffat to Af
rica, where then our own people 
had no station, or to the noble So
ciety which sent him forth ? Nay, 
» ho docs not thank God that in 
this, as in other instances, the zeal 
first lit at humble Methodist al
tars, has flamed and warmed in 
other temples ; has blessed so 
many communities alien from u < 
m nothing hut name ; has civiliz- 
oI uni Christianised savage peo
ples ; has made the whole world 
happier; And—to crown and snne- 
t fy the climax—has glorified the 
‘ One Lord” Jeaurt Christ, and the 
“ One God and Father pf all, Who 
is above all. and in us all,”—Wct- 
leyan Methodist Mag.

ALLAHABAD.

The ride from Benares to Alla
habad—about three hour.—is
through an intero-tiug portion of 
the Gangetic valley, still wide, 
generally fertile, well cultivated, 
and lull of towns and villages and 
an immense population. Allaha
bad i- situated at the junction of 
the Jumna and Gauge-. The 
streams at the junction are nearly 
equal in volume ; the Ganges be
ing the deeper, is of a yellow tint, 
and reputed more whule-otno than 
the blighter and more attractive 
water ol its shallower and swifter 
neighbor. The natives call the 
confluence ‘ TirBeiio,” alleging 
that there is a third river—the 
Sarsuti or Suraswa|.i--the lo-t 
river of the tiirhind plain, which 
flows under grouni to Allahabad; 
and after irrigating the scored 
tiee of the catacomb of the Fort, 
issues out from beneath the walls, 
and joins its more o-teutatious 
sisters. It is the capital of the 
northwest provinces. The Fort, 
which was probably the centre of 
the ancient city,- s' amis at the 
confluence of the two, or, as the 
popular belief is, of the three 
rivers. The cast I v, still partly 
standing, was built by Akbur 
about 1580. Tne story ol tlie 
Fort would enlarge into a volume, 
and read on the spot is interesting, 
but away from the impression of 
the surroundings it would bo un
profitable and dull. Standing on 
the parapet, we look over a wide 
l,)W plain reaching to the junction 
ol" the waters. Here is where the 
pilgrims from all India will spread 
their tents during the months of 
February and March to the num
ber of hundreds of thousands, 
many of whom will die on the 
shore and roadside. They come 
to bathe in the water saturated 
with the invisible Saraswuli, 
whoso touch is everlasting life. 
The scene is described by tho-c 
who have witnessed it as intense
ly exciting—the rush of the pil
grims us they near and approach 
the sacred spot, often famished 
and half starving and worn out 
with long journeys, sometimes 
made in part upon the hands and 
knees and in lengths upon the 
ground. The main part of the 
city lies along the Jumna three 
miles away, and through the 
whole of the sacred sourgm the 
way is lined with, b<4^| **nd 
crowded with pilgrims. T- mpora 
ry shrines are erected, and fakirs 
ply their trade with the supersti
tious multitudcof half starved and 
way-worn pilgrims. The mela 
over, those that can, with the idea 
that they have performed a work 
of good merit, and thereby pro
cured eternal life, return to their 
distant homes,carrying with them 
the memory of the sacred river 
and holy fakirs whom tl)ey were 
permitted to see, as an amulet for 
the balance of their lives. So 
great are the burdens which false 
religion imposes upon its deluded 
victims.

On the side of the way along 
which the pilgrims throng, not 
far from the Fort, on a platform 
stone which is about ten feet 
square and is raised about three 
feet high, sits a blind fakir. On 
this spot be has been sitting for 
fifty eight years, without a cover 
or shelter of any kind, through all 
weathers, day and night, never 
leaving the spot, except once in 
twenty-four hours, about midnight 
to bathe in the sacred river a mile 
away. This he has done daily 
for more than half a century with 
out help of any kind. He refuses 
to bo conveyed or assisted. There 
are four or five tents near by 
where his worshipers camp and 
profit by those who come to ask 
his blessing, lie is entirely blind, 
and has been so for twenty years 
—the effect of exposure. He has 
a bland and gentle countenance, 
and is not begrimed with filth. 
His voice is mild and kind, and 
one is impressed with the idea of 
his sincerity and sanctity. He 
conversed freely with the mis
sionary who was with me in the 
Hindoslani, and among other 
pious things said that “he had 
nothing to do but to commune 
with the groat One unseen,” whom 
he soon expected to behold. He 
lias many credentials from gov
ernment and worthy persons who 
have known him for all these 
years, and who speak in admiring 
terms of his saintliness. He rare
ly speaks, and never but in terms 
of blessing for man and revoience 
of the Invisible. I should say 
that he is the most deserving god 
of the Hindoo pantheon I have 
yet seen lie cannot much longer 
sit on his stone throne and roll 
his sightless eyeballs around as it 
striving to behold the passing 
stranger or devotee who chances 
to address him. May wo not hope 
that sometime or somewhere be 
will yet find Him whom be has

sought after in the darkness for 
so many years ? He is not poor. 
He has received fortunes from his 
admirers, and it is said he has dis
pensed to the poor and needy. 1 
could but feel emotions of pity as 
1 tinned away from the poor old 
man, and breathed the prayer 
that his seemingly gentle and 
kindly soul might find rest in the 
bo-oin of the un-cun Father of 
whom he spoke so reverently.— 
Bishop It. E. Foster, «n Zion s 
llerald.

I WISH I HAD KNOWN 
IT BEFORE.

A beautiful woman lay on a bed 
of sickness in an elegant residence 
on one of the finest and most fash
ionable of Boston’s broad avenues. 
She was surrounded by every 
luxury, and attended by kind 
friends anxious to anticipate every 
wish, and to relieve the monoto
ny ot her weary, painful days in 
every possible manner. One af
ternoon she opened her eyes and 
said, in a low weak vojee :

“ Read to me, please. Oh dear, 
how 1 wfcsh there was something 
new in matter and manner in the 
literary world 1 1 am so tired of
everything !”

Her sister went to the next 
room tor a book of poems, and 
while she was gone, the profes
sional nurse, who sut beside her 
bed, look from the pocket of her 
plain drab wrapper a small Bibje, 
opened it, and began to read in a 
sutxiued voice :

“And seeing the multitude, be 
went up into the mountain ; and 
when ho was set, his disciples 
cume unto linn, and he opened his 

I mouth and taught them, say
ing.”

The sick woman listened atten
tively until the nurse paused with 
the words, “ And the people 
were astonished at his doctrine, 
for he taught as one having au
thority, and notas the scribes.”

“That is beautiful," she said ; 
“that will create a sensation I 
Who wrote it ? Where did you 
got it ?”

“ Why,” said the nurse, in as
tonishment, looking with surprise 
at her patient, and thinking ut 
first she was wandering in her 
mind ; “it’s the Bible I Christ’s 
Sermon on the Mount, you know.”

“ That in the Bible ! Anything 
so beautiful and so good as that 
in the Bible ?”

“ What did you suppose was in 
the Bible, if not something good?” 
asked the nurse, seriously, yet 
smilfog, in spite of her.-elt, at her 
patient’s tone of surprise and in
cited u I i ty.

“ Oh, I don’t know, I never 
thought much about it. 1 never 
opened a Bible in my life. It was 
a matter of pride with my father 
to never have a Bible in thehou-e. 
How did this one come here? Oh ! 
it is yours—your pocket-Bible. It 
is strange you should have sur
prised me into listening to a chap
ter, and that I should have been 
so charmed, and not know to what 
I was listening.”

“ You have certainly heard the 
Bible read in church ?” askeyl the 
nurse in surprise.

“ Not I ; I have never been to 
church. We have always made 
Sunday a holiday. Papa got into 
that way in Paris. We have been 
to all popular places of amuse
ment, ol course,but not to church.
I have never thought about the 
Bible. I did not suppose it had 
literary merit. I had no idea it 
was written in the simple, beauti
ful style of the portion you have 
just read. 1 wish I had known it 
before.”

A tew hours later her disease 
took a fatal turn. The physician 
came and told her that her time 
on earth was very short. She 
would never see another sun
rise.

“ It can not be possible,” she 
said ; “ I never supposed it possi
ble for death to come to me. What 
was the prayer you read, nurse ?
1 Our Father who art in heaven.* 
Say it with me, husband,” and he 
did so.

“ 1 wish I had known it before,” 
she said, over aud over, until she 
fell into a sleep from which she 
never woke, and that wail of re
gret was the lust word upon her 
(lying lips.

The nurse said it was the sad
dest experience of her career, to 
see that beautiful, gifted young 
woman, with kind friends, a lov
ing husband and a beautiful home, 
wlio ha I all her life taken pride 
in ignoring the Bible and the 
Christian Sabbath, turn, when 
death came, from everything she 
had prized to the little despised 
book, and die with the cry upon 
her lips, *• I wish I had known it 
before.”—Christian Observer.

“BE YOU A LADY?”
We remember reading some

where an anecdote of the ludicr
ous consternation of a poor emi
grant laborer, who for the first 
lime heard his employer spoken 
of as a “gentleman." He had been j 
brought up in England, where his 
only notion ot a gentleman was 
that of a consequential and per- i 
eraptory being in good clothes, I 
who swore at and licked him. 
The New Haven Register tells the 
story of a poor boy in that city 
whose idea of a “ lady” was quite 
as unfortunate ; and who came by 
a happy accident to conclude that , 
there mu-t be two kinds. Per- 1 
baps he was right in his conclu
sion. At any rate, the nice girl ! 
who gave him his first impression ; 
ot what a true lady is, deserves all i 
the credit of the story.

As a young lady walked hurri
edly down Siatu street upon a 
bleak November day lier atten
tion was attracted by a deformed 
boy coining towards her carrying 
several bundles. He was thinly 
clad, twisted his limbs most 
strangely as he walked, and look
ed beiore him with a vacant stare. 
Just before the cripple reached 
the brisk pedestrian, lie stumbled, 
thus dropping one bundle, which 
broke and emptied a string of 
sausages on the sidewalk.

The richly dressed ladies (?) 
near by held back their silken 
skirts and whispered quite audib
ly, “ How horrid !” while several 
who passed by, amused by the 
boy’s looks of blank dismay gave 
vent to their feelings in a halt 
suppressed laugh, and then wont 
on without taking further intei est.

All this increased the buy’s om- 
barrus-ment. He stepped to pick 
up the sausages only to let lull 
another parcel, when in despair 
ho stood and looked at bis lost 
spoils. In an instant the bright- 
faced stranger stepped to the buy’s 
side and said in a Lone ol thorough 
kindness—

“ Let me hold those other bund
les while )ou pick up what you 
have lo-t.”

In dumb astonishment the crip
ple handed all he had to the young 
Samaritan, and devoted liim-ell to 
securing his cherished sausages. 
When these were again strongly 
tied in the coarse turn paper, her 
skillful hands replaced the parcels 
on his scrawny arms, as she be
stowed on him a smile of encour
agement and said—

“ I hope you haven’t far to go.” 
The poor fellow seemed scarcely 
to bear the girl’s pleasant words ; 
but looking ut her with the same 
vacant stare, said —

“ Bo you a lady ?”
“ I hope so; 1 try to he,” was 

the surprised response.
“ 1 was kind ot hopin’ you 

wasn't.”
“ Why?” asked the listener, 

with curiosity quite aroused.
“ Cause I've seen such as called 

themselves ladies, but they never 
spoke kind and pleasant to me 
’cepting lu grand uns. 1 guess 
there’s two kinds—them as thinks 
they’s ladies and isn’t, and them 
as what tries to bo and is”— 
Youth's Companion.

TOUCH IT NEVER.

Children, do you see the wine 
In the crystal goblet shin- ?
He not tempted bi its charm :
It will surei.i had to barm.

Children, hate it !
Touch it never !
Fight it ever !

Do you know what causeth woe,
Hitter as the heart con know f 
’Tie that st If-same rubv wine 
Which would tempt that sou! of thine. 

Children, hate it !
Touch it never !
Tight it ever !

Never let it pen yonr iip§ ;
Never even let the lips 
Of yonr fingers touch the bowl ;
Hate it from your inmost soul.

Trul) hate il 1 
Touch it uevrr I 
Fight it ever !

Fight it ! With Clod's help stand fast 
Long as life or brea>b shall last,
Heart meet heart, and hand join band 
Hurl the demon from our laid.

O i lieu, hate it !
Touch it never !
Fight it ever !

LITTLE WORKERS.

In the crowd of ladios and gen
tlemen who were watching the 
laying of the railroad track over 
which our wounded President was 
to be borne to his cottage by the 
sea stood a little boy. As ho 
watched the work go on, the de
sire woke in his heart to do some
thing to help. Suddenly he dait- 
od out toward the men who were 
driving the spikes through the 
rails into the sleepers, and said to 
one of them :

“ Sir, would you please let me 
drive one spike into that rail ?”

The inan looked at him a mo
ment. It was a little arm that 
was stretched out for the heavy 
hammer, hut there was a big pur
pose moving the arm, and the

purpose was born in a big, true 
heart. All this the laborer was 
wise enough to see, and ho gave 
him the hammer, saying:

“ I’m afraid.me boy,it's a heavy 
job for you ; but go ahead and 
try.’.’

And so he did. He struck with 
all his might, and the workman 
helped him on by striking every 
other blow, until at last the spike 
was driven homo, and the little 
boy who had helped ran to his la
ther, saying :

“ I’ve done something for the 
President , haven’t 1. puna

Yes ; he had done something 
for the President, something tur 
himself in the building up 0f 
character, and something lm- the 
boys and the girls of the laud in 
showing them that the children 
can help along, it they only think 
they can.

God/calls the children as well 
as the grown people to help in 
the building of his great kingdom. 
Indeed, there is work to be done 
which none but they can do.- 
When God called Samuel he call
ed all the children. When Sam
uel answered, “ Here a in I,” and 
the Spirit causedto be written 
in Gu«i’s Book, itWas that all the 
world might sea Jm way in which 
God wants his eniroren to answer 
to his calliA Are you listening, 
dear children, for his voice '/ 
When you hear it, as you study 
will if you listen, do you reply,
“ Here am I, Lord ?” If mit, 
there must he some reason for it.

Once, in a children's meeting, 
the bo} s and girls were talking 
this mal ter over with their lead
er. Svvcial of them said that 
they could not be workers with 
God, and these are some of the 
reasons that were given :

“ I don’t know how to work for 
him," said one.

“ Nobody would listen to me,” 
said anothei.

“ 1 have tried, and it hasn’t 
done any good,” said a third.

And all these who gave reasons 
for leading idle lives weie Chris
tian children!

Now\ listen,little people : there 
are no idle Christians, big or lit
tle. Every one who knows G kI 
—really knows him—works with 
him, and can’t help it.

We hear a great deal said about 
working/or God, and that does 
certainly look like hard work ; 
but Paul talks, instead, about our 
wot king with him. which n.usibe 
easy and delightful, he valise, 
though we arc so little and weak, 
lie is so great and 'strung, and his 
help is freely given to all who ask 
for it.

It is very easy to make mis
takes about this matter ot work, 
and just here is the place where 
wo are very lively to fall into er
ror— in. the thinking we are to 
work for him. Think how great 
and rich he is—what does he need 
cf our poor little help I He makes 
nations to rise and fall. He 
speaks, and a world is made. 
But—how good it is of him !—lie 
is so good as to make it possible 
for us to work with him. And 
now we want to know some of the 
ways in which we may do this.

The children we were talking 
of a little way back seemed to 
think it was some hard outside 
work that they were called upon 
to do, and they shrank from it; 
quite naturally. They did not 
see that God only wanted them to 
do the most natural thing in the 
world, which is just to look up 10 
him as bur great Father, and to 
let hie divine life flow into them, 
and then flow out toward others 
in all the sweet ways of love and 
helpfulness which in Jesus were 
so beautiful.

We are workers together with 
God when we let him subdue in 
us our hot, impatient tempers; 
when we come to him to be made 
true, and kind, and patient ; when 
we trust him to make us unselfish, 
so that we really love to have 
others first, and it is joy to give 
up our own good things that they 
may be made happy.

But some one may sat', “We 
want to really do something to 
help along, as Willie did in driv
ing the ’-pike." Was it the doing 
in Willies case, or the heart to 
do, that was worth most ? He 
had the love in his heart that 
made him want to work,and when 
lie saw a chance he sprung to it 
quickly. Just let God see the love 
in your heart,and see what chanc
es he will give you I

For “this is the work of God : 
to believe him, and love him, an“ 
obey him. Ah ! if wo do tbaf> 
we shall bo workers indeed, and 
God will be glad, and the world 
will be brighter and better for <)0r 
having lived in it, and our oWB 
hearts and lives will bo foil cf * 
deep, sweet joy that no words <*° 
tell.—Christian Union. *
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