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OUR~ GUILD.

BY PI'OF. AUSTIN PHELPS.

Brethiren," as the old divines used to say in their polite perorations, "lpermit
the word of admnonitioni."

Ought not the sense of gentleinanly honour towards "lotir guild" to go to the
relief of our Home Missionary fellow-wvorkers ? Thieir privations to us wouid be
sufferings. They do flot cali them such. In their reticence they resemble that
class whom Dickens calîs "1The Quiet Poor. " Their liardships have no counter-
part in the life of some of us. They are unparaileled in the average experience
of missionaries to the heathen.

It is more than a twice-told tale. Yet it is always new; suffering is neyer old.
And this cornes to our ears continually in somo new variety of seif-denial. The
last which lias nmade my ears tingle is the case of a refined and scholarly ma~n, de-
scended, in the third or fourth generation, fromi n lino of soliolars and gentlemen,
the peer in culture of any metropolitan pastor of the East, writing sermons of
which every page is ripened and adorned by grood taste, in a log cabin of but two
rooms and a loft above, and pausing in bis work to consîder, with anxious fore-
thouglit, whether ho can afford to spend twenty-four cents for eiglit postage stamps.

No mouey for new clothing ; none for the study table, to take the place of the
pine box; none for books and periodicals ; none for the over-worked wife ; none
for the visit to the dying mother ; none for the journey to the sea which faiiing
health requires ; noue for the second-hand piano to cultivate the raro musical
taste of the daughter ; none for the room large enougli to contain it, if it could be
obtained; none for the education of the boy ; none for the entertainment of the
summer guests ; noue for the beef-tea, so sorely ueeded by the youug mother ;
none for the Ilbutcber's mieat," or tlie sea-food, so often craved by the exliausted
brain; noue for the invalid chid wlio ouglit to be in a sanitarium ; none for
the horse to take the place of the one that died, and without wvhich the pastor
cannot minister to two churches, -as lie does now ; noue to replace the old cow
which lias furnished one-fourtli of thie family's living ; noue for the journey to
the council, the conference, the association, the anniversary, the collegYe class-
meeting, ail of Nvhicli would illuminate thie puipit with fresli ideas, and put cou-
rage into the faiutiug heart. These privations are endured year after year by un-
conipiaining men and women-women of culture and men of solid learniug ; our
equals, brealiren, in many thiugs, anti our superiors in some. We liave sent to tlie
wilderness and tlie prairie men wlio risk their lives in fordiug swollen streams,
witli Greek Testaments in their pockets. Missionary magazines are laden with
their labours and successes, on the dark underground of tlieir liardships aud suf-
ferins, of wliich the hlf is not told us.

Wat is our side of the story? True, our pecuniary resources are not burden-
some to any of us. We know wliere every dollar of our income goes. We think
we practise self-denial, after a fashion. At least, wvo noue of us have more money
tlian we wvant. As a class, ministers are a coutented set of men. Few of us wlio
are at work are grumblers. But we are men; and, like other men, we want al
the money that we fairiy earn. Perliaps the want and the need are different
affairs. But we like to be paid for our labour, and we do not foui tliat we are
overpaid.

Yet some of us bave larger incomes than day-labourers and skilled mecbanics,
with the least of wliom our missionary brethiren are to be classed pecuniarily. XVe
count Up our flftcen hundreds, our twc' thousands, a year and more ; and a few
of us liave risen to tlie dignity of payiug an income-tax. Some of us are living
like princes in comparison wit l "our guild " on the frontier andi in the moun-
tains. We are to tbem what tlie comfortabie Caivinistie pastors of Holland were
to tlie Puritan refugees from England, to whotn they opeued tlieir homes and
scanty purses.
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