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MEMORIES OF DR. HORATIUS 

BONAR.
“BUT NOW LEAD THOU ME ON.“ taken our province; for it ie not in men 

that walheth to direct hie slope, and to 
try to serve God without Hie guidance 
may be one of the unholieet things a 
man may attempt But ev rything yet 
remaine open to the sou! to at is sensi
tive enough to feel this.

The fault was not in the deflniteneas 
of the plan, but in the indefinite place 
in it that was assigned to Qod. Sooner 
or later, with that left to chance, the 
purpose wae bound to become unsatisfy
ing. “I have been reading," said Ed 
ward Payeon, “the lives of a number of 
persons of eminent usefulness, and I 
find that none of them wae good for 
much until ho had laid aside hie ambi
tion to be a great and notable person 
and bad left it to God to determine what 
he was to he." "But now lead thou me 
on" wae in effect what Chalmers said 
at the turning of his ministry, when his 
great effectivene** began. Thought out 
ai his course had been, and planned ac
cording to his own ideas of what wae 
best for him to undertake, he came to 
this arrest, in which he found that, 
though everything was going ae he had 
planned, his life waa not getting On. 
Then with all franknese, ae one glad to 
be quit of a bad business, he said of all 
those former triu i plie of his that if 
they ever did any soul any good it was 
more than lie ever had any account of. 
It wae not the breakdown of hie pur 
pose, it waa rather the discovery that he 
had none that was worthy of the name. 
Intense relief marked his surrender, 
while all the freshness and invention, 
the new ways ai d the romance and ad
venture of Christian service, began only 
after he had left it all to God as to 
what he was to do and what he was to 
become.

Sunday School Times.
The mood of surrender is too often 

misrepresented to us as a spiritless one. 
The prevailing fault of most devotional 
wilting is that it ie too tame, and doee 
not do justice to the immense relief 
which is the mark of a great surrender. 
There is, it is trie, a kind of yielding 
to God which seems to use up all the 
strength and leavi one afterward in a 
elate of mere resignation ; but there is 
aleo such » thing as a passionate sur
render, in which the soul feels that It 
cannot too eoon be done with all that it 
has left behind, or too eoon fare for
ward to enter upon what God hae tn 
store for t. Ai d ‘his kind surrender 
rather than something plaintively de
votional ie what one may feel breatned 
out in the hymn "Lead, Kindly Light."

Thoee words ' But now" mark e clean 
break with the old order of life, and there 
scene to l>e no hint of a looking be
hind as if there were in the past any
thing that <ine might regret to loee. It 
is not the utterance of -rie who ie seek
ing divine guidance as a last resort, but 
of one who wonders that he could have 
been eo long satisfied with the poverty 
of e self-guided life It- ie the convic
tion of one who lias everything to gain 
end little to loee, rather than of one 
who feele that he is making any sacri
fice. As there ie no hint of death, there 
is also no hint of eacrifloe, no thought 
of a rich pnet to be broken with or high 
ambitions to be forsaken, but juet a 
great relief and a great release from a 
n ietaken way and mieleading hopes. 
Everywhere in Nowman'e hymn we find 
juetifleetion for believing that its 
strength and viril’ty deserve more at
tention than they have received. Reli'f 
ever things that hivi beou put behind, 
as if one were glad to be quit of them 
forever and could never wish them back, 
ie what seems to inspire the prayer 
"Lead thou me on."

The name of Horatiue Boner is known 
throughout the length and breadth of 
the Christian world. Many may have 
to stop and ask how and whence thev 
know him, but it ie still true bet far 
more of his life’s history than hio mere 
nunc and the simple facts of hie career 
has been made e part of the hen ge 
of real knowledge of the follower of 
Christ When In our own Presbyterian 
church we raise our voices in the words 
of such familiar and favorite hymns as 
"Glory be to God the Father," "Thy 
Way, Not Mine, O Lord," or when as 
children we sing "Light of Life, so Softly 
Shining," or when at our communion 
season* we join in the solemn hymn 
“Here, 0 My Lord, I See Thee Face 
to Face," we are worshipping in the 
words and spirit of Iloratius Bonar. In 
our "Book of Praise" there are seventee i 
of his hymne. Indeed, it may be regret
ted that there are not more. No 'eu 
then forty-one of them have been set 
to music for use in the Catholic church, 
e fine tribute to the broad Christian un 
ity and the depth of spiritual power 
which underlie his linee.

After all, perhaps, we cannot know him 
better than to thus make these outpour
ings of hif beautiful, simple faith and 
spiritual yearning a part of our 
livee. But it proves easier, often, to 
hold communion with the saints of old 
and of our own day if we can know 
iham as fat as passible ,ss men. If we 
oan only call up a picture of them and 
follow them sympathetically through 
the experiences of their lives, then we 
have something more tangible and con
crete to cling to. It is just this servie» 
that the little book before us performa 
for thoee of us who would know better 
and learn more from Horatiue Bonar. 
It is not a biography, for it was the

"Lead thou me on" ie the voice of re
lief and liberty, not of break down and 
misery. To realize that life was not 
meant to direct itself, and that no life 
was ever able to do it to any high 
achievement, is to find that flexibility 
which ie just what the eoul longs for 
but sees eo little of when It has sub
mitted itself to the awful rigor of a plan 
of .te own. Our .imitations are broken 
up; and yet how slow we are to see it, 
for we look upon God's leading ac if that 
were to limit our life and its plans I 
There ie a limitation that increases a 
hvcdred-fold our efficiency and our 
peace and our freedom, and when we 
have sought it and won it wo *hsll have 
not a doubt about what ie the chief 
element in surrender. We i hall know church, Edinburgh, where Dr. Bonar had 
that It is not a or ished but an eman- been minister for twenty-one years, a
cipated will, not a mood of resignation, public meeting was held in commemora

tion of the centenary of hie birth. This 
volume is the record of that meeting. It 
contain* thirteen brief addressee, each 
carefully assigned to prominent men ‘n 
church and state, and arranged in con 
secutive order. The book ie in conse

il you would incresee your happiness quenoe as nearly as possible a biography
Indeed, it hee this added advantage; 
instead of seeing this Scottish minieter 

Forget the tempts- and poet through one pair of eyes we 
see him from many point* of view. It 
is in this way, ae the service itself muet 
have been, somewhat vnique but none 
the lees a distinct succor*. To hese 
thirteen addresses are added two mem
orial sertnone preached on the following 
Sabbath. Doubtless many to whom hith
erto Horatiue Bonar has been merely a 
name will be glad of this opportunity, 
even though it has appeared only after 
Dr. Bonar has been dead for twenty 
years, of becoming acquainted with the 
life of one whoee hymns they have often 
sung and admired.

iowever much thought and planning 
may go to the forming of our plane for 
life, there often comes slowly over the 
mind a suspicion that, after all, life is 
not getting on. Many a definite end 
for which we «trove may have been quit# 
successfully achieved, many of its prizes 
may have l>oen won, while leaving us 
with the feeling that they have in no 
wise advanced us in the real purpose 
of life. For guidance is not the first 
thing that moe* of ue think of in map
ping out our lives. We incline rather 
to take cere of them by the most dili
gent planning, and we call upon God to 
bless and forward what we have 
plsnned.

express wish of Dr. Bonar that no for 
mal biography be published. Bowing 
to this wish, his many friends were not 
willing that his memory should be el 
lowed to die. On January 21st of this 
present year In Chalmer’e Memorial

but the knowledge tnat we never lived 
till now.

Encouraged early in life to be deft 
site in purpose and to consider what 
we wish our life to be, many of us have 
eecmed to start on our way advantaged 
above our fellows by the ambitious and 
resolute line we have struck for our- 
reives. We wondered at the seeming 
looeeneee with which others let life 
shape iteelf for them. With sharp and 
well-dvflned notions of the circumstances 
vndor which our nature would work 
best, or what Influences we required for 
our best work, we arranged life so ae 
to exclude the thing* that did not con
tribute to such an end. Leaving noth
ing to chance, thinking it enough to 
have a well-formed plan and ask God's 
hitreing upon it, many men have failed 
to see how there could be room for 
much else, until,
•ucoereful prog-amms, there would fall 
si me sudden and subtle sense of failure 
and disillusion that challenged It all, 
and brought life to a standstill at tbs 
very moment when to the eyes of the 
world it seemed to be have everything 
before it Then a man becomes con
vinced of the tact that over our lives 
there ie One whoee interest Is keener 
than ours oan ever to We have mis

THINQ8 TO FORQLT.

and prolong your life, forget your 
neighbor’s faults. Forget the «Landers 
you have heard, 
tions. Forget the fault finding, and give 
a little thought to the cause which pro
voked it. Forget the peculiarities of 

your friend*, and only remember the good 
pointa which make you fond of them. 
Forget all personal quarrel* or histories 
you may have heaixi by accident, and 
which, if repeated, would seem a thous
and times worse than they are. Blot 
out of memory, as flar ae possible, all 
the disagreeable ooourrenoes of life; 
thev will come, but they will grow 
larger when you remember them, and 
the constant thought of the acts of mean 

or worse still, malice, will only

In the midst of their

ness.
tend to make you more familiar with 
them. Obliterate everything disagree
able from yesterday; start out with a 
clean sheet for to-day, and write upon 
it for sweet memory’s sake, only thoee 
things which are lovely and lovable.— 
Herald and Presbyter.
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