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INTRODUCTION. . 13

alted and beautiful are we than that dim, faint line down
there so low!” The Northern Lights appear to cry out in
derision, “ Who for a moment would compare us in all our
ever-changing, flashing splendor with that insignificant and
modest beam ? 7 The silvery moon, the queen of night, seems
to consider that eastern light as an intruder as she gazes upon
it with saucy stare. DBut that eastern light heeds them not.
As we watch we see that it is rapidly increasing. The white
line, extending round to the north and south, has risen, and
underneath is onc of crimson and purple. A flashing ray
shoots up, and then the glorious sun bounds up from his
snowy bed, “ rejoicing as a strong man to run a race.” Felix,
my Indian guide, who ran ahead, shouted out, * Sagastao!
Sagastao!” (“The sun rises! The sun rises!”)

The poor shivering missionary coming next, toiling along
on snow-shoes, behind his dog-train, takes up the joyful
sound, which is caught up and loudly shouted by William,
my other Indian attendant, who at this glad sight casts off
his usual stoicism and is as noisy in his words of welcome
to the sovereign king of day as the rest of us. We turn
our ice-covered, frost-bitten faces to the sun,and as its bright
beams fall upon us like loving kisses we rcjoice that the
light and brightness of another day has come, for ¢ truly
the light is sweet; and a pleasant thing it is for the cyes to
behold the sun.” But look around the heavens and behold
the marvelous change his coming has effected. Every lesser
light has gone, every competitor has left the field. The race
is all his own. At first his bright rays gild the distant hill-
tops, then they light up the fir-clad rocky isles, which, when
burnished by his golden beams, bear some fanciful resemblance
toold ruined temples or vast cathedrals. And while we gaze
upon them, wondering, If God’s footstool can be made to look
so glorious what will thethrone be? the sun hasrisen higher,
every shadow of night has disappeared, and we are deluged
in his glory.

I would have been a poor lover of the world’s evangeliza-
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