DEATH OF REV. M. W. MACLEAN.

A message to Mr, W. G. Craig, of
Kingston, on Tuesday afternoon of last
week, announced the death of his bro-
ther-in-law, Rev. M. W. Maclean, M.A.,
‘formerly of Belleville, at Arlington
Beach, Baskatchewan.

Rev. Matthew Witherspoon Mac's .,
was born in Glasgow, on Juue 11th,,
1842, and leted his education at

COMFORT FOR THE BEREAVED.
.

The bereaved are everywhere. There
are few homes without their vacant

“ chair. How ocan we best comfort others?

What solace is there in the Gospel for
breaking hearts? What is there in
Ohristanity that will wipe away tears?

There is comfort for the bereaved in
the infin'te and eternal love of God. In
thisd ivine love all life's why's are

the university of that city. While 4
divinity student, he visited Canada in
1862, and decided to make this coun-
try the fleld of his laoors. He entered
the divinity hall of Queen's College,
where he studied two years, afterwards
Mbg.n session of Princeton Theo-
logical Seminary, New Jersey where
he graduated in 1866. Returning to
Canada in that year, he was licensed
by the Presbytery of Niagara, in con-
neotion with the Ohurch of Scotland.
His first pastoral charge was St. An
drew’s church, Paisley, Bruce county.
Here he found abundant scope for his
zeal and energy. The country was new-
ly settled, and the spiritual wants of the

had been but inefficiently and
irregularly supplied. Mr. Maclean found
himself the only pastor belonging to his
denomination within forty miles. His
work extended ove: the large area of
five townships, and, in addition to
daily pastoral visits he travelled
overy Babbath, from twenty to forty
miles preaching three times a day. His
church increased so rapidly that it

ty to p
al accommodation for what hod prewi-
ously been s sparse and dwindling
ngreg There missi stati
were organized at different. points in
the neighborhood.

After five years of persistent and ef-
feotive labour in this place, Mr. Mac-
lean accepted a call to the Mill street
church, Port Hope, where he remained
for two years, In 1873 he went to Belle-

b ville, where he became pastor of 8t.
Andrew's church.

£ Mr. Maclean remgined in Belleville
411 1804, when owing to' failing
health, he resigned his charge, and
with his sons, .went west to the Sas-
% kml‘n Valley, being strongly re
d to that provi in the
North-west to recuperate his worn-out
system,

‘Mr. Maclean’s ministry in 8t. An-
drew’s vm"nry successful, resulted in
a strong, vigorous congregation, con-
trasting sharply with the struggling

Kings kW
Craig, of this city, died in 1906, and
it was a great blow to Mr. Maclean

Mr. Maclean, though at times enjoy-
ing fairly good health since his removal
to the west, never regained his wonted
strength, and the end came apparently
suddenly. He accidentally fell on the

fraoturing his hip, and as

S

n d. 8t. John puts it all in the
one little sentence—*"God is love.” Back
of and in his power, his justice, his
loliness, his truth, is love. We know
that this is our Father's world. There
ig no chance in any of its events or
«ircumstances. Science tells us that in
all oceurrences in nature, even in those
which seem disastrous—stor ns, earth
quakes, tidal waves—no fore no drop
of water, no particle of matter ever gets
out of the clasp and control of natural
law—that is, out of the hand of God.
Bo in all the events of Providence.
though we call them calamities, noth-
ing ever happens without God's permis
sion, and, therefore, all that happen<
has love in it.

Another element of comfort for the
bereaved is that their friends who have
gone from them, have finished their
work. Jesus was not ecaught in a snare
when he was arrested in the Garden.
There was no inextricable dilemma in
his position that night. He could have
escaped, but his “hour” had come. Tt
was now the Father's time for the clos
ing of his life. The same is true of
each one of God‘s children. Sometimes
it is in infancy, even in earliest infancy,
that the death-angel comes. “My baby
lived only two hours,” a young mother
wrote the other day. Yet, in its com
ing and its brief stay, it brought bless-
ings to its parents. Tt left a touch of
beauty on their lives. Dr. Moule, Bis-
hop of Durham, wrote these lines “On
the Death of a Little Boy”:

Think not, because so early with our
King
He rests, before his infaney's fourth

spring,
That aught is lacking in the eternal

ye

To that dear life's full orb and rounded
history,

No, in his sovereign allforseeing will,

Who works unerring for his people
still,

Not Abraham's end. not John's lateen-
tered bliss,

Matks a more finished pilgrimage than

his.
No oasual stroke removed him, or sur

8¢
That Artist who of old his date devised.

To us all looks abrupt, a fragment, torn

Ere the first page was read; and we
must mourn,

But he, great Poet;-of. the souls he
saves,

Writes now his epies, now his shorter
staves,

His tender nursery-songs; and these
dizclose

As great a skill, as full an art, as those.

That small sweet life-time in his hidden
plan *

Through morn and noon to sunset duly
ran,

Short prelude, but consummate, to that

day
Which knows no evening clouds and set-

ting ray.

The short life was not a fragment, a
broken life—it was complete. However
brief, it was a plan of God wroght out
to the end. We must never think of
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There is comfort for the bereft also
in the truth of immortality. In Christ
there is no real separation between us
and our loved ones who have passed out
of our sight. They are with Christ in-
side the veil, and we are with Christ
outside the \»il,

“Death doth hide,
But not divide.”

In Eversley churchyard Mrs. Kings
ley placed a white marble cross over the
grave of her husband, Charles Kings-
ley, and on it, under a spray of pas-
sion-flower, the epitaph, “We have loved,
we love, we shall love.” Never was
there on this earth a holier, truer, more
faithful wedded life than that of Char-
les and Fanny Kingsley. In this world
they loved ideally. After he had gone
while she still remained behind, they
continned to love. In all the eternal
years they would still love on. That
is the meaning of immortality as it has
been brought to light in Jesus Christ.

A mother wrote after the first break
in the home circle; “I am passing
h h y first b t. One of

gh my
my eight children died a year ago, There .

were nine of us left, and we faced it
together . . . . We induleed in the
tender memories of seventeen beantiful
years, but fought against selfishness in
our erief. We still speak of her as one
of the family—never as one of the dead.”
Tt is beautiful to think thus of a loved
one wzone, still and always as “one of
the family, never as one of the dead.”
Tt will give very sweet comfort to those
who have bheen bereft to train them.
selves to think of their loved ones as
going on with life very much as« when
they were in this world, only more
beautifully, more lovingly, more purely,
more thoughtfully.

Stopford Brooke somewhere aske the
question. “What manner of men should
we be in, life when we think of all we
shall do when wa are dead?” What are
your sainted ones in heaven dning to-
day? We know at least that their life
is going on in new beanty and power,
What people call the gate of death is
reallv the gate of life. The whitest line
in all tha story of life is the line we
make so black—the line which magks
the passing from this world. T= there
no comfort in this?

Another element of eomfort for the
bereaved is in the blessine there is in
sorrow itself. Some one warns us
against wasting our sorrows, “Take care
that you do not waste your SOTrows;
that you do not let the precious gifts
of disappointment, pain, loss, Toneli-
ness, i1l health, or similar afflictions
that come into your daily life, mar you,
instead of mending you. Let us be-
ware of getting no good from what is
charged to the very brim with good."
Our griefs ave bearers of blessings to us,
and we should welcome them as God's
angels, coming with hands full of good
gifts.

There is also for the Christian bereav-
ed the comfort of reunion in the home
above. Beparation which brings so
much pain and grief is but for a little
while, and then we shall be together
once more in a fellowship which never
shall be broken.

Central Presbyterian: The author of
the letter to the Hebre says that
though the very foundations . ~ the earth
and the heavens above shall perish,
“Thou, O Lord, remaineth " Our por-
tion is the life and the love of an ever
lasting God. s word cannot pass
away, His truths cannot fail, His pro-
mise will be true when heaven and
earth have crumbled into dust. There
fore, it is that His righteousness is as
the great mountains, and His love &
boundless sea. And far up on heaven-
1y hills, where the morning

Prophet Joel
ol .mmnﬂpi




