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DONAVLD RICHIIE.

HOW THE MKANEST AN D O MST COrNTTOUS MEMBER OF THE CHURCH
WVAS CON VBRIED TO LIBERALITY.,ANib GENTLENE5S.

Donald Richie was, as his name indicates, a Scotchman,
and one of that type which neyer assimilates with any other
nationality. He was thin-faced, sbarp-eyed, and cold as
the snows of Ben Lomiond. Hle was one of those conten-
flous Scotcbmen who are ever bristling up witb small facts,.
his chief business being to pick motes out of bis neighbour's
eyes, and bis joy seemed to be to exuit in the number lie
extracted ard their magnitude. He was one of those there-
I.told.you-so k-ind of men. He claimed fore-knowledge of
coming eventF, and hind-knowledge of ail past and its
directions. These werc thie mere common-places of bis
evcry.day lire. Hie was clear as a crystal in al bis beliefs,
and as cold as a diamond. Notbing would beat bim but
temper, of wbich hie always had a good supply. Ilis hair
stood up like tbat on an iriitated cat's back. He would do
without bis einner, breakfast, supper, or sleep, to discuss
tbe decrees of God. Tbe Form of Government of the
Presbyterian Cburcb, and the legal charter of bis own
church, were dog-eared by the leaves turned at the places of
bis disputes. He would prepare for a yearly congregational
meeting with as much diligence and zest as many would for
a communion. And as soon as the " Amen " was out of the
Moderators lips Donald was on bis feet, sbrieking, IIMr.
Moderator!1" and then you wou!d see a pole go into the
beait of a church bornet 's nest.

Thbe minister was the object of his especial cace. It was
his heaven below to straighten out the mninister. lie would
lick bis thin lips, and! queeze and stroke bis long, sandy beard
alter the motions of the band in milking, and with a haif
mnalicious leer tell how be bad tied tbe pastor band and foot
on the several positions of bis last Sabbatb's sermon.

Donald was close-fisted and bard.faced-bad companions
in any life. He had tbe impression that a little money and
his most invaluable services in keeping tbings in order gen.
erally more tban balanced the libera!ity of bis neigbbours,
wbo, less able financially, always gave more than lie. Ilis
wife was as literal as sunsbirie; but, poor thing, ber bus.
band neyer trusted ber with more than a shilling. It was
reported of Donald that one morning sbe was begging bim
for a littie for the Ladies' Foreign Yissionary Society wben
he broke out, IlWbat did you do with tbat quarter 1 gave
you last week ? '

Donald, of course, was always in a pet on the money
question, and between bis conscience and the Sharp tbrusts
of bis brethren-who felt that here they could retaliate, and
always made the best of their advantage-Donald lived in a
state of chronic irritation. Everybody said bie was stingy,
and wben bis name was ment ioned every member of the
congregation thought of bis closeness. The wbole cburch
had settied down in despair of bis ever getting over it.
They said it was in the Lone, and at last no one ever asked
him for money, and this fretted him more than ever. Don.
ald's youngest child was a dear little girl, wbose natuie
seemed to be a cross between hier mother and Donald's best
qualities. She was a cbarming cbild. Everybody in the
churcb knew and loved little Marjory. Tbey even bailed
ber father with favour when she was with bim, wbich tbey
would not do but for bier sake. He feit it, and as bie grew
older it did seem to mnellow him a little. She was tbe fa.
vourite in the infant scbool. Uer sweet answers and songs
went to the hearts of botb cbildren and teacbers. She nearly
lived at the minister's bouse, wbere she was a great favour-
ite, not only on bier own account, but because there were
there no living cbildren. lier devotion to tbe minister and
bis wife would lead ber to rebuke bier papa wben bie would
break loose in his usual severity, and one day she cried as
if bier heart would break, wbich deeply affé-cted bier father,
and for a time grcatly mitigated his peevishness.

, The father's devotion to bis daughter was more than love
-it was idolatry-and marvellous was tbe power of thc

child over bis frosty nature. Fie found no service exacted
by bis cbild a burden. lie would turn from bis led.
ger, even if bie was balancing bis accounts, to mend a
broken toy or tie bier sboe. She could make the world, s0
busy to lier fatber, stand stili. lie was being cbanged into
tbe image of bis child. People began to observe it and
speak of it, and, as usual with cbildren whose lives are as a
Pgleamu of sunshine across the world, she was full of old-
fashioned religiousness -very simple, yet so constant and
real that it seensed as tbou:yh it were the growtli of years.
Heaven ripens somec fruit very quickly, undcr the same con-
ditions upron which otlher,; leardy thrive. On the same tree,
in. the samne sutoshine, and bathed by the samne dcws, some
become plump, tinted and ripe, ere others are baîf grown.
Maijory was of this kind-the first bright and fragrant
flower in ail tbat garden. One day, when sbe was only five
years old, bier fatber was lying on the coucb, suffering froni
nervous beadache. On entering the room, tbe windows
being ail darkened, she had to feel for bis presencé. In
doing so ber bands struck her father's face, which, had it
been done by any other, would bave put Donald in a Stormi.
She crept up to bis bosomn, and wbispered in bis car, in the
Most loving confide-nce, IlPapa, ifif it on't burt '00,I want

know Uc will." And she left bim. to bis silence in tender.'
ness and tears.

Her love to Jesus was not only an affection for one of
wbom she had always beard good, but it was the devotion
of ber wbole being to one wbo was to ber a constant pres-
ence and personal friend. She possessed neither a tbougbt
nor feeling she did not share witb Him. Fier toys, ber
dresses, doîl babies, ber opinions of people, ail the little in-
cidents tbat made up each day's life, wcre talked over witb
Him as tbougb IHe were a pîsymate. ýometimes she stood
quietly by the window, wrapt in some absorbing thought,
and then afrer a moment would say, "lOh ! mamma, I do
love Jesus s0 mucb I want to give Uim everything I have.
Manima, if I sbould die, 1 want you to give Uim ail niy
money and playtbings, and 1 want you to bave Uim stay in
my little room."

lier money, whicb was ever at ber own disposai, was ai-
ways given to those sbe loved. Uer bank was ever on the
mantel-piece, t0 wbicb she neyer failed to caîl the attention
of ber family and friends, and she would often say, IIJesus
wants you f0 put sometbing in." One day ber father
tbougbt the sum was too large to be given ail at once.
(Tbis was a sbadow of bis old weakness.) Fie binted as
much, but Marjory, looking up in wonder, replied, III must
put it ail in, papa, else Jesus will tbink me stingy, and lIe
won't comne into our home and make His sun shine about
us."

Soon after tbis ail was madie plain. Tbe flower bad
bloorned its brigbtest colours. Its fragrance bad been dif-
fued, and now it droops. The weak stem wbereon it grew
gives way. She beard the last sermon of the year. Sbe
spoke ti.ougbtfully to ber father on ber way home from
churcb of the sermon, founded on tbe text, ' Is it well il"I
during the delivery of wbicb ber father wriggled about and
sbewcd bis usual impatience, fer be couid onîy tolerate the
minister becausc bis darling cbild lovcd bim and was as
fondly loved in return. FIe grew very impatient wben the
minister said, IlIs it well with you men of wealtb? Have
you given during the year according to tbat mercy tbat said,
«'It is more blessed to give than to receive? '"I Marjory,
baving noticed bis impatience, said, " Papa, wbat made you
look so cross when the minister was talking about giving to
the beathen and the poor for Jesus' sake ? Papa, I give ail
My money to Jesus, because Uc loves me. I love to do it.
Don't you love _7sus too ?"I

On Newv Year's marni she could not lift ber bead. A
beautiful sled mhicb bad been provided as a surprise was
beld up before ber, but she only glanced at it. 11er bank
was sbewn to ber full up to its mouth, but she was too sick.
At noon the dreadfui disease had nearly cut off ber breatbing.
For two dreary days ail was bopeless. Uer father could not
leave her. Day and night bis eager eyes gazed on every
motion of ber pain. Propped up on pillows she lay witb
flushed face, the thin, white fingers grasping ber money
bank, the only tbing she bad cared to see. As the breath
was being cut off from ber in the last tbroes of deatb ber
lips moved. AIl bent down in tears to catch the wbisper of
warning or love. ier father forgot the rest and eagerly
listened for every loved word. She wbispered :

" li is coming, papa. Dear Jesus is here. I must go,
papa," and as ber eyes were fixed, a balf.formed smile gave
its feeble ligbt to ber pain.stained face. IlI shahl soon be
able to teli Jesus bow mucb I lovel bim, and 'at 'oo loves
Ilim too, papa; and 'at 'oo loves our minister, and 'at '00
loves to give to the heathen and the poor ; and that mamma
loves bim too, and brothçrs and sisters love llim. And
now, papa, I want f0 kiss our dear minister, Mr. -,
good-bye. LIc bas been so kind, and bas loved your little
girl, and told ber so many sweet stories about Jesus ; and I
want to kiss bis wife, Mrs. --. She lovcd me, tco. She
loved me too." She still beld on to ber little money bank,
and as the voice grew weaker and weaker, slowly and less
audible, she was heard again: IlNow, papa, I can't give
my money any more. You please, papa. You know wbo
I loved. You know how iI oved to give it. Yuu give it
for your little darling." Uer bead fell upon the father's
shoulder, ber soft auburn bair lay in tresses over bis arm,
and little Marjory spoke on earth no more.

That night Donald Richie sat looking vucantly on the
coloured isinglass tbrougb wbicb the light came from tbe
stove. Ilis heart was humbled witb grief. Uc felt bimscif
accursed froni God and forsaken. At first a bitter rebellion
ragcd in bis soul, but soon, like the gatbering clouds by
wbicb the beavens are overcast, and the ligbtnings flash, and
the voice of threatening mutters, ail break awvay in the gen-
tlest sbower. Donald wept ail bis bitterness away in the
tbougbt of bis child's love. The sweefest memory was
wben she came into bis sick-room and said, "lPapa, hear
my verse, 'Suffer tbe little cildren ?' Papa, don't that do
you good ?" Uc dropped from his chair on bis knees and
said, II elp me, as my dear babe, to receive the kingdom'
of God ." I e rose from bis knees strengthened and com-
forted, and right bravely did Donald Richie from that time
forward flgbt selfishness, stinginess, and ill.naturedness. To
bis brethren he gave up the government of the cburcb. The
old charter, the occasion of many a bitter fight, be tbrew
away. On the day he laid away the sacred forni every eye
was tearful at tbe last act in the solemn service. Wben the
grave bad been filled, and the sextor. bad finished the little
billock and turned away, Donald kneît and kissed the
earth, and said, " Lord, sanctify this bitter sorrow to the

be increased f0 one bundred, and the cheque was signed,
"iMa rjory, pcr Donald Richie."

Tbe change went like a diapason tbrougb ail that was
good in bis whole remaining life, and he becarme as genfle
to aIl now as he hadbeen exasperating be fêre.- The 'Phita -
de/phia Pr-esb)'teian.

_7E ANNE D'A RC.

France bad neyer-bas never-been se near extirpation.
"The people," as the historian Martin expresses it, Ilwcre

no longer batbed in their sweaf, but ground in their blood,
debased bclow the beasts of the forest, among which they
wander, panic-stricken, mutiiated, in quest of any asylum,
in the wiiderness. " This fervent and sympatbetic girl came
at Iength f0 sec the desolation of ber country ; ber own vil-
lage was laid waste and plundered by a marauding band.
From cbildbood she bad been familiar witb the legend
"France, lest tbrough a maid, shall by a maid be saved."
The story of ber exploits at court, in camp, in the field, is

familiar f0 ail the world. A thousand vulgar fictions ob-
scure and degrade its essential trutb. Wbat tbis untaugbt
girl did for ber country was simply this : sbe brougbt to
bear upon the armies of France the influence of wbat out
own western preachers would caîl a " powerful revival of
religion." Froni bands of reckless and dissolute plunderers,
she made French soldiers orderly, decent, moral and de-
veut. Hope revived. She made the king believe in him-
self ; she made the court believe in the cause. Men of faifb
saw in ber the expected virgin saviour; mcn of understand-
ing perceived the advantage to their side of baving ber tbus
regarded. Sbe may, f00 (as some of ber warrior comrades
testified in later years), bave reaily possesscd some milifary
talent, as well as martial ardour and inspiration. Tbey said
of ber that she bad good judgmenf in placing artillery.
Later in ber short public career she shewed berself restless,
rasb, uncontrolable ; she made mistakes ; she incurred
disasters. But for many months, during whicb France re-
gained a place amnong the powcrs of Europe, she was a
giorious presence in the army-a warrior virgin, in brilliant
attire, spîendidly equipped, superbly mounted, nobly at-
tended ; a leader whom ah eyes foilowed witb confiding ad-
miration, as one who bad been their deliverer and was still
their chief. The lowîiness of ber origin was an element in
ber power over a people who worsbipped every bour a Sa-
viour wbo was cradled in a manger. We can still read over
the door of an ancient inn at Rheims, ftbe Maison Rouge,
ths insciption : la the year 1429, at the coronation of
Charles VIL., in this tavern, then cailed The Zebra, the
fathier and mother of Jeanne D'Arc lodged, at the expense of
the City Council."

lier career could not be but brief. When sbe left home
f0 deliver ber country, she had iived, according f0 tbe most
recent French authorities, seventeen years and two months.
Fifteen montbs later, May 24tb, 143o, after a series of im-
portant victories, foilowcd by miner defeats, she was taken
prisoner under the walls of Compiegne, which she was at-
tempting to relieve. French troops, flgbting on the side of
the Englisb, capturcd ber and beld ber prisoner. French
priests, in the metropolitan cburch of Notre Dame, at
Paris, celebrated ber capture by a "fTe Deum." It is
doubtful if ber own king lamented ber loss ; for this de-
voted, dciuded girl beîonged to tbe order of morfals wbom
the powers of this world often find it as convenient t0 be rid
of as to use. It is probable tbat she bad cxpended her
power to be of service, and had become unnianageable.
Small, needlcss failures, chargeable f0 ber own rash impetu-
osity, had lessened ber prestige. For the fair and wanton
Agnes Sorrel the idie king of France would bave attemptcd
much ; but be made no serious effort to ransoin or to rescue
the maid f0 wbom bhe owed bis crown and kingdom.-
Ifarter's Magazine.

SABBA TH ONV THE CONTINENT,

The Rev. Dr. Dexter wrifcs f0 the IlCongregationalist"
froni Venice as follows :

" I have bad a great many experiences of what is famili-
arly known-and apparently grcatiy longcd for by many
Americans, as an improvement were if introduced in our
own land-as the ' Continental Sabbatb ;' that is f0 say, the
style of Sabbath whicb is begotten of Romanism and
Notbingarianism. But I neyer saw any development of if
much more pronounced and significant than that wbich was
recenfly visible bere. I cannot say af what finie early mass
was said and sung, but I can testify that churcb belîs in
quantities were ringing at intervals froin the small bours of
the morning until well on towards high noon. After their
subsidence the Fourth of Juiy itself broke loose. Gondolas,
t railed their dark lengths hither and thither, and the narroW
lanes and bridges and quays swarmed with people. A
splendid milifary band played in the centre of St. Mark's
Square, in front of the cathedral ; while down u p n the
Riva degli Schiavoni-the road along the margin oFtise sea
connecting the Plazetf a at one end witb the Public Gardenl
-strolled immense multitudes, eating, drinking, chattingt
singing, and watcbing the 'performances' whicb lined the
way. There were jugglers ready every five minutes to cat
swords and swaliow fire, and do ail sorts of tricks for the
boon of thse coppers thrown f0 theni by admiring or aWe'
struck beholders. There were clowns dressed in outre cos-
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