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comply with the demands made on them. | ation and taste were moulded by the scenery
While, thercfore, we pray the Lord of the | of the Devon, his character and principles
harvest to send labourers we should use every | took their complexion from the sumple yet
exertion and put forth every effort to this | intelligent rural population among whom
end. We would suggest that each Pres- | bis youth was spent. The spot is still
pytery clerk send a list of vacancies with n shown with pride by the companions of his.
the bounds of his Presbytery. This will boyhood, who have followed Lis career with
at least enable us to take tife measurc of | Watchful interest, W%lere he uced to_perch.
our necessitics, and may lead to a remedy | OB 8 crooked tree o'erhanging the Devon,,

when the ertent of the evil is fully | and from it as a pulpit declaim, like De--
realised. mosthenes of old, at the surging waves that.

rolled below, which, when swollen with:

spates, and tawny with the earth washed

OBITUARY. down from the mountains, leaped over each:

“ Died at Stratford, Ontario, on the 26th | other like hungry caged lions awaiting theix
August last, of valvular disease of the food.

beart, the rev. James George, D.D., minis- | | There.was something stri‘king and nobl.
ter of St. Andrew’s Church, Stratford, in | 11 the mien and presence of the man.  Of
the 70th year of his age.” medium height, square built, with thick set

This is an announcement which has been | shoulders, large chest, broad face, wide
already read with sincere sorrow by many D%S'trﬁls" ?Pa“swteh OP?Dhtb;IOW, a?od dhlfx‘ll‘
both in and out of Canada, who knew and | WBich In his youth migat have stood for
admired and loved the man whose decease | Milton’s picture of Adam's, nobody could
it intimates. look lzpond}pm without fr:e[a‘e}:mg,}rl th(zixt he was

James George was born in a little farm- | 20 extraorainary man. e heud, counte-
house'in the parish of Muckart, half way , Bance and frame all conveyed the impres-
between Dollar and the famous Caldron | sion of massiveness and strengtl., and he
Linn, a few rods from was one of those who in the heroic age

t The clear winding Devon, would have been made a Divinity of, were
Witk green spreading bushes and flowers it for nothing else than his wonderful phy-
bloomiag fair.” sical grandeur. And this outward great-
ness was, as we shall see, only a fair index
to his qualities of mind and heart. A me-
lancholy earnestness rested upon his
features in moments of mental abstraction,
which gave place to a bright glow in mo-
ments of passionate utterance; but withal
there was at times a tenderness, a genial
though covert humour playing about his
mouth and kindling his light blde eye.

His youth, like that of many other dis-
tinguished Scotchmen, was passed in an
humble occupation in Auchterarder, where
he fell under the notice of the rev. William.
Pringle, D.D., a member of the Calvin trans.
lation Society, and one of the most accom-~

* The green valleys, plished scholars and elegant conversationists.
Where Devon, sweet Devon meandering flows,s | i Scotland, who two years ago was the reci-
has secn perhaps the sweetest pastoral view , pient of a handsome testimonial from those
in Scotland, and can trace the soumrce of | persuu. . Scotland who had witnessed his.
those conceptioix)s of the beantiful in natural | labours for the cause of truth for 50 years,.
scenery which Dr. George possessed in an ; on the occasion of his jubilee; who is still
eminent degree, and to which he gave such : fresh and vigorous after a ministry of 52
sweet and eloquent expression in one of his | years, and who will learn with regret that
most delightful pablished essays, « The | his distinguished pupil and life long friend:
Poetic Element in the Scottish Mind.” ' is no more. That gentleman discovered
James George wasa poet born. His nature,  that Mr. George was a young man of great.
as the true poet’s always is, was as sensitive | promise, capable of better things than mere
to the circumstances which sarrounded him , mechanical labour, took hold of him, en-
as iodine is to light; and while his imagin- ‘ couraged him, as he has not afew who

It was in these terms that Scotland’s
greatest poet described the landscape in
which the subject of this sketeu spent the
impressionable years of childhood, and rrom
which he drank in, both consciously and
unconsciously, those alimentswhich went to
nurse in him the gifts of genius with which
nature endowed him. Whoever has driven
from the bridge of Allan to Kinross, skirt-
ing the base of the QOchils, green to the very
top, and has followed the course of the
“Burn of Care” up to the ruinsof “ Castle
Gloom,” and has climbed to the top of Ben
Cloch, and thence surveyed




