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The Family Civcle.

RESURGAM,

——

Only a withered leaf
Whirled in the autumn air ;
Relic of days that are past,
Days all too bright to last,
Symbol of hopes o'ercast
By grim Despair.

" Only a faded flower

Plucked in the days of yore s
Reminder of houts that in happiness sped,
Emblem of love that has long since fled,
Joys that have vanished and hopes that are dead
Forevermore.

Caly a mound of earth
Uander the winter’s snow ;
All that is bright must fade and die ,
All that is beautiful here must lie ;
Time seems on leaden wings to fly ;
Mourning we go.

But when the dawaing comes,
Filled with a glad surprise,
Burstiog the boads of earth,
Praising his matchless worth,
In an immortal birth
Toyful we'll rise.

—ZLicken in Chicago Standard.

WHY DAVID OLIPHANT REMAIN-
¥D 4 PRESBYTERIAN.

# Now, Mr. Oliphunt, can you concsive
sny reason, except national prejudice, to
which I am sure you are superior, why
you should not be with us in the Church ¢
It is, &8s you kuow, quite time you made
up your mind. It is, indeed, solely with
the hope of assisting you toa decision that
I have desired to seo you now.”

An urbanely dignified clegyman is
speaking to a young man in an Oxford
Common Room.

“ ¥ am very gensible of your lordship’s
condescension,” replied David Oliphant,
late scholar of St. Magnus, to the Right
Reverend, thu Bishop of Alchgster.

That learned and libera! prelate was
to preach before the University on the fol-
lowing day, and in the mesntimo he was
endeavoring toserve his Church by attract-
ing to her bosow, that refuge at once so0
inslasive and so exclusive, another of
thoso brilliant young Northmen who have
given to St. Magnus its primacy among
Oxferd colleges, and from whose number
the Anglican Church bas obtained many
of her finest scholars and her wisest pre-
lates.

The bishop’s main question David Oli-
phant did not answer immediately, for
many stwunge things \cere working within
him. His certain desire wasto do the
work of the Christ. So much was clear
to him—bat bow and where ? The answer
was not definite. His ccllers friends were
ontering the Church by troops. Thoey
were ag esrnest and hopefnl as he—they
looked forward to beginning their work
at once. They seemed beckoning him to
comeo slong with them, into their mother-
courch, at whose door stood the amisble
and comfartable bishop of Alchester with
hands outstretched in welcome. Aund then
before David Oliphant there zose up the
vision of his own rugged Cameronien kick
—Iliko nature, s stern but not unkindly
foster-mother, He thought of the four
long yeors of strictest theological training
which awsited bhim ifho returned to the
North—four years for the scholars of St.
Magnus equally with the radest country
1ad who i.ad stumbled through the requi-
sito sessions in arts. Small wonder that
he wavered, dividing the swift mind, or
that tho bishop waited his decision with
the smile of successfal persansion in his
shrewd and kindly eyes.

«We need suck mon 28 you, Mr. Oli-
phant,” said tho bishop; **with your
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parts and—ab—your other advantages
you may go very far."

Thoy eny that before the mind of the
drowning, the past defiles in o panorama
of inconceivablo rapidity. David Oliphant
had almost made up his mind to follow
what seomed his manifest destiny, when
cortain visions of a long time past roso up
before him ;stood a moment clear and then
vanished, oven before the grey eyea of his
Graco of Alchester bad lost their expectant
swile. How swiftly they came and went,
it is hard to give an idea of. They take
80 long to tell, so unwillingly do words
carry pictures.

Theso are the things which camo to
David Oliphant, in clear and solomn vis-
iop, during the five minutes ere ho ans-
wered the Bishop of Alchester.

He saw an old gray-headed  wan, who
worshipped, leaning upon the top of his
staff, in a sheltered nook behind a low
white-washed Galloway farm house. He
held his broad bonnet in his hand, and
the wind blew a stray lock overa brow
like the weather-beaten cliff. Iis lips
moved, but thero was no sound. A little
lad of fivo came pattering up the foot-
worn path which led to the private oratory
of the family high priest. He had asked
hurriedly of the general public of the
kitchen, * What gate did G'appa gae?"
but, withont waiting for the superfinous
answer, he trotted along that well-known
path that “G'appa™ always *‘gaed.”
The silent prayer endec, the pair took
their way band in band to the heights of
the crags, where under its shallow cover-
ing of torf and heather, the gray teeth of
the granite shone. .As they sit they
speak, each to the otuer, like men accus-
tomed to high and serious discourse.

“ But wby did the martyrsnot go to
the kirk the king wanted them to?’ the
child asked.

The old man rose, strong now on his
feet, the fire in his eyo, his natural force
not abated. He pointed North to where
on Auchenreoch Muir, the slender shaft
of tho martyrs’ monument, gleamed white
among the darker heather—south to
where, on Kirkconnel hill.side, Grier of
Lag found six living men and left six
corpses—west toward Wigtown Bay,
where the tide drowned two of the bravest
of women, tied like dogs to a stake—east
to the kirk-yards of Balweary and Nether
Dullarg, where under tho trees the martyrs
of Scotland lie thick as gowauns on the
lec. The fire of the Lord was in his eye.

* Dinna forget, David Oliphant,” he
said, his voice high and solemn, as ina
chant, “ that these all died for Christ’s
causo and covenant. Thoy were maurder-
ed becauso they worshipped God according
to their coascience. Remember, boy, till
the day of your desth, that among these
men wore your fore-bears, and forget not
also who they were that slow them 1

And after twenty years thelate scholar
of St. Magnus remembered.

- - -

Again the young men saw a wide
black night filled with the ochocs of
thondering and tho rashing of rain. The
samo child stood in the open door-way,
ard weeping. called pitifally for * Grang-
father.” There was no answer buttho
whole firmament lighted with white finme
from cast to west; and in that silend
moment of infinito clearncss, he say his
grandfather’s figuro upright on the knoll

' befors tho -house, tho head thrown upward

towara that intonse whiteness where the

heavens seemed to open and the very face
of God to look through.

Once moro he saw a Sabbath morning
still with tho primoval stillness of “a
land where no man comes or hath come
sinco the making of the world.” Peace
all abont the farm-steading, silence on all
the felds, herdly a bleat from the lambs
on the hill ; within, a cool and calm crisp-
nees as of homespun linen kept in laven-
der. It was the silence which, inan old
Cameronian  houschold, succooded the
“ taking of tho Buik” on the morning of
the day of the Lord. .

Suddenly at the outer door theold
man appears, and he calls upstairs to his
couplo of manly sons—to him ever but
ladsto do his will— Boys, bring the
‘Queen's Airm’s’ up to the march dike
this minute !’ The men come downstairs,
and, without any show of surprise, take
down the old muskets off the wall, provide
themselves with powder and shot,
and follow their father along the
wide stony sweep of the hill-road. The
little led also follows, with n sense that
the bottom has dropped out of his uni-
verse when guns could be takendown on
Sabbsth morning.

Ic the brisk morning sun a scattered
group of men and dogs was drawing slowly
throngh the great gaps in the pine woods
toward the gate which was the entrancs
of the small rock-bound farm. At this
gate the old man stands, his stalwart sons
behind him, his broad blue bonnet in his
band. The hunters come coursing over
the green. Bu! ere anyone can open the
gate, the old man steps forward, his white
head bare to the sun. David Oliphent
can see the white hairs glisten even now.

“My lord,” he says, ** forly years I
bave been on your land and your father's
land. 1t does not become me to tell you
that you are breaking the law of God by
hunting the beasts of the field on hisday;
but, my lord, one thing you cannot do—
you cannot break it on this land aslong
a8 I am opon it §”

The great laird came forward, young
and pagsionate, a Rehoboaw of many fool-
ish couasellors.

* #What's that he says, Daly? That
we can’t bunt on his farm ! I'll teach the
canting old bypocrite that overy yard be-
longs to me. Open the gate, Daly ?”

«“ My lord,” said the old man, “Iam
not carefal to answer you concerning this
matter, but T beseech you for your {ather’s
memory not to do this thing.”

The young man .wavered, but & mar-
mur roge from his companions.

“Don’t Jet them spoil the sport with
their canting and their blunderbusses.
Stand out of the way, Oliphant! Down
with the gates, Daly I"

But Daly was not destined to take the
gates down, for onco again tho voice of
the Cameronian elder rang out, steady and
respectfally as ever.

« My Lord, it is not my will to shed
human blood, or to resisi you by force
though T might well do it, bat I solemnly
warn you I will shoot overy dog of yours
that sots foot on my land this day. Bays,
are you ready$ Sten’ forrit!”

Tho visions melted from beforo David
Oliphant, and ho saw only the patient
bichop waiting his answer, yawning a
littlo because this dinnmer was deforred.

But thero was no uocertainty in the
young man’s answer.

« My lord,” said ho with sterdy voice

-
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and oye that had como to him from hia
grandfather, ‘I thank you heartily for
your good and kindly thought for wmo.
Indeed, I am in no way deserving of your
intoreat ; but, such as I am, I must cleava
to my own Church and my own people 1”
—S. R. Crockett, in The Stickit Minister.

ENGLISH INFLUENCE IN }.VDIA.

While the English commaunity of La-
hore, aselsewhere in India, has elected to
livo away from the native city, and while
the original nucleus of this settlement was
planted, for sanitary and other ressons,
far from the city walls, it hag gradually
filled up the interveaing space, so that the
usnal neutral ground or no man’sland
has ceased to exist. Iu the crowded
suburb of Anarkali, which we must tra-
verse in order to reach the post-office, the
bazars extend out from the city gate to
the European civil lines. This quarter,
where the architecture is chiefly Indian,
with that yellow and stuccoed suggestion
of Portuguese influence which still sur-
vives, is given over for tho most part to
‘ Enrope shops,” kept by English-speak-
ing natives, Eurasians, and occasional
Parsees. These shopkeepers are wainly
clad in what might be called an adaptation
of the European dress to Judian needs,
andin thei shops and warchouses every-
thing in the way of clothing, houschold
articles, jewelry, furniture—new and
second-hand—as well as provisions, wines,
and other laxories, can be purchased
usually at ratesas cheap as in Eogland,
for there is close competition, As the
government has not yet resorted to a
tobacco monopoly (which 18 & duugerouns
experiment in Eastern countries), almost
uvery variety of tobacco and cigareties
may be found in the show-cases of these
shops—Vanity Fair, Old Tudge, as well
a8 Egyptian, and the XKaiser and Hind
cigarettes of Malta. The cheapest, and
vaturally most popular, cigars are the
Trichinopoly and Manila cheroots, which
are good snd remarkably low in price. In
every little ¢ medical hall” kept by an
anglicized native there is always a stock
of the stendard remedies, suck es quinine,
phenacitine, and anli-pyrrhine, put up in
convenient shape, and often these pack-
ages bear the label of some well-known
American firm. Fortunately for the
health of a8 community which supposes
itself to be possessed of common-sense,
the aale of these simple remedies is not, as
in Austrin and some other Continental
nations, restricted by law, and a physi-
cian’s order is not necessary for the par-
chase of & box of quinine pills.

Fow English names appear on the
sigus in this suburb, but « Cheap Jack ”
and ¢ Cheap Shop” aro considered by
tho nstive merchant to be of lucky omen,
and *Egrope Shop  still holds its own
in popularity. * Budruddin Hassan”
suggeats by sssceiation of ideas tho trade
of the pastry-cook, and in front ofone
shop, of which the ~xact location isnot
now quite clear to the writer's memory,
thero is a piece of very delightful English,
which reads thus: ** All kinds of Syrup,
Jelly, Pickles, and Mcdicine Selling Qom-
pany.” Over these shopa and lower
storieg therears often balconies of carved
wood, such as ono-sees witkin the walls,
sod they savo.asually occupied by young
ladies of the nautch-dancing sisterhood,
who are keenl,” alive to the valuocofa
scarlot or o yellow blossom in their bluo-
black hair, but unfortunately somo of thom
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