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WHAT EGYPT CAN TEACH US.

B8Y THE EDITOR.

1L

THE atmospheric cffects on the Nile are a never-ending source
of delight. The dawn seems to come out of the sky with a rush,
brightening quickly into broad daylight. The mornings are
delightfully clear and cool, the air so transparent that the many
grottoes and tombs in the cliffs are seen with great distinctness.
Towards noon the glare is intense, shining on the vellow cliffs
and on the deep green of the bean and clover fields; but over-
head the blue vault of the sky reveals a fathomless depth of
space.  As the day wanes, the colour of the cliffs deepens to a
lovely rose pink, with deep purple shadows, the river becomes a
rich wine colour, or as if smitten again into blood. As it reflects
the level rays of the sun, it becomes, like the apocalyptic sea of
glass mingled with fire. A strange afterglow suffuses the sky,
tike that which [ have seen in California and the high Alps. It
is described as “like the temporary coming back of life to a
corpse.” At night, in this dry atmosphere, the stars shine like
lambent lamps, Venus and Jupiter throwing bright reflections
upon the waves, and the white light of the moon bathes the
whole land and water scape in a wondrous sheen, and touches
with silver now the feathery foliage of a palm, now the white
dome and minaret of a mosque, and now transfigures into ala-
baster the mud hut of a fellah.

“The Nile,” says Mr. Weymouth. ‘‘is emphatically the river of the dead.

It is a river of tombs and temples. The miserable Arab towns and villages

along its banks have no more to say to it than the fungi upon the trunk of

a fallen tree have to do with its past vigour. The least imaginative traveller

cannot fail to be touched by the romance of the great river. From source

to mouth it is enveloped in mystery. It rises in the heart of the Dark
Vor. XXXVII. No. 3.
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Continent ; it rolls down the ages, carrying but the echo of its past history,
and so passes into the sea of oblivisn.  We know hardly anything of that
wondrous civilization, but we know that it cannot be less than wonderful,
by reason of the many relics it has left us to marvel over. What must
have been the Thebes of Upper BEgypt, when, after twenty centuries of
decay, there is still so much left? How much of London would survive
that length of time?”

As one sails up the old historic river, one is haunted with
memories of its storied pust. In the background loom up the
august figures of its ancient dynasties. The prescnt scems to be
evanescent, the past to be the abiding and eternal.

A SAKIEH.

In bird life, the Nile valley is very rich. It is, indeced, the
great bird road running north and south, connecting the shores of
the Mediterranean with the vast regions of Central Africa.

Our cut on page 213 shows the cliff at Bibbeh, which rises
here some 200 feet, and is crowned with a Coptic village and
convent. The banks for the most part, however, slope gradually
back, and so facilitate the raising of water by the ubiquitous
shadoof, which for a thousand miles is the most conspicuous
feature on the Egyptian landscape. The river is literally lined
with them in unnumbered thousands. It will be seen from our
frontispiece that-it is a very primitive contrivance, somewhat like
an old-fashioned Canadian well-sweep, a lump of clay or stone at
one end acting as counterpoise to the leather-lined basket at the
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other. They occur generally in pairs, sometimes four sets, one
above the other, being needed to raise the water to the fields
above. At these the almost naked natives toil wearily all day
I"ng, as their ancestors have done for uncounted ycars.

‘HAYdId LV Sd4d10) d41IN

In Upper Egypt the sakich is generally used. This is shown
in our cut as a rude pair of cog-wheels drawing up an endless
string of dripping earthen vessels, which pour out their fertil-
izing contents into a basin, whence they are led in devious
channels to different parts of the parched and thirsty fields. A
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permanent memory of Egypt is the creaking and groaning of
these unoiled sakichs, which are heard from end to end of the land,
a not unpleasant accompaniment to the liquid lapse of the stream
against the boat in whicl we lie, and lulling one gradually off to
the drowsy land of dreams.

GREAT HALL AT KARNAK.

In landing to visit any of the ruined temples, one is at once
besieged by a number of importunate guides, some of them quite
young, and by wide-awake donkey boys, or even little girls, with
pearl-white teeth and profiles like that of Cleopatra on the tombs



What Egypt Can Teach Us. o215

The handsome little beggars are most persistent. «Me donkey
boy Hassan,” says one bright, clever lad; «Master, master, this
boy,” pointing to himself, “got no fadder and no mudder; take
this boy.” The girls, who carry little water-jars in the villages,
will pull off their brass ear jewels and bracelets, and offer them
for sale, and if sent away without alms, will weep most piteously.
At first I could not stand the tears of these pretty young creatures,
but after a while I became quite hardened. But itdid go against
my feelings to see a dragoman rush after them with a whip
and threaten bodily punishment. I found the best plan was to
hire one to keep the others away, and this she would do most
energetically.» It was amusing to find a ten-year-old girl attempt-
ing to help me up the river bank, guarding me like a dragon,
and jealous as a fury
if any other girl ap-
proached me. They
have eyes as bright
and as quick as a
sparrow picking up
crumbs, and are just
as keen and expect-
ant-looking for back-
sheesh. On my way
up the river a pav-
ticularly active lad,
Hassan (by the way,
this seems to be the
name of three-fourths
4 of the boys on the
THE SOUL REVISITING ITs BODY AND HOLDIN: TRe .{1l€), t00k possession
EMBLEMS OF LIFE AND DEATH IN ITs CLAWS. of me and reclaimed
his property on my

return trip. He was a bright and intelligent boy.

Many of these little guides have a sheaf of recommendations
from former patrons of which they are justly proud. Iremember
one importunate little rascal at Phile who showed me his recom-
mendations in English and French. If he knew what they said
about him, he would not have been so proud of them. They
criticised his personal appearance and gave him a character
which he well deserved—-that of being an incorrigible young
beggar—to which I very cordially subscribed, to his great satis-
faction.

One is also beset by seller; of scarabs, i.e., imitations of stone
of the sacred beetle of the Nile, and of basalt images and other




216 The Methodist Magazine.

antiques. Many of these are very clever imitations, so much like
the original it is almost impossible to detect them. Their
authenticity is religiously vouched for as “real anteekas.”

Nor are objects of more humanr interest wanting. In some
tombs near Phile we sow hundreds of skulls and bones. In the
rubbish without were large quantities of mummy cloths and
fragments of coffins and sarcophagi, and the blue porcelain beads
which were buried with the dead.
One of our party bought a mum-
mied clinched fist. I purchased
some brightly - painted coffin
fragments, a quantity of searabs
and a number of small stone
figures of Apis, Isis, and Oslris,
and the delicate mummied hand
of a young girl. Of just such
a hand Charles Dudley Warier
writes :

“This hand is smail, and may
have been a source
of prideto its owner
long ago ; somebody
else may have been
fond of it, though
even he—the lover
—would not care to
hold it long now. A
pretty little hand;
T suppose it has in :
itsbetter days given
many a caress and
love-pat, and many
a slap in the face. . S
Perhaps the hand OSIRIS.
of a sweet water-
bearer, like Fatmieh. This haud, naked, supple, dimpled, henna-tipped,
may have been offered for nothing once ; there are wanted for it four
piastres now, rings and all. A dear little hand !”

~

I bought a lot of brass jewellery and bracelets from the ears
and arms of the village girls, and my friend Read bought a
nose jewel from a not very comely fellah woman, which, after
washing very carefully, he placed among his archives.

The amount of noise made by the Arabs over landing a mail-
bag, or selling some “anteekas,” is astonishing. Mr. Warner
states that he thought that the French Revolution was being re-
enacted, but found that they were only selling some milk.
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A recent traveller has described the feeling which steals upon
the Nile voyager, when he turns an angle of the river and sees
before him the plain of ancient Thebes—Thebes the magnificent
—the « populous No” of the prophet Nahum—the great city of
which Homer wrote as

“ Royal Thebes,
Egyptian treasure-house of countless wealth,
Wiio boasts her hundred gates through each of which,
With horse and car, two hundred warriors march.”

All that is left of her lies here, here on the wreck-strewn plain.

«The palmy days of Thebes were over before the first stone of
Rome was laid, before Athens was a town, or Carthage rose to
eminence. Nahum thus refers to it: ¢ Art thou better thon popu-
lous No, that was situated on the rivers, that had the waters round
about-her?’ Three thousand five hundred years have elapsed
since Thebes became the capital of Egypt. -Carthage, Athens,
Rome are modern beside it, yet their ruins are insignificant in
extent. Those of Thebes are vast in number and stupendous in
size.”

The picture on page 214 gives an imperfect impression of the
tremendous columns of the great hall at Karnak, thirty-four feet
in circumference and sixty-two feet high, covered with hiero-
glyphic inscriptions and incised figure-pieccs. At the end of the
vista is shown one of those cliff-like columns which was shattered
by an earthquake B.C. 27, and which still leans like a fallen
colossus against the adjoining wall. At the upper part of the
picture is shown the remains of the clere-story which admitted
light to the great hall. I clambered to the top of these columns,
and wandered over the tremendous lintels, wondering by what
strange power these masses of stone, forty feet in length, had been
raised so high in air.

One is perpetually filled with amazement as to how these
giganvic masses of stone were brought from the distant quarries
of Nubia. The great statue of Rameses II, for instance, must
have weighed over 1,000 tons—1,200, it is alleged—but it was
brought over one hundred miles from the quarry of Assouan.

It is very remarkable that in the museum of Munich ir
Bavaria, is a statue of the architect of the great temple of Karnak,
Bekenkhonsoo by name, who is described as skilled in art, and
the first prophet of Amen. The inscription continues:

‘I performed the best I could for the people of Amen, as architect of my
lord. I executed the pylon ‘of Rameses II., the friend of Amen, who
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listent: to those who pray to him’ {thus is he named), at the first gate of the
temple of Amen. I pluced obelisks at the same, made of granite. Their
height reached to the vault ¢f hewven. A propylon is before the same in
sight of the city of Thebes, and ponds and gardens, with flourishing trees.
I madc. two great double door: of gold. Their height reaches to heaven.
T caused to be made a double pair of great masts. I set them up in the
splendid court in the sight of lis temple.”

The external and internal walls
of the temples are completely
covered with saered or historic
scenes. One of the most common
of these is that of the conquer-
ing King Rameses the (sr.at, or
Tothmes III, or whoever it may
be—a gigantic figure holding in
one hand, by their long hair, a
“bundle ” of conguered kings,
while he has a tremendous sword
in the other, and is just going
to cut off their heads. Others cx-
hibit battle scenes and territic
confiiets, with chariots and horses
and rootmen in inextricable con-
fusion. In one picture, the richness of the spoil is expressed by
a bag of gold under which an ass is about to fali. I. another,
an insolent soldier plucks the beard of his help-
less captive, an archer strings his bow, and a
sutler suspends a wine-skin on a stake which
he has driven in the ground.

Some of the ancient ruins have been built
over with buildings of baked bricks of the time
of the Romans, and these, so dry is the atmos-
phere, have been preserved, though in a ruinous
condition, ¢~ the present day. One of the most
impressive of the ancient strnctures is the
palace of Rameses lil., at Thebes. In an en-
graved picture the Pharaoh is shown attended
by his daughters, some of whom present him
with flowers, others wave before him fans, and
another engages in a game of draughts or

ANUBIS. checkers—an amusement probably not less

than four thousand years old. All around the

court of the great palace stand colossal Osiride figures with hands
folded upon their breasts, and «staring straight on with a calm,
eternal smile.” In the centre of the great court stand, or lie, the

THE MYTHOLOGICAL TRINITY—
OSIRIS, HORUS, ISIS.
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ruined columus of a Christian church. They have a most paltry
and diminutive lcok among the colossal pillars of the pagan
temple.

The donkey-ride across the sandy plain at Thebes, to the tombs
of the kings, was exceedingly hot; the very air seemed like a
breath from the desert. It was so dry, however, that it was by
no means so enervating as a humid atmosphere at a much lower
temperature. Still hotter was the climb up the steep slopes of
the stony Libyan Hills; but the magnpificent view of the far-
winding Nile, with the fertile plain beneath, and the many groups
of ruined temples in this vast Necropolis, well repaid the fatigue
of the ascent. We took refuge from the intense heat in a grotto,
which formed the entrance to an ancient tomb which had drifted
nearly full of sand. Here we had our lunch and were soon beset
by a lot of chattering Arabs who wanted to sell #anteekas.” I
shut my eyes and pretended to be asleep, but soon perceived one
of them attempting to steal my sun-shade. When detected in
the act there was a great guffaw of laughter from his fellow-
rascals.

In sombre vock chambers, the kings and priests of the land,
lords ot Egypt, from the Great Sea to the bounds of Cush, and
from the Libyan to the Syrian Desert, are solemnly laid to rest.
Palaces, houses, markets and courts are all gone—gone, the last
trace of them. Only the temple and tombs remain, rising here
and there in quiet majesty from the green plain or bordering
sand of the western desert.

«In 1891 a new find of mummies was discovered in the valley
of the kings—over 150 priests and priestesses of the old gods of
Egypt. They were accompanied by many thousands of funeral
images, and a provision of food in the shape of prescrved mutton,
honey, and even wine. For three thousand vears no eye had
gazed upon these painted and varnished coffins, as brilliant in
their colours as when laid away. Men drew them up with cords
as when men laid them down. But how different this world from
that on which they last had looked! The scenc grew even more
weird and strange, when late in the evening they were borne
across the sands of the desert to the river and to the steamboat
which was waiting for them. It seemed a new and solemn
funeral, the funeral of men dead for thirty centuries.”

In this dreary val: of tombs a solitude and desolatior, ex-
ceedingly impressive, reign on every side. Not a blade of grass,
nor a living thing can he scen; nothing but barren and splintered
vocks on the right hand and on the left, reflect the heat like a
reverberating furnzce. It seems to have been one of the chief
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occupations of their lives, of the old Pharaohs and priests, to pre-
pare an elaborate sepulchre for their mummied remains. They
are all excuvated out of the solid rock, and consist of long inclined
passages, with here and there hzlls and small chambers, pene-
trating in some cases eight hundred fect, and with a descent of one
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hundied and eighty feet, into the heart of the mountain. The
long corridor is generally large and lofty, and the walls fre-
quently consist of stone cemented and covered with a smooth
coat of stucco, on which are painted in colours—in many cases
vivid as though applied but yesterday——the scenes from the daily
life and. labours ot four thousand ycars ago. These pictures
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-sometimes represent the sovereign in the presence of various
.divinities, Hathor, Horus, Anubis, Isis, Osiris, who seem to be
receiving him after death, and to whom he offers sacrifice.

One impressive fresco represents the last judgment of the soul
-of the deceased, “a royal scribe,” previous to Lis admission to the
presence of Osiris. Wailing processions of women, sacred offerings
and a funeral pageant occupy the first section. In another, guests
are seated at a banquet, attended by servants who anoint their
heads with sweet-scented ointment and present to them lotos
flowers, while women dance to the sound of the Egyptian guitar
in their presence. The souls of the deceased are shown as being
weighed in the balance in the presence of the god, the good being
translated to the regions of the blessed and the bad returning in
the form of a pig to the earth.

In one chamber of the tomb of Rameses III, we have a series
-of kitehen scenes, or, as our dragoman expressed it, «this is the
kitchenal whcere they make the eatings by the king.” The word
«by,” in his vocabulary, was made to serve for almost all the
prepositions in the English language. Some of the servants are
shown slaughtering oxen, cutting up the joints, putting them in
-caldrons, pounding food in a mortar, kneading bread and cakes,
and even sprinkling them with small, black seeds which are still
used in Egypt. Others cook meat and pastry and Ientils; others
draw off, by means of syphons, liquids from vases before them.
Geese, quails, bawks, fish, grapes, pomegranates and ather objects
are represented with such aceuracy that the species has been de-
termined. Another chamber contains arms, spears, daggers,
.quivers, bows, arrows, helmets, coats-of-mail and standards. Stili
others exhibit chairs, couches, draperies, sofas, vases, copper uten-
sils, leopard skins, printed stuffs, baskets of grapes in graceful-
shaped ewers and vases, all in admirable taste.

Other pictures show boats furnished with fourteenJoars, and
large enough to take on board a chariot and’pair of horses, some-
times with sail and cabin, and having masts and’yards like the
Nile boats of to-day. Many of the varied scenes depicted are so
life-like and modern that a Cumberland squire and famous
wrestler, whose attention was riveted by a series of wall-paintings,
representing athletic sperts, being asked if theyZwere like the
truth, exclaimed, “There isn’t a grip or throw that I haven't
used; and I defy the best wrestler in the north of Xngland to do it
better.”

Peasants are shown sowing, ploughing, reaping, winnowing,
measuring and housing the grain, and a group of oxen are seen
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treading out the cars, with hieroglyphic lines whieh have been
translated as follows:

S
3

**Hie along, oxen ! tread the grain faster ;
The straw for yourselves, the corn for your master.”

In one fresco a drove of pigs is introduced, followed by a man
with a knotted whip. They seem to be treading the grain into

TEMPLE A1 EDFOL,

THE
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the soil after an inundation. In another fresco are seen figures
of apes, leopards, a giraffe, ostrich feashers, eggs, ivory, ebony,
skins, and the 'ike. Another {resco represents a great procession
of Ethiopians and Asiatic chiefs bearing tribute to Tothmes III.
Some of these are black in colour, some are red, others are a
northern tribe, in long, white garments. All are bringing
treasures of gold. silver, skins, bags of precious stones, etc. In
another, the operations of cabinet-makers, carpenters, rope-makers
and sculptors are shown. In some cases, the workman is forcing
a charcoal fire with a pair of bellows, and is fastening a piece of
wood together with glue, showing an acquaintance with skilled
carpentry at a very early date. Another is a spirited represen-
tation of the chase, in which various animals of the desert are
well designed. The fox, antelope, hare, gazelle, ostrich, wild-ox,
ibex and hyena fly before the hounds. Impressive frescos also
show the sacred boat crossing the river of the dead.

When the mummy of &« Pharaoh had been placed in the deepest
recesses of these tombs, the opening was sealed up and blocked
with masonry, and the surrounding rock levelled so as to leave
no trace of the tomb, all the labour and cost of excavating and
decoréting these vast chambers being for the benefit solely of the
dead man when he should come to life again. Notwithstanding
these precaution, these tombs had all been rifled of their contents
over two thousand years ago, and some of them well-nigh three
thousand years ago.

While the brilliant Egyptian sunlight penetrates to some extent
to the outer chambers and corridors of these tombs, their inner
recesses can be explored only by the aid of tapers or magnesium
wire. The entrance is generally made with ease, but in some
cases we had to scramble down narrow, winding passages like the
shaft and adit of a mine.

Dr. Manning thus describes a visit to one of these tombs:

*“ We enter a long, tunnel-like passage, growing more and more intensely
dark at every step. Our dim tapers show walls and chambers of imagery,
together with gigantic pictures. It is the progress of the soul through the
underworld that we are witnessing in these pictures which line the dimly-
lighted walls. ‘Even the gods themselves,’ says Mariette, ‘assume strange
forms. Long serpents glide hither and thither or stand erect on the walls.
Well might the visitor feel a strange feeling of horror come over him did
he not realize that, under all these strange representations, lies a dim appre-
hension of a life beyond the grave. These gigantic serpents are the
guardians of the gates, of heaven. The hicroglyphic texts are hymns of
praise to the divinity. As we pass from rocky chamber to chamber, we
follow the progress of the soul before the tribunals of the gods, till it attains
its final admission into that lifc which a second death shall never reach.’
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The rocks are honey-combed with sepulchres which run far into the

mountain sides.  Here the Theban Pharaohs *lie in glory, every one in his
glory, Y

own house’ (Isaiah xiv, 18). Near them are «queens, priests, and nobles,

il
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GROTTOES OF SILSILIS.

interred with a splendour not inferior to that of the Pharaohs. One of
these halls is 862 feet in length, the area of excavation occupying an acre

and a quarter of ground.
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““Then we saw him—-a pictureof eagy joy—in the midst of the family
circle.  We saw him at the feast : guests were at his dwelling; he welcomed
them to the merry banquet ; slaves crowned them with garlands of flowers;
the wine cup passed around. Then there were harpers and musicians and
players on the double pipes. Girls in long wavy bair and light clinging
garments were dancing. But to all things there comes an end. We saw
here also the day (how far back in the depth of time !) when those pleasant
feasts were all over—the lilies dead, the music hushed, the last of this
man'’s harvest stored, the last trip enjoyed by boat or chariot. Here he
was lying under the hands of the embalmers. And next we saw him in
mummy form on the bier, in the consecrated boat which was to carry him
over the dark river and land him at the gates of the heavenly abode, where
the Genii of the dead and Osiris were awaiting him to try his deeds, and
pronounce his sentence for eternal good or ill.” ¥

There is evidence that the Egyptians of four thousand vears
ago were not atheists or agnostics, that they distinctly recognized
the facts of a judgment to come, the immortality of the soul, and
the resurrection of the body.

¢ In one chapter of the books of the dead we see a picture. the spirit
hovering over the corpse in the form of a hawk, with human head and
hands, and grasping the symbol of life and stability. The spirit encounters
innumerable perils from the monsters which lie in wait, to avenge upon it
any crimes of which it has been guilty during life. Then it enters the
judgment hall of Osiris. Here are seen the forty-two judges of the dead.
Some are human, others have the heads of the crocodile, hawk, lion, ape,
ete. Before them kneels the dead man repeating the confession: ‘T have
defrauded no man : I have not prevaricated at the seat of justice: I have
not detiled my conscience : T have not made men to weep: I have not
committed forgery : I have not falsified weights or measures: I have not
pierced the banks of the Nile, nor separated for myself a channel of its
waters : 1 have not been gluttonous : I have not been drunken : I have not
let envy gnaw my heart: I have given food to the bungry, drink to the
thirsty, clothes to the naked.’

*“The heart is placed in one scale of the balance of justice, the symbols
of truth and justice in another. Horus, the hawk-headed son of Osiris,
and Anubus wsatches the scale in which the neart is placed and closely
observes the index of the balance. Osiris, the supreme judge ¢f the fearful
assize, seated on a shrine, holds a whip and a crodk-headed sceptre, sym-
holizing justice and law. The sentence pronounced was full of joy to the
good, and of woe to the wicked. The righteous who were able to pass
the ordeal were admitted to the habltatumf: of blessedness, where they
rested from there labours.  They also bathed in the pure river of life which -
flowed past their habitations. Over them is inscribed : ¢ They have found
favour in the eyes of the great God, they inhabit the mansions of glory,
where they enjoy the life of heaven ; the bodies which they have abandoned
shall repose in their tombs while they rejoice in the presence of the supreme

(tod.” The doctrine of a future state, of rewards and punishments, was

* Leisure Hour, May, 1867.
16
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fully developed at the time when Moses ¢ was learned in all the wisdom of
the Egyptians.” 1t must have been known to him. Was it a distorted
tradition of some primaval revelation made to man; or, was it but a part
of that illumination which * enlighteneth every man that cometh into the
waorld 7’7 ¥

The worship of the ICgyptians
brought small ecomfort or consolation
to the great mass of the people. These
esoteric doctrines were concealed by
the priests bencath myth and symbol,
their sacred rites were hidden in the
secret chambers of their gods, from
which all but the favoured few were
shut out. In all their temples, from
the glowing light of day one enters a
dim crypt, with successive chambers
smaller and darker, where, In the in-
most shrine, the holy of holies, the
mysteries of the deity are concealed.

One of these structures is well
shown in cut on page 220, an illus-
tration of the temple of Esneh, which
we visited ai dead of night. It has PAPYRUS COLUMNS.
been completely buried by the drift-
ing sands, and only the upper part of its external columns have
been excavated in modern times. We must go down a long
flight of steps to the noble hall, shown in our engraving. The
sculptures are still as sharp and the colours as bright as in the
days when they were hewn and painted in a century so long ago.
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I have already spoken of our visit to Edfou, about thirty miles
above Esneb, and therefore will but briefly rcfer to the subject.
For miles before we reach it, its mighty pylon may be seen rising
like a cliff above the level sands, and it is but a short donkey-
ride to the temple. It is the most perfectly preserved ancient

* Abridged from Dr. Manning’s *‘ Land of the Pharaohs.”
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structure in Egypt, the pylon being complete, all but its upper
cornice. Strangely impressive is the huge figure of the con-
quering Pharaoh, with lifted hand triumphing over his enemy,
which for long centuries has frowned from its grim fagade. Till
recently the whole structure, cxcept the pylon, was hidden beneath
the Arab village which was built over it. It is of much later
date than those of Karnak and Thebes, belonging to the period
of the Ptolemies. We descended a stone stairway, passed through
the huge gate, shown in our cut, and entered the open hall of
columns whose very pavement is admirably preserved. The
inner court, with its clustering shafts to the left of the picture, is
in structure akin to that of the temple at Esneh. We climbed
stone steps to the summit of the pylon and losked down upon the
squalid, mud-built, Arab village at our feet, and over the fertile
fields of beans and barley traced the far-wandering Nile and
the distant Libyan hills.

EGYPTIAN SCULPTORS AT WORK.

A loud outery was heard in the village, and soon a tumultuous
procession of women, weeping and wailing, passed through its
narrow streets. It was a repetition of that ancient tragedy,
older than the pyramids, old as humanity, yet even new, the
solemn mystery of death.

The exclusion of the people from the rites of worship is shown
by the high wall which completely surrounds the temple, leav-
ing a narrow corridor all round. Both sides of this is covered
with sculptures, exhibiting the gods, not in the grim austerity
of the earlier temples but as engaged in hunting and games.

*“One corridor,” says Dr. Manning, *‘is mainly devoted to harpooning
the hippopotamus, and, with the irresistible tendency of the Egyptians to
caricature, many of the incidents are very droll. In severs! cases the
clumsy harpooner has struck his weapon into one of the atteriants. instead
of the animal at which it was aimed. Doubtless there was & mythological
meaning in the sculptures—the hippopotamus being a symbol o” Typhon,
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the evil principle. But the realism and the fun of the scene are strangely
out of keeping with the conventional and reverential tone of earlier art.”
‘¢ At Dendereh and Esneh,” says Mr. Weymouth, ‘‘ the visitor, standing
in the depths of the portico,. feels himself oppressed by the weight of stone
about him, by the denseness of the shadows, by the unwinking stare of the
grim figures about him—likenesses of Hathor. The numberless figures,
and carving, and hieroglyphics, pressing on one another in unceasing pro-
cession, Jeave not one pillar, or wail, or roof undecked. The eye grows.
weary gazing down the vista of stone pillars only to light on stone walls,
showing everywhere, even on the ceiling bigh overhead, carved in the stone
the triads of divinities and the sacrificing king. On the walls of the inner
sanctuary is depicted the sacred boat, carried in procession by priests clad
in leper skins. It is impossible not to recall the ark of the Israelites
which was kept in the holy of holies and carried in procession by priests.”

The exterior walls of the temple lean slightly inward, as the
walls of old Egyptian buildings ger.erally do, and this gives then
an air of prodigious strength and solidity.

The grottoes of Silsilis dre the remains of the great quarry
from which the stone for these struetures of Thebes was hewn.
They are of great extent and are thus deseribed by Eliot
Warburton :

““Hollowed out of the rocks are squarss as large as that of St. James,
streets as large as Pall Mall, and lanes and alleys without number; in short,
you have all the negative features of a town, if I may so speak, ie., if a
town be considered as a cameo, these quarries are a vast intaglio. The tool
marks of the masons are still distinctly visible. As at the quarries of
Assouan, wooden wedges were inserted into the rock and then moistened
with water, which caused the wedges to swell and thus detached the mass
of stone required. Remembering the stir and bustle of which these
quarries were once the scene, their present solitude and silence are most
impressive. Facing the river are a number of small grottoes or chapels,
apparently for the use of quarrymen, and these, with the buttresses of
stone carved into the form of columns, have a very picturesque appearance,
giving the impression of a vast city hewn out of the living rock.”

The special characteristic of Egyptian architecture is the stous,
massive columns by which the heavy roof is supported. The
earlier columns seem to have been made to imitate the clustered
stalks of the papyrus plant, as if surrounded near the top with a
band, someiimes decorated with bright figures in pigments, as are
also the other ornamental features. Frequently palm leaves were
introduced with fine decorative effect, as at Dendereh and Esnel,
on page 220. In some of the columns of the latest date, sculptured
heads were introduced, as at Phile, generally that of the mild-
faced Hathor, or Isis, the moon goddess; above these are placed
niniature fagades. In some structures calyx capitals were intro-
duced, as in a, b, ¢, on page 226. In the Osiride pillars, the
tigure” of the god, with crook and scourge in his hand, stands
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quite detached from the column, as represented in process of
erection in cut on page 227. This cut illustrates also the method
whereby the ancient Kgvptian sculptors carved the huge:figures
of their sphinxes and colossi.

EGYPTIAN SINGERS IN TEMP1E.

The picture on this page is designed to reproduce a scene in
that strange temple worship. Above are scen the grave, austere
faces of the carven gods and the painted figures of the frieze. In
the foreground is an erect priestess, chanting her song in honour of
the ceity, while a choir of musicians play the double-mouthed
flute and harp. On the ground lies the clanging sistrum.
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NARRATIVE OF THE PEARY EXPEDITION.*

IN THE CROW'S NEST.

IT is a strange and striking coincidence that the year which
marks the fourth centenary of the discovery of America by
Columbus should also yield up the secret of the northernmost
boundary of Greenland. In the early history of American dis-
covery, Greenland and Massachusetts are closely linked. The
former was made known by the Norse sailor Red Eric, while

the latter was first visited—nearly nine hundred years ago—by

his son, Lief the Lucky. Since thatdate, however, the histories of
the two eontinents have pucsued widely different courses.

While America has been settled with a teeming ecivilization,
Greenland has resisted the blandishments of the hardiest explorer.
Its interior, covered by an eternal ice-cap, is still almost entirely
unknown, while a few months ago its coast line could not be indi-
cated without a very considerable break. Toilsome voyagesrang-
ing over centuries had gradually disclosed the thousand creeks and
bays, capes and islands of the southern and western coast, until,
in 1884, the highest northern point was reached by the Greely
expedition at Lockwood Island, under the eighty-third parallel.
The eastern coast, protected by the dangerous masses of floe ice

* We have pleasure in abn lging from The Graphic, London, and from
Seribner's Magazine, an account of the intensely interesting Peary expedi-
tion to Greenland.—Eb.
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drifting down on the polar current, offered greater difficulties to
the explorer, and no more northerly point on that side had been
recorded than under the seventy-ninth parallel, and that observa-
tion dates back over two hundred years. The great Greenland
secret rested between these two points. Did they indicate the
extremit.s of a vertical coast line, or did the land project stiil
further north into the mysterious Arctic Ocean? Petermann
had hazarded the theory that the continent extended right across
the pole, but the observations of the officers of the Nares and
Greely expeditions tended to show that this hypothesis was ex-
ceedingly improbable. To ascertain which of these tbeories was
correct was the problem which Lieutenant Peary set himself to
solve. In either case success meant an imiportant addition to
geographical knowledge. Either
the littoral limits of Greenland
would be ascertained or the pole
itself would at length be reached.

How wus it to be done? After
the trials and hardships of the
Greely expedition, another sea
journey was not to be thought of,
Lieutenant Peary resolved to try 777
the land route. In 1870 and 1883, 777,
Nordenskiold had made highly
encouraging excursions on the
inland ice, and in 1886 Mr. Peary
himself had penetrated the ghostly
silence of the interior to a distance
of a hundred miles fiom the coast.
This expedition, which he modest- LIEUTENANT PEARY.
ly spoke of at the time as a recon-
naissance, was really onc of the most noteworthy that has been
recorded in connection with the exploration of Greenland. It
proved that ivside the margin of broken and fissure ice, which
had formerly deterred all landward explorers, there was an ex-
tensive tract of smooth and level snow, rising gently toward the
interior.

This discovery encouraged Nansen to undertake his famous
Journey across Southern Greenland in 1889, an enterprise which
fully confirmed Peary’s previous observations. It was evident
that, if anything was to be done, it could only be by land. It istrue
that Nansen had declared that «all expeditions from the west side
were practically certain never' to get across,” but this assertion
had not been supported by any adequate reasoning. If travelling
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on the'inland ice was practicable, why should it not be just as
easy from yest to east as from east to west? Having thought
out the whole scheme, Lieutenant Peary submitted it to the Phila-
delphia Academy of Science, and was successful in enlisting their
support for his enterprise. Preparations were at once made for
the organization of an cxpedition. A steamer, named the Kite,
one of the Newfoundland sealing fleet, commanded by Captain
Pike, an experienced ice navigator, was chartered, and on June
6th. 1891, the party set out. Lieutenant Peary was accompanied
by his wife, a young and accomplished lady, to whom he had
only recently been married. Mrs. Peary had resolved to share
the hardships and dangers of the undertaking with her husband,
and she now enjoys the honour of being the first lady who has

: taken part in a polar expedi-
tion, if not the first white
woman who has set eyes on
the Arctic latitudes in which
her husband established his
base of operations.

The point selected for land-
ing on the Greenland coast
was McCormick Bay, a little
north of Whale Sound. This
place is 77-43 deg. N. lat,, and
about a hundred miles south
of the great Humboldt Glacier
discovered by Kane. Before
it was reached, however, the
leader of the expedition met

MRS, PEARY. with a serious accident. While

standing at the back of the

wheelhouse, a large cake of ice struck the middle of the vessel
with great force, whirled over the iron tiller, and jammed Mr.
Peary’s leg between it and the wheelhouse, breaking the bones
about six inches above the ankle. This accident threatened to
bring operations to an abrupt close, but Lieutenant Peary re-
solved to persevere, and, as soon as a tent was erected, he was
carried on shore and laid on a bed, whence he directed the work.

The Kite left McCormick Bay on July 30th, not intending to
return, Mr. ‘Peary’s plan having then been to reach home after his
return from the north by making for one of the Danish settle-
ments south of Melville Bay, and thence embarking in a whaling
or trading vessel. From this hazardous part of the enterprise he
was saved, as we shall presently see, by the dispatch of a relief
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expedition in the Kife, which landed the whole party at St. John's,
Newfoundland.

The first care of the party was to erect a wooden house for
winter quarters. This was soon completed, and was inclosed by
a stone and turf wall to protect it against the wind and frost.
“Red Cliff " was the name given to this rorthern suburban villa.
As soon as Mr. Peary was able to walk about on crutches, a boat
party was sent to Northumberland Islands to visit the natives.
At the end of a week it returned with » supply of birds, an
Eskimo hunter with his family and teat, and a Xaruk dog sledge.
Later on more natives and dog sledges arrived and settled round
“Red Cliff.” Mrs. Peary says of these new acquaintances:

*“ They were bright, merry, willing creawres, anxious to please. They
enjoyed our coffee and biscuit, but cared littie for sweets. The women
were especially interesting to me, and many hours were spent in watching
them at their work.”

The time of waiting does not seem to have hung heavily on the
hands of the party. Mrs. Peary, indeed, gives quite a bright
account of her adventures at this period :

‘“The winter, although we had a hundred days of darkness, with tem-
perature ranging from 30 to 50 degrees below zero, passed pleasantly.
Every day we took long walks on snow-shoes, and often 1 indulged in a
sledge ride, drawn by one Newfoundland and one Eskimo dog, and yet
cannot boast of a single frost-bite. Then began our series of beat trips, all
of which were enjoyed. W saw the first herd of deer on September 4th,
and got three at the head of McCormick Bay, where we went to start the
party to place a depbt on Humwboldt Glacier. This party, consisting of
Astrup, Gibson, and Verhoefl, were baffled by storms, and returned in four
days. Astrup and Gibson started again on September 22nd, and made
about thirty miles, but were forced back on account of deep, soft snow.
During one of our hunting trips we had a narrow escape from drowning,
by having our boat crushed by a herd of angry walruses, many of them
wounded by us; but we killed seven, and escaped without a scratch.”

In the middle of April, daylight was pretty constant, and Mr.
Peary took his wife on a tour of Whale.Sound and Inglefield
Gulf, prior to leaving for the main journey. They travelied on
a sledge drawn by thirteen Eskimo dogs, having with them a
native driver. They slept on the snow without any shelter, after
pulling themselves into deerskin bags fastened lightly round
the neck. They often made forty miles in a single march. Mrs.
Peary says: «It was a fine sight to see these thirteen beauties,
with heads up and tails waving over their backs, dashing over
the ice.” They travelled, in all, 250 miles in seven days, and
once spent 4 night in one of the snow igloos of the natives. On
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this trip Mr. Peary discovered and named twelve large glaciers
along the shores of the gulf; also Mounts Daly, Putnam, and
Adams, and the sculptured cliffs of Karnack.

On May 3rd, Mr. Peary, accompanied by Mr. Astrup, took leave
of his devoted and heroic wife whom he left in care of a small
but faithful body-guard, and started for his long journcy north-
ward. They were attended by their friends as far as Humbolds
Glacier, but from that point they proceeded alone, except that they
were accompanied by fourteen dogs drawing a sledge contain-
ing their provisions. The journey seems to have been strangely
uncventful. The route originally laid out by Lieutenant Peary,
passing the Humboldt Glacier and Petermann’s Peak, and Sherard
Osborne and Edward (ilaciers, was adhered to as closely as cir-
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THE BARKENTINE WHALER ‘“‘KITE"” WHICH CARRIED THE
PEARY EXPEDITION.,

cumstances would permit. Ior about a fortnight they were har-
assed by storms and fog, and had to proceed cautiously for fear
of crevasses and ice slopes; but after this they experienced no
diticulty. During their traverse of nearly three months over
this most inhospitable region of the earth, no mishap of any kind
occurred to them  With pemmican, pea-soup, beans, and biscuit
as their sole provisions, and with no tent to harbour them from
the wind, they knew not an hour of illness or even dulness.
Most of the journey was made over an unbroken expanse of
ice and snow, which, rising in gentle sweeps and undulations,
attained an elevation of 7,000 or 8000 feet. From fifteen to
twenty miles were traversed daily, and an average of nearly
thirty miles during the last ten days of the journey.
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The first indication of a successful issue to the expedition
appeared on June 26th, when, under the eighty-second paraliel,
the land limit whieh hitherto they had been keeping in view in
the north-west suddenly confronted them to the north and north-
east. Proceeding still farther, they found the limit edging
gradually eastward until it deflected decidedly to the south-east.
The problem was evidently solved at last, and the northern limits
of Greenland determined. For four days the travellers marched
toward the south-east—in the direction of that break in the coast
line which all maps of the country have hitherto indicated as
one of the insoluble mysteries of geography—and then, seeing an
opening in the mountains, they made direct for it. Three days’
further travel overland and they cawe upon the object of their
search—the sea. A great bay opening east and unorth-east in
latitude 81 deg. 37 min,, and longitude 34 deg., displayed itself to
their ‘gratified eyes. The date was July 4th, and in honour of
the national festival of his country, Mr. Peary named his greast
discovery Independence Bay. He then turned his steps homeward.

Meanwhile the Kife had been berthed at St. John'’s, and the
Philadclphia Academy of Science had been considering very
seriously whether the explorer should be allowed to return home
—if he was ever destined to return—by the dangerous route
upon which he had resolved. They determined that it should
not be, and the Kife was once more chartered to proceed to
MecCormick Bay. to take up the travellers, and bring them home.
The relief expedition was headed by Professor Angelo Heilprin,
a capable scientist who had accompanied Peary on his previous
expedition. The remainder of the story must be told in Mrs.
Peary’s words:

*¢ Although the angakoks of the tribe had told me that they had been
informed during their seance that Peary would never return, at five o'clock
on the morning of July 24th I heard a peculiar noise outside of my tent,
and on calling out in Eskimo, ¢ Who is there?’ was answered that a ship
had come, and a black head was thrust into the tent and a bundle of letters
handed me.

¢“The Kite had come, and my mail had been"sent me. The following
day I was visited by Professor Heilprin, and on the « v following I re-
turned to Red Cliff. On August 4th, I again went to the L. d of the bay,
this time on the Kite, and on August 5th Professor Heilprin and a party
left to make a reconnaissance of the inland ice.”

We give here the graphic account by Professor .Angelo Heilprin,
leader of the expedition for the relief of Lieutenant Peary, from
the January number of Scribner’'s Magazine :

‘¢ Anticipating a probable return of Mr. Peary toward the close of the
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first week in August, the Kite, with Mrs. Peary and Matthew Henson
added to my party, steamed on the 4th to the head of the bay, and there
dropped anchor.  On the following day a reconnuissance of the inland ice,
with a view of locating signal posts to the returning explorers, was made
by the members of the expedition. A tedious march over boggy and
bowldery talus biought us to the base of the cliffs, at an elevation of 350 to
400 feet, where the true ascent was to begin. The line of march is up a
precipitous water-channel, everywhere encompassed by bowlders, on which,
despite its steepness, progress is rapid. At an elevation slightly exceeding
1,800 feet we reach the first tongue of the ice. The ice-cap swells up
higher and higher in gentle rolls ahead of us, and with every advance to a
colder zone it would seem that the walking, or rather wading, becomes
more and more difficult.  The hard crust of winter had completely dis-
appeared, and not even the comparatively cool sun of midnight was

INTERIOR OF MR. AND MRS. PEARY'S ROOM AT
REDCLIFF HOUSE.

sufficient to bring about a degree of compactness adequate to sustain the
weight of the human body. At times almost every step buried the
members of the party up to the kuee or waist, and occasionally even a
plunge to the armpits was indulged in by the less fortunate, to whom
perhaps a superfluity of avoirdupois was now for the firdt time brought
home as a lesson of regret. We have attained an elevation of 2,200 feet ;
at 4 p.m. the barometer registers 2,800 feet. The landscape of McCormick
Bay has faded entirely out of sight ; ahead of us is the grand and melan-
choly snow waste of the interior of Greenland. No grander representation
of nature’s quiet mood could be had than this picture of the endless sea of
ice—a picture of lonely desolation not matched in any other part of the
earth’s surface. A series of gentle rises carries the eye far into the interior,
until in the dim distance, possibly three-quarters of a mile or a full mile
above sea-level, it no longer distinguishes between the chalky sky and the



Narrative of the Peary Expedition. 987

gray-white mantle which locks in with it. No lofty mountain-peak rises
out of the general surface, and but few deep valleys or gorges bight into it ;
but roll follows roll in gentle sequence, and in such a way as to annihilate
all conceptions of space and distance. This is the aspect of the great ‘ice-
blink.” It is not the picture of s wild and tempestuous nature, forbidding
in all its details, but of a peaceful and long-continued slumber.

‘¢ At5.45 p.m., when we took a first luncheon. the thermometer registered
42> F.; the atmosphere was quiet and clear as a bell. Shortly after nine
o'clock we had reached an elevation of 3,300 feet, and there, at a distance
of about eight miles from the border of the ice-cap, we planted our first
staff—a lash of two poles, rising about twelve feet and surmounted by
cross-pieces and a red handkerchief.

A position for a second staff was selected on an ice-dome about two
and a half miles from the pres~ut one, probabls  “ew hundred feet higher,
and commanding a seemingly uninterrupted vi. . to all points of the com-
pass. Mr. Bryant, in command of an advanced section, was entrusted
with the placing of the second staff, while the remaining members of the
party were to effect a slow retreat, and await on dry ground the return of
the entire expedition. Scarcely had the separation been arranged before a
shout burst upon the approaching midnight hour which made everybody’s
heart throb to its fullest. Far off to the north-eastward, over precisely
the spot that had been selected for the placing of the second staff, Entrikin’s
clear vision had detected a black speck that was foreign to the Greenland
ice. There was no need to conjecture what it meant: ‘It is a man; it is
moving,” broke out simultaneously from several lips, and it was immedi-
ately realized that the explorers of whom we were in quest were returning
victoriously homeward. An instant lAter a second speck joined the first,
and then a long black object, easily resolved by my field-glass into a sledge
with dogs in harness, completed the strange vision of life upon the Green-
land ice. Cheers and hurrahs followed in rapid succession—the first that
had ever been given in a solitude whose silence, before that memorable
summer, had never been broken by the voice of man.

‘* Like a veritable giant, clad in a suit of deer and dog skin, and gracefully
soised on Canadian snow-shoes, the conqueror from the far north plunged
down the mountain slope. Behind him followed his faithful companion,
young Astrup, barely more than a lad. yet a tower of strength and endur-
ance ; he was true to the traditions of his race and of his earlier conquests
in the use of the Norwegian snow-skate or ‘ski.” With him were the
five surviving Fskimo dogs, seemingly as healthy and powerful as on the
day of their departure. -

“In less than an hour after Lieutenant Peary was first sighted, and
still before the passage of the midnight hour of that memorable August
5th, culminated that incident on the inland ice which was the event
of a lifetime. Words cannot describe the sensations of the moment
which bore the joy of the first salutation. Mr. Peary extended a warm
welcome to each member of my party, and received in return hearty con-
gratulations upon the successful termination of his journey. Neither of
the travellers looked the worse for their three months’ toil in the interior,
and both, with characteristic modesty, disclaimed having overcome more
than ordinary hardships. Fatigue seemed to be entirely out of the ques



PR EI

238 The Methodist Magazine.

tion, and both Mr. Peary and Mr. Astrup bore the appearance of being
as fresh and vigorous as though they had but just entered upon their
great journey.

‘“ After a brief recital of personal experiences, and the interchange of
American and Greenland news, the members of the combined expedition
turned seaward, and thus terminated a most dramatic incident. A more
direct mecting than this one on the bleak wilderness on Greenland’s ice-cap
could not have been had, even with all the possibilities of pre-arrangement.

*On the following day,” says Prof. Heilprin, ““in the wake of a storm
which grounded the good rescue ship and for a time threatened more
serious complications, the Kite triumphantly steamed down to the Peary
winter quarters at the Red Clift House.”

The following ave Mrs. Peary’s simple but touching words re-
garding the return of her husband: .

““ At 3 o'clock on the morning of August 6th, while lying in my bunk, 1
heard shouts from the returning party, and in a few minutes a quick, firm
step on the deck, which I recognpized as my husband’s. The next instant he
was before me. I then felt God hud, indeed, been good tc me. Good
news from home, and Mr. Peary returned in health and safety after an
absence of ninety-three days, during which time he had travelled over
thirteen hundred miles over this inland ice. So far everything had goue
just as we had hoped.”

One sad disaster clouded the triumphant close of this epoch-
making enterprise. While the party were gayly packing their
belongings previously to embarking on board the Kife, Mr.
Verhoeff, the geologist of the expedition, who had taken care of
«Red Cliff” and its precious inmate during the absence of Lieut.
Peary and Mr. Astrup, went on a two days’ scientific trip to a
neighbouring settlement. He never returned. Search parties
were sent in every direction, but no trace of him could be found.
His footsteps were followed to the edge of a dangerous glacier,
and a number of his specimens were discovered, but nothing
more. There seems littlc doubt that he must have fallen into
one of the deep crevasses on the glacier. He was only twenty-tive
vears old, and was much liked by his colleagues.

« Lieutenant Peary’s long sledge journcy and the return,” swys
a writer in the Northern Christian Advocate, « were accomplished
almost on the schedule time planned by him before he set out
from this country. IHis expedition proved that the north-west
and north-east coast of Greenland come to a point not far from
the spot he reached; it demonstrated the existence in central
Greenland of a vast ice-cap crowning its mountains and filling
its valleys; it yielded a peerless collection of specimens of Arctic
flora and fauna and a rich accumulation of ethnological notes,
and he was enabled to illustrate it by securing over two thousand
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successful photographs, many of which are of the highest eth-
nological valuc.

«Naturally his determination to undertake another expedition
excites great interest throughout the civilized world. He has
obtained the needful leave of absence from the secretary of the
navy. He is seeking a suitable vessel and already is making his
contract for supplies. To secure needful funds he is delivering
lectures in the leading cities of the United States, illustrating
them wish the marvellous collection of photographic views taken
by himself, and has aroused the greatest interest by the charm
of his manner, as well as the thrilling nature of his narrative.”

TOGETHER.

BY ANNIE CLARK.

ThHou camest when, a little child and weak,
I felt the way was hard, and longed for home ;
And sobbing out the Name I scarce could speak,
T heard Thee through the lifting shadows come.

And from that day, though often I forgot
To clasp the hand so very near my own,
Thy strong protecting love has failed me not,

And I have never had to waik alone.

Thou dwellest with me now, O Christ, O mine,
My weakness loves to lean upon Thy might ;

We walk together, with my hand in Thine,
And all the darkness trembles into light.

Joy is twice joy, and grief and loss are gain,
As I am lead to trust Thy saving grace,

And often, lifting eyes of weary pain,
Looking for sorrow, I behold Thy face.

Abide Thou with me when the shadews deep
Fall softly, swiftly on the dying day ;

So when the night is come, Thy luve shall keep
Each shrinking pang, all dread of death away.

Cradled upon Thy breast, I shall not fear:

Nearer than death Thou art, when death shall come ;
Thy voice the last to fall upon my ear,

Thy smile the first to bid me welcome home!

Vicroria, B.C.
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SAMUEL CROWTHER.
FROM SLAVE-BOY T0O BISHOP.®

BY MRS. H. L. PLATT.
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THE LATE BISHOP CROWTHER.

SEVERAL years ago the following incident was recorded in
the Missionary Outlook :

“The captain of a steamer on the lower Niger told Mr. Roe, of Lagos, that
in every trip he has taken during the past two years, his boat has been boarded
by the natives at Aghberi to ask, ¢ Is the man who talks about God on board?
When i¢ he coming? If he will come and teach us to know the white man’s
book, then we build him house and school, and give him chop plenty.” Mr. Roe,
for want of helpers, could neither go nor send.”

It is not easy to forget the picture called up by this touching
incident of that dark, needy people, awakened to a sense of their
need, reaching out for the light, and reaching in vain. How they
had heard of «the white man’s book ” was a mystery, but, as this
sketeh will show, it was probably through Samuel Crowther. To
thoroughly enjoy this biography one must remember, not only
that it is strictly true, but also that during the lifetime of the
reader these events have been transpiring. With the chief actor,

* Samunel Crowther, the slave boy, who hecame Bishop of the Niger.
By Jesse Pace.  Illustrated. Loudon: S. W. Partridge & Co. Toronto :
James Rebertson.
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Bishop Crowther, we would pray that they may be the means of
leading others to enter the harvest fleld of Africa, or at least to
support prayerfully and generously, the workers alrecady labouring
there.

Where the Niger enters the sea, not with a broad expanse of
rushing water, but spreading out into a number of outlets, slowly
creeping over stretches of poisonous slime, the deadliest pestilence
reigns. Hence it 1s ealled «the white man’s grave.” In its course
of nearly two thousand miles, the Niger waters some of the most
degraded and unhappy districts of Africa. Between its western
arm and the sea coast lies the country of the Yoruba people,
natives who have suffered more perhaps than any other tribes
from the cruelties and desolations of the slave-trade, They claim
to have descended from Nimrod, and pride themselves on their
remote ancestry. Whether this be founded on fact or not, it is
true that from this dark region and from this lowly beginning,
the career of Bishop Crowther began to unfold.

In 1821 an army of the Mohammedan Foulah tribe, swelled by
a crowd of escaped slaves and man-stealers, ravaged the country.,
Sweeping everything before them, they came to Oshogem, a
flourishing town mustering 3,000 fighting men. All was panic
and despair. The women and children tried to escape, but the
Foulahs pursued and captured them by flinging lassos over
their heads.

The subject of our sketch was at this time twelve and a half
years of age, and he, with other members of the family, was
captured. No account is given us of the home life of Adjai, the
future bishop of the Niger, but there seems to have been a settled
home and strong family affection, for the father died in its
defence, and the separation between Adjai and his mother, which
cccurred at the end of the first mareh, is said to have caused him
great grief.

The usual barbarities of the slave-march are described. The
old and infirm who could not respond to the whips of their
captors were mercilessly killed, or left on-the road to die of
hunger and exposure. In some of the slave-markets five or six
heads were nailed to the trees as a warning to those who did not
willingly submit. Adjai was sold and re-sold a number of times.
He was first bartered for a horse, but his buyer thought him a
bad bargain and compelled his master to take him back. Then
he was sold for rum, and again returned, to be sold a third time
for tobacco, with the same result.

He determined to destroy himself socner than fall into the
hands of the white man, an object as curious and alarming to

17 .
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him as the first appearance of a black man would be to a Euro-
pean boy. IHe was eventually purchased by a Portuguese trader,
and, with a number of other captives, was attached by a padlock
to a long chain, very heavy and distressing to bear. They were
stowed in a slave hut, almost suffocated with the heat, and on the
slightest provocation cruelly beaten with whips. Early one
morning they were placed on board a slaver, packed in fearful
contact in the hold—the living, the dying, and the'decad. Sea-
sickness, hunger, thirst, and the blows of their inhuman masters
made these poor wretches long for the end.

But just at this extremity came God's provided opportunity.
Two English men-of-war caught sight of the slave-ship and gave
chase, and soon: the human cargo was transhipped—the master and
slave-drivers in irons, and the black men looking on with astonish-
ment and fear. The two vessels made for Sierra Leone, where in

A SLAVE (OFFLE.

1787 a colony had been formed as a rescue home for liberated
slaves, under British protection. One of the vessels was wrecked
in a storm, and all on board perished, including one hundred anc
two slaves. The other, with Adjai on board, reached Sierra
Leone in safety.

Six years previously, missionaries had been sent there by the
Church Missionary Society. The climate was deadly, and during
the first twenty years of the mission, fifty-three of the missionaries
or their wives had succumbed to the fever. But as fast as gaps
were made in the army of brave hearts, others came from
England to fill their place, and so by constantly renewing the
helpers, the work was crowned with success.

Little Adjai was placed in charge of the mission schoolmaster
where he made good progress in his studies and became in time
a monitor. There the Word of God was taught him, and he was
delivered from the condemnation of sin. He was bajvized in
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1825, taking the name of Samuel Crowther, a name that has
become familiar to Christians the world over. Here also he
learned the carpenter’s trade, and soon became proficient in the
use of chisel and plane. This ability to work for himself and
others was in after years exceedingly useful.

In 1826 his new friends announced their intention of taking
bim to England, and in due time, wild with joy, he caught the
first glimpse of that wonderful land of which he had heard so
much. During his stay in England he was a pupil in the
parochial school at Islington, and made good use of his time in
making acquaintance with English life and manners.

Meanwhile the Industrial School at Sierra Leone had developed
into a high-class, Christian in-
stitution, and it was proposed
to utilize it as a nursery for
training native teachers. This
became in due time Koulah
Bay College, and the first name
of the half dozen native youths
entered on the roll of students
was that of Samuel Crowther.

The fatality of the climate.
to Europeans gave urgency
to this effort to train native
workers for this field. The
Gold Coast had earned an
awful reputation, and again
and again its fever-stricken
shores became whitened with
the bones of the stranger—a
silent but eloquent witness to
the kind of courage and zeal NATIVE AFRICAN CHIFF.
which the missionary to
Africa requires. Crowther’s progress at college soon secured for
him the position of a teacher, but he determi®zd to labour for the
salvation of his people.

By his side, in those early days at the mission school, a little
girl, taken like himself from a slave-ship, was taught, They grew
up together, ard she also became a Christian and was baptized.
They grew fond of each other, and after a period of courtship,
which is the same old sweet story in Africa as elsewbere, they
were married, and it proved to be a happy union. One of their
children, Rev. Dandeson Crowther, is now archdeacon of bhis
father’s diocese; and two cther sons and three daughters are
spoken of as influential, godly men and women.
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In 1830 Mr. Crowther was appointed to the care of a school at
Regent’s Town, and his wife was associated with him as school-
mistress. Two years later they were promoted to a still more
important work, and' finally he came back to the college as
prineipal. Here for several years he found his sphere, and several
who came under his training were ordained, and afterwards
received Government appointments as chaplains at important
stations on the coast.

His natural aptitude for languages proved a very great ad-
vantage in dealing with chiefs and head men of the districts, and
this marked him out for notice
at a critical moment which was
approaching. In 1841 the Eng-
lish Government set on foot a
proposal to explore the Niger, to
open up a new field of commerce,
and to assist in putting down
the infamous system of slavery.
It was proposed to give those in
charge of the expedition power
in :;he Queen’s name to make
contracts and enter into agree-
ments with the native chiefs; to

ONE OF THE CHIEF'S WIVES, build stations under proper pro-

’ tection, where factories might

be built, and where the people might be taught a better method
of trading than that of selling slaves.

The committee of the Church Missionary Society saw in this
undertaking an opportunity of bringing the blessings of the
gospel to those benighted people, and Samuel Crowther and the
Rev. James Frederick Schon, who had been for ten years a
nissionary at Sierra Leone, were the men chosen to accompany
the expedition. They gladly accepted the commission notwith-
standing its perils. It was a disappointment to both that chey
were not to travel together, one sailing by the Wilberforce, the
other by the Soudan ; one taking the main stream, and the other
a tributary of the Niger.

On the 20th of August, 1841, the vessels got under way, soon
losing sight of the sea, and making their way through the laby-
rinth of creeks surrounded by mangrove, palm, bamboo, and
other trees of beautiful foliage. The villagers, armed with sticks,
ran to the next village, giving the alarm, and these to the next,
the fear of the slave-trader being ever before them. TFurther up
stream the natives were less fearful, coming on board the vessels
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of their own accord, asking for rum, and wishing for nothing
else in exchange for their fruit.

One cannot read an account of these expeditions iuto the heart
of Africa without being convineced that, except in colour, the
African is just what the ISuropean or Canadian would be under
the same sad conditions; just as bright and susceptible, and just
as much in need of the gospel as we. Yet these people offer
human sacrifices to their unknown gods, in the mosi barbarous
manner. One day the missionary found them dragging a poor
girl, tied hand and foot, with her face on the ground, to the river.
As they went along, the crowd was crying, « Wickedness! wick-
edness!” and they believed that the iniquities of the people were
thus atoned for. Sometimes their victims were tied to trees and
left until they were famished. We are horrified by their fetish
worship, but our horror is mingled with pity when we remember
that these are a part of their religion. It is the sense of sin, and
the conviction that some one must suffer for its expiation.

NATIVE WEAPONS.

The natives believed that slaves who were purchased by white
men were killed and eaten, and their bluod used to dye cloth red.
They could not understand how it could be possible that the
missionaries had come with no other object than to tell them what
God had revealed in His Word.

Nothing could exceed the courage displayed by those who
composed the expedition, but a foe barred thejir progress which no
daring could overcome. Soon the illness which spread over the
vessels told too plainly how deadly was the climate. The Mgalla
interpreter fell overboard and was drowned. The apathy of the
natives was apparent, for although canoces containing at least one
hundred persons were within reach, no one stretched out a hand
to save him.

The description of one Sabbath day pictures vividly the awful
condition of the party:

‘¢ Another death on board the Allert, and several persons very ill in each of
our vesvels, Service was held on the quarter-deck of the Wilberforce. Behind
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me the lifeless form of a sailor; before me an audience of as many as can be
gpared from their work. On deck the carpenters making a coffin ; in the fore
castle, seven persons dangerously ill. A few yards from us was the 4lbert, lying
with the usual sign of mourning—a lowered flag. The medical men attached
to the expedition were beginning to suffer, and the surgeon of the Albert was
mortally stricken.”

Fifty-tive were now lying helpless on the decks of the ship,
and from time to time were added to the number of the
dead. At last the captains were laid low, and it was decided
that the Soudan, with its cargo of invalids, must return with all
haste back to the sea. The Wilberforce followed on the home-
ward track. The whole result of the expedition may be written
in one word, failure. Mr.Crowther and Mr. Schon were permitted
to return, and thus ended the first Niger expedition. So great
was the disappointment in England that for twelve years public
opinion would not allow another expedition to follow it.

Although the first expedition had closed so disastrously, it proved
that Samuel Crowther had within him the stuff of which a true
missionary is made. During the ill-fated journey he had shown
to the sufferers the sympathy of a Christian minister. He had
exhibited great wisdom and tact in his treatment of the chiefs of
the various tribes, and whatever success did attend the expedition
was due to the services of the future Bishop of the Niger. It was
also found that while the white people were prostrate with
sickness, he maintained his vigour of mind and body, proving
the necessity of working this dangerous field with native agency.

Mr. Crowther was recalled to England. In June, 1843, he
received the rite of ordination, and as soon as possible was on the
return journey.

In giving the details of Mr. Crowther's capture as a slave, it
was shown how fiercely the Yoruba tribe was being devastated
by the Foulahs. This was simply to supply men for the slave-
market, and to effect this, 300 native towns were ruthlessly
destroyed. Such oppression could not be forever endured. The
Yoruba refugees gathered together into a great fortified town
called Abeokuta, four miles in diameter, with a population of
100,000 souls. Some of the Yoruba slaves, who had been educated
and baptized as Christians at Sierra Leone, returned to Abeokuta,
and they begged that a missionary might be sent them. Mr.
Crowther and another missionary were sent there to establish the
mission. " Great rejoicings followed their arrival, and soon an
incident of extreme pathos occurred. It was the unexpected
meeting of Mr. Crowther with his mother—the mother from whom
he had been torn twenty-five years before. He says:

‘“3he trembled as she held me by the hand, and called me by the familiar
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names which I well remembered, big tears rolling down her emaciated cheeks.
My two sisters, who were captured with us, are both with my mother, who
takes care of them and her grandchililren at a small town not far from here,
called Abaka. Thus, after all search for me had failed, Goed has brought us
together, and turned our sorrow into joy.”

Shortly after, during a tribal war, Abaka was destroyed and
Mr. Crowther’s sisters and their husbands and children sold as
slaves. He ransomed them, and his mother became the first fruits
of the mission at Abeokuta. In three years there were 80
communicants, and 200 candidates for baptism, and many heathen
had ceased worshipping their false gods.

i
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PALACE OF AFRICAN CHIEF.

The English now took possession of Lagos, the principal centre
of the infamous slave-traffic, and changed it into a prosperous
town, with a brisk trade established between it and Liverpool.

In 1854 Mr. Crowther, who accompanied another party of path-
finders, set out to explore the upper Niger. When they reached
Ibo, they found that the old king, whom.they had promised in
1841 that they would some day return, had died. He had watched
in vain for the coming of the ships.

Wherever they went the kings and chiefs had the same story
to tell of the cruelty of the slave-trade. It was clear that the
Niger was navigable, and that the natives were not unwilling to
receive the representatives of the Christian faith. After a four
months’ voyage they returned safely to Aboukuta.

In 1857 a third expedition was arranged to establisn a Niger
Christian mission. This expedition came to an abrupt termination
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at Rabbah, where the Dayspring struck upon a rock and was
wrecked. The native chiefs too were unfriendly. One day the
missionaries were surprised by the appearance of a former Sun-
day scholar from Abeokuta, who was engaged as guide for their
overland journey home.

In the closing months of 1858 Mr. Crowther started on a canoe
expedition up the Niger from Onitsha to Rabbah, a distance of
300 miles; from this point across country again to Abeokuta,
thence to Lagos. For  time it seemed as if the work of toilsome
years was to be undone. The hostility of the natives made it
necessary for a gun-boat to ascend the river to effect reprisals.
Mr. Crowther and his son were taken prisoners, and in their rescue
the IEnglish consul was killed with a poisoned arrow.

CHRISTIAN CHURCH ON SITE OF AN OLD SLAVE-MARKET.

In 1864 Samuel Crowther was consecrated in Canterbury
Cathedral as the first Bishop of the Niger. It was an impressive
sight. Remembering, as many did, the touching history of his
childhood and early struggles as a slave, not a few were moved
to tears when he humbly knelt to receive the seals of the high
office of shepherd of souls. Most of all must one heart have been
affected—that of Mrs. Weeks, the missionary’s wife, at whose
knee he received the first lessons in the way of the Lord.

The subsequent history of Bishop Crowther up to his death, on
the last day of 1891, is intensely interesting, but is a repetition of
the foregoing to a great extent, a record of successes and reverses,
treachery, persecution, cannibalism, and martyrdom. Aboutsome
of the mission stations no regard for human life seemed to exist.
Many natives believed and were saved. In the hour of martyr-
dom many were faithful unto death.
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Like missionaries of other lands, Bishop Crowther and his
helpers had constaniiy to deplore the influence of vicious white
men. Through acquaintance with them the natives too often
learned to despise the white man’s religion before they ever
saw a missionary.

That deadly curse, aleohol, ev orted by Christian England and
America, how can our missionaries cope with these? The follow-
ing letter from a Mohammedan king in the Niger district needs
1no explanation or comment:

‘“Salute Crowther, the great Christian minister. The matter about which I
am speaking with my mouth, write; it is as if it is done by my hand ; it is
about barasa (rum or gin), barasa, barasa, barasa! My God, it bas ruined our
country. It has mude our people become mad. I have made a law that no one
dares buy or sell it, and anyone who is found selling it, his house is to be
plundered ; anyone found drunk shall be killed. I have told all the Christian
traders that I agree to anything for trade but barasa. I beg you don’t forget
this writing, because we all beg that the Bishop should beg the great priests
{missionary committee), that they should beg the English Queen to prevent
bringing barasa into this Jand. For God and the prophets’ sake, and the
prophet his messenger's sake, Crowther must help us in this matter, that of
barasa. He must not leave our country to be despoiled by barasa. Tell him,
may God bless him in his work. This is the mouth-word from Maliki, the Emir
of Nupe”

To close with a brighter picture let us look upon the crowd of
eager Christians, including King George of Bonny, and other
royal converts, making their way to St. Stephen’s Church, when
it was announced that the Bishop would preach. Five hundred
attentive listeners in the morning, and over four hundred in the
afternoon, although the tide was high, above knee-deep over the
beach path! Surely the black Bishop’s erown will be radiant!
We may well covet a place by his side.

The record of the closing years of his life is soon told. In 1888
we find him for & short time in England,"revising the proof-sheets
of his biography. After returning to his diocese for about a year
he made one more visit to England, to consult a specialist about
his eycs, and again returned to the Niger. On the last day of
1891, at Lagos, the venerable Bishop passed away.

The Church Missionary Society, to which he owed so much, and
which he had served so faithfully, placed on record a high tribute
of respect to Samuel Crowther, as a man and a bishop. He was
unspoiit by an office which proves a giddy pinnacle for many
men, and throughout his long term of service the worker is
always lost in the work. The world and the Church are the
poorer for his remcval, and Africa has lost one of its most
honoured sons.
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FROM MALACHI TO CHRIST.
BY REV. E. H. DEWART, D.D.

TH= period which intervenes between the close of Old Testa-
ment history and the opening events of the New Testament has
been a good deal like a landscape covered by misty clouds. It
bhas been but dimly visible to the general reader. It has been
too commonly regarded as a period that has uttered no certain
sound regarding the religious condition of the Hebrew people,
and left no trustworthy history of their condition. To those who
have made no special study of the Apocryphal books, the stream
of religious history seems like one of those creeks which suddenly
disappears and becomes an underground river, till at some dis-
tant point it hreaks forth into the sunlight again with greater
volume than before its disappearance. Between Malachi and
Matthew there is, to many, an unexplored sea.

In the secular history of this period such events as the con-
quests of Alexander the Great, and the wars and doings of his
successors, are recorded. It is also illuminated by the splendid
bravery with which the Jews, under the leadership of the
Maceabean family, repeatedly repelled Antiochus Epiphanes and
other enemies of Israel. But the chief interest of this period
gathers around the condition of religious thought and worship
among the Jews; because these dim centuries were, in an im-
portant sense, a preparation for the coming of the world’s
Redeemer. The study of the later centuries of this period is an
important means of determining the religious condition of the
world at the advent of Christ. What light does the literature of
theso times throw upon fhe religion of the people ?

The Apocryphal Books.

The Rev. R. A. Redford’s « Four Centuries of Silence,” recently
republished by Cranston & Curts, of Cincinnati, is one of several
works dealing with this period which have been published in
our day. Nearly thirty years ago I read with interest the re-
marks of the learned Dr. Westcott, the present bishop of Durham,
on the signs of preparation for the coming of Christ which were
found in the literature of this period. More recently, Dr. Eder-
sheim, Rev. J. E. H. Thomson, of Scotland, Rev. W."J. Deane, of
England, and others, have dealt with the Apocalyptic literature
of these times. The interest in this period has been very much
ncreased by the fact that several German and English critics
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are disposed to place the origin of some portions of the Old
Testament canon in the same period in which the Apocryphal
and Apocalyptic books had their origin. Mr. Thomson’s work,
«Books Which Influenced Our Lord and His Apostles,” seems to
me a misnomer. There is no clear reference to any of these
Apocalyptic books in the sayings of Christ, and, with one excep-
tion, nothing that could be called a quotation in the Apostolie
writings. The influence assumed is not proven by the facts.

It is generally agreed by commentators that Malachi was a
contemporary of Izra and Nehemiah, and that his prophecy
fitly closes the Old Testament canon. The sins he condemns are
those of that tine. The books of Chronicles are believed to be a
product of the same pericd. Canon Rawlinson says: «Ezra’s
authorship of Chronicles is maintained by the entire array of
Hebrew authorities; and, though disputed by the greater number
of modern critics, has arguments of great weight in its favour.”
With this agree Ewald, Stanley, DeWette, Zunz and others. The
latest books of the Old Testament are evidently the product of
the era of intellectual and religious revival connected with the
return of the exiles to their own land.

In most of the post-exilic period the civil and ecclesiastical
authority was combined in the High Priest, and there was no
marked line of distinction between the two spheres. Among the
Jews of Palestine, the century succeeding the time of Ezra and
Nehemiah was one of great barrenness, both with regard to
historical events and literary productions. It can scarcely be
said to have a history. Mr. Redford says, «Itis a remarkable
faet that there is no writing which has any claim to be received
as proceeding from the Jewish community as a religious book,
for a hundred years after the time of Ezra.” The literary
revival among the Jews in Alexandria, and other places where
Greek learning prevailed, was earlier than that among the Jews
of Palestine. There is a wide difference in character between
the Apoeryphal books. Some of them, like «Tobit,” «Judith,”
and the «History of Susanna,” are religious novels; others, like
«The Wisdom of Solomon,” and « Ecclesiasticus,” present moral
and religious lessons of great wisdom and piety. The first book
of Maccabees furnishes valuable historic information respecting
an interesting series of events in the life of the Jewish people.

When the long period of silence was followed by the literary
and religious renaissance in Palestine, there was a marked
falling off from the high character of the Old Testament writings.
All that was good or commendable in these later writings was,
an echo, or imitation, of the eariier sacred literature. Speaking
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of the whole of the Apocryphal writings, Dr. Edersheim, a most
competent authority, says: «It is debased in literary charaecter,
chiefly imitative of the Old Testament writings, and, as we
would naturally have expected, of the yourgest portions among
them; so that one might almost infer the comparative lateness of
an Old Testament book from its imitation by one or more of the
Apocrypha. In thought and direction, the differences between
them and any part of the Old Testament are so numerous and
great as to afford indirect evidence of the caronicity of the latter.”
Some of the Apoeryphal books are tinctured by the Greek
philosophy of that time. These books, though read by the Jews
in Gentile lands, were never accepted as possessing divine
authority by the Jews of Palestine. Because of their being
regarded as a part of the Septuagint version, they were read by
the primitive Christians at first. Mr. Redford, however, says:
«But there never was a time when the books of the Apocrypha
were not recognized as outside the line of canonical authority.
They were never quoted by any Apostolic writer. They never
received the sanction of our Lord. As soon as the early Church
entered upon the question of distinguishing Scripture from other
books, they were decisively relegated to a lower place.”

1t has been observed by Bishop Westeott, that there is no sound
authority for the belief that any book was added to the Old
Testament between the time of Malachi and Christ. -The
Apocryphal books were no doubt added to the Septuagint at a
late period. In view of the strong disposition of certain crities
to assign a late date to portions of the Old Testament, we may
feel sure that, if there was any authority for such assumptions,
it would have been presented before now.

After pointing out the marked contrast between the writings
and religious ideal of that period with those of the Uld Testa-
ment prophets, Dr. Edersheim says: «And yet in, or near to, a
period, the outcome of which is admittedly so different, a certain
school of ecritiecs would have us place a large portion of the
legislation, and of the historical and didactie, if not the prophetie,
writings of the Old Testament.”

The Septuagint Version.

Of all the literary work of the centuries from Malachi to
Christ, none was so important as the translation of the Old Testa-
ment into Greek, in the version known as the Septuagint. Many
things said about the manner in which this translation was
accomplished are not deemed worthy of confidence. The time has
been questioned; but it is tolerably certain that it was by order
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of. the king of Egypt, some time in the third century before
Christ. «The Wisdom of Jesus the Son of Sirach,” is one of the
oldest books among the Palestinian Apocryphal books. Yet Dr.
Edersheim says: « When we turn to the book of Sirach, we find
that its language is borrowed in places, not only from that of the
Pentateuch version of the Septuagint, but from its rendering of
the books of Proverbs, of Jeremiah, and of Isaiah.” It is also
significant, that, in the prologue to this early book of the
Apocrypha, reference is made to «the Law and the Prophets and
other books of our fathers,” indicating that there was then an
accepted Scripture canon.

Whatever may be the date or circumstances of this translation
of the Secriptures into Greek, there can be no question as to its
agency in preparing for the Messiah. Mr. Redford pertinently
says:

“What that work has accomplished in the diffusion of revealed truth
through the world, no human mind can ever estimate. How the way of
the Lord was prepared by it, how it laid the foundations on which
Christianity itself built up its fuller and higher communications, we can
never perfectly describe, although the fact that it to a large extent super-
seded the Hebrew Bible, and was for a considerable period the sacred
volume ot the Christian Church, must be sufficient to show that it was a
chosen instrument of Divine providence in the work of human salvation.”

The Apocalyptic Books.

1 can only refer briefly to the Apocalyptic books. Most of these
seem to be inspired by, if not modelled after, the book of Daniel.
"they are the product of the later part of these centuries, between
Malachi and Christ. Most of them must have been written in
the century before the Christian era. These books derive their
name from their possessing so largely visionary representations,
which assume to reveal the future. These are also called Pseud-
epigraphic writings; because they falsely ascribe their authorship
to those who were not the real authors; though this can hardly
have been done with the purpose to deceive, for such recent
writings would not be aceepted as having been written by Moses,
Enoch, Solomon, or Isaiah, if really written by living writers.
The chief of these books are the Book of Enoch, the Psalter of
Solomon, the Fourth Book of Esdras, the Sibyiline Oracles, the
Ascension and Vision of Isaiah, the Apocalypse of Baruch, the
Assumption of Moses, and the Book of Jubilles.

It is generally held that the home of this school of Apocalyptic
writers was Engedi, which was what -we would now call the
headquarters of the sect of the Essenes. One of the most striking
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things in this Apocalyptic literature is the marked revival of the
Messianic hope. In the Apoerypha, there is scarcely any reference
to the Messiah; or if there is, it is in the form of the expectation
of a coming kingdom, or national blessings, rather than of a
personal deliverer or king. But, in these Apocalyptic writings,
the Messianic hope of the Old Testament prophets breaks out in
various forms of expression and imagery. It is impossible to be
certain of the dates of most of these books. Some of them, in
whole or in part, were written after the Christian era. But in
those that are, beyond doubt, of an earlier date, there are pro-
claimed the hopes of a personal Messiah and His kingdom. The
portions of the Sibylline Oracles, that are believed to be pre-
Christian, are imbued with the Messianie spirit. The Book of
Enoch has similar references. In my opinion, the so-called
Psaiter of Solomon, supposed to bear internal marks of having
reference to the time and movements of Pompey, the Roman
general, rises in devotional feeling and lofty faith nearer to the
faith of the Old Testament than anything in any of these writings.
We have such sentiments as these: «Those who fear the Lord
shall rise again to everlasting life, and their life shall be in the
light of the Lord, and shall never be quenched.” ¢« When we are
afflicted we will call to Thee for help, and Thou wilt not turn
away our prayer, for Thou art our God.” But, of course, the
writer was familiar with the Psalms and Prophets of the Jewish
canon. The study of these writings shows us one phase of the
popular Messianic hope at the birth of Christ. But it is evident
it is not the form of Messianic hope which inspired Simeon and
Anna, Zachariah and Nathanael, and other devout souls who were
waiting for the Consolation of Israel. During the latter part of
this period, the type of religion which is suggested by the word
«Judaism” was developed, and also the Jewish sects which we
tind prominent in New Testament times. I have only been able
to touch very briefly a few of the points of interest which attract
the attention of the student of this vast and suggestive subject.

Since thy Father’s arm sustains thee,

Peaceful be ;
‘When a chastening hand restrains thee,

It is He'!
Know His love in full completeness,
Feel the measure of thy weuakness,
If He wound the spirit sore,

Trust Him more.
—Charles Hagenbach.



PROGRESS OF THE TEMPERANCE REFORM.*
BY MISS FRANCES WILLARD.

It has been stated by military experts that forty well-trained
soldiers are able to resist ten thousend who have had no discipline.
If the temperance army, compared with the great army of the
world, is as small as this comparison between the figures forty and
ten thousand would indicate, and no doubt it is, we must remember
that those who have their hearts set as a flint, those whose eyes
look straight on and who have caught step one with another so
that they march as an unbroken host, must, in the nature of things,
make mighty inroads on the great mobocracy of thoughtless,
ignorant, careless opponents who, except when they are drinkers
and sellers of drink, need but the arrest of thought to bring them
to our ranks.

We are to encourage our hearts by the remembrance that the
Master said, « A little leaven leaveneth the whole lump,” and
though our work seems small when compared with the great
world-work of the good, still, if it brings about the wondrous
transformation from shoughtlessness to thoughtfulness, every-
thing else that we desire must surely follow.

'There are tens of thousands of women to-day who think them-
selves a little too good to be White-ribboners—a little too cultivated,
perhaps a trifle too critical—in short, « they do not see their way.”
They prefer to trip along in their trim shoes on the sidewalk with
the better cared-for procession of the average well-to-do. But
we who have taken to the street and are marching along in the
dust with the rank and file, sing many a time as we go forward
in the difficult way, a song whose meaning is well described in
the old Scotch rhyme:

¢ And ye'll tak’ the byeway,
And I'll take the highway,
And I'll be in Scotland afore ye.”

Life is full of compensations, and the White Ribbon army in all
nations knows already the compensation of a love stronger than
-death for our Divine Leader who has passed into the heavens but
sheds forth His power upon the earth as steadily as falls His sun-
shine; for our divine cause, worthy of any sacrifice we can make
-even unto death; and for each other, the sturdy veterans and
radiant young recruits of one great patient army wherein each
loves the other, « for the dangers she has passed.”

It would seem as if the figures of the year are, on the whole,
depressing. The total product of beer for the revenue from April
30th, 1891, to the same date, 1892, amounts to 31,475,000 barrels,

e
* Abridged from the President's address at the Convention of the
Woman’s Christian Temperance Union, Denver, Colorado.
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a net increase of 1,000,453 barrels over the product of a former
year, or a little less than one-half a barrel for every man, woman
and child in the United States. On the principle that misery
loves company, we may recall the fact that England, with her
thirty-seven millions of "population, has a much larger drink bill
this vear than America with her sixty-three millions. But it is
not upon figures that we base our hopes. We know that the
darkest hour is just before the dawn ; we have learned not to ex-
pect too much success in our own lifetime, but just to keep « peg-
ging away,” building ourselves into that wondrous dyke made up
of educated thought, purpose, and affection, that shall yet shut out
the tawny, seething, foaming tide, not only from the land we love
the best, but from every nation under heaven.

Thus saith the Lord : «Gather my saints together unto me, those
that have made a covenant with me by sacrifice.” The true
reformer is the one who sits at the prow and sees only God. I
cannot express to you my growing sensc of the power that dwells
in these groups of faithful and true women in every quarter of
the world, animated by one spirit, attentive in mind, motherly
in heart, helpful in hand, and hospitable in soul; ready to respond
to every appeal that comes to them from the bugle notes of their
great fireside camps where the conventions plan the work of the
year that lies ahead.

In the last analysis we want what every church and phiian-
thropic movement has wanted since the world began, and this is
power. It is the one cry—« give us power.” The engine is use-
less to the engineer until its valvesare filled with steam. The tele-
graph is but so much dead metal until the electric flash makes it a
thing of life. Even a human being withcut vitality is but so
much avoirdupois. Perhaps all power is a unit. We cannot tell.
Perhaps it flows out from that reservoir behind ali life that we call
God. At all events, unt:l the splendid engine of the W.C.T. U. is
filled with those manifestationsof God in Jesus Christ that we call
« the Spirit’s power,” it stands idle on the track, no matter how
well that track is ballasted, nor how strong the steel of its straight
road. Power—we know what it is—we have had it—we have it
still——we may have more of it just for the asking, we may have
all of it that we will. God grant us power from on high—the
giving of heaven’s own steam into the engine, of Christ’s own
electric light of love into the telegraphic network of organiza-
tion that we have spread over the whole world, and most of all
into vour heart and mine. More than for any other object we
meet here to concentrate-thought, purpose and affection in the
consecration that evokes and brings down from heaven the power
of God. »

The difference between a man and a mollusk is that one has
resolute aim, and the other, for all we know, has aimless reverie.
The German poet, Hoffman, pitifully said with his last breath,
« We must then think of God also.” Happy is he who early de-

- termines not to put God among the «alsos,” but to make Him the

keystone of the arch. Often the most discursive and speculative
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minds arc the very best at choosing, and so we must go out say-
ing to them—« Choose ye this day whom ye will serve.”

What we need beyond all things else is a crusade for total
abstinence; there are still too many people among us who twang
away on their one Paganini string saying: “God made aleohol.”
They might say with just as much force God made the devil.
What we must dois to get them to let the devil alone whether in the
form of aleohol or any other. As temperance specialists it is our
work to close as many mouths as possibie from being the drains
through which this king of poisons finds its way into the organisms
of mankind, where it debases, disintegrates, destroys.

The most portentous factor in American polities is the saloon.
It has been recently stated that there are nine thousand saloons
in New York city, and that on these saloons there are four
thousand chattel mortgages, held almost wholly by twenty
wholesale dealers, brewers and distillers. These saloons control the:
votes of forty thousand men, and these forty thousand constitute
the balance of power, so that we have twenty men who can swing’
the vote of New York city; but as the city goes, 50 goes the state;
and as the state, so goes the nation. We want the saloon photo-
graphed with this shadow in the picture.

It is idle to say that the prohibition movement is not one of
continual progress. We admit that we have passed the stage of
enthusiasm, and are now advancing with the sturdy steps of
veterans. The province cf Manitoba by a plebiscite has recently
declared by a large majority in favour of prohibition, and its next.
legislature is practically certain to vass a law to that effect. South
Carolina has shown its colours in similar fashion, though by a
different method, and is likely to be the next state falling into
line for freedom from the sway of the saloon.

The great danger is as always when sentiment has been made
and is crystallizing im ° conviction and ballots, that a compromise
will be foisted upon the temperance people. The royal commis-
sion appointed in Canada to investigate the liquor traffic furnishes
a salient illustration of such compromise. The temperance people,
by immense exertions, had gathered up one of the largest petitions
known in the Dominion asking for prohibition, that was the bread
for which they were hungering, but Parliament gave them the
stone of a so-called royal commission to investigate the liquor
traffic, but which was really what it has often been called—« A
committee for the prevention of eruelty to saloon-keepers.”

« After all, character is the jewel that God and the angels are
seeking on this planet.”

It is glorious to be in the minority when it is right, and infamous
to be in the majority when it is wrong.

Women are slowly and surely coming to their own. Their own
is to work side by side with men everywhere, for the place in which
a pure woman may not work, no man should ever enter. In the
illimitable future I see a long avepue, stately and fair, in which
through every line of life the two shall go together, blessing and
blessed.

18
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Seventeen churcbes are now built in the United States each day:.
Two-thirds of their members are women, and they will come into
their kingdom by the steady evolution whose text book is the Bible
and whose culmination the kingdom of heaven.

The two hands are a picture of the contending forces of capital
and labour. The left, less skilled, more choice, served often by
its fellow, and decked with rings; the right, foreeful, ingenious
busy, unadorned. Only by bringing them together can harmony
be had and a full day’s toil accomplished. If they contend,
they work each other's ruin; if they combine, they reach each
one its utmost. Met for work and clasped in prayer, these hands
of capital and labour shall bring that social compact, which it is
their oftice to develop and defend, up to its best estate. Iighting
each other, they will but mar and finally destroy the social fabric
—and the left hand of capital will first give away under the -
pitiless blows of labour’s strong right hand.

Carlyle said long ago that «the idle man is a monster ”; Rous-
seau declared that «rieh or poor, strong or weak, every idle citizen
is a knave.” It will hardly be anothcr generation until all edu-
cation will be based upon the training of the hand, and not to
know some useful trade or art will be to coufess one'’s self below
the pauper-line in intellect. He who is anointed with God’s oil
« to wrestle not to reign,” has gained «the better part.”

« Where are our carriages?” said an anarchist, as some ecapi-
talists drove by.

« Why,” replied a red-nosed follower, “to tell vou the truth, a
saloon-keeper is yonder riding in mine.”

The Woman's Temperance Publishing Association.—This is
the largest publishing society of women in the world. Its postage
bill for the past year was over ten thousand dollars, and it pays
ten thousand a year for rent. The number of letters received and
recorded as containing orders foots up 61,958, which is 6,316 more

. than for the previous year. The number of pages printed was

135,000,000 ; several miilion beyond any previous year. The
amount of insurance carried is $65,000. The permanent property
of the office is valued at about $79,000. The cash receipts for last
year, $214,00C in round numbers. This year $230,000 in round
numbers. The earnings of the printing department, nearly
§79,000. The amount of pages of temperance literature sent out
during the past year is 235,000,000 pages.

The White Ribbon Temple is the most beautiful office building
in the world ; this fact has already passed into a proverb, and is
as freely conceded in London and Paris as it is freely claimed in the
electric city of the west.

THE WORLD'S TEMPERANCE PETITION.

The Polyglot Petition has been endorsed and signed this year
by 1,112,735 persons. The present prospect is that with the put-
ting down of all the names thus gained, the petition will be over
twelve miles long. Names are coming in constantly from all
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parts of the world. Let it be said to the credit of human nature,
that a large proportion have been seenred by invalids and women
from sixty-five years of age and upwards. The most pathetic phrase
that where women sign with these words: «Homeless from drink,”
and the most hopeful where & woman signs herself, « Mother of six
prohibition voters.”” There is no “homelessness” in that! All
the way through one may find signatures from the trembling
hand of old age to the strong, determined stroke of the man and
woman in the prime of life. Here an old grandmother signs with
the phrase, «aged, 877”; «aged, 90”; «aged, 95.” Frequently a
baoy is permitted the honour of putting his name to this «state
paper,” with the interesting information, «twelve years of age;”
others follow their signatures with words like these: «Crush the
demon,” “By one redeemed,” «Ior our homes and our altars.”
Often a mother places a short petition in connection with her
name—¢ (Gxod grant this prayer.”

To every White Ribbon woman let me repeat the stirring words
of a modern poet. They have touched my heart, they will touch
yours, they ought to make us each and every one more earnest
and determined not to disappoint those who have put us in our
places of honour and of trust. The poem is by Matthew Arnold,
and is entitled «On to the City of God ”:

“Threatens to break, to dissolve,
Ah, keep, keep them combined !

““See, in the rocks of the world,
Marches the host of mankind,
A feeble, wavering line.

Where are they tending? A God | “‘Then in such hour of need

Marshalled them, gave them a
oal.

Ah, but the way is so long!

Years they have been in the
wild ;

Sore thirst plagues them, the
rocks,

Rising all round, overawe :

Factions divide them, their host

Of our fainting, dispirited race,
Ye leaders of men, ye appear,
Radiant with ardour divine !
Beacons of hope ye appear !

Ye fill up the gaps in our tiles,
Strengthen the wavering line,
’Stablish, continue our march

On, on to the bounds of the waste—
On to the City of God.”

In conclusion, my comrades, it is life to look into the faces of
the women who dared; it is health to know you never hearken
backward along the path of progress; it is heavenly inspiration
to hear you sing, as did our Crusade mothers, «Give to the wind
thy fears.” Here beneath these flashing skies, on the white altar
of these hills of God, let us vow undying fealty to the cause of a
clear brain and a protected home; to woman’s enfranchisement
and manhood’s exaltation. Wherever these sacred watchwords
lead, there let us go. We are explorers sailing on seas unknown;
the new world is what we seek; the kingdom of heaven among
men. The White Ribbon ship has all sails set; its prow points to-
ward the untracked sea. We seek a land fit for the planting of
our Saviour’s cross.

A cordial welcome to the W.C.T. U.,at Denver, Col., from a gover-
nor who used to shove a jack plane, was followed by an eloquent
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. greeting from the pastor of Trinity M. E. Church (one of the finest
in the land)—who used to handle the trowel-—Rev. Robert
McIntyre. One of our great American orators has spoken elo-
quently of the measured roll of Lngland s drum, keeping company
with the hours and following the rising sun in its course girdling
the glooe. Beautiful figure, but what is it that follows the roll of the
war-drum ? Listen, and you will hear sobs and tears; you will
see smoking cities and weeping widows and mourning children.
- But I will tell you of another beit put around the globe, not the
3 red belt of war, but a belt that goes around the world, the white
belt of Gospel temperance, girdling the globe and leaving as it
1 goes no sobbing, no weeping, making no widows, no orphans, no
kD poverty or wounds. This belt goes round the world, binding up
bruised hearts and wiping away widows’ tears, lifting up the
'j" drunkard and whispering hope into his ear, and bidding him
' brace himself for another trial, another effort to be a man.

Hy Lady Henry Somerset made the first response to the saluta-
tions, in her usual graceful and f{elicitous way. She said:
I am almost afraid in England to allude much to America,
because I am told that I am infainated about this country. If
ever'a woman had occasion to be infatuated about a country, I
think I have an excuse, because I have received so many sweet
courtesies, so many tender hand-clasps, that when I sailed across
the great Atlantic I left a great part of my heart in America. It
seems to me it augurs well for our future, not only in our
: great cause, but for humanity, to see the folds of the Union Jack
e intermingled with those of the Stars and Stripes. The temperance
: cause is no more national, it is ¢nfernational. We have clasped
bands in this national movement. We in England are fighting
the same battle vou are here. We are walking the same path,
we are meeting with the same difficulties in the suppression of
the liquor traffic. There is only one thing which in England I
do not wish to adopt, and it is, perhaps, but a littie thing. There
S is only one word which I hope will not becc.ne our watchword
!
4

over there, and which I believe some day you will change here,
and that is the word Prohibition. I believe in prohibition, «first
and last and all the time,” but I wonld rather you would call it
ot a name tha. has rung through thisland from the lips of one whom
: we honour to-night, the President of this Association, and call it
Home Protection.

THOUGHTS FOR THE THOUGHTFUL.

He who loves Jesus and loves truth,
The man of really inner life,
From unchecked passions free,
Can turn himself with case to Ged,
And lift himself above himself in thought,
And rest in peace, enjoying Him.
—Thomas a Kemprs.
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REV. GEORGE W. McCREE,
“BISHOP OF SEVEN DIALS.”

BY REV. E. BARRASS, D.D.

THE writer of this article wishes to drop a flower on the grave
of his life-long friend. When we were young men, the Church
with which we were connected thought fit to put our respective
names on the local preachers’ plan of Newecastle-on-Tyne circuit.
There we remained as true yoke-fellows until both were called
into the ministry ; the writer went out a few months after his now
sainted friend. We were afterwards stationed on the same
cirecuit, and were often associated together at various public
meetings, and loved each other very much after the manner of
David and Jonathan, and though he afterwards became a Baptist,
our friendship still remained unbroken.

Mr. McCree’s parents were members of the Presbyterian Church,
but they both died before he grew to man’s estate. They were
diligent in training their children. Our departed friend often
referred to his Christian parents, especially his mother, to whose
wise counsels he was greatly indebted. Two of his brothers,
Andrew and Thomas, were respectable merchants, and carried on
an extensive grocery business. In the same department of
business, George took part until he entered the ministry.

When the cause of temperance under the name of teetotalism
was introduced into the north of England by one of the “seven
men of Preston,” Joseph Livesy, the father of the movement, the
Messrs. MeCree, who up to that time had sold ale and porter in
their establishment, became convinced of the evils of the drink
traffic, and were among the first to sign the pledge. They gave
up this branch of their business and poured the liquors which they
had in stock into the city sewers, and thus they were freed from
the cursed traffic.

While George was yet a boy, the family connected themselves
with the Primitive Methodist Church in Neweastle. The brothers
already named, soon became useful officials, and greatly aided all
the interests of the denomination They have both finished their
course, and would doubtless welcome their younger brother to the
“better land.”

From the commencement of his Christian career, George was a
zealous labourer in church work. Being a fluent speaker, and a
lively singer, and withal of a youthful appearance, he soon
became very popular, and was much calted for, both at temper-
ance meetings and Sabbath religious services, in many of the
towns and villages in the north of England. Meetings were
often held in the open air, and occasionally at least, those who
took part were subjected to great annoyance. Brickbats and
various kinds of missiles were often hurled at the speakers.
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One scenc the writer well® remembers. Young McCree was
preaching in the streets of Nevrcastle, near what was known as
Sandgate, a locality not remarkable for its respectability, when a
policeman marched to the front and commanded him to desist.
As he did not at once comply with the command of the officer, he
was arrested for refusing to obey orders and for blockading the
streets.

In due time the youthful preacher was arraigned and pleaded
“not guilty.” The «prisoner” was of boyish appearance and
wore a short jacket. IHe was surrounded by a host of friends,
among whom were many of the ministers of the city. The
pohceman failed to prove his case, as the friends of Mr. MeCree
testified that the thoroughfare was not obstructed, and this was

. the main charge. As there was no case proved, no punishment

was inflicted. When the case was dismissed, McCree received
numerous congratulations. It is but right to say that the gentle-
men on the bemch intimated that they “had no wish to interfere
with street prcaching, providing that the thoroughtares were
kept clear. :

When Mr. McCree had been in the ministry a few years, he left
the Primitive Methodist and joined the Baptist Church. The
itinerancy or those days required much hard labour and great
self-abnegation. Long journeys had to be performed on foot.
Those who entertained the ministers were mostly poor, and the
remuneration was small. The writer and his friend once com-
pared their receipts, and neither of them had received seventy-five
dollars for a whole year’s labour. As Mr. McCree spent most of
his salary in the purchase of books, his brothers were often obliged
to supply his shortage. But what of the poor itinerant who had
no rich brothers?

Mr. McCree became pastor of one or two small Baptist churches,
and gave himself very assiduously to study and pastoral labours.
He also wrote oceasionally for various religious and other periodi-
cals. Ilis arduous labours were more than his constitution could
bear, and he often complained to the writer that he felt greatly
enervated and was becoming unfitted for his work.

The late Rev. W. Brock, D.D,, a popular Baptist minister in the
city of Norwich, invited Mr. McCree to become city missionary.
This was work for which he was well adapted. Ilis earnest
temperance advocacy, his kindly disposition. were well suited to
secure suceess. e formed Bands of Hope, held cottage meetings
among the poor, cstablished Sunday schools, and engaged in
numerous other Christian activities.

About the vear 1832 or '53, Sir Morton Peto conceivea the idea
of a church extension movement in London in connection with
the Baptist Church. The first housc of worship erccted was
Bloomsbury Chapel, of which the Rev. Dr. Brock became the
pastor. Under his preaching a large congregation was gathered.
Sir Henry Havelock, one of the heroes of the Indian Mutiny, was
a member of this church, and Dr. Brock preached the funeral
sermon of the distinguished soldier.
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Bloomsbury Chapel is situated near St. Giles, and Sir Morton
Peto proposed that a mission to the poor people of the district
should be established. Dr. Brock at once selected his old associate
to take charge of that work. Mr. McCree was thus brought te
the metropolis, where he spent the remainder of his life in such
labours as but few probably were ever called to perform.

St. Giles in those days was one of the most criminal and
debased parishes in London. «Drunkards and thieves, prize-
fighters, coiners, and beggars crowded its dwellings, and made its
streets dangerous.” The Rev. Dr. Clifford thus describes Mr.
McCree as he entered upon his work in St. Giles, where he became
known as “the Bishop of the Seven Dials”—an open space, where
he usually held servieces both on- Sabbaths and week evenings.

‘“ He went with his life in his hand. and with the love of mn in his
heart, and the message of the love of the Saviour on his lips. He went
into the rooms of the people, as well as preached in their streets. He
helped them in their troubles, and soothed them in their afflictions, and
bore their burdens as well as warned them of their sins. He kept high his
ideals and yet could plod at peity details. His fire was not less than his
patience. His courage was matched by tenderness, and his faith in God
forbade his despair of any man. The wells of humour never ran dry, and
the fires of love never went out. The story of his quarter of a century in
St. Giles, told all over the country, reveals one of the most capable and
devoted pioneers in the spiritual and social regeneration of the ‘slums’ of
our great cities.”

The writer visited his now departed friend when he was «the
Bishop of the Seven Dials,” and went with him to several places
in his “diocese.”” The scenes there beheld will never be forgotten.
Outcast women, drunken men, and ragged children met us
evervwhere. He pointed to some of the schools of viee, to whieh
he did not think it prudent to introduce a stranger. No one
molested us or spoke an improper word. Everybody in the
motley group recognized their friend. who had a kind word for
all. He did not seem to be afraid of anybody. When we were
walking the streets, he would quietlyv point us to some well-known
thief or leader in vice, whom he recognized. Then he would
rehearse some amusing incident which he had witnessed. Such
was the confidence the people felt in him, that they would some-
times give him stolen articles to restore to their rightful owners.

While prosecuting his mission, he made several attempts to
reclaim children and yvoung people. Thé late Earl Shaftesbury
often encouraged him by rendering such aid as circumstances
might require to accomplish such benevolent and pious work.
More than once the noble earl presided at meetings which Mr.
McCree addressed on behalf of his mission. For many years he
also acted as secretary of the Band of Hope Union. He was one
of the most energetic apostles of that movement, and was so well
versed with every phase of the temperance question, that he was
always ready to speak on its behalf at every opportunity.

During the quarter of a century that he laboured in St. Giles,
he often made excursions into the provinces, partiy for recreation
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and also that he might by means of lectures give the people in
the country a better idea of what constituted life in London. To
many his lectures were revelations. They could not conceive
there were so many pandemoniums in the great city. Not a few
youths who afterwards went to reside in London were put under
his care, and to all such he was always a friend indeed. He
sought situations for them, introduced them to respectable society,
and watched over them with true paternal care.

The wear and tear of such a busy life so told on his constitu-
tion, that he needed rest. In 1874, therefore, he accepted a call
to the pastorate of the Baptist Church, Borough Road, Southwark,
where he laboured until November, 1892, when he was called
from earth to heaven. This was an entirely new field, but he
still held several services on Sunday, indoors and in the open air
—organized Bible classes, prayer meetings, mothers’ meetings,
Bands of Hope, Doreas, Tract, and Temperance Societies, musical
services for the people, popular lectures, dinners and free teas for
the poor, rescue meetings for women, sick poor fund, clothing
club, Pure Literature Society, lending libraries, cricket club, ete.

He also contributed largely to the press, and published several
small volumes. His lecture excursions, though less frequent, were
still numerous, while his correspondence was voluminous.

One of the last letters which he wrote me was about three
years ago:

“Your touching letter,” he says, *‘has just come. As I am going off on
one of my journeys I reply at once. Your letter was very welcome. I
remember the days of old. I never forget your sermon at Middleham on
‘The Tree of Life.” Blessed be God it still buds and blossoms and bears
fruit, still gives forth its leaves for the healing of the nations. I
never go to Newcastle now though 1 have many invitations, but all my
dear friends have crossed the flood and I seemed when there to be walking
in the midst of the dead. I am very busy preaching, lecturing, writing,
ete. The poster 1 send will give you a glimpse of my daily life.

** The Primitives are very kind to me—invite me to open their chapels,
etc., and we often laugh and cry and shout together. God bless you, may
we meet in glory.”

Mr. McCree never forgot his former connection with Primitive
Methodism. In one of his books he gives a graphic account of a
camp meeting which that denomination held on the Town Moor,
Newcastle. Our limited space will not permit us to give more
than a paragraph. After referring to several, who, during the
day, had addressed the multitude, he says:

“ But, see, here comes the man of the hour—a man of rough face,
shaggy hair, big head, loud voice, flashing eyes, strong brain, horned hands,
gtalwart frame, and fearless mien ; a man who spends hours and nights in
solitary prayer ; who sees Satan and fights with him ; who believes in God,
Christ, heaven, and hell as realities; who reads volume after volume of the-
ology after his day’s toil; whose sermons are brooded over until they are as
hot as his own coke-oven; a man of faith and prayer, and spiritual struggle
such as we seldom see.—THOMAS WaLLER, oF BLavpon. ¥ He looks like a

* This picture is not overdrawn. I knew good Thomas Waller well.
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man going to fight ; he has prayed for hours about this season ; tears have
deluged his face ; he has entreated God to bless him as he never did before,
and he said to a friend, ‘I've got the promise ! so expect something.’

*““Thomas Waller is up,’ is whispered through the crowd, and all press
towards the stand. We are breathless, listening to the text, and at last it
comes from the preacher’s lips, ‘If the righteous scarcely be saved, where
shall the ungodly and the sinner appear !’ It is like a crash of thunder.
Both saints and sinners feel thrilled. None dare stir. This rough coke-
burner is as Elijah the prophet. The sermon scathes like fire. It is an
appeal to saints to battle against sin, and to sinners to flee to Calvary. He
spares none, knowing as he doces, dnd says he does, the plague of sin in his
own heart ; he dilates on heroism in God’s service, on self-mastery, and on
perfect sanctification, until his fellow-Primitives groan and pray for holiness
as they stand in deep and awful attention before him.

‘““Then he suddenly turns to the sinner.  With his Bible in one hand
and his coloured silk handkerchief in the other, he appeals to him to repent
and seek salvation, ‘ Where shall the wngodly and the sinwer appear?’ he
cries aloud in a terrible voice. ¢ Fhere? when God shall come down with
clouds of darkness about Him. Where? when God shall rain snares, and
fire and brimstone, and a horrible tempest upon the wicked. Where ?
when hell shall move from beneath to meet the sinners and to swallow
them up.’

“ But the man is after all a messenger of peace. ‘Sinner,” he cries,
‘thou art cluse to hell, but see, Christ is coming from His cross to save
thee.” (Some lines of poetry were then quoted and the writer proceeds.)
The effect of these lines, delivered as they were with a combination of
earnestness and winning tenderness, was wonderful. Preachers and people
wept, praying men shouted, ‘Lord! save now.” The crowds bowed their
heads and prayed, and for a time heaven seemed to visit earth with mercy,
joy, and love. After a hymn and prayer the camp-meeting came to an
end, and Richard Raine, melodious as ever, marched the people from the
field, singing :

¢Oh! then we’ll shine, and shout, and sing,
And make the heavenly arches ring,
When all the saints get home ;
Come on, come on, my brethren dear,
We soon shall meet together there,
For Jesus bids us come.

¢ ‘¢ Amen, amen,” my soul replies,
I'm bound to meet Him in the skies
And claim a mansion there :
Now here’s my heart and here’s my hand
To meet you in the heavenly land,
Where we shall part no more.””

Good Thomas Waller and most of his fellow-labourers at the
camp meeting, with «the Bishop of Seven Dials,” have met in
their Father's house. Theyv werc well known to the writer »f this
article, who feels like saying,

¢“ My company before me have gone.”
k=1

But by grace I will follow on and join them there. Farewell, my
dear McCree, until we meet in glory!

How quickly nature falls into revolt,
When gold becomes her object !
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THE VALUE OF ENTIRE PROHIBITION.
BY REV. J. L. DAWSON, A.B.

HaLr-waYy measures must always contait concessions to the
evils with which they grapple. Local option laws are all half-way’
measures. They assert the right to prohibit. Some of them assert
it very strongly. The Nova Scotia «Liquor License Act. 1886,”
for instance, is remarkable in this respect; for it makes thirty-four
prohibition voters stronger than sixty-six voters who favour
license, in every polling district outside of Halifax ecity, and
forty-one stronger than fifty-nine in that provineial stronghold
of the traffic itself. The Scott Act itself is not nearly so strongly
prohibitory, for it merely furnishes the prohibitionist even chances
at the polls with the anti-prohibitionist. But both «Acts” concede
the legal right of the traffic to exist in the community, provided
it can secure a certain prescribed number of votes in its favour.
It is true that the « Act” first named places license at a great
disadvantage In its struggle against prohibition, but it neverthe-
less makes licenses possible, and provides for their issuance
whenever the polling district or ward section declares in favour
of their being granted. '

Now, the licensing of a great moral evil like the liquor traffic
is, with every prohibitionist, a matter of conscience. Ile has
decided that it cannot be licensed anywhere without sin, and he
is always fearful lest he may himself share in the responsibility
for the traffic’s continuance wherever it is still upheld. Certainly
his moral responsibility in the matter has limits. In a Seott Act
election contest, his duty is done and his conscience clear, even
when prohibition has been defeated and free rum voted in,
provided he has cast his ballot in iis favour, and done what he
could to induee other electors to do likewise. And after the fifteen
or more licenses have been granted to applicants residing in
Section A, Ward II, Halifax, the prohibitionists of that section
are free from all moral guilt in the matter, if only they have both
refused themselves to sign the certiticate of any applicant and
used what influence they had to get others to refuse.

It is no sin to be out-voted. When we have stood with the
right and done our best striving to get it the vietory, to stand
bravelv in a minority still militant is one of the highest glories
of our manhood. But the duty of the prohibitionist is not
bounded by the limits of any local option law. He is not
simply citizen of a polling district, nor even of county or city.
Every Canadian prohibitionist is also citizen of a province, and
of a Dominion composed of mauny provineces. And being such, it
is his duty to enquire if his country, taken as a whole, does not
number more prohibitionists than anti-prohibitionists among her
electors, and, on finding it so, to demand, in the name of govern-
ment, according to the will of the majority, and in the best
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interests of majority and minority alike, that the liquor traffic, in
all its branches, be outlawed by the Dominion government at once
and forever.

It is his duty also to do what he has lately done in Manitoba—
obtain the opportunity to express himself on the question of pro-
vincial prohibition of sale, and then make his voice heard. What
could the pro-traffic cry of Halifax, or St. John, or Charlottetown,
for instance, avail in such a case against the anti-traffic shout of
the province at large? As long as conscience lives in the
prohibitionist, the fight will go on. He can never enjoy more than
partial moral rest until entire prohibition has been enacted and
brought into operation throughout the Dominion. The first
advantage, therefore, of the entire prohibition of the liquor iraffic,
would be this: It would give ease of conscience in the matter to
a very large portion of that section of our people who are devoted
to the interests of righteousness, and bring such a release to their
energies, that they would be free to engage, on behalf of them-
selves and the public, in other weighty moral undertakings. The
importance of this is only made clearer to the discerning when
they reflect upon the fact that comparatively few perceive it.
There is yet many a great popular wrong waiting to be corrected.
Each must be fought and overcome in its turn. When will the
last one be overtaken and slain? 1t becomes us to march rapidly.

We may now look at the value of entire prohibition as a law
viewed side by side with such local option measures as at present
exist, ’

1. It would prohibit everywhere. It would give nocommunity
the piace and time for self-injury and self-disgrace which local
option furnishes. It would cause the strong to protect the weak
and restrain the vicious. In other words, it would carry the
strength of the prohibition sentiment from those counties and
provinces where it is superabundant, and place it on guard over
those portions of the Dominion in which the traffic has its
strongholds.

2. It would strike at importation and manufacture as well as
sale. Prohibition of sale alone is like trying to keep a people
from taking cholera or the small-pox by building close, high
walls about the hospitals, when you could as well drive and keep
all infected persons out of the coumry and burn the hospital
buildings to the ground. Close, high walls are excellent in their
way, but they must have gates, and thé gates must be open
sumetimes. .

3. The officers appointed for the enforcement of a Dominion
prohibitory law, would derive their authority and their salaries
from the federal government, and would thus be less subject to
local influences than similar officers are under the various statutes
at présent existing. This would be desirable, of course, only
when the party in power would be itself favourable to the en-
forcement of the law. Utherwise it would be far better that these
officers should bz so0 appointed and paid that each would most
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distinetly feel the weight of prohibition sentiment wherever it
existed. One may add the reflection that a Dominion prohibitory
law, with a party in power at Ottawa hostile to its enforcement,
could scarcely prove less than a public calamity. But perhaps
the forecast is that of an impossibility. Let us hope that it is.

4. With such a law upon our statutc books, the Dominion
government would no longer be so distinctly under pressure
from a traffic that must be both rinancially and politically strong
so long as it has any legal status. This does not mean that the
men who had wielded such influence up to the very hour in which
the statute outlawed their business, would find that their power
had been utterly annihilated by it. But it does mean that they
would at once find themselves very greatly weakened and dis-
credited. Every man of the better class "~mong them would
speedily retire from the business, and those who remained in it
would suffer from unwonted limitations on the one hand, and
from a continual sense of ill-desert and insecurity on the other.
Consequently their political weight would be but a small fraction
of what it is now. !

The value of entire prohibition will indeed be great, and its
day is drawing constantly nearer.

HavLirax, N.S.

MY REFUGE.*

In the secret of His presence, how my soul delights to hide ;
Oh, how precicus are the lessons which I learn at Jesus’ side !
Earthly cares can never vex me, neither trials lay me low,

For when Saten comes to tampt me, to the *‘secret place” I go.

When my soul is faint and thirsty, nea.th the shadow of His wmg,
There is cool and pleasant shelter, and a fresh and crystal spring
And my Saviour rests beside me as we hold communion sweet ;

If I tried I could not utter what He says when thus we meet.

Only this T know : I tell Him all my doubts, and griefs and fears.

Oh, how patiently He listens, and my drooping soul He cheers.

Do you think He ne’er reproves me? What a false friend He would be,
If He never, never told me of the sins which He must see !

Would you like to know the sweetness of the secret of the Lord ?
Go and hide beneath His shadow ; this shall then be your reward ;
And whene’er you leave the silence of that happy meeting place,
You must mind and bear the image of your Master in your face.

You will surely lose the blessing and the fulness of your joy,

If you let dark clouds distress you, and your inward peace destroy ;
You may always be abiding, if you will, at Jesus’ side ;

In the secret of His presence you may every moment hide.

*Theselines were written by Ellen L. Goreh, a Brahmin of the highe-t caste, adopted
daughter of Rev. W, T. Stons, Bradford, England.



THE LIFE CRUISE OF CAPTAIN BESS ADAMS.
BY JULIA M‘NAIR WRIGHT.

‘HTAPTER IV.—THE TIDES ALONG SHORE.

““Just are the ways of God,
And justifiable to men;
Till by their own perplexities involved
They ravel more, still less resolved.”
—Milton.

Tom Erp maintained so long a silence toward the parson that
the good man began to fear that the fisherman had elected not to
leave all and follow Christ. But on a pleasant evening, about
sunset, Tom invited the preacher to enter his boat and row out
with him beyond the Cove. Tom waited until they were a safe
distance from the land, and then, resting his arms on the oars, he
set forth his difficulty. «Look ye here, parson, I've been over-
hauling the books, and I see it’s a bad lookout for them as don’t
turn to the Lord,” expressing some uneasiness, at the same time,
about his parents.

«If you will fully give yourself to God, Tom Epp, you will
feel able to leave your parents’ case with him also ¢Tribulation
worketh patience, and patience experience, and experience hope;’
perhaps unknown to you such a work went on in your mother’s
heart. I have only one word for you, Tom. Christ said to Peter
when he asked, ‘What shall thisman do?’ < What is that to thee ?
Follow thou Me.! So He says to you, ‘Submit yourself, therefore,
under the mighty hand of God; resist the devil and he will flee
from you.’”

Tom suddenly turned the boat about, and began rowing vigor-
ously toward shore. As the keel grated on the sands, he said with
a deep breath, “There! I've had a hard pull against a lot of temp-
tations. Just overhaul me the Book, and let us have that Scripter
about casting all car care.”

The minister took the Bible which Tom pulled out of his locker,
and, marking the passage, went awny. After that hour Tom,
with Bess and Rolf, was most frequently wish the minister; many
hours they passed together on the shirgle, and the simple-minded
Tom Epp seemed as muech a young pupil to the parson as the other
two. To Tom the truths of the Secripture came with a singular
freshness and beauty. "To hear was to obey, though the new law
was frequently met with a burst of wailing over the long years
wasted in its neglect. ‘

To this minister, who had a devotion to his Master’s work, like
that of Brainard and Payson, no hours were better or more happily
spent than those when he was leading these young disciples on the
upward way. Having _een brought up in utter neglect of the
Bible—the truths, the precepts, and the illustrations of history and
of biography therein contained were quite new to them
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The preacher, Rolf, Bess, and Tom were sitting one evening on
the headland. The calmness and beauty of the scene about them,
with something of the Lden-like purity lingering over nature in
these lonely places, perhaps suggested the teacher’s theme—the
Nazarites of old. He told them of these consecrated ones; of
their early dedication; of their holy law; of Joseph, the one who
was «sceparated from his brethren,” and never swerved from his
godliness; of Sampson the Nazarite who was strong; and of
Hannah, the Nazarite mother of a consecrated son. These were
“the precious soms of Zion comparable to fine gold "—«her
Nazarites, purer than snow.” «Nor,” said the teacher, «“need
the law of the Nazarite be obsolete in these days. The Church
has great need of those who are consecrated indeed to the
Lord; who will live holily before their fellows. We have fallen
on degenerate days. Even in the Church men conform themselves
to the deeds of the world. They tell me I am a fanatic when I
say that Christian men and women should eschew strong drink,
whereby so many of their fellows are destroved; that the hand
that in the communion redeives the bread and wine should not be
soiled with the cards that bring so many men to ruin; that those
who avowedly sit at the feet of Jesus to learn His ways should
not sit in the seat of the scorner in the playhouse; that the same
mind that professes to feed upon the Word of God should not fill
itself with the loose, the profane, or the scoffing book; that those
who belong to the assembly of the saints, and by any sudden call
might be led into the house not made with hands, should not be
found here sharing the assemblies and amusements of the ungodly.
This is no hard, ungenial life I offer you, my children. Christ
and His work are enough to fill with happy activity any human
soul. But in these days the sons of God follow the ways of the
sons of Belial. The Nazarites, who should be whiter than snow,
have ¢their visage blacker than a coal, and are not known in the
streets.” And yet the day is coming, though it may be after our
time, when the Church will awake to her lofty duties; when she
will eschew rioting and drunkenness, and foliow after temperance
and sobriety and purity in the fear of the Lord. Yes, the day
will come.”

“ We need not wait for that far-off day,” said Bess with flashing
eyes. «We can bring it near by living such a Christian life now.”

« It will be easy for the lass,” said Tom, looking proudly at his
little friend. «Parson, I don’t believe one drop of strong drink
has ever been in her mouth, though everybody uses it at the Cove
more or less, and all over the world, I reckon, as well. A sober,
busy, honest-spoken child has our Bess always been—sort of a
Nazarite by natur’. And Rolf there, he's a good boy, too—Rolf
don’t drink.”

« Not much,” said Rolf, flushing—«“a grog now and then on
shipboard, like the rest. But I'll not take that any more. I've
gone to the theatres and song-saloons in port, and to the grog-shops
to stand treat; but this other life you show us is better than that,
parson, and here I promise you and Bess and Tom to take no more
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liquor, play no cards, go to no irreligious amusements. If I'm
going to serve God, I'll not do it by halves. And now for you,
Tom!”

«Oh! but I'm & bad un,” said Tom, shaking his head mournfully.
«1 might knock off now, but what an awful score I've got against
me for all them things! Why, I've spent months, take them all
in all, up at the ¢ Blue Mackerel.””

« Well, it's never too late to mehd,” laughed Rolf.

“Oh! I'm going to mend,” said Tom. «When I get down to
the Dancer, T'll take the bottle I got filled with rum yesterday,
and T'll give it to Jenkins.”

« No, no, Tom,” said the minister, unable to restrain a smile at
his neophyte; «it will be as bad for Jenkins as for you. Better
throw it to the fishes.”

“They know better than to touch such stuff,” said Bess.

But, like his Master and His brethren, the preacher did not find
all the seed he sowed falling into good ground, and thus bringing
forth fruit, thirty-fold, sixty, an hundred-fold. The parable of
the sower is for ever true. When he preached in Jim Wren's
hearing or went to him in private, beseeching him in Christ’s
stead to be reconciled to God, the seed fell indeed by the wayside,
and then came that wicked one, who had enslaved this poor
wretch with strong drink, and caught away the seed sown in his
heart.

Aunt Kezzy, of the «Blue Mackerel,” was one of those who
received the seed in stony places. Anon her joy was great. When
others wept, she wept; when others spoke of serving God, it
seemed good to Aunt Kezzy to serve Him also; when heaven was
the theme, Aunt Kezzy hoped to go to that city of gold as soon as
ever she had finished making what money she could out of the
« Blue Mackerel.” .

Now, the minister could be severe as well as gracious. When
he went to the « Blue Mackerel” (and had declined the glass of
spirits which Aunt Kezzy brought him into the parlour), Aunt
Kezzv sat down, and told him fluently that she had been a great
sinne:, but now meant to serve the Lord.

«And when the sinner decires to serve the Lord,” said the
preacher, “he must forsake hissins. So you, my friend, if out of an
honest heart you would seek the Lord, you must be ready to give
up what is wrong in yvourself and has been,a cause of wrong to
others. He who is forgiven much loves much; he who loves
much will sacrifice much. If your sins, which are many —"

«Oh! well,” interrupted Aunt Kezzy, “as many as other people’s,
though not so many after all, nor so bad as some. A good neigh-
bour and an honest, careful woman, I've alwa§s made it a point
of being; but I see something more is needed, and now I'm going
to be a church member.”

«T will tell you plainly,” said the minister, bending his brows
sternly at her, «that wwhout regard to the doings of other people,
your sins should afflict your soul. Have you not lived forty years
in indifference to the will of God? Have you not laughed at the



272 The dlethodist DMagazine.

profanation of His name, neglected His Book, broken His Sabbaths,
despised His work, and lived upon the price of souls? Did not
Epp’s father die a miserable drunkard, made a drunkard at this
very house ? Is not Jim Wren going daily to destruction, getting
so much rum here that he cannot keep sober enough to hear any
plain preaching of the Gospel ? Are these small matters?

«1 must say,” cried Aunt Kezzy, «I never thought you’d turn
on nie this way. As for the rum, why, it isn’t bad for them that
don’t abuse it, and I ain’t to blame for them that do. All the
ministers I ever heard of, before you, take their grog. One of the
biggest stills in the State is owned by a deacon. If it’s right to
make it and take it, why is it only wrong to sell it?”

« But I believe it is not right to make it or take it, because it is
vearly the cause of dcath to souls; and if we traffic in the ac-
cursed cause of his ruin, we are verily guilty concerning our
brother. I know that in these unhappy daysI stand almost alone
in this matter; but the time is coming speedily, when the voice
of the whole Church shall be lifted up with mine, and when men
who, while they do not love God above all, yet love their fellow-
men generously, will cry out against the man who makes, and
who sells, and who drinks, strong drink. ButI put this matter to
vour awakened conscience. You see Jim Wren going old Epp's
way to death; you see mind, body, and soul perishing in his
dram-drinking; you know that he steals his daughter’s wages,
and pays them away for gin at your bar. Now, in the presence
of God, do you sufficiently fear your Maker and love your neigh-
hour to reach out even one hand to stop this man’s career to ruin?
Will you cease selling this one man the poison that is destroying
his soul ?”

«That's a hard way to talk to a married woman, parson,”
whimpered Aunt Kezzy. <«The «Blue Mackerel’ don't belong to
me; it’s my old man is master here, and I can’t help his making
an honest living as he likes.”

«But do vou want to hinder it? Will you use your influence
against it? Will you stop selling drams yourself? Will you
interpose vour influence just for this one unhappy man? ”

«] can’t say as [ will,” said Aunt Kezzy, « for honest folk must
make their living. We've got the law on our side, and we can’t
refuse them as chooses to spend their money with us. It’s like
they know what’s best for ’em; and we can’t go to refuse a man
always when he hasn’t money, for it gives us an ill name and
spoils our custom; and me and my old man has only ourselves to
look to, that we don’t get to the poor-house in our old age.”

«You have the eternal God to look to, if you will follow Him.
I have been voung,’ says David, ‘ard now am old, vet have I
never seen the righteous forsaken nor his seed begging bread?'”

«No, nor 1,” said Aunt Kezzy, «if he'd laid up a snug bit of
money for them and him; that’s what makes sure of bread in
this world.”

“Do you know,” said the iuinister, “that a heavy judgment will
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fall on him who lays a snare for his neighbour’s feet. ¢God is
angry with the wicked every day.”

1t was thus that forty years ago men of God did not fear or
fail “to declare the whole counsel of God,” “and to rebuke men
sharply, that they may be sound in the faith.” But there are
some who will not endure sound doctrine, in whose heart the good
seed has no root; and «it dureth for a little while, and then
vanisheth away.” Of such was Aunty Kezzy.

The early autumn came. Captain Adams and Rolf had set
s»il once more—for a long voyage now; their ship, leaving New
fork, was to sail through the bright tropic seas, toward the eold
waters that circle the southern pole, and round that stormy cape
that keeps guard beyond the outmost coast of Patagonia.

1t seemed harder than ever to leave the dear ones, united now
by nearer ties than before; and yet it was easier, in that the
parted friends felt the one God over all, near to all them that
call upon Him, watching them equally on ocean and on shore.
On seas never so wide these sailors felt that they could not drift
out of their good Father’s keeping.

Over some souls at Lucky Cove the preacher could lament,
«The harvest is passed, and the summer is ended, and ye are not
saved;” but yet not a few souls had here been added to the Lord.
And now, with the first chill breath of the winter, came the
gathering of another harvest. There were no eyes enlightened
as David’s when he “saw the angel stand above the threshing-
floor of Ornan, with a drawn sword in his hand. stretched out
over Jerusalem,” to see now the “angel of the Lord, standing
between heaven and earth,” with his hand extended over this
lovely village, where until now only healthful breezes had been
borne.

Theyv saw not the angel, but felt his power.

Some said that a pestilence had invaded the waters, and that
the fish had become poisonous food ; others fancied that a taint of
some strange disease was in the goods that had come from Ports-
mouth ; others listened to the school-master talking learnedly of
malarious spores borne on atmospheric currents. Whatever it
was, the disease spread through the terrified town, and the skill
of the old woman wise in the virtue of herbs, and the little
knowledge possessed by the school-master of some dozen medica-
ments, were quite set at defiance. The gountry doctor, eight
miles off, who administered to men, horses, and cattle when need
was, came now freqnertly to the village; and when one of the
long bedridden ones and two pretty children had been carried to
the burying-ground, Master Hastings mounted the minister’s
famous horse, and went the weary forty miles to Portsmouth, to
consult the doctors there and bring one of them, or some well-
skilled pupil of theirs, to the rescue of Lucky Cove.

The doctors talked about new diseases, and medicines did little
good. Two more low brown ridges of earth, with the early
snow drifted in fringes along their edges, showed that the grave-
vard had received the fourth and fifth victims of the pestilence.

19 .
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Tom Epp became very ill, and Master Hastings removed him
from his forlorn home to his own good home, where Christine
could nurse him.

On the bed where his wife had died Jim Wren lay very ill,
and poor Lucy was deprived of the comforting presence of her
best friends, because Bess was watching by a dying mother.

Others in the village were sick, and all were alarmed. Lucy
Wren had not now that neighbourly assistanee that had soothed
her mother’s last days; the two most frequently sharing the girl’s
miserable task were Aunt Kezzy and the minister.

Aunt Kezzy had done her part in helping to destroy Jim Wren,
and she was now just as earnestly doing her part to save him.
She carried bedding from her house to Lucy, she sent fuel and
pots of soup, and she brought a big black bottle of New England
rum, thinking that than this nothing was better in sickness and
in health, and that it might be likely to comfort Jim Wren in bis
troubles to know that he had a good quart of rum, for which he
need pay nothing! Aunt Kezzy strongly urged Luacv «to take a
swallow of the rum frequently.” She assured her that it was
«good to renew the strength, keep off contagion, rouse her when
she was sleepy, prevent her taking eold in night-watching, and
calculated to build her up more than any other one thing.”

Lucy doubted, and did not try the boasted prescription. Capt.
Hastings sent her a pound of excellent tea, and this she prepared
for herself and the invalid.

When Aunt Kezzy was his watcher, Jim, in spite of doctor,
Lucy, and parson, got many a stiff cup of grog. Aunt Kezzy felt
sure that it was good for him, and it was her way of atoning for
any past evil which she might have done him; for in solemn
vigils, when the unconscious invalid’s face looked ghastly in the
flickering firelight, Aunt Kezzy had reproachful memories and
sharp recollections of what the parson had said to her.

But day by day the illness increased, and these three, Jim
Wren, Tom Epp, and Mrs. Adams, seemed to near the crisis of
their disease at the same time. It was a dark day at the Cove
wheu all three lives hung trembling in the balance. At Master
Hastings’, Christine, the Dane, and an old comrade of Tom’s
watched the poor sailor lying at death’s door. At Mrs. Adams),
the old mother, the little daughters, and a neighbour or two
watched the slow ebbing of a precious life. But Aunt Kezzy had
felt suddenly ill, and had gone home in haste; and while a winter
storm howled about her home and drifted the snow in at door
and window, Lucy Wren kept her wateh alone. The minister
went from one house to another, just where each sick one was
most needing, and best able to receive, his administrations.

During Jim Wren's sickness the minister had been frequently
with him, and most earnest in his efforts to bring him to & sense
)f danger or a desire for God’s mercy in Christ. Jim heard
as though he heard not; he could realize nothing of what death
was, nothing of what might be for good or ill beyond this present
life. Only when Aunt Kezzy was with him did he arouse to
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anything like interest, and then only to demand that she should
mix his grog in some of the various ways for which she had
acvuired a village fame.

But now Aunt Kezzy was gone, and it was night, the wind
raging and the snow drifting deep without, and Lucy Wren sat
on the side of her father’s bed, crying and praying, whiie he lay
in a lethargy, that was fast passing into death.

This, indeed, was a bitter hour. In startling contrast to it
came up that lovely June afternoon, when, ir a happy ealm, her
mother went her way into the heavenly city, while loving friends
stood about, seeing how a Christian could die.

The minister had come in at ten o'clock, and finding Jim un-
conscious, and knowing that Mrs. Adams was desirous of seeing
him, went away.

About midnight Jim awoke, and made an effort to rise. Lucy
lifted his head upon an additional pillow, and asked him how he
felt. He looked at her with a strange horror growing in his eyes.
I feel afraid, yirl,” he said in an awful voice—*‘ afraid. I'm
going to die: to go somewhere in the dark. Keep me, keep me
here with ye, Lucy.”

«Q father!” sobbed Lucy. #I cannot keep you; but if you will
give only one look to the Lord Jesus, He will keep you. He will
be close by you, to take vou to a home where mother is. Then
you need not be afraid, dear father; if you look to Him, He will
drive away all fear.”

«I tell you I'm afraid,”” said Jim hoarsely. «There’s only ore
thing can keep my heart up. Give it to me, girl; give me a good
glass of grog. When I have that, 7’'m never afraid.”

“Don’t, don't, father,” moaned Lucy. «Think of Christ. O
father! the grog ruins you; don’t ask it.”

“Just like yvour mother,” said Jim bitterly, «always setting
herself again my only comfort. Obeyv me, vou litile fool, and
bring that grog.” :

«Oh! T cannot, I cannot.” wailed the poor girl.

«If I had strength in my arm,” gasped Jim, clutching at the
bed-clothes, “you’d do it or die.” Then he turned to entreaty. «Q
my girl! help me. I'm afraid. Bring me the grog, I say, to
give me the courage to die.”

The reason for his demand was something so fearful that it
gave Lucy courage to resist him. <O, my father! let me pray
for you. Pray with me, for the love of Jesus, my poor, poor
father!”

He passed into a frenzy of rage. “Get me that grog; get it,
or I'll die cursing vou! Give me my rum, so ] won’t be afraid.
You wen’t?  Misery upon you, vou bad, cruel child! May you
die like a dog, with no one to give vou a drop of water! May
vour bones—"

It was more than Lucy could bear; with a wild ery like a
hunted animal she darted to the table, and began ¢o pour out
the grog he desired. As he heard the rum gurgle in the glass,
he became suddenly pleased and friendly. Lucy poured, she
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knew not how much, and in a blind agony rushed with it to
his bed, and thrust it into the vise-like grip of his shaking,
bony hand. Then, as he pressed it to his lips, she covered her
face with her hands, and with a passionate burst of woe ran to
the settle, and, throwing herself down there with her arms over
her head, gave way to her grief.

«(GGood girl! I'll take that curse back, Lucy. Ah! I'm fine
and hearty now. TIll be all right to-morrow. Ah!-—-"

Just here the door opened, and the minister, his hair and
shoulders covered with snow, came in from the storm. Jim
Wren’s eyes fell on him, and in a loud, unnatural voice he cried,
«Come in, parson; I'm all right now. I ain’t afraid to die now.
1 was, but what I got from Lucy gave me such heart 7 ain’t afraid
any more.” i

The minister stepped hastily to the bed. The empty glass lay
by Jim’s nerveless hand. The strong.smell of the liquor hung
over the death-bed. «Jim, Jim!” he said in a faltering voice.

«I'm all right,” cried Jim, flinging his arms over his head—
«all right” And his arms fell, and he dropped out of life—
wrong for everi.ore.

Luecy sprang up from the settle at that cry and the great silence
that followed. She gave one look at the pallid, distorted face on
the bed, with wide-.open eyes sct in a horrid stare, and fell as if
lifeless upon the floor.

The minister laid her upon the settle, and returned into the
storm to send some of the neighbours to the home of the dead
drunkard.

Only an hour later, with a loving look on those who stood about
her and a tender message to the absent, Annie Adams passed into
«the glory that excelleth,” where her “eyes might behold the
King in His beauty.”

When the gray winter morning dawned faint and late, and the
tide was creeping sullenly in along the shore, the ebbing tides of
life turned and renewed their strength in Tom Epp’s veins; for
in the crisis of the night some breath of the Merciful One had
whispered above him, « This sickness is not unto death, but that
the Son of Man may be glorified thereby.”

This was the day that dawned on Lucky Cove: Jim Wren
lying stiff and stark, his face knotted in a frown; Annie Adams
on her white bed, ealm as one very happily «fallen on sleep;”
Tom Epp returning to strength—for “one shall be taken, and
another left.”
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CHAPTER V.--CAPTAIN ADAEVIS’ CHART.

*“Thou hidden love of God, whose height,
Whose depth, unfathomed ne man knows !
I see from far Thy beauteous light,
And inly sigh for Thy repose.
My heart is pained, nor can it be
At rest till it finds rest in Thee.”

The summer found many changes at Lucky Cove—more than
had bheretofore ocecurred in ten years’ time. The graveyard, as
we have seen, was fuller. Jim Wren no longer staggered day
after day to the « Blue Mackerel.” The landlord had taken Jim’s
place as toper-extraordinary. Partly out of fear during the time
of sickness, partly out of a spiteful opposition to the parson, the
landlord suddenly doubled his always large daily allowance of
liquor, and, as he sat on the great settle in the corner, it was
evident that old Epp and Jim Wren were to be avenged in the
destruction of their destroyer.

The village blacksmith had been one of the victims of the
winter’s sickness, and a distant relative of Lucy Wren had come
from near Portsmouth to fill his place. This man, named Sawyer,
and his wife took Wren’s cottage, and Lucy was to remain with
them, supporting herself, as usual, by sewing. A very pretty,
mild, refined young woman of nineteen, Lucy found her happi-
ness very little increased by living with the Sawvers, who were
careless, noisy, and frequently iu-tempered.

Master Hastings and the minister had secured part of the long,
low building which formed the village store, and arranged it as
their church-room, where in spite of the low ceiling, bare walls,
and hard benches, a congregation gathered every Sabbath. Aunt
Kezzy soon ceased her attendance, and with her new gossip, Mrs.
Sawyer, had a deal of fault to find with the minister. The land-
lord vowed that the parson had nearly ruined Lucky Cove by his
new-fangled ways. There were those, however, who rejoiced
greatly in the light and hope that had dawned on this place,
where until now there had been a very unusual indifference and
ignorance concerning religion; where, while there had been little
flagrant vice (for poverty and hard work had served to keep the
people out of mischief), there had been no piety, and God had not
been in all their thoughts.

The school-master, who had long held aloof from the work of
grace, was now an earnest supporter of the pastor, and the chil-
dren who were gathered at the Corners had the advantage of
their predecessors in the religious teaching which they received.

Capt. Adams’ voyage was a long one; he was absent for four-
teen months, and his wife had been ten months in her grave when
he returned home. The news of his loss had reached him long
before, but it came to him in all its fulness when once again he
reached the Cove; and, as he passed along the streets, the smile
of greeting upon friendly faces died away into a Jook of honest
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sympathy, and while the kindly pressure of the hand told the
thought of ecach heart, scarcely . word was spoken until the
Captain and Rolf camerin sight of Master Hasting's house, and of
the master himself sitting on the porch.

The old Dane strode forth to greet his son in the hearty, foreign
fashion of kissing him on both cheeks. Then he wring Captain
Adams’ hand, saying:

“Jt’s & h.rd home-coming, friend. I went through rhis trouble
years ago, and I've never been half a man since.”

Yes, in spite of the tender old mother’s face and the dear wel-
comes of Bess and Kate, Captain Adams felt his home-coming
hard enough.

«1 could mot have borne up under such a trouble, Bess,” he said
when, with his favourite child, he went that evening to the farther
headland, and sat down by his wife's grassy grave; «I should
have become desperate, only for the Book and the promises of
God. I can't see how men weather great storms without such
help. Now, vou see, I know that she is happy, because the Saviour
says, ¢ Father, I will that those whom Thou has given Me be with
Me where I am,’ and she is now sharing those good things which
the Lord has laid up for those that love Him. When my trouble
comes breaking over me like a great wave, then I go to the Book,
and read about the city of God, and it seems as if a gate were so
set open for me to look right into heaven. I tell you, my girl,
the longer you live, the truer you'll find it, that there is a great
profit in godliness; there is nothing like it to help one over the
hard places of this life, then there’s all the glory that’s going to
be hereafter.”

«I wish,” said Bess, resting her head on her father’s knee, as
her eyes filled with tears, “that we could all have gone with her;
it's dreadfully bard living without any mother.”

“Yes, child; but I don’t know as it’s exactly fair to wish to
defraud the Lord out of any of our working-hours that way, even
though they are heuvy hours to us, when we make sure that He’ll
give us our wages of eternal life. It is not honourable to dock
the work just in our eagerness to get the pay. You know, Bess,
we were ‘not redeemed with corruptible things, such as silver and
gold, but with the precious blood of Christ;’ and, if He gave His
blood for us, we ought right gladly to give our lives to Him, and
to be even anxious to have them as long as possible, so we can
show our love in more service.”

“ Father,” said Bess, lifting up her head and looking at him
very earnestly, “yvou are quite different from what vou used to
be; and you know so much of the Bible, you must study it all
the time.”

“The Bible's my chart, child; and since 1 know that I sail on
dangerous seas, I study my chart constantly, as a scamen should.
It’s wonderful what there is in that Book. How it lays down
every rock and reef and shoal; how it gives vou tie whole coast;
what wrecks and what escapes and what splendid sailing you
find told of in it; what narrow passages some craft squeezed
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through; what a dangerous shoal was that Samson made, and
how nobly was he lifted off safe by the tide at last; look you
how Solomon made port, with all his topsails carried away, cargo
all flung overboarc, and such a leaking going on you'd have
thonght sure he’d swamp; what a storm was that for David when
ke lost his mainmast, but he mended up finely again; what a
grand cruise did Josepb make, and how well old Abraham came
into port with ali sails st.; what a stuunch ship was that Nehemiah;
and there was Peter—he alwayvs would carry too much sail, until
he go¢ laid over in a gale and bis spars broken; once he'd taken
out the axes and cleared away the wreck, he was so top-heavy,
and what a vovage ke made! Yes, my girl, I read these things
by day, and, like David, I meditate on them in the night-watches.
There’s hardly a place so good in the world for pondering over
the Word of God as when one’s pacing up and down the quarter-
deck. It seems to me a sailor’s life is a specially good one for
being religious in; youre away from the stir and temptation of
the shore, and have plenty of time to think of your duty. But
probably the truth is that every man’s position is just the easiest
place for him to be religious in, and that all ranks of life are
equally fit for serving our Lord, if we'd only think so. Daniel
was in all manner of situations, but he found one just as good as
another for doing his duty.”

“And can you do as much good on ship as on shore?” asked
the earnest Bess. «I always like to think of doing something.
A ship’s rather a small place to work in.”

«1t’s large enough, if a man will do with his might whatsoever
his hand finds to do. It’s larger than a man of my measure can
fill; but I try to do what I can. You see, Bess, a captain in his
ship is a sort of a king, andg, if he uses his power right, he can do
a deal of good. ‘No swearing’ is one of my rules. ¢No Sabbath-
breaking’ is another. Every moraing and evening all hands are
piped to prayers. On Sunday I have a little service, a prayer and
some Scripture, and I bought a good book or two in New York,
and some of the hymns; and I read out to the crew, and they've
got most of them so they can sing out pretty well. It sounds fine
indeed over the water, Bess, and was often a comfort to me when
my heart was aching. Then, in port, a captain can do much, if
he keeps it in mind, to keep the other captains whom he meets
out of mischief.” .

« But about the men, father. They were all used to swearing,
and what did you do when you found them breaking your rule?
—which they often would out of habit.”

«Why, my gir], I said to them, ¢So boys, if you won't keep
vour tongues clean, vou'li keep the masts of this bark clean;’ so
whenever a man swore, he had so much time, more or less, to
scrape the masts. ¥or a while, Bess, those masts were wonderfully
clean—one would think them brand-new wood; but by the time
we got home the men's tongues were kept cleaner, and the masts
were just as masts ordinarily are. So with the prayers, Bess.
Some of the men set themselves to jibe seeretlv at them. Well, I
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marked the lads out, and I said, ¢It’s disrespect to your Maker;
but somehow you think you have a right to disrespect lim. But
it's disrespect also to your captain, and I'll masthead you for that.
If you don't feel able to take a lookout over the voyage of life
without sneering, you may get up into the main-top for an hour,
and try the lookout from there; and just bear in mind if I, your
captain, punish a simple jeer at my service, what is that great
Captain upon high likely to do to those who scorn Him and His
words?’ I think that set a solemn light on it, Bess; for I hadn’t
to masthead many of them. The poor fellows, for the most part,
took to the religion as if they were hungry for it. And then
Rolf was a great help to me.”

« And why pot have another such help?” ecried Bess. «There
is Tom Epp; he would do good among the crew, father, and all
these wintry days and stormy njghts I'd like so much to think
that good Tom was with you on the ship.”

« Why, that's a good thought, Bess, and I'li try to take Tom
along as cockswain. But never you fear for me when the storms
come up, my ohild; just femember who ¢holds the winds in His
fist.””

Tom readily accepted the proposition to sail with Captain
Adams on his next voyage, which was to be to Cuba; though so
accustomed had the honest fellow grown to his fishing and his life
along shore that he felt a little sadness, as of parting from an old
friend and an accustomed happiness, when he went out with his
Dancer ior a few last trips.

« And have you kept to what vou learned about the Nazarites? "
asked Tom of Rolf, who was sitting in the boat with him.

«Yes, Tom; but that's easy enough in a ship with Captain
Adams.”

“«Why, what! has he given up a glass of grog, and has be none
on board the ship?” asked Tom in surprise.

«Oh! he takes his glass at dinner, just as everybody does, ex-
cept us three and the minister; then the men get their grog
of course. They wouldn't ship if they could not have that,
and they’d think themselves likely to die for want of it. Though
Jjust look at me, Tom:; I'm strong and hearty, and I can get along
in storm or shine, day or night, with nothing stronger than
coffee. But then, Tom. Captain Adams don’t let the men get
drunk or get too much by selling their rations to each other or
paying debts with them. If a man doesn’t want his grog for
his own drinking, he gets paid for it down on the spot, and the
rations is not served out. That is a great help. But, Tom, how
have you got on ashore here?”

«Jt’s been a fearful hard pull for me,” said Tom earnestly.
«Why, Rolf, I wouldn's have thought I had so much sin dwelling
in me. I'm a great deal worse than Paul was when be had to
roar out about being a miserable man. It would surprise you,
Rolf; and I am glad you have laid yourself upon a right course
in the days of vour youth. Then you will never Fnow what a
tough struggle a man has who has neglected everything religious
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until he is thirty-seven years old. I tell you, Rolph, I often feel
as if there was a squall blowing on me from the four corners of
the sky all at once. If I run before one wind, it is only to fly
in the teeth of another; if I tack before one gust, I'm caught
in another; and when I'm shaping my eourse to prevent getting
capsized by one black squall, I'm laid on my beam-ends by one
from an opposite quarter.” .

Jolly Rolf burst into a roar of laughter at this deseription of
Tom’s seafaring. «I should think you'd have gone to the bottom
altogether, Tom.” ‘

But Tom shook his head. “Ah! Mr. Hastings, I would have
gone to the bottom long ago but for the Captain aboard my poor,
miserable craft. After all' there’'s a Hand on my helm, Rolf, that
can put me safe into port in the heaviest gales or the darkest
nights. That was a true word the parson told me when I feared
I couldn’t hold out in the service of God: I have laid help on
One that is mighty.’” )

The day for the departure came. Rolf, Tom, the captain, were
again ready to set off. Captain Adams and DBess went for one
more look at the grave on the headland.

« Warned is armed, my brave lass,” said the Captain. «If I
mistake not, I have seen my dear old mother for the last time in
this world. I'm thinking, Bess, that you will soon see another
grave made hereabout; but the dear old heart goes to her rest
like a shock of corn fully ripe. She will enter into the joy of
her Lord, Bess; and when the cruise has been so long, and often
so hard, we won't grudge her going before us to her port. May
the arm of the Lord be about her! She’s been a rare good mother
to me—to all of us.”

“«But we'll be alone, father,” said Bess, shrinking at the thought.

“I've spoken to Master Hastings, and he'll see that all is done
right for you,” said the captain. «Don’t let a shadow fall on her
last days, Bess. Be beforehand with every wish. Before she has
a chance to know a want, do you supply it. Don’t leave her alone
one hour, and show her that you keep near her out of love.”

TLis was a good son’s last care for his mother. 0Old Mrs. Adams
bad reached the limit of fourscore, and the hour of her departure
was now near at hand. Hers was a “time of peace.” Calm and
satisfied in this life, and confident of the better life which is to
come, she was unconsciously and imperceptibly fading out of
earth, as the twilight fades imperceptibly into darkness. A
winter’s day was closing ; the old lady was knitting in her chair
by the window, Kate was reading to her the psalm she loved, and
Bess was getting ready the supper, when, as the golden cord
was gently loosed, the kuitting slid from her withered fingers,
and when Bess laid her hand on her arm, saying, * Come to supper,
grandmother,” the daily cares and ways of this life had, as often
happens, brushed very near that other life, and the silver-haired
glld woman had already gone in to the marriage supper of the

amb.

When the grandmother was laid under the snow, the minister
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brought his books from Master Hastings’; and as Bess and Kate
were capital little housekeepers, and the neighbour who for some
vears had aided in their domestic labours was faithful, with oec-
casional oversight from Christine, the little family was kept
together for the winter.

Spring brought back Captain Adams, and the question he put
to himself, and was asked by his .eighbours, was, « What was he
now to do with these two daughters of twelve and fourteen years
old, thus left to his sole protection ?”

Bess answered it for him: «Take us to sea with vou, father.
You always promised we should go; and now there are so few of
us we ought to keep together. Kate and I can live nicely on
board the ship. There are two little rooms, you have told me, in
your cabin—one for vou and one for us; and I can learn to sail a
ship and go'to sea with you all my life.”

“ But thez'es tiie house, Bess,” said the captain. «I don’t fancy
renting it to strangers, even if I could find anyone to take it. It
was built by my poor father when he married, and he did part of
the work with his own hands. I was born in it, and it has been
my only home all my life, and every stick of furniture brings up
something of my history. If we shut it up month after month,
it would go to ruin as much as by renting to careless strangers.”

«Oh! but I know, father; let the minister go on living there.
It is a nice, quiet place, and old Jane and Christine can keep it
in order for him. Then, whenever we come home, we can go
right there again. Try that, father.”

It was such a pleasant vision to Captain Adams, Jhis gathering
his broken household together in the ship, and having something
of domestic life there, that he could not refuse the urgent
entreaties of his children to live for a time at least on board the
Seabird. Accordingly, preparations were at once made for
departure. The captain had the village carpenter prepare a
stout sea-chest, and Lucy Wren was called upon to aid in making
up strong, blue flannel dresses and heavy, woollen coats and hoods
for the yvoung voyagers.

Lucy sat with the two girls sewing on these garments with a
heavy heart. The death of their mother and grandmother had
deprived her of her best elder friends, and these two girls, though
so much her juniors, had been her favourite companions.

«It seems as if my heart would fairly break with loneliness
when vou are gone,” said Lucy. «Mary Sawyer is so noisy and
ill-tempered that I dread to stay in the room with her. I keep in
my little garret up-stairs whenever I can, but on cold days I must
be by the fire. Sawyer fills the place with smoke when he is
home, and they both seem to be drinking beer and grog perpetu-
ally, while the people that come there contmually are the very
ones that my mother saw the least of. It is such a contrast to the
neat, quiet home mother made of it when I was a child. And
it never was noisy or dirty until now, for poor father could
always be kept qaiet, and I had the place clean, if ever so poor.”

«Dear me!” cried Kate, “why I'd go away, I'm sure.”



T'he Life Cruise of Captain Bess Adams. 283

«But where would I go?"” asked Lucy. «I have never been
ten miles from the Cove, and haven’t a relation that I know of.
Here I can support myself by sewing, and very likely I could not
do that among strangers. No one in the village has more house-
room than they need for themselves, except Aunt Kezzy, and I
could not live there, where my poor father got his ruin; so I and
my three or four boxes of property must stay with the Sawyers.”

When the last day at home came, Lucy finished the packing of
the blue chest, and with many a tear bade her friends good-by.
The minister had put his horse to the store-keeper’s waggon, and
was to drive the travellers to the stuge-office, eight miles distant.

The captain, Rolf, the two girls, Tom Epp, and two chests were
in the waggon. Lucy smiled bravely, and told the minister she
would have his supper ready for him and the house in order when
he came home in the evening. Then she went into the deserted
kitehen, and sat down to ery for the departure of her best—she
almost felt then her only—friends.

Meanwhile all the village peopke came to the doors to shout
good-by, and Aunt Kezzy and her husband stood at the door of
the « Blue Mackerel.”

“Stop a bit, stop a bit!” cried the landlord. “Don’t go off
without a parting glass and a health all round. XKezzy's brewed
a special pot of drink to wish you a safe return.”

«Oh! I'm not thirsty,” said Rolph, langhing, as the minister
reined up his horse.

«Thirsty! But people don’t wait to be thirsty when they
drink. There'd be precious little trade here if they did. Why,
they drink because they like it and its good for them,” said Aunt
Kezzy.

“«Come in, come in,” urged the landlord. «No use asking the
parson, for he don’t know a good thing when he sees it.”

Rolf, Tom, and the girls shook their heads, and Captain Adams
jumped out of the waggon. He put his arm in the landlord’s, and
led him on one side. *Old friend,” he said, «thank ye kindly for
thinking of our going, and for wishing us health and safety ; but
I'll not drink to it with you, and I'll tell you why. I take my
glass now and then, as I always havegbut never with a man who
is getting in a babit of taking too much; for, old crony, you're
getting in a bad way, as Epp did, who was as stout a man as any
of us, and like poor Jim Wren, who once stood without his equal
in the Cove. Friend, I'm fearing you will go from bad to worse,
if you don’t knock off a bit. Doctors, they say, are wise when
they take little of their own medicines, and landiords are on the
side of safety when they do not often taste their own wares. Now,
friend, a hearty good-by and God bless you, and when I come
back may I see you and the old ‘Blue Mackerel’ in a better trim!”

The captain shook hands with Aunt Kezzy and jumped into the
waggon, leaving the landlord with his eyes fixed intently on a
corner of the porch floor.

«I stopped,” explained the captain to his companions, “to give
him a word of advice. He's drinking far too much.”
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«] presume,” said the minister, “that you did not advise.total
abstinence, and if you did not your advice will be no good.”

«It would do no good if I gave that advice,” said the captain,
« for a man like him couldn’¢ or wouldn’t stand total abstinence.
He would break up under it.”

«He'll break up without it,” said the minister. «Look at e,
at Tom, at these young people. Is abstinence from liquor hurting
us? Itis only abstaining from a hurtful thing.”

« You were not in the habit of drinking liquor like the landlord;
and then I nevcr have found a moderate amount hurtful.”

«]I will not argue with you,” said the minister, sighing. «I
will only say that our taking a harmless, moderate amount may
cause our weak brother to take a harmful, immoderate amount.
Thus we cause our brother to offend, and you know the words of
the apostle: ‘If meat make my brother to offend, I will eat no
meat till the day I die, nor anything whereby my brother
offendeth.’”

“1 bear that in mind,” responded the captain; “and so, as I said
to the landlord, I never drink with a man who takes too much
liquor, lest 1 cause him to offend.”

It was thus that thirty or forty years ago the best of people
and the most advanced of thinkers looked upon the temperance
question. Liquor was then regarded something as lobster-salad
is now—a choice and excellent compound, needful to a polite
entertainment, and wholesome to some; while as for those whose
stomachs were incapable of digesting it, they must be moderate
cr refrain, according to the necessities of their case. If there
were a dozen authentic instances of death from lobster-salad, none
of the rest of us who liked it would stop indulging in that
delectable dish.

It has taken many years and much labour and enlightenment
to show men that there is more than a «lobster-salad ” question
involved in the temperance cause, and sorme yet fail to see it.

THOUGHTS EOR THE QUIET HOUR.

O wEARY soul ! that yet with willing feet
Wouldst tread o’er many a hard and rugged way
In uncomplaining toil, and never stay
Unti! within His court thine eyes should meet
The splendour of His look—to thee be sweet
That kindly word He spake, ** Unto Me pray
Not as the hypocrites in blaze of day,
In public paths, or in the open street ; -
But in thy closet kneeling, there within,
Unto Me make thy prayer, to Me thy moan ;
And I will hear in heaven, where I abide.
Lo ! I will bring thee cleansing for thy sin,
Yea, we together shall commune alone ;
Shut thou thy door—heaven’s gate will open wide.”
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THE SQUIRE OF SANDAL-SIDE.
BY AMELIA E. BARR.
CHAPTER IV.—THUS RUNS THE WORLD AWAY.

JuLtus SanpaL had precisely those superficial excellences
which the world is ready to accept at their apparent value; and
he had been in so many schools, and imbibed such a variety of
opinions, that he had a mental suit for all occasions. «He knows
about everything,” said Sandal to the clergyman, at the close of
an evening spent together—an evening in which Julius had been
particulariy interesting. <«Don’t you think so, sir?”

The rector looked up at the starry sky, and around the
mountain-girdled valley, and answered slowly, “He has a great
many ideas, squire; but they are second-hand, and do not fit his.
intellect.”

Charlotte had much the same opinion of the paragon, only she
expressed it in a different way. «He believes in everything, and
he might as well believe in nothing. Confuecius and Christ are
about the same to him, and he thinks Juggernaut only ‘a clumsier
spelling of a name which no man spells correctly.”

« His mind is like a fine mosaie, Charlotte.”

«(Ch, indeed, Sophia, I don’t think so! Mosaics have a design
and fit it. The mind of Julius is more like that quilt of a
thousand pieces which grandmother patched. There they are,
the whole thousand, just bits of colour, all sizes and shapes. I
would rather have a good square of white Marseilles.”

«I don’t think you ought to speak in such a way, Charlotte.
You can’t help seeing how much he admires you.”

There was a tone in Sophia’s carefully modulated voice which
made Charlotte turn and look at her sister. She was sitting at
her embroidery-frame, and apparently counting the stitches in
the rose-leaf she was copying; but Charlotte noticed that her
hand trembled, and that she was counting at random. In a
moment the veil fell from her eyes: she understood that Sophia
was in love with Julius, and fearful of her own influence over
him. She had been about to leave the room: she returned to the
window, and stood at it a few moments, as if considering the
assertion. ’ ©

«J should be very sorry if that were the case, Sophia.”

«Why?”

« Because I do not admire Julius in any way. I never could
admire him. I don’t want to be in debt to him for even one-half
hour of sentimental affection.”

«Y. should let him understand that, Charlotte, if it be so.”

Je must be very dull if he does not ynderstand.”

“« When father and you went fishing yesterday, he went with
you.”

«Why did you not come also? We begged you to do s0.”
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«Because I hate to be hot and untidy, and to get my hands
soiled, and my face flushed. That was your condition when you
returned home; but all the same, he said vou looked like a
water-nymph or a wood-nymph.”

«1 think very little of him for such talk. There is nothing
‘nymphy ' about me. I should hate myself if there were. I am
going to write, and ask Harry to get a furlough for a few weeks.
I want to talk sensibly to someone. I am tired of being on the
heights or in the depths all the time; and as for poetry, I wish 1
might never hear words that rhyme again. I've got to feel that
way about it, that if I open a book, and see the lines begin with
capitals, my first impulse is to tear it to pieces. There, now, you
have my opinions, Sophia!”

Sophia laughed softly. «Where are you going? T swee you
have your bonnet on.” :

«] amn going to Up-Hill. Grandfather Latrigg had a fall
vesterday, and that’s a bad thing at his age. Father is quite
put out about it.”

«Is he going \.ith voua”

«He was, but two of the shepherds from Holler Scree have just
come for him. There is something wrong with the flocks.”

“Julius?”

«He does not know I am going; and if he did, I should tell
him plainly that he was not wanted, either at Up-Hill or on the
way to it. Ducie thinks little of him, and grandfather Latrigg
makes his face Jike a stone wall when Julius talks his finest.”

«They don’t understand Julius. How can they? Steve is
their model, and Steve is not the least like Julius.”

«T should think not.”

« What do you mean®”

«Never mind. Good-by.”

She shut the door with more emphasis than she was aware of,
and went to her mother for some cordials and dainties to take
with her. Asshe passed through the hall the squire called her, and
she followed his voxce into the small pallour which was emphati-
cally «master’s room.’

«] have heard very bad news about the Holler Scree flock,
Charlotte, and I must away there to see what can be done. Tell
Barf Latrigg it is the sheep, and he will understand: he was
always one to put the dumb creatures first. The kindest thing
that is In vour own heart, say it to the dear old man for me; will
you, Char lotte 2"

«You can trust to me, father.”

«Yes, I know I can; for that and more too. And there is more.
I feel a bit about Stephen. Happen I was less than kind to him
the other'day. But I gave you good reasons, Charlotte; and I
have such confidence in you, that I said to mother, ¢ You can
send Charlotte. There is nothing underhand about her. She
knows my will, and she’ll do it.” Kh? What?”

«Yes, father: J'11 be squarce on all four sides with you. But I
tolé you there had been no love-making between me and Steve.”
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«Steve was doing his best at it. Depend upon it he 1n.cant
love-making; and I must say I thought you made out to under-
stand him very well. Maybe I was mistaken. Every woman is
a new book, and a book by herself; and it isn't likely I can
understand them all.”

«Stephen is sure to speak to me about your being so queer to
him. Had I not better tell the truth?”

«] have a high opinion of that way. Truth may be blamed,
but it can’t be shamed. However, if he was not making love to
you at the shearing, won't you find it a bit difficult to speak your
mind? Eh? What?”

«He will understand.”

« Ay, I thought so.”

«Father, we have never had any secrets, you and me. If I
am not to”encourage Stephen Latrigg, do you want me to marry
Julius Sandal ?”

« Well, I never! Such a question! What for?”

« Because, at the very first, I want to tell you that I could not
do it—no way. I am quite ready to give up my will to your
will, and my pleasure to your pleasure. That i$ my duty; but
to marry cousin Julius is a different thing.”

«Don’t get too far forward, Charlotte. Julius has not said a
word to me about marrying you.”

«But he is doing his best at it. Depend upon it he means
marrying ; and I must say I thought you made out to understand
him very well. Maybe I was mistaken. Every man is a new
book, and & book by himself; and it is not likely I can understand
thet all.”

“Now you are picking up my own words, and throwing them
back at me. That isn’t right. I don’t know whatever to say for
myself. Eh? What?”

«Say, ¢‘dear Charlotte,” and ‘good-by Charlotte,” and take an
easy mind with you to Holler Scree, father. As far as I am con-
cerned, I will never grieve you, and never deceive you—no, not
in the least little thing.”

So she left him. Her face was bright with smiles, and her
words had even a ring of mirth in them; but below all there
was a stubborn weight that she could not throw off, a darkness
of spirit that no sunshine could brighten. Since Julius had come
into their home, home had never been the same. There was a
stranger at the table and in all its sweet, familiar places, and she
was sure that to her he always would be a stranger. Something
was said or done that put them farther apart every day. She
could not understand how any Sandal could be so absoluteiy out
of her love and sympathy.

The sombreness of her thoughts affected her surroundings very
much as rain affects the atmosphere. The hills looked melancholy:
she was aware of every stone ou the road. Alas! this morning
she had begun to grow old, for slie felt that she had a past—a
past that could never return. Hithertc her life had been to-day
and to-morrow, and to-morrow always in the sunshine. Hitherto
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the thought of Stephen had been blended with something that
was to happen. Now she knew she must always be remembering
the days that for them would come no more. She found herself’
reviewing even her former visits to Up-Hill. In them also change
had begun. And it is over the young, sorrow triumphs most
cruelly. Very bitter tears are shed before we are twenty years
old. At forty we have learned to accept the inevitable, and to
feel many things possible which we once declared would break
our hearts in two. )

There was an air of great depression also at Up-Hill. Ducie:
was full of apprehension. She said to Charlotte, « When men as
old as father fall, they stumble at their own grave; and I can't
think what I'll do without father.”

“You have Steve.”

«Steve is going away. He would have left this morning, but
for this fresh trouble. I see you are startled, Charlotte.”

«] am that. I heard nothing of it. He moves in a great hurry.”

«He always moves that way, does Steve.”

«How is grandfather?”

« He has had quite a backening since yesterday night. He has.
got ‘the call,” Charlotte. I've had more than one sign of it. Just
before he fell he went into the garden, and brought in with him
a sprig of ¢«Death-come-quickly.” ¢Father,’ 1 asked, ¢‘whatever
made you pull that?’ Then he looked so queerly, and answered,
I didn’t pull it, Ducie: I found it on the wall’ He was quite
curious, and sent me to ask this one and the other one if they had
been in the garden. No one had been there; and, at the long
end, he said, ¢ Make no more talk about it, Ducie. There's them
that go up and down the fellside that no one sees. They lift the
latch, and wait not for the open door, the king’s command being
urgent. [ have had a message’ He fell an hour afterwards,
Charlotte. He did not think he was much hurt at the time, but
he got his death-throw. I know it.”

«[ should like to speak to him, Ducie. Tell him that Charlotte
Sandal wants his blessing.”

He was lying on the big oak bed in the best room, waiting for
his dismissal in cheerful serenity. «Come here, Charlotte,” he
said; «stoop down, and let me see you once more. My sight
grows dim. Il am going away, dear.”

“«0O grandfather! is there anything I can do for you?”

«“Be a good girl. Be good, and do good. Stand true to Steve—
remember—true to Steve.” And he did not seem inclined to talk
more.

«He is saving his strength for the squire,” said Ducie. «He
has a deal to say to him.”

“ Father hoped to be back this afternoon.”

“Though it be darkening when he gets home, ask him to come
at once, Charlotte. Father is waiting for him, and I don’t think
he will pass the turn of the night.”

There were many subtle links of sympathy between Up-Hill
and Sandal. Death could not be in one house without casting a
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shadow in the other. Julius privately thought si.ch a fellow-
feeling a little stretched. The Latriggs were or a distinectly
lower social footing than the Sandals. Rich they -night be; but
they were not written among tbe list of county families, nor had
they even married into their ranks. He eould not understand
why Barf Latrigg’s death should be allowed to interfere with life
at Seat-Sandal. Yet Mrs. Sandal was at Up-Lill all the afterncon ;
and, though the squire did not get home until quite the darkening.
he went at once, without taking food or rest, to the dying man.

«Why, Barf is very near all the same as my own father,” he
said. And then, in a lower voice, “and he may see my father
before the strike of day. I wouldn't miss Barf’s last words for a
vear of life, I wouldn't that.”

It was a levely night—warm, and sweet with the scent of
August lilies, and the rich aromas of ripening fruit and grain.
The great hills and the peaceful valleys lay under the soft
radiance of a full moon; and there was not a sound but the
gurgle of running water, or the bark of some solitary sheep-dog,
watching the folds on the high fells. Sophia and Julius were
walking in the garden, both feeling the sensitive suggestiveness
of the hour, talking softly together on topics people seldom discuss
i the sunshine—intimations of lost powers, prior existences,
immortal life. Julius was learned in the Oriental view of
metempsychosis. Sophia could trace the veiled intuition through
the highest inspiration of Western thought.

« It whispers in the heart of every shepherd on these hills,” she
said ; “and they interpreted for Mr. Wordsworth the dream of his
own soul.”

« [ know, Sophia. I lifted the book yesterday : your mark was
in it.” And he recited in a low, intense voice :

“¢Qur birth is but a sleep and a forgetting :
The soul that rises with us, our life’s star,
Hath had elsewhere its setting,
And cometh from afar:
Not in entire forgetfulness,
And not in utter nakedness,
But trailing clouds of glory dv we come
From God, who is our home :’”

«Oh, yes!” answered Sophia, lifting her dark eyes in a real
enthusiasm.

v

¢ ¢ Though inland far we be, .
Our souls have sight of that immortal sea
Which brought us hither.’”

And they were both very happy in this luxury of mystic.:
speculation. Eternity was behind as before them.  Soft impulses
from moon and stars, and from the witching beauty of lonely hills
and secented garden-ways, touched within their souls some primal
sympathy that drew them close to that unseen bourdary dividing
spirits from shadow-casting men. It is true they rather felt
than understood; but when the soul has faith, what matters
comprehension ?

20
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In the cold sweetness of the followmg dawn, the squire returned
from Up-Hill. «Barf is gone, Alice,” were his first words.

“But all is well, William.”

“«No doubt of it. I met the rector on the hillside. ¢How i~
Barf?’ I asked; and he answered, ‘Thank God, he has the
mastery !’ Then he went ~n without another word. Barf had
lost i sight when I got there; but he knew my voice, and he
asked me to lay my face against his face. ¢I've done well to
Sandal—well to Sandal,” be muttered at intervals, «You'll know
it some day, William. I can’t think what he meant. 1 hope he
hasn’t left me any money. I could not take it, Alice.”

«Was that all?”

« When Steve came in he said something like «Charlotte,” and
he looked hard at me; and then again, ‘I've done well by Sandal.’
But I was too late. Ducie said he had becn very restless about
me earlier in the afternoon: he was nearly outside life when
I got there.”

In the cool of the afternoon, Julius and the girls went to Up-Hill.
In every land where hé had sojourned, the superstitions and
ceremonials that attended death were subjects of interest to him.
So he was much touched when he entered the deep, cool porch,
and saw the little table at the threshold, covered with a white
linen cloth, and holding a plate of evergreens and a handful
of salt.

Ducie met them with a grave and tender pleasure. «Come,
and see the empty soul-case,” she said softly ; «there is nothing to
fear vou.” And she led them into the ehamber where it lay. The
great bed was white as a drift of snow. On the dark oak walls,
there were branches of laurel and snowberry. The floor was
fragrant under the feet, with bits of rosemary, and bruised ears
of lavender, and leaves of thyme. The casements were wide open
to admit the fresh mountain breeze; and at one of them Steve
rested in the carved chair that had been his grandfather’s, and
was now his own.

The young men did not know each o. >r; but this was neither
the time nor the place for social civilities, and thev only slightly
bowed as their eves met. Indeed, it seemed wrong to trouble the
peaceful silence with me.re words of courtesy ; but Charlotte gave
her hand io Stepher, and with I° that candid, loving gaze, which
has, from the eyes of the beloved, the miraculous power of turning
the water of life into wine. And Charlotte perceived this, and
she went home happy in the happiness she had given.

Four davs later, Barf Latrigg was buried. In ihe glory of the
August afternoon, the ladies of Seat-Sandal stood with Julius in
the Qhadow of the park gates, and watched the long procession
winding slowly down the fells. At first it was accompamed by
fitful, varyving gusts of solemn melody ; but as it d-  nearer, the
affecting tones of the funerzl hymn became morc listinet and
sustained. There were at least three hundred vo.ces thrilling
the still, warm air with its pathetic music; and, as they ap-
proached the church gates, it blended itself with the heavy tread
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of those who carried and of those who followed the dead, like a
wonderful, triumphant mareh.

Afver the funeral was over, the squire went back to Up-Hill to
eat the arvel-meal,* and to hear the will of his old friend read.
It was nearly dark when he returned, and he was very glad to
find his wife alone. «I have had a few hard hours, Alice,” he
said wearily; “and 1 am more bothered about Barf’s will than I
can tell why.”

«] suppose Steve got all.”

« Pretty nearly. Barf’s married daughters had their portions
long ago, but he left each of them three hundred pounds us a
good-will token. Ducie got a thousand pounds and her right in
Up-Hill as long as she lived. All else was for Steve except—and
this bothers me—a box of papers left in Ducie’s charge. They are
to be given to me at her diseretion; and, if not given during her
lifetime or myv lifetime, the charge remains then between those
that come after us. I don't like it, and I can’t think what it
means. IKh? What?”

“«He left vou nothing ?”

« He left me hisstaff. He knew better than to leave me money.
But I am bothered about that box of papers. What can they
refer to? Eh? What?”

«1 can make a guess, William. When your brother Tom left
home, and went to India, he took money enough with him; but
I'm afraid he got it queerly. At any rate, your father had some
big sums to raise. You were at college at the time; and though
there was some underhand talk, maybe you never heard it, for
no one round Sandal-Side would pass on a word likely to trouble
the old squire, or offend Mistress Charlotte. Now, perhaps it was
at that time Barf Latrigg «did well to Sandal.””

«I think vou may be right, Alice. I remember that father was
a bit close with me the last year I was at Oxford. He would
have reasons he did not tell me of. One should never judge a
father. He is often forced to cut the loaf unevenly for the good
of everyone.”

But this new idea troubled Sandal. He was a man of super-
sensitive honour with regard to money matters. If there were
really any obligation of that kind between the two houses, he
hardly felt grateful to Latrigg for being silent about it. And
still more the transfer of these papers vexed him. Ducie might
know what he might never know. Steve might have it in his
power to trouble Harry when he was at rest with his fore.elders.
The subject haunted and worried him; and as worries are never
complete worries until thev have an individuality, Steve very
~won became the personal embndiment of mortifying uncertainty,
and wounded amour propre. For if Mrs. Sandal’s suspicion
were true, or even if it were unt true, she was not likely to be
the only one in Sandat-S.de who would construe Latrigg’s singular

*Death-feast.
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disposition of his papers in the same way. Certainly Squire
William did not feel as if the dead man had «done well to Sandal.”

Stephen was equally annoved. His grandfather had helcnged
to a dead century, and retained until the last his almost feudal
idea of the bond between his family and the Sandals. But the
present squire had stepped outside the shadows of the past, and
Stephen was fully abreast of his own times. 1lle understood very
well, that, whatever these papers related to, they would be a
eonstant thorn in Sandai's side; and he saw them lying between
Charlotte and himself, a Jbarrier unknown, and insurmountable
because unknown.

From Ducie he could obtain neither information nor assistance.
« Mother,” he asked, “do you know what those papers are about?”

« Ratherly.”

«When can yvou tell me?”

« There must be a deal of sorrow before I can tell you.”

«Do you want to tell me?”

«If I should dare to want it one minute, I should ask God’s
pardon the next. When I unloek that Lox, Steve, there is like to
be trouble in Sandal. I think your grandfather would rather the
key rusted away.”

«Does the squire know anything about them?”

«XNot he.”

«If he asks, will vou tell him?”

«Not yet. I—hope never.”

« ] wish they were in the fire.” .

« Perhaps some day vou may put them there. You will have
the right when I am gone.”

Then Steve silently kissed her, and went into the garden; and
Ducie watched him through the window, and whispered to herself,
« It is a bit hard, but it might be harder; and right alwayvs gets
the overhand at the long end.”

The first interview between the squire and Stephen after Barf
Latrigg’s funeral was not a pleasanter one than this misunder-
standing promised. Sandal was walking on Sandal Scree-top one
morning, and met Steve. «Good-morning, Mr. Latrigg,” he said;
“you are a statesman now, and we must give you vour due
respect. He did not say it unkindly; but Steve somehow felt the
diffcrence between Mr. Latrige and Squire Sandal as he had
never felt it when the greeting had only been “Good-morning,
Steve. How do all at home do?”

Still, he was anxiov to keep Sandal’s good-will, and he hastened
to ask his opinion on several matters relating to thie estate which
had just come into his hands. Ordinarily this concession would
have been a piece of subtle flattery quite irresistible to the clder
man, but just at that time it was the most imprudent thing Steve
eould have done.

«I had an offer this morning from Squire Methley. He .vants
to rent the Skelwith ¢walk’ from me. What do you think of
him, sir?”

“«As how?"
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“As a tenant. I suppose he has money. There are about a
thousand sheep on it.”

« e lives on the other side of the range, and I know him not;
but our sheep have mingled on the mountain for thirty years. I
count not after him, and he counts not after me;” and Sandal
spoke coldly, like a man defending his own order. «Are you
going to rent your ¢walks’sosoon? Eh? What?”

«As soon as I can advantageously.”

«I bethink me. At the last shearing you were all for spinning
and weaving. The Coppice Woods were to make yomr bobbins;
Silver Force was to feed vour engines; the little herd lads and
lassies to mind your spinning-frames. Well, well, Mr. Latrigg,
such doings are not for me to join in! I shall be sorry to see
these lovely valleys turned into weaving-shops; but you belong
to a new generation, and the young know everything—or they
think theyv do.”

“ And vou will soon join the new generation. squire. You were
always tolerant and wide awake. I never knew your prejudices
beyond reasoning with.”

“«Mr. Latrigg, leave my prejudices, as vou call them, alone.
To-day I am not in the humour either to defend them or repent
of them.”

They talked for some time longer—talked until the squire felt
bored with Steve’s plans. The young man kept hoping every
moment to say something that would retrieve his previous
blunders; but who can please those who are determined not to be
pleased ?  And yet Sandal was annoyed at his own injustice, and
then still more annoyed at Steve for causing him to be unjust.
Besides which, the young man's eagerness for clmn?e, his enthusi-
asms and ambitions, offended him in a particular way that
morning; for he had an unpleasant letter from his son Harr),
who was not eager and enthusiastic and ambitious, but lazy,
extravagant, and quite commonplace. Also Charlotte had not
cared to come out with him, and the immeasurable self-com-
placency of his nephew Julius had really quite spoiled his
breakfast; and then, below all, there was that disagrceable
feeling about the Latriggs.

So Stephen did not conciliate Sandal, and he was himself very
much grieved at the squire’s evident refusal of his friendly
advances. There is no humiliation so bitter as that of a rejected
offering. Steve Latrigg went back to Up-Hill, nursing a feeling
of indignation against the man who had so saddenly conceived a
dislike to him, and who had dashed, with regrets and doubtful
speeches and faint praise, all thesplans which at sunrise had
seemed so full of hope, and so worthy of success

The squire was equally annoved. lle could not avoid speaking
of the interview, for it irritated him, and was uppermost in his
thoughts. He detailed it with a faint air of pitving contempt.
“The lad is upset with the money and land he has come into, and
the whole place is too small for his greatness.” That was what
he said, and he knew he was unjust; but the moral atmosphere
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between Steve and himself had become permeated with distrust
and dislike. Unhappy miasmas floated hither and thither in it,
and poisoned him. When with Stephen he hardly recognized
himself: he did not helong to himself. Sarcasm, contradiction,
opposing ideas, took possession of and ruled him by the forces of
antipathy, just as others ruled him by the forces of love and
attraction. .

The days that had been full of peaceful happiness were
troubled in all their hours; and yet the sources of trouble were
s0 vague,*so blended with what he had called unto himself, that
he could not give vent to his unrest and disappointment. His
life had had a jar; nothing ran smoothly; and he was almost
glad when Julius announced the near termination of his visit.
He had begun to feel us if Julius were inimical to him; not
consciously so, but in that occult way which makes certain
foods and drinks, certain winds and weathers, inimical to certain
personalities. His presence seemed to have blighted his happiness,
as the north wind blighted his myrtles. «If I could only have
let *well’ alone. If 1 hiad never written that letter.” Many a
time a day he said such words to his own heart.

In the meantime, Julius was quite unconscious of his position.
He was thoroughly enjoving himself. If others were losing, he
was not. He was in love with the fine old hall. The simple,
sylvan character of its daily life charmed his poetic instinects.
The sweet, hot days on the fells, with a rod in bhis hand, and
Charlotte and the squire for company, were like an idyi. The
rainy days in the large, low drawing-room, singing with Sophia,
or dreaming and speculating with her on all sorts of mysteries,
were, in their way, equally charmful. He liked to walk slowly
up and down, and to talk to her softly of things cbscure, cry ptic,
cabalistic. The plashing rain, the moaning wind, made just the
monotonous accompaniment that seemed fitting; and the lovely
girl, listening, with needle half-drawn, and sensitive face lifted
to his own, made a situation in which he knew he did himself
full justice.

At such times he thought Sophia was surely his natural mate
—«the soul that halved his own,” the one of “nrearer kindred
than life hinted of.” At other times he was equally conscious
that he loved Charlotte Sandal with an intensity to which his love
for Sophia was as water is to wine. But Charlotte’s indifference
mortified him, and their natures were almost antagonistic to each
other. Under such circumstances a great love is often a danger-
ous one. Very little will turn it into hatred. And Julius bad
been made to feel more than once the utter superfluity of his
existence, as far as Charlotte Sandal was concerned.

Still, he determired not to resign the hope of winning her until
he was sure that hef indifference was not an affectation. He had
read of women who used it as a lure. If it were Charlotie’s special
weapon, he was quite willing to be brought to submission by it.

Yet of all the women whom he had known, Charlotte Sandal
was the least approachable. She was fertile in preventing an
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opportunity ; and if the opportunity came, she was equally fertile
in spoiling it. But Julius had patience; and patience is the art
and secret of hoping. A woman cannot always be on guard,
and he believed in not losing heart, and in waiting. Sooner or
jater, the happy moment when success would be possible was
certain to arrive.

One day in the early part of September, the squire asked his
wife for all the house-servants she could spare. «A few more
hands will bring home the harvest to-night,” he said, “and it
would be a great thing to get it in without a drop of rain.”

So the men and maids went off to the wheat-fields, as if they
were going to a frolic; and there was a happy sense of freedom,
with the picnicky dinner, and the general air of things being
left to themsclves about the house. After an unusually merry
lunch, Julius proposed a walk to the harvest-field, and Sophia and
Charlotte eagerly agreed to it.

It was a jov to be out of doors under such a sky. The hills
were clothed in purple. .An exquisite, impalpable haze idealized
all nature. Right and left the reapers swept their sharp sickles
through the ripe wheat. The women went after them, binding
the sheaves, and singing among the yellow swaths shrill, wild
songs, full of simple modulations.

The squire’s field was busy as a fair, and the idle young people
sat under the oaks, or walked slowly in the shadow of the hedges,
pulling poppics and wild flowers, and realizing all the poetry of
a pastoral life, without any of its hard labour or its vulgar cares.
Mrs, Sandal had given them a basket with berries and eake and
creamn in it. They set out a little feast under the trees, and called
the squire to come and taste their dainties.

He was standing, without his coat and vest, cn the top of a
loaded wain, the very embodiment of a jovial, handsome, country
gentleman. The reins were in his hand; he was going to drive
home the wealthy waggon; but he stopped and stooped, and
Charlotte, standing on tip-toes, handed him a glass of cream.
“(od love thy bonny face,” he said, with a beaming smile, as he
handed her back the empty glass. Then he called to Julius and
his daughters, « What idle-backs yvou are! Come, and bind a
sheaf with me.” And they rose with a merry laugh, and followed
him down the field, working a little, and resting a little; and
towards the close of the afternoon, listening to the singing of an
old man who had brought his fiddle to the ficld in order to be
ready to play at the squire's «harvest home.” He was a thin,
crooked, old man, very spare and ruddy. «Lighty-three years
old, young sir,” he said to Julius; and then in a trembling,
cracked voice, he quavered out:

“Says £’ auld man to t’ auld oak-tree.
‘Young and lusty was I when T kenned thee :
T was young and lusty, I was fair and clear,
Young and lusty was I, many a long year.
But sair failed is I, sair failed now ;
Sair failed is I, since I kenned thou.””
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It was the appeal of tottering age to happy, handsome youth, and
Julius could not resist it. With a roval grace he laid a guinea
in the old man’s open palm, and felt fully rewarded by his look
of wonder and delight.

“God give you love and luck, young sir. I am eighty-three
now, and sair failed; but I was once twenty-three, and young
and lusty as you be. But life is at the fag end with me now.
God save us all!”

Then Sophia, who I . a natural love of neatness and order,
began to collect the plates and napkins, and arrange them in the
basket; and this being done, she looked around for the housemaid
in order to put it in her charge. The girl was at the other end
of the field, and she went to her.

Charlotte had scarcely perceived what was going on. The old
man’s singing had made her a little sad. She was standing under
the tree, leaning against the great mossy trunk. Sophia was out
of hearing. Julius stepped close to her. His soul was in his
face; he spoke like a man who was no longer master of himself.

“Charlotte, I love you. I love you with all my heart.”

She looked at him steadily. Her eyes flashed. She threw
downward her hands with a deprecating motion.

“You have no right to say such words to me, Julius. T have
done all a woman could do to prevent them. 1 have never given
you any encouragement. A gentleman does not speak without it.”

«] could not help speaking. I love vou, Charlotte. Is there
any wrong in loving you? If I had any hope of winning vou.”

«No, noj; there is no hope. 1 do not love vou. I never shall
love you.”

«{nless you have some other lover, Charlotte, I shall dare to
hope "—

«I have a lover.”

«Qh!”

« And I am frank with vou because it is best. I trust you will
respect my candour.”

He only bowed. Indeed, he found speech impossible. Never
before had Charlotte looked so lovely. He felt ner positive
rejection very keenly.

«Sophia is coming. Please to forget that this conversation has
ever been.”

“«You are very cruel.”

«No. 1am truly kind. Sophia, I am tired; let us go home.”

So they turned out of the field, and into the lane. But some-
thing was gone, and something had come. Sophia felt the change,
and she looked curiously at Julius and Charlotte. Charlotte was
calmly mingling the poppies and wheat in her hands. Ier face
revealed nothing. Julius was a little melancholy. «The fairies
have left us,” he said. ¢« All of a sudden, the revel is over.”

“ AND we must take the current when it serves,
Or lose our ventures.”
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THOMAS CHAMPNESS AND HIS WORK.

REV. D. SUTHERLAND.

REv. TrHoMas CHAMPNESS, Wesleyan evangelist and editor of
Joyful News, is doing a work in England which entitles him to
be ranked among the living forces of Methodism. The story of
his life is full of the heroism of consecrated perseverance in well-
doing. Like many other men who has won prominence in the
world, he owes much to home influences. His testimony on this
point is emphatic: « All that God hath done for me and by me;
every soul that I have been permitted to turn to Christ, as well
as those T have helped to bLear the cross which comes to all, I owe
to Charles and Mary Champness, who made my early days a time
for sowing the seed of which it will take all eternity to reap the
harvest.”

Home training and the education of the street, by which he
gained a sure and wide insight into human nature, did more for
him than the learning of the schools. Of the latter he had very
little. Cultured in the ordinary sense of the word he is not, nor
do we regret that he never passed through a college curriculum.
It is now becoming manifest that culture has a tendency to plane
down the rugged forcefulness of a preacher’s individuality, and
to compel his mode of expressing thought into a mould which
turns out phrases more elegant than heart-searching. At any
rate, Thomas Champness never learned to worship at the shrine of
literary polish. IFrom the first his sermons carried in them the
power of individual thinking and expression. No echoes of
college professors and favourite authors could be traced in his
sermons. They were entirely his own from start to finish. In
that lay mueh of their usefulness.

Champness’ first sphere of labour was in Western Africa, where
he toiled on for six years with untiring zeal. The poisonous
climate proved fatal to all his colleagues. He himself was brought
to the gates of death. At one time his attendants thought he was
gone, but with an intense effort of will he rallied his energies,
and afterwards slowly recovered. It was the belief that God
wanted him to iive, and that the Missionary Society nceded further
work from him, that gave him courage to fight his enervating
discase inch by inch. When victory came, and he was pro-
nounced convalescent, he had to return to England to recruit. It
was feared at first that his constitution was shattered beyond hope
of recovery, but a year’s rest set him up again. He could not be
idle. The passion for souls which burned hot in his breast urged
him to activity.

It would not be wise for him to go back to the heathen of
Western Africa, but there were home heathen in the villages and
towns of England, who needed salvation as much as their dusky
brethren. To them he decided to consecrate his energies. A
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working-man himself, and brought up among the poor, his heart
went out to the masses for whom no man seemed to care. So he
buckled himself to the self-sacrificing and arduous work of a
home missionary. His methods, like his speech, were all his own.
Having bought some pictures representative of Bible scenes, he
fixed one of them in turn on a pole which he held aloft ai a strcet
corner. If it was night, a bull’'s eye lantern supplied the neces-
sary light. The picture held aloft did for his open-air meetings
what singing usually does—it gathered a crowd. Once they
were gathered round Champness, they could not tear themselves
away. Pathos and humour, graphic narration and sure-footed
insight into human nature, racy Anglo-Saxon words and sym-
pathetic knowledge of the burdens of the poor, united in giving
* his presentations of the Gospel a charm which kept his hearers
spell-bound. The many services he has conducted in chapels and
on the streets have been richly blessed of God. If in the England
of to-day there is onc man who has the key to unlock the ears
and hearts of the vorking-classes in town and country, that man
is Thomas Champness.

He does not selfishly keep the secret to himself. He is willing
to impart it, and as a matter of fact is imparting it at present to
yvoung mern in preparation for evangelistic work at home or
abroad. His labours as an evangelist have been and are such as
would of themselves entitle him to the grateful reverence of all
Christians, but the debt is largely increased by his endeavours to
train others to widen and perpetuate his methods of work.

The School of the Prophets established by bim resembles that
of Mr. Moody in Chicago. Its object is to raise up a class of
preachers qualified to grapple with the religious needs of villages
and rural districts too poor or indisposed to seek the services of
college-bred ministers. From these villages and rural districts
there pours every year a stream of humanity to swell the rivers
in the cities. Mr. Champness’ idea is to purify the cities by going
to the source and purifying the villages and country districts.
So his training-school is a bold attempt to solve a pressing prob-
lem in English religious life.

Mr. Champness opened his college with but two pupils. It
grew rapidly until it numbered twenty-six. Then he removed
to a commodious country mansion, called Castleton Hall, in the
neighbourhood of Rochdale, where he has had as many as ninety
students at a time. Most of them came to the institution straight
from the plough, the office or the factory. Few of them had more
than a rudimentary English education, and some of them had not
even that. Out of such materials Mr. Champness makes preachers.
A day’s programme may give some indication of the methods
followed in their tuition: Breakfast begins sharp at seven o’clock.
They study theology and pastoral work from 830 to 9.30 a.m.
From 10 to 12, Rev. J. Todhunter, a supernumerary minister in
Rochdale, gives them lessons in Inglish history, grammar, Bible
history and theology. Dinner is at 12.30. After dinner two
hours are spent in the four acres of ground belonging to Castleton
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Hall, in gardening, athletic exercises, or in games. The evening
is devoted to private study. By no means the least important
hour of the day is the one in which they are taught homiletics
and the art of public speaking by Mr. Champness himself. Out
of this institute have already proceeded nearly twenty mission-
aries to foreign countries, and a considerable number to home
mission-fields in the northern and central counties of England.
It is ro small tribute to the efficacy of their training that they
should be in constant demand wherever they go, and that super-
intendents of circuits gladly avail themselves of their services.

One would think that the charge of this School of the Prophets
and his varied evangelistic labours were enough for one man, but
they do not exhaust Mr. Champness’ activity. He also carries on
considerable literary work, and a system of colportage which makes
him a power for good to many who never saw his face. His weekly
newspaper, Joyful News, has a circulation of 50,000. Some of
his books, quaint, homely, and outspoken like his sermons, enjoy
a wide popularity. Over 2,000,000 leaflets written b, him have
been sold. He sends out young men who can preach to act as
colporteurs, and keeps himself in personal touch with them by
means of constant communication. In this way the good news
is spread throughout the remote districts scattered up and down
the kingdom.

Mr. Champness’ story is full of significance. It shows what
consecration and perseverance can do. Once he put his hand to
the plough, he could rot turn back. Patiently and bravely he
followed the guidance of God, undaunted by failure and unelated
by success. To-day his simplicity of manner and life is as
genuine as in earlier years. He knows too much to take credit
to himself for the work he has done, or the commanding influence
he exerts—Zion’s Herald.

WESTWARD.
BY AMY PARKINSON.

THE way grows brighter as the day declines,
And we haste our rest to find ;

Forthe path leads straight to the glowing west,
And the shadows fall behind.

Our hearts beat lighter as we think with joy
Of the journey almost done ;

Of the cross laid down and the darkness past
When the life of light is won.

Just one more shadow, where the road dips down
And comes to the river's side,

Then a few short steps to the farther bank,
Where the golden gates stand wide.

Our feet move swifter near the journey’s close,
For we haste our rest to {nd,
And we soon shall pass thirough the glorious gates
With the shadows all behind !
ToronTO.
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ENGLAND IN BEGYPT.

THE recent disturbance. in Egypt
lends special interest to an article in
the January number of the Review
of Reviews, which we abridge. Itis
written by Mr. Milner, who has had
three years’ experience in the British
civil service in that country. Thisac-
complished gentleman has been char-
acterized by Dean Church as ¢ the
finest flower of English scholarship
that Oxford had turned out in this
generation.” His book on ‘- Eng-
land in Egypt” is described by Mr.
Stead as ‘“one of the best published
in 1892, one that every British citizen
for many a year to come will do well
to read from cover to cover.” We
give copious extracts from thig book,
and also comments by the versatile
editor of the Review of Reviews:

Of the Scuttle policy we shall
henceforth hear little. That cause,
hopelessly bad in itself, has been
effectually damned by the advocates
which it has attracted to its defence.
After deciding to keep Uganda, the
Cabinct cannot entertain any non-
sensical propusitions about scuttling
from Cairo. Mr. Milaer has ar-
rayed the moral sense of England on
the side of asound Imperial policy by
proving that it would be a cruel crime
against the best interests of the luck-
less fellaheen if we were to abandon
them to the tender mercies of their
worst enemies after accustoming
them to a period of peace, justice,
and protection.

No one can rise from reading his
pages without feeling proud of his
countrymen, and grateful for the
good work which they were called
upon to perform. Milton would in-
deed have seen here something to
justify his cheery conviction that
wherever there was some excep-
tionally diflicult task to perform,
God’s Englishmen were sent to do
it. Exceptionally difficult, indeed,
was our task in the Nile Valley—and
the difficulties were not such as Eng-
lishmen are wont to overcome suc-
cessfully. We can ride, or fight, or
sail, or govern as well as any nation
if we are given a free hand. But

we are not accustomed to rule in
fetters, to tight with one hand tied
behind our back, nor have we had
much success in the egg dances of
diplomacy. Nevertheless, notwith-
standing all these difticulties, thanks,
as Mr. Milner says, to our practical
common-sense, we have put the
thing through, and have come out
at the other side with a success
which has astonished no one sv much
as ourselves.

Mr. Milner says, and says truly,
that possibly no other race, except
the practical matter-of-fact Briton,
could have managed to evolve cosmos
out of chaovs under such paradoxical
conditions. The Frenchman, with
his logie, would have chafed himself
into a fever, and the German, with
his authoritative, scientitic, ordeily
instinet, would have found the non-
sensical, happy-go-lucky system two
great a burden to bear. The English-
man, however, without logic and
without science, trusting to the great
rule of thumb, and to the principle
of doing the best you can under the
circumstances, and allowing Provi-
dence to take care of abstract theories
and ultimate developments, has a
natural gift which has stood him in
good stead in Egypt.

Mr. Milner remarks that if the
govermment of Egypt had to be car-
ried ou under the conditions of a
uightmare, the revival of the coun-
try, in spite of these conditions, is
almost worthy of a fairy tale. Itis
doubtful whether in any part of the
world the same peried can show any-
thing like the same tale of progress.
He has written his book in order o
show how it was done. [t takes him
over 400 pages to trace the develop-
ment of this wonderful story: Lut
the secret can be stated in asentence :
¢t It has been achieved by the appli-
cation of a reasonable amount of
common-sense and common honesty
to a country ruined by the absence
of both.” But common-sense and
common honesty alone might have
failed had England not beenfortunate
enough to have at Cairo a statesman,
to whom Mr. Milner pays a well-
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merited meed of praise. In Lord
Cromer, better known as Sir Evelyn
Baring, we had uncommon genius,
by a piece of good luck, to back
common-sense.

*“ He has realized that the essence
of our policy is to help the Egyptians
to work out, as far as possible, their
own salvation.  And not only has he
realized it himself, but he has taught
others to realize it. By a wise re-
serve, he has led his countrymen in
Egypt to rely upon patience, upon
persuasion, and upon personal in-
tfluence, rather than rougher methods
to guide their native colleagues in
the path of improved administration.
Yet on the rare occasions when his
intervention was absolutely neces-
sary. he has intervened with an em-
phasis which has broken down all
resistance.  The contrast between
Egypt to-day and Egypt as he found
it, the enhanced reputation of Eng-
land in matters Egyptian, are the
measure of the signal service he has
rendered alike to his own country
and to the country were he has laid
the foundation of a lasting fame.”

In describing how it was that we
came into Egypt, Mr. Milner ex-
presses his conviction very emphati-
cally as to its necessity. The emer-
gency which compelled us tu despateh
our expedition was the immirient re-
turn of the reign of barbarisra. So
far from having been exaggerated,
the fears of massacre and the general
dissolution of society which immedi-
ately preceded our advent fall short
of the danger which was actually
impending. Nothing but our prompt
action saved Egypt from anarchy.
Had England not intervened, every-
thing that was good in Egypt would
have been smashed, and after a de-
structive reign of terror the revolu-
tion would have resulted in the es-
tablishment of a newer and severer
form of the old slavery.

“We went to Egypt imagining
that we had simply to put down a
military mutiny. We found that the
whole system of government, order,
and society had fallen to pieces, and
could only be slowly built up again,
piece by piece, and step by step.
We went to Egypt to do one thing,
and stayed there to do another. No
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one who has even an elementary
grasp of the problem can deny that
the second task was as absolutely
ingtispensable as the first. Tt would
be absurd to insist upon a literal
fulfilment of the pledges we had
given to Burope, in all good faith at
the time, when we undertook the
first and much fhe most simple
operation,

““If there is one thing absolutely
certain, it is that the great majority
of the Egyptian nation, and es-
pecially the peasantry, have benefited
enormously by our presence in the
country. For the few, the new sys-
tem has meant loss as well as gain ;
for the many, it is all pure gain.
At no previous period of his history
has the fellah lived under a govern-
ment so careful to promote his in-
terests or protect his rights.

““The difference between Egypt
now and Egypt in the latter duys of
Ismail is as the difference hetween
light and darkness. Look waere you
will, at the army, at finance, at agri-
culture, at the adminiseration of
justice, at the everyday life of the
peouple, and their relations to their
rulers, it is always the same tale of
revival. And this in the place of
almost general ruin and depression,
of a total distrust in the possibility
of just government, and a rooted
belief in administrative corruption
as the natural and invariable -ule of
human society. That seems a re-
markable revolution to have taken
place in ten years. It is doubtfal
whether in any part of the world
the same period can show anything
like the same tale of progress. The
most absurd experiment in human
government has been productive of
one of the most remarkable harvests
of human-improvement.”

Justice, justice, justice, Sir Ed-
ward Malet declared, was the great
need of Egypt when he left it. But
how can you get justice in a country
where every ‘oreigner has almost a
chartered risht to commit crimes
with impunity, owing to the extent
to which the capitulations have been
abused.

We have occupied the country
ever since we set foot in it, but our
garrison is only three thousand men,
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and Mr. Milner is of opinion that
the presence of even one British
regiment gives a weight, which they
would not otherwise possess, to the
counsels of the British "Consul-
General.

‘“English influence is not ex-
ercised to impose an uncongenial
foreign system upon a reluctant
people. It is a force making for
the triumph of the simplest ideas of
honesty, humanity, and justice, to
the value of which Egyptians are
just as much alive as anybody else.
It is a weight, and a decisive weight,
cast into the right scale, in the strug-
gle of the better elements of Egyp-
tian society against the worse.”

The Egyptian army has been
Anglicized. The troops are properly
fed, clothed, and housed, and are
looked after when they areill. " The
devotion of the English officers in
attending to their troops during the
cholera was a new idea tu the Egyp-
tian mind. When the army was
formed there were 27 British officers.
There are now 76 to 12,500 men, and
there are about 40 British non-com-
missioned officers besides.

A late number of the Fortnightly
Review has the following statements
on this subject, by W. T. Marriott :

t* The progress that has been made
in Egypt during the last seven years
is one of the most remarkable events
in modern times, and reads more like
a transformation scene in a fairy-tale
than one of the hard re:lities of
history. Ten years ago—in 1882—
the condition of the country was
almcst desperate. Emerging from
liquidation by the help of France
and England, it appeared again to
be on the verge of bankruptcy. Dis-
content permeated the whole popu-
lation, and a spirit of revolt was
rampant in the army. The finest
portion of the chief commercial city,
Alexandria, had been burnt to the
ground, and the European population
that carried on its trade and com-
merce had fled or been given over to
outrage and massacre. Trade and
commerce were for a time completely
paralyzed. The Khedive Tewtik was
a fugitive, and the government, such
as it was, was in the hands of rebel

goldiers. The opinion of Egypt was
shown at the time by its stock, which
went down to 45.

“*Now,in 1893, allischanged. The
finances of he country are in as
sound condition as those of any of
the States of Europe. On all sides
are to he seen signs of prosperity
and content. Alexandria has been
rebuilt in so magniticent a style that
its people begin to think that its
needless burning was not an unmiti-
gated evil; and the opinion of
Turope may be grasped by the fact
that Egyptian stock i3 at par.

¢ The Gladstone Government came
into power in 1880 with the sincere
determination to interfere as little as
pussible in such matters. They se-
lected excellent instruments. For
extricating a country or a ministry
from difficulties, better men could
not be found than those selected—
Lords Dufferin and Northbrook,
General Gordon and Sir Evelyn
Baring. Sir Evelyn Baring has had
the opportunity of showing what
he was made of. Facts have proved
that he is a man of great ability,
a born administrator, with all the
financial talenis that have distin-
guished so many that bear his name.

*In 1882 the deficit for the year
was £632,368. In 1883 the deficit
on ihe year was £709,397, and in
1884, £665,444. In 1885, there was
a small surplus of £3,979. I.. 1888,
1887, 1888, and 1889, though the
expenditure increased to more than
it wae iu 1884, the surpluses con-
tinned till they reached £653,939 in
1890, and £1,100,000 in 1891.

**This result has not been produced
by an iacrease of taxation or by an
undue lowering of expenditure. On
the contrary, there has been a large
increase in the expenditure of money
upon uscful objects, such as educa-
tion, the improvement of the prisons,
and the furtherance of public works,
and with it there has been a large
remission of taxation.

‘“Trrigation is the one thing need-
fal to make Egypt a productive and
flourishing country, and to the im-
provemeny in the irrigation works,
which were completed in 1891, is due
more than Lo any other single cause
its present prosperous condition.
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“Ten years ago wise prophets
would tell you that there were three
things that were impossible in Egypt
—1st, to make it solvent; 2nd, to
collect the taxes without the free use
of the kourbash; C:3, to execute
public works without that forced and
cruzl Jabour which went under the
name of the corvée. Now, not only
is Egypt solvent, but the use of the
kourbash and the corvée have both
been abolished. The ta es are now
more easily collected than they ever
were in the days when the kourbash
was systemat.cal’y applied to the feet
of the wretched fellaheen, and more
public works have been executed by
labourers who are paid a fair day’s
wage, and are voluntary workers,
than ever were in the same cime
under the remorseless system of
corvée. In addition, slavery has
been practically abolished.

“Itis no exaggeration to say that,
at no period of their known history
have the Egyptian people enjoyed
anything like the advantages they do
at the present time. Their national
prosperity has been greatlyincreased,
and they now enjoy rights and privi-
leges to which they have been stran-
gers for thousand of years. Were
Egypt left to herself, if that be possi-
ble, or were it again to pass under
the control of Turkish pashas, the
kourbash and the corvée would he
quickly revived. Justice would again
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become a commodity to be purchased
by the rich, and quite out of the
reach of thuse who most require it.

¢ Not merely have the works as
they stand added enormously to the
material prosperity of the country,
which would be injuriously affected
by any neglect of maintenance, but
they are capable of almost unlimited
expansion.

“France and Turkey are the only
powers that in any way are jealous
of British intervention in Egypt.
The other powers of Europe are con-
tent that matters should remain as
they are. That they should prefer
British contr.* to French is only
natural. So lung as Egypt is under
British control, every power has
exactly the same rights and facilities
for trading and manufacturing as we
have ourselves.

*“As for Egypt, it would be the
height of cruelty to arrest in any
way the beneficial treatment she is
now undergoing. The last seven
years of good government have im-
proved and benefited her condition
far beyond the anticipations of even
those who have the strongest faith
in the effects of good government.
Another seven years of similar gov-
ernment will vastly increase and
place on a firm basis those improve-
ments, and Europe and great Britain,
as well as Egypt, will reap the great
benefit.”

EARLY CHRISTIAN SYMBOLISM.*

BY THE

Privitive Christianity was emi-
nently congenial to religious sym-
bolism. Born in the east, and in
the bosom of Judaism, which had
long been familiar with this univer-
sal oriental language, it adopted
tyves and figures as its natural mode
of expression. These formed the
warp and woof of the symbolic dr-
pery of the tabernacle and temy.ie
service, pre-figuring the great truths

EDITOR.

of the Gospel. The Old Testament
sparkles with mysterious imagery.
In the sablime visions' of Isaiah,
Ezekiel and Daniel, move strange
creatures of wondrous form and
prophetic significance. In the New
Testament, the Divine Teacher con-
veys the loftiest lessons in parables
of inimitable beauty. In the apo-
calyptic visions of St. John, the
language of imagery is exhausted

* The History and Principle and Practice of Symbolism in Christian Art.
By F. Ev. Hurug, F.L.S., F.8.A. New York: Macmillan & Co. Toronto:

Wm. Briggs.

Pp. 234. Price, $1.25; 113 illustrations.
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to represent the overthrow of Satan,
the triumph of Christ and the
glories of the New Jerusalem.

The Primitive Christians, there-
fore, naturally adopted a' similar
mode of art expression fur convey-
ing religious instruction.  They
also, as a necessary precaution, in
the times of persecution, concealed
from the profane guse of their cne-
mies the mysteries of the faith
under a veil of symbolism, which
yet revealed their profoundest truths
to the hearts of the initiated. That
such disguise was not superfluous, is
shown by the discovery of a pagan
caricatui: of the crucifixion on a
wall beneath the Palatine, and by
the recorded desecration of the
eucharistic vessels by the apostate
Julian. To those who possessed
the key tc the ‘¢ Christian hiekogly-
phics,” as Raoul-Rochette has called
them, they spoke a language that
the most unlettered, as well as the
learned, could understand. What
to the haughty heathen was an un-
meaning scrawl, to the lowly be-
liever was eloquent of loftiest truths
and tenderest consolation. Indeed,
that old Christian life under repres-
sion and persecution created a more
imperious necessity for the expres-
sion of its deepest emotions and
most sacred feelings in religious art.

Although occasionally fantastic
and far-fetched, this symbolism is
generally of a profoundly religious
significance, anc often of extreme
poetic beauty. In perpetual can-
ticle of love, it finds resemblances
of the divine object of its devotion
throughout all nature. It beholds
beyond the shadows of time the
eternal verities of the world to
come. It is not of the earth, earthy,
but is entirely supersensual in its
character, and employs material
forms only as suggestions of the
unseen and spiritual. It addresses
the inner vision of the soul, and not
the mere onter sense. Its merit
consists, therefore, not in artistic
beauty of execution, but in appo-
siteness of religious significance—a
test lying far too deep fur the ap-
prehension of the uninitiated. It is,
perhaps, also influenced, as Kugler
remarks, in the avoidance of realis-

tic representation by th< [ear which
pervaded the Primitive Church of
the least approach to idolatry.

Great care must be observed,
however, in the interpretation of
this religious symbolism, uot -to
strain it beyond its capacity or in-
tention. 1t should be withdrawn
from the sphere of theological con-
troversy, too often the battle-
ground of religious rancour and
bitterness, and relegated to that of
scientific archeeology and dispassion-
ate criticism. An allegorizing mind,
if it has any theological dogma to
maintain, will discover symbolical
evidence in its support where it can
be detected by no one else.

The use of pictorial representa-
tions appears often to have been a
matter of necessity. Many of the
Chriciians could understand no other
written langusge. But by far the
larger proportion of these symbols
have a religious significance, and
refer to the peace and joy of the
Christian, and to the holy hopes of
a life beyond the grave; and many
of them were derived directly from
the language of Scripture. They
were often of a very simple and
rudimentary character, such as could
be easily scratched with a trowel on
the moist plaster, or traced upon
the stone. They were sometimes,
however, elaborately represented in
excellent frescoes or sculpture.

The beautiful allusion of St. Paul
to the Christian’s hope as the an-
chor of the soul, both sure and stead-
fast, is frequently represented in the
catacombs by the outline of an an-
chor, often rudely drawn, lbut elo-
quent with profoundest meaning to
the mind of the belicver. It assured
him that, while the anchor of his
hope was cast ‘‘ within the veil,” his
lifebark would outride the fiercest
blasts and wildest waves of persecu-
tion, and at last glide safely into the
haven of everlasting rest. This allu-
sion is made more apparent when it
is observed how often it is found on
the tombstone of those who bear the
name Hope, in its Greek or Latin
form, as EAIIIZ, EATIIAIOZ, SPES,
ete.

Of kindred significance with this
is the symbol of a ship, which may
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also refer to the soul seeking a
country out of sight, as the ship
steers to a land beyond the horizon.
Sometimes it may be regarded as a
type of the church; and in later
times it is represented as steered by
St. Peter and St. Paul. The sym-
bol of ‘‘the heaven-bound ship” is
mentioned by Clement of Alexan-
dria as being in vogue in the second
century.

The palm and crown are symbols
that frequently occur, often in a
very rude form. They call to mind
that great multitude whom no man
can number, with whom faith sees
the dear departed walk in white,
bearing palms in their hands. The
crown is not the wreath of ivy or of
laurel, of parsley or of bay, the
coveted reward of the ancient
games; nor the chaplet of earthly
revelry, which, placed upon the
heated brow, soon fell in withered
garfands to the feet ; but the crown
of life, starry and unwithering, the
immortal wreath of glory which the
saints shall wear forever at the mar-
riage supper of the Lamb. They
are the emblems of victory over the
latest foe, the assurvance that

““The struggle and grief are all past;
The glory and worth live on.”

One of the most beautiful symbols
of the catacombls is the dove, the
perpctual synonym of peace. An-
other of the most striking and heau-
tiful of these symbols is that which
represents Christ as the Good Shep-
herd, and believers as the sheep of
His fold. While the doves may be
regarded as emblematic of the beat-
iied spirits of the departed, the
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sheep more appropriately symbolize
those who, still in the flesh, go in
and out and find pasture. Suggest-
ing the thought of that sweet He-
brew idyl of which the world will
never grow tired, the twenty-third
Psalm, which, lisped by the pallid
lips of the dying throughout the
ages, has strengthened their hearts
as they entered the dark valley ; and
to which our Lord lent a deeper
pathos by the tender parable of the
Iost sheep—small wonder that it
was a favourite type of that un-
wearying love that sought the erring
and the outcast and brought them
to His fold again.  With reiterated
and manifold treatment, the tender
story is repeated over and over
again, making the gloomy crypts
bright with scenes of i1dyllie beauty,
and hallowed with sacred associa-
tions. Many other sacred symbols
might also be enumerated.

Mr. Hulme’s volume is a very
comprehensive treatise on this sub-
ject, throughout the entire period
of Christian art, as symbolism in
colours, symbolism of the Trinity,
the sacred monogram and cross, of
the Passion, of angels, saints, and
martyrs, of the apostles and pro-
phets, and the like. Indeed, no one
can understand the meaning of sa-
cred and legendary art who cannot
interpret the symbolism through
which it speaks. We know no com-
pendious treatise which furnishes
such a satisfactory interpretation
as Mr. Hulme's. For those who
wish to study it more fully, we re-
commend Mrs. Jameson’s and Lady
Eastlake’s Sacred and Legendary
Art, Libke’s History of Art, and
Didron’s Iconographie Chretienne.

PROGRESS.

"T1s weary watching wave by wave,
And yet the tide heaves onward ;

We climb like corals, grave by grave,
But pave a path that’s sunward.

We're beaten back in many a fray,
But newer strength we borrow,

And where the vanguard camps to day,
The rear shall rest to-morrow.

—Gerald Massey.
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Religioas and Missionary Intelligenee.

BY THE REV. E. BARRASS, D.D.

WESLEYAN METHODIST.

A committee has come into exis-
tence which bids fair to do useful
work. It is called the Joint Con-
sultation Committee. Jt répresents
(each by four members) the London
Nonconformist Council, the Congre-
gational and Baptist Unions, the
Presbyterian Church of England,
the Wesleyan, New Connexion,
Primitive, Free Me hodists, Bible
Christian Conferences, and probably
also the Society of Friends. The
purpose is to consult respecting bills
introduced to Parliament in which
these bodies are interested.

One of the most remarhable
missionary meetings ever held in
Dublin, Ireland, was held in the
Centenary Church, in November,
1892, when Surgeon-General Joynt
occupied the chairand two ex-Roman
Catholic priests were the chief
members of the deputation. The
house was crowded ; a considerable
number of Roman Catholics were
present. The two ex-priests de-
livered powerful addresses. The
Centenary Church is next door to
the Roman Catholic University..

The decree of the Austrian govern-
ment for the suppression of th:
Methodist service has been enforced.

Under the titie of ‘‘ Gipsy Gospel
Waggon Mission,” a new effort is to
be made to carry the Gospel to the
Romany race. The waggons will be
under the charge of Gipsy Smith or
other suitable evangelists, who will
go to the great centres of gipsy en-
campments, and there open schools,
and preach Christ in a mmanner suited
to the circumstances and character of
gipsy life and prejudices.

Dr. Schaff says in the seventh
volume of his ‘‘History of the
Christian Church,” just issued from
the press, that ‘‘John Wesley was

the most apostolic man that the
Anglo-Saxon race has produced.”

Methodism began little more than
150 years ago avith nothing ; now her
missionaties are preaching in forty
different languages—the principal
languages of the earth—supported
by the Church at home with her
millions of gold.

At a recent meeting held in the
interests of the London West End
Mission, the following facts were
stated : Two slate clubs had saved
$3,500, in one fortnight 3,000 various
articles had been distributed, 2,015
hot dinners had been given free,
Mr. Adking had given 500 children
a square meal. The membership of
the mission, 25,000, includes French,
Germans, Poles, Italians, Swedes,
Norwegians, and Spaniards. There
is a German ‘‘sister,” and a French
one is much needed. It is still true
that never a Sunday passes without
conversions. On New Year’s Day
there were forty. A sales-room has
been added tv the mission, whers
secondhand clothing is sold at a
nominal price to poor people.

Mr. Montague Williamns, writing
in Houselold Words, says: *“One of
the vilest houses in Ratcliffe highway
was the ¢ White Swan,’ better known
as ‘Paddy’s Goose.” Oddly enough,
its site is now occupied by the Wes-
leyan Methodist Mission Hall. This
excellent institution has done much
for to purify the neighbourhood.”

Another Central Town Mission
has been established in Sunderland.
Sans Street Chapel a few years ago
was nearly deserted, with more than
$20,000 debt. It is now crowded at
all the services. The Sunday night
‘‘socials” from nine to ten o'clock
have proved a grand success.

There are 875 inmates in the
Children’s Home in London, 2,350
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have been trained and sent out to
situations, 3,225 have already been
received into the home. Last year
more than 1,000 were being cared
for The Home has seven shelters,
three hospitals, six schools, three
chapels, two mission halls, one con-
valescent home, three training farms,
an emigration home, and twenty-
seven houses filled with orphans or
outcast children.

The treasurer of the Worn Out
Ministers’ Fund, has received from
Rev. H. Price Hughes $1,678 of
profits from the Methodist Times,
and $9,443 from the publishers of
the same journal, as their share of
the profits. These are truly noble
gifts.

Miss Wesley, granddaughter of
Charles Wesley, has presented to
Rev. Allan Rees the hymn-book
used by the poet of Methodism, and
another used by hiz wife. The first
mentioned has six manuseript hymns
not as yet published.

The Queen has made a gift of £15
towards a fund for the extinction of
a debt on the Wesleyan Methodist
Chapel at East Cowes.

MeTHODIST EPIscOPAL CHURCH.

Bishop Mallalieu has been holding
conferences in Japan, Corea and
China. While in Corea he baptized
twenty women and girls at one
service. In China he received a
grand greeting. A large number of
people travelled several miles and
conducted him to Foo-Chow with a
band, gongs, flags, banners and the
firing of fire-crackers, while thou-
sands crowded around him to hear
him speak and preach; forty-six
adults and fourteen children were
baptized.

Bishop Newman was called to
Portland, Oregon, where the Metho-
dist Hospital was in danger of being
sold. Twelve congregations assem-
bled in one church. An appeal was
made. A Jew, a Congregationalist,
and a Presbyterian addressed the
assembly, and each gave his cheque
for $100. The Bishop appealed
and the people gave $32,000. The
property is worth $75,000.

The first Italian M.E. Church in
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the United States was recently dedi-
cated at New Orleans.

A new Spanish church was organ-
ized in Brooklyn, Jan. 10. After
being organized, the members were
invited to a meeting of the Epworth
League, where they sang ‘‘Rock of
Ages” in Spanish and joined in an
English hymn.

According to Dr. Crawford, Balti-
more has 64 Methodists to 1,000 of
the population ; Pittsburgh, 37;
Detroit, 20 ; Buffalo, 18 ; Brooklyn,
18 ; Cincinnati, 22; Chicago, 14;
Washington, 43 ; Philadelphia, 33;
Rochester, 24; Cleveland, 22, and
New York, 10. Toronto has about
300 to the 1,000,

Dr. Harper, Chancellor of the
Chicago University, says that he has
found his best-trained men for the
university among the graduates of
Methodist colleges.

Rev. C. H. Yatman has begun a
series of mid-day religious meetings
in the Union Square Theatre, New
York city.

During the past two years, the
deaconesses in St. Louis have made
23,180 calls in the performance of
their duties.

Some 300 Japanese have been
converted recently under Methodist
missionaries on the Pacific coast.

MEeTHODIST EPIScOPAL CHURCHE
SouTH.

During the past decade, according
to the census, the growth of this
Church was forty-seven per cent.,
the largest of any Church in the
United States of equal numbers.
That of the Methodist Episcopal
Church was thirty per cent.

The Church South and the Metho-
dist Church” of Canada have each
ccepted an invitation to join in an
?ntemational Epworth Convention
at Cleveland next July.

Bishop C. P. Fitzgerald made the
following pertinent remarks, at a
conference, respecting tobacco. He
discountenanced the use of tobacco
by preachers for several reasons: On
the score of economy, as an example
to the big boys of the flock, to get
out of the way of the ladies who
despise sp'ttoons and abhor the
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fumes of a ciyar, and last, but not
least, to keep from offending the
brethren who object to its use.

PRrIMITIVE METHODIST.

The president, Rev. J. Travis, will
supply the pulpit of Wesley's Chapel,
City Road, London, Feb 19th.

Mr. Hartley, vice-president of
conference, is an extensive manu-
facturer of preserves, and last year
distributed £5,000 of the profits of
the establishment among his work
people.

Mr. D. Marton, in writing to an
English journal, says that he has
observed that Primitives have more
young men local preachers than the
Wesleyans, the reason being that
they set them to work early.,

There has Dbeen wmuch church
enterprise recently manifested at
Paisley, Scotland. A bazaar was
held for a new church, when $2,503
was raised.

Tue MeTnobist CHURCH.

Rev. Dr. Sutherland, missionary
secretary, after his missionary tour
in the maritime provinces, went to
New York aund took part in the
proceedings of the Missionary Inter-
national Cenvention which was in
session three days, during one of
which he presided. Prof. MacLaren,
J. Charlton, M.P., and Rev. R. P.
Mackay, rvepresented the Presby-
terian Church in Canada.

The Missionary Qutlook for Janu-
ary contains several items of mission
news. Miss Hart writes from Port
Simpson respecting the evils arising
from the conduct of white men who
supply the natives with liquor.

The French Institute at Montreal
was remembered at Christmas by

. several friends, who sent valuable

presents of various kinds, including
books, articles of furniture and
money.

At Queen’s Aveuue, London, the
ladies during the year raised £600.
Murs. Dr. Eccles donated 860 for the
support of a Japanese Bible woman,
and Mrs. Boyd gave $20 for the
same purpose. Another sent a
cheque for $25, but forbade the
name to be published.

Revival intelligence, which 1s
always scceptable, comes from Port
Simpson. The Indian village has
been graciously visited, and meetings
of great power are held. The
hospital has been opened and the
prospect of good is very cheering.

By the time these notes are pub-
lished, two young lady missionaries,
Dr. Gifford and Miss Brackbill, will
be on their way to join our heroic
band in China. The farewell meet-
ing, held in Carlton St. Church,
Toronto, was one of deep interest.
Miss Whitfield, one of Bishop
Taylor’s missionaries in Africa,
thrilled the audience by her graphic
tale of missionary toil in that dark
country.  Mrs. Gooderhamn, Dr.
Sutherland, and Dr. Potts also
addressed the meeting. Rev. Jas.
Henderson presided. The audience,
led by the choir, sung the piece,
“God be with you till we meet
again.”

The sum of 89,000 has been sub-
scribed by the churches of Canada
towards rebuilding the college, home,
ete., at St. John's, Newfoundland.

While these not - re being pre-
pared for the pre.s, the friends of
Mount Allison College are celebrat-
ing the semi-cen: 'nnial of that
institution.  We trust that the
result will be equal to the most
sanguine expectations of the friends.

The Methodists of Picton, Ont.,
have celebrated the centenary of
Methodism in that town. Such
services deserve to be held at all
places when jubilee and centenary
scenes are in order.

ReceExT DEATHS.

Rev. Geo. Beale, an aged minister
in the Primitive Methodist Church,
died Jan. 2nd, aged seventy-seven.
For seventeen years he sustained
superannuated relation, but during
those years he laboured much among
the sick and assisted the circuit
ministers.

Rev. Thomas White Ridley, of the
Methodist New Connexion, recently
died in the eightieth year of his age.
For many years he was a prominent
member of Conference. He was in
the active work forty-four years.
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Rev. E. A, Telfer, of the Wesleyan
Conference, England, so well known
and loved by many in Canada, after
two days’ illness died at his residence
near London, on the 11th of January.
He attended the watch-night and
covenant services, and contracted a
cold which was not thought danger-
ous, but ended in congestion of the
lungs and terminated fatally. Mr.
Telfer was seventy years of age and
had been in the ministry since 1848.
He was stationed on many important
circuits both in the metropolis and
provinces. He was famed as a re-
vivalist and often preached in the
open air. His labours were greatly
owned of God in the conversion of
sinners, many cf whown are earnest
workers in Canada, and will share
the sorrow that came so suddenly to
his beloved wife and son.

Rev. Andrew A. Bonar, D.D.,
Presbyterian, Scotland, has finished
his course and entered the joy of his
Lord. He was in the ministry more
than half a century, and celebrated
his jubilee in 1887, in his eighty-
third ycar. He was moderator of
the Free Church Assembly one term,
and was one of a deputation to visit
the Holy Land witl the sainted Mr.
Cheyne. During the tour in Pales-
tine he accidentally dropped his
Bible into Jacob's Well, but some
years ago it was drawn out by a

.Samaritan and sent home to its
owner. The book was henceforth
regarded as a precious relic, and it is
to be kept in John Knox’s house in
Edinburgh.

Mrs. Dr. W. F. Warren, wife of
the president of Boston University,
departed this life a few days ago.
For twenty-three years she edited
the Heathen Woman's Friend. She
was a lady of high culture and was
indefatigable in her efforts on behalf
of missions.

Bishop Brooks, of Bceston, died
Jan. 23rd. Few clergymen, either
in America or England, were more
revered. The church in Boston
where for many years he was rector
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was always crowded. During the
winter months he generally preached
three times every Sabbath, and
during the week he was abundant in
labours. Dean Stanley and Canon
Farrar, of London, were his special
friends.

Rev. D. E. F. Gee, Newcastle,
Bay of Quinte Cunference, preached
Jan. 26, was taken ill and died
Feb. 6. He had travelled twenty-
eight years, during which time he
occupied some important circuits.
Bro. Gee was an able preacher.
Our departed brother was a man of
blameless reputation and leaves to
his family a character without re-
proach. He was to have been one of
the speakers at West Durham Sun-
day-school Association, but was
called to a higher sphere.

Rev. A. Drummond, Presbyterian,
Newcastle, was a venerable man who
had served the Master faithfully for
many years. The writer spent many
pleasant seasons with him in minis-
terial and other associations. We
always found himtobefull of kindness
and ever ready to help his brethren.
He loved the ““old paths,” and was
asound tieologian.  Forasuccession
of years ho was clerk of the Presby-
tery, a clear proof of the esteem in
which he was held.

As these notes are in course of
preparation, the news has reached
us of the deaih of Mr. W. P, Wright,
Pickerirg. For three years he was
a missioary in Japan in connection
with the Friends, but ill-health
compelled his return. He always
cpoke in kindly terms of our
missionaries in Japan, and hoped
sooL to return to his beloved work,
but the Master has called him home.
We are reminded of the saying,
“God buries His workmen but
carries on His work.”

An inadvertence.—Some time ago
it was stated that Rev. Dr Baume, of
Calcutta, was dead. Dr. Baume still
lives near Chicago, but his long
residence in India has greatly im-
paired his health.
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Book Notiees.

Bernard of Clairvaur, the Times, the
Man, and His Work : an Histori-
cal Stwdy in Eight Lectires. By
Ricuarp 8. Storrs. New York:
Chas. Scribner’s Sons. Toronto :
William Briggs. 8vo, pp., xiv.-

598.

The world has come to a juster
appreciation of what it owes to the
great Catholic saints of Christendom
—to the gentle St. Francis, to the
seraphic Saint Teresa, to the mis-
sionary zeal of Xavier, tu the noble
hymns of Bernard of Clugni, o the
lofty faith and fervent piety of
Bernard of Clairvaux. These lec-
tures, prepared by the eloquent
pastor of the Church of the Pilgrims,
for delivery before the Presbyterian
Theological Seminary of Princeton,
on the life and work of the mediweval
monk of Clairvaux, are a striking
illustration of this wider spiritual
comprehension.

Dr. Storrs is at his best in a work
of this character. His scholarly re-
search, his spiritual insight, his his-
turicimagination, his broad sympathy,
his eloquence of expression, all find
Lere ample scope. He treats the
subject in eight lectures. The first
describes the tenth century, its su-
preme depression and fear, and the
second, the eleventh century, its
reviving life and promise.

Towards the close of the tenth
century, the long night of the dark

ages reached its densest gloomi. The -

year 1000 was regarded in popular
apprehension as the date of the end
of time and of the final conflagration
of the world. This is illustrated in
the sublime hymn :

““Dies irae, dies illa,
Solvet saeclum in favilla.”

The excited imagination of man-
kind, brooding upon the approaching
terrors of the last day, found ex-
pression in the sombre character of
the art of the period. The tender
grace of the good shepherd of early

art gave place to the stern, inexorable
judge, ‘‘the Rex tremendae majesta-
tis,” blasting the wicked with a
glance and treading down the nations
in his fury.

The depths of mediteval darkness
are strongly portrayed in these pages.
‘“As when in the smitten river of
Egypt the fish died in the bloody
waves, and frogs came from it into
houses and bed-chambers, so from
Rome, whose mission had been to
Christianize the continent, all spiri-
tual plagues came swarming forth.
Yet there must have been those who
faced the expected end without fear
and who saw the rainbow liken unto
an emerald round about the throne,
which was soon to appear.”

‘“When that frightful time had
past,” to use the words of Dr. Storrs,
““when the fetters of anawful fear had
fallen with it, Christianity began
again to show itself a power to renew
and re-enforce. So from this time
on we trace a new impulse moving
amid the sluggish centuries.”

One of the mightiest elements in
that impulse was the abbot of Clair-
vaux, ‘‘one of the saintliest and
most heroic figures on the canvas of
European history.” ‘We ought,
certainly,” says Dr. Storrs, “‘to be
better and nobler persons for the
hours we spend with Saint Bernard.
He will say to us as he said of old,
in cloister and chapel to those who
eagerly flocked around him, leaving
all things otherwise precious for
nearness to him: ‘If thou writest,
nothing therein has savour to me
unless I read Jesus in it. If thou
discourseth and converseth, nothing
is therein agreeable to me unless
Jesus resounds. Jesus is honey in
the mouth, melody in the ear, a song
of jubilee in the heart.”

To most Protestant readers,
Bernard of Clairvaux is best re-
membered by his noble hymn :

0 sacred head, now wounded,
With giief and shame bowed down.”
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Another of his hymns is also
familiar :
¢« Jesus, the very thought of Thee,
With sweetness fills my breast,
But sweeter far Thy face to see,
Aund in Thy presence rest.”

But he had wider claims for the
lasting reverence of mankind. As
an eloquent preacher, a later chry-
sostom, he confronted kings with a
message from the King of kings, and
was for his time a great statesman,
and a great social reformer and
organizer. The following is Dr.
Storrs’ summary of his character :

“In times of tumult and peril he
followed those of the earlier day, who,
through faith, subdued kingdoms,
wrought righteousness, obtained pro-
mises, stopped the mouths of lions, in
weakness was made strong, waxed val-
iant in fight, and tuined to flight the
armies of the aliens. Taking him for all
in all, he stands before us, 1 am sure, by
no means the supreme philosopher of
his time, or its most untiring acquisitive
scholar, but as noble an example as
that time offers, or any time, of the
power which intensity of spiritual
force imparts to speech ; of the power
of that speech, as thus vitalized and
glorified, to control and exalt the souls
of men. I think of him in his physical
frailty and his tender humility, refusing
office, and spurning all enticements of
station, yet confronting kings, cardi-
nals, and popes, ruling and inspiring
vast assemblies, raising armies, subdu-
ing rebellious minds and wills, sweeping
in fact the nations before him with his
impetuous and passionate discourse,
over which brooded eternal shadows,
through whichstreamed celestial lights,
and which shot to its purpose from a
soul full charged with heroic energy—
and I see, and I say, that the noblest
opportunity God gives to men is that
of testifying, with lips which He Him-
self has touched, to the glory of His
character, to the majestic grace of His
plans, to the work which men of a
consecrated spirit may do for Hin in
the world !

Criminology. By ArrUR Mac-
Donarp. Large 12mo, cloth, 416

pp., with Bibliography of Crime,
ete., $2.00. New York, London,
and Toronto: Funk & Wagnalls
Company. )

It is a sad comment on our modern
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civilization that criminology has
become an elaborate science, and
yet it is to the credit of humanity
that criminals are being treated, not
with a fierce avengefulness, but in
the effort to reform and restore.
This is not a dry-as-dust treatise of
prisons and reformatories, but it is
a philosophical study of the criminal
type, of the evolution of crime, its
cruainal  and  psychological side,
criminal contagion, and hypnotism,
recidivation, etc. The book is an
important contribution towards the
science of crime and criminals.

Ieretofore, the works upon this
branch of science have been in the
main such «s only students would
appreciate ; but, while we have in
this work a scholarly treatment of the
subject, as the sesult of years of ex-
pert study and research, we have also
a popular treatment by which the
subject Is brought within the com-
prehension of those who are not spe-
cialists. Dr. MacDonald’s, we judge,
will take rank as the text book in
the English language on eriminology.
His plans included special visits to
the principal prisons and charitable
institutions in England, Germany,
France, Belgium, Switzerland, Italy,
Austria, and America. He passed
two cntire summers with criminals
in the best institutions at Rochester,
Elmira, Auburn, and at other points.
He was locked in cells with criminals
in order to become more fully
learned concerning them.

The main work closes with some
general practicable conclusions, which
are worthy of close attention. An
extensive Bibliography of crime, of
the best books and articles, in the
several languages, follow.

Memorial Remains of the Rev.
Murrasf MeCheyne, Minister of St.
Peter’s Church, Dundee. By REV.
ANDREW Boxar, D.D. Edin-
burgh: Anderson, Oliphant &
Ferrier. Toronto: Wm. Briggs.
New ed. Pp., 648. Illustrated.
For two generations the name of

McCheyne has been the synonym of

saintly consecration and of seraphic

zeal. Of him, as of another saint of

God, it may be said, ‘“He was a

burning and a shining light.” Like
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the pious Rutherford of an ealier
generation, he is enshrined forever
in the hearts of those who kuew the
man, as one of the noblest incarna-
tions of Christian manhood that the
world has ever seen.

In a life three years less than
that of the Lerd whom he loved and
served, he accomplished great good
and 'eft a sacred influence that is
fragrart in the world to-day. Dr.
Bonar gives an account of Me-
Cheyne's  interesting mission  to
Palestine and the Jews, but leaves
him to tell his own story in the
irteresting letters and ex*racts from
his journals which are given. We
can easily imagine the mtensity of
spiritual interest with which he
visited the place mude sacred ever-
more by the life and labours of our
Lord. Although fifty years bave
passed since then, yet, in the sweet
hymns which he wrote “by cool
Siloam’s shady vill,” and ““by the
deep blue waves of Galilee,” we
seem to feel the spell of his spirit
breathing in the place to-day. A
setection of his poetical writings are
given with portraits and fac-simile of
his writing. His biographer has
vecently passed the veil and joined
the choir invisible. This volume
contains, as Milton says, “‘the quint-
essence of a noble spirit.” Tt ls a
remarkably cheap book for its size
and ercellence.

Bible Lands Itlustrated. A com-
plete handbook of antiquities an:d
modern life of all the sacred
countries. By Hexry C. Fisn,
D.D. Octavo, full gile, pp 920.
New York: A. 8. Barnes & Co.
Toronto : William Briggs.

This is an exceedingly well writ-
ten and useful book. It has sev-
eral marked features of value.
First, its comprehensiveness, em-
bracing Egypt, Palestine, Syria,
Persia, Asia Minor, Greece, ltaly,
and other lands of Bible incident
and story. It is also very copiously
illustrated, having 600 engravings
and maps, 1,000 elucidated Scripture
texts, and 2,000 indexed subjects.
Some of the engravings, however,

The Methodist Magazine.

while fairly illustrating the subject,
do not possess the artistic merit a
book of this sort should have. Itis
not a mere book of travel, although
it is the result of wide journeying and
close study of the sacred sites and
scenes. It furnishes recent identifi-
cations and other results of explora-
tions of Bible lands, and it focuses
upon the sacred page a world of
information derived from many
sources. For Sunday-school teach-
ers and preachers, it will be a very
valuable help for the study and
comprehension of the Word of God.
The classified indices of the subjects
and texts are very complete.

Awnals of the Disruption of 1843,
with Extracts from the Narratives
of the Manistersoho left the Scottish
Establishment. By Rev. THoxsas
Browx, D.D., F.R.S.C. Jdin-
burgh: Macniven & Wallace.
Toronto: Wm. Briggs. Pp., 841.

This volume gives a full and
graphic account of one of the most
important re'igious movements of
modern times. Seldom has such an
act of self-sacrifice been exhibited
as that of the five hundred Presby-
terian ministers, who, at the com-
mand  of conscience, abandoned
their churches and manses, and like
Abrahawm, went forth, not knowing
whither they went. It is a tale of
lofty hieroism and of noble trust in
God.

This story of the origin of a great
Church is well told, and admirable
illustrations are given of the pro-
cession down the high street, of the
signing of the deed of demission
and of the first assembly ; *‘leaving
the manse,” and many other touc .-
ingincidents. mxcellent portraitsare
also given of Chalmers, Dr. Cunning-
ham, Hugh Miller, and other actors
in this great drama. Our friend,
Rev. Professor Wallace, of Victoria
College, himself a son of the manse
and son of one of the founders of
the Free Church of Scotland in this
land, has kindly promised to pre-
pare for this magazine an article
discussing this important movement.



CENTRAL + CANADA

LOAN AND SAVINGS COMPANY

Anthorized Capital, $5,000,000. I Paid-up Capital, $800,000.
Subscribed Capital, $2,000,000. Reserve Fund, - $220,000.

TOTAL ASSETS, -« $3,163,873.

(OFFICE . 10 KING STREET WEST, J ORONTO

Davings Department.

Interest alicwea on Saving Accounts of $1 and upwards at highest
current rates of interest, from day of Deposit to day of Withrawal,
and placed to Depositors’ credit on the last days of June and
December.

--_.>:<.__~

BDebentures.

Money received for fixed term of years for which Debentures will be
issued with half-yearly interest coupons attached. The funds of
the Company being invested with the utmost care and precaution,
no better security can be offered to Depositors or Debenture
holders, they having a first claim or mortgage on the whole assets
of the Company.

0
D) . G
.

money

Is obtainable from the Company on approved Real Estate Security
at the

£ LOWEST CURRENT RATES OF INTEREST. <3

GEO. A. COX, FRED. G. COX,
President. Manager.
E. R. WOOD,

T%EPH!)NE 2063. Secretary.



peroeemey  JAMES H. ROGERS,

IMPORTER OF DRESSED SKINS,

MANUFACTURER OF

Ladies’ & Gentlemen's Fine Furs,

Also, Dealer in Shipping Furs,

ENCLISH AND AMERICAN SILK AND FELT HATS,
CORNER KING AND CHURCH STS,,

TORONTO.

Branch House, 296 Main Street, WINNIPEG.

£ SOMETHING ABOUT SHOES!! &3
WHEN TO BUY! WHERE TO BUY! AND WHAT TO BUY!

\TO\V is the time when we are not so busy as we shall be in another month,
4N Where to buy!  You will find the address just below.

27 What to
buy! Something
that will Wear
Well, Fit Well,
and Look Well.
Our goods com-

bine all  these

qualities at

reasonable prices.

H. & C. BLACHFORD, ** - % KING sT. masr.

S TORONWTO.
N.B.—USE BLACHFORD’S OIL POLISH.

Established

J. & J. LUGSDIN,

DIRECT IMPORTERS AND MANUFACTURERS OF

FINE FURS.

LADIES’ SEAL GARMYNTS A SPECIALTY.
All the Latest Styles in English and American Felt and Silk Hats.

J. & J. LUGSDIN,

THE LEADING HATTERS AND FURRIERS,
101 YONGE STRERT, TOROINTO

N.B.—Highest cash price paid for raw furs. Telephone 3378,



EDWARD LAWSON,
1 e Pioneer Tea Merchant

ESTABLISHED 1843,

Wishes to intimate to consumers of Tea, Coffee and Cocoa that they cam
procure the above articles in any quantities at wholesale prices.  Ilis present stock
contains all grades of CHINA, JAPAN, INDIAN and CevLON TEAS. [ava, MocHA,
and EAst INDIAN COFFEE, roasted and ground every day on the premises. A full
assortment of the Cowan Cocoa and Chocolate Co's goods always in stock.

Special attention is drawn to Cowan's Hygienic Cocoa, highly commended
by several of the most prominent medical doctors of the city.

Send for price lists.  All packages of 5 pounds and upwards sent free of charges
to any railway station in Ontario.

NOTE.—Our goods sold in the smallest quantities at wholesale prices.

Address :
36 Church Street,
Telephone 2068. TORONTO.

Press Opinions.
¥

““ For clearness of analysis and spirituality of treat-
ment these studies are perhaps the peer of any offered
to Sunday School teachers.” —The Assistant Pastor.

‘“ An excellent expository volunie, pervaded by the
spirit of truth andlight. I.14 intensely spiritual.” ~The
Canadian Methodist Quarterly.

‘“ A careful study of these ‘ Bible Stadies’ has shown
that they are above the averaze of such works. The
high literary standing of the author is itself the best
guarantee as to the value of this book.”-7'he Kvangelical.

‘‘Dr. Pentecost is permeated to his heart’s core, not
merely with the evangelical, but with the evangelistie
spirit of the gospel. He gives in these notes the very
marrow and fatness of the gospel. The missionary
studies, as we might expect from a man in such
deep sympathy with missions, are of special interest.
The exposition of the temperance lessons is also spe-
cially strong.”—S. S. Banner. .

““This is one of the most comprehensive and suggestive
expositions of the topics embraced in the Sunday
8chool lessons for next year. Ministers who preach ow
these subjects and teacher: who teach them, will find
Dr. Pentecost’swork very helpful.”-Christian Guardian.

Paper, 60c. - - - Cloth, $1.00.

WILLIAM BRIGGS,

Wesley Buildings, Toronto.
C. W, COATES, Montreal, Que. ~ 8. F. HUESTIS, Halifax, N.8.



HEADQUARTERSFOR | Teachers! Attention!!

0Beny a1
Ofies Supples..

oeouat Books.

|

|

|

!

Full assortment, all descriptions. t
i |
Every style, moderate prices.

eather oo,

Great variety, unsurpassed, close
prices.

AGENTS FOR
-Caligraph Typewriter.
¢ Stands at the head.”

Wirt Fountain Pen.

““Get the best.”

Edison Mimeograph.

¢ Perfect Duplicator.”

BROWN BROS,

Stationers, Bookbinders.

MANUFACTURERS OF

ACCOUNT BOOKS, LEATHER GOODS,
Erc.

64-68 King St. E. - TORONTO.

EsTABLISHED 1856.

Prtal
Blacknoards

MADE of strong Lapilinum

or Blackboard Cloth, black

%K on one side, olive green on

the reverse side, mounted on

rollers.

IN TWO SIZES.
24 x 18 inches, Net 81.75.
36 x 24 inches, Net ®2.70.

These Prices cover Carriage.

We anticipate great popularity for these
Portable Blackboards. We have made up a
trial lot, and can regulate the sizes to suit the
popular demand. Will make them any size to
suit the school.

Braskonard Satng

We now have the agency in Canada for the

IMPROVED CANADIAN LIQUID SLATING

a superior article, which may be applied with
an ordinary paint brush on plaster, or on paper,
cardboard, wood or other smooth surface.

PRICES IN TiINS.

Black, per quart, #1.50; per ga lon, 85,00.
Green, w 81.75; " 86.00.

Wm. Briggs,

Wesley Buildings
TORONTO.



THE \ REVIEW of

World -wide

THINKER Christian . .

Thought. . .

Price - - $2.560 per Year.

< Tue THINKER," which is designed to supply in the realm ot theo-
1 logical literature the place filled by the Review af Reviews in current
general literature, established a high reputation last year, and promises
to sustain its good name during the present year.
8 The January and February numbers are full of interest. In the
& . Programme for 1893" we note that contributed articles are an-
nounced from the pens of Robertson, Sayce, Bruce Thompson, White-
9 house, Milligan, Marshall, Davison, Clifford, Kilpatrick, Bernard, Crawford,
Blaikie and Beet. These, with the cream of the Reviews of different
3 countries, will provide a tempting bill of fare for the thinking reader.

We can supply single numbers (including any back number), at 25cts.

. THE

dourneys and Deeds or Jesus,

AND

SCRIPTURAL INDEX ON A ‘MAP OF PALESTINE.

By REV. A. P. STOUT.

Prepared especially for Sunday School Classes and
Private Study.

This excellent Map is constructed in accordance with the surveys of the ** Pales-
tine Exploration Society,” under Major Conder. It is 30 x 20 inches in size, is
printed in two colors, and is folded into cloth book covers of convenient pocket
size. The original price of this map was $1.00. - We will, however, sell the remain-
ing copies in stock at

35 cents, - - - - Postpaid.

WILLIAM BRIGGS,
METHODIST BOOK AND PUBLISHING HOUSE, TORONTO.
C. W, COATES, MONTREAL. S. F. HUESTIS, HALIFAX.



To “Metkodist Magazine” SubSeriners.

$1 25 Net is our special price to METHODIST MAGAZINE subscribers for
' “From Epworth to London with John Wesley,” on all orders
received between now and the 15th April, 1893. If you have not a copy of this
beautiful book, by all means secure one.

OPINIONS . .

From prominent Pastors of the Methodist Church,

“ From ErworTH TO LONXDON WITH JoHN WESLEY " is one of the most attractive
and useful books placed before the people. The Photo-engravings are as beautiful
as art can make, and find fitting companions in the readable letter-press
descriptions, and handsouie binding and printing. It will instruct and elevate the
reader, and furnish an elevating influence by its presence in the home.

b. H. MULLER.

All Methodists are to be congratulated on having at their command, through
your enterprise, this art treasure—* FroM EPworTH To LONDON WiTH Jony WesLEyY."”
It is a condensed and illustrated history of early Methodism, as related to places
forever memorable, which old and young must alike prize,

EUGENE P. EDMONDS.
I am greatly delighted with ** From EpwokTH To LOXDON WITH JOIN WESLEY."”
In artistic heauty and perfection of letter-press it ix all that could bhe desired. The

publishers have rendered an invaluable service to Methodism by issuing this book.
1 wish for it a large circulation in the homes of our Chureh.

E. 0. BUXTON,

L.iBRARY MATERIAL.

UR SHELVES are laden with thousands of bright, readable Library Books, the
O best publications of The Religious Tract Society, Nelson & Sons,
Nisbet & Co., Oliphant, Anderson & Ferrier, the London Conference

Office (Charles H. Kelly), Ward, Locke & Co., and other reputable houses.

Books in plenty for the tiny tots of the infant class, the boys and girls of the
primary and intermediate classes, the graver youth of the senior classes, and the
mature intellectual appetite of the Bible (lasses.

Books of biography, history, travel, adventure, stirring temperance tales, the
brightest of religious stories. Books of healthy, wholesome character, to interest,
amuse, please, instruct. foster manliness, strengthen character and create and deepen
religious conviction.

This great stock of books is open to the choice of the Librarian. Our prices, dis-
counts and terms arc alike liberal and likely to give general satisfaction.

We have a number of special lists of books ready to send to any school on applica-
tion. Included are our catalogue of Popular Authors: complete lists of Pansy and
Swan books, with excellent portraits of these favourite authors; an illustrated cata-
logue of the newer publications of the Religious Tract Society ; a new list of Canadian
Bbooks, etc., ete.

Schools in need of new Libraries should procure these lists and look them carefully
through before placing their order.  Get the newest books and the best. If a deputa-
tion from the school cannot visit us and select from our shelves, we can still secure to
them the advantage of selection by sending a double quantity of books to choose from.

Write for Catalogues and Terms.

WILLIAM BRIGGS,
METHODIST BOOK AND PUBLISHING HOUSE, TORONTO.
€ W. CoaTrs, Montreal, Que. S. F. HuksTis, Halifax, N.S.



SPECIAL * * *
Methodist Magazine Announcements
¥ ¥ * FOR 1893.

PRIZE COMPETITION.

The interest taken in the Prizes offered last vear encourages us to repeat the same this year,
but on a basis that will in some measure cqualize those places where there is already a large list
of present subscribers, and where in consequence a large number of new suhseribers could not
be obtained, with those places where the MAGAZINE is not taken to any great extent, and con-
sequently may be largely increased.  The cities of Toronto, Ottawa, Montreal, London, Hamilton,
Kingston, Halifax, N.8., and St. John, N.B., will not be included in this competition. We wish to
make it possible for the smallest country circuit to enter for one of the prizes, and if the above
places were allowed to compete, their large lists of old subscribers alone would give them undue
advantage.

The Prizes will not interfere with the premiums offered to the subscriber or agent clubbing

rates or any other advantages we offer, but are entirely and distinctly additional advantages and
inducements.

Subscriptions to MaGazINE may be sent in combination with Guardian or Wesleyan,

Any person, agent or subscriber, minister, layman or lady, may compete. It is open to
everybody who complies with the terms of the competition printed below.

To the person sending the largest list of subscribers to the MeTHODIST MAGAZINE for 1893,

counted in the manner described in the terms of the competition below, the choice of the follow-
Ing two prizes will be given :

FIRST PRIZE,—The new and revised edition of Chambers’ Cyclopedia,

illustrated, now passing through the press, brought up to date, ten volumes, averaging
over eight hundred pages cach, Price, $30.

OR, if preferred, the following will be given as first prize: An American
special Elgin movement, extra jewelled, silver hunting-case watch, stem
winding, with the twelve hour and the twenty-four hour dials combined.

SECOND PRIZE.—The latest edition, best sheep binding of Webster’s

International Dictionary, 2011 pages, 3,000 cngravings, with all the supplements
and index on edges. Regular price, $13.50.

ADDITIONAL PRIZES.—To cvery other competitor who has to his
credit two-thirds of the number of subscribers of the winner of the first prize (pro-
vided that the number is thirty at least), will be given a copy of ** Withrow's
History of Canada,” latest cdition ; 684 pages, with nine eoloured maps, 140 wood
cuts, and seven steel engravings, bound in moroceo.  Price, $4.50.

TERMS OF THE COMPETITION.

It will be necessary for those wishing to compete to signify their intention to the
oftice before the 18T FEBRUARY, and if any subscribers are sent in previous to the
time of entering, the number claimed to that date must be mentioned.

This is required in order that a perfectly correct. and mutnally satisfactory start-
ing place may be decided on.

Subscriptions will be counted in the following manner:
One new subscriber for one year as - - -
Two new subscribers for six months as - - -
Two old subscribers for one year as - - -
Four old subscribers for six months as - - -

Subscriptions for less than six months will not be counted.

Subscriptions posted or telegraphed to us, and bearing the date of MARCH 25TH,
1893, dwill be allowed; but nothing posted or telegraphed after that date will be
considered.

This rule is necessary to avoid any preference being shown to any participant, and
to put those from a distance on the same terms as those close at hand. Subscriptions

will not be received at-the office counter after the 25rH MARCH, to count in the
competition.

s

WILLIAM BRIGGS,
METHODIST BOOK AND PUBLISHING HOUSE, TORONTO.
C. W. COATES, MONTREAL. S. F. HUESTIS, HaALIFAX.



JUST ISSUED.

Stirring the Eagle’s Nest

AND OTHER PRACTICAL DISCOURSES.

By Theodore L. Cuyler, D.D.

Extra cloth, gold stamp, 317 pages, containing a fine photogravure portrait

of the author.

$1.50, Postpaid.

There can be but one reception for a new book by Dr. Cuyler, a warm and
hearty one, from the thousands who have read with profit and delight his existing

works. Dr. Cuyler needs no introduction to the Canadian public,

* * * * » * * * x * * * * * *

ENLARGED EDITION OF

4. THE CANADIAN YVMNAL.

Containing 450 Hymns.
NO BOOK LIKE IT

f Sunday Schools and Socfal Services.

FOR i Epworth Leagues and Christian Endeavour Socleties.
;‘ Gospel Meetings and the Home Circle,

THE BOOK FOR THE TIMES.

To meet the needs of the times, we have added to our popular S. S. Hymnal
nearly one hundred new pleces, selected with the special object of adapting the
book to the use of Epworth Leagues and Christian Endeavour Societies.

We have not altered any of the pieces in the Hymnal as at present in use. The
new hymns are all placed at the back of the book. They are the choice of a com-
petent committee, and greatly enrich as well as enlarge the Hymnal,

Nor have we altered the price.  We offer to the public this grand collection of 450
hymus—an unsurpassed collection—at the following prices :

MUSIC EDITION -
Paper Boards, Cloth Back, each 50c.; per dozen 85.00.
WORDS ONLY EDITION—

Cloth Limp, 12c. each; $1.20 per dozen:; $9.00 per hundred ;
Cloth Boards, 17¢c.each; $1.75 perdozen ; $13.50 per hundred.

Postpaid at price per copy ; not postpaid at dozen or hundred rate.

WILLIAM BRIGGS,

IWESLEY BUILDINGS, TORONTO,
C. W, COATES, Montreal. S. F. HUESTIS, Halifax.




A NEW GOSPEL SONG BOOK:!

THE =LIFE = LINE.

A CHOICE COLLECTION OF NEW AND STANDARD
GOSPEL SONGS

Adapted for use in Young People’s Societies, Revival Services, Camp

Meetings and all Social Services.

Edited by A. F. MEYERS.

Single copy, postpaid - - - - - - - 80 20,
Per dozen, not postpaid - - - - - - . 2 00.

The * Life Line” will be a popular book, no doubt about it. It is a collection of
soul-stirring songs. The Editor had the assistance of twenty-five of the best song
writers. Much of the music is new. Geta sample copy and examine for yourself.
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JUST PUBLISHED.

The Need of Tlinstrelsy,

AND OTHER SERMONS,

s ee 4o se

BEING

A Memorial Volume

OF THE

Late REVY. E. A. STAFFORD, D.D,, LL.D.

WITH AN INTRODUCTION BY
REV. D. G. SUTHERLAND, D.D., LL.B.

The many friends of Dr. Stafford will hail with pleasure the issue of a volume of
his sermons. They are not likely to be disappointed in the selection comprised in this
volume.

A photogravure portrait of Dr. Stafford, as a frontispiece to the book, gives it the
greater value to those who would keep in memory the face as well as the words of the
preacher.

In neat cloth binding this volume will sell at

%1.00, Postpaid.

Usual discount to ministers and to the trade.

WILLTAM BRIGGS,
Methodist Book & Publishing House, Toronto.
C. W. CoaTes, Montreal, Que. S. F. HugsTis, Halifax, N.S.



TALUABLE BOOKS RECENTLY ISSUED

Or which have Recently heen Received in Stock.

The Fall of the Staincliffes. By Avrrep CoLskck. Illustrated.
£100 prize tale on Gambling

Thoroughness. Talks to Young Men. By 'luAIN DA\ 10soN, D. D

A Manual of Instruction and Advice for Class Leaders.
By the Rev. Jon~ S. Simox, Preparcd by order of the \Veslcyau
Methodist Conference

The Gospel for the Day. By l\IARk (,m Punsp

The Man who Spoiled the Music, and other Stomes By
MARK Guy PEARSE .

The Doctrine of Entire Sanct1ﬁca.tlon Scrlpturally and
Ph1lologlcally Exa.mmed By Rev. Joth, M.D.,

Through Chnst to God A Study of Scxentlﬁ\, Theology By
Jos. Agar Bger, D.D. .

Charles G. Flnney, An Autoblography Popular edltlon \hth
portrait . .

The Bishop’s Converswn By ELI N Bmu\v\ux\ \IA\\HLL
With an Introduction by Jas. M. Thobum, Missionary Bxshop for
India and Malaysia. A capital missionary story

Thrilling Scenes in the Persian ngdom The Story of a
Scribe. By Epwix McMivy ..

Christ Enthroned in the Industna.l World A dlscussnon
of Christianity in Property and Labour. By CuHarLEs Roaps

The Four Men, and other Chapters By REV. JAS. STALKER,

At the Place Whlch is Ca.lled Calva.ry Sermons by th
Epwin H. Burcess .
The Heart of the Gos el. Twelve Sermons dehvexed at the

Metropolitan Tabernacle, in the autumn of 1891. B) ArTHUR T.
Piersox, D.D. ..

Parson Hardwork’s Nut a.nd how He Cracked It By

REev, W. WicLEY HAUGHTON

Nathanael Noble’'s Homely Ta.lks for Yea,rs a.nd Youth
By Rev. HENRY SMITH ..

The First Hundred Years of Modern Mlesmns By I\LV
J. S. Ross, M.A. An exceedingly valuable compend of Mission-
ary facts and figures. Paper

The Shekinah in the Soul. By Rev. J D. Dwmcx Paper, net

The Need of Minstrelsy and other Sermons. A Memorial
Volume of the late Rev. E. A. Stafford, LL.D. With Introduction
by Rev. D. G. Sutherland, D.D., LL.B. Portrait in photogravure

Baptism ; Its Mode and Meaning at the Time of our Lord Historically
and Phllologlcall3 Inv estlgated By Rev. W. A. McKay, B.A.
Paper ..

WILLIAM BRIGGS

METHODIST BOOK AND PUBLISHING HOUSE, TORONTO.
C. W. COATES, Montreal, Que. - 8. F. HUESTIS, Halifax,
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INTERNATIONAL LESSON HELES "°"eos

ILLUSTRATIVE NOTES—
Including original and selected expositions, plans of instruction, illus-
trative anecdotes, practical applications, archwmological notes, library
references, maps, pictures and diagrams.

By JESSE L. HURLBUT, D.D., and ROBT. R. DOHERTY, Pn.D.
$1.25 Postpaid.

SELECT NOTES—
Explanatory, illustrative, doctrinal and practical ; with illustrations,
maps, pictures, chronology of the Old Testament, chronology of the
Acts, suggestions to teachers, library references.

By F. N. PELOUBET, D.D., and M. A. PELOUBET.
$1.25 Postpaid.

BIBLE STUDIES—
A growingly popular Lesson Commentary.

By GEORGE F. PENTECOST, D.D.
Cloth $1, Paper 60¢., Postpaid.

ALSO -

Sermons on the International S. S. Lessons, by the Boston
Monday Club. FKighteenth Series. $1.25.

Golden Text Booklets, 3c. each, 35¢c. per dozen.

International Lesson Cards. Twelve decorrated cards containing
complete list of lessons, with verses by Francis Ridley Havergal. 15c. per
packet.

MATTHEW HENRY’S

MATCHLESS

Commentary on the Bible

A carefully Revised and Corrected Edition, with an Introductory Essay.

—1SIX IMPERIAL OCTAVO VOLUMES :—

Strongly bound in Cloth, containing nearly 3,000 pages is told by us at

«—$8.00 NET PERSET—

“This is a Commentary of a practical and devotional, rather than of a
critical kind. . . . lts unfailing good sense, its discriminating thought, its
high moral tone, its simple piety, and its altegether singular felicity of prae-
tical application, combined with the well-sustained flow of its English style,
has secured for it, and deservedly, the foremost place among the works of fts
class.”

WILLIAM BRIGGS,
METHODIST BOOK AND PUBLISHING HOUSE, TORONTO.
C. W. COATES, MONTREAL, QUE. S. F. HUESTIS, HaLirax, N.S.



= A Harvest for Agents. =

Character x
% Sketches;

Or, THE BLACKBOARD MIRROR.
By REV. G. A. LOFTON, A.M., D.D.,

WITH AN INTRODUCTORY CHAPTER BY

BISHOP O. P. FITZGERALD.

WHAT I8 IT?

The above is a very natural question for everyhody toask concerning any new book
that is presented or advertised to the public. We answer in one short sentence:

IT IS A MUSEUM OF LIVING CHARACTERS

set forth in a series of illustrated discussions, singling out and delineating those pecu-
larities or traits which contribute to the dignity and success or ridicule and failure
of mankind.

It also presents in a new and striking manner what no other author ever em-
ployed, a large number of

MORAL, PRACTICAL AND RELICIOUS SUBJECTS,

examined from the standpoint of everyday observation, taking the facts just as they
are found, and holding them up to the gaze of the world

WITH THE MASK TORN OFF AND THE LIGHT OF TRUTH
BEAMING FULL UPON THEM.

One of the greatest writers of the world has said: * THERE IS NO HISTORY
BUT BIOGRAPHY.” We all love to read the lives of great men, and especially those
of our own nation. They inspire us with patriotism, and strengthen our admiration
for what is noble, brave and good in man. But what concerns us most of all is THE
LIVES OF OUR PRIVATE CITIZENS.

THE SUBJECT-MATTER OF THE BOOK

comit;ﬂses a series of forty-one illustrated discussions or blackboard talks delivered
by the author before crowded houses on Sunday afternoons. He chonse this manner of
teaching moral, practical and religious truth, for the purpose of improving and bene-
fiting the young people of his own church and cnngre%-atmn, without any expectation
of making & book. But from the delivery of the first lecture his fame went abroad.
People of all denominations, old and young, thronged to hear him. Those who came
once never missed again if they could avoid it, and everybody felt it his duty, it
seemed, to hunt up and brinﬁlalong some special friend whom he fancied would be
entertained or benefited. Though the lectures were given between three and four
o'clock on Sunday afternoon, the most unfavourable time of the day to get an audience
of young people, who usually spend these hours in calling or pfeasure-seeking. the
a.ug,ience consisted more largely of this class than any other. Young men who seldom
attended church services were to be found among the most constant comers to this, a
number of them not missing once from the beginning to the close.

[EEREE R RN

WRITE FOR TERMS, ETC., TO
WILLIAM BRIGGS,

METHODIST BOOK AND PUBLISHING HOUSE, TORONTO.
C. W. COATES, Montreal, Que. S. F. HUESTIS, Halifax, N.S.



““A REMARKABLE BOOK.”

The Making of a Man

By REV. J. W. LEE, D.D.

Cloth, 372 pages - - %1.75.

CONTENTS.—IxTRODUCTION,  BREAD — The
Provision for the Physical Nature of Man.
Power—The Provision for the Social Nature of
Man.

vision for the Moral Nature of Man. BEAUTY—
The Provision for the .Esthetic Nature of Man.
Love- The Provision for the Spiritual Nature
of Man.

Dr. Dewart's Opinion.

““This is a remarkable book. It deals with
the great question of the philosophy of human
life. The style is vigorous and sparkling, and
the views presented, scientific and eminently
suggestive. Its subject might be said to be
the provision in creation for the many-sided
nature of man, and the relation of man's
nature to that provision. Dr. Lee grapples
with and answers the great question, ‘ Which
is fundamental and prior, mind or matter?’
Never have we seen wan's relation to external
nature more strikingly portrayed.
Without endorsing every opinion, we
strong book.”

deem it a

Chriét Enthroned

in the

Industrial World.

A DiscugsioN oF CHRISTIANITY
AND LABOR.

IN PROPERTY

By Charles Roads.

Cloth, - - - -  $L00.

CONTENTS. - Is this a World Without
Christ ?—What Need of Christ in the Indus-
tries ?—Preparing for His Coming —A Right
Spirit in the Rich— An Understanding Heart in
the Laborer-The Christian asa Fellow-Workman
—Christianity in the Workshop—The Christian
Workman Opening his Envelope~The Christian
Laborer and his Employer—Labor and Capital
Reunited—The Supreme Employer of Daily
Labor—The Christian Studying his Bank Book
~—The Pay Roll in the Light—The Christian in
5 Business Corporation—The Christian of
Wealth in his Closet—Apprenticeship to the
Nazarine Carpenter—When Christ is Enthroned
and Reigning.

TrutH—The Provision for the Intellec- |
tual Nature of Man. RicutrorsNess —The Pro- ¢

A NEW BOOK OF POEMS.

T Ganaa of Qs

; AND OTHER POEMS.
By J. D. EDGAR, M.P.

Extra neat cloth, bevelled boards,

gilt edges.

75 cents - - - -

Postpaid.

““This dainty little volume of verse will be
welcomed as a genuine Canadian production,
and will find many friendly critics. The note
of nationality and lyric grace is set in the first
page, and ‘This Canada of Ours’ is a song
th;t hxlz.s in it the true vocal lilt of patriotism.”
—Mail.

“It shows scholarly refinement and some
literary power, with a good deal of the patrio-
tic spirit which this country so sadly needs. . .
True lovers of verse read for enjoyment and
inspiration, and in this little book both will be
tound.”—Globe.

DR. BEET'S NEW WORK.

THROUGH CHRIST TO 0D,

A STUDY IN SCIENTIFIC
THEOLOGY.

By JOSEPH AGAR BEET, D.D.
Cloth, 373 pages, 82,25,

CONTENTS.—Part 1. Preliminaries.
I1. Justification Through Faith. Part III,
Death of Christ. Part IV. The Son ot God.
Part V. The Resurrection of Christ.

Part

Press Notices.

‘“1f the forces marshalled in defence of the
Christian position by Mr, Beet are the same
veterans whose colors and facings have been
seen before, they certainly present under his
command a new front, and the old weapons
have been altered into arins of precision.”—
Prof. Marcus Dod, in The Ezpositor.

‘“After reading these lectures with great
care, and several of them more than once, we
do not hesitate to say that of a popular kind
this book is one of the most important eviden-
tial works that has appeared in recent years."—
Literary World.

WILLIAM BRIGGS,

METHODIST BOOK AND PUBLISHING HOUSE, TORONTO,

C. W. COATES, Montreal, Que.

S. F. HUESTIS, Halifax, N.S.



A NEW
Webster’s  [ictionary.

of Yale College, and
called

This is a new book
from cover to cover,

meet the competition being th thenti
of such reprints, but WEBSTER S edi:in 0? \ai?eb:ttrl’:
an essentially new Unabridged Diction-
book —the product of INTERNATIONAL arl;'a (::lor‘:g\;risinlgc lzl?e
ten years of labour issue of 1864, 1879
by a large editorial DICTIONARY :ndelsgA!), now thor-

statl, superintended oughly revised and
by President Porter, enlarged.

Not an old edition
reprinted in cheap
form, not a hastily
revamped book to

Sheep Binding, - - - - - - - $125
THE BIBLICAL ILLUSTRATOR .

Anecdotes, Similes, Emblems; Expository, Geo-
graphical, Scientific, Historical and
Homiletic.

Gathered from a wide range of Home and Foreign Literature, on the
verses of the Bible.

They are the windows of thought, and are so employed as to throw great
light upon texts. This series of volumes is a perfect thesaurus of matter along
these suggested lines.

VOLUMES NOW READY :(—NEW TESTAMENT.

MATTHEW. LUKE (3 Vols.) GALATIANS.
MARK. JOHN (3 Vous.) EPHESIANS.

PHILIPPIANS anp COLOSSIANS,
I. II. THESSALONIANS and TIMOTHY.

Old Testament :—GENESIS (2 Vors.)
PRICE $1.50 PER VOLUME NET, POST-PAID.

WILLIAM BRIGGS,

METHODIST BOOK AND PUBLISHING HOUSE, TORONTO.
C. W. COATES, Montreal - - S. F. HUESTIS, Halifax,




MISSIONARY LITERATURE

Calabar and its Mission. By Rev. Hugh Goldie .............. §1 50
Christian Missions in the Nineteenth Century. By Rev.
Elbert 8. Todd, D.D. ..... ... .. ... o 0 90
Among the Mongols. By Rev. James Gilmour ................. 0 90
Miracles of Missions. By Rev. A. T. Pierson, D.D. ............ 1 00
Missionary Problem. By James Croil............ P 1 00
Divine Enterprise of Missions. By Rev. A. T. Pierson, D.D.. 1 50
The Macedonian Cry. By Rev. John Lathern, D.D. ........ ... 070

The First Hundred Years of Modern Missions. By Rev.
J. S. Ross, M.A. A recently compiled hand-book of missionary
information. Paper............ ... i i 010

Missionary Points and Pictures. By Rev. James Jobnston.. 0 35

By Canoe and Dog Train among the Cree and Saul-
teaux Indians. By Rev. Egerton R. Young. With Introduc-
tion by Mark Guy Pearse......... ... ... o it 1 00

MISSIONARY BIOCRAPHY.

Rivers of Water in a Dry Place; or, From Africaner’s Kraal

to Khama’s City. Being the Life of Robert Moffatt ... .......... 30 90
Master Missionaries. Chapters in Pioneer Effort throughout the

World. By A. H. Japp, LL.D. Fifth edition ................. 125
Life of Rev. George McDougall; Canadian Pioneer, Patriot

and Missionary. By Rev. John McLean, Ph.D. ................. 075
John Kenneth Mackenzie. Medical Missionary to China. By

Mrs. Bryson.... ... e 1 50
James Gilmour of Mongolia. By Richard Lovett............ 2 25
Life of John G. Patoen. 2vols. .............................. 3 00

The Story of John G. Paton Told for Young Felks; or,
Thirty Years among South Sea Cannibals, By Rev. James Paton. 1 50

Mackay of Uganda., ByhisSister............................. 2 50
Story of Mackay of Uganda. Told for the Young. By his
Bt . e e e 1 50

Popular Missionary Biography Series, Lives of David
Brainerd, James Calvert, Heory Martin, David Livingstone, John
Williams, Samuel Crowther, Thomas J. Comber, John Griffith,
Bishop Patteson, Robert Morrison, William Carey, Robert Moffatt,
James Chalmers, and Lady Missionaries in Foreign Lands. Fully
illustrated, cloth, extra. Kach ............... ... ............... 0 50

WILLIAM BRIGGS,

Wesley Buildings, Toronto.
C. W. COATES, MONTREAL. S. F. HUESTIS, HaLiFaXx,



UHPBISE

G0AP

While the best for all household
uses, has poculiar qualities for
easy and quick washing of clothes,

It does away with that boiling and
scalding—the clothes come out
sweet, clean and white,

Harmless to hands and fabrics—
lathers freely—lasts longest.

St Croix Soar M’ra. Co,

ALL GRocERS SELL IT St Stephen, N B

100 STYLES

OF

SCALES.

Write for Prices.

C. WILSON & SON,
106 ESPLANADE §T. -  TORONTO, ONT.
93-9

BAPTlSH

Its Mode and Meaning at the Time
of our Lord.
Historically and Philologically Investi-

gated.
By REV. W. A. McKAY, B.A.
Author of ** Immersion, a Romish Inven-
tion;” * Baptism Improved,” etc.

Paper covers, - - 25 cents.

William Briggs, Wesley Buildings, Toronto.

I
i
I
3
|
1
|
]i Greek Architecture and Sculp-
|
i

Scientific American
Agancy for

CAVEATS,
TRADE MARKS,
DESICN PATENTS,
COPYRICHTS, etc.
For information and free Handbook write to
MUNN & CO., 361 BROADWAY, NEW YORK.
Oldest bureau for securing pagemg in America.
Every patent taken out by us is brought before
the public by anotice given free of charge in the

,§ ciendific Qumerican

est circulation of any sc\entlﬂc paper in the
wor d. Splendxdny illustrated. No mtelligent.
should be without it. Weekly, $3. 00 a
Tear: $1.50 six uonthe.  Address MUNK &
. PUBLISHERS, 361 Broadway, New York City.

2 IMPORTANT TO FLESHY PEOPLE.

We have noticed a page article in the
Boston Globe on reducing weight ata very
small expense. It will pay our readers to
send two cent stamp for a copy to Ames
Circulating Library, 10 Hamilton Place,
Boston, Mass. 93-4

C. L. S. C. BOOKS
FOR 1892-93.

The required books for 1892-93 comprise the
tollowing :

Grecian Hlstorv
AM.

B} Jas. I .Jo;,
--§1

Callias. I
trof. A. J. Church, London University 1 00
The United States and Foreign
Powers. By W. E. Curtis, of the
U. 8. State Department ... .........
Classic Greek Course in English
By Prof. W. C. Wilkinson, University
of Chicago

An Hls‘wnuﬂ Romun(e By

100

ture (lllustrated). By Prof. T. R.
Smith and Mr. Geo. Redford, London 0 50
A Manual of Christian Evi-
dences. By Prof. George P. Fisher,
Yale University ................
The Chautauquan (twelve numbers,
illustrated)

. 066

Canadian Students will please note that the
books are supplied by the Canadian Agents at
the American Publisher's prices, no advance
' being made for duty, ete. Canadian studenta

will, therefore, find lt to their advantage to
| order from the Canadian Agents, and save the
i duty which they would have to pay it ordered
| from the States. The books are of uniform
| height and width, varying only in thickness.

Orders for Tuk CHAUTAL QUAN taken separately.

Circulars giving full information about the

C.L.8.C. supplied free on application.

i
{

Address—

WILLIAM BRIGGS, - - - - ToroNTO,



REPRESENT THE

Highest Excellence in
Piano Manufacture.

They have won First Honors
at Exhibitions in the United
States (World’s Exposition,
New Orleans, U.S., 1884-83),
and Europe (London, 1886),
and in Canada.

Recommended by Artists for their Recommended by Purchasers for their
Superiority in Tone, Great Durabilitz.

OVER 25 DIFFERENT STVLES TO SELECT FROM.

WRITE FOR CATALOGUE AND TERMS.

OCTAVIUS NEWCOMBE & CO.,

MONTREAL: TORONTO: OTTAWA:

2344 St. Catharine St. 107-109 Church St. 141 Sparks St.

Easter Music.

We have in stock a supply of the following Easter Services :
The Mighty Vietor. A Sunday School Service for Easter. Each,

Se.; perhundred .. . ... e $4 50
The Risen King. An Easter Exercise for the Sunday School,

Each, 10c.; perdozen ...............0.0vilen P 100
“All Hail!>” An Faster Service with new hymns and new music.

Each, 5c.; perhundred ... ... ... .. .. 4 00
Beautiful Morning. A Service of Scripture and Song for Easter.

Each 5c.; perhundred .. ........ .. ... ... . ol 4 50
Easter Annual No. 11. Each, 5c. ; per hundred ....... ........ 4 50
Easter Joys. A Service of Scripture and Song for Easter. By EmMa

Pirr. Each, 5e.; perhundred................................ 4 50
Chimes of Victory. A Service of Scripture and Song. By EmMa

Pirr. Each, 5c.; perbundred...................... e 4 50
The Glorious Hope., A Carol Service. By M C. Haazrp. Each,

Sc.;perhundred ..... ... ... 4 50
Easter Anthem —“1 Know that My Redeemer Liveth.”

By Emma Prer and H. W. PorTER. Each, 6c. ; per dozen ...... 070

Hull’s Easter Program No. 1. New Series. Each 6. ; por dozen 0 70

WILLIAM BRIGGS,
Mothodist Book & Publishing House, Toronto.




Unlike the Dutch Process [NOTICE OF REMOVAL.
£ No Alkalies

Other_al;micals ']uml s“ﬂ & '}“°

are used in the
preparation of

AN\

NEW PREMISES:

W, Baker & 005 145 Church st.

Breaks R N —

which is absolutely pure and soluble. STEAM FITTING,

It has more than three times the strength
of Cocoua mixed with Starch, Arrowroot or HOT WATER

Sugar, and is far more economical, cost- HEATING.
sng less than onecenta cup. Itis delic-

ious, nourishing, and EASILY DIGESTED. GAS F| XTU R ES

8old by Croocers everywhere,

W.BAKER & C0., Dorchester, Mae#» OF ALL DESIGNS.
. " )

CHEAP PAPER EDITION

ANNIE §. SWAN'S BOOKS,

The sweepin, ularity of Miss Swan's stories has induced the issuc of the
following ot hl:ar gooplgg in attractive paper covers, at the popular price of

25 CENTS EACH.

‘WRONGS RIGHTED. MISTAKEN, AND MARION FORSYTH.
‘TWICE TRIED. THOMAS DRYBURGH'S DREAM, AND
SHADOWED LIVES. ‘ MISS BAXTER'S BEQUEST.

THE SECRET PANEL. : SUNDERED HEARTS.

ACROSS HER PATH.

: ¥ Fropy | FOPERT MARTIN'S LESSON.
A %mm HOUSE: A STUD DOROTHEA KIRKE; or, FREE TO SERVE. '

URSULA VIVIAN, THE SISTER MOTHER. | HAZELL & SONS, BREWERS.
A BACHELOR IN SEARCH OF A WIFE. | A VEXED INHERITANCE.
When 80 much trashy and vicious literature abounds to poison the minds and

taint the morals of the young, a movement such as this to provide pure and healthtul
reading at cheap prices should have every encouragement.

WILILIAM BRIGGS,
Methodist Book and Publishing ¥House, Toronto.
C. W. COATES, MONTREAL. S. F. HUESTIS, HALIFAX.



