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CHRISTMAS IN ENGLAND.
BY ALGERNON BLACKWOOD.

Or late years, when there has scarcely
been enough snow on the ground at Christ-
mas-time to give the country even a season-
able appearance, it has seemed almost a
mockery to continue to celebrate the sawne
old customs and to perform the same cere-
monies that are connected from time im-
memorial in the minds of the English
people with a winter sky and landscape,
which, in the days of our forefathers, were
so rarely absent at thi» season of the year.
However this may be, the customs always
associated with an old-fashioned Christmas-
tide are still practised to a great extent;
the piled-up wood fires still crackle and barn
as brightly as ever in the ample old grates,
and ‘he stout-legged oaken tables still support as tender roast
beef and as tasty and indigestible a plum-pudding as they ever
did in days of yore.

In England Cliristmas is a universal holiday. In the cities the
banks are closed ; offices are deserfed. The stores in the towns
and villages are all shut, and while the morning of Christmas-
day is in every respect treated as a Sunday, the latter part of the
day is given up to whatever ou.-door amusements the state of the
weather may render suitable; the evening sees the assembly of
Jjoyous parties and friendly gatherings, which last into the small
hours of the morning, and are looked forward to by the younger
portion of the community with an eagerness which the passing
Years tend rather to increase than to diminish.

Vor. XXXT]. No. 6.
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But to see'Christmas as it is really kept by the people we must
leave the citics and dive deep into the heart of the country; we
must mingle with the crowd that at the festive season enters the
gates of the squire's hospitable mansion, or in the long low rooms
of the old farm-houses. ‘The real beginning of the festivities is on
Christmas-eve, when the large parties meet their friends from far
and near round the festive board. Then the time passes right
merrily. ‘

The village inn represented in the sketch below, sending its
ruddy glow through its lattice windows, across the snow, and
with its well-known sign—say the «Red Lion "—hanging above

THE VILLAGE INN,

the door, will reap a considerable harvest; and a jovial gathering
of big-boned labourers and hardy rustics, with the host him-
self, portly and rubicund, in their midst, will make the black-
ened rafters ring again with song and joke as the night wears
on. There we shall bear many an odd conceit or quaint super-
stition which the season of the yule-log and the holly-berry again
brings round to their memories. As they sit' and talk over their
tankards they care very little for anything else but the fact that
«Ye goode old Chrismasse-tide” has come again. It matters little
to them that the actual Christmas-day was not even fixed on the
25th December until the fourth century. They are prepared to
celebrate the day as it is, and be merry, come what may.

As hinted before, superstition of the most absurd kind is every-
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CHRISTMAS MORNING AT THE MANOR HOUSE.

where rife at this season, and few persons who have not spent
( hristmas among the people in the country villages can have any
idea of the extent to which it prevails. In his «English Country
Life,” Thos. Miller tells us how he incurred the displeasure of a
relative by breaking through a rule which a certain superstition
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had made necessary. Hesays: «To give a person a light between

Christmas and Twelfth Night is to bring upon yourself ill-fortune -
all that year. I recollect well losing the good-will of my old

grandmother by allowing a benighted waggoner to light his

lanthorn while her back was turned, and it was many a week

before the old lady forgave me.”

In the olden days our ancestors used to keep the merry season
in much the same way, but during the Middle Ages a custom
prevailed which has since lost its character, if it has not alto-
gether died out. Thus, in the larger towns were performed
certain mysteries—dramatic representations—in which the players
wore grotesque dresses and masks. These were celebrated with
great pomp and ceremony, and the country people flocked from
far and near to witness them. The only custom which bears
any resemblance to these, and which is only found now in
certain parts of the midland counties, is called the « December
Liberties,” or the feast of fools and asses, which is described as
“ grotesque saturnalia, in which everthing serious was ridiculed.”
Whole villages would turn out to dance, carrying torches and
evergreens, casting weird shadows on the glistening snow.

‘Within doors the houses at Christmas-time are very cheerful
and bright. On the wide stone hearth a yule-log burns, briskly
casting a ruddy glow on everything around, while the walls and
pictures are decorated with holly, ivy, and several bunches of
mistletoe hung up in obvious places for equally obvious reasons.
These decorations are usually kept up until Twelfth Night or old
Christmas-day. At this season, too, there is a plant called rose-
mary, which flowers about Christmas-time. It was held in high
repute by our ancestors, though the purposes for which they used
it have now ceased to be noticed. They held high holiday from
Christmas-day until Candlemas (February 2nd), and their first
feast was the occasion of bringing in the head of the wild boar,

“Upon a silver platter with minstrelsye.”

Then, once the great tankards had been filled, it was the custom
to stir the foaming potations with twigs of rosemary. It was also
considered auspicious to use it on two other occasions of a very
opposite nature, namely, a wedding and a burial. Boughs of the
plant were carried before the bride or laid on the grave, as the
occasion called for, and referring to this old custom in his « Hes-
perides,” Herrick says that the rosemary plant

““Grows for two ends ; it matters not at all
Be it for my bridal or my burial.”



Christmas in England. 485

It is only right that churches, which were built to the-honour of
Him whose birth we celebrate at this season, should be as brightly
decorated as they are; and in the little country church there is
sure to be a full congregation, from the squire, who is not so

OXFORD AND ITS COLLEGES.

regular in his attendance, perhaps, as he might be, during the
year, to the oldest peasant, who unearths from its year-long grave
an anecient beaver hat, from which the silken gloss has long since
fled, and which he dons in honour of the day.

Should it ever fall to the lot of a stranger to be walking through
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the country lanes near midnight on Christmas-eve, he will be
startled to heat, on the last st;roke of twelve, the iron clang of the
church bells far and near 1mg out the best chimes of which they
are capable, and from Land’s End to John o' Groats not a church
tower that possesses bells will be silent. When these cease the
waits begin their rounds, and going from house to house, and
village to village, they, sing carols and Christmas hymns until
the light begins to glimmer in the eastern sky and another Christ-
mas-day has dawned.

The custom of singing carols at Christmas-time may be traced
back through many a long century. In the classie city of Oxford,
the stronghold of ancient customs and ancient opinions, Christmas
has been celebrated for centuries with. much of the pomp and
pageantry of the Middle Ages. The procession song of the.Boar’s
Head, the “Gaudeamus Omnes,” the singing of the .surpliced
choir in the college chapel (as shown in our frontispiece), are still
observed as in scarce any place else. And in the Bodleian Library
may still be seen one of the oldest collections of carols kKhown
to exist. The volume, of which only a few pages:remain, was
printed in the year 1521, by Wynkin de Worde, and is entitled
«Chrismasse Carolles.” Ior some reason Oxford is particularly
favourable to the laurel, and:as a decorative evergreen in the
chapels of the different cc’leges, it is used to the entire displace-
ment of holly or ivy.

There are many other customs in the la,j:ge cities, and old-
fashioned traditions in the country, still preserved in many parts
of England, which limit of space forbids us to mention; and
though some.of these may have ali.ady died out-and others are
now gradually becoming extinct as the years roll on, we are
sure of one thing; namely, that England will ever be the home
of Christmas gatherings and rejoicings of some sort; and if the
old-time pastimes and quaint old ceremonies are giving way to
others of a different sort, let us hope that the English people will
everthankfully remember, in their mirth and Christmas celebra-
tions, the occasion when He Who made sueh happiness possible,
and who has made us, as a nation, what we are, was born in a
stable and cradled in a manger.

SounDd over all waters, reach out from all lands,
The chorus of voices, the clasping of hands,
Sing hymns that were sung by the stars.of the morn,
Sing songs of the angels when Jesus was born !
— Whittier.
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«“THE LAST VOYAGE.
BY LADY BRASSEY.
XII.

QUEENSLAND AND THE EAST COAST.

CLAREMONT ISLAND LIGHTSHIP.

Monday, August 15th.~—Cooktown, in spite of the pref)onderance
of iron houses and shops, looks rather pretty from the sea. Its
small port is formed by the mouth of the Endeavour River. The
Palmer River gold-diggings, and some recent discoveries of tin,
which have attracted a large number of miners, are the chief
sources of prosperity.

Tuesday, August 16th—Awoke about seven, feeling much re-
freshed, and went early on deck. Many visitcis came on board,
only a few of whom I was able to see. In the afternoon we went
out for a drive. We passed one or two nice stations, with com-
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fortable, deep-verandaed houses, and tidy gardens and orchards.
Nothing could exceed the care our driver took of me; his chief
anxiety was that I should not suffer a single jolt beyond what
the roughness of the road necessitated. He came out here when
he was twenty-one years old, and rushed at once to the gold-fields ;
found £1000 in three days, on an alluvial field 300 miles inland
from Sydney; lost it in twa days after, by putting it into a specu-
lative mining concern, which failed the day after he parted with
his money.

Priday, August 19th—Early this morning Tom and some of
the gentlemen went on board the Claremont lightship. After
breakfast we landed on the reef. It isa bare heap of sand and
coral, save on its highest part, where a few tufts of coarse grass are
growing. Here we found a native of St. John, New Brunswick,
brought up, as he told us, by foreign parents, engaged in the
business of collecting béche-de-mer, or dried sea-slugs, for which
there is a large demand in China.

This white man had in his employ thirty natives. Béche-de-
mer commands a high price. We were shown the accumulated
casks full of this unattractive edible, representing a value of
many hundreds of pounds. Lee, the head of this establishment,
was living in a shelter formed of tattered canvas and battered
sheets of corrugated iron, but he evidently possessed the power of
command and organization, and was not without education.

Béche-de-mer is of various qualities. The best is worth £120
per ton, the next £100, a third quality £90, and a fourth from
£80 to as low as £30 per ton. The béche-de-mer is a curious
kind of sea-slug, rather like a sea cuecumber. Its scientific name
is Holotkuria. It makesexcellent soup, which is very nourishing,
and is like the snail soup so much given to invalids in the south
of France. In Cooktown the Europeans eat it largely, while in
China, as trepang, it is a much-prized and “igh-priced delicacy.

Just before we were going away it seemed to suddenly dawn
upon Lee that Tom was Lord Brassey. He asked the question,
and when an answer in the affirmative was given shook hands
most warmly, and was delighted when he was told that I was
Lady Brassey, and that the children were my own dear ones.
He had all our history at his fingers’ end, and was extremely
pleased to see the « historical Sunbeam ™ and “her-spirited owners,”
as he called us.

We landed on the leeward side of the island, and on going to
the windward shore it was curious to notice the process by which
the islands gradually become covered with vegetation. The
whole shore just above high-water mark was covered with little
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seeds, beans, and various other atoms of vegetation which had
been dropped by birds or cast up by the sea, and which in pro-
cess of time will cover the island with trees and shrubs. The
island did not look much bigger than half-a-dozen times the size
of the yacht. At low spring tides the most beautiful corals and
shells arc found.

The blacks we saw are a good-looking lot of men, the finest in
stature we have yet seen. Lee says he has to be most careful
and always “sleep with one eye open,” as they are treacherous.
They would turn round on him at any moment if they saw a
-chance and d1d not know he was well armed.

Saturday, dugust 20th.—
At Somerset on the mainland,
and immediately opposite to
our anchorage at Port Albany,
a pretty little station has been
built, with a flagstaff in front
of the bungalow. On our ar-
rival the flag, which had been

* hoisted, was dipped a great
many times and a large bon-
fire was lighted, in order to
give us, I suppose, a really
warm welcome.

Sunday, August 21st.—We
had Litany at eleven o'clock.
In the afternoon I landed with
the Doctor, and sat, or rather
lay quietly, on the pleasant
sandy shore for an hour or

: d two, Some cocoa-nut trees

THE LAST MILT, IN AUSTRALIA. have been planted, which are

doing exceedingly well, and I

rested under their shade, looking up at the sky through the long,
pale green leaves. The innumerable flies, ants, and sandflies
were troublesome. But what can be expected in a land where
the ant-heaps are ten feet high and twenty-four feet in circum-

ference? We had evening prayers on board at six, and after a

quiet evening’s reading, went to bed rather early.

Tuesday, August 23rd—Most of the party went early ashore
at Port Kennedy to see what this uninteresting town islike. Tom
spent a busy morning with Mr. Milman, gcing into statistics, for-
tification questions, and so forth. In the afternoon we steamed
across to the pearl-shell station on Prince of Wales' Island, managed
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by Mr. Hall. He has 'a nice bungalow there, and seemed very
busy and happy in his occupation, contriving to keep good friends-
with all the « boys,” as the coloured labourers from Manilla, China,
the South Sea Islands, and other places, are called. These «boys”
are now busily occupied in unloadjng the shells from the boats.
and cleaning and preparing them for the market, which latter
process welhad come to sec to-day. First, we went to a small
shed where about a half-a-dozen «boys” were employed, some in
chopping and scraping the shells in order to reduce their weight,
whilst others were washing and cleaning them with brushes made
from the outside of the cocoa-nut husk, which, when split into-
strips, is excellent for the purpose, as it scrapes and polishes the
shells without scratching them. The boxes stood ready outside
for packing, each holding about two cwt. of shells, valued at
£11,per cwt. The number of shells varies according. to their
size, from sixty to sixty-five ﬁttiﬁg into each box. On a table in
the middle of the shed the shells were being quickly packed and
nailed up, ready for exportation. From the cléaning and packing
shed we went to another, where the diving apparatus is kept.
This was sent out from England, and is exactly the same as that
in use everywhere, being made to fit tightly round the awukles,
wrists, and neck, with an imnmense superfluity of space in the
middle to hold a storage of air. Besides this heavy dress, divers
wear a belt with a large knife stuck intv it, to cut themselves
free from any obstacle their ropes may get foul of, and they alse
have a hook, to which their air-pipe is attached. In addition to
an enormous pair of leaden tocots, two heavy pieces of lead are
suspended over their shoulders, one piece lying on their chest and
the other on their back. They descend with great rapidity, and
can walk, with the current, on the bottom easily enough; but
woe betide them if the tender is not careful, for if their air:line
catches in anything it is absolutely impossible for them to make
any headway against the tide. Unless the men above are quick
and clever enough to repair the mistake promptly, they are lost.

Wednesday, August 24th—1I1 have been so ill lately, and ne-
cessarily left so much alone when the others were on shore, that
my dog bas become more than ever a companion to me, and never
leaves my chair or bed for an instant if he can possibly help it.
Ile was fairly driven away this morning to accompany Tom on
his lung walk to the lighthouse, for I knew the outing would do
him good. Half-way up the hill he refused to follow any farther,
and bolted back, in a straight line, to the beach, and bad actually
swum more than half-way to the yacht before he was picked up.
I should hardly have thought a dog could identify the vessel at
so great a distance.
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Thursday, August 25th—There are only two white men living
on York Islands; one is an English gentleman, and the other
bears the name of Yankee Ned. He is the proud possessor of a
telescope which, he declares, belonged either to Captain Cook or
Admiral T.a Pérouse. These two men have a very large béche-
de-mer station here, yvhi'ch they manage with the aid of some
natives, and make over £1000 a year out of it.

Friday, August 26th—We anchored off Darnley Island at half-
past ten. It is very pretty as seen from the sea, with large groves
of cocoa-nut trees growing right down to the shore. On the higher
ground the cleared slopes of grass give it at a distance something
of the look of an English park. I was borne in my chair straight
to the house of the chief, who is called King Jack, and who, with
his wife, was anxious to welcome and shake hands with us all.

DARNLEY ISLAND—THE SHORE.

The flag flying before his trim little cottage—red with a yellow
cross—did rot satisfy King Jack at all, so we promised him a
blue Jack for use on future festive occasions.

We took some photographs of the groups of natives and of the
curious native boats, hollowed out of a single trunk, which were
lying pulled up on the shore before us. The larger cances are
made from timber grown in New Guinea, which must be much
larger than any trees we saw growing on the island. After a
short delay, I was carried by some native policemen through a
native village, consisting of a few circular and oblong houses
made of plaited grass and thatch, all of which had been so familiar
to one’s eyes in the South Seas. It was quite like old times to see
these dwellings again, and some of them were actually occupied
by genuine South Sea Islanders—XKanakas. The men of these
islands are very similar in appearance to that race, though I
think the type here is finer.
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At the end of the village stood the missionary’s house, which
was a superior abode to the others. It has been built and is kept
for the use of white missionaries when they come over from the
other islands. The native teachers generally live in a little grass
hut at the side, and content themselves with gazing at the “man-
sion "—a small dwelling, consisting of only one main room and
two side rooms off it, with deep verandas all round. The native
teacher is a well-educated Kanaka. His wife is of the same race,
and is pleasant and agreeable. She scemed to keep her house,
hut, and children very tidy.

I thoroughly enjoyed the

trip to the island to-day,

TOa\®  and found it delicious to lie
lazily under the shade of the
cocoa-nut trees and listen
KR to just as much or as little
as Iliked of what was going
on round me. The rustle of

** SUNBEAM ' OFF DARNLEY ISLAND.

the wind through the long leaves of the cocoa-nut trees is far
more calm and peaceful than even the murmur of the «imme-
morial elms;” and the glimpses of the sea, dotted by small
islands and coral reefs, on which the waves broke in beautiful
creamy foam, were most lovely.

‘While we were up on the hill the crew had been engaged in
procuring water to replenish our fast-failing stock. They bad
had great labour in bringing off the water, for the well is balf-
a-mile from the beach, and the sea was very rough. We only got
a ton after all, when we should have liked a dozen or fourteen
tons! Soon after our return on board a number of boats followed
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us, laden with baskets of sweet potatoes, yams, pumpkins, cocoa-
nuts, shells, carols, ete. So great was the supply that the deck of
the ship soon became covered with native produce, the owners of
which, like all true savages, considered it a matter of etiquette
and dignity not to express the least surprise or astonishment at
anything they saw, although somewhat taken aback by the pic-
tures and large looking-glusses. They were very pleasant and
obedient, doing exactly what they were told without touching
anything.

The little mission schooner, the Mary, with a dove and olive-
branch on her flag as a message of peace, was tossing and rolling

IN THE TORRES STRAITS.

about in the most unpleasant manner, exposing her keel at almost
every wave, first to windward and then to leeward. Her captain
and crew, a fine, determined-looking set of Kanaka men, did not
seem to mind the sea at all. From Mr. Savage I heard a good
deal of his work among the natives. The station here is com-
paratively small; but at Murray Island a training-school for native
teachers has been established, that island being somewhat larger
than this, surrounded by live coral reefs, and containing about
400 inbabitants. Their principal field of mission operations
among the natives appears to be in the Fly River in New Guinea,
which is & most unhealthy sput. Their work is now beginning
to be attended with a large measure of success.

Mr. Savage has been out here for two years, thirteen months of
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which time-he, bas.lived entirely by himself. Mr. and Mrs. Hunt
are now going to inhabit Murray Island, with only one Eurcpean
carpenter as their companion.. The life of these good people
appears to be one of much self-abnegation. I hope with all my
heart that the mission may suceeed, and that. the devoted mis-
sionaries will be rewarded for their self-denying exertions,

Sunday, August 28th—As the tide was running very strong,
it was decided not to start until eleven o’clock. We therefore
bad prayers before starting, and sailed slowly across to our old
anchorage, which we reached about midday.

CHURCH ON DARNLEY ISLAND.

In the afternoon I was carried ashore to see Mrs. Milman, who
appeared to be a great invalid. She has two nice little girls, who
look after the house and save their mother a great deal of trouble.
“There was another little girl there, a daughkter of Canon Taylor,
who had come up from Cooktown on a visit. We returned on
board at half-past five, and everybody but myself landed again
later, and went to church at half-past seven at the Court House.
Mr. Milman read prayers and a sermon, and Tom read the lessons.

Monday, August 29th.—The pearl divers are sometimes hoisted
up to the surface ssphyxiated from want of air, and requiring
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almost precisely similar treatment to the apparently drowned.
‘Only last week they had a man on board one of the schooners
very nearly dead, but still able to speak and move. Instead of
attempting to relieve him they brought him here, a distance of
fifteen miles; and by the time he arrived, of course, the little
spark of life he had possessed was quite extinguished. If only a
knowledge such as that conveyed by thc instructions given by
‘the St. John Ambulance Association can be spread here, particu-
larly among the people emyployed at the pearl-fishing stations, it
will be most, valuable. There are a great many men engaged in
the pear! trade in the Torres Straits, New Guinea, and the :numer-
.ous islands in the vieinity. It is, of course, impossible to establish
a centre here; but I hope before I leave to set a class on foot, with
Mr. Hall for the secretary, as he is most enthusiastic on the
subject. Tom and I will, as usual ir such cases, become life
members, 50 as to give the movement a start.

Here terminates abruptly Lady Bras-
sey’s Journal. Her last written word
was one of sympathy with the suffering,
as her last act and purpose were en-
deavours to promote their welfare.

Lady Brassey had been ill before she
left Europe for the last time, and it was
hoped that a long voyage, such as she
su much enjoyed, and which she had
more than once accompliched, would
completely resture her She made the
tour, which has been descrnibed in this
Journal, through India, and proceeded
to Ceylon, Rangoun, Moulmein, Singa-
pore, British North Borueo, Macassar,
= and thence to Albany, in Western Aus-

LADY BRASSEY. tralia, Adelaide, Melbourne, Sydney,

Brisbane, Rockhampton, Cooktown,

‘Thursday Islands, and Port Darwin. It was Lady Brassey’s intention to

leave the Sunbeam at the Cape-of Good Hope and return home by mail
steamer.

As the. Sunbeam cruised along the northern coast, of Australia, it is
assumed that her ladyship contracted some form of malarial fever, which
frequently prevails in that region. Great uncertainty, nevertheless, pre-
vailed as to the nature of the malady, and until the 11th of September no
grave apprehensions were felt. On the following day, however, itz became
apparent her condition was becoming eritical, and alarm was evinced by
the family. No surgeon was on board, and tho exact nature of the ralady
could not be ascertained. On Monday, the .i2th of September, it.became
evident that recovery was hopeless, and that her ladyship was sinking.
‘The next day the scene aboard the Sunbeam was an affecting one. Feeling
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that her end was nigh, Lady Brassey took a touching and affeotionate fare-
well of her family, every' member of which was on board. One of her last-
injunctions was that the book to which she had devoted so much attention
during the cruisé should be published. Shortly afterwards she became.
unconscious, in which condition she remained till her death, about éeleven
o’clock on the morning of the 14th of September. The interment.took
place at sunset of that day, and was a melancholy and memorable cere-
mony. Lord Brassey read aportion of the.service,.and the other members.
of the family assisted in the last sad rites as the body was assigned to its.
grave in the deep sea. !

It was with a deep sense of almost personal loss that the readers of
this MAGAZINE herd of the tragic death of the late Lady Brassey. Thrice:
she laid the readers of this periodical under deep obligation by her kind
permisgion to reprint. the substance of her interesting volumes, and by
generously furnishing the exquisite engravings by which they were illus-
trated.

Many probably who have followed the author of these famous Joumals.
in her many wandorings have pictured to themselves a lady of sturdy frame:
and of inexhaustible physlcal power, ‘but with Lady, Brassey the strength
and the courage lay in the spirit, not the body. When on the serge of
womanhood she was, we are told, fearfully burned, and lay for six months.
helpless and wrapped in cotton wool. From the shock of.this calamity she
appears to have suffered more or less throughout her life. Severe attacks.
of bronchitis clouded her early married life ; and her first voyage brought-
upon her terrible suﬁ'emngs from malarial fever. Her books: grew simply
out of a habit of sitting up in bed as soon as she awoke in.the morning, -and
writing with pen and pencil a narrative of the previous. day’s- proceedings.
to be sent home to herfather.

Instead of subsiding into- a fashionable society woman; as most ladzes
of her wealth and social position do, Lady Brassey devoted her time and
talents to instructing an ever-widening circle of readers, Few works of
travel have been so widely read, or-have communicated so.large an amount.
of interesting information, as have hers. She was a remarkably intelligent.
and acute observer and graceful writer. She had access to the best society
everywhere, and had the amplest opportunities for seeing -everything worth
seeing at its best. She possessed more than an amateur acquaintance with
the natural history of the many countries she visited, and had a very con-
siderable knowledge of se.eral of the languages of Europe. Though of
delicate health, she accomplished & large amount of literary work, Few
persons have any idéa of the drudgery there was in the mere transcribing
and proof-reading of her several large volumes. She only accomphshed
this- by her habit of early rising, being often at her desk at four in the
iorning, and: by hér indefatigable mdustry

One of her noblest chafacteristics was her thorough womanliness-—her
sympathy with the poor, with the sick and suffering, with the sailors.and
servants of her husband’s yacht, Her sympathy embraced their religious.
as well as tlieir material interests: In this-she-was. admzrably ‘helped by
her husband. He used regularlyto conduct religious services on t,he Sun-
beam, and his wife.tells us that *“he preached & very good.sermon.” And
her practical beneficerice: Showed that ‘these: were: not ‘sentiments merely.~
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Many thousands of readers through the English-speaking world will feel a
sense of more than passing sorrow for-the death -of this amiable, accom-
plished, and generous lady, who made the world richer by her life, the
poorer by her death.

Of very touching interest is the mtroductory chapter to Lady Brassey 8
last volume, by Lord Brassey, entitled ‘ For my children ; a.brief memoir
of their dear mother.” With loving pen-he describes her many virtues, and
sets forth the plans of usefulness, by means of Working Men’s Clubs and.
the like, which she so generously promoted. We quote the following
golden words : ‘‘ Your mother was always doing good to those from whom
she had no hope to receive. She did not do her alms before men : when
she pmyed -ghe entered intn her closet and shut the door. Her life was.
passed in the spirit of the Aposﬁles exhortation, °Be .y ¥ind to one
another, tender-hearted, forgiving one another.” Her praise to-God was
sung in her work of practical good. Her psalin was the generous sacrifice
of self to works that she believed would be of advantage to others. Your
mother’s heart was as large as it was-tender. She was devoted as a wife.to
her husband, as a mother to her children. She was kind to dependents,
ever thoughtful of the poor, and there was a large place in her heart for
her dumb companions. In all my remembrance of her I can recall no
period of life when her face was 8o dear to look upon as-inthe days of her
last illness. . . . With not a murmur from her lips, nor s shade of
unrest on her serene countenance, the peculiur sweetriess of her expression
seemed a foretsste of the peace of heaven. "My dear children, I might
write more. T could never tell you what your mother was to me.”

Truly this is the fulfilment of the promise concerning the. virtuous
woman of Scripture, ‘The heart of her husband shall trust in-her, her
children shall rise up and. call her blessed.” We think it safe-to-say that
no woman in the world ever before had such opportunities to see many
lands and many peoples under such favourable auspices. The official posi-
tion .of her husband as a Lord:of the Admiralty gave him everywheré the -
entrée in the highest official circles, and everything that wealth and love
could lavish upon ler was given to make her many journeys. pleasant-and
instructive. Her last book,. for instance, describes hex progress through
the great cities of India, like a royal princess, with her private.tfain, and
with' troops of elephants and ca.mels, dtc., placed at her -gervice. Her
journeys through the Eastern Seas in Rer elegant yacht, surrounded by
love, obedience, troops of friends, have never been paralleled. There seems
a sort of fithess that she should find her last resting-place in, the deep,
wide, wandering sea she loved so well. .

In the mext volume, for 1891, we will give Lord Brassey s gmpluc
account of the return voyage, calling.at Darnley Island, Port Darwin, Cape. -
of Good Hope, Mauritius, Port Louis, Algos-Bay, Port Etizabeth, Teneriffe,
Cape Town, St. Helena, Sierra Leone, St. Antonio, Fayal, Ferceira; etc..

Bk prayerful ;. agk and thou shalt have.strength.equal to thy day ;
Prayer clasps.the Hand that guides the world—O make it then thy stay !
Ask largely, and thy God will be
A kingly giver unto thee. _ )
.31 : : - g
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' CHRISTMAS CHIMES.

Nowerr! Nowell! in this halle,
Make mery I praye nowe alle ;
On that chylde may we calle.

dhrisb was born on Christmas-day,
Wreathe the holly, twine the bay.

To Thee, then, O Jesus,

This day of Thy birth,
Be glory and honour through heaven and esarth; |
True Godhead Incarnate, Omnipotent Word ;

O come, let us hasten

To worship the Lord.

\

) CHRISTMAS GUESTS.
THE quiet day in winter beauty closes,

And sunset clouds are tinged with crimson dye,
As if the blushes of our faded roses

Come back to tint this sombre Christmas sky.

We sit and watch the twilight darken slowly,
Dies the last gleam upon the lone hill-side,

And in the stillness growing deep and holy,
Our Christmas guests come in the eventide.

They enter softly ; some with baby faces,
Whose sweet blue eyes have scarcely looked on
life :
We bid them welcome to their vacant places;
They won the peace, and never knew the strife,

And some with steadfast glances meet us gravely,

Their hands point backward to the paths they

trod ; .

Dear ones, we know how long ye struggled bravely,
And died upon the battle-field of God !

And some are here whose patient souls wereriven
By our hard words and looks of cold disdain :

Ah, loving hearts, to speak of wrong forgiven,
Ye come to visit cur dark world again !

But One there is, more kind than any other,
Whose presence fills the silent house with light,

The Prince of Peace, our gracious Elder Brother;
Come to His birthday feast with us-to-night.

Thou who wast born and cradled in a mahger
Hast gladdened our poor earth with hope and’
rest;
O best Beloved, come not as a stranger,
But tarry; Lord, our Friend and Chmstmsa guest. !




SNAMVIYEINI ‘ETOJOULIIN THLOH dHL 10 NOOIvVs NNINIA

A




( 499 )

«EAST, WEST, HOME'S BEST.”*
. BY THE EDITOR.

ONE of the chief pleasures of going abroad, to speak Hiberni-
cally, is that of coming home again ; and one of its most important
lessons is that no land under the sun furnishes for the average
mortal happier conditions of existence than our own Canada. The
peasant hamlets of Germany may have their gift-starred Christ-
mas-trees, the Italian churches their straw-strewn mangers and
holy Bambino, the French villages their tinsel toys and sweet
songs of Noel, the English cottages their holly and mistletoe; but
for abundant Christmas cheer and soeial enjoyment our Canadian
homes are without a peer on earth. Of the typical Canadian
farmer, as of Chaucer’s Franklin, it may be said:

¢TIt snowed in his house of meat and drink.”

Good food and plenty of it, not only at Christmas, but all the
year round, are the first physical conditions of happiness; and
this almost every Canadian may possess. But throughout Europe
the poorer peasant populations are habitually ill-fed as well as
poorly housed and coarsely clothed. To one accustomed to the
abundance of food and generous comfort of the average Canadian
home, the pitiful economies which are a stern necessity in the
peasant homes of Europe are a strange surprise. The ordinary
tourist. who takes his elaborate table d'hote dinner at a fashionable
hotel, sees little of this; but if he turn aside to the by-ways of
travel he soon sees more than enough.

Ben Junson ecynically says that one’s warmest welcome is
always at an inn. It is amusing to witness the affectionate solici-
tude of the Swiss host for the guests’ welfare. As they ride up
tv the door, a latkey in waiting rings a large warning bell.
Then three or four waiters in swallow-tails, or valets in uniform,
swarm out to assisv the travellers to dismount, and the maitre
d'hétel gives them most unctuous greeting, and assigns them
rooms in turns, to which they are conducted by neat femmes de
chambre in Bernese costume and snowy cap. At the dining
table one’s seat corresponds with the number of his room. At a
signal from the headrwaiter, his well-trained subordinates file in

-

*Reprinted from the Christmas Globe, 1889, with the kind permission
of the Editor of that journal.
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and out like automatic figures, with the several courses. These
are almost invariably as follows: soup, fish, roast vegetable alone,
chicken and salad together, dessert and fruit. Dinner generally
lasts an hour, but after a hard day’s work one does not grudge
the time, and it gives an opportunity to study the various phases
of tourist character, of many lands and many tongues, thus
brought together. Some of my pleasantest recollections of travel
are of the numerous charming acquaintances made at the table
d’hote. In the evening there is frequently a parlour concert of
really good music by native performers—perhaps by Tyrolese in
their picturesque costume, warbling their sweet mountain airs.

”

‘“ WOMAN'S RIGHTS,” IN GERMANY.

A striking contrast to the elegance of these great hotels is
the condition of the peasants of most European countries. I went
one day, tired and hungry, into the cottage of my guide at
Mesino, near Naples, a region of richest fertility, and asked for food.
I pity the prisoners in the Castle of St. Elmo if they have poorer
fare than the cozirse, black bread and hard cheese that were given
me. The whole contents of the house—a rude bed, two or three
chairs, and a few earthenware vessels on a stone hearth-—wouid
be dear at five dollars. Yet beneath this deep there was a lower
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deep in the squalor of the crowded tenements of the Strada de
Sette Dolore in Naples—the street cf the seven sorrows of the
Virgin. It scemed to me to syvinbolize rather the sevenfold
sorrows of poverty, ignorance, vice, and other miseries of the
hapless people. Unlighted, unventilated, undrained, swarming
like a hive of bees, small wonder that cholera and typhus here
make their lair.

At Interlaken, last summer, within gunshot of one of the finest
hotels in Europe, I climbed up a rickety outside stair to the living-
room of a Swiss family. As is the fashion of the country, part of
the house was used as a stable, the manure heap near the door
announ<ing itself to more than one of the senses. The ceiling
was grimy and shiny with smoke from a stone hearth, at which
a bedraggled woman was cooking a wretched meal for some
unkempt children and a sodden-looking man. What good to
them that overhanging that lovely valley rose in midheavens
the immortal beauty of the Jungfrau—the Virgin Queen of the
Bernese Oberland—a shrine which attracted pilgrims from the
ends of the earth. Indeed, the conditions of existence are so
austere that the tillers of the soil—where there is any soil to till—
have little time, and apparently less taste, to enjoy their magnifi-
cent environment. The principal crop of the country is, of
course, the tourist crop, which yields about seven million dollars
a year. The next is grass and bay for their extensive dairies. I
don’t know how Canadian farmers would like to be swung down
by ropes to otherwise inaccessible cliffs to cut a few armfuls of
grass. I have seen scores of women carrying great loads of bay
on their heads up mountain paths so steep that I found it difficult
to make my way with the help of an alpenstock. Near Leuker-
bad is a small village on a precipitous slope, the only access to
which from the valley is by a series of ladders fastened to the
cliff. Up and down these 1adders men and women toil with
great loads upon their backs, where most of us would be too
dizzy to climb at all. _

Small wonder that lovely woman loses her loveliness through’
such rugged toil. The fair sex is too often represented only by
blowzy, frowsy, sturdy women and girls, whose chief charm is
their invariable good-nature and desire to please. Even little
lads and lasses climb the steep mountain paths with burdens all
too heavy for their tender years, but always with the cheerful
salutation, “Gut' morgen, Herr, Gut’ albend, Herr,” and with a
keen expectation of small coins. On the chief routes of travel
the whining little urchins running beside one’s carriage are the
burden of one’s life. If one gives them a few sous he feels that
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ALPINE HAY-MAKERS.

he is demoralizing their character and encouraging habits of
shameless mendicancy. If one refuses to listen to their elamour,
heJfears that they will run themselves into a fit of apoplexy.
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The condition of women throughout Continental Europe is one
that grates on one’s feelings most exasperatingly, and one to
which, however familiar it may become, Canadians can never be
reconciled. It is bad enough to sce women standing with signal
flags at every railway crossing, but to see them acting as scaven-
gers in the street, mixing mortar, sawing wood, and performing
other unwomanly work, wrings one's very soul. « Woman’s rights”
in Europe strike one chiefly as woman’s wrongs. [ saw one old
woman carrying heavy stones on her head out of a quarry. Isaw
another at Strasburg, near the magnificent new palace of the
Kaiser, pushing a handecart before her and dragging behind her
four others—empty, of course, but =till a difficult task. A friend
told me that he saw a woman and a cow harnessed together to a
plough in a field. This I did not see, but I can well believe it,
for I'have repeatedly seen a woman and a dog harnessed to a
waggon.

From the castle fortress of Ehrenbreitstein one may enjoy a
magnificent view of the winding Mosel and of the vine-clad
slopes of the Rhine. Yet to me all the beauty of these scenes was
marred by the spectacle of a gang of women unloading military
stores from railway cars, while five thousand German soldiers
were polishing their bayonets and pipe-claying their belts in the
adjacent barrack-yard.

The universal militarism of Europe is crushing the life out of
the people. withdrawing millions of stalwart men from productive
industries, training them at immense cost in the art of destruction,
and rolling on the shoulders of millions of women burdens of toil
that men should bear. Small wonder that mothers often weep
when a male-child is born into the world, foreseeing for it only
the terrors of the conseription and a bloedy death in the p‘1><es of
the Balkans or Carpathians.

Great Britain is the freest country in Europe, but it is not so
free as Canada. To one brought up in this favoured land there
is an irksome feeling of restraint in the rigid class distinctions of
the Old World. The poor man is sadly handicapped in the race
of life. T"e crowding of the wage-workers in the factory towns,
and the grimy atmosphere and unsanitary condition in which they
live, are in striking contrast to the favourable environment of the
workingman in this new country. The condition of Hodge and
Giles in Dorset and Devon is still far from realizing Joseph Arch's
ideal paradise—the possession of «three acres and a cow.”

In the great citics the drink curse inflicts its tvranny upon the
masses to a degree unknown in Canada. In the most wretched
purlieus of London, Liverpool and Glasgow the drink shops, those
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social wens that grow by impoverishing all around them, largely
countervail the most earnest efforts of the Christian and philan-
thropist. One Sunday night I heard Spurgeon pray with infinite
pathos for the great city of London, «That the tide of iniquity
that flowed down the streets might be stayed,” and as I saw the
blazing ginshops busy at their nefarious trade that Sabbath night,
I felt that there was much need of prayer and faith and work
for the arrest of the drink traffic and for the moral elevation of
the people. I am not unaware of the noble efforts that are being
made and of the great results that have already been achieved
in this behalf. I rejoice in their success and in the promise of o
brighter morrow for the world. Must of all am I thankful for
the immuanities and privileges wiich we in this new land possess.

If it be true, as Buckle asserts, that a civilization depends zpon
its physical environment —and it /s true to a cunsiderable exient—
then we should develop vu the virgin suil of this continent vne
of the noublest civilizativns the world has scen. The very sky
secins several stories higher than in the Old World, the air more
exhilarating, and the climate unegualled in its ministry to health
and pleasure. Many of thuse old historic lands of Europe are
charming places to visit, but they are also excellent places to
leave. The struggle for a barc livelihood is more keen, the
chances of suceess less assured, the educational and soeial advan-
tages are less easy attainable than in our own favoured land.
Untrammelled by the fetters of the past, with its almost boundless
extent and inexhaustible resources, Canada offers to its sons a
fairer heritage than is, I think, to be found elsewhere on carth.
Land of my birth,

*Where'er I roam, whatever realms to see,
My heart untravelled fundly turns to thee.”

CHRISTMAS.

A marry Christmas-tide to every one,

Though from the festal board some guests. .,
And yet, not gone, for to each vacant place

There cometh one who hath an angel’s face;

And there is left a store of life and love,

Links which unite us here to those above.

A happy Christmas-tide, and let the poor

Turn with a thankful heart from every door.

If in our hearts there’s strife with Lin or friend,
For Jesus’ sake let the contention end.

So, ere the year is hidden 'neath its pall,
Thank we the Lord, to be at peace with all.



NORWAY—ITS GEOLOGY AND PEOPLLE.

BY PROF. A. P. COLEMAN, PH.D.

! Victoria University.»

GUDVANGEN AND THE N.ERO FJORD.

NorwaY is a most tempting country to the geologist, to the
lover of grand but gloomy scenery, and to every one interested in
a quaint and simple but picturesque people.

An artist would be in raptures over it, if it only did not rain
so often.  All these attractions wiled me over to its barren moun-

* A lecture given before the Alumni Association.
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tains one summer, and the few months spent there proved so full
of pleasure and profit that it may be pardoned if some memories
of it are offered the readers of this MacaziNe. The land is all
the more interesting to Canadians from the resemblance of many
of its features to those of our own country.

We dwellers of the North have fjords on our coasts, and an im-
mense range of gneiss and other archaan rocks as our geological
hackbone, and just so it is in Norway. It lies as far north as any
man could wish for; it has the grandest fjords in the world; and
it has wide stretches of gneiss, in the opinion of some of its
geologists, like our Laurentian; the very oldest land in the globe,
whose hoary hills raised their head calmly to heaven when the
rest of Europe and America lay hid beneath the waters or pushed
only an island or two above their surface.

And Norway is a land, like our own, of forests, of fisheries, of
cold winters, and of sturdy, democratic people; but it lacks our
fertile square miles, and the latter cause may in coming years
draw many of her hard-worked sons across the waters to our
broad North-West. '

As might be expected when a stronger nation shares with a
weaker, the division of the Scandinavian peninsula is not quite
fair. Sweden takes all the plains and leaves Norway the moun-
tains. It is a mere strip of mountains beginning away up in
Lapland, not twenty degrees from the Pole, and stretching with
varying widths eleven hundred miles to the south-west. Its most
southerly point is more than ten degrees north of Quebec. The
rocks in this sea of mountains are twisted and tossed into a most
perplexing confusion, and not even yet are the mysteries of their
origin and relations unravelled. They are all of the very oldest
formations, nothing later than Devonian having been found in
the better known south of the country, and even that without
fossils. The Silurian is, however, widely found and well developed.
Some of the old geologists of the country think them the very
first-born of rocks, remnants of the first solid crust formed in the
dim and misty beginning of things on the surface of the cooling

- but still molten earth. A later and younger school, of which my
friend Dr. Broegger is a prominent member, lvok on very many
at least of these seemingly primeval rocks, as being of far later
origin, mere youths compared with our Canadian Laurentian.
They have certainly proved their point in many cases. By patient,
painstaking study of their native rocks they have here and there
found beneath thousands of feet of crystalline schists and quartzites
a stratum containing an obscure fossil or two, half obliterated,
but still plainly recognizable as Silurian—ecoins struck in the die



dHL

Liva

AN

Norway—1ts Geology and People.: 507

of nature—long-lost, but when found, bearing in plain characters
their date and inscription.
Most borderlands of continents show marks of fierce pressure
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from either side, as if the earth’s coat of mail had a weak point
at the juncture of sea and land. Nowhere has this sideward
compression been more tremendous than in Norway.. The trans-
verse cleavage of slates, and even gneiss and quartzite, give
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no doubtful evidence of the immense power that brought them
about. Much of this force must have ‘expended itself in heat.
Cracks and fissures were made in every direction, through which

rose, in all likelihood, boiling waters charged with mineral
matters in solution. To these and the heat we must ascribe the
wide-spread crystallization of the rocks in question. In paleonto-
logical character the Silurian rocks of Norway do not materially

NORW AY.
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differ from those of Sweden, Russia, Wales, or even Canada. On
the other hand, quite a marked difference is found between them
and the Silurian rocks of Bohemia and Southern Europe, making
evident the fact that some barrier must have separated the
northern Silurian sea from the southern. The world must have
been very unaccentuated in that age. The same steamy, tropical
climate reigned at the Poles as at the Equator summer and winter.
The small, unformed lands showed but slight differences of level,
and secemed to have been monotonous voids, without birds or
beasts or flowers. All seas so far as known were shallow, and
the sluggish inhabitants showed little of the vigour and variety
of the present. -
The ecity of Christiania, the capital of Norway, is a petro-
grapher’s paradise, for splendid granites, syenites, porphyries,
diorites, and diabases are all found within three or four miles.
Where the city now sits peacefully on hker hills, overlooking
distant mountains, rugged shores, and charming islands, there
was once most terrific volcanic action. There were muttered
thunders that came not from storm clouds, but from the uneasy
earth—mysterious warnings and premonitory shudderings. Vast
cracks and chasms opened in the trembling rocks, into which
welled molten fluids. Lava flowed from broad openings, and
showers of ashes darkened the sun and desolated the country,
while through the stifling down-pour came baleful gleams of red
light reflected from lakes of fire below. The whole region was
blasted again and again through successive geological ages, just
as half Iceland has been turned into a desert in modern times by
Hecla and Skaptar Jokul. The eruptive forces, terrible as their
effects are at the time, do a most necessary work in raising lands
above the ocean, but it is only on the border lands by the sea.
In the interior of continents elevating forces of a slower, less
revolutionary kind fulfil the same office, the tendency in either
case being to begin at the north and shift southward. The
voleanic powers that convulsed Norway, in time found the
existing rocks too strong, and transferred their work to Central
Furope towards the end of the coal period, forming the porphyry
and melaphyre mountains of Bohemia and Silesia. Once more
the resistance was found too great, and there was a shifting
south to lift the trachyte domes of Hungary and the Auvergne in
tertiary times. In our day vuleanism finds its home by the
Mediterranean and torments Southern Italy and the Greeian Isles.
In no land in Europe have ice and snow played so important a
part as in Norway, and one may truthfully say that the ice age
still lingers in no small part of the territory, so that the action of
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<
glaciers forms no small portion of her geology. The largest
mass of eternal ice in Europe is found in Jostedalsbrae, near
latitude 62°, It is a waste of ice and snow, sixty miles in length

NORWEGIAN FJORD.

and covering more than four hundred square miles of surface.
It rises six thousand five hundred feet above the ocean, and is a
sea of ice of unknown depth, hiding everything below like a
‘mask and sending a score of frozen rivers into the valleys around.
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The chief points in regard to glacial actions are as follows:
The upper part of the glacier is loaded with an ever-increasing
depth of snow, which is compressed to ice by the burden above.
The constant pressure drives the mass like a viscous fluid down-
wards and forwards every day. Rocks split from surrounding
cliffs fall upon it and are carried along. Other rocks frozen in
along the sides or base serve as chisels in gouging out and
wearing away all unevenness or obstacles in its bed. When the
glacier melts, the heavier rocks are deposited, and lighter frag-
ments borne away by the torrents, to be spread ous in the valleys
and plains as beds of gravel, sand, and clay. The glacier is the
ploughshare of the Almighty. It left behind it in Norway fjords
and river valleys and beds of lakes. It left a country bold and
strong in its outlines, but terrible in its hardness, barrenness, and
desolation. As soon as the ice withdrew from any part of its
territory, running water took up the work of smoothing, sifting,
softening down, and spreading out what its forerunner had left
unassorted and in heaps. Soils were formed, and every foothold
wrested from the ice was occupied by vegetation.

But the working of another force must be considered before
the history is complete. The work of water is one of degradation,
and some counteracting, elevating force must be looked for. We
find it in vulcanism and the slow poweis of upheaval, that silent
and unnoticed elevate whole countries with their mountains,
valleys, lakes, and rivers to a higher level.

The people whose lives and habits are influenced by the
strange physical conditions described, are near relatives of our
ancestors, the English. The Norwegians of to-day are of medium
size, strongly built, with blue eyes, fair hair, and white and red
complexion. They are a cheerful, or rather, placid race, though
a tinge of melancholy shows itself in the minor key of the music,
perhaps born of the gloom of nature around. The people as a
whole are thoroughly democratic, and the rough fellow to whom
you have given a quarter for carrying your valise, grips your
hand with an overflowing cordiality in saying good-bye, that
leaves it lame for the next hour. The land has several distinct
classes, and the man of the interior has quite a different set of
thoughts and aspirations from those of the fishermen, of the Lofo-
dens, or the sailor on the high seas. The class of farmers and
herdsmen is one of the most interesting in Norway. The small
farmer—and the farms are all small—has his quaint house and
barns standing in a clump together in the midst of the little fields.
Every yard of ground is used for potatoes, barley, or hay; five
hundred feet up the mountain side, elinging to a rock slope, there
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may be an acre of turf. It is utilized for hay, and a wire stretched
from a tree on the cliff to another in the valley, gives a way of
bringing the little crop to the barn.

The Lapps are the most striking part of the population to the
foreigner; a diminutive people, once possessors of the country,

A HOUSE IN NORWAY.

but gradually elbowed out by their sturdier neighbours, and now
only found in the far north. At first sight one can hardly dis-
tinguish men from women, they are so small, so slighfly built,
and so scantily supplied with beard. They might all be children.
Their general appearance is more picturesque than engaging.
They are Mongolian in look, with sallow face, narrow eyes, high
cheek bones, and unkempt hair, whose ends stick out like a
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fringe all round above their wide skin collars. Their brown
locks weather out to a faded yellow from exposure to the sun and
rain. The chief article of dress for the men is a sort of smock of
reindeer skin, with the hair either inside or out. This garment is
usually a world too wide, has a high collar above, and is fastened
by a broad leather belt below, but so low down on the hips as to
make the body look ludicrously long. A large knife in a wooden
sheath hangs from this belt. The legs are clad in close-fitting
leather hose, fastened to the upper part of the moccasins by
numerous turns of leather string. The moecasins have pointed,
upturned toes, and are of immense size, so as to admit of padding
with moss or straw to keep the feet warm. There is often a coil
of rope slung over one shoulder, and used to lasso reindeer. On
his head, when in holiday trim, the Lapp sets a cap of brilliantly
coloured cloth, flattened on top, and somewhat academic looking,
with the corners projecting like horns to the four points of the
compass. Within the large coat there is plenty of room to spare
for storing tobacco, biscuits, and other articles which it is con-
venient to carry around. When tired or intoxicated, a Lapp may
be seen to fling himself on the ground, or the bottom of his boat,
turn up his hairy collar, nearly covering the head, draw in his
arms, and contract himself like a turtle in his shell, leaving only
the spindle legs and elephantine feet out of shelter. Lying thus,
face downward, he dozes comfortably in the sunshine.

The dress of the women is much the same as that of the men,
except that the blouse is prolonged into a skirt reaching below
the knees, and the head is covered with a close-fitting night-cap
of bright eolours with two lappets hanging down on cach side of
the cheeks and ornamented with a kind of embroidery. The gait
of both sexes is wobbling and ungraceful.

The Lapps live from their herds of reindeer or are fishermen.
Dozens of the crazy boats of the latter may be seen fastcned to
the piers of Hammerfest, in the fine summer weather, and their
presence gives a very strange and picturcsque life to the harbour.

The pastoral Lapps sometimes own hundreds of reindeer;swhich
brouse on the straggling bushes and moss of the fjelds over
which they wander. Onece or twice in the week they are hunted
up in their mountain pastures, and driven in a tumultuous throng
down to the valley where the owner has his hut. There they are
shut into an enclosure made of tree trunks, and one after another
the females are lassoed and held by the men while the women
milk them into flat bowls. Meantime the deer pulls and struggles
like & wild creature, and the others rush around in terror and '
make a peculiar crackling noise by the spreading of their hoofs
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as they run. Two tablespoonfuls make the full amount at one
milking. .

The reindeer provides everything for the Lapp—his food, drink,
and clothing, and the material for his summer tents. Its horns
are worked into spoonms, its sinews into cord and thread. The
reindeer drags him swiftly over the snowy hills in winter in his
little boat-shaped sled. His only other domestic animal is a foxy,

OLD CHURCH AT BORGUND, NORWAY.

treacherous-looking dog, like those of our Canadian Indians. The
only virtue of the brutes is their patriotism. They die of home-
sickness if taken south.

The Lapp dwells in a mound-shaped hut, with only two open-
ings, a low door and a hole on top to let out the smoke. The
walls are of heavy planks or small logs, standing on an end and
sloping inwards, with carth and sod heaped up outside. The
apartment within is like a wigwam, with a fire in the centre,
around which lounge the family, including the dogs, on a carpet
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of reindeer skins. The other inhabitants, which are small but
numerous and friendly, require no mention here.

On the whole, the Lapp's costume and hut are well adapted for
the life and climate he is exposed to. Rough as his existence
may be, he is not without some artistic feeling, as shown in
adornments of dress and spirited sketches of men and rcindeer on
bone or horn spoons and knife handles. The sketches remind
one of those found in France with other velics of pre-historic
man; and it is pretty certain that a race like the Lapps were the
primitive inhabitants of Belgium and France, if not of the rest
of Europe.

With this puny and fading race, crowded hopelessly and help-
lessly into the most barren corner of the frozen North, we now
take leave of Norway. I have tried to describe briefly a land
with a- glorious history—a land once strong but now compara-
tively weak, though still honourable and respectable. Its glory
is departing. Its might and that of some other countries of the
East is slowly but surely waning, while that of the West is in the
ascendant. A powerful ration is springing up around us on
virgin soil. And who will shape its destinies for good or ill?
The leaders of thought and of action! Apd who will they be?
Undoubtedly the voung men of intellect in our universities! On
you, young men, rests the responsibility for the future. Be true
to yourselves; show yourselves men of honour and strength, and
the future is assured. It is yours, and it will be glorious!

For the cuts which illustrate this article we are indebted to the conrtesy
of Messrs. Harper Brothers, publishers of Du Chaillw’s Land of the Mid-
night Sun, and of the Religious Tract Soc1ety, publishers of Lovett’s Nor-
wegian Pcctm e3.—ED.

OLD CHRISTMAS CAROL.

WrEeN Christ was born of Mary free, | This King has come to save mankind,
In Bethlehem, in that fair citie, As in Scripture truths we find,
Angels sangthere with mirthand glee, | Therefore this song have we in
In Bxcelsis Gloria. mind,
In Excelsis Gloria.
Herdsmen beheld these angels bright

To them appearing with great light, | Then, Lord, for Thy great grace,

Who said : ¢““God’s Son was born this
night,”
: In Bxcelsis Gloria.

Grant us the bliss to see Thy face,
‘Where we may sing to Thy solace,
In Excelsis Mloria.
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HOW PERSIMMONS GOT HIS DIVIDEND.
BY THE REV. E. A.'STAFFORD, D.D., LL.D.
I

PERsIMMONS was a member of the church on one of my circuits.
It makes no difference where or when ; indeed, his‘real name was
Smith, but I call him Persimmons, so that nobody can guess who
he was, or where he lived, and in telling the story I shall mis-
place some events, and instead of what occurred at one time and
place, I shall supply a similar circumstance from another period
and locality, for I don’t want any one to go to him or any of his
family and say that I have told on him.

Now, this necessary explanation off my hands, I must say that
Persimmons was a very valuable and useful member of the
«church. He served in the capacity of trustee and steward, and
he had no superior in that region in either of these important
offices. He was wealthy and prosperous, and supported every de-
partment of the church’s work with reasonable liberality. Indeed,
considering what men’s ideas of duty in this respect generally
are, and comparing himself with others, Persimmons thought
himself really munificent. I thought his example worthy of
imitation, because, in addition to giving money, he attended class-
meeting, and was thoroughly respectable and reputable—a soré
of pillar in the church and in the community as well.

We built & new church in the village, and our faith led us to
plan great things. No denomination in all the country round
about had a church worth from fifteen to twenty thousand dollars,
yet our new church was to cost as much as this. And Persimmons
led off the subscription list with a cheerful thousand dollars.

Now, I don’t blame him if, like most people who find them-
selves in a majority, or do a handsome thing in a minority, he
felt a little exaltation from seif-righteousness as he thought of
his liberal promise, and the inevitable surprise and admiration
sure to be expressed by those of less influence and importance
than himself. It was only human that he should feel so.

And he was not wholly to blame when heentered on the debtor
side of his heart’s ledger a very indefinite claim against God.
Why should he not regard the Lord as in hisdebt? And, seeing,
as every one knows, God never strikes an exact balance when He
pays a debt, but, regardless of all accounts, He just pours out
bountifully and without stint, as- though He can never give
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enough, how shall I blame Persimmons for counting very largely
upon the course of success and prosperity which he felt sure the
Lord would give to him in return for his handsome contribution
to the new church building? Blame him? No, indeed. He had
given more than a tenth, and he had heard more than one preacher
say in the pulpit and out of it that to give one-tenth was the best
possible business investment, for God was sure to return it all and
a great deal more. God would be in noman’s debt. Why, surely
He can return it all. Does He not own the earth? Are not the
cattle on a thousand hills His, and the gold and the silver? How
easy for Him to turn back upon your hand thousands for your
hundreds. P

Persimmons had heard all this over and over again, and if it
did not occur to the preachers that this was rather an unspiritual
and very worldly style of motive with which to appeal to men
who find it hard enough to keep the world from possessing them ;
if they did not discover that they were appealing to the meanest
kind of selfishness, then I am not going to blame Persimmons if
he never thought of all that, but just went on dreaming of the
high tide of prosperity which he felt sure the Lord was now about
to send upon him in return for a subsecription of $1000.

It may be that I did sometimes, yea, often, talk with him about
other ways in which God’s unforgetfulness of a good man’s work
and labour of love may be shown besides returning to him a gift
of money. It may be that 1 told him that the laughter of his
happy children was music in my ears, and so tried to lead him
to sec how God was remembering him in this way, and that my
congratulations on his uniform good health, and his wife'’s grace
and beauty, and a score of other things crowding around him,
were only an effort to show him that all these things were speak-
ing of the great Father’s bountiful love every hour of his life. If
I did not succeed very well in leaving upon my dear friend’s
mind the impression I wished to leave, I just thought it was be-
cause I was always a miserably poor preacher, and while that
flattered my vanity by making me think myself very humble,
and therefore in the sure road to promotion, it always saved me
from becoming censorious towards Persimmons, and so I never
thought of blaming him as selfish or dull.

Also, I did sometimes venture modestly to assert that perhaps
God cared something about the prosperity and well-being of sweet
children whose parents had not yet seen it their duty to measure
their obligations to God by using ten as a divisor, and that God
might graciously bless and prosper some who in straits had not
given even a twentieth of their income, as well as those who gave
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more than a tenth. You see, I so hate to see children want and
suffer that T could not help thinking that God loved them more
than I possibly could, and that His blessing upon their parents’
efforts might not depend alone upon the one condition-of giving a
tenth, and that they might get some of the posperity, and that
Persimmons and I would have to take something else than money
in part payment of God’s obligations to us. I got all this off in
more than one talk with him, and sometimes in a sermon, but,
nevertheless, I could see that he felt that he had signed articles of
copartnership with God on the church subseription paper, and
that he was determined to work his side of the agreement for all
it was worth, as boys say now, although at that time that speech
was not invented.

Well, he went hopefully forward, thinking of his promised-
thousand, which was being regularly paid as fast as the instal-
ments became due, and of the tens of thousands which he expected
God would without fail return ifto his hand.

II.

But he had a most bitter disapprointment. From the time of
making his subscription one loss after another fell upon him.
There were no gains at all, but all losses. No plan turned out to
his advantage. He summoned up all his wisdom, retraced all his
experience, and exercised unusual care in forming his plans, but
all the same, they would return to him with loss in their hand.
After a year or more of this fruitless struggle he grew fretful.
At first he reflected upon God, charging Him with baving broken
faith with His servant who trusted in Him. Alas, my poor friend !
He could not see that God has never made a dollar-and.cent
bargain or promise to any one, and that in the losses which now
crowded into his business Persimmons was only passing through
an experience common to every one who has extensive business
connections, at some time or other in his career. He could not
see this, and so he grew morbid and ecomplaining. -

When this state of mind began to appear in him. one thing
struck me as not less strange than painful to see. It was this.
The subscription to the church was always the end of all his
bitterness and complaints. That was only a trifle compared to
his many losse$, some of them very large sums, but to that he
always returned, with it he always ended. I began to fear for -
his sanity, and sometimes I was afraid of that form of insanity
the chief element of which is deep-scated hatred and malignity
towards God. I had seen some cases of that kind, and knew that
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nothing can be thought of that is harder to deal with than a mind
in that disordered condition, and so I was greatly alarmed; but
one day Persimmons gave me the philosophy of his complaints,
and I was wonderfully relieved.

He put it in this way. He said he was more bitter about the -
church subseription than about all he had lost, because he said when
he went into the other enterprises he knew perfectly well that they
might involve him in loss, but then there were great chances of
gain; indeed, it had been in just such operations that he had made
all that he owned in the world. He knew that his plans were
wise, though latterly everything had failed in his hands. In the
future he could do nothing but pursue similar plans, and by-and-
by they would suceeed. But when he gave $1000 to the church
he knew that it must be all out and nothing in. From a business
man’s standpoint there could not possibly be any return from it
with profit, any more than if he had burned the money. Asa
business man he was only a fool to do it, while as a man of affairs
he was wise to do the things in which he had lost money, and he
would do them again. But catch him acting the fool by giving
another thousand dollars to a churech. Then he would add that
the preacher took advantage of him in a weak moment and got
it out of him.

Of course, the people all heard of this, and some who had not
had a brilliant success in life, and who are never very happy at
a prosperous man’s success, and are not deeply grieved when such
a man falls upon a disaster, would get off the sarcastic remark
that it was a good thing that for once the preacher found Per-
simmons in a weak moment, for at any other time nothing could
be got out of him. But this was all malicious in the extreme, for
it was not true of Persimmons at all.

But his reasoning relieved my mind very much, because I saw
that Persimmons' mind was all right, and also that in the course
of his despondency he had got entirely cured of the notion that
God had made a bargain with him to ensure his business enter-
prises of success. What my attempted ministry could not do
because I did not succeed in making him think on the matter at
all, he had worked out correctly when he was forced to think
earnestly upon it. And further, I could see that his alienation
from God was only partial and temporary, as we shall see was
proved in the end.
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III.

‘Well, this morbid spirit of fretfulness and complaining went on
until the collapse of the Central Bank. In this Persimmons was a
great loser. He had deposits there, and he was a large holder of
the stock of the bank, with the double liability. Thisswept away
more than he had lost altogether before. Especially the payment
into the funds of the wrecked concern of a dollar for every dollar
he had previously paid for stock ground into his very heart, and
he stormed and thrashed about like a chained lion.

Just here I cannot forbear a reflection, not in sympathy with
my friend Persimmons alone, but with thousands of others as
well, upon the fact that bank failures afford an interesting oppor-
tunity for the study of some phases of human nature.

In every case of bank disaster there has been on the part of
the management neglect, if not frhud and shameless extravagance.
In the case of the poor Central all these, and more too, combined
to bring about the ruin. A few men indulge their extravagant
tastes, drive fast horses, give costly suppers, spread expensive
wines and cigars before empty-pated young fools and swells, who
are always hungry and thirsty, and too lazy and thriftless ever
to have anything themselves, but who are glad to give flattery to
any one silly enough to indulge their glauttony, and so a bank’s
resources are frittered away, until at last scores of families find
their investments worthless, and their sole dependence for support
gone. They may go to the wash-tub or the street, what do
these young bloods care? 1 knew a man whose all was invested
in the stock of this bank, and his only source of the necessaries of
life was the dividends. That was sufficient for the common com-
forts men covet in old age. He was past seventy. When the
crash came he was in despair. His all was gone. He could not
earn a livelihood. His mind broke down under the strain. One
day a pistol shot in a closet alarmed the family. When his
wife opened the door his dcad body fell out toward her, with a
bullet in his brain. But what are such things to the vain dudes
who think the carth was created for their indulgence? Just how
it is possible for men to entertain such ‘olly and hardness is one
of the things in human nature which pass the understanding of
ordinary men.- It helps to make a belief in eternal punishment
more tolerable.

But let me get back to my friend Persimmons. He did not shoot
himself, but passed into a strange state of mind, sometimes raging
in unrestrained fury, then sinking into a silent and gloomy de-
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spondency. Sometimes he would not go into his office for whole
days together, he neglected all the services of his church entirely;
and it must be admitted that he was not a pleasant person to
meet, nor an agreeable companion in his family. His wife and
children, after various unsuccessful attempts to comfort and cheer
him, found it more pleasant to leave him to himself, and so he
spent much of the time alone brooding over his misfortunes.

IV.

For a good while things had been going on in this way, and it
was on in the winter. It was the evening of about as bleak a
day as the Canadian winter ever gives. There had beemsnow
and rain and snow again during the day, and now it was settling
down to a night of pretty severe frost. The wind blew in that
hissfng way that when you hear it you know that it cuts to the
skin, and the fine, shot-like, scattering sleet rattled against the
window, just enough to make one feel thankful for a comfortable
room and a good fire. It was decidedly a bad night.

Persimmons sat in his library, alone of course, but a good fire
burned in the open fireplace, and filled the room with both a
genial heat and a bright glow, so that one glancing in would
have said that the inmate could well defy winter storms and
broken banks and about every other calamity. However, Per-
simmons’ thoughts were not in harmony with his immediate
surroundings.

The door of the library led into the hall, and village manners
are riot always as ceremonious as in baronial halls, but a neigh-
bourly freedom gives welcome to many angelie visitors as well
as sometimes to guests who would give as much pleasure if they
never came. '

Sitting thus alone, Persimmons was slightly disturbed by the
hasty opening of the hall door, and the appearance before him of
a’'presence not at all in harmony with his mood. There stood a
girl about ten years old, dressed in a print gown much the worse
for wear, and hanging upon a frail figure in a lank fashidon, which
showed that its slender protection against the severe cold was not
reinforced by any very extravagant supply of underclothing ;
but drawn over the head so as to form a hood, and then extending
down over the body until on each side a corner dragged upon
the ground, was a well worn and old, but still thick and warm,
shawl which, in other and happier years, the child’s mother had
purchased for herself.

Persimmons saw at a glance that this was Maggie Jones, and

;



522 The Methodist Magazine.

before he could utter the usual ejaculation, always attributed in
fictitious stories to such as he, Maggie burst out in an agony of
earnest appeal. She said: .

+ «Q Mr. Persimmons, whatever shall we do? Father has come
home in such a way. You know how he has been drinking all
along, and we have not had a thing in the house to eat since the
day before yesterday, but we don’t mind that because we are used
to it; and mother she keeps saying we must not complain, God is
good and all will come out right by-and-by, and we must just
keep on praying for father, and we do pray for him every day;
but to-night when the baby was erying for something to eat, and
mother had nothing to give it, I tell you I found it pretty hard to
pray for father then when we all knelt down before baby was
put to bed, I think I hated him and that my prayer did not do
much good, but I had not much time to think of that, for we
were only just off of our knees when father came in in a worse
way than I ever saw him before, and in his anger he jerked the
baby out of his erib and struck mother and drove her out of the
door and shut her out, and now mother and baby and me have
no place to go to, and it’s storming so bad, O Mr. Persimmons,
what shall we do? Is there any God, Mr. Persimmons, do you
think? Would a good God let people suffer as mother does, and
a helpless baby ?” .

Here the poor girl broke down entirely, and burst out into a
fit of hysterical weeping, and Persimmons had a moment to think.
‘What he thought was something like this:

«So Tom Jones has come home with them bad, and has turned
his family out of doors on this terrible night. What a poor good-
for-nothing he is and always has been. He might have been as
well off as 1 am if he bad minded his ways. He s about my age,
and we were boys on our fathers’ farms close together; but I guess
I've paid him all T owed him on that score, for I’ve helped him
again and again, but now I suppose this girl of his expects me to
take them all into the house. Likely story, indeed; why we would
not get rid of them for months. I might as well go into the keep-
ing of a hospital for delirium tremens at once. No, indeed. But
I must do something for the poor creatures.”

Then he spoke in a loud voice, calling to the next room,

« Wife! ‘wife! say, here’s Maggie Jones, and they haven't had
anything to eat for two days; bring them something in a basket,
will you?”

Then he mused again.

«There’s no use helping a drunkard’s set. If you set the family
up for the winter they would take him in to board with them,
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and let him sell their food to get whiskey. Women are such fools
in these things. There’s no way to help them but from hand to
mouth.”

My friend Persimmons had not yet sounded all the depth of
family ties. A gentleman once told me a pathetic story about his
boy, who was not doing well at all. He had lost one good situa-
tion after another through drink, first in an insurance office, then
in a bank, and, said the gentleman, «I am just now trying to
place him with a lumbering firm, for you see he is my son. One
of my friends says to me, ¢ If he were my son, I would place him
on the door-step with his face toward the street, and say to him,
Go, the world is before you and Providence the guide.’ But it is
very casy for one man to give that advice for another man’s son,
but it is not so easy to practise such heroic treatment in the case
of your own boy.”

" I félt that this father was right.
And so Mrs. Jones must say, «Poor Tom is my husband, it is
_very easy for other folks to say stand him on the door-step with
his face toward the world; but be is baby’s father, and while I
have a crust he shall share it.”

Now Persimmons was no worse than thousands of other ex-
cellent people if he had not gone down into all these depths of
family affection; why should he? He had a broken bank on
hand, and that was enough for him. Who need know or care
how deep a well may be but those who own it? There was only
one deep well in his whole life.

And so he mused.

“The whole Jones tribe in here, indeed! They would make a
pretty state of things here in a week. Let him mind himself, and
he would soon have a place of his own good enough for anybody.”

And then he would break out, calling to his wife and daughters
in the next room,

“ Ain’t you coming with that basket? Didn’t you hear me? 1
say they are starving. Hurry up now with something for them
to eat.”

Maggie stood still, not knowing whether to go or to wait; and
he did not ask her to sit down.

Pretty soon Mrs. Persimmons came in with a basket of nice
food which she had prepared, covered with a clean white cloth,
and handed it to Maggie, not knowing anything about the
tragedy which had occurred with the Joneses withir an hour, and
thinking only that in a great strait Maggie had come in to ask
for something for the destitute family to eat. And so Maggie,
loaded, went out into the merciless wind and sleet, with no
shelter but God for her head, and baby’s, and mother’s.
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Relieved with a feeling that he had got out of a pretty difficult
corner, and had also dealt fairly well with the case, and yet with
some little misgiving which returned to him once in a while
during the bad night, Persimmons sank back into his morbid and
discontented self, hating his fellow-men, and hating the bank
managers more than ever because of poor little iMaggie Jones,
and opening no window of his soul toward God and heaven.

And the hours with leaden steps walked away into eternity,
and the pitiless storm rode on in its growing fury, only the spirits
of the night knowing whither.

This was on Thursday, and how the Joneses fared through the
night, and on Friday and Friday night, and on Saturday and
Saturday night, I need not stop to tell, further than that they
proved that in times of distress some poor people have more rooms
in their houses and in their hearts than some rich people, and
that misery has a place to sleep in for its companions in misery,
and sympathy and a healingitenderness with all, and that on
stormy nights God seems to sleep with the destitute, and to guard
their doors.

V.

The Sunday following Persimmons, as usual now, did not go to
church, either morning or afternoon, but in the evening, weary
and stupid from sitting in his warm room so long, after the family
had been gone for some time, he listlessly walked to the church,
scarcely knowing or caring where he went. He did not go to his
own seat in the new church—a prominent one, well up to the
front. Indeed, he seemed to cherish a grudge against that seat
and the whole churceh, for causes already explained. He dropped
into one of the only two vacant seats close to the door, and his
entrance was not noticed by any.

When they were singing the last verse of the second hymn the
donr near him was pushed open slowly and stealthily, as if by
some scared and timid creature afraid of himself and everybody,
and most of all afraid of the place. Persimmons turned, and was
almost transfixed as if he had seen a ghost, for Tom Jones'’s rough
head and affrighted face slowly appeared through the door. Poor
Jones trembled, hesitated, turned back, then came again, and
falteringly slunk into the only vacant seat, the one next the door
Jjust opposite Persimmons.

The singing was ended and the preacher proceeded with the
sermoon. Ashe went on he was lifted out of himself, and had one
of those experiences-which every true preacher has once or twice
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in his lifetime, and covets and prays for again. After the meet-
ing was over, he deseribed it all to his wife something in this way:

«Q my deat, it seemed as if God just took the whole meeting
into His own hand! I thought I had a fairly good sermon, as
sermons go, but when I got into it it seemed as if I were not
speaking myself but God was doing it all. Oh, such tenderness
and pity and compassion for men! I believe I felt just what
Christ felt in laying down His life for mankind. I thought that
I could give my life to be blessed with the loving and winning
power. Ob, that it could be always so!”

Well, he was led on in such a manner that when he finished the
sermon he said that they would not dismiss the congregation as
usual before the prayer-meeting, but they would go right on, and
while they were singing

‘“ Come, ye sinners, poor and needy,”

if there was any poor wanderer there who would like to prove
God’s power to help and save, let him just come forward and kneel
at the communion railing.

The whole congregation joined heartily in singing the familiar
words, and immediately Persimmons noticed Tom Jones rise up
Persimmons thought,

«“Ah, he has got enough of this. I thought he would soon be
satisfied.”

But Tom’s first step was down the nearest aisle toward the com-
munion railing.

Then Persimmons remembered the recent attack of #remens,
and imagined that Tom was in a crazy condition and was abotit
to disturb the meeting, and that it would be too bad, so he
rose to stop him and take charge of him. But every step 'Fom
made was longer and quicker than any forrer one, in the same
direction without any varying, and’then Persimmons thought,

«Why, where is the chapel steward, where are the trustees?
Why doesn’t some one interfere? Are they all blind ?”

He forgot for the moment that he wis the most ipfluential
trustee of the church. But the others were not blind, it was
only he who was blind at that moment. Certainly Tom Jones
was not, for in less time than most men would have taken he had
reached the altar and was kneeling right at the middle of the
rail, and was already erying out earnestly and pitifully,

“God have mercy on me! O Lord, pity me! Jesus save me
now! Oh, look upon poor Tom Jones! Forgive me for being a
curse to my family.”

‘While Tom was thus calling aloud for merey, a touching thing,
scarcely noticed by any, until just at the end, was going on. A
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little girl about ten years old had come in. She was dressed in a
faded and worn print gown hanging in a lank way about her
thin frame, so as to wring pity from your soul, and over it all a
thick woollen shawl was doubled so that a corner came down
and touched the floor on each side. This girl, as if afraid she
was doing some dreadful thing, crept along down the aisle next
to the wall, hugging the wall closely all the way, until turning
at the end she had reached the corner of the communion platform;
then, as if inspired, her fear all gone, with a tremendous leap and
a stride she was at the side of Tom Jones, on her knees and her
arms thrown around his neck, and sobbing and crying, she was
heard by every one in the house. She said,

«0O my father, will you try to be a good man? O God, help
you! O God, help my poor father! O God, pity us and save him!”

Of course, this could not continue very long. The feeling was
intense. There were few in the great crowd, saints or sinners,
who were not weeping freely inisympathy with the impressive
and never-to-be-forgotten scene.

It was not many minutes before Tom was on his feet. He did
not wait for the leader of the meeting to direct, but was earried
along on a whirlwind of passionate feeling, and was lifted up by
the solemn ecstasy which thrills a soul that has been deeply stained
and securely bound for hell, when the bonds are burst and the
first sense of freedom and hope comes in upon him, and he realizes
that he may yet have one more chance.

Tom’s face was ablaze with a glorious light, as he stood facing
that great crowd, every one of whom had known him for years,
and had noticed in particular his rapid downward course lately.
He had no difficulty in being distinctly heard. The silence was
breathless, as he went on to say that he had come to that place
under some impulse which he could neither understand nor resist.
He had no definite idea that he was going to change his way of
living, but he just came. When he got within the door, as he
listened to the sermon he reflected at first that there was nothing
there for him, for he had again and again honestly tried to break
his chain, but it had been all in vain. He loved his wife and his
children, and if that motive had not been strong enough to brace
him up, it did not seem that any power could be found to place
under him strong enough to support him; but as the preacher
kept talking, he found himself penetrated with the idea that God
might help him, and that possibly there was yet another chance
for him Oh, could it be that God would stoop to such as he, and so
save him that he might be to his family as much as good men
ever are to their wives and ehildren? At last this became sueh a
persuasion with him, that he could hardly keep from crying out.
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There was. yet one power to help him which he had never tried.
God could deliver such as he, when -every other motive had proved
too weak. When his soul was once filled with that thought he
already began to feel happy. He realized that in some sense he
was already restored to his family again, and this was completed
when his little Maggie came and threw her arms around him at
the altar railing. He felt that power had gone into him, and he
had no fear but that he should be kept in all the future.

Of course, Tom’s experience was like an upbursting hallelujah
to the meeting, and there were no dull moments until it closed at a
late hour. It is no part of my plan here to follow the progress of
the revival, as I am only telling about Persimmons. That night
the people noticed that when the service was over he came around
to his own seat and spoke to his wife in & very subdued manner,
and offered her his arm to walk home; and this was something
which had not been seen for many a day.

‘When they got home, before he removed his hat, he went
straight to his desk in the library. His wife did not understand
this, as he had not, even in his worst days, attended to business on
the Sabbath. It is true he had taken no part in the great meeting
that had closed, but many thought that he had shown signs of
being much touched by it, and why should he go to his desk
now ? However, his wife did as she was accustomed to do in
those days, and left him alone. Pretty soon he called her into
the room, and began: ~ )

« You know, my dear, about that Central Bank stock ?”

Here she interrupted him.

«QOh, yes, dear, but do not go back to it now. And after such a
meeting as we have just left, too! It is gone, dear, and that isall
there is of it. There is no remedy. Let it go, and never think of
it again. Do/

At this he turned upon her such a strange look.

«Oh, I'm not thinking of that at all,” hesaid. «No, I've got over
that. What I was going to say is, that bank stock, as our
experience proves, is very uncertain, and I have considerable
invested in the <Builders’ and Tanners’ Bank, and a lot more in
the ¢Grocers’ Bank,” and I don’t feel that there is any certainty
in these investments. They may go any day, like the wretched
Central. But this is what I've beén thinking of. You've heard
me say a good dcal about the thousand dollars I put into the new
church, and that I might as well have buried it in the ground for
all the good it would do me, and that I knew when I gave it that
it would never bring any dividend, and a great deal more in the
same bad temper.

«Well, I'm nicely over all that now. I was at the meeting to-
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night all the way through, and in. witnessing the conversion of
Tom Jones I received the biggest dividend on my investment of
a thousand dollars in the new church that I ever received on
anvthing. If no other good was ever to be done in it, it was worth
building the church just for that one man’s conversion. God for-
give me for all that I have said about that thousand dollars. My
conversion is as genuine as that of Tom Jones. I've received my
dividend at the rate of more than one huntlred per cent. And what
I was going to say was that I would rather have money invested
in church subscriptions than in bank stock, and if you don’t
objeet, to-morrow I will sell out this bank stock and put it all in
churches. The Presbyterians here are just starting their new
church, and I would like to give them five hundred dollars; and
our people over in Quailtown are about building, and it will give
them a good lift if I subscribe five hundred, and so in one place
and another I will dispose of it all. I'm not afraid about the
dividends now. I don’t expect gqver to sce another Tom Jones
converted, that would be too much happiness for one man in life;
but all the same, there will be other such conversions though I do
not see them, and I'd like* to feel that I have a personal interest
in them all. We'll still have more than enough left.”

And so Persimmons got his dividend.

Of course, Mrs. Persimmons had no objection, and so in a few
days he had no more bank stock, and several new church enter-
prises in the villages round about found suddenly a new impetus
in their work; and next to Tom Jones, the happiest man in all the
country was my dear friend Persimmons.

Since these events he has firmly believed that God will be in
no man's debt, but that He has given no promise to pay back in
cash ali that is given to His cause; but there are many ways in
which He can recognize and reward a liberal spirit, and that
spiritual returns are more to be desired than material dividends.

But there is one thing for which he has never forgiven himself,
and that is the way he treated Maggic Jones on the stormy night
when she eame to him after her father had driven her mother
with her children out of doors into the very arms of death. On

‘this point Persimmons is more unrelenting toward himself be-
cause he persuaded himself that he had treated them generously
in giving her a basket of food. Maggie had ;rown into a fine,
beautiful young, woman, when he told me that he would give
more than all he lost in the Central Bank if he could have that
opportunity to pass through again, and, by improving it as he
would do, blot out forever his hard, unfeeling treatment of the
scared and shivering child who came to him in her great trouble
on that terrible night.
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MARY MOFFAT:
4 MODEL MISSIONARY'S WIFE.

Few missionaries have been more blessed than Robert Moffat in
the perfect suitability of his helpmeet, who, for more than half a
century, was his constant and heroie fellow-labourer in the great
work to which they bad both dedicated their lives. The Rev. R.
Robinson, late Home Secretary of the London Missionary Society,
speaks of her as a missionary second only to Dr. Moffat himself.
He writes:

¢¢I shall never forget what took piace in my ofticial room at the Mission
house, soon after their return from Africa. While talking over their past
labours Mrs. Moffut, looking fondly at her husband first, turned to me and
said : ‘Robert can never say that I hindered him in his work!’ *No,
indeed !’ replied Dr. Moffat ;  but I can tell you she has often sent me
away from house and home for months together for evangelizing purposes,
and in my absence has managed the station as well or better than I could
myself !’

¢ No wonder that when I went to see him the morning after this dear
one was called home, Ishould find him heart-sore and bowed down with
sorrow by his sudden bereavement. He told me that on the previous even-
ing, finding there seemed to be an unusual silence, he went to the bedside,
and, looking at the invalid in alarm, he exclaimed : ‘ Mary, dear, only one
word !’ But silence was the only response, for the Master had come and
called her. ‘And thus,” said Moffat, with touching pathos, ‘she left me,
after labouring lovingly together for fifty years, without saying good-bye !’ ”

Mary Moffat was born near Manchester, in the year 1795. Her
father, Mr. James Smith, had extensive nursery gardens at Dukin-
field, in which Mr. Robert Moffat was employed before he went
out to Africa. Mr. Smith was a Scotchman by birth, and «a
staunch Nonconformist,” whilst his wife was a member of the
Church of England. Both were sincerely devout, and the home
influence was always for good. Mary was educated at the Mora-
vian school at Fairfield, where she learnt many lessons of devotion
and self-sacrifice which she had ample opportunity to put into
practice in after life.

Those who knew her in early life, testify to Mary Smith’s gen-
tleness of character, and to her ardent zeal for God’s cause. “One
who saw her relates that when service was occasionally held in a
carpenter’s shed in Cricket's Lane, she was there, ever active and
attentive to all. She often arranged the benches and other furni-
ture of the place, in order to reduce the discomfort to 2 minimum,
found the hymn for strangers, and invited people to attend.”

Robert Moffat came to Dukinfield Nursery in 1815, and there,
34
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finding that Mr. Smith’s daughter possessed a warm missionary
heart, he says, “we soon became attached to one another; but
she was not permitted to join me in Africa till nearly three years
after I left.”

Naturally enough Mr. and Mrs. Smith felt it very difficult to
consent to their only daughter going out to such an unknown and
uncivilized district as that to which their young gardener had
been appointed by the London Missionary Society. But in due
time Providence cleared away all difficulties, and with the free
and thankful assent of her much-loved parents, the young girl
started from her father's house to enter upon the long and most
blessed missionary labours of half a century.

Robert Moffat met his bride at the Cape,and they were married
at St. George’s Church on the 27th of December, 1819. A few
months later she writes from the Mission station at Lattakoo:

1

‘I was only seven months 'twixt Dukinfield and Lattakoo, and never met
with one disaster. ~ What reason have you and we to adore that God who
has heard our prayers, and has gone before me and made all things pleasant
and comfortable. Yes, my dear parents, and in addition to all other
favours, He has brought me to that place which, of all others in the
world, was fixed upon my heart as a place and a people amongst whom I
should love to dwell and lend a helping hand to the work, nearly six years
ago, when hearing our friend Mr. Campbell in Manchester. It was then 1
first dared, with tears in my eyes and an overflowing heart, to breathe the
petition : ¢ Oh that T might spend my days at Lattakoo !’ This doubtless
was noticed by a heart-searching God, and so here am I. I cannot tell you
what I felt on approaching the spot, when I took a retrospect of all that
had passed to bring me here. I could not but exclaim: ‘Is not this the
finger of God?’ You can hardly conceive how I feel when I sit in the
house of God, surrounded with the natives ; though my situation may be
despicable and mean indeed in the eyes of the world, I feel an henour con-
ferred upun me which the highest of the kings of the earth could not have
done me ; and add to this seeing my dear husband panting for the salva-
tivn of the people with unabated ardour, firmly resolving to direct every
talent which God has given him to their good and His glory. Iam happy
—remarkably happy—though the present place of my habitation is a single
vestry-room, with a mud wall and a mud floor.”

As the years rolled on and the novelty of missionary life passed
away, Mary Moffat lost nothing of her cheerful devotion, and
thankfulness that God had called her and her husband to so hard
and responsible service. Sickness, bereavement, loss of children
and of parents, of friends and fellow-labourers, frequent disappoint-
ment in the work, long and apparently almost hopeless waiting
for the first-fruits of the harvest; long, perilous, and lonely jow-
neyings; separation from the nearest and the dearest—all these
and countless other trials were borne, not without many a natural
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pang, but without one complaint or one regret that ever she had
Jjoined her heart and hand with the heroic missionary whose lot
was so constantly and graciously brightened by her help and
counsel.

Like many other missionaries, Mr. and Mrs. Moffat had to bear
the sore trial of finding that diligently as they might plant and
earnestly as they might water, the «increase” was very slow in
coming. «“¥From the commencement of the Bechwana Mission, by
Hamilton and Read, in 1816, for a period of more than ten years,
not a ray of light shot across the gloom to cheer the hearts of the
missionaries. A dull and stolid indifference reigned ; the Batlap-
ings would talk of any ordinary subject, and were willing to avail
themselves of the presence of the white people in their country
for any temporal advantage that might be within their reach, but
the moment a word wassaid about divine things, their ears seemed
to become deaf at onee, and they would talk away determined to
have nothing to do with that ¢ foolishness.””

At length it began to be rumoured that the Directors of the Lon-
don Missionary Society were beginning seriously to contemplate
the removal of the mission to & more prominent place, and to more
easily touched people. But Mary Moffat’s faith never wavered.
(z0d’s Word she knew would not return unto Him void. They
had gone «forth weeping, bearing precious seed,” and she knew
that doubtless they should «come again with rejoicing, bringing
their sheaves with them.” And God, whose Word never fails
those who persistently believe in it, proved faithful to His promises.
They, on their part, did not “faint;” so «in due season” they
reaped. The story of the harvest which rewarded their «long
patience” is very touching, and one incident is specially striking. -
When things were almost at the darkest, and there seemed to be no
prospect of improvement, a friend in England wrote to Mrs. Moffat
asking her what she could send as a present to the mission. «Send
us a communion service,” was the answer ; “ we shall want it some
day.” That day came at length, though not till nearly three
vears after Mrs. Moffat had asked for the communion service. A
sudden breaking out of revival fervour and energy, a rich out-
pouring of the Spirit upon the hitherto careless natives, took place,
and many sought and found the Saviour. There were outbursts
of emotion and excitement which astonished and even shocked
the calm and sedate Scotch missionary; but there could be no
doubt of the genuineness of the work; and at length, with
unspeakable joy and thankfulness, six were chosen for baptism.
«TFew can enter into the feelings which must have animated the
bearts of the missionary band when they fitst sat down with the
little company at the table of the Lord. On the day preceding
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this memorable oceasion in the history of the Bechwana Mission,
a box arrived which had long been on the road from England; it
contained the communion vessels for which Mary Moffat had asked
nearly three years before.”

Writing of this manifestation of divine grace, Mrs. Moffat says:

_ **The converts are going on well, and though the general commotion in
the minds of the people has in a great measure subsided, we have solid
reason to believe that there are many persons who are the subjects of an
abiding conviction of their condition as sinners before God, and are in the
constant and diligent use of the means of grace, which we doubt not will be
effectual through the Spirit in leading them to the Saviour of sinners. We
do ardently hope and pray that what has taken place may be but the few
drops before the plenteous showers. The Spirit of God has commenced
His operations, and surely He will go on. O for a general spirit of prayer
and supplication! I hear from my friend Miss Lees that the very time of
the awakening here was the season of extraordinary prayer among the
Churches at home. What a coincidence! and what an encouragement to
persevere in that important part of Christian duty !”

‘We have not space to chronicle the further history of the mis-
sion which thus, after such long barrenness, began to «blossom as
the rose.” Mary Moffat rejoiced with « joy unspeakable ” over the
progress of the native converts, and yearned with true missionary
earnestness for the further spread of the work. No sacrifice was
too great for her to make for the mission. 3She never hesitated to
bear the severest test of a wife’s devotion to her husband’s work—
the sacrifice of his company and proteciion for long periods. For
five months she was absent from him, travel.ing from the Mission
station to the Cape and back to visit her children, whom she had
not seen for more than two years. She travelled without any
other than native escort—men who only a few years before were
«mere barbarians.” Of one of these men she speaks most highly :
«] assure you I had comtinual joy in him as a brother in our
Lord Jesus Christ.” At other times Robert Moffat was absent for
months together, and often for many weeks she had no communi-
cation with him, but was harassed by uncertain and occasionally
alarming rumours. But ber faith never failed. Her husband
and herself and her children were all in the Heavenly Father’s
hand, and she could not doubt His power and love.

Once when her husband bad been long absent, and she had
heard nothihg of him, she says: «For my own part I do not
experience less support on this occasion than on former ones,
believing that He who has hitherto been so gracious to us, will
yet be so, notwithstanding our unfaithfulness to Him. . . I have
this day considered the ninety first Psalm, and have read Scott
and Clarke on it, and am much comforted by it. The quiet and

-~
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child-like trust in the promises of God’s Word was the secret of
Mary Moffat’s devotion and confidence. She dwelt «in the secret
place of the Most High,” and «“abode under the shadow of the
Almighty.”

After an absence of more than twenty years, the Moffats returned
to England, partly to recruit their health, but chiefly that tze
translation of the New Testament, upon which Moffat had spent
somuch time and toil, might be printed under his supervision. The
voyage home was sad and eventful. Ere the vessel left Table Bay
a daughter was born, and three days afterwards a son died. «His
mother, finding all around her prostrate with sea-sickness, had
him brought and laid beside her in the cot from which she~could
not rise. Amidst the storm bhe lay upon her arm, peacefully
talking of the angels who should bear to the heavenly land the
spirits of children, and with the words: <O that will be joyful,
when we meet to part no more!’ on his lips, he fell aslesp-in
Jesus.”

It is very touching to read that when the vessel cast anchor off
Cowes, after being three months on the voyage, Robert Moffat was
«in no hurry to land. . . . The clergyman of the parish was the
first Christian brother to welcome Robert Moffat to his mative
land. He went on board in the dark, hearing that there was a
missionary, and stayed an hour or two, filling with great joy and
comfort the heart of the shy and diffident man who shrunk from
landing on what had come to be like a strange country to him.”

The Moffats found their former circle of relatives and friends
minished and brought low. Death and change had wrought havoe
in their circle, but still many dear ones were left, and soon many
new but true friends were made. Mrs. Moffat’s mother had passed
away, but her father still survived, and both Mr. Moffat’s parents
were still living. The meeting with these surviving parents was
a subject of special gratitude to the missionary and his wife.
Writing from Kuruman shortly after his return, to his then
widowed mother, Robert Moffat very sweetly and characteristically
expresses their mutual feeling : «I still thank my indulgent God
that I was, with my family, permitted to see you once more
after twenty-three years’ absence. This was a great favour. I
never, during that long period, expressed a. wish that it should be
sn; for I was the bond-servant of the perishing heathen for
Christ’s sake; but He whom we served in the Gospel of His Son
brought it about in His own good time.” The example of Moffat
inspired the missionary zeal of Livingstone, who became his
assistant at Lattakoo, and he in course of time won the love of
the eldest daughter of Mr. Moffat, who made him a noble mission-
ary wife.
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A few busy years were spent in England, and then the Moffats
returned to their station at Kuruman, there to complete their half-
century of service. The later years of their life in Africa were
full of honour and blessing, not unmixed with sorrow, bereave-
ment, and anxiety. We have not space to speak of this part of
their life. For more than forty years their home had been at
Kuruman, and it was amidst the bitter tears and heart-felt sorrow
of their sable flock that «Ramary and Mamary,” as the natives
called them, left them forever on earth, to meet doubtlezs in God’s
good time in the eternal home.

On Sunday, March 20th, 1870, Robert Moffat preached his last
sermon at Kuruman. #“On Friday following the departure took
place. For weeks before messages of farewell had been coming
from the more distant towns and villages from those who were
unable to come themselves. But the final scene was such as could
scarcely be described in words. As the old missionary and
his wife came out of their door and walked to their waggon, they
were beset by the crowds, each longing for one more touch of the
hand and one more word ; as the waggon drove away it was fo}-
lowed by all who could Walk and a long and pitiful wail rose,
enough to melt the hardest heart.”

Mrs. Moffat did not long survive the return to England but on
the 10th of January, 1871, passed quietly away to her eternal
rest; so quietly and unexpectedly that she had not even time to
say “good-bye” to him whom she had cheered and supported
for fifty-three years of such a devoted, wifely life as perhaps few
even of missionaries’ wives have ever lived. Her son and biogra-
pher says: “She watched over her husband’s health and comfort
with a care which only grew more constant in the course of fifty
years. She used to say, that although not able to take a prominent
part in direet missionary work, it was her satisfaction to provide
for the temporal wants of a servant of Christ who was doing this
work ; and she felt—what was true—that he never would have
been the missionary he was but for her care of him. Even when
life was numbered by hours, and on the very shore of the dark
river, she would not rest until assured that his wants were being
attended to. Her children thank God for such a mother.”

« Who can find a virtuous woman ? for her price is far above
rubies. The heart of her husband doth safely trust in her, so that
he shall have no need tospoil. She will do him good and not evil
all the days of her life. . . . She looketh well to the ways of her
household, and eateth not the bread of idleness. Her children
arise and call her blessed; her husband also, and he praiseth her.
Many daughters have done virtuously, but thou excellest them
all."—Christian Miscellany.
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THE NUN OF JOUARRE.
TRUTH STRANGER THAN FICTION.

Or all the delightful places for a summer holiday, I know none
more charming in natural scenery and more rich in historic
interest than Normandy. One of its picturesque little towns is
Jouarre. It once possessed a famous nunnery, which, though
long since in ruins, is still remembered as theshome of Charlotte
de Bourbon.

Charlotte was born in the middle of the sixteenth century.
Her father, the Duke of Montpensier, was of the royal house of
Bourbon. As his property had become reduced, and he could not
give his daughter the fortune due to her rank, he resolved that
she should enter a nunnery.

This was a painful decision to his wife, who was a friend to the
Protestant cause in France. But the Duke was a stern Romanist,
and was resolved that his will should be obeyed. Before the time
came for Charlotte to be shut out from the world, the mother often
took her into a private chamber where they wept and prayed
together. In that retreat the young maiden was instructed in
the truths of the Gospel, which were never wholly forgotten by
her. And there, when a few years older, she signed, by desire of
her mother, a paper in which she protested against being forced
into a nunnery, and claimed the right, when of riper years, to
withdraw from it.

It was at an early age—only thirteen—that Charlotte was to be
closely confined by the bolts and bars of that prison-house, the
Convent of Jouarre. Her young heart had its joys and hopes.
She loved bome. In her esteem the world was fair and brighs,
and full of pleasing scenes. Her rature and temper were active
and lively, and she thonght there was much for ber to do and
enjoy. But now she wascalled in the. days of her girlhood to bid
farewell to those she. loved, and to be doowusu 0 a “religious life,”
as it was called, and all this, falsely, in the name of Christ.

‘When Charlotte was taken by her father to the nunnery, her
flowing bair was cut away, her elegant dress was exchanged for
coarse linen and haireloth, a cord was tied round her waist, and
with downecast looks, she trod the iron-bound cloisters by day, and
rested at night on the floor of her tomb-like cell. Wasshe happy ?
How could she be when she felt that she had been robbed of her
freedom? Did she feel the repose that had been promised her ?
No! There were sullen discontent and strife where she had
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thought to ineet with only peace and love. But never did she
feel more painfully the loss of her liberty than when her mother
suddenly fell ill, for either from the harsh rules of the nunnery, or
from the fears of her father lest her heart should be impressed by
the piety of her dying mother, she was not permitted to visit her.
A daughter’s care and love might bave comforted the Duchess in
the hour of death; but this last service of a child’s affection was
denied her. Neither was the young nun allowed to be present at
the funeral, nor to visit the grave.

A few years passed away, and the young nun became more
reconciled to her state. She was told that her self-denial and
sufferings were pleasing to God, and that the reward of her life
would be certain glory in heaven. She obtained so high a char-
acter that, though still very young, she was appointed to be the
principal of the convent, under the title of Lady Abbess.

About this time light entered the convent of Jouarre, in the
form of Protestant tracts. The Lady Abbess read them, and they
recalled to mind the loving words her mother had spoken to her
in the secret chamber at home. The largeBible and the truths it
contained, the tears and prayers of her sainted parent,the written
protest, and her childhood’s happiness, were all as fresh in her
memory as though they were things of yesterday. The Spirit of
God blessed to her soul those plain words of the little tract—they
led her to the cross of Christ. As the blind man rejoices when
his eyes are open to behold the shining of the sun, so did Charlotte
when the light of the Gospel beamed brightly on her heart.

It was in the year 1572 that the noise of a battle was heard
around the nunnery of Jouarre. It came nearer—to the very
doors. These were soon broken open, and the nuns rushed forth
to find a shelter in the woods. This was a critical season for
Charlotte de Bourbon. She was driven into the world ; was it not
a time for her, thus strangely set free, to act as her conscience told
her, and to embrace the liberty that was so unexpectedly given
to her? Cught she any longer to hesitate in obeying the Word
of God? Should she not seek some place of safety where she
might openly profess the doctrines she had cherished in her soul?
Yes; the time had come; but where could she find a home in
France ?

In such a trying hour there was not time to deliberate—she
must act, and that without delay. Charlotte, therefore, hastily
set out, passing from one place to another in disguise. There was
no little danger in travelling in France in those days when every-
one found on the road was suspected of being a Protestant. Yet
she safely crossed the country, and after a time arrived at
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Heidelberg, in Germany. In that city she found many Chris-
tians ready to welcome her, and confirm her in the doctrines of
the Gospel.

As might be supposed there was no small stir when her flight
was known. A nun had fled! Who could have supposed that a
Lady Abbess, the daughter of a Duke, and of the royal family of
France, would have abandoned the Romish Church, and passed
over to the Protestant faith ? There was dismay in the palace of
the king. Confusion and dismay were in the castles of the nobles
and in the convents of the land. Her father threatened that he
would never forgive her. He mourned over her as one mourns
over a child who has disgraced her family.

Charlotte was now in a land where she could openly declare
her faith, and that she soon did. Standing among the Protestants
of Heidelberg, and upheld by their prayers and good counsels, she
renounced forever the errors of the Church of Rome.

‘We must now turn to the Low Countries, better known now as
the Netherlands. Early in the sixteenth century the Protestant
faith had spread through all its town and villages. The printer
was set to work ; copics of the Word of God were multiplied ; and
many bold Reformers preached «the truth as it is in Jesus” to the
people.

The Netherlands at this time belonged to the kingdom of Spain,
whose sovereigns were most violent persecutors of Protestants.
Large bands of soldiers were let loose among’them, and thousands
were put to death. The Inquisition was set up in all its terror:
multitudes were confined in its dungeons, or by its stern and cruel
decrees given over to the rack and burning pile. One hundred
thousand are said to have suffered for the truth’s sake in the course
of half a century. The patience of the people, however, was at
length worn out. They had suffered the greatest injustice, and
they resolved to be free. They rallied under the command of
‘William, Prince of Orange, and after a long contest, secured their
liberty.

The Prince of Orange had often heard of the piety of Charlotte
de Bourbon, and the sacrifices she had made in the cause of sruth.
And, assured that she was fitted to adorn the highest station, he
sought her hand, and she became his wife.

The Nun of Jouarre was now raised, in the providence of God,
to be the Princess of Orange, and the first lady of rank in the
Netherlands. And she graced her high position. Meekness and
prudence, charity and devotiou, were at all times seen in her life.
She was a pattern alike to the noble ladies at court, and to the
Jlowly mothers in their families.
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But dark shadows often come over the fairest earthly scenes.
Some bitter.drops mingle in the sweetest cup of worldly joy. A
large reward had been offered to any one who should kill the
Prince, and a young man had been engaged to attempt the horrid
deed. To prepare him for his bloody work he was *confessed”
by a priest; and, under the influence of his wretched supersti-
tion, he knelt in prayer that God would give him suceess in his
design.

It was the Lord’s Day. The Prince and Princess of Orange had
returned from divine worship. As they were passing along the
hall of their palace a shot was fired by the assassin, who had
secretly obtained an entrance into the house. It entered the neck
of the Prince, who fell into the arms of his attendants. For some
time he lay in great danger, his Princess watching over him with
the tenderest love. While dressing his wound, she at the same
time spoke words of peace to encpurage his hope in God. Her
prayers were heard, and she had the delight of seeing him slowly
restored to health.

There was great joy in the city of Antwerp when the Prince
and Princess went in state to the cathedral to return thanks for
his merciful deliverance frowz the hands of the assassin. Nobles
and burgomasters, citizens and soiaiers, were there to unite with
one voice in a song of praise. The churvh bells rang merrily,
flags were hung at the masthead of every ship, and sounds of
gladness were heard through all the land.

Not many months, however, had passed away befo.’e the health
of the Princess began to fail. Her tender frame had received a
shock at the moment she saw her husband fall, which \vas further
weakened by her labours and watchings, night and day, by the
side of his sickbed. Her days were now drawing to a close, but
in the midst of weariness and pain she “knew whom :the had
believed.” Her soul and life had been given in faith to the
Saviour. 8She had passed through many trials, and seen many
changes; and now, relying on. the merits of Jesus, she looked for-
ward to “a crown of glory that fadeth not away.” At her death
there was great mourning in the land, and weeping ecrowds
followed her body to its grave in the cathedral at Antwerp.

All honour to the memory of Charlotte de Bourbon! Yet it is
not alone for her conversion to the Protestant faith, and for the
sacrifices she made in its ¢ause ; nor is it for her virtues and piety,
as the Princess of:. QOrange, that we think of her with so much
respect. Our special interest is enlisted by the faet that it is from
her that the present royal house of England traces its descent.
Her daughter Louisa became the wife of Frederick the Fourth,
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the Elector Palatine of the Rhine, and was the grandmother of
Sophia, the Duchess of Brunswick, who was the mother of George
the First of England, whose great-grandson, the Duke of Keut,
was the father of the present sovereign of Great Britain, who has
Just been celebrating, with great joy and pomp, the jubilee of her
happy reign. Thus does our gracious Queen Victoria derive her
descent from the runaway Nun of Jouarre—New Connexion
Magazine.

HYMN BEFORE CHRISTMAS.
BY ROSE TERRY COOKE.

O tr0U ! who once on earth was born,
‘When shepherds on the plain

Beheld the midnight turn to morn,
‘When wilt Thou come again ?

Come to Thy world, astray and sad,
That groans with want and pain ;

Come, make its desert places glad !
O Christ, be born again !

Come to Thy Church, whose weeds of woe
The sons of men disdain ;

Thy face before Thine altar show,
Our Master, come again !

Come to our darkness and our death,
‘Who hear Thy name in vain ;

Breathe on these bones, thou heavenly breath !
Redeemer, come again !

Come to *he few who seek their Lord,
Whose homesick hearts comylain ;

Renew their faith, Creative Word !
Immanuel, come again !

‘What gifts of good, what songs of cheer,
What wreaths to deck Thy fane,

Are worth Thy gracious presence here ?
O Saviour, come again !

Not to the manger and -the cross,
To death and shame and pain,

To faithless friends, to grief and loss ;
O King, return to reign !
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JAMES BLACKIES REVENGE.
BY MRS. A. E. BARR.
CHAPTER V.

THE next day David came into the bank about noon, and said,
«Come wi’ me to McLellan’s, James, and hae a mutton pie; it's
near by lunch-time.” While they were eating it David said,
“ Donald McFarlane is to be wedded next month. He'’s making a
grand marriage.” .

James bit his lip, but said nothing.

« He'’s spoken for Miss Margaret Napier; her father was ane o
the Lords o’ Session; she’s his sole heiress, and that will mean
£50,000, foreby the bonnie place and lands o’ Ellenshawe.”

« And Christine?”

«Dinna look that way, man. Christine is content; she kens
weel enough she isna like her cousin.”

#God be thanked she is not. Go away from me, David Came-
ron, or I shall say words that will make more suffering than you
can dream off. Go away, man.”

David was shocked and grieved at his companion’s passion.
« James,” he said solemnlv, “dinna mak a fool o’ yoursel. I hae
long seen your ill-will at Donald. Let it go. Donald’s aboon
your thumb now, and the anger o' a poor man aye falls on himsel’.”

« For God’s sake don’t tempt me further. You little know what
I could do if I had the ill heart to do it.”

«Ow! ay!” said David, scornfully, «if the poor cat had only
wings it would extirpate the race of sparrows from the world;
but when the Wxngs arena there