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PHARAOH'N TREASURE, PETRA.
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PETRA, THE ROCK CITY OF EDOM.*

PETRA, THE ROCK CITY—JEREMIAH XLIX. 16-18.

AMONG the most striking confir-
mations of the Scriptures are those
derived from the testimony of ancient
cities and civilizations long forgotten
by mankind. The explorer has often
been the best commentator, and the
spade his best critical instrument.
The discoveries of Layard and Raw-
linson, amid the ruins of ancient
Babylon and Nineveh; of Belzoni
and Petrie, among the tombs of
Eeypt; of Conder, and Wilson, and
Warren, amid the fels and mounds
of Palestine, have brought strongest
corroboration of some of the most
questioned statements of the Bible.

The clay tablets of Assyria, with
their traditions of the creation and
the deluge, the Rosetta stone and the
Moab inscription, the Babylonian
slabs on the walls of the British
Museum, and the incised inscriptions
on the pylons of the great temple of
Karnak, are illustrations of the
minute fulfilment of prophecy, all
the more striking because it is im-
possible that they could have been
feigned or forged. Butnone of these
ancient tablets are more remarkable
than the rediscovery and explora-
tion, after it had been forgotten for
a thousand years, of the rock city

* Compiled by the Editor from various authorities.

Vou. XLII. No. 6.
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of Petra, the ancient stronghold of
Edom.

The architectural rcmains and
natural beauties of Petra serve to
make the solitude and desolation
that prevail deeply and almost over-
poweringly impressive, and show
with what minute accuracy the
words of the prophet have been ful-
filled—Isaiah xxxiv. 11: «But the
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mained hidden and unknown; for
it was not cw.rlier than 1811, when
Burkhardt discovered its forgotten
site, and drew the attention of the
eivilized world to its mournful speec-
tacle of prostrate grandeur and uster
desolation.

Petra lay at the foot of Mount Hor.
in the Wady Mousa, two days' jour-
ney south of the Dead Sea, and the

iy

GATEWAY OF SIK—ENTRANCE TO PETRA.

cormorant and the bittern shall pos-
sess it; the owl also and the raven
shall dwell in it: and he shall stretch
out upon it the line of confusion, and
the stones of emptiness.” Being
deserted of man, the place now
affords a residence only for beasts
and birds. Yet for centurvies, this,
which may be well denominated one
of the wenders of the world, re-

same distanece north of the Red Sea.
The principal entrance to the city is
through a long, narrow defile in the
mountains, in which, for nearly two
hours, the path winds among wild
and picturesque masses of gray and
red granite, greenstone and yellow
sandstone. The ruined city liesin a
narrow valley, surrounded by lofty
and precipitous mountains, and ap-
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AMPHITHEATRE AT PETRA.

pears to have covered more than a
mile in leng +h, nearly from north to
south, by a variable breadth of about
half a mile. The rocky walls rise
almost perpendicularly to the height
of six or seven hundred feet.

The chief public edifices occupied
the banks of the river, on the south
side of which an edifice is still stand-
ing, called “Pharaoh’s Treasure,”
which seems to have been a palace.
The excavations in the solid rock,
however, are by far the most deserv-
ing of notice. Whether formed for
temples, tombs, or the dwellings of
living men, they surprise the visitor
by their incredible number and ex-
tent. They are seen in precipitous
rocks along the approaches to the
place. If instead of following the
sinuosities of the mountain and its
numerous gorges. they were ranged

in regular order, like the houses of
a well-built city, they would form a
street not Jess than five or six miles
in length. They are often seen ris-
ing one above another in the face of
the cliff ; convenient steps, now much
worn, lead in all directions through
the fissures, and along the sides of
the mountains, to the various tombs
that occupy these lofty positions.
Some of them are not less than from
two to three or four hundred feet
above the level of the valley.
Besides the unadorned habitations
of the humble dead, there is a vast
number of excavations enriched with
various architectural designs. To
these unique and sumptuous monu-
ments of the most ancient races of
men, Petra is indebted for its great
and peculiar attractions. The front
of the mountain is wrought into
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fagades of splendid temples, rival-
ling in their aspeet and symmetry
the most celebraicu iacnuments of
Grecian art. Columns of various
orders, graceful pediments, broad,
rich entablatures, and sometimes
statuary, all hewn out of the solid
rock, and still making part of the
native mass, transform the base of
the mountain into a vast, splendid
pile of architecture; while the over-
hanging cliffs, towering above in
shapes rugged and wild, produce
the most striking and curious of con-
trasts.

But nothing contributes so much
to the almost magical effect of some
of these monuments, as the rich and
various colours of the rock in which
they are formed. The mountains
that encompass the vale of Petra, are
of sandstone, of which red is the pre-
dominating hue. But many of them
are adorned with a profusion of the
most lovely and brilliant colours.
Red, purple, yellow, azure, or sky-
blue, black, and white, are seen in
the same mass, distinctly in succes-
sive layers, or blended so as to form
every shade and hue—as brilliant
and as soft as they ever appear
in flowers, in the plumage of birds,
or in the sky when illuminated by
the most glorious sunset.

The XKhuzneh, or < Pharaol’s
Treasure,” struck Robinson with
amazement and delight: «All at
once the beautiful fagade of the
Khuzneh in the western precipice
burst upon our view in all the deli-
caey of its first chiselling, and in all
the fresaness of beauty of its soft
colouring. Nothing I had seen of
architectural effect in Rome or
Thebes, or even Athens, comes up to
it in the first impression. Its won-
derful state of preservation, the glow
and tint of the stone, and the wild
scenery around, all are unique, and
combine to take complete possession
of the mind. There it stands, as it
has stood for ages, in beauty and
loneliness; the generations which
admired and rejoiced over it of old
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have passed away; the wild Arab,
as he wanders by, regards it with
stupid indifference or scorn; and
none are left, but strangers from dis-
tant lands, to do it reverence. Its
rich roseate tints, as I bade it fare-
well, were gilded by the mellow
beams of the morning sun; and I
turned away from it at length with
an impression which will be effaced
only by death.”

The name Khuzneh is given be-
cause the Arabs think the place con-
tains the treasure which they ascribe
to Pharaoh, and which they suppose
to be held in the urn crowning the
summit of its ornamental front, a
hundred feet above the ground.
Their only interest in all these monu-
ments is to search for hidden treas-
ures; and, as they find nothing else-
where, they fancy they are in the
urn, which to them is inaccessible.
It bears the marks of many musket-
balls, which they have fired at it, in
the hope of breaking it to pieces, and
thus obtaining the imagined wealth.

Robinson thus deseribes the gen-
eral impression which he received:
« Around us were ihe desolations of
ages—the dwellings and edifices of
the aneient city crumbled and strew-
ed in the dust—the mausolea of the
dead, in all their pristine beauty
and freshness, but long since rifled,
and the ashes of their tenants scat-
tered to the winds. Well might
there be the stillness of death; for
it was the grave itself—a city of the
dead by which we were surrounded.”

History gives but scanty details
of this rock-hewn city which once
received the caravaus of Arabia,
India and Persia, and sent their rich
stores on to Egypt, Syria, Palestine
and Greece. A city whose king,
during the last melancholy tragedies
of Jewish independence, marched
out at the head of fifty thousand
men, entered Jerusalem, and be-
sieged the temple until commanded
by Rome to desist—its site was lost
to civilization for nearly a thousand
years.




Petra, the Rock

Under the name of Bozrah it is
mentioned in the Old Testament—
Isa. xxxiv. 6; Ixiii. 1. Jer. xlix.
13, 22. Amos i. 12, It was very
ancient; for it is referred to in Gen.
xxxvi, 33, as the native city of one
of the princes of Edom, who lived
« before there reigned any king over
the children of Israel.” It isspoken
of in terms which seem to indicate
that it was the capital of Edom or
Idumxa. We, are, then, inclined to
identify Bozrah with Petra.

Josephus mentions Petra as the
capital of Arabia Petreca. In the
reign of Trajan, it
came under the sway
of the Romans. His
sucecessor, Adrian, ap-
pears to have granted
privileges to Petra,
which led the inhabi-
tants to give his name
to the city upon coins.
In the sixth century,
Petra was the Metro-
politan See of what
was termed the third
Palestine. From that
time Petra suddenly
vanished from the
pages of history till
rediscovered in our
own times.

These remarkable
ruins of Petra are
continually guarded
by a tribe of Bedouin
Arabs, who live in the village of
Eljy, about two miles north-east.
They keep careful watch, because
they believe that it is the object of
every white traveller who visits
Petra to discover and carry away
the riches of antiquity there hidden.
Many a would-be visitor has been
drive back from the very gates,
robbed and insulted, without so much
as a bird’s-eye view of Petra to com-
pensate him for ten days of hard
desert travel.

The sides of the mountains are
cut to smooth perpendicular faces,
which are occupied by unbroken
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ranges of temples and of homes for
the living and the dead. The in-
teriors behind the ornate fronts are
but caves squared by the old stone-
cutter, and 2ve lighted only by their
doors. While the bases and beetling
sides of the mountains arc fashioned
into architectural forms that are as
enduring as the eternal hills from
wuich they are hewn, the pictu-
resque summits above display nature
in her wildest and most savage garb.

The following is the graphie ac-
count by Mr. E. L. Wilson of his
recent visit: We followed a stream

a few yards, and descending, as the
pass narrowed, the entrance of the
frightful chasm, seen afar off at sun-

rise, was reached at last. What an
impregnable gateway! Spanning it
is a fine buttressed arch, resting
upon rock-cut foundations. Beneath
this a little stream gurgles. We fol-
lowed it through the only entrance
—the «front door” of Petra. It is
difficult to conceive anything more
sublime.

When we had come fairly inside
the gorge, we found it at times so
narrow that two of us could not walk
abreast. Its perpendicular sides
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vary in height from four hundred to
seven hundred fcet, and frequently,
without absolutely meeting, they
overhang to such a degree that the
sky is shut out from the sight for a
hundred yards at a stretch.

We scraped away the débris to
the depth of nearly two feet, and
reached the antique pavement. It
was found deeply furrowed by the
tires of the chariot-wheels which
once coursed along this cavernous
highway-—as deeply cut as some of
the lava pavements of resurrected
Pompeii.

At every turn we saw evidences
of indefatigable effort, and of how
lar “5hly labour was expended by
the people who lived in Petra in its
days of power. All seemed the work
of some giant magician's wand. The
defile, indeed, *s called Wady Mousa
by the Arabs, because they believe
that the Patriarcu. Moses, by one
stroke of his stuff, caused the moun-
tains to separate and to form this
tremendous fissure in order to enable
him to pass on to Mount Hor, ac-
companying Aaron, to help him die
and lay him atrest. For nearly two
miles we followed this semi-subter-
ranean passage. The pathway now
descended ; the water grew deeper,
the opposing thicket more impass-
able, the scenc more grand. A sud-
den turn in the gorge was passed ;
and, as I looked skyward, through
the rocky vista, I caught the first
glimpse of that remarkable creation,
the Khuzneh! Only partly seen at
first, beyond the tall, narrow open-
ing, carved in stone of a pale rose
colour, were columns, capitals, and
cornices, as new-looking as if of
yesterday. With what subtle judg-
ment was the sitc chosen ! But when
and by whom, no one knows—mys-
ter. 15 history conceals.

Scarcely had I chosen for myself
a comfortable seat among the rocks,
when I heard a great crashing noise
in the gorge beyond, as though an
earthquake had sent great masses of
stone down to prevent our exit. The
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sound came nearer and nearer, boom-
ing and bounding through the gorge.
The Bedouins were upon us!

I secrambled down to the mouth
of the gorge, arriving just in time
to see rush furiously towards me six
mounted Arabs of wily mien, with
long-reaching lances on their shoul-
ders. I stood to await their arrival.
They were as surprised to see me as
I was to see them, and now they
halted. I cried out *Sahib,” and of-
fered my hand. To my surprise it
was taken good-naturedly by all of
the party, and a declaration of friend-
liness passed between us. We were
in their city, and now they were
bound to protect us (anl rob us!)
they declared. We were led trium-
phantly into Petra by the very men
who would have prevented our en-
trance amid exactions and bluster,
had they caught us.

Then another scheme had to be per-
feeted. As a rule, when travellers
get into Petra at all, they are hur-
ried out again as rapidly as possible,
seldom remaining a full day. 1
wanted to stay long enough to get
at least a tolerable photographie re-
cord of the ruins. 1 objected to take
my departure. The chief then at-
tempted to levy on my purse. Idis-
cussed the subject with him, agreed
to some of his propositions, paid on
account, and asked until next day
to consider the rest. Thus I pro-

longed my visit. But for four days

only. I began to realize then that
if we remained there any longer we
should be literally cleaned out, and
perhaps killed by the Bedouins.

News spreads like wild-fire in
modern Edom; and before we first
saw the sunset beyond Mount Hor,
some sixty of Esau’s descendants
had followed us and had opened
offices in these cxcavations. Never
was so savage a haunt for banditti
conceived by Salvator Rosa. The
trouble then began. Each indi-
vidual Arab claimed the privilege
of showing the city to the stranger.
From their bluster I made up my
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mind that we were soon to be cut
into pieces in order that the work
might be done more expeditiously.
A viler band of robbers never exist-

J0 SNIaU
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ed. 1 had fallen voluntarily into
their hands, and it behooved me now
to make the best bargain I could to
get away. But no bargain agreed
upon was adhered to for an hour at
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a time. Some item was always
“forgotten.” The only compensa-
tion I had was that these discussions
secured me more time in the town.

'l

'

-
| ,il

Between arguments I snatched the
coveted viewswith my three cameras.

The time sqon came to contrive
our departure from Sheikh Salim’s
dominions. We were surprised,
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upon arriving at the appointed
place, to sce some sixty or seventy
Bedouins, mostly mounted, and
armed with lances, guns, and an
assortment of knives and blunder-
busses, awaiting our arrival. When
they saw us coming a significant
hoot was given, and we felt that
trouble was brewing. Our drago-
man called out to us: «Don't be
afraid, gentlemen, but mount your
camels and proceed with your jour-
ney. It wus the custom,” he said,
“ for these people to attend the de-
parting stranger half aday’s journey
out of their city.”

The Methodist Magazine,

of its mark, but cut an ugly slit in
his legging without wounding him.
Hedayah leaped from his camel, and
with uplifted sword attacked the
Arab. The melee became general,
the noise infernal, and we prepared
oursclves for the worst.

While sundry baties of words
were going on, each man with
sword drawn, I settled with the
chief for various “things which had
been forgotten,” including $15 for a
«change of raiment” beside $30
previously paid for permission to
photograph the rascals. Claim after
claim was adjusted as we slowly
proceeded, until, after an
hour of horror, I held my

RUINS OF BOZRAH.

Immediately we mounted our
camels, they were seized by the
brigands, and made to kneel. We
were surrounded by the lancers,
Sheikh Salim among them. The
hooting became louder, and had an
element of dissatisfaction and con-
tempt about it which was not caleu-
lated to allay our anxiety.

«Keep cool, gentlemen,” said the
brave Hedavah, who thereupon fell
into the most violent of Arabic
demonstrations. The gauntlet had
been thrown, the fight began. An
Arab who had carried my camera,
drawing his sword, made a thrust
at our good dragoman. It fell short

empty purse bottom up in
the air and declared that
they now had all. There-
upon the greater number
dropped behind, only a few
remaining to bluster at
Hedayah. They, too, de-
parted at last, after satisfy-
ing themselves that there
was no more money to be
gotten from us.

Dr. Rigaway who visited
Petra in 1875, thus records
his impressions: What a
comment on human great-
ness! The stronghold of
Esau; Edom, the much-
coveted prize of King
David, the entrepot of Sol-
omon’s gold of Ophir, the gateway
through which rolled Oriental com-
merce for ages, the munition of rocks
in which heroism grew, and whence
it sallied out to dictate law to semi-
barbarous bordes, the city of palaces
and temples, whose inhabitants dwelt
in laxury while they lived, and at
death made their burial with the
great, bad so perished out of man’s
knowledge that its very existence
had been forgotten until discovered
and made known by Burkhardt in
1811. And now of all its monu-
ments those which alone remain,
with possibly a few exceptions, to-
tell the fate of the past, are records
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of death. Tombs everywhere, and
in the midst a theatre. I said of
laughter, it is mad; and of mirth,
what doeth it?”

But all this—this ruined greatness,
this sunken, brutalized humanity—
what is it save the fulfilment of
God's Word ?

As I rode away, and from the
last beight of the south looked back
upon the scene which lay heneath
and around me, that langunage of
Seripture was on my lips: «Q
thou that dwellest in the clefts of
the rock, that holdest the height of
the hill: though thoushouldst make
thy nest as high as the eagle, I will
bring thee down from thence, saith
the Lord, Also Edom shall be a
desolation : every one that goeth by
it shall be astonished.” Jer. xlix. 16.

John Greenleaf Whittier's fine
poem brings vividly before us the
memories of Petra and the neigh-
bouring Mount Hor, the tomb of
Aaron:

Dead Petra in her hill-tomb sleeps,

Her stones of emptiness remain ;

Around her sculptured mystery sweeps
The lonely waste of Edom’s plain,

From the doomed dwellers in the cleft
The how of vengeance turns not back ;
Of all her myriads none are left
Along the Wady Mousa’s track.

Clear in the hot Arabian day
Her arches spring, her statues climb ;
Unchanged, the graven wonders pay
No tribute to the spoiler, Time !

Unchanged the awful lithograph
Of power and glory undertrod,—
Of nations scattered like the chaff
Blown from the threshing-floor of God.

Yet shall the thoughtful stranger turn
From Petra’s gates, with decver awe
To mark afar the burial urn
Of Aaron on the cliffs of Hor;

And where upon its ancient guard

Thy Rock, El Ghor, is stzmdinﬁ yet,—
Looks from its turrets desertward,

And keeps the wateh that God has set,

The same as when in thunders loud

It heard the voice of God to man,—-
As when it saw in fire and cloud

The angels walk in Israel’s van !

Or when from Ezicn-Geber’s way
It saw the long procession file,
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And heard the Hebrew timbrels play
The music of the lordly Nile ;

Or saw the tabernacle pause,
Cloud-nound, by Kadesh Barnew's wells,
While Moses graved She sacred laws,
And Aaron swung his golden bells.
Rock of the desert, prophet-sung !
How grew its shadowing pile at length,
A symbol, in the Hebrew tongue,
Of God’s eternal love and strength.

On lip of bard and scroll of seer,

From age to age went down the name,
Until the Shilol’s promised yeur,

And Christ the Rock of Ages, came!

The path of life we walk to.day
Is strange as that the Hebrews trod ;
We need the shadowing rock, as they,—
We need, like them, the gunides of God.

God send His angels, Cloud and Fire,
To lead us o’er the desert sand !
God give our hearts their long desire,

His shadow in a weary lxmc%.'

There is another Bosrah or Bostra
in the Hauran or region beyond
Jordan, the ruins of which still
tower grandly above the plain. It
was once a stronghold of the Moab-
ites, and under the Emperor Trajan
was made the chief city of the
Arabian province. It owed its im-
portance, like many a modern rail-
way junction, to being the meeting-
place of several roads. It was on
the great highway from Damascus
to the Persian Gulf. It thus became
a great emporium of trade. Sue-
cessive emperors strengthened it as
a military position, and when Chris-
tianity became the religion of the
Empire it was made the seat of a
bishopric. Mohammed himself, as a
youth, travelled to its markets, and
it was here that he met the monk
{.ergius, who had so much influence
on his eareer. It was captured by
the Mohammedan Generzl Xalid,
after a brilliant sicge, and became
one of the riost important Moslem
tortresses. The Crusaders vainly
endeavoured to take it in the twelfth
century, at in subsequent ages it
fell into decay and melancholy
ruins, although with imposing re-
mains of its former splendour.
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BRITAIN'S KEYS OF

EMPIRE.

I.—GIBRALTAR.

¢ Methinks I sec in my mind a noble and puissant nation rousing herself like «
strong man after \l(,cp, and shaking lu,x m\mcll)h, locks ; a xtxon not slow and
dull, but of a quick, ingenious, and_ piercing spirit ; acute to invent, subtle to dis-
course, not beneath the reach of any point that human capacity ean soar to.

** Methinks T see her as an_eagle mewing her mighty youth, and kindling her
undazzled eyes at the full mi- Iday beam ; ; puwm«r and unsc.tlm« her sight at the foun-
tain itself of heavenly radiance."—Miltow’s ** Areopagitica.”

AT TARIFAL

Gobp has in a marvellous manner
placed the keys of empire in the
keeping of Great DBritain. She
guards the gates of the most im-
portant strategic positions through-
out the world—Gibraltar, Malta,
Suez, Aden, Trincomalee, Singapore,
Hong Kong, Thursday Island, Syd-
ney, Vietoria, Tasmania, New Zea-
lmd King George’s Sound, Mauri-
tius, the Cape, St. Ilclena, Falkland
Islands, St. Lucia, Jamaica, the Ber-
mudas, IIalifax, Quebee, Vancouver.
She possesses great coal supplies on
the shores of all the seas. She con-

* A distinguished American, the Rev. Dr.
Ellinwond, of New York, at the Missionary
Conference in London, 1888, said: ““ Wher-
ever the English have once raised their flay,

trols one-sixth of the area
of the habitable globe, and
rales the destiny of one-
fourth of its inhabitants.
Her consuls are in every
port, her flag is carried
on all the seas. About
three-fourths of the ship-
ping of the world is under
her protection and is also
freighted with the wealth
of her great empire.

Despite the abatement
which must be made for
unprincipled tradesmen,
who send rum and ruin
to the heart of Africa, she
is a power that makes for
righteousness in every
land. Her missionaries
go evervwhere proclaim-
ing liberty to the captive
and the opcning of the
prison doors to them that are bound.
She is the refuge for the oppressed
from every clime. No slave can
breathe her air. «XNo sooner does he
touch her soil than he is emanci-
pated by the irresistible genius of
British liberty.”

She is destined, we belicve, to be
the great world-power which shall
stand for law, for order, and for
liberty in every zone* The union
of the mother country and her forty
daughter colonies, and the alliance
of ail English-speaking Tands will
be, we trust, a guarantee of perpetual

they have come tostay. They have hrought
E,nml Taws and good roads, and v igorous cn-
terprises. 'lhc\ have brought the Bible,
and the church, wnd school, and medical
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LANDING AT GIBRALTAR.

and universal peace—a hastening of
the day
“ When the war-dram throbs no longer,
And the battle flags are furled,

In the parliament of man,
The federation of the world.”

We propose giving a series of
illustrated papers on this Greater
Britain which we hope will give a
wider outlook at the noble empire
of which we form a part, which will

science, and the press, and the clectvie wire.
I o not condone the sins which you, in com-
mon with ourselves, have committed, and
arc committing, against feehlerraces —never-
theless I biess God for the ubigquity of the

foster patriotic pride, and inspire
every reader to a more faithfal dis-
charge of civic and religious duties.
«Civis Romanus sum?” was the
proud boast of the Roman citizen.
1t is a prouder boast to be a citizen
of the British Empire—an empire
which «holds the gorgeous Last in
fee ” where the foot of an Alexander
has faltered, which covers continen-
tal areas unknown to the Caxsars.

Briton. He is the true colonist. It is his
instinet, on the whole, to bless, and not to
curse.  He ix among the pluckiest in the
grand and glorious work of missions as well
as in war.”
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For this world-wide survey we
shalldraw from all possible resourees,
and illustrate witl, the best available
help by pen and peneii. We shali
go round the world with the Union
Jaek and trace its vietories by land
and sea—and, most of all, the moral
conquests of which the brave old flag
is the symbol in every land.

Our first paper will be devoted to
the rock fortress of Gibraitar which
holds the key of the Mediterranean,
the ancient Gates of Gades or Pillars
of Hercules. Ior the graphic de-
seription of this « Key of Impire,”
we are indebted chiefly to the ac-
accomplished writer, H. D. Traill;
the American editor, Rev. Dr. Henry
I*ield, and to various other standard
authorities.

The «Pillars of Hercules!”
portals of the ancient world!

As our gallant vessel steams on-
ward through the rapidly narrow-
ing Straits, the eye falls upon a pie-
turesque irregular cluster of build-
ings on the Spanish shore, wherefrom
juts forth a rocky tongue of land
surmounted by a tower. It is the
Pharos of Tarifa, and in another
half-hour we are close enough to dis-
tinguish the exact outlines of the
ancient and famous city named after
Tarif Ibn Malek, the first Berber
Sheikh who landed in Spain, and it-
self, it is said—though some etymol-
ogists look askance at the derivation
—the name-mother of a word which
is little less terrible to the modern
trader than was this pirates’ nest
1o his predecessor of old times. The
arms of Tarifa are a castle on waves,
with a key at the window, and the
device is not unaptly symbolical of
her mediweval history, when her pos-
sessors played janitors of the Strait,
and merrily levied blackmail—the
irregular Zariff of those days—upon
any vessel which desired to pass.

There “dawns Gibraltar grand
and gay.” It dawns upon usin all
its Titanic majesty of outline; grand,
of course, with the grandeur of na-
ture, and y:2t with a certain strange

The
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air of human menace as of some
piece of Atlantean ordnance planted
and pointed by the hand of man.
This “armamental” appearance of
the rock—a look visible, or at any
rate imaginable in it, long before
we have approached it closely
enough to diseern its actual fortifi-
cations, still less its artillery —is
much enhanced by the dead flatness
of the land from which its western
wall arises sheer, and with which
by consequence it seems to have no
closer physical connection than has
a gun-carriage with the parade
ground on which it stands.

As we draw nearer this effect
increases in intensity. The sur-
rounding country seems to sink and
recede around it, and the rock
appears to tower ever higher and
higher, and to survey the strait and
the two continents divided by it
with a more and more formidable
frown,

As we approach the port, how-
ever, this impression gives place to
another, and the rock, losing some-
what of its “natural-fortress” air,
begins to assume that resemblance to
a couchant lion which has been so
often noticed in it. His head is
distinctly turned towards Spain, and
what is more, he has a foot stretched
out towards the mainland, as though
in token of his mighty grasp upon
the soil.

At Jast, however, we arc in the
harbour, and are about to land.
To land! TIow little does that
phrase convey to the inexperienced
in sea travel, or to those whose
voyages have begun and cnded in
stepping from a landing-stage on to
a gangway, and from a gangway
on to a deek, and wice rersa? And
how much does it mean for him to
whom it comes fraught with re-
collections of steep descents, of
heaving secas, of tossing cock-boats,
perhaps of dripping garments, cer-
tainly of swindling boatmen ?

Perhaps, however, no Englishman
ought to grudge a high payment
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for the pleasure of landing .t Gib-
raltar—a pleasure only to be tasted
in its full savour by those who have
been spending some weeks in Spain.
The sensation of finding yourself
suddenly put ashore on a strip
of England—of downright,
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In the Alameda a visitor may
spend many a pleasant hour, and
if the peace and beauty ot a hill-
side garden, with ihe charms of
sub-tropical vegetation in abundance

characteristic, unmistakable
England—is curious to the last
degree. .

The town is very populous for
its size, and numbers some 18,-
000 inhabitants, in addition to
its garrison of from 5,000 to
6,000 men. Thereis an indefin-
able air of military order, of
rigid discipline, of authority
whose word is law, pervading
everything. As the day wears
on towards the evening this
aspect of things becomes more
and more unmistakable; and
in the neighbourhood of the
gates, towards the hour of gun-
fire, you may see residents has-
tening in, and non-residents
quickening the steps of their
departure, lest the boom of the
fatal cannon-clock should con-
fine or exclude them for the
night. Urdoubtedly you ex-
perience something of the sen-
sations of men who are living
in a state of siege, or of those
knights of Branksome who ate
and drank in armour, and lay
down to rest with corselet laced,
and with the buckler for a pil-
low.

Some of the notable regi-
ments of the garrison have left
the bones of their dead in every
quarter of the glube., Was
there ever a Roman legion that
could show a longer record of
war and of glory ?

Dr. Field speaks wth enthusi-
asm of the «brave - hearted
Englishwomen who ¢ follow the
drum’ to the ends of the earth. I
have sometimes thought that their
husbands and brothers owed part of
their indomitable resolution to the
inspiration of wives and sisters.”

N
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STREET IN GIBRALTAR.

near at hand, and novie views of
coast and sea in the distance, allure
him, he assuredly will. Gibraltar
isimmensely proud of its promenade,
and it has good reason to be so.
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We behold a great world-fortress,
reared almost impregnably by the
hand of Nature, and raised into
absolute impregnability by the art
of man; u spot made memorable
from the very dawn of the modern
period by the rivalries of nations,
and famcus for all time by one of
the most heroic exploits recorded in
the annals of the human race. The
name of Gibraltar stands before and
beyond everything for the rock of
the Great Siege.

The Moorish castle is the first
object to catch the eye of the new-
comer as he steps ashore at the
mole, and looks up at the houses
that clamber up the western slope
of the rock. The castle is one of
the oldest Moorish Dbuildings in
Spain, the Arabic legend over the
south gate recording it to have been
built in 725 by Abu-Abul-Hujez.

If Gibraltar were merely a rock
in the ocean its solitary grandeur
would induee many a sight-seer to
inspeet its rugged sides. But as it
is atv the same time the strongest
fortress in the world, the interest of
the greater number of visitors is to
seeitsdefences. The natural strength
of the position has been multiplied
by all the resources of modern war-
fare, in the admiration of which
one is led for a moment to forget
the “greatness thrust upon it by
nature,” Lut only for a moment.
To stand on the top of the rock,
which is 1,400 feet high, and ook
down the cliff where the waves are
dashing at its feet. fills a person
with an awe that is indescribable,
and one is loath to resume his tour
of inspection.

The rock is nearly three miles
long and from one-half to three-
quarters of a mile broad. The Line
Wall is a tremendous mass of ma-
sonry two miles long, relieved here
and there by projecting bastions,
with guns turned right and left so
as to sweep the face of the wall.

Within the Line Wall, immediate-
ly fronting the bay, are the case-
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mates and barracks for the artillery
that are to serve the guns. The
casemates are designed to be abso-
lutely bomb-proof. The walls are
so thick as to resist the impact of
shot weighing hundreds of pounds.
The enormous arches overhead are
made to withstand the weight and
the explosion of the heaviest shells.
This Line Wall is armed with guns
of the largest calibre. Some are
mounted on the parapet above, but
the greater part are in the casemates
below so as to be near the level of
the sea and thus strike ships in the
most vital parts.

Of course everyone is anxious to
see the two big guns, each of which
weigh one hundred tons, But they
are guarded with great care from
the too close inspection of strangers.
They are so enormous that it is
impossible to deseribe them so as to
convey an idea of their immense
proportions. The shot has to be
lifted to the mouth of these guns by
machinery, and a man could casily
crawl into the bore. One of these
big guns is mounted within speak-
ing distance of the house of the
major-general. In answer to an
inquiry as to what they did at the
time of firing, onec of the ladies
laughingly replied: «Oh, we don’t
mind it; w- take down the mirrors,
lay away the china and glass, throw
open the windows and !2t the ex-
plosion come.” This gun throws a
ball weighing two thousand pounds
over eight miles. :

But these are not all the defences.
There are batteries in the rear of
the town as well as in the front.
These can be fired over the tops of
the houses, so that if an enemy
were to effect a landing he would
have to fight his way at every step-
As you climb the rock it fairly
bristles with guns. You cannot
turn to the right or the left without
seeing them; they are over your
head and under you, and pointing
directly at you.

The galleries, which are tunnelled
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in tiers along the north front of the
rock, are in two rows and from two
to three miles in extent. At one
extremity they widen out into the
spacious crypt known as the Ifall of
St. George, in which Nelson was

feasted. No arches support these
galleries; they are simply hewn

from the solid rock, and pierced
every dozen yards or so by port-
holes, through each of which the
black muzzle of a gun looks forth
upon the Spanish main-
land. The simultaneous
discharge of these can-
nons is terrific, as the
concussion against the
walls of rock is much
greater than if they
were fired in the open
air. It is not often that
this noise is heard, how-
ever. But there is one
day in the year when
the British lion roars
zo0d and loud, and that
is the Queen’s birthday.

The rock gun from
its exalted position on
the highest point of the
rock, 1,400 feet in the
air, gives the signal,
which is immediately
caught up by the galler-
ies below, onc after the
other. The batteries
along the sea answer to
those from the mountain-
side, and the mighty re-
verberations sweep
around the bay, across
the Mediterranean, and
far along the African shores. The
noise is simply indescribable.

After having duly inspected the
galleries, the visitor will ascend to
the signal tower, known in Spanish
days as El Hacho, or the torch, the
spot at which beacon {fires were
wont on occasion to be kindled. It
is not quite the highest point of the
rock, but the view from it is one
of the most imposing in the world.
To the wuorth lie the mountains of

o
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Ronda, and to the far east the Sierra
of the Snows that looks down on
Granada gleams pale and spectral
on the horizon. I'ar beneath you
lie town and bay, the batteries with
their tiny ordnance, and the harbour
with its plaything ships; while
farther onward, in the same line of
vision, the African «DPillar of Her-
cules,” Ceuta, looks down upon the
sunlit waters of the strait.

‘T'he objeet of the fortress of Gib-

OLD MOORISH CASTLE, GIBRALTAR,

raltar is to command the passage
into the Mediterranean. ‘The arms
of Gibraltur are a castle and a key,
to signify that it holds the key of
the straits, and that no ship flying
any other flag than that of England
can enter or depart except by her
permission.

The story of the four years'sicge
of the grim old rock by the com-
bined Spanish and Irench forces is
one that makes the pulses throb.,
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The besicged were at times put to
the direst straits—half-starved, sub-
sisting in part on grass and nettles
and stormed at with shot and shell.
Gallant “old Elliott” and his brave
heroes still held out—the command-
er sharing the privations of the
humblest soldicr.

In the third year of that desperate
leaguer—it was in 1781—the Span-
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ful straits of hunger, and twice had
it been relieved by English fleets.
In January, 1780, when Rodney
appeared in the straits with his
priceless freight of food, the hind-
quarter of an Algerian sheep was
selling for seven pounds ten, and
an Inglish mileh cow for fifty
guineas. In the spring of 1781,
when Admiral Darby relieved them
for the second time, the
price of the «bad ships

biscuits full of vermin™”
—says Captain John
Drinkwater of the Seven-
ty-seeond, an aetor in the
scenes which he has re.
corded—+ was a shilling
a pound; old, dried peas,
a shilling and fourpence;
sals, half dirt, the sweep-
ings of ships’ bottoms and
store-houses, cightpence;
" and English farthing ean-
dles, sixpence apiecce. A
lean turkey was sold for
£3, and fuel was so scarce
that the soldiers cooked
their rations with cinna-
mon found in store.
These terrible priva-
tions having failed to
break the indomitable
spirit of the besieged,
a terrific bombardment
had, before the construc-
tion of the line, been re-
sorted to. Enormous bat-
teries, mounting 170 guns
and eighty mortars, had

GATE OF CEUTA.

iards, having tried in vain, since
June, 1779, to starve out the gar-
rison, resorted to the idea of bom-
barding the town into surrender,
and threw up across the ncutral
ground the great earthworks, of
which only ruins remain. They
had reason, indeed, to resort to ex-
traordinary efforts. Twice within
these twenty-four months had they
reduced the town to the most dread-

been planted along the
shore, and had played
upon the town, without in-
terruption, for six weeks.

When the supreme effort was
made for the capture of the Rock,
the Spanish grandees came by hun-
dreds to witness the event. But the
capture did not come off; the gallant
little garrison, attacked by a vast
land and sea force and by ten times
the number of guns still «held the
fort.”

The following interesting episode
of the siege is narrated by Miss
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M. A. Stansbury, a clever American
poetess :

This is the tale they tell

Of the brave sentinel,

When fleets of Irance and Spain
Thundered and flaghed in vain

On the troop at Gibraltar,

Which, starving, would not falter !

Forth from his moonlit tent,
As the commander went—
Elliott, dauntless man !'—
With his own eyes to scan
Rampart. and parapet,

Grim with guns seaward set,
He passed a lonely guard,
Standing in silent ward,
Who, with unlowered lance,
Let the great chief advance.
Short turning in his puth,
He cried, in sudden wrath:

“ Churl, does such carringe suit
Thy rank and mine? Salute!”

¢ Not of my will I fail,”
Answered the soldier pale
Under his helmet’s shine ;

¢ With this right arm of mine
I stopped & Spanish ball !}
Pardon, my General !

“ Wounded, man, did you say?
Why, then, this rash delay ?
Quicik to the hospital !

‘“ Pardon, my (ieneral ! ”

Once more the aceents clear
Smote on the questioner’s car :
¢ For honour of his land

Still must the sentry stand,
Tho’ life and limd the cost,

I may not leave my post ! ™

Glowed cheeks of Elliott
With noble passion hot ;
Forward he strode a pace,
Gazed in the bearded face.

* Now, by my sword,” he said,
““Foe we have none to dread !
Wet with such faithful blood,
From the L .re rock must bud
Lauvels of victory !

Comrade, salute I thee!

Give me thy musket true,—

I take thy watch! Adien!”

My General, but”—
“Nay !
Yours only to obey !™

Marching home, empty-sleeved,
Think you the sentry grieved?
Homnour-cross on his breast, —-
What cared he for the rest?
Come what might c’er befall.
His own grand general

(This fate could never alter)
Shared his watch at Gibraltar!
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Gibraltar is by far the strongest
fortress in the world, and is doubt-
less impregnable. «To me,” says
Dr. IMield, «who am but a layman,
as I walk about Gibraltar, it seems
that, if all the armies of Iurope
came against it, they could make
no impression against its rock-ribbed
sides; that only some convulsion of
nature could shake its everlasting
foundations. . . Of this I am sure,
that whatever can be done by cour-
age and skill will be done by the
sons of the Vikings to retain their
mastery of the sea.”

And now, passing once for all
through the storied portal of the
Mediterranecan, it remains to bestow
at least a passing glance upon the
other column which guards the en-
trance. Over against us, as we
stand on Europa Point and look
seaward, looms, some ten or a dozen
miles away, the Punta de Africa,
the African Pillar of Hercules, the
headland behind whieh lies Ceuta,
the principal Spanish stronghold
on the Moorish coast. Of a truth,
one’s first thought is that the great
doorway of the inland sea has
moustrousiy unequal jambs.

Ceuta, like almost every other
town or citadel on this battle-ground
of Europe and Afriea, had played
its part in the secular sirnggle
between Christendom and Islam.
It was never surrendered, and pass-
ing, as has been said, in the seven-
teenth century from the possession
of Portugal into that of Spain, it
now forms one of the four or five
vantage-points held by Spain on the
coast of Africa and in its vieinity.
But however earned, its mythical
title, with all the halo of poetry and
romance that the immortal myths
of Hellas have shed around every
spot which they have reached, re-
mains to it forever. And here we
take our farewell look of the Pillars
of Hercules, and borne onwards
amid-strezm by the rushing current
of the straits, we pass from the
moder:: into the ancient world.
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IFOOT-PRINTS OF LUTHER.

BY JOHN STOUGHTON, D.D.

BRFURI. THE CAPITAL OF OLD 1URINGIA¥

LOOKOUT TOWER IN THURINGIA,

Tae history of Erfurt runs back
to the days of Charlemagne. Being
on one of the grand highways of
Germany — that which connected
Italy with the Baltic—it early be-
came a scene of traffic and barter,
and rose to the distinetion of a town
incorporated in the famous Hanseatic
League. Pirates by sea and robbers
by land in unsettled times rendered
some combination of interests among
mercantile eities, along important
lines of communication, essential to
their safety and success; and Erturt,
protected and patronized by this
primitive bond of commercial union,
drove a thriving trade in the silks
and the spices, the wools and the

wares, which in waggons and on
pack-horses passed through its an-
cient gates. Signs of its importance
remain in its extensive and imposing
fortifications; its numerous public
buildings, seen from a distance, give
the traveller an idea of former, if
not present, prosperity; and its manu-
factures of various sorts continue to
keep ur ome little amount of its
medixvat reputation.

It is many years ago since [ first
saw this interesting place; and I
well remember the impression made
by a ramble in its old-fashioned,
quaint-looking streets. Erfurt is
built on a wide-spread plain, fruitful
in hemp, flax, and oil seeds. The
river Gera runs through the midst
of the city, and the stranger who
erosses 1ts Iittle bridges will pause to
glean amusement from curious vis-
tas formed by overhanging houses,
rickety landing-places, and dirty
tan-yards on either side the running
stream. The Dom, or cathedral, once
belonging to a bishop, a. highly orna-
mental building, combining beauty
of detail with slenderness of con-
struction, is the principal archi-
tectural lion. Its portals, altars, and
painted glass are well worth the
archwxeologist’s study; but I have a
livelier recollection of the stately
church of St. Severus, with its three
spires, near by.

It is easy, putting aside whatever
of modern architecture one meets
with in Erfurt, to push back our
thoughts to the sixteenth century,
when the now dull town was bust-
ling with wealthy merchants, and
crowded with richly laden -earts,
and packed with temporarily lodged
stores, and enlivened by troops of

* Abridged from *“ Homes and Haunts of Luther.”  Religions Tract Society, London.
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foreigners in varied national cos-
tumes. It possessed also another
element of social life, now passed
away; for Erfurt then contained a
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Ilither ecame the miner's son, in
the month of July, 1501, to avail
himself of the educational advan-
tages which Erfurs offered ; and here,

‘SANHALS IS JO HOUAHD ANY TVHUEHLY)

university with more than a thou-
sand students, of which Luther said,
«Tt was so celebrated a seat of learn-
ing that others were as grammar
schools compared with it.”

from the age of eighteen to the age
of twenty-two, the earnest youth
might be seen, sometimes with a
sword at his side, according to the
fashion of the day,—devouring Vir-
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gil and Cicero, digging into Aristo-
telian logic, engaging in debate with
fellow-students, walking about the
streets amongst the merchants and
waresmen, or strolling out of the city
gates into the pleasant neighbour-
hood of well-wooded hills, meadows,
and streams. One spring day, as he
took an excursion to the river Holme,
through the golden mead, he ran the
ungainly fashionable sword into his
foot, which brought on consequences
of a serious kind. In the prospect
of death he commended himself to
the Virgin, and used to say after-
wards, “Had I then died, I should
have died in the faith of the Virgin.”

One incident in his Erfurt life
stands out beyond the rest, and has
been depicted by an eminent aptist
with singular force and beauty.
You see Luther studying the Bible.
Up totheage of twenty he had never
seen an entire Bible. It must have
been in the university library that
he first laid hold of one. He was
surprised to find in it so much more
than he had ever read in the Gospels
and Epistles prescribed for church
use.

Two vears afterwards he became
a monk tn the Augustinian monas-
tery of the same town. ¢« When I
entered into the cloister,” he iarrates,
«J called for a Bible, and the brethren
gave me one. It was bound in red
morocco. I made myself so familiar
with it, that I knew on what page
and in what place every passage
stood.”

Unwarrantable inferences have
been drawn from the world-known
incident now noticed. Some have
concluded that scarcely any bibles
were at the time in print, whereas
no less than ninety-one editions of
the Vulgate are registered between
the years 1440 and 1500; even a
German translation then existed,
and was reprinted several times be-
fore the close of the fifteenth cen-
tury.

Copies of the Bible at that period,
when reckoned together, appear
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numerous; yet after all they would
form but a scanty supply for all Ger-
many ; and it is not at all inconsis-
teriw with what we know of the in-
dustry of German printers, to find
that a lad, brought up on the edge
of the Harz district, and at the foot
of the Thuringian hills, should never
have met with an entire copy of the
Scriptures untii he lighted upon one
lying on the shelf of a university
library.

Much of Luther's early religious
history is bound up with the Thu-
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ringian capital. In a retired road
which runs out of Erfurt to a place
called Stotterheim, he was overtaken
by a thunderstorm; the lightning
struck at his feet and filled him with
fear as he proceeded on his journey.
Just before, he had lost a friend
named Alexis, who, it seems, had
been assassinated. Perhaps the elec-
tric shock blended its effects with his
previous musings. At all events,
stunned with terror at what he saw
and felt, he uttered a prayer, and
made a vow, common in those days,
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crying out, « Help, beloved, St. Anne,
and I will straightway become a
monk!”

He fulfilled his promise. «I for-
sook,” he says, “my parents and
kindred, and betook myself, contrary
to their will, to the cloister, and put
on the cowl.” One evening in July,
1505, be invited his university
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the Reformation, and became con-
verted into an orphan-house, called
Martinsstift, in honour of the most
illustrious inmate the building ever
held. A fire broke out within the
walls some time since, and consumed
a considerable portion of the edifice,
including a room most attractive to
Luther pilgrims. At the time of my

HAUNTS OF LUTHER, IN ATGUSTINE MONASTERY, ERFURY.

1. LUTHER'S ROOM, IN MONASTERY.
2. ENTRANCE TO MONASTERY.

friends to a party in the house where
he lived, and startled them at the
close of the festivity by the solemn
declaration, «Today you see me:
after this you will see me no more.”
He chose the convent of the Augus-
tinian Eremites, and there spent the
three following years of his life.
The convent was dissolved after

3. CLOISTERS OF MONASTERY,
4. MONASTERY CHAUKL,

first visit the huilding was in its
integrity—a quaint, rambling place,
with queer old staircases and long
wooden galleries, which blend with
reminiscences of certain old London
hostelries, such as the Tabard Inn
in Southwark.

A dingy little room, after a lapse
of years, reappears with a table and
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a chair which Lauther was said to
have uscd, the Reformer's portrait
hanging on the wall, and the Bible
he was reported to have studied oc-
cupying a place amongst the Protes-
tant relics. Around the cell, now
destroved, and the monastery, of
which some parts remain, the history
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carry it on unto perfeetion.”  After
which the hrotherhood said Amen,
and chanted the « Magne Pater Au-
gustine.” Then came the changing
a secular dress for the garments of
the order, the young man knelt
down as auntiphonies were sung and
the benediction was invoked : «May
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of the Reformer closely clusters, dui-
ing that period when he was truly
converted, and became a new crea-
ture in Christ Jesus.

Here it was that he began his
novitiate, listening to the prior’s
words, « We receive you on proba-
tion for one vear; and may God,
who hath begun a work in you,

God, who hath converted this young
man from the world, and prepared
for him a mansion in heaven, grant
that his daily walk may be as be-
cometh his calling, and that he may
have cause to be thankful for this
day's doings” A fraternal kiss all
round‘in the ccnvent hall finished
the cercmony.
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Here Luther took this vow in the
second year. The bell was rung,
the monks assembled, and the prior,
standing before the altar steps, ad-
dressed him thus: “You have be-
come acquainted with the severe
life of our order, and must now de-
cide whether you will return to the
world.” This was the reply: «I
Brother Martin, do make confession,
and promise ohedience to Almighty

ERFURT—DISTANT VIEW OF
THE CATHEDRAL.

God. unto Mary, always a Virgin,
and unto thee, my brother, the prior
of this cloister, to live in poverty and
<chastity after the rule of St. Augus-
tine, until death.” A burning taper
was put into his hand, prayer was
offered by the brethren; and the
initiated, when brought into the
choir of the church, received once
more the fraternal kisses. All was
done sincerely and honestly by the
young Saxon at the end of his novi-
tiate. «When I was a monk,” he

425

wrote, I was outwardly mueh holiex
than now. I kept the vow I had
taken with the greatest zeal and
diligence, by day and by night, and
yet I found no rest, for all the con-
solations which I drew from my own
righteousness and works were in-
effectual. Doubts all the while
cleaved to my conscience, and I
thought within myself, Who knoweth
whether this is pleasing and accept-
able to God or not? Iven when I
was the most devout, I weat as a
doubter to the altar, and as a doubter
I came away again. If I made my
confession, I was still in doubt; if
upon that I left off prayer, I was
again in doubt; for we were wrapt
in the conceit that we could not pray
and should not be heard unless we
were wholly pure and without sin,
like the saints in heaven.”

Here it was that Luther performed
such menial offices as opening and
shutting the convent gates, winding
up the clock, sweeping the church,
and cleaning the rooms; and out of
thetz precincts he went into the
streets of Erfurt, with a sack on his
back, begging from house to house.

Here it was that a brother burst
into his‘cell one morning, because
Luather bhad not opened his door at
the usual time, and found him in a
deep swoon. The music of the monk’s
flute restored the sufferer to con-
sciousness and peace, as David's harp
chased the evil spirit from Saul, the
King of Israel.

Here it was that Luther entered
upon the office of the priesthood. He
relates with horror the utterance of
the charge, “Receive power to offer
sacrifice for the living and the dead;”
he felt it a wonder, he vehemently
said, that the earth did not open and
swallow up both ordainer and or-
dained; and even at the timec he
faltered in the service, and was on
the point of rushing from the altar
in dismay. The idea of “standing
before God without a :inediator”
struck him with terror, and some
one by his side had to prevent his
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leaving the place. Yet he soon fell
in with the accustomed mode of look-
ing at the ceremony. “I was an
unblushing Pharisee; when I had
read mass and said my prayers I put
my trust and rested therein. I did
not behold the sinner that lay under-
neath that cloak, not trusting in the
righteousness of God, butin my own;
not giving God thanks for the sacra-
ment, hut thinking he must be thank-
ful and well pleased that I offered
up His Son to Him; indeed, reproach-
ing and blaspheming Him.” So the
matter appeared to Luther after he
had abandoned popery.

Erfurt is connected with Luther’s
history after his career as a Refor-
mer had begun. In the year 1520
he left Wittenberg, then his home,
to attend the Diet of Worms, and on
his way touched at the town where
he had been made monk and priest.
Approaching the gates he was met
by crowds of people shouting with
joy, headed by the rector of the Uni-

The Methodist Magazine.

versity, members of the senate, and
distinguished burghers. Merle d’Au-
bigné imagines the Erfurt deputa-
tion turning their horses’ heads after
the meeting, and the cavalcady, with
a concourse of pedestrians, accom-
panying the Reformer’s carriage up
to the city wall—the poor monk who
had begged for the convent up and
down the streets, being now wel-
comed in the great square with de-
monstrations of honour befitting the
reception of a prince. He wasreceived
at the old convent, and there, accord-
ing to a pathetic tradition, he saw a
small wooden cross on the grave of
a brother whom he had known, and
who had died peacefully in the Lord.
“Se¢, my father,” he said to Justus
Jonas, ¢ he reposes there while I—"
and then fixed his gaze on heaven.
He returned shortly after to the same
spot, and remained there until he
was reminded that the monastery
bell had tolled the regulation hour
for rest.

A CHRISTMAS PRAYER.

BY ELIZARETH STUART PHELPS WARD.

Lorp, for the lonely heart
1 pray apurt.

Now, for the son of sorrow
Whom this to-morrow
Rejoiceth not, O Lord,
Hewr my weak waord,

For lives too bitter to be horne,
For the tempted and the torn,
For the prisoner in the cell,

For the shame lip doth not tell,
For the haggard suicide,

Peace, peace, this Christmastide !

Into the desert, trod

By the lang sick, O God;

Into the patient gloom

Of that small room

Where lies the child of pain—
Of all neglected most—be fain
To enter, healing, and vemain,

Now, ai the fall of day,

T bow and pray

For those whoe cannot sleep,
A wateh T keep.

Ol let the starving brain

Be fed and fed again ;
At Thy behest
The tortured nerve find rest.

T see the vacant chair,

Father of souls, prepare

My poor thought's feeble power

"To plead this hour:

For the empty. aching home

Where the silent footsteps come,
Where the unseen face looks on,
Where the hand-clasp is not felt,
Where the deavest eyes are gone,
Where the portraiv on the wall

Stivs and struggles as to speak,
Where the light breath from the hall
Calls the colour to the cheek,

Where the voice breaks in the hymn
When the sunset burneth dim,
Where the late, large tear will start,
Frozen by the broken heart,

\Where the lesson is to learn

How to live, to grieve, to yearn,
How to hear aml how to how.

Oh, the Christmas that is fled !

Lord of living and of dead,

Comfort Thou !
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A LATTER-DAY PROPHET.

BY THE REV. W. S, BLACKSTOCK.

THE prophetic oftice is not con-
fined to any country or to any age.
Probably God has nowhere, nor at
any time, left Himself without a
witness. There were prophets before
Moses, and there have been since
Malachi. They belonged to the
older dispensations, but they have
not been excluded from the new.
Not only did the apostles and the
evangelists, who were their co-
labourers, possess the prophetic gift,
but it was shared by many others
during the apostolic age. And if
the race became extinect, it was not
till long after the apostles had been
gathered to their fathers. These
inspired men and women—for the
prophetic office was not confined to
either sex —are supposed to have
been raised up by Divine Providence
to meet the exigencies of the Church
in the absence of a sufficient num-
ber of regularly-trained and com-
petent teachers; and that when this
lack was supplied they were with-
drawn.

This is the way that the facts of
history in this respect have been
accounted for. It may be doubted
whether the prophetic office bhad
very much to do with teaching in
the New Testament acceptation of
that term; or that there is anything
incompatible in the co-existence of
prophets and teachers in the Church
of God. It requires something more
than teaching to effectually rebuke
public and private sins, especially
the sins of the Church, to correct
great and chronic abuses, to sound
an effectual alarm to those who are
at ease in Zion, and to move be-
lievers to self-denying and heroic
efforts to promote the glory of God
and the salvation of men. This is
the prophet’s work.

But, it may be asked, Who are the
prophets? And what is the nature

of their gifts? They are inspired
men; but this faet sheds but little
light upon the exact nature of their
endowments. It is the privilege
and duty of every Christian to be
inspired. If any of us are not filled
with the Spirit we are living beneath
our privilege, we are falling short
of the divine standard. But the
gifts of the Spirit do not always
take the same form. The breath of
God may rest upon a man, and he
be filled with the Spirit, and yet not
be a prophet. The prophetis a seer.
He is 2 man of spiritual intuitions
and divine convictions. What other
men reach through argument, and
by way of logical inference, he sees
with open vision. Moral and.spirit-
ual truths—truths pertaining to the
interior life of the soul, and the
relations of men to God, to one
another, and to a future life—once
seen by him are instantly appro-
priated and become matter of con-
viction. He commends himself to
every man’s consciecnce in the sight
of God; and though those who hear
him may not always acceps his
message, they will feel in their con-
sciences that it is true, and that God
has spoken to them.

As the clarified vision of the
prophet enables him to discern spir-
itual things more clearly than they
are seen by other men, so he will be
able to see farther into the future
than those who do not possess the
same degree of spiritual illumina-
tion. He understands mere clearly
the drift and tendency of what is
taking place around him, and the
goal to which they tend. This isa
gift which is shared to some extent
by all thoughtful and spiritual-
minded men. But the prophet of
God, who lives in habitual com-
munion with the Unseen and the
Eternal, may be assumed to have a
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more unclouded vision of the things
that are to come: and, by reason of
his greater strength of conviction,
to speak of them with greater con-
fidence and power.

But whether all the prophets were
supernaturally inspired to foretell
future cvents may well be ques-
tioned. And even of those of them
who were permitted to draw aside
she veil which hides the future, and
to give men glimpses of what was to
come, this was but an inconsiderable
part of their work. They were not
mere soothsayers or fortune-tellers.
They were preachers of righteous-
ness. They were generally sent to
call the people to repentance. They
were the bearers of divine messages
to men—imessages which had special
reference to the duties of the hour,
and which called for instant and
earnest attention, and for prompt
and energetic action. They were
often sent to bind up the broken-
hearted, to comfort those who
mourned, to proclaim liberty to the
captive, and the opening of the
prisons to them that were bound;
but, as often, they were sent to ery
aloud and spare not, to lift up their
voice like a trumpet, to show God’s
own people their sins, and to make
them see their transgressions. In a
word, they were the revivalists and
the reformers of their times, who in
the accomplishment of their work
were cilled both to wound and to
heal.

Is there any reason to believe
that the Church has outgrown the
need of such an order of men?
or that the time has gone by when
she had a right to look for them?
Surely, there never was a time
when there was more pressing need
of men possessing just such qualities,
and armed with just such a com-
mission as has been deseribed. May
we uot be sinning against God,
against the Chureh, and against the
souls of men in not praying for
them, in not expecting them, aye,
and in not seeking such a spiritual
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state as would enable us to recognize
them and co-operate with them,
should God in MHis infinite con.
descension and compassion raise
them up and send them forth.

It is because the subject of this
article had so much in common
with the anciert prophets, possessed
so much of their spirit, resembled
them so mueh bhoth in the work
which he di¢ aud in the results
which he zacl:iieved, that I have se-
lected the title which I have for
this paper, and that these introduc-
tory paragraphs were written.

Charles Grandison IFinney was
born at Warren, Litchfield county,
Connecticut, in 1792; born again at
Adams, in Western New York, in
1821; and finished bhis course and
entered into rest at Oberlin, Ohio, in
1875. He received a common school
education. At seventeen he began
to t2ach and soon after to study
law. His conversion was remark-
able for its suddenness and thorough-
ness. He felt an immediate call to
preach, and immediately forsook
the study of the law for the preach-
ing of the Gospel. He was received
under the care of a presbytery in
1822, and was licensed to preach
in 1824. He was a many-sided
man, and won for himself distinction
in many different fields of Christian
effort; but the work to which he
was specially called, in which he
most excelled, and in which he
rendered the most signal service to
the cause of religion, was that of a
revivalist. In that work he was led
by a divine instinet to engage as
soon as he was converted; to it he
devoted many of the best years of
his life; and in it he was made, by
the grace of God, the honoured in-
strument in greatly quickening the
churches wherein he laboured, and
in bringing many thousands of souls
to the Saviour.

The history of the great religious
movement, in which he was the cen-
tral figure and the principal agent,
which began in Northern New York
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and spread to different parts of his
own country, and even to more dis-
tant parts of the world, reads like an
expansion of the Acts of the Apostles;
and rebukes the superstition which
leads so many to suppose that the
peculiar manifestations of the grace
of God vouchsafed to the Christians
of the apostolic age, or any other
particular period in the history of
the Church, were not intended for
all time, so far as necessary in order
to meet the exigencies of the work
of God. It is scarce.  possible for
anyone to read it without having
his heart profoundly stirred, and
being prompted to heroic effort in
the work of soul-saving.

It will be interesting and in-
structive to take a rapid glance at
some of the great revivals which
took place in connection with the
ministry of this modern successor
of the ancient prophets; and then,
as space may permit, to consider
some of the elements of his strength,
and the secrets of his success.

The first, and not the least of his
revivals was that which began
with his own conversion. He had
no sooner attended to the matter of
his own salvation than he began to
zealously labour for the salvation
of others. The first objee.s of his
solicitude were the young people of
the place in which he lived, among
whom he had been a leader. Ile
both prayed and worked for their
conversion, and he soon had the
unspeakable satisfaction of secing
all of them, with a single exception,
brought, one after another in quick
succession, to the knowledge of sal-
vation by the forgiveness of sins.

He engaged some time after this
in the study of divinity; but while
prosecuting his studies he never
neglected the work to which he felt
himself to be specially called. e
acted upon the principle that, while
to get knowledge is  goad thing, to
save souls is better. He did not
neglect his studies; on the contrary,
he pursued them with all diligence;
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but he did not allow them to dampen
his zeal or to produce any abate-
ment in his soul-saving efforts. He
began to labour in northern New
York as a missionary at large. His
ministry was accompanied by power-
ful revivals which not only swept
the villages where he laboured but
spread into all the regions round
about.

A curious chapter in the history
of this remarkable man is the story
of his marriage, and of the cvents
which followed it. The young lady
to whom he was married was a
person of great refinement and of
ardent piety, for whom bhe had a
very strong affection. The people
among whom he had been labouring
at Evans' Mills were very anxious
to retain his services. He had
finally yielded to their importunities,
and given them some sort of con-
ditional promise that he would
remain with them for a year. He
was naturally elated with the pros-
pect of beginning housekeeping,
and having, for the first time since
he left the shadow of his father’s
roof, a home of his own. IHe had
gone to Whitestown, where his mar-
riage took place, on horseback; and
as his wife had been making pre-
parations for housekeeping, not only
she, but the household goods which
she had collected had to be trans-
ported to Evans' Mills, a long way
over a bad road. A day or two
after his marriage he set off for his
intended liome in order to procure a
conveyance for this transportation,
expeeting to be back in a few days.

But an unexpected delay took
place. A messenger from Perch
River appeared on the scene with
an ecarnest request from the Chris-
tian people of that place that the
young evangelist should go over and
preach to them, as a gracious revival
had followed his previous visit. 1le
consented to do so, but the interest
of the service was so great that he
was constrained to remain for sev-
eral days. By this time the revival
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had spread to such an extent that it
hecame impossible for him to leave
it. Having written his wife that
such were the circumstances that he
must defer his coming for her «until
God secemed to open the way,” he
spent the whole winter in this provi-
dential work.

After an absence of six months
from his newly-married wife,during
which time, owing to the imperfect
postal arrangements at the time,
they had seldom exehange of letters,
the way seemed to open, and he set
out on his long deferred journey.
But when he had travelled about
fifteen miles, the road was soslippery
that he found it necessary to get his
horse’s shoes sharpened and reset.
For this purpose he stopped at a
blacksmith’s shop. The people of
the village gathered round him and
besought him to preach. He con-
sented to do so. The Spirit of God
came down in great power. The
work increased more and more,
until it became evident that he
could not go for his wife then, or
probably for some time to come. He
therefore commissionad one of the
brethren to go for that lady while
he remained to carry on the work.
He says, « I went on preaching and
had a great revival.”

« About this time,” says his bio-
grapher, “Finney passed through
an cxperience which became char-
acteristic of his later life whenever
he was about to enter upon untried
fields of labour.

Mr. Finney’s own statement is as
follows: «While 1 was at Brown-
ville God revealed to me that He
was going to pour out His Spirit at
Governeur, and that I must go and
preach. Of the place I knew nothing,
except that there was so much op-
position to the revival the year
before. I can never tell why the
Spirit of God made that revelation.
But I knew then, and I have no
doubt now that it was a direct rev-
clation to me.”

Subsequently, while he was in
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the midst of revival services at
another village, the same voice came
to him, saying, «Go to Governcur;
the time has come.” He went, and
though he met with determined op-
position in many forms, the promise
made to him was fulfilled. The
Spirit of the Lord was poured out,
enemies were silenceéd, opposition
was destroyed, and the cause of the
Redeemer triumphed gloriously.

The sacred fire, after having
spread through several smaller
places, soon reached Rome, which
was the scene of another remarkable
outpouring of the Spirit. «The
Spirit's work,” Mr. Finney says,
“was so spontaneous, so powerful,
so overwhelming, as to render it
necessary to exercise the greatest
caution and wisdom in conducting
the meetings to prevent an unde-
sirable outburst of feeling that
would have soon exhausted the
sensibility of the people, and brought
about a reaction.” The work spread
to Utica, to Auburn, to Troy and
elscwhere; those were powerful re-
vivals involving the quickening of
the churches and the awakening
and conversion of many hundreds
of souls in all these places.

By this time, it will be scen, Mr.
Finney had got out of the woods.
He was no longer preaching in
frontier villages and country neigh-
bourhoods. Ile was now labouring
in large cities, and coming in contact
with people of culture. However,
in Wilmington, Philadelphia, Read.-
ing, Columbia, New York, Rochester,
Buffalo, Providence, and Boston, the
same divine power attended his
ministry, and the same effects fol-
lowed. Another fact deserves to be
noted, that he was no less successful
abroad—in Bngland and Scotland
for example —than at home; and
that even in old age he had no less
spiritual power; indeed, some of the
most remarkable revivals in which
he was ever instrumental occurred
when he was far advanced in life.
This is true of that which took
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place at Rochester, N.Y., in 1855-56,
at which many of the elife of the
city, ineluding nearly if not quite
all the lawyers there at the time,
professed conversion. The closing
years of his life were spent at
Qberlin as professor of theology,
pastor and college president, still as
strength permitted conducting re-
vivals throughout the country.
Now, what were the elements of
Mr. Finney's strength and the secret
of his success? In answering this
question his personal qualities must
not be overlooked. He had a fine
physique, a large brain, a command-
ing person, an attractive and mobile
countenance and an uncommon
voice, both of which—his face and
voice—readily lent themselves to
the expression of every passion and
feeling of the soul. IHis intellect
was of a high order. His mind was
logical, but he had enough imag-
ination and intensity of feeling to
set his logic on fire, and thus to
realize the highest qualities of elo-
quence. He was a master of the
art of extempore speech, depending
far more upon general than upon
specific preparation for the pulpit;
so that, though his discourses were
generally well thought out, the
language and expression depended
upon the inspiration.of the moment.
His eloquence was that of the bar
rather than that of either the popu-
lar assembly or the pulpit. He had
a great love for the legal profession,
and his studies and practice as a
lawyer had given a forensic tinge to
his.mode of speech, which it never
lost. The answer which he made to
the deacon who called upon him the
morning after his conversion to
remind him that he had a case to
plead for him which came on for
hearing that day, and to express the
hope that he was ready, was pro-
phetic of the quality of his ministry
down to the end of his life. «Npo,
Deacon, I have a retainer from the
Lord Jesus Christ to pilead His
cause; and I cannot plead yours.”
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He was not only a wide reader
but a diligent and careful student.
is study of a book, like that of
Samuel Taylor Coleridge, was usually
an earnest discussion with the author,
in which every position which he
had taken was critically examined
and controverted. His study of
divinity was a protracted debate
with the text-book and the minister
who acted as his tutor. Ie was a
man of strong common-sense, in
whom the intuitions and primitive
judgments which lie at the foun-
dation of all reasoning and argu-
mentation were clearly apprehended;
and these, with the conscience, he
regarded as internal revelation, the
divinely constituted test of truth,
with which everything that is really
true must quadrate. To these his
appeal was constantly made, both in
his studies and in his preaching. In
other words, he knew what was in
man, and his appeals to it were con-
stant, irresistible, and triumphant.

Then Mr. Finney was, in the
strictest sense of the term, a gentle-
man. Though he came of poor
parents, and his childhocd and youth
were spent in humble life, he had in
his veins the blood of some of the
oldest and best of the New England
families, and among the personal
qualities which came to him by
inheritance were the instincts of a
gentleman. Fundamental among
these were his nice regard for the
rights, and respect for the opinions
of others, which were always ap-
parent in his intercourse with men.
He was a fine conversationalist, with
Jarge and ever-increasing store of
information and anecdote to interest,
enliven, and instruct whatever social
circle he might have access to. He
was a skilful musician, and sang
well,  He was familiar with the
best poetry, among the rest with the
works of Shakespeare, and few
could read or recite them with
greater appreciation and cffect.
These qualities, together with the
dignity and gravity which are in-
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separable from the character of the
true gentleman, secured for Mr.
Finney ready access to the best
society in every place he visited.
While ‘¢t made him an educating
force among humble classes with
whom he came in contact, it secured
for him an influence among the
cultured and refined which he could
not have otherwise had.

But while these natural endow-
ments and personal qualities, both
native and acquired, are of too
much importance as elements of
power and conditions of the largest
possible success in the work of the
Christian minister to be overlooked,
they by no means account for the
marvellous work accomplished by
Mr. Finneyv. He might have pos-
sessed all these and yet never have
been instrumental in onc of the
long series of revivals which re-
sulted from his labours. They were
valuable accessories, and the absence
of them would have seriously crip-
pled him in his work and limited
his usefulness. But the secret of
his marvellous power and great
suceess is to be sought for in the
supernatural and spiritual realm.

The foundation of all that he
became, and of all that he accom-
plished, was laid out in the woods
when, verging upon despair, he ab-
solutely, unconditionally, and ir-
revocably surrendered himself to
God, accepted of Christ as his King
and his Saviour, and entered into
peace. In the process of his con-
version he learned several lessons
which were of prime importance to
him as a minister of Christ; and
that were learned so effectually that
they were never forgotten.

First among these was the “ex-
ceeding sinfulness of sin”—the in-
finitude of itsevil and demerit. The
revelation of this truth in thissolemn
crisis of his being left him absolutely
without excuse, and shut him up to
Christ as the only door of hope, as
~ the only way of escape from per-

dition. He learned, too, the nature
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and importance of repentance, the
utter renunciation of sin, and sub.
mission to God; and of faith, as not
being a merely intellectual assent
to the truth, but an act of the soul
by which Christ is received as in the
character in which he isrevealed in
the New Testament, as a Prince and
a Saviour. Helearned the sufficiency
of divine grace, the ability of Christ
to save to the uttermost all who
come to God through Him.

But Mr. Finney was not only the
subject of a remarkable conversion,
in which each successive step in
that divine change was clearly
marked, but he was called of God to
what I am inclined to call the pro-
phetic office, and supernaturally
anointed for that work. On the
evening of the day on which he
was converted, and only a few hours
after that great change took place,
he had an experience which, how-
ever some things about it are to be
explained, evidently exerted a pro-
found and abiding infinence upon
his character and his work. First,
there was a vision of Christ, which
was so vivid that, though he ap-
parently afterward came to regard
it as entirely subjective, the result
of a purely mental state, it never
occurred to him at the time that it
was anything other than a real
apparition of the Saviour. Subse-
quently to this, and distinet from it,
was a baptism of the Holy Spirit
which completely filled and inun-
dated his soul.

This experience settled forever in
Mr. Finney’s mind two questions of
permanent importance, that of the
divinity of the religion of the Lord
Jesus Christ, and that of his own
call to preach the Gospel. His faith
knew no eclipse; from the first it
was the substance of things hoped
for, the evidence of things not seen;
and thus it continued to be down to
the end of his long and useful life.
The result was that, like his Master
he spoke as one having authority
not as one who beliered merely, but
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who Anew whercof he affirmed. lis
faith was contagious as well as
sriumphant, and unbelief fled from
his presence.

Mr. Finney's main dependence
for success in his work was upon
the faithtul preaching of the Word,
and the promised presence and
power of the Iloly Spirit to make it
effectual. Something has been said

of the manner of his preaching; of

the matter of it he gives this account
in writing of the great revival

whieh oceurred in the early part of

his ministry at Governeur.

** The doctrines preached were those
that T have preached everywhere, the
total moral voluntary depravity of un-
regenerate man ; the necessity of a radical
clx.nwe of heart, through the trath, by
the agency of the Holy Ghost ; the
divinity and humanity of our Lord "Jesus
Christ; His vicarious atonement, equal
to the wants of all mankind; the gift,
dxvunty and agency of the Ho]y Ghost ;
repenmnce, f.utl), justification by f.uth,
sanctification by faith; persistence in
holiness as a condition of salvation ;
indeed, all the distinctive doctrines of
the Gospel were stated and set forth
with as much clearness as possible.”

His preaching was in the Dbest
sense of the term doctrinal, not that
his sermons had the lcast resem-
blance to mere theological lectures;
but that cach one of them consisted
of the exposition, the argumentation,
and pointed and almost personal ap-
plication of some great Gospel truth.
The first part of every sermon was
devoted to fixing the truth under
coasideration in the understanding
of his hearers, and making them
perceive its reasonableness and that
it carried with it the authority of
the Most lligh. IIe never took
another step until he felt that, by
the help of God, this had been ae-
complished. It was not until this
end had been gained that he felt
that the foundation had been laid
for those heart-searching and power-
ful appeals by which he sought, in
every sermon, to move those who
heard him to instant decision, and
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to prowpt and definite action in the
matter of sceking the salvation of
their souls. ’
This was the end which he kept
constantly in view in all his preach-
ing. In the choice of his texts, in
the sclection of his subjects, as well
as in their treatment, the immediate
salvation of those who heard him
was never lost sight of.  1le laid
siege to the souls of men just as a
skilful general who is intent upon
conquest lays siege to a city. lle
belicved that the unconverted in
his congregations were in danger of
hell; he believed that the Gospel
which he preached was the only and
the cffectual means by which they
might be saved; and he believed
that through the omnipotence of
truth, and the power of the Holy
Ghost, if the remedy were only pre-
sented as it ought to be, they would

there and then aceept it and be
saved. He expected immediate
results.  1lle could be satisfied with

nothing less. And to the attain-
ment of it all his energies and efforis
were coneentrated.

In order to this the first aim of
his preaching was to work in his
hearers a profound and thorough
conviction, not only of the exceeding
sinfulness of sin, but of their own
condition as utterly guilty and lost;
and in this way to shut them up to
Christ as the only way of escape.
He did not preach about sinners,
but he preached to them, and that,
too, in the most pointed manner. le
never left the impression upon the
minds of those who heard him that,
when he was speaking of the sins of
the people, he did not mean their
sins; on the contrary he took pains
to make it clear that he meant them.
He went about among them, he
acquainted himself with them and
their habits of life; and he dwelt
upon thelr sins, the sins that he
knew they had committed, not upon
the sius of those who were not there.
Sometimes he was almost as personat
in the application of the truth as
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Nathan was in his preaching to
David, and as our Lord Jesus Christ
" was in prexching to the Seribes and
Pharisees.

When he went to Antwerp, a
young preacher who had just been
licensed, and an cntire stranger to
the people, he met with a vast
amount of profanity. The very
atmosphere seemed to be the atmo-
sphere of the pit.

He had obtained permission from
the trustees to preach in the school-
house on Sabbath. On Saturday he
gave himself very much to prayer.
On the Sabbath morning he con-
tinued pleading with God until the
time for the service arrived. He
found the house packed. He began
at once. He recad to the people
John iii. {6, «Wor God so loved the
world, that he gave his only be-
gotten Son, that whosoever believeth
in him should not perish, but have
everlasting life.” The points upon
which he dwelt were the greatness
of God's love, and the treatment
which God received from sinners in
return for lis love. He dwelt
especially upon the latter. Ilow he
managed this theme, and the effects,
must be deseribed in his own words:
«] saw several were there from
whom I had, the day before, heard
the most awful profanity. I pointed
them out in the mecting, and told
what they said—how they called on
GGod to damn cach other, T told
them they scemed to howl blasphemy
about the strects like hell-hounds;
and itseemed to me that T had ar-
rived on the very verge of hell
Isverybody kunew that what I said
was true. and they quailed under it.
They did not appear offended. DBut
the people wept about as much as I
did mysclf. T think there were
scarcely any dry eyes in the house.”

«The people wept about as much
as I did myself!” Aye, that was
the secret of his success in the de-
livery of these ter.:ble messages;
they were messages from God, given
him in answer to prayer, and they
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were delivered in the tenderness
of pitying love. IHow could these
people be offended with him though
he told them such terrible truths,
when he uttered them in tears—
tears, no doubt, in his voice as well
as in his eyves. No wonder that, as
he tells us, « the labours of this day
were cffectual to the convietion of
the great mass of the population.”

In substance his method in deal-
ing with sinners was cver the same.
«The whole need not a physician,
but they that are sick.” It is only
when the patient is sensible of his
discase that he is willing to accept
the cure. Conviction of sin under-
lies the whole process of the soul’s
turning to God. There i5 no true
repentance without it; neither is
there any saving faith. This is the
grand defect in theso-called revivals
of our day, they are not accompanied
with deep convictions of sin, with
profound sense of guilt. Hence he
absence of clearly marked conver-
sions, of definite religious experience,
of spiritual power. Hence, too, the
latent sceptieism, which like a dry-
rot is cating into the very life of
the Chureh.

But no presentation of the truth,
however faithful or however skil-
fully presented, will produce the
sort of convietion which underlies
the highest form of relicious char-
acter, such as is the special need of
the Chureh, unless it be accompanied
with the presence and power of the
Holy Spirit. This can only be
obtained in answer to the prayer of
faith. Mr. Finney was preem-
inently & man of prayer. The
spirit of prayer was the atmosphere
in which he lived and moved and
had his being. It was the Alpha
and Omega, the beginning and the
end of all his undertakings. It was
said of Luther that his words were
half battles More than this might
be said of Mr. Finney's prayers, they
were not only half Dbattles, they
were often whole battles; many of
bis most signal victories being won
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while he was on his knees. 1le was
a living illustration of the promise,
«Ile that dwelleth in the seerct
place of the Most ITigh shall abide
under the shadow of the Almighty.”
He lived before the merey-seat, and
the Shekinah rested upon him.

He was not only much in prayer
himself, but he enlisted the prayers
of others in behalt of the work in
which he was engaged. If there
were only two or three persons in
a place on whom the spirit of prayer
rested, who had a simple, pure,
ardent desire for the salvation of
souls, and who prayed separately
and unitedly to God for a revival,
he knew that his suecess was as-
sured. Even one such person was a
great source of strength. When
revivals broke out in connection
with his ministry in unexpected
places, he generally learned that the
secret of it was the fact that some
godly person or persons had been
instant in prayer on his behalf.

He was a wide reader and a
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diligent student, especially of books
and subjects directly connected with
the work of soul-saving, and there-
fore may be said to have been
always preparing for the pulpit.
But his speeific preparation for
preaching was mainly made upon
his knees. His texts were generally
given to him while he wasat prayer,
and were generally accompanied
with such a flood of light that the
whole sermon might be said to have
been given to him in this way. It
is said of Ira Angelico that he
painted all his pictures on his knees;
each one of his works was thus at
once a picture and a prayer. And
this might be said of Mr. Finney'’s
sermons. Like thesword of Jehovah,
they were bathed in heaven; no
wonder that they did such ‘marvel-
lous execution when they came down
upon the hearts and consciences of
men, so that victory perched upon
his banner, or rather on the banner
of the Lord, wherever it was set up
by him.

CHRISTMAS,

BY PHILLIPS BROOKS.

Tue carth has grown old with its burden of care,
But at Christinas it always is young.

The hewrt of the jewel burns lustrous and fair,

And its soul full of music breaks forth on the air,
When the song of the angels is sung.

It is coming, Old Karth, it is coming to-night!
On the snowflakes which cover the sod

The feet of the Christ-child fall gentle and white,

And “the voice of the Christ-child tells out with delight,
That nunkind are the children of Go:l.

On the sad and the lonely, the wretched and poor,
That voice of the Christ-child shall fall.

And to every blind wanderer opens the door

Of a hope that he dared not to drewm of before,
With a sunshine of welcome for all.

The feet of the humblest may walk in the field
Where the feet of the holiest have trod :

This this is the marvel to mortals revealed

When the silvery trumpets of Christimas have pealed,
That mankind are the children of God.
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SOCIAL WORK

TweNry-rwo years have passed
since the saintly William Penne-
father, called to the service of the
heavenly world, committed to other
hands, in the absolute confidence of
childlike faith, the work at Mildmay,
to which his own winsome person-
ality had seemed to others almost
indispensable. To provide a place
where, notwithstanding all consci-
entious differences as to Church
government or modes of worship,
every believer in Christ might find
spiritual refreshmment in fellowship,
and abundant proof of the vital
unity in allegiance to a common
Lord which underlies all surface
differences amongst His people; to
provide a centre whence cvery form
of Christian effort might radiate,
where every variety of Christian
work and every humble worker
might be sure of sympathy and wel-
come—such was the root idea of the
founder of the Conference IHall.
Could an ideal demanding the most
delicate spiritual instinets, as well
as the most generous Christian sym-
pathies, be sustiined when the ideal-
ist should have passed away? Yes;
for the sense of irreparable loss, so
far from paralyzing effort, was ac-
cepted by the Mildmay workers as
a challenge to rely on Ilis word:
«My Spirit remaineth among you:
fear ye not.”

Catherine Pennefather took up the
sacred charge left by her devoted
husband. Signal success has at-
tended her quiet assumption of the
direction of the manifold activities
of Mildmay. And now that she too
has passed within the veil, her own
touching words in the first days of
her bereavement instinctively reeur
to the band of earnest helpers on
whom the responsibility of the ever

AT MILDMAY.*

increasing work must fall: «God
would have us, like Abraham, ac-
count that Ile is able out of death
and desolation to raise up such a
harvest of blessing as eternity alone
can measure; and because we be-
lieve this, to go forward without any
collapse in our work.”

An interesting feature of the life-
work of William and Catherine Pen-
nefather, as set forth in the bright
little volume «Mildmay,” reeently
issued by an American lady, is the
entire absencce of public appeal for
funds.

Mr. and Mrs. Pennefather belonged
by birth and association to the upper
ranks of society; he as the son of
Baron Pennefather of the Irish Bar,
and she as the daughter of Rear-
Admiral King, could naturally gain
access to wealthy persons, by whom
the necessary funds for the initiation
of the work at Mildmay Park were
unobtrusively contributed, frequent-
ly without direct solicitation. The
buildings of the compound at Mild-
may are strikingly plain, in defer-
ence to the wishes of a liberal friend
who had contributed £5,000 in one
sum on this condition. No ostenta-
tious architecture has ever entailed
a debt upon the premises. Yet the
Conference Hall, with its free accom-
modation, its plain and comfortable
seats, its admirable ventilation, and
its bright texts on the walls, has
proved entirely adequate to meet the
needs for which it was designed. It
is not kept for show nor for state oc-
casions. Every Sunday afternoon
and evening it is well filled by the
attendants at a popular evangelistic
service, where the glad tidings are
preached with directness and sim-
plicityv.  Nearly every day it is
turned to good account. Now a cab-

* ¢t Mildmay : The Story of the First Deaconess Institution.” By Harriette J. Cook, M. A.

““That Nothing be Lost.”
(London : Elliot Stock.)

Daily Portions selected from Addresses by Mrs., Pennefather.
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man’s mission, now an orphanage,
now some carnest missionary society
avails itself of the large hall. We
have been present on Boxing Night,
when a motley group of all sorts
and conditions of residents in North
London, and even street wanderers,
were held spell-bound in listening
to the thrilling stories of the founder
of the Mission to Deep-sea IMisher-
men, Perhaps the most 1mpreaswe
sight which the large hall affords is
the vast audience of the annual
-conferences on some aspeet of the
kingdom of Christ, when, ere the
speaking begins, every head is
bowed in silent prayer. ¢ To witness
so many hundreds bowed in solemn
silence before the throne of grace,
pleading specially for the uncon-
verted then present, filled me with
awe,” writes one of the first-fruits
of Mildmay. I wondered whether
I was to be really converted that
night.” The serious thought thus
aroused led him to Christ.

Every Tuesday morning the As-
sociation of Iemale Workers, of
which Mvs. Pennefather remained
President for more than thirty years,
and which represents almost every
known body of Christians, meets to
remember before God its eighteen
hundred members scattered over
distant lands.

This little volume, the first syste-
matic account of Mildmay opera-
tions, gives us a pleasant picture of
life in the various buildings of the
Mildmay compound. The Deaconess’
Home was the first Protestant insti-
tution in England for the training
of Christian women for active phil-
anthropic and spiritual effort, the
origin of which dates back to the
impetus given by the labours of
Florence Nightingale. Iach has her
regular duties assigned, yet there is
no solemn ceremony introducing her
to the sacred calling, no promise
exacted, but all is ordered according
to the spirit of the text which
greets one in the entrance hall:
<«This is the law of the house: The
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whole limit thercof round about
shall be most holy.”

After speaking of the neat, dis-
tinctive dress of the deaconesses,
Miss Cook, for & considerable time
an inmate of the Home, continues:

** There is such a healthful, vigorous
Christian life at Mll(lm.ty nothing morbid.
About fifty gather in the Centre House.
These women were in the prime of life,
some quite young. All seemed bright
and alert, as bhou"h life was a very real
good ; I could not believe these faces were
dail y saddened by contact with the poorest
and most wretched of London.  This
must be a sort of ideal life. These can-
not be the women who work in the slums.

Later I learned better. 1 found
those whose faces are the brightest are
the very ones who carry the same joy
into the darkest homes, and who are the
quickest to feel for the sinful, and to ex-
tend the helping hand. If you speak to
them of ]muls]up, of late hours and pri-
\.n.tmn, they will say with merry laugh:
‘Oh ! T love my people; it would break
my heart to leave them. I wish I might
stay at my mission all of the time, but we
may not ; we must come up.’”

From this cheerful Centre by two
and two the deaconesses go out to
some of the twenty missions aftili-
ated with Mildmay. The workers
spend several mights in the week
away from the Centre. Kach mis-
sion has, of course, its own network
of Bible-classes, night schools, and
mothers’ meetings. The details of
such missions are now happily fa-
miliar to London Methodists. At
the Lads’ Institute at Bethnal
Green, open every night, muech has
been accomplished amongst drunk-
ards and trained pickpockets. A
touching story is told by Miss Cook
of how three pounds fifteen shillings
had been stolen from an inexperi-
enced deaconess, and how in answer
to prayer and by quiet effort all the
culprits were re-assembled in -the
mission-room.

*¢She sat down with them and talked
quietly and gravely, taking as her text,
‘Be sure your sin will find you out.’
Presently a boy sat down on the floor,
pulled off his boot, and from this recepta-
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cle produced a part of the missing coin;
one and another followed suit, aud con-
cerning the remainder one boy confessed :
*1t's at the stable, teacher; Smuth, he's
our banker, and togk it there to hide.
Let me go, teacher ;‘Il’ll promise I'll come
baek.” The trust was not misplaced ; he
soon returned, the balance clasped in
his hand, one pound seventeen shillings.
‘The trembling culprits still awaited their
sentence. “Well, boys, T will forgive
you all, this time.”  Thus, by long-sutfer-
g, by kindness, by love unfeigned,
rough hearts were won and kept for
Christ, and now many are shining lights
of the Bethnal Green DMission, a little
Mildmay, as they fondly call it. <Oht
now we believe in your religion,’ said a
poor mau, long an infidel, *because the
Jadies are come to live with nus.””

A large and successful Night
School for men leld under the Con-
ference Ifall, and various rescue and
preventive homes, are also managed
by the deaconesses. We refrain
from mentioning individual names,
remembering Mr. Pennefather’s ad-
mirable rale: « Keep the workers
hidden ; speak only of the work,
to the glory of God.”

In close connection with the Dea-
coness’ Home, the Training School
for missionary workers is realizing
one of the earliest and most cherished
schemes of Mr., and Mrs. Penne-
father, a charming property called
The Willows, overlooking Clissold
Park, Stoke Newington. More than
two hundred young women, many
of them of wealth and culture, freely
given to the work, have thus bheen
trained, by wide acquaintance with
missionary enterprise, by instrue-
tion in foreign languages, such as
Hindustani, by systematic Bible
study, chiefly expository, by practice
in household management and in
outside philanthropic effort, by ac-
quaintance, many of them, with
theoretical and practical teaching,
for service in the foreign field.

*“ Their prayer-meeting,” writes Miss
Cook, **is a very precious hour of draw-
ing unear to God. As I was present at
these meetings T realized they were not
schuol-givls moved by a romantic senti-
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ment to go to heathen lands, but a band
of women who carly in life have heard
the voice, *The Master has come and
calleth for thee.” It is a beautiful sight
~young women, who are well fitted for
society at home, chousing the *better
part,” and consecrating the very bright-
ness and beauty of an attractive life to
Christ. How rich they are already in
their earnest consecration! You canuot
be with these happy Christians without
feeling the power of Christ.”

The Nursing Branch of the Dea-
coness’ Institution stands deservedly
high in public estimation, and is
quite unable to meet all the demands
made for its highly qualitied work-
ers. One of these has found a
sphere as Superintendent of the
British Seamen’s Hospital at Malta.
Others occupy positions of responsi-
bility in various parts of Great
Britain. The Mildmay nurses are
constantly reminded of the oppor-
tunity which their ministty of heal-
ing to the body affords them for
bringing light and hope to anxious
souls. Ivery nurse before leaving
to fill an engagement spends a short
time in prayer with the Superin-
tendent, Miss Dean. This branch of
the work is entirely self supporting,
and provision is made for the pen-
sioning of superannuated nurses.
A few steps from the Nursing Home
is the picturesque Memorial Cottage
Hospital, given by the generosity of
Lady Hay. A bruss tablet in the
hall bears the inscription:

«To THE GLORY OF (GoD.

«In memory of William Penne-
father in his work for God among
rich and poor.

« And in memory of Duncan Hay,
my beloved son, taken suddenly
from me.”

This gift was the answer to two
years' earnest prayer on the part of
the Mildmay workers, their first un-
pretending little Cottage Iospital
having long become too strait for
them. Of this one is reminded by
the words which greet the eye on




Social Work at Mildmay.

entering the cheerful hall: ¢ Have
faith in God.”

In the Children’s Wuard, bright
with toys and flowers and the sunny
smiles of the nurses, we have another
instance of the hallowed ingenuity
of Mildmay in finding a wmotto of
enceouragement fromthe sacred Word
exactly suited t¢ Jhe special work
in hand : « He shail suve the children
of the needy.”’ Similar homes of
hope and healing are found in the
Cottage Hospitals at Enfield and at
Barnet, besides which there is at
Torquay a Mildmay ome for In-
curables,

One of the most encouraging de-
velopments of the twofold ministry
of healing, so specially laid upon
the hearts of Mr. and Mrs. Pene-
father, is found in the various medi-
cal missions in successful operation.
The earliest and perhaps the most
highly appreeciated centres round
the old hospital at Bethnal Green,
which in 1877 was opened in Tur-
ville Street. «Our Hospital,” as the
Bethnal-greeners lovingly call it, is
a transformation of a disused, dingy,
and battered warehouse. In the
course of fifteen years about five
thousand cases have been received,
whilst nearly a hundred and fifty
thousand patients have visited the
dispensary. Here twice a week a
Gospel service is held, and eager
crowds, representing every form of
sickness and diseuse, and every
grade of helpless poverty, may be
seen responding to the efforts of the
workers, who fulfil our Lord’s com-
mand, “ Heal the sick, and say unto
them, The kingdom of God is come
nigh unto yon.” As to the work of
those who serve in the wards of
“ that cool, beautiful Hospital,” as a
poor, over-driven woman called it,
we have received the testimony of
a reeent inmate, “They are just
angels! That’s all about it!”

One cannot wonder that this, the
first Mission Hospital in London,
where by patient skill the strong
prejudice of the bird-fanciers, half-

“tion by the Mildmay workers,
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penny toy vendors, match-box
makers, and silk weavers of Bethnal
Green, against being nursed away
from their own apologies for homes
has been so successfully overcome, is
regarded with almost reverent affee-
Here
many of the students {rom The
Willows receive, in the surgery and
dispensary, as well as in the wards,
much valuable practical instruction.
It is interesting to note that the
work has grown so satisfactorily
that larger and better premises are
about to be opened.

Dr. Burns Thomson, the founder
in the Cowgate, Edinburgh, of the
first medical mission, and the apostle
of the movement, has found a quiet
retreat at Mildmay, and still em-
ploys the remnant of his strength in
giving weekly Bible readings to the
deaconesses, as well as in supplying
practical guidance in the selection
of agents.

*In one way,” writes Miss Goodwyn,
the Lady Superintendent, *¢at Bethnal
Green we are at a disadvantage. For
while we must have skilful nurses and
physicians, in addition totheir professional
qualifications they must be real, earnest
Christians.  We might often secure a
skilful worker, who would be lucking in
the one essential qualification. But as
Christians we feel we must be thorough,
that we may thus commend God’s love to
our patients.”

« Have pity, have pity, Lord!”
murmured Mrs. Pennefather as she
lay on her death-bed, and the eager
watchers thought that the plaintive
plea had reference to her own suf-
ferings; but in a few moments the
feeble voice continued, «Ilave pity
on those who do not know Thee.”

That cry of compassion for the
lost and homeless finds practical ex-
pression in the rescue and preventive
work connceted with many of the
twenty Mildmay missions in London.
At The Haven, in the Borough,
Southwark, the dancing saloon of a
low restaurant is now occupied by
the mission room. The Shelter,
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whose doors are never closed against
a wanderer, is distinguished by a
Iamp hearing the message, « God is
Love” Laured by that friendly light,
the gift to the Mission of the workers
conneeted with it, more than & hun-
dred friendless and sin-stained girls
have passed into the night shelter
in the course of twelve months. The
work is managed with rare tact, and
although no constraint whatever is
put upon the inmates, it relapse to
the old life is most unusual.  Many
wanderers are attracted by the
small pink eard, distributed in the
sireets by the deaconesses, bearing
the invitation: « If you want to find
a friend and wish to begin a new
life, come to the mission rcom on
Wednesday evenings between seven
and nine. A cup of tea and a Kind
weleome. God says, « Why will yve
die? T'arn, live ye.” Passing through
the work-rooms of the Shelter into
the Training Home at a shorg dis-
tance, & new life opens for these poor
girls, who are henceforth placed in
respectable positions.  One young
servant showed her gratitude by
offering the whole of her first wages
for the work.

Among the various missions more
or less closely affilinted to the centre
of Mildmay, we may name in pass-
ing the Bible Flower Mission, which
does so much to brighten the cheer-
less lives of the inmates of our work-
houses and hospitals. All through
the summer months the gay posies,
each with its Seripture motto neatly
attached, are given out week by week
to bands of ladies, who by means of
their little errands of kindness gain
aceess to the perplexities and troubles
of many sorrowful hearts. The mis-
sion to the shoemalkers of Northamp-
ton has also been greatly Dblessed.
But perhaps amongst the outer cirele
of Mildmay operations no work has
been more specially owned of Gad
than the Mildmay Mission to the
Jews, conducted since 1876 by the
iev. John Wilkinson, who had for
many years been an honoured agent

The Aethodist Magazine.

of the British Society for the Propa-
gation of the Gospel among the Jews.
In company with Mr. Adler, the son
of a Polish Rabbhi, Mr. Wilkinson
has gained the ¢ar of thousands of
London Jews by open-air and mis-
sion services in Ilcbrew, German
and English, the initial attraction
being given by a huge placard bear-
ing in Hebrew the whole of Isaiah
liii.  In wvarious parts of Great
Britain, in Sweden, the United
States, Germany, Austria and Hun-
gary, in North Afriea, and recently
amongst the emigrant Russian Jews
of New York. as well as in Palestine
and Egypt, marvellous results have
been achieved by itinerant mission-
aries. Mr. Wilkinson’s scheme of
work ineludes “a wide and free dis-
tribution of Ilebrew New Testa-
ments throughout the world.”

«The doors of the world,” writes
Mr. Wilkinson, “are opening to us
amongst Israel ; so by God’s heip
and Dblessing we shall pursue this
work with new energy and speed
until every pound is spent, and then
trust the Lord for more until He
come.”  Ior many striking cases of
conversivon amongst Jews, who have
suffered the loss of all things that
they may win Christ, we refer
the reader to the monthly report
headed Trusting and T'oiling, which
appeared in the Mildmay magazine,
Service for the King.

A recent number contains a touch-
ing account of the Public-House
Mission.

 Had you been in Bethual Green one
night between eleven and twelve o'clock,
you might have met a strange-looking
procession.  In front some one with a
large lamp, followed by a group of men
and women pretty well Jaden; for one
has a chair which he carries with the four
leus sticking up into the air, while others
hielp the harmonium to move along, or
shoulder the stand upon which the Jamp
is to he placed.  What does it meant
Just this—we do uot *leave caving’ for
the pablicans, and so our Viear, the Rev.
R. Loveridge, has organized a quarterly
service for their special benefit, and we
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are going the round of the publie-houses
in the district to invite all we tind therein
to the church at twelve o'clock.  If you
will fall in behind for a moment you
shall see what we do.  Here is our fivst

stand. A ring is quickly formed, the
chair and the harmonium find their

proper level, our lamp is fixed, and we
ave ready.  The Viear gives out a hymu,
and into the midnight air strikes vut the
message, ‘Sinners Jesus will receive.’
Solos, choruses, texts, short, bright testi-
monies, 4 few verses from God's Word,
some brief, hearty exhortations, another
hymn, and we move on, but not before
the public-house door has opened, and
many heads, both male and female, have
been thrust out. Those whose duty is to
visit the bars have been inside and come
outr again, leaving some little books and
a hearty invitation to the service. The
respouse is generally perfeetly civil.
“One promise is worthy of mention
as an honourable exception to the pie-
crust rule.  *Yes, 'l come, when we
close.’ And the publican did so, bring-
ing with him fourteen men who happened
to be in his bar when the usual “Time’s up,
gentlemen,’ sounded at the closing hour.
¢ A cold little hand 1s laid in ours, and
achildish voice says pleadingly, ¢ Teacher,
let me come along with you.” *It’s time
you were in bed, and fast asleep, little
woman,” we veply, as stooping down we
look into the bonny blue eyes of un eight
or nine-year-old lassie, and shudder as we
think of the early acquaintanceship with
-evili such a childhood must involve.

IS PEACE OXN
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* There ain’t nobody in; mother’s got the
key, and shie’s round the corner at the
Flowerpot ; father I seen at the Black
Dog; Polly’s out with her young man at
the theatre, and it's so cold on the door-
step.” This is the sort of picture that
little one would give of her home-life ;
not an overdrawn one either, as we who
live and work in Bethnal Green can
testify.  The church bell has ceased ving-
ing, and the procession passes through
the door, having gathered on its march
about thirty or forty friends who have
come, some out of curiosity, some with a
true wish for better things. We can
thank God for pledges tuken after these
midnight services, which have been, in-
deed, the first step on the right way ; and
for some whom we first saw there, who
have afterwards joined our meetings. A
few have become regular members of our
Men's Tnstitute.”

As we read from time to time the
reeords of calmly fervent zeal in
every department of social and
spiritual philanthropy, we realize
with thankfulness that, however
great is the loss entailed by the with-
drawal of the personal presence of
Mr. and Mrs. Pennefather, there is a
stability about the institutions of
Mildmay which will continue to
give a hundredfold inerease to its
labours of love—Wesleyan Meth-
odist Mlagazine.

EARTH ¥

Is peace on earth ¥ Then why the canmon’s mouth?
Is Christ your King» Then why rain shot and shell ¥
Is nan your brother? Then why in light of hell
Place Hyguor's awful flood in mouth of youth?y

When on the battle-field does heaven ope
And. doves descending, ring o message clear?
Or do the shot and shell their passage tear
Through human flesh, Gl only stones ery, Hope?

Ye license voters of owr Chureh and State,

Is Christ’s life all in vain?

Is peace on earth Y

0O women! ye who gave to all men birtk,
Have ve no word, uo crael wrongs to state ¥
- ’ O

Then banish war !

Then banish drink from carth !

Hold with love's arms your darling title ones,
For days will come anon when wa's fieree tones
Will cease and men arise to Godlike worth.

~—The Templer.
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TWO NOBLE LIVES.*

Tuis book offers to our gaze the
portrait of two fair, high-born sisters
in the full radiance of youthful
loveliness, severely sweet; simplest
robes of antique design {ollow the
flowing lines of each young tigure,
and reveal the curves of the stitely
neck on which each young head is
poised lightly as a flower on its
stem; and flower-like in unstudied
grace of pose and unconseious beauty
of aspect are both these gentle crea-
tures, whose large, candid eyes look
forth softly and steadily from under
their shadowy evelashes. ¢« Bright,
consummate flowers,” indeed, last
and loveliest of their ancient line,
Charlotte and Louisa Stuart look
what they were, the fair embodi-
ment of its best qualities—grace,
goodness, rare intellectnal power,
harmonized with that «unaffected
dignity ” which made the younger
sister “something almost to worship
—as Thackeray put it—in her ripen-
ed womanhood. Iull forty years
have passed away since the painter
drew these two long-sundered sisters
for us, but it is only the other day
since the younger of the twain
departed from our midst in the
fulness of years and honours, beau-
tiful until the very last, with the
beauty shining forth from a pure and
noble heart and soul, as the touch-
ing picture testifies which shows
her to us, at more than threescore
and ten, «Waiting for the End.”
«She has been,” said one who loved
and survived her, “a priestess of the
Most 1Iigh, leading one upward
along the paths of beauty and guod-
ness.”  Strong words, but. as we
trust to show, not too stroug in
reference to this calmly fervent
servant and follower of the Christ
whom she confessed and rejoiced in,

* *The Story of Twoe Noble Lives.™
and Louisa, Marchioness of Waterford.
a Quiet Lite.”  Three vols.
Orpington.

and whom her beloved elder sister
served and followed also, through
the whole of her life.

With something more of truth
than often accompanies the use of
a once very significant phrase, it
might be said of Charlotie and
Louisa Stuart that they were «born
in the purple”; it was theirs to
breathe all through infancy and
early womanhood the rare and
difficult air of courts; children of
an old illustrious house that had
long been noted for political abitity,
they first saw the light in Paris,
where their father was acting as
English Ambassador; thrice he was
charged with that office, ard each
time he performed his difficult
functions with a suceess well merited
by his tact and integrity, and much
enhanced by the social powers of
his wife, who, though *undistin-
guished and plain in appearance,”
reigned a real queen of socicty by
virtue of the singularly «capii-
vating manners and the unequalled
conversational charm” which in her
were united to much practical
wisdom, fine spirit, and honesty.
We shall look in vain through ail
the numerous letters written by
Lady Canning and Lady Waterford
for any florid eulogy, rich in super-
latives, of their mother’s admirable
qualities; but both gaveheralways,
with free, ungrudging hand, the
beiter homage of true daughterly
love, coniidence, and obedience;
she was ever in full intelligent
sympathy with their pursuits and
interests, and in every time of
doubt and difficulty their trust was
constant in her; in the hour of
darkest distress it was her presence
that was longed for and that brought
the only possible earthly comfort;

Being Memorials of Charlotte, Countess Canning,

By Avarstrs C. Hake, author of * Memorials of
London : G, Allen, 156 Charinz Cross Roead, and Sunnyside.
This article is abridged from the London Quarterty.
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and, when all had been done and
borne that there was to do and
bear, when she had long entered
into rest, it was still her sweet old
face, with its soft, loving eyes and
the gentle benignity of its smile,
that hovered, a comforting vision,
before the dying eyes of her last
surviving daughter, herself an aged
saint, who was tranquilly and hope-
fully fording the dark river where
it runs shallowest.

In addition to rank and wealth
and power, the Stuart sisters were
endowed with every dangerous nat-
ural gift; with the rare, dazzling
loveliness, at once .ofty and splendid,
that inspires instant romantic affee-
tion; with poetic imagination; with
a keen sense of humour; with the
power of vivid and graceful literary
expression; with so much of the
painter’s faculty as might be said
to constitute a real genius for the
art; and, in Lady Waterford’s cuse
there were added unusual musical
powers that, united to a rich and
thrilling voice, constituted yet an-
other charm and another peril—
“a spell of powerful trouble.” All
these lavish endowments, the least
of which has sometimes proved the
rain of an unwise possessor, not
only were harmless to the daughters
of Lord Stuart de Rothesay, but
became in their hands a source of
pure delight and unmixed good to
the many whom they could influence;
and we never can detect in them
undue elation on account of the
powers that they held in trust from
God; there is even a ceriain in-
clination to underestimate their own
gifts. It would seem as if only the
persistent adoring homage of the
husband to whom she gave herself
with full, free, lifelony devotion
had made Louisa Stuart, Marchion-
ess of Waterforg, fully aware of the
most obvious of her attractions—the
transcendent personal heauty whieh,
though changed and toned down
by the leveller Time, was still with
her as a winning charm in the late
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evening of life. There is a tender
pride in her remembered words,
when somcone recalled to her the
exultation of her husband over
the extreme beauty of the bride he
had won, not withous difficulty, and
related how, as they drove into the
gate of his Irish domain, he had
lifted the folds of her long veil to
let the crowding peasants see how
fair was their new lady. Yes, my
Waterford wwues proud of me,” she
said fondly; but %er pride was in
the remembrance of the exceeding
love that had never failed her, not
in the attractions which first won it.
Her own thoughts at that long-past
moment of womanly trinmph had
been far differently occupied. A
cock-fight was in full progress out-
side Carraghmore gate as Lord
Waterford aud his newly-wedded
wife approached it; squalid hovels
disgraced the streets of the villages
on the estate; rags, dirt, idiencss,
and beggary were the order of the
day for the inhabitants. «I will
never rest till all that is changed,
till they have better amusements,
better homes, are industrions and
prosperous,” was the thought in the
heart of the girl, fresh from very
different scenes in England; and
the thought abode with her, and
was steadily and successfully car-
ried into practice, through the many
years that she dwelt, 2 humanizing
and civilizing influence, among the
warm Irish hearts that were not
long in learning to love her.

A gift less transitory, which many
would consider a more legitimate
subject for complacency, was the
undoubted early developed power
of poetic figare-composition, the skiil
with the brush first exemplified
when at ten years old she made, to
please her parents, an exceilent
copy of a fine Sir Joshiua Reyvnolds,
the portrait of a brother they had
loved and lost. All her life long
she continued the daily practice of
this art, not more for her own satis-
faction than for the profit of her
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neighbours; but numerous other
duties debarred her from concen-
trating herself on this pursuit with
the entire devotion that she con-
sidered essential to real excellence,
and no amount of laudation from
others could bring her to claim for
herself the great name of artist.
«An amateurs work, nothing more
—not so very bad for an amateur—
but not good,” was the quiet ver-
dict she passed on her own work
when she saw it publicly exhibited
among the works of professional
artists who had given to their craft
the amount of study she did not
think right for herself. “«A pro-
prictress has no business to give up
her life to art,” she once replied to
an enthusiastic relative who urged
on her such consceration.

[ler husband at his death had left
to her for life his great domain of
Ford on the Border; and there was
mueh to do for it always—not only
an old historic home to renovate
and hand on to the natural heirs in
fitting condition, but schools to build,
church and parsonage to rear, a
village to be improved into beauty
and order, & numerous tenantry to
be constantly ministered to, suffer-
ing and sorrow in all classes to be
soothed and comforted. These things
were not compatible with the true
artist-life. So, without a murmur
of regret, she devoted herself to
plain, obvious duty, and practised
chicfly as a pastime, or for cvident
benefit to others, the art that was a
living delight to her.

She had the reward she did not
work for, in the loving homage of
all those to whom she gave her
life.service. Love and loving help
she had indced given freely, right
on from the time when, a bride of
swenty-one, she wished to introduce
cleanly habits into the Irish cabins,
and would herself «go and make
the beds, to show how it should be
dong, and would give personal
dessons in cleaning the rooms.”

Louisa Stuarts quiet, practical

cof his

The Methodist Magazine.

endeavour for the uplifting of
the six hundred men employed on
her husbands Irish estates; the
«stable school ” she set on foot for
the grooms and stable-lads bhusied
about Waterford’s numerous stud,
by means of which she turned what
is too often a hotbed of vice into a
nursery for manly virtues; the
woollen manufacture which she and
her husband, with much expen-
diture of money, time, and patience,
succeeded in fostering into thriving
life for the betterment in condition
numerous tenantry, who
originally knew and could practice
no other industry but the most
inefficient agriculture: and the new
churches which the pair buile and
entrusted to the ministry of a true
shepherd of men’s souls, as a thank-
offering for Louisa’s recovery from
the effects of an almost fatal acei-
dent—one church being reared on
the mountain-side at the very spot
where two runaway horses flung
her senscless from the carriage
Waterford had been driving; the
other placed at Curraghmore gate,
to which he had borne her, still
unconscious, down the mountain
slopes and through a rapid river—
as a kuoight of old might have done
~—that help might come to her all
the sooner, are noble monuments of
a noble life. The hillside church
was so placed, not to please a loving
fancy merely, but because there it
was most accessible and central for
the scattered folk dwelling amid
the lonely glens, who scarce ever
had been able to worship God in
His own house before.

Most fitly is the story of her
long life of unwearicd beneficence
closed by an anccdote most touching,
preserved by the younger friend
who has edited these memorials
The «dear lady’s™ small personal
possessions were being distributed
after her funeral, which took place
amonyg ler own people at Ford;
servants and retainers were allowed
to choose this relic and that for a
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memorial of her; and the «odd
man " caused sarprise by asking if
he might have “my lady’s old seal-
skin jacket?” ‘What could Ve his
reason for so strange a choice?
e was willing to tell. My lady
had been driving out in her little
donkey-chair, he was walking at
lher side, when her quick eye espied
a poor female tramp lying in the
wayside ditch—not intoxicated, but
deadly faint and ill. My lady got
out, bade the man help her to lift
the poor creature into the carriage,
took off her sealskin jacket and put
it on the woman to keep her warm,
and walked beside the carriage all
the way home, cheering the poor
soul with sweet, loving words. “But
it was not my lady’s putting her
Jjacket on the woman that I cared
about,” said the man, « but that she
did not consider lter jacket in the
least polluted by having been worn
by the tramp. She wore it herself
afterwards, as if nothing had hap-
pened.”

Here is the true seeret for doing
away with class injustice, class
hatreds; here the secret of equaliz-
ing high and low in a brotherhood
that does not destroy degrees of
rank, but makes them of no prac-
tical account in hindering mutual
help; here the secret of rendering
weaith and power not merely harm-
less to the possessors, but of immense
profit to all who come within-their
sphere. But that secret can be
learnt only at the feet of the
Lord—from the inspiration of lim
who gave us the immortal parable
of the Good Samaritan.

We have not now the space to
say much of the kindred story of
Lady Canning, whose lot it was to
dwell on the high places of the
world, to lcad a more conspicuous,
a less blissful, a bricfer life than
her sister: for after having stood
lovally, grandly, lovingly, by her
husband’s side, when, as Governor-
General, he steered our Indian Em-
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pire safely through the raging storms
of the Mutiny year, after having
helped him and served her country
to the uttermost by her sympathy
with all his difficuit work, her
ready, cager aid to the piteous suf-
ferers, her generous defence of
guiltless natives against the cruel-
ties of the paniestricken and the
cowardly-—she sank and died of
Indian fever, within a few months
of the date fixed for their much-
desired return to England, leaving
him so bereft and heart-broken
that in seven months thereafter he
too had followed her te the grave.
We cannot linger on the touching,
true-love romances of each sisters
marriage, on the tragic tale of Lady
Waterford’s sudden widowhood, on
her beautiful patience, her heroie
and cheerful acceptance of a long,
childless, and at last very loucly,
life of Lereavement; we cannot even
indicate the wealth of illustration of
the social, political, artistic, and
literary life of the long period
covered by these records, full of
vivid and delightful interess as they
are. For all these we must refer
our readers to the charming vol-
umes themselves. But one point
we must emphasize—these lives of
rare excellence and  beauty and
widespread usefulness were lived
in simplest obedience to the plain,
old-fashioned Gospel, accepted from
the heart by each of these highly-
gifted, cultivated women as the
only saving truth, and through
which both alike realized the mighty
power of God to save even to the
uttermost, and to bless with abun-
dance of peace amid all troubles
and all temptations. For them
indeed was fulfilled the prevailing
prayer of the Redcemer; I pray
not that Thou shouldest take them
out of the world, but that Thou
shouldest keep them from the evil ”;
for them, too, was fulfilled Ilis
sacred promise, «Ile that followeth
Me shall not walk in darkness.”
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RUM'S

ARRAIGNMENT.

BY BISHOI’ FOSTER.

Wunexce comes this spectacle in
Christian lands? How has this alien
grown up about our Christian altars
to such dreadful proportions? It is
here, and confronts us everywhere.
1t is the cancer on the face of Chris-
tendom, the blistering shame on the
fair countenance of Christian civili-
zation, engendered of the rum shop,
and the lust-god of mammon and
pleasure.

The vicious classes are Christian
born. Think for a moment, that
this Christendom has authorized, by
law and sanction of the State, the
creation of this frightful pest gang;
that it has provided for its creation
that it is here not in opposition to,
but of her own will; that by forinal
and deliberate legislation, brought
about by Christian votes, she has
opened, in all her towns and cities,
slauguter-houses of men, women and
children, and of all virtue, and em-
ploys millions to do this dreadful
work; that she has done this and
continues to do it with her eyes open,
and with full knowledge and pur-
pose; that she has prepared, planned
and deliberated in government cham-
bers for the production of these des-
perate classes ; that her employed and
licensed minions do this for pay.

IFor a generation Christendom has
been hearing a low grow! from the
kennel, where she is battening these
wild beasts of passion: a growl in
the Kkennel as they have crushed
their vietims. «What mecans the
roar to-Cay along Trafalgar Squarc
and London streets?” It is the
beast, loose and shaking his mane.

>amper him a little more on gov-
ernment joints, and no kennel-bars
will hold him. Witted for raven, he
will raven to the full. Rum en-
genders poverty; poverty and rum
engender crime.  From the govern-
ment rum-shop the wild beast hunts

his prey. Is Christendom struck
with judicial blindness, that she
sleeps? Are her eyes holden, that
she cannot see? There are armies
marching and countermarching,
with banners on which are emblaz.
oned dynamite, anarchism, commu-
nism, nihilism, labour-league, no-
Sabbath, down with the Church and
State, recruited from the dram-shop
and officered from the kennel. Are
we so deaf that we do not hear the
tramp of the gathering legions?
Nations that license murder for pay
will be murdered for plunder; na-
tions that batten the wild beast of
passion will be devoured by the
wild bheasts of rapine and ruin.
The rum-hole must be closed or the
rum-hell will engulf Christendom.
What shall be done with Christian
rum is the problem. What shall
become of the Christian world?
Answer it with license, or author-
ization, or tempering policies, is it
diftieult? Strike it down, cage the
beasts that vend the frenzy in the
only place to which they belong,
the criminal cell, and the kenuel
will disperse. There is but one
remedy. We have had experience
enough to have learned what this is.
The nation must putanend to trans-
forming men into beasts by law,
and must put the beasts who do it
into a limbo where their sorceries
will cease. The conflict is now
upon us. It is a life and death
struggle. The government is on
the side of the beasts; the people
make the government. Shall the
rum fiend still carry on his carnival
of death? Shall the rum minions,
at the still, behind the bar, at the
bar, in the gutter or in the mansion,
rule? Or is there enough of man-
hood among us to save Christendom
from the damming shame? The
answer we make to that ques-
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tion determines fate. If Christianity
has not power to save Christendon,
where is our hope? With what
face, then, can we go to the heathen ?
There is no devil-worship in Afriea
more degraded, more lost to all shame
than the demon-worshipper of rum;
no high-priest of the sorceries of
heathenism more diabolized than
the minions of the Christian states
authorized to manufacture and vend
the poison. Paganism can muster
no miscreants from all her realms
more debased than the rum army;
no festering pest-house—not even
the Chinese opium-den — more dead-
1y to virtue than the Christian rum-
hole. Must it be endured longer?
Must the race be doomed to go into
the future with this millstonc fas-
tened about its neck by legisiators of
Christian states? Are our tyrants too
much for us? Then farewell to hope.

‘Who doubts that there is a remedy
for this state of things? It is not
unknown. This evil is rampant not
of necessity, but we have not the
courage or desire to apply  the
remedy. It is simply nceded that
right-minded people combine to do
the work, and in this, as in every
case of a crying evil, the Church
must lead in the reform. This is
her most peeuliar provinece. It
comes in the line of the great class
of moral issues of which she is the
recognized guardian.

It cannot be effected by moral
suasion, by sermons, by prayers, or
by abstinence of the ivell-disposed.
It is a case where the arm of the
law and force repressive is the only
resort. It belongs to the depart-
ment of crimes, and must, of ne-
cessity, be met by criminal law,
faithfully executed. The rum-seller
is a criminal and must be amenable
to criminal law.

The traffic must cease to be treated
as a question of right and liberty
of individual choice, as the pursuit
of a legitimate calling, as much so
as theft, or murder, or any other
crime. It belongs to the same cate-
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gory and nothing but sophistry can
give it any other place. The rum-
seller is an unmitigated encmy of
society, dangerous to public welfuie;
there is no criminal of decper dye.
He has been petted by the State; re-
spectability has been thrown around
his most atrocious erime; he has
been protected in it by law, has
been permitted to live among us as
a free, respected citizen, pursuing &
legitimate calling; to hold up his
head and walk the streets as the
equal of respectable men; has be.
come the boon companion of law-
makers; permitted to appear in
court and sit in juries as a virtuous
citizen. He has bcen allowed to
open his doors upon the public
streets and drive his business in
open day, the peer of honourable
tradesmen. So long as this remains
his business will flourish. There is
no mortal power that can reach him.
He will continue to be defiant and
be more contemptuous of decency
every day.

There is but one road of deliver-
ance from this pestiferous evil. It
isnot obscure; itis the plain,straight-
forward road of simple hohesty in
dealing with a ease of pronounced
crime. The rum-seller is a eriminal
pure and simple; he must be treated
as such in law and administration.
The brand of felon must be upon
his brow, and he must be made to
take his place in the felon's dock,
and in the felow’s cell, or on his
gibbet. This kind goeth not out by
fasting. This is the position the
Christinn Church must assume, and
to which the Christian staies must
be forced by right-minded people.
It must be made impossible tor legis-
lators and courts and the police, set
for nublic protection, to be compli-
cated with erime. There is no other
road to salvation, and on what
grounds can we hesitate to take
this? Whose rights sufter thereby?
What public interestsuffers thereby ?
What principle of justice is violated
thercby ?
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TIMI.

BY BISHOP I,

Frerntry is the same as time,
only more so. Time is a little paren-
thesis, & bit of a piece cut off and
nmeasured. Iternity is a limitless,
surfaceless ocean extending not only
laterally, but vertically and nadirly.
On a little island, on millions of
theu, there are succeessions of events,
as geologic wons or heart-beats, and
these segregated bits of eternity are
called time.

What shall we take for starting-
points of measuremens and units of
measure? In space we have the
king's foot, variable as the king
varies; but what shall be definite
and exact as a measure of time? It
is hard to tell. Heart-beats vary
with youth and age. Iarthquakes
are confessedly uncertain, and sun-
rise and sunset are most irregularly
regular, yet they are most markedly
apparent. We could hardly select
a more indetinite measure of time.
Sunrises vary in different latitudes
from twelve hours to six months.
No two different Ilongitudes have
sunrises at the.same time, and differ-
ent altitudes, within a mile of each
other, may have sunrises differing
by an hour. Different seasons con-
stantly add to the excessive varia-
tions. This world should dismiss
the sun altogether and utterly as a
time-keeper.  What little help he is
supposed to give us would be of no
value in other worlds. On the sur-
face of the giant planet Jupiter the
sunrises are more than twice as often
as here, while on the sun itself there
is no sunrise at all, and on other suns
the existence of ours is hardly more
than suspected.

Of course there is no reason but
an arbitrary onc for having twenty-
four hours, or 1,410 minutes, in a
day. We might as well reverse the
terms and numbers. Where shall
we find a regular starting-point?

W, WARREN,

We might take the moon. It is
cvidently new, with tolerable regu-
larity, once in twenty-nine and a
half days; -but there are over sixty
causes of irregularity in its course,
and its period is too long. It may
do for Indians, who have few events
in life worth noting, to say that such
a thing happened a heap of moons
ago. Definiteness, and even cxact-
ness, is a sign of culture. In some
parts of the country you can hardly
extort a more exact statement of
distance than, «It will take you a
considerable spell to foot it,” or «It
is a right smart ways.” We might
also take the sun’s greatest northing
or southing for a measure, and a
year for a unit. But it is both diffi-
cult to ascertain and variable. We
must refuse anything so near as sun
or moon, and for our measures go to
the stars.

These scem to be set in a dome
above, around and below us, and the
earth spins in the middle a thousand
miles an hour. Thus in twelve
hours we point our feet at the im-
movable stars which are over our
heads at this moment. Here is an
exact measure: It has been demon-
strated that the carth has not altered
its axial rotation one-bundredth
of a second in two thousand years,
The world’s speed in its orbit differs
from about scventeen miles a second
at aphelion to nineteen miles a second
at perihelion. The whole length of
aline from the north pole through
Boston to the south pole passes a
given star practically at the same
instant. How shall we ascertain
that instant? We might erect a
perpendicular wall running north
and south, and looking up the
smooth western side of it note the
moment when the earth’s revolution
brought the plane of the wall in the
direction of the star. We could thus




Time.

fix time within a sccond, but that
would be clumsy and inexact. We
set up a telescope turning on its axis
in a north and south plane, and sit
down to wateh for the instant when
our eastern movement shall enable
us to see the star through our tube.
To know where the middle is, we
draw a bit of spider’s web of almost
microseopic dinmeter across the aper-
ture north and south, and note the
time when it bisects the star. To be
more definite, we add two or more
webs on each side of the middle one,
and get the average of all the tran-
sits. Formerly the observer esti-
mated the time of the bisections in
tenths of a second. e might see
the first one at 18 hours 6 minutes
27.1 seconds, and the others in order,
27.45 seconds, 27.8, 28.15, and 28.5.
The average would be at 27.8 see-
onds. But part of it is guesswork,
and the man soon falls into ruts,
guessing some particular number of
tenths more frequently than others.
All guesswork must be eliminated
from processes meant to be exacs.
Now the time is kept for the ob-
server on a eylinder, revolving regu-
larly, on which the clock marks
every second at regular spaces. By
means of an eleetric button, which
the observer holds in his hand, a
dot can be put between the second
marks at the instant of the biscction
of the star by cach spider web,
These can be measured to the hun-
dredth or thousandth of a second.
The observer has nothing to do but
observe and press his button—all
guesswork has been ab: .doned.
But it is found in practice that
two observers of the same thing do
not make the same record. One, in
his sanguine temperament, sees it
before it happens. His phlegmatic
brother is not sure he sees it till
after it has occurred. Besides, one
man’s physical machinery aets more
slowly than another’s; it takes longer
to get a thing through one man’s
hair and at his finger’s end than
through another’s. This is ascer-
29
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tained for cach observer, and that
amount of time is subtracted from
that man's recorded observations.

Having ascertained the exact
time, say at Washington, it is tele-
graphed to cities for two thousand
or more miles, and in each city an
instrument shows to 2 minute frac-
tion of a second what the time is in
Washington. It would be much
better if we wculd keep the same
time all over this world, and let each
clock strike twelve at the samg in-
stant. Then every man’s time-keeper
would be always and everywhere
right; but we are so narrow and
local that we insist on having our
own middle of the day at twelve
o'clock. It might just as well he
six or twenty-four.

But why are we so anxious for
such minute accuracy? All pro-
gress demands it. No man who has
the spirit of this age says, * A meet-
ing will be held at carly candle
lighting or thereabouts” But he
says at 7.30 sharp. Trains start on
time, and the man who is & minute
behind gets left. The engineer
whose watch is thirty seconds wrong
may dash himself and his load of
humanicy to death. Railroad com-
panies pay vast sams yearly for get-
ting and kecping exact time.

But why should these tenths and
thousandths of seconds be sought?
In California, in 1845, you could
caleulate on the arrival of freight
within six months and be mistaken;
in the Black Hills, in 1880, you could
calculate within six weeks on the
arrival of freight by teams of twenty-
two oxcn; but on the overland train
you can calculate to an hour and be
right. The higher you go the greater
the speed, and the more importang
the freight the more exact you must
be. Worlds are more important than
ox-teams, and humanity more im-
portant than grindstones and iron.
Hence worlds go thousands of times
as fast—and our own world 20,000.
To get any knowledge among these
you must be 20,000 times as exact.
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An astronomical clock is as per-
fect as human ingenuity can make
it. It costs $800. The one in Den-
ver is attached to a solid stone pier
sixteen feet square, which is sunk
twenty feet in the ground. It is not
shaken by the winds. Stability is
necessary to perfect work. A com-
mon iron pendulum influenced by
the varying temperatures of winter
and summer will make a clock vary
a minute & week. This is corrected
partly by keeping the clock in a
nearly equable temperature, and
partly by arranging a pendulum
that will keep the same length in
all the variations of temperature.

Another causc of unreliability is
the varying density of the atmos-
phere. Of course a pendulum could
not swing in the pea-soup atmos-
phere of London the same as in the
light air of Denver, nor the same in
the hourly changes of weight as
indicated by the barometer. When
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the barometer rises an inch, the
greater weight shortens each second
1.86 400ths of itself. That equals
whole second a day—an error that
cannot be tolerated.

The shape of the pendulum bob
contributes to its facile passage
through the air; and the shape best
adapted is found to be, not a flat-
tened disk, as would be expected,
but a cylinder.

After all possible ingenuity has
been expended, no clock ean be
made to run accurately. Henece if
an error of one-fourth of a second a
day is found, it is corrected by put-
ting little weights on the pendulum
or taking them off. Ten grains on
a pendulum weighing fifteen pounds
will acecelerate the clock one second
a day.

Amidst so many causes of varia-
tion no clock can be made to run
perfectly. Hence it is customary to
allow for its known errors.

A SPLENDID PAUSE.

BY REV,

Tae Christmas celebration once
more signals its approach, and into
December’s dreary drift of shorten-
ing days we welcomethisfair messen-
ger of brighter and happier hours.

For nearly twice ten hundred
years increasing throngs have
paused amid the walks and works
of life to share the common joy
which somehow or other springs
from the event which has not failed
to fling its impress aad influence
across the world. Ixplain it as we
may, something transpired in the
‘East about twenty centuries ago, and
from that time to this has fixed with
imperious, authoritative hand the
calendar of c¢ivilized nations and the
registers and chronicles of the world.

Every book from the printing
press, every morning’s newspaper,
every letter of affection, every be-
quest from the dying and every con-

W. HARRISON.

tract of the living bear witness to
the truth of the Christian story.

It may be said that every man who
reads or heeds December 25th, 1895,
consciously or unconsciously, recog-
nizes the great fact upon which the
whole stupendous structures of Chris-
tianity and Christendom so firmly
and serenely rest.

It is not a matter of surprise that
men are asking with an ever-deepen-
ing wonder what mighty, overmas-
tering impulse it is that has travelled
over the vanished empires and insti-
tutions of two thousand years, and
still proves itself sufficient to touch
and move the word’s big heart to-
day and inspire it with loftier, sun-
nier moods than all other events
combined can do. What august
transaction is it that has crossed the
earth’s horizon and left its imperish-
able track upon all the subsequent




A Splendid Pause.

years and wins a wider recognition
and commemoration as the genera-
tions come and go? Surely, any
event that can lay its hands of power
upon the swiftest, busiest of all ages
and arrest its vast and infinitely
varied machinery, that can draw out
the richest harmonies of praise and
Joy and command the homage of the
mostenlightened peoples of the globe,
some eighteen hundred years after
its occurrence, forecver refuses to be
classed among the things that are
commonplace, or to be pushed aside
without some fair and adequate ex-
planation. It is the veriest non-
sense to assert that this Christmas
anniversary is the creation of some
outburst of empty sentimentalism,
some brilliant hallucination, or
memorable and immortal dream.
Such solutions are met by a fieree
intellectual protest and rebellion, and
cannot for a moment bear the pres-
sure which the situation and facts
placed upon them. No bewitching
wizardry of remote ecclesiasties, and
no charm of sorcerer’s art can hush
the poorer elements in the world’s
tumultuous life and ring to their mer-
riest peal the joy-bells of this most
tropical age that time has ever seen.
It is only when we cast the lead
of our inquiry into deeper waters
that we reach the answer which
satisfies the severest demands. In
the Christian teaching of the Inecar-
nation we find the fact which erowns
and glorifies the sacred page, and in
this fact we discover the dynamo
which has sent its light through the
long coil of past eenturies, and which
is still shining at our end to-day. In
God manifest in the flesh the far-off
promises are realized, the uncon-
scious wailings of the heathen ages
are met with the divinest response,
and in the Christ of the New Testa-
ment, humanity in all its sorrows,
mysteries and needs, finds a broad,
strong, central column of relief
against which to lean amid all
the convulsions and almost tragic
changes of an unhappy world.
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The long years did wait the com-
ing of the Redeemer, and when He
camg the “onc great hour of time”
was fixed forever. The Christinas
rejoicings, in their truest interpre-
tation, commemorate the occasion
when the Infinite and Unconditioned
projected Himself into His own Crea-
tion and thus became known as never
before to finite intelligence. Irom
that day of glorious revelation of the
unseen, time’s deeply-furrowed brow
began to brighten with the dawn of
happier days. A new epoch was
ushered in.  Silences old as creation
were broken, massive veils of per-
plexing uncertainty were lifted, and
visions transcendent of God flashed
forth to gladden the pilgrimage of
millions through all the succeeding
years,

The advent of Jesus aroused a
slumbering world, started revclu-
tions rather than reformations of ex-
isting conditions, turned the stream
of history into new channels and
lifted signals of blessing everywhere
for a struggling and famishing race.

Gail Hamilton, speaking of the
present hold of Gospel truth upon
men, says that «it requires no learn-
ing to see that the stamp of Christ is
on Christendom, and that the stamp
of Christendom is on the world, and
if by any means the name and the
story of Jesus Christ and everything
which has come from it into the life
of the world, could suddenly and
completely be burned out of the
memory and consciousness and re-
cord of man, society would be a
chaos.”

As we greet again the great Chris-
tian festival and rejoice in its deep
and everlasting significance, we can
join the Church universal in wor-
shipping the living, diademed Im-
manuel, and sing:

¢ Hail, Prince of Life, forever hail !

Redeemer, Brother, Friend !

'l‘lml;g!; carth and time and life should
AL,

Thy praise shall never end.”

BaTRURST, N.R.
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JESUS CHRIST

AXD

THIS MASSES.

BY REV. HUGH PRICE HUGHES, M.A,

Jesus Curist was cssentially a
man of the people—a working man.
ITe spent all his days among the
poor; and, after his public life had
begun, he almost lived in the crowd.
IIe was constantly surrounded by
the crowd. Nothing is more charae-
teristic of Jesus Christ than the
familiar saying that “«the commnion
people heard him gladly.” There-
fore, when we come across anybody
whom the common people do not
hear gladly, he may be a very esti-
mable man, but we know that he is
not like Jesus Christ, 1 was very
mueh struck by a remark I heard
in Scotland about an undoubted
Christian. Somcone said of him,
«Ile is a very good man, but he
does not remind me of Jesus Christ.”
1low many good men there are who
are really very good men, but who
do not remind us of Jesus! No man
can really remind us of the Jesus of
the gospel unless he loves the people,
and is loved by the people. 1 admit
the wruth of Tennyson's awful im-
pecachment that «the churches have
kill’d their Christ,” aud that we
have presented to the masses of the
Kuropean peoples all sorts of false
Christs, caricaturcs of Christ. But
the real Christ is one who, when
seen, attracts the erowd everywhere.
Wherever Jesus went he was sur-
rounded by the multitude.

The best excuse we can offer for
politicians of all classes, and of all
sections and positions in society, who
either hate or fear the masses of the
people, is that they do not know the
people. One of the greatest calami-
ties of the existing social eondition
of this country is that hetwcen us—
who I suppose all belong to the privi-
leged and fortunate classes—and the
masses of thie suffering poor there is
too often a great gulf fixed. We
know very little of them, and they

know very little of us. As one has
well said, « Benecath the sca there is
another sea.” You may be a large
employer of ixbour, but what do you
know about the men and women you
employ? Between them and you
there exists too frequently only what
Carlyle, in his grim, vivid way, calls
a wcashnexus)” They come on Fri-
day or Saturday for their wages.
They get so much money for so
many hours’ work, paid through a
hole in the office-window. If you
do not want them any longer, you
give them notice to quit; and in the
same way, if they do not wish to re-
main with you, they give you notice.
That is the beginning and that is
the end of the existing social rela-
tion betwcen capital and labour.

I am quite sure the suspicion and
dread which rise in many minds
with respeet to the masses of the
people would disappear if we knew
them better. Victor Hugo is right
when he says, ¢ Mix with the people
and love them, and you will trust
them.” Do not be afraid of the roar-
ing and advancing tide of demoe-
racy. Rush into the midst of it,
take a header into it—to use the
phrase Mr. Spurgeon employed once
in this place. Mix freely with the
people. It will help to purify you
of your innate selfishness, and you
will come out the erowd glowing
with the enthusiasm of humanity.
This, at any rate, is true: when
Jesus Christ saw the people, he
had compassion on them. When he
looked at Jerusalem, he wept over
it. Why? Why did the masses of
the people excite in the heart of-
Jesus Christ not hatred, not fear,
but deep pity? St. Matthew tells
us that when he saw the multitude
he was moved with compassion, be-
caase they were ‘“distressed and
scattered ”; or, as it is rendered by
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other scholars, becauss they were
«harassed and neglected.”

And that is more true to-day than
it was then. The masses of the
people even in London are harassed
and neglected. They are harassed
by the dogs of hell, who take advan-
tage of their helplessness. Oh, the
anguish of the starving poor! It
seems to them as though every man’s
hand was against them. While they
are worried, badgered, and harassed
by those whom they too frequently
meet, they are neglected by you—
the wisc and the good! Oh, how
ignorant they are! how helpless!
how miserable! and how often may
they truly say in the bitterness of
their hearts, « No man careth for our
souls!” Tt is almost impossible for
some of us, even by the most des-
perate effort of the imagination, to
-enter into the feelings of the suffer-
ings of the starving poor. T shall
never forget the revealing word
which my friend, Mr. Henry Broad-
hurst, uttered to me two years ago.
Looking at me, as I sat on the other
side of his fireplace at Brixton, he
said, « Why, you don’t know what
hunger is. You have never been
hungry in your life.” And, as I re-
flceted, I felt it was true. I had
been what we call hungry, but the
hunger of the starving poor, who go
for days without bread, I had never
felt; and I should like to know how
many persons there are in this hall
to-day who have ever experienced
the gnawings of an unendurable
hunger. Alas! alas! that in this
great London there should be so
many thousands whose whole life is
absorbed in a desperate sttempt to
keep their heads just above water.
Oh, the sufferings of the respectable
poor, of those of whom you never
hear.

And what shall we say of these
poor girls in London who are mak-
ing a living—or, as Miss Rye rightly
names it, “a starving "—Dby earning
five shillings a weelz, and that at the
<ost of stitching for twelve or four-
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teen hours every day? I eniirely
agree with the opinion expressed by
my friend, Mark Guy Pearse, when
he said that if this was Christianity,
the sooner we got rid of Christianity
the bester.  We may attend prayer-
meetings and sing psalms until we
are black in the face, bus if we do
not deal with such social evils we.
are neglecting our duty. We have
too long overlooked the misery of
the suffering and starving poor.

And we may add that the man
that professes to be a child of God,
but who does not “care for all,” is
deceiving his own soul. Ie is not
the brother of Jesus Christ, who

“. . . into His heart with large embrace
has taken
The universal sorrow of manlkind,”

So much depends on occupying
Christ’s standpoint. If you are at
the standpoint of some doctrinaire
political economist, or of some
thoughtless writer who has never
known what hunger means, you
may pour forth column after column
of heartless folly. But if you know
the suffering of the poor as Christ
knows it, you will pity them. Have
you cver thought of the tender and
charitable meaning of that oft-
quoted passage in the book of the
prophet Isaiah, where God puts this
confession into our lips: *All we
like sheep have gone astray ”? Like
sheep, not like wolves. We are ac-
cused of ignorance, of stupidity, of
heedlessness, rather than of malice
prepense or of downright and de-
liberate wickedness. There is a
great deal more of the sheep than
of the wolf in sinners; especially in
those who, humanly speaking, have
never had a chance; who have been
the victims, from the very first, of
unfavourable circumstances; who,
in the terrible language of Charles
Kingsley, have been «damned from
their birth.” And, my dear friend,
do not flatter yourself too much if
you are better than they. You might
not have been in their position. That
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was a wise saying of John Newton's
when he saw a handeunffed man
walking along in charge of a con-
stable: «There, but for the grace of
God, goes John Newton.” If [ had to
wateh my wife and children starv-
ing under my eyes, I do not know
what I should say in Trafalgar
square. Let us not take too much
credit to ourselves for the position
we occupy. We owe a great deal
more to our circumstances, to our
social pmv:le"eq and safeguards,
than we sometimes imagine. The
teaching of this book commends
itself to every good man’s reason.

W —socicty at large—must take
a big share of tne blame for the sin
and folly of those who break the
law. There was a good old Saxon
rule in this country many years
ago: when anybody did something
wrong in a parish, every parishioner
was fined for it—a most excellent
rule, founded upon profound rea-
sons. I should like to have it re-
inforced. As Mark Guy Pearse said,
HHow can you expeet virtue and
morality from people living in one
room ?

Not a few Christians think that if
they attend prayer-meetings they
are doing their duty. But let me
remind yvou that you are partially
responsible for every unsanitary
dwelling in the place where you
live. A part of true religion con-
sists in securing laws which will
absolutely prohibit such buildings
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and in electing to positions of au-
thority men who will not permit
them to remain a dead letter.

There are only two alternatives
before us to-day—Christianity or
revolution. What can we do? A
thousand things. If you will come
liere on Sunday afternoons, I will
tell you a few of these things in
plain English. At any rate, let us
do this one thing. Let us place oui-
selves at the right point of wicw.
Let us look at the masses of the
people through the compassionate
eves of Jesus Christ. I felt humili-
ated a few years ago when I 1 ad
that it was the duty of every Bud-
dhist priest in Asia to spend some
time each day in contemplating the
misery of mankind, in order that
his sympathy might be aroused. It
occurred to me that I should do well
to imitate the Buddhist in that. Let
us reserve some sacred moments
every day to contemplate, through
Christ’s compassionate eyes, the sin
and misery of mankind. When our
hearts are moved with the com-
passion of Christ we shall soon dis-
cover some method, great or small,
of relicving that misery and that
sin. Then assuredly, as we were
reminded by the lesson, an hour will
come when the voice of Christ will
say: “Inasmuch as ye did it unto
one of the homeless poor in Trafal-
gar square, or unto one of the down-
trodden harlots in Piccadilly, ve did
it unto Me.”—Social Christianity.

CHRISTMAS GIFTS.

“ Wt shall I give to thee, O Lord ¥
The kings that came of old
Laid snf(l\ on thy cradle rude
Their myrrh and gems of gold.

“Thy martyrs gave their hearts” warm blond,
Their ashes strewed thy way:
They spurned their Jives as dreams and
dust
To speed Thy coming day.

 Thou knowest of sweet and precious things.
My store is scant and small ;
Yet wert. Thou hers in want and wae,
Lord, I would give Thee all.”

There came a voice from heavenly
heights :
“ Unclose thine cves and sce;
Gifts to the least of those I love,
Thou givest unto Me.”




CAUSE

AND EFFECT

IN RELIGION.

BY HENRY DRUMMOXND, F.RS.E., F.G.S.

THuere is probably nothing so
ravelled and dishevelled as indi-
vidual religion. It is usually a
confused mass made up of bits of
sermons, scraps from traets, jillustra-
tions from things yvou have heard;
and the sermon of to-day puts out
that which you heard the Sunday
before. So it is you never advance,
There is not plan enough or method
enough in your personal religion.
Let me give you a recipe by which
the great Christian graces can be
got in the simplest possible way.
Joy, love, peace, faith, are cffects
and not causcs, that is to say, they
are to be produced in us by fulfilling
certain conditions; and if we fulfil
the conditions we cannot help hav-
ing the effects produced. Take joy
—how is it to be got?

When I was a boy in the Sunday-
school, I thought heaven was a place
in which there was a big treasury
of jov, in lumps contained in bags,
big round lumps, and that God took
out a lump and, in some way or
other dropped it into the heart of the
one praying for it. But joy isan
effect which can only be produccd
by some cause. There is a cause
for joy, just as there is a cause for
sorrow. Instead of praying for your
own joy, or reading books of Chris-
tian experience, or books for the
anxious, read your Bibles, and you
will find there the cause of it.

There is an exquisite parable in
the 15th of John about the vine (a
delicious symbol of all that is merry,
jubilant, and effervescent in life),
and Christ said His reason for telling
the disciples this parable was that
His joy might remain in them. «I
tell you this that my joy might re-
main in vouw, and that your joy
might be full.” Then Christ shows
how joy wmway be got; and he that

follows Iis word cannot help getting
it. The sceret of Christ’s joy was
His giving His life for others: to
scek our own happiness is to be
miserable. To be happy in the
Christian life, we must fulfil the
conditions of abiding in Christ.
Suppose you have a friend who
has a great interest in temperance,
spends six nights a week in temper-
ance work ; you must either separate
from him or become infected by his
zeal. Two cannot walk together

_except they be agreed; and a man

cannot walk with Christ without
sharing in His enthusiasm, without
burning in his heart to do Christ’s
work. Therefore he gets his reward.
No miserable man, let me tell you,
will get happiness in this or in any
other church you may go to after-
wards, nor will you get it by pray-
ing for it; but the moment you do
a good turn to somebody else, when
yvou give the cup of cold water—it
may be at your own fireside—when
vou abide in Him and cateh His
spirit, then His joy shall be yours.
Then think of rest. If anyone is
restless, there is a cause for it; but
rest is not to be got by prayer, any
more than joy is. Fulfil the condi-
tions on which it is given: «Learn
of Me snd ye shall find rest.” We
must learn Christ’s secret, and take
life as He took it, if we would live
restfully. Take up His yoke, and
your burden will become light. The
great cause of our unvest is, I think,
conceit, wounded pride, not getting
the attention we think Is our due.
But Christ says, “Learn of Me: Tam
meek and lowly.” And again, « The
meek shail inherit the earth.” They
do not win it, they do not conquer
it, but it comes to them. The miser
docs not possess his gold; his gold
possesses him. Get Christ’s attitude
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tewards money and everything else
an} you will come to is absolute
tranquillity.

Before every great promise in the
Bible there is alwayvs a condition.
There is no use believing that every-
thing we ask of God is to be an-
swered straight away. What busi-
ness have we to pray if we do not
faltil the conditions of prayer?
Someone is perplexed about the next
turning; he is at the parting of the
ways, and a man comes to him and
says, « Light shall arise in darkness.”
He could not do him a greater un-
kindness, for light will not arise in
darkness, except to the upright in
heart; and let him first say to him,
« My brother, is your heart elean?
Arc you meaning to do God’s will?
Is your life straight?”

We, as a nation, will have to pay
more attention to caases if we would
bear the brand of Christ. We are
going in for quantity, when God
would infinitely prefer quality. It
will be a great thing if one man
here begins to follow Christ; but it
will he greater still if ten others be-
come more like Him. It is a better
brand of Christians that is wanted;
and the intelligence of the Church
must be fixed less on effeets than on

causes. Turn up your Bible, it will
tell you how to get them. Iaith
comes by the same method. What

is the cause of faith? It does not
come down in lnumps any more than
Joy.

I remember Mr. Moody sayving
that if he had spent as much time
in thinking about Christ as he had
in praying for faith, he would have
had a huundred times more know-
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ledge of Him. Faith does not come
by prayer. Iaith in anyvbody comes
by knowing them, not by begging
them to help vou to have faith in
them. And faith in Christ comes
just as faith in other people does;
you trust Him, and find Him worthy
of your trust. Then there is love;
how does love come? Do we ever
go to our friends and say, I beg of
you to help us to love yvou”? We
cannot love to order, we tall in love,
we cannot heip it; and it is the
ame with our love to Christ. There
is no magic about it,

Did you ever notice that beautiful
reading, “We love because he first
loved us”? It is not as the old ver-
sion has it, « We love him, beeause he
first loved us” That thing, love,
wells up unconsciously; and even
in this way we may come to love
our cnemies. ISternal life! This is
no chanee, no magie, it comes to us
by the same law. Why do you
want to live to-morrow? Because
you want to be with those you love,
to associate with them, to speak with
them; and if any man knows Christ
and loves Him he wants to live with
Him. Why did that man die ves-
terday ? Because he had no one to
love him on the one side, and he had
forfcited love on the other. Any
child may understand this simple
principle, that ecffects follow causes.
Certain things happen, but never by
chance; and I will dare to say that
vou cannot miss the effects if you
first see that you have the causcs.
You will then be working accord-
ing to the lJaws of nature, anu ac-
cording to the constitution of the
universe.

A PRAYER,

GraxT me, dear Lovd, for wmy life's term, I pray,
A threefold grace to sapctify each day —

Grace so 1o guide and to control my tongue
That none by it may be misled or stung ;

Grace to detach my mind from worldly snares,
From trivial talk or narrowing Martha's cares;
Grace in adoring love to take my seat,

Like Mary, meck and silent, at Thy feet.
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THE

ELDER'S SIN.*

BY AMLLIA E. BARR.

CHAPTER TI11.

But when one doeth amiss the rvight-haud
Angel doth lay
His palm on the left-hand  Angel, and
whispers, ¢ Forbear thy pen!
Peradventure in seven hours the man may
repent and pray ! "—Horan.

THE dislike between Carrick and
Grahame was an inheritance from
their fathers. When the first Car-
rick settled on his bare promontory,
a Grahame was living in Port Brad-
don, who was a life-long thorn in
his side. The antagonism—though
now veiled in deference to the more
tolerant spirit of modern times—
had lost none of its old virulence.
And as there had always been a
religious foundation for the enmity,
the Carricks had been able to justify
their opposition to the Grahames on
purely conscientious grounds.

Hitherto the unfriendly feeling
had not become actively prominent
in Andrew’s case. Nothing, indeed,
in their circumstances had conduced
towards overt deeds of enmity.
Grahame and Carrick lived apart,
their business was entirely dissimilar,
theyv had no mutual friends, and on
Sabbath days Andrew did not per-
mit himself to contemplate this
Mordeeali in the gate.

Unhappily, however, there is noth-
ing like a religions dispute for
-developing latent hatreds, and An-
drew’s day of trial was to follow
hard upon the time of his spiritual
enthusiasm. A meeting was called
in Port Braddon to discuss the Free
Kirk controversy; and the farmers,
fishers, and shepherd folk from all
the adjacent hamlets were present.

Andrew Carrick had been asked
to relate hisexperiencein Edinburgh,
and he was naturally proud and
happy of such an opportunity. He

* A bricf outline of this story was printed in this magazine several years ago.

had a grand and picturesque tale to
tell; his heart burned within him,
and he had every reason to expect
that it would fire his tongue, and
make him eloquent and impressive.
He considered it important that he
should be cloquent, for it was likely
the suceess of the Free Kirk in Port
Braddon depended very much on the
impression his words produced.

He began well, for he was sur-
rounded by ardent sympathizers;
but before long Grahame entered,
and Andrew found that his antag-
onism quickly damped and embar-
rassed him. He sat looking into
Andrew’s face with half-closed eyes,
and such a scornful, disapproving
smile on his tightly-shut lips, that
Andrew’s fiery words were chilled
ere they rcached their mark. In
the long run, he did no more than
put before them the question which
every man there knew perfectly in
all its bearings; and he felt that
cven if the Free Kirk was a success
in Port Braddon, that Andrew Car-
rick personally had failed.

And afterward, when the subject
came up for general discussion,
nothing could warm or convince
David Grabame. He possessed a
rough kind of cloquence; and when
he rose to speak, hie turned Andrew’s
deseription of a «wronged Kirk?”
into the most scornful ridicule; and
declared thatfor his part, “he thought
the Kirk had lost her senses, and
had been smitten with the rebellious
spirit o' the ten tribes o’ Israel; and
in sic a case,” he added with an
emphatic blow upon the table, «I wad
prefer to be wi’ the minority.”

Nothing could move Grahame
from this position. He declared it
to be his conscientious conviction;
and his conscience was ably sup-

It will be

given in future numbers in much fulness of detail.—En,
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ported both by his inclinations and
his interests. Ior in opposing the
Free Kirk, he opposed ihe man
whom he heartily disliked; and he
was also likely to save money by
this pleasant indulgence of his ill-
will—for if he was against the
building of a ¥ree Kirk he could
not reasonably be asked to assist in
building it.

Indeed, he said plainly, and with
much unnecessary strength of lan-
guage, that he «did not want a new
kirk, and that those who did want
one be to pay for the building of it.”
Consequently Andrew Carrick felt
obliged to give much more money
to the enterprise than he had calcu-
lated to bu his lawful share. For
Grahame’s example was not without
its influence; there being many
besides himself who were glad to
find some respectable principle to
excuse the shutting of their purses
against this new claim.

This dispute, oceurring within the
bounds of the kirk, was carried on
with decency and respeet, and out-
wardly did not appear to be a very
bitter one. But it was like the
letting out of water. The breach
seemed to grow by the mere fact of
its existence; for these were not
times when any strong feeling conld
be kept in abeyance, opportunities
for their translation into action
being too positive and plentifal.
And very soon an oceasion arose for
Grahame and Carrick to give for-
cible and active expression to their
ill-feeling toward each other. It
happened in this manner:

There was a man living in Port
Braddon who desired greatly to
help in the building of the new
Free Kirk; but though he was en-
thusiastic in spirit he was very poor
in cash. However, he owned a tract
of land directly to the north of
Andrew’s land; and he resolved to
sell it, and to give the price of it,
much ar little, toward the euterprise.
He first offered it to Andrew, and
Andrew was exceedingly glad of
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the cffer.  TFor if there was one
piece of land in Galloway he wished
for above all others, it was this
identical few acres of pasturage.

He was so pleased at the circum-
stance that he could unot refrain
from telling Ann as soon as he
reached his home. I hae long
wanted thae few acres,” he said with
an air of satisfaction. «They will
gie me the extra pasture I need for
the cattle; and the land lies sib to
my land, and is & vera pairt o it.
I hae often won’ered what for the
first Andrew Carrick didna huy it
in the beginning.”

« Have you bargained and bought
already, father?” asked Ann cari-
ously: for she knew her father's
slow and cautious ways in all busi-
ness matters.

«T havena a'thegither bought it,
Aun. I told Thomas Largs 1 wad
tak’ a night to think o’ it; but 1 let
him see that the bargain was as
gude as made.”

«Is the price to your liking,
father?”

«In ordinar times I wouldna think
o' gieing the siller asked, but I'll no
think o' bargaining wi’ the Lord.
The land is His now, and Il pay
the sum asked, were it twice beyond
this warld’s value. I'm not saying
the price is beyond value. One
way or another, the price is a fair
priece.”

«Then why did you not buy it at
the offer? If the land is in the
market you might lose it between
to-night and to-morrow.”

«Tt isna my way, nor is it the
way o' any douce, wise-like body,
to close a bargain wi’ a snap. I
aye tak’a night to think o'er any
‘maybe’. And as for the land being
sold other ways, it isna at all likely.
Land isna that easily passed frae
hand to hand. Sae taking a night’s
thought is but deccney and dignity.
I might tak’ & month to think o i,
and have nane to bid against me.”

Generally speaking, Andrew’s con-
Jjectures in this respect would have
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been within reason and likelihood.
But that night Grahame heard of
the proposed transaction, and im-
mediately bid ten pounds over the
first price. Thomas Largs indeed
insisted that Andrew had the first
refusal of the land; but as the
money was for the kirk, he thought
all parties would consider it fair
and just to take the highest offer
that could be got. Conscquently,
for nine days Grahame and Carrick
bid against each other for the strip
of pasturage, and at last—Grahame
bought it.

It was a very great mortification
to Andrew, though he consoled him-
self with the thought that he had
madeGrahare pay more than double
the value of the land. And when
people said “there was nae doubt
but that the *bidding’ had been a
clever arrangement between Thomas
Largs and Andrew Carrick to mak’
David Grahame do his duty by the
new Lkirk,” Andrew was grimly
pleased to let the idea furnish talk
and laughter for the little town.
For he knew well that Grahame
would fumc and Dbluster at the
«grick,” and in his passions be sure
to put himself in the wrong.

Still, these were very hard weeks
inside the Lone Ilouse for himself
and his daughters. Andrew was, as
Ann Carrick said, «gey ill to live
with,” both during the negotiation
and for some time after it. Ior he
was sorely disappointed in missing
the land, and he felt it hard that
Grahame had not been prevented
from interfering with a purchase so
manifestly just and proper for him-
self.

«Jt was even-down malice and
ill-will in David Grahame bidding
the land aboon my price, and I
won’er what for a just God let him
do it.” He made this reflection
constantly ; and it poisoned his food,
and his sleep, and even his prayers.
For he put down Grahame’s per-
verseness as a kind of persecution
of him for his advocacy of Free
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Kirk principles; and he read against
him, morning and night, the bitter-
est Psalms he could find.

And all through the day as he
narsed his lap-stone, he nursed his
wrong; finding what consolation
he could in telling himself and
others that the Grahames had aye
and cver been persecutors o the
freedom o the Word and o' the
rights o’ conscience;” and then by
way of commentary and proof, re-
calling every atrocity against the
old Covenanters which could be
associated with the unpopular name
and family.

Grahame also felt very bitter
towards Andrew. Ile readily be-
lieved the general impression that
Largs and Carrick had colleagued
together to egg him on to pay more
than one hundred pounds beyond
what the land was really worth;
aund this belief took from him the
sense of gratified hatred which was
the only interest or pleasure he
looked for in the spending of so
much money. Ile feit that he had
been tricked both out of his money
and his revenge, and that Andrew
was quietly laughing at him for
falling so ecasily in the net laid for
him. And it was not only Andrews;
he was sure, also, that cvery Iree
Kirker in Port Braddon was laugh-
ing at him.

For one day at his own door-stone,.
he was delayed by Watty Lowe,
an old half-witted town pensioner,
who said to him with a knowing
smile :

«It’s a big sum o' money you hae
gi’en to the great wark, Maister
Grahame. Folk ne'er thought you
were sae likely to do the lecberal
thing! But He tak'eth the wise in
their ain craftiness—I wasna mean-
ing to say that, Maister Grahame.
I was just thinking o' it, and the
words cam’ oot as it were unawares.”

And as Watty Lowe was a privi-
leged character, whose freedom of
speech it would be ridiculous to
resent, Grahame had to take the
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remarks as well as he could. DBut
he told himself with a passionate
bitterness, that Watty Lowe had
only given a frank utterance to
the popular opinion concerning his
unintentional liberality to «the great
work.”

Under ordinary eircumstances an
ill-feeling even as pronounced as
that now existing between David
Grabame and Andrew Carrick might
have ¢simmered” in both hearts,
and never found an occasion for a
more active exhibition. But the
cireumstances were not only un-
usual; they were also highly con-
<ducive to exeiting and developing
dormant anger. For the new kirk
was now being built, and Andrew
‘Carrick was the chairman of the
Building Committee.

In this capacity he was as seru-
pulous as he was about the stitches
and leather of his own trade. He
conceived it to be his duty to ex-
amine cvery stone and beam of the
new edifice, and he got no littie
annoyance from the various work-
men whom he thought it proper to
wateh and interrogate. :

“Do you think, Andrew Carrick,
that no one can do a fair day’s
wark but yoursel’?” or—«Are you
the only honest man in Galloway,
Andrew Carrick ?” or—"Come mix
the mortar wi’' your ain hands, if
vou think there is too much sand
i’ the lime, Andrew Carrick:” such

vas the usual tenor of the remarks
made by the builders, whom he felt
bound to overlook, and frequently
to check and advise.

But Andrew was unot deterred
by opposition: he felt that he was
-only zealous and jealous for the
-God of the Free Kirk, and he lefs
his own affairs without complaint to
watch over those whom he believed
40 be lesy'conscientious than himself.
But if he had only searched his
own motives as rigorously as he
searched the labour of others he
would have found at the very
bottom of them a positive pleasure

The Methodist Magazine.

to himself in these frequent visits to
Port Braddon, for he knew that he
very scldom went there without
being seen by David Grahame.
Now the very sight of Andrew
Carrick’s stern, dark face was more
than Grahame could endure. When
Carrick rode past his door on his
Galloway pony, so proud and mas-
terful-looking, Grahamecould hardly
keep his hands off him. He could
not keep his tongue; nor did he
try. As soon as Andrew came in
sight, he went and stood at his
open door, and from that point of
advantage assailed bim with ques-
tions as to the reason for his frequent
visits—questions whose very sug-
gestions were intolerable offences to
a man of Carrick’s spotless morality.
Andrew never opened his lips in
reply. However insulting the sup-
position, it gave "him a positive
pleasure to be grimly silent. But
if the old Covenanters looked at
their persecutors as Carrick looked
at Grahame, their intolerant hatred
and revenge may be easily under-
stood. Thepitying scornin Andrew’s
glowing eyes, and proud, stern face
was bad enough; but there was
added to it that complacent spiritual
satisfaction which made the Phari-
sees so detested, and which doubt-
less accompanied all their allusions
to «publicans and sinners.” Then,
with his upright carriage, his slow
gait, and his disdainful air gener-
ally, something of Carrick’s power
to exasperate may be conceived.
And of course this public hatred
did not lack its domestic expression.
In his family Grahame made Car-
rick the text for all his mockery,
and the occasion of all his bad
temper, Ie «dared” his son to
ever look the road the Carrick girls
walked again, and he vowed to
turn him out of house and kenning
if he ever opened his lips to either
of them.
Carrick was just as bitter and still
more particular in his charges.
And he spoke so much of the «“evil
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Grahames” and of the special
wrongs and insults he had to suffer
from them, that it hardly seecmed
possible any daughter could feel
kindly to the son of a man who
daily insinuated against her father
the very sins which were most
offensive to his nature and his prin-
ciples.

For Ann Carrick her father’s
feelings were sufficient, and would
have been, even without his express

- commands; but Jeannie ventured
o say one night to her sister:

“ Nannie, don’t you think it is gey
hard for poor Walter Grahame to
have to suffer for his father’s ill
tongue ? ”

«No; for I make no doubts that
Walter is of his fathers way o
thinking. lle couldna bide in the
same house wi’ Grahame, and not
be.”

«] don’t believe he is, Nannie.
You used to like Walter; vou did
that, Nannie; and 1I'm sure he said
¢you were a beauty.” I wonder at
you! If any lad liked me that
well, I would stand up ‘for him!
yes, I would—father or no father.”

“Then you would be a wicked
daughter, Jeannic; and your love
would have no blessing on it. Who
ever kent of any good coming to
an unblessed love ?”

« But, Nannie, marriages arc or-
dered for us—at least, folk say that.
Now, what would you do if you
were mated wi’ Walter Grahame 2

«If God orders marriages, Jeannie,
you may be sure he willna order
any that will make hate and anger
and evil speaking, and worse domo'
God would never do that.”

« Weel, weel! but the books a’
say that the course o' true love
ne’er runs smooth.”

“«That may be so; for true love is
like enough to meet with parting,
and sorrow, and poverty, and death
itsel’. But if it be true love, it will
win its way through every trouble,
and grow so strong that it willna
fear decath. And all this may be in
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a love of God's willing and father’s

blessing. But you, nor any other,
can make me believe that a love

that breeds thoughts o’ murder is of
God's ordering; and you ken what
father said anent a marriage be-
tween Walter Grahame and either
o’ us twa?”

«Ay; he said he would hinder
it—if he could.”

«He said he would hinder it,
though he called Death in to break
the bands o’ it. I sall never speak
to Walter again. I sall never see
Walter again. And I counsel you,
Jeannie Carrick, ne’er to heed him
cither. Te¢ isna to come into our
lives; and if we will have him in,
we sall get sorrow enough wich him.”

“You are aye fore-speaking ill,
Ann., But there are bonnier lads
in Scotland than Walter Grahame,”
said Jeannie, and she began to turn
her wheel with an air of total in-
difference to the subjeet.

So the winter and summer months
passed, and in the Lone House there
appeared to be no great changes.
During them, Andrew was in con-
stant communication with his cousin,
the Rev. Cosmo Carrick; and this
correspondence  brightened very
materially the long days. For
Cosmo Carrick stood in the very
thick of the fight, and he kept
Andrew well posted on the work-
ings of this grand ecrusade. There
werce wonderful things to tell, and
Cosmo told them with a heart on
fire; and then Andrew had the
pleasure of reading these letters at
the prayer-mectings and kirk meet-
ings, and of tasting the joy of being
a dispenser of glad-tidings.

It was always a happy day that
brought a letter from Cosmo Carrick,
and it was generally a happy even-
ing; for word was sent down to
the cottages, and there wasggsure to
be a gathering after the day’s work
was done at the lone house, to listen
to the latest Kirk news, and to
discuss whatever was new in the
movement.
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Jtor some weeks after the open
rupture with Grahame, Andrew had
been silent and gloomy; but these
letters had a vivifying influence.
And the daily routine of the house
was so even and cheery that he lost
all fear of change. Ann went in
and out, alert and cheerful, and
quite happy amid her daily duties.
And Jeannie sat in the house-place
beside her father, spinning fine wool
or flax, or sewing, or knitting; and
as April's sun and showers bright-
ened the earth, Ann often heard
Jeannie and her father singing
together some old Covenanting Psalm
or battle hymn.

How could she dream that during
all these months that Jeannie had
been seeing her lover clandestinely ?
How could she suspect that the
merry girl singing and sewing and
sleeping by her side had already
persuaded hersclf that her <«ain
way ¥ was the only way in which
she could possibly be happy; and
that her ain way was the road
which Walter Grahame would point
out to her.

As for Carrick, Jeannie was the
very last human creature he feared.
She sat on her creepie beside him at
nights; and the hand which was to
smite him lay lovingly across his
knee, or was clasped in his hand as
they knelt together by the small
round table which was the family
altar.  Ob, how could he doubt
Jeannie?

CHAPTER 1V.

The ills we see,
The mysteries of sorrow dark and long,
The dark enigmas of permitted wrong,
Have all one key :
This strange, sad world is but our Father's
school,
Auwd cyery change His love shall overrule.

So the’long winter went, and the
spring came again. The sweet April
days full of moisture and sunshine,
and tender blues and greens, made
even this corner of Galloway beauti-
ful. White sails of the fishermen’s

The Methodist Magazine.

boats specked the ocean; the sheep
and lambs were nibbling the tender
grass on the hillsides; and Ann Car-
rick was beginning to talk once more
of the spring cleaning and bleaching.

Ifor it was not unlikely that An-
drew would again have to visit Edin-
burgh. The new Kirk was approach-
ing completion, and its members
were quietly discussing the par-
ticular great preacher who should
be asked to officiate at the opening
services. The prevailing sentiment
was in favour of the Rev. Cosmo
Carrick, whose letters during the
winter had been a source of delight
and instruction to them. And An-
drew was much exercised about this
invitation, and most anxious to se-
cure it for his cousin.

If it was decided in favour of Cosmo
Carrick, Andrew had offered to go
to Jidinburgh at his own expense
with the invitation from the kirk.
He had also said something about
looking out for a suitable communion
service while he was there; and a
general impression existed, that un-
der favourable circumstanees, An-
drew might make the kirk a gift of
this service.

Indeed, though no actual promise
had been made the kirk regarding
thisservice, Andrew had really prom-
ised himself to give it from his own
means, *if the Lord were sae gra-
cious as to honour the name o’ Car-
riek in the vera sight o' them that
thought little o' it "—that is, if his
cousin Cosmo was chosen to open the
doors of the new Free Kirk for divine
worship.

This was a matter upon which
from the first breath of it Andrew
had set his whole heart. He had
educated Cosmo for the ministry,
and he liked the young man—who
had been exceedingly grateful and
respectful ; and to have bim—now
a placed minister—stay in his house,
and go from his hearth into the new
pulpit, would be possibly the very
greatest pleasure of its kind that
earth could give him.
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IIe knew also that David Grahame
was using all his influence to pre-
vent the invitation ; yes, he was even
spending money to do so. There-
fore to have Grahame fail in his
malicious effdtts would be a very
delightful triumph, and the sweetest
morsel of revenge that could be
vouchsafed bim. He did not call it
revenge; he did not dare to make
inquiry of his heart concerning the
feelings he nursed there; bhut he
looked forward to the decision of the
question with an anxiety that kept
his very breathing in a state of ten-
sion. And though he did not exactly
pray about the decision and Gra-
hame's interference with it, he did
remember continunally David’s chosen
evidence of God’s favour—¢ that
his enemies should not triumph over
him."

At length the important day ar-
rived. It wasa very day of beauty;
a day full of the airs and sunshine
of Paradise, and Andrew went to
Port Braddon with a sense of quiet
and confidence in his heart. With-
out words he had been passionately
demanding suceess in this matter,
and at the last hour an assurance of
it had come to him. He walked
into the kirk session with that feel-
ing, and he saw its confirmation on
every face, and felt it in every voice.
He knew they intended him a kind-
ness, for they all spoke kindly.

And when the vote was taken, a
great triumph awaited him. It was
a unanimous vote in favour of the
Rev. Cosmo Carrick. As to the com-
munion service, it was left entirely
in Andrew’s discretion. He was
very happy, though he said only a
few words in replv—«Ye ken, men
and "rethren, I sall do the best and
the utmost in me for this honour and
favour.” And his face was solemn
and impassive, but oh, how lifted up
he was!

Full of this spiritnal triumph, he
was riding down the main street of
Port Braddon, and his soul was so
exalted and excited that he did not
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feel the saddle, nor consciously guide
the reins of his pony. David on the
throne of the Twelve Tribes could
not have been more satistied with
himself as a chosen vessel of God’s
favour. He was fecling Grahame
to be literally bencath his notice,
and beneath his feet, when he met
him face to face.

Carrick did not even look at his
enemmy; but his whole attitude and
expression were so intolerably ex-
asperating to Grabame, that the man
was dumb with passion, and could
not utter his usual scornful and im-
modest gibes.

And Andrew took this silence to
be another evidence of heavenly
favour towards him. «The Lord
hath shut the mouth o' mine enemy
for me,” he said proudly. «It is a
good thing to keep silence, and let
him speak that kens sae weel how.”
All the way back to his home such
thoughts kept him delightsome com-
pany. They blended themselves
with the caller air from the sea and
the mountains, with the linnets sing-
ing in the whin bushes, with the
lambs bleating on the hills, and the
cattle lowing for the milking. Per-
haps in all his life Andrew Carrick
had never known an hour more full
1o him of the sweetness of earth and
thie very presence of God.

Ann had been very anxious for
his success, so anxious that she
could not feel any interest in her
household work. She had been
standing at the door watching for
an hour before she saw him coming.
But her first glance was assuring,
and she could divine by his very
carriage that «a’ things had gone
right”; that is, they had gone as
her father desired them to go.

Andrew, however, would not speak
with undue haste of his triumph—
especially to his women-folk. He
gave his pony its supper, and
walked through the byre, and went
into the garden to see if Ann bhad
sown the lettuce seed. But Ann
was happy. She needed no words
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to explain to her the brightness of
her father’s dark face and the proud
confidence of his walk. And when
she came into his presence, he
looked at her with a pleasant im-
portance, and said,—

«Ann, I'm awa’ to Edinbro’ on
Monday morn. I'm going on busi-
ness for the Kirk; very important
business. Sece to it, then, that my
suit o' black Dbraideloth is put up
wi’ a’ the ither things proper and
conformable.”

«] am glad, father! I am glad
with a' my hears, father!”

«God has gi'en me the desire o’ my
heart, Ann; and I am doobtless set
up a bit wi’ his favour. That is the
main thing, Ann. Your cousin, the
Rev. Cosmo Carrick, will be vera
likely to come back wi’ me. It is to
be a time o’ great spiritual joy, my
bairn, and you will see to it that
nothing suitable be lacking in the
way o’ ereature comforts and con-
veniences. If you are needing siller
for aught, you can ask me for it.”

Then he looked around the empty
room so quict and asked testily,
« Whar is your sister Jeannie? I
thought she wad surely be watch-
ing and waiting for the good news.”

« Jeannie isna home yet. She
went away long ere the noon-hour.
She went down to Lucky Boyd's for
some fine flax. She said she would-
na be -very long: but I havena
seen her since. I'm a bit worried
about her. I wish she would come
home. 1 am aye kind of anxious
when it gets to sundown if Jeannie
is out o’ my sight.”

«Tut, tut! Jeannie kens weel
how to tak’ care o’ hersel’; why
not?”

e took his pipe and sat down on
the hearth. Jeannie's stool was in
the corner, and he let his eyes fall
upon it with a sense of disappoint-
ment. He wanted Jeannie there to
talk to him. He wanted to tell her
about his trip to Edinburgh and the
contcinplated visit of her cousin
Cosmo. He felt her absence to be

The DMethodist Magazine.

the first shadow on his afternoon’s
glory.

Indeed. Andrew was already plan-
ning in his heart a marriage between
Jeanunie and the admirable young
minister, Cosmo Carrick. In the
way of marriages he could think of
none that could give him so much
satisfaction. He had resolved that
very night to tell Jeannie how hand-
some and “minister-like ” her cousin
was; and to drop her a hint, that
for all the young man’s gifts and
graces, he would hardly be blind
ang deaf to her beauty and winning
ways.

And this night, of all nights, she
was absent from his side. He was
disappointed. The twilight was
creeping o'er land and sea. The
dew was falling. There was a
sense of loneliness outside, and he
turned into the house again. Jean-
nie’s empty stool was the first thing
his eyes fell on. In the deepening
gloom it looked almost tragical. He
grew very restless. e keptsaying,
«T wonder whar she is at all; I
wonder whar she is?” And every
time he said the words, he said them
with increasing fear and restless-
ness.

He was glad to hear Ann coming
in from the byre. DBut the girl’s
face terrified him. She sct down
her milk-pails and burst into tears.

“«Iather, father!”she cried. «There
is something no right. I canna
bear it Jonger. I'm awa’ down to-
the cottages to speir after Jeannie.”

«8top here. I'll go mysel’.”

So Ann lifted her milk and went
into the dairy, and Andrew, with
long, rapid strides, went down to the
shingle.

It was quite dark when he re-
turned. Ann was standing trem-
bling at the open door when she
heard his footsteps. There was no

lighter step with him. Then he
had not found Jeannie. Her heart
stood still with terror. She went

into the house as her father ap-
proached and lit a candle. When
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she turned with it in her hand,
her father was present, His face
was white and angry. lHc seemed
almost incapable of speech.

« Have you scen Jeannie, father?”

«No.”

« Had she been at Lucky Boyd's?”

«No. She told you a lie. She
has not been at any of the cottages
to-day, but I hae found out that she
hae been there far too often other
days. What for didna you tell me
that she was meeting Walter Gra-
hame at Peter Lochrigg’s?” he
asked passionately. «I'll ne'er for-
give Peter. No, I'll ne'er forgive
him in this world, and I hae told
him sae. We hae had words, Ann,
and he willna lightly forget them.
Oh, lassie, lassie! Why didna you
tell me?”

«] never knew aught of it. Before
God I never knew it!”

Ann was afraid to say more. She
had never seen such anger as black-
ened her father’s face. He pushed
Jeannie's stool out of his sight with
words she thought Andrew Carrick
would be feared and shamed to use.
He tried to sit still, but he could not.
The very presence of Ann appeared
to annoy and irritate him. He
would not speak to her. He would
not look at her; and shivering with
cold and sick with anxiety, she
went into the dairy, and sat down
there until he called her.

«]t is bedtime,” he said. «Lock
the dour.” She did so, and then
laid the Bible upon the table. He
turned away from the Book, and
said almost angrily,—

«If you can pray go and pray by
yoursel’. God will hae to speak a
word to me before I can speak to
Him. Ann Carrick, whar is your
sister ?”

«J wish X knew! I wishIknew!”

«Think. Did she not say one
word that was mair than ordinary
to you?”

«Not a word, father. Not one.”

« Whar were you when she left
the house? ”

30
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“[ was in the dairy skimming
the milk. She came to my side and
said—just as she always spoke—
«Nannie¢, I'm awa’ down to the sea-
shore.””

“« What said you?”

« I said, ¢« Not you; you lazy lassie!
Go to your seam.’ And she said,
¢Nannie, I canna sew to-day. I
keep thinking o' the White Caves,
and the green waves tumbling
through them, and I'm going there
a wee.”

“ Weel ?”

«I said, ‘Dicna go there for my
sake! Go to Lucky Boyd’s and get
some mair fine flax, and sce that
you are hame at noon-hour.”

“Weel?”

«She answered me with a laugh;
and when I urged her she said,
¢I'll have a herring and a cup of
tea with Lucky, and she will read
me the queer dream I had last
night.”

“«And then?”

«She pinched my arm; and when
Iturned quick-like,she said, *There’s
a kiss to pay for the pinch, Nannie.
A minute after, I turned round
with the ecream in my hand, and
she was standing at the door of the
dairy looking at me. I said, ¢ Weel,
Jeannic, what is it?’ and she an-
swered, *Naething, Nannie. Nae-
thing, Nannie,’ and so she went awa’.
Oh, Jeannie, Jeannie! I'm feared,
father, for the White Cave, and her
wee feet upon the slippery stones.”

As she spoke there was a knock
at the door. Who has not heard
knocks that seemed instinet with
evil fate? This one smote on both
hearts. They looked at each other
with fear and trembling, and Ann
fell into the nearest seat and began
to sob and moan with apprehension.

Andrew went to the door. A
man on horseback stood there. « Who
are you? " asked Andrew in a stern
voice.

«Iam Jock Simpson, frae Wigton,
and I hae a letter for you, Maister
Carriek.” .
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Andrew stepped to the side of the
rider and took the letter; but ere
he looked at it said, “Take this
shilling and go down to Lucky
Boyd's. She will gie you and your
bheastic a bite, and a drink, and a
night's lodging. This house is fu’ o’
sorrow, and there is nae room for
stranger-folk."

The man took the money and
without another word rode away.
Andrew watched him until he had
passed the gate; then he re-locked
the door, and sitting down by the
table, he laid the letter upon it.

Before Jeannie's fate was known,
he had evinced the greatest anxiety
and emotion. After reading the
letter which explained her absence,
he rose with a forced calmness and
left it upon the table. Ann had not
dared to move, still less to question
him; but ag he passed through the
house-place he stopped before her,
and said,—

«You can read yonder bit o
shamefu’ paper. When you have
done sae, put it into the fire. And
dinna you daur to name the subject
o' it to me again!—Never!”

Then be went to his own room,
and angrily drew the bolt across
the door.

Ann lifted Jeannie’s letter and
read it. She did not wonder at her
father's anger. It was the letter of
2 half-educated and over-disciplined
child. Jeannie said she had married
Walter Grahame because she loved
bim better than all the world beside,
and that she was going with Walter
to Australia “so as not to anger
folks.,” Then she asked her father
and sister to forgive her, and to
stry and think a bit kindly of her.”
The very simplicity of the letter,
and its child-like want of guile,
went straight to Ann’s heart. She
felt that she must see Jock Simpson,
and hear the news of her little sister.

At the first streak of dawn she
was running swiftly down to Lucky
Boyd's, and she found Jock saddling
his horse and ready to leave,
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«J was up early, Ann Carrick,” he
said kindly; «for [ thought I counld
maybe win a sight o* you this morn
before Maister Carrick was round.
I promised your bonnic sister to
gie you this”—and he took a bit
of paper from his pocket— «only
Maister Carrick wasna to be spoken
to yestreen.”

Ann took the little packet grate-
fully. It contained nothing but a
long, shining tress of Jeannie's hair,
and a little card on whiel the run-
away had written in her large,
childish handwriting :

¢ Nannie ! Nannie ! Dinna forget Jeannie !”

«Ill ne’er do that! I'll ne'er do
that!” Ann sobbed. «My dear
little Jeannie! My dear little Jean-
nie"”; and she went erving up the
Lill, kissing this last token of her
sister’s love, and wetting it through
with her tears. -

It is a great blessing in hard
sorrow to bave compelling duties to
attend to. The cows were lowing
to be milked when Ann reached her
home, and the breakfast had to be
prepared, and the other household
duties to attend to. Ann neglected
none of them, though she wentabout
her work with a heavy heart. For
the loss of her sister was not the
whole of her sorrow. She could not
help feeling keenly the blasting dis-
appointment of all her father's an-
ticipations. The glory had been
taken from him. The harvest of
years, now ready for his hand, had
been blighted by Jeannie in a single
day, just for her own sellish gratifi-
cation.

The joy of her cousin Cosmo’s
visit, the joy of the new Kkirk, the
triumph of the principles so dear to
Andrew, the innocent, holy pride he
felt in seeing his kinsman in the
pulpit—all these cups of gladness
had been turned into bitterness by
Jeannie’s selfishness. Such thoughts
would not be put awav; and with
all her love for her sister. Ann could
not avoid the conclusion that Jean-
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nie had dealt her father a cruel
blow, made doubly cruel by the
time and circumstances of its giving.

All that day Andrew Carrick
remained in his room. Ife neither
ate nor drank. He answered none
of Ann's timid inquiries regarding
his health or his wishes. She heard
him hour after hour pacing the
floor, and talking ecither to himself
or to his Maker. For like the man
of Uz, Andrew Carrick was ever
ready to enter into a controversy
‘with Him. It was far more in
accord with his nature to argue the
« wherefore” of an affliction, than it
was to “hold his peace because the
Lord did it.”

He had followed the same course
when his wife was suddenly taken
from him, and he had justified it to
his daughters. “T am no bairn,”
_ he said, “to take my punishment

and ask no questions. I am a son
wha has come of age, and I hae the
right to ask my Father, ¢ Why hast
thou entered into judgment with
me?’” And in this sorrow the
inquiry appeared to Andrew still
more necessary.

For he could not help telling him-
self that the dispensation was em-
inently cruel. He had been led to
think that his was the triumph and
the victory; and after all, a Grabame
had been permitted to steal away
the sweetness, and leave him the
husks only. With this trouble on
his hearthstone, how could he go up
to the sanctuary with songs and
thanksgiving? He had thought to
bring his cousin to his home with
fatherly pride, and he was humbled
even in his children. Deep down in
his heart there was that feeling of
resentment which has its bitterness
in the sense of being deceived. Not
even to himself did Andrew like to
say that «God had dealt treacher.
ously with him,” but he felt that
God had permitted his triumph to
be made heartache and humiliacion
to him.

On the second morning, however,
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he appeared at the breakfast table.
He was gray and haggard, and had
aged ten years in the preceding
thirty-six hours. He swallowed a
few mouthfuls of his porridge, and
then rose and went to the open door,
and stood there facing the sea,
which was this morning blue and
smiling, and dimpling with incal-
culable Jaughter in the sunshine,
The wind blew his long, black hair
from his face, and the keen salt air
appeared to revive him, for he said
in a voice of mournful determi-
nation:

“«Ann, I sall go to Port Braddon
this morning. No one sall say I was
feared or shamed to face my sorrow.
And maybe I may get a word o
comfort from somewhere; for there
is naething but darkness and silence
in my ain room.”

«1f you call, He will answer, father.
His Word for that.”

«He has not answered yet.”

«1f you could eat some breakfast
befcre you went, father. It is a
long ride to Port Braddon on an
empty stomach.”

«I canna swallow my food—or
else it is my thoughts that choke me.
Bread and meat doesna help in
sicean straits as Andrew Carrick is
in the now.”

« KFather—you might meet David
Grahame.”

«Ay, I might. It
likely thing.”

«Q father, forgive me! but I'm
feared, father, I'm sair feared—Iif
you should lose control o’ yoursel’
—you hae good cause—it is a sair
temptation.”

«'There’s naething to fear you,
Ann Carrick. I sall not sin to
please David Grahame. 1 trust He
will at any rate, have His hand that
far about me.”

He really expected to see David
Grahame. He thought he was sure
to be lying in wait to catch him.
And if so, he anticipated the storm
of abuse— hail-stones and coals of
fire,” he called it—that would be

is a vera
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poured upon his head. But he rode
straight through the little town
twice over, and he never saw Gra-
hame at all,

With even more than his usual
deliberation he sauntered through
the various streets and places of call.
The answer he hud resolved to
make was ready on his tongue;
but no one said a word to him
except it might be, perhaps, « A
good day to you, Carrick.” ile was
thankful for the reprieve, and re-
wrned home stronger for it. Gra-
hame could not now say that “Car-
rick had avoided him” and he
might take a few days to rest, and
recover his mental strength.

He had intended going to Idin-
burgh on the following Monday,
bat he now determined to go at
He would be in a wilderness,
as it were, there; but near his own
home every personality questioned
and wounded him. Ann was glad
of this decision. She hoped he
would open his heart to his cousin,
and that Cosmo Carrick would be
able to give him the counsel and
sympathy she was afraid to offer.

For in some way Ann felt that
her father did not hold her guiltless.
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He thought she ought to have
watehed Jeannie better, and that
her sex and sisterhood made her
more responsible than ever he could

be.

Indeed, he found it hard to

believe that one sister had kept
from another a love affair going on
for nearly a year, some letter or
token, some slip of the tongue, some
broken or kept tryst, might, he felt
certain, have made a woman suspi-
cious, where a father could not be
expected to doubt.

Ann was quite conscious that such

opinions influenced her father, and
often made him unjustly cross and
silent with her. She had nothing to
offer against them but her simple

asseveration.

In the main, Andrew

believed her to be innoecent of all
conniving with Jeannie; but he
had also dark hours when he be-
lieved differently, and he made
these hours very dark indeed to his

cldest daughter.

just, she pitied him greatly.
she knew that he was learning,
during them, a fact she herself had
long known — that his daughter
Jeannie was the apple of his heart,
the dearest thing on earth to him.

But even when he was most un-
For

TRYSTE NOEL.
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¢ Tux Ox he openeth wide the Daare
And from the Snowe he calls her inne,
And he hath seen her Smile therefore,
Our Ladye without Sinne.
Now soone fram Sleepe
A Stavrre shall leap,
And soone arrive both King aud

Hinde;

Amen, Amen :
But O, the place co’d | but finde!!

¢« The Ox hath husht his voyce and bent
Trewe eyes of Pitty orc the Mow,
And on his lovelic Neek, forspent,
The Blessed lays her Browe.

Around her feet

Fall Warme and Sweete

His bowerie Breath doth mecklie dwell :
Amen, Amen >

But sore am I with Vaine Travel !

¢ The Ox is host in Juda's stall,

And host of more than onelie one,

For cluse she gathereth withal !

Ow Lorde her littel Somne.

Gla Hinde and King

Their Gyfte may brin,

But wo'd to-night my Teares were there, .
Amen, Amen:

Between her Bosom and His hayre !”
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LIGHT IN

DARK

PLACES.

BY HELEN CAMPBELL.

THE PLOWER MISSION.

TwENTY years and more of effort
Jiave made a different name for one
of the most infamous regions of
New York. Corlear’s Hook, once
unknown ground to all save the
police, is still one of the most law-
less regions in the city, and the
headquarters for the most daring of
the river-thieves.

The Hook proper is at the bend
of the Iast River. The great ma-
-chine-shops and storage-warehouses
that lie along its front are hives of
industry by day, but when night
comes and workmen and clerks
have departed it is a deserted re-
gion. Back of these shops and
warehouses lies a network of narrow
-streets and lanes, in the squalid
rookeries of which the thieves often
conceal the plunder obtained in
their nightly raids on the river.

More than twenty years ago the
founder of the Children’s Aid So-
-cicty, while wandering amcng the
wretehed dwellings and pondering
as to the fate of these waifs, came
upon an old shell of a public-school
building, with the unusual advan-
tage of being open to air and sun
on four sides. 'This was at once
rented and was afterwards trans-
formed into one of the most novel
and attractive agencies for good
that can be found in the city. The
man chosen for its superintendent
had not only love for his work but
a keen artistic sense. Any room in
his hands, by means of plants,
flowers, leaves, or cven old prints
and engravings, took on a pleasant
aspect; and he brought all his gifts
to bear upon this forsaken spot,
with its surroundings of old rook-
erics and broken-down tenements.

Soon a novel reward was suggest-
ed to the young vagabonds of Riv-

ington Street,—and indeed of the
whole region,—who flocked in, full
of delight over the growing things.
The best children in the school were
allowed to take a plant home with
them; and if they brought it back
in a few months, improved and
well cared for, they received others
as a premium. Soon in the windows
of the poorest, most tumble-down
houses and tenement rookeries one
saw flowers growing, or met the
little savages of the district carrying
a plant more carefully than they
did the baby entrusted to their
care. A little aquarium in the
school-room, with its aguatic plants,
was no less a dear delight, and
children came from miles away,
attracted by the fame the flowers
and plants had given to the mission.

The supply of flowers proved
utterly inadequate to the demand.
Sick children in the ward begged
for them, and a few wealthy persons
who knew of the work that was
being carried on sent occasional
supplies from their greenhouses;
but even this was not enough, and
formal appeal was made to the
public for flowers for the poor, and
especially for the Sick Children’s
Mission and the hospital.

It was thus that the first Flower
Mission of New York began its work.
The appeal was generously answered
from all sides. Sunday-school chil-
dren especially were interested in
hearing of the sick children who
perhaps had never seen a flower,
and they gathered wild ones or
began little gardens on their own
account. A receiving-room was
soon a necessity, where all flowers
were sent. A large table long
enough and broad cnough to hold
the loose flowers and allow of sort-
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ing them, shallow troughs for re-
ceiving the bouquets, plenty of string,
and scissors, and a few chairs com-
pleted the furniture of the room.

The great difficulty comes with
the winte~ months, when distrib-
uting work among the tenements
ceases, and the young potted stock
must be cared for. Most of the
young plants are given as prizes to
the children of the many Industrial
Schools connected with the society,
and a floral festival once a year
brings them back again as evidence
of the care bestowed. On that day
the mothers come with the children,
and the spacious audience-room is
filled with a mass of green. The
girls succeed best, and show their
specimens with pride. Often a
severe winter Kkills their pets, but
this is much less common since the
use of sclf-feeding stoves began,
which even in the coldest nights
keep the temperature above freezing-
point.

Thousands of poor families now
have their windows filled with beau-
titul plants. They have lcarned
the art of propagating the hardiest
kinds, and ivies, fuchsias, and gera-
niums flourish under their care.
But there is always a lack of pots.
Old tin cans with flaming labels, or
small wooden boxes, take their
place, but the plants can never
thrive so well as in pats with proper
drainage.

There are floral committees in
many of the surrounding country
towns, and there is growing interest
in the work of flower missions. The
season opens about the first of May
with bouquets of wild flowers, and
closes in November with gorgeous
chrysanthemums.

Flowers come in all sorts of ways.
Those who understand the work
either make them in small bouquets
or separate the varieties, laying
them in flat baskets with layers of
wet cotton batting between. Often
they come in great bunches and
must be sorted and made over,
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Railroads and express companies
deliver them free, and each year
the interest increascs.

Distribution is the heaviest task.
City missionaries, Bible readers,
nurses, and druggists throughout the
poor districts, all co-operate in the
work, and last year saw the distri-
bution of over a hundred thousand
bouquets and bunches of flowers
among the sick and the poor. Four
hundred towns in the vicinity of
the city are contributors, and Smith,
Ambherst, and Vassar Colleges also
send flowers. Not only hospitals of
all sorts, but the homes for the aged
and infirm are now included in the
work of distribution.

Some donors make a specialty of
one flower. Pinks come in profu-
sion from one well-known name;
and an unknown contributor, rc-
gistered as the «pansy-man,” sends
in thousands of his favourite flower;
while from another source, in one
year, came eighteen hundred pond-
lilies. Fruit is distributed to some
extent, but flowers seem most de-
sired. Men in hospitals beg for
pinks and look after the distributors
with hungry eyes. Women prefer
roses, and the children cluteh at
anything with colour and sweetness.

There are as many storics as
flowers in this work. In one
window of a rear tenement three
geraniums bloom and show thrifty
growth, which owe their life to the
care of the three tots who daily
take them to walk with a devotion
which even the street Arabs respect.
They mareh with them to Tomp-
kins Square and sit in the sun till
the pots are supposed to be charged
with it. That they are giving
themselves also a bath of healing
and health does mnot suggest itself
directly, but indirectly many a
mother has learned that, if plants
would thrive, sun and air and water
must be had, and has in degree at
least applied the lesson to the little
human plants in her keeping.

In the general distribution all
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classes are cared for. From the sick
ehild in hospital ward or stifling
tenement-house, to the sewing-girl
working through the long summer
days on the heavy woollen garments
that must be ready for the fall and
winter trade, there is always the
sorrow of the poor and the bitter want
that is so often part of the tragedy.
Not till one has seen how pale faces
light, and thin hands stretch eager-
ly for this bit of brightness and
comfort, ean there be much realiza-
tian of what the Flower Mission
really does and what it means to its
thousands of beneticiaries.

The poorest know it best. There
is a grim tenement-house on Roose-
velt Street where a pretty child,
with drunken father and hard-work-
ing, patient mother, lay day after
day in the exhaustion of fever.
Nothing could rouse him, and the
mother said sorrowfully, «He'll go
the way of all the rest, an’ I'm not
knowin’ but he'll be better off.”

A city missionary, bearing her
load of bloom from country fields
and meadows, brought in a bunch
of buttercups and laid them in the
wasted little hand, which closed
upon them with sudden energy.
The dim eyes opened wide, and the
dry little lips smiled faintly as the
child looked at the pretty yellow
flowers. All that Monday he held
them tight, clasping them closer,
and his mother tried to take them
and put them in water. When he
fell asleep she set them in a broken
cup close to him, and he reached for
them as soon as he awoke. On
Thursday the missionary, who came
with fresh ones, found the withered
stems still in the little hand.

«Sure 1've done the best I could,”
said the imother, “an’ kep' them in
water whenever he’d give me the
chance, but he won’t hear to their
bein’ anywhere but just in his hand.
They’ll be the makin’of him, an’ now
he’s willin® to eat, an’ I'm thinkin’,
please God, hell live after all.”

The crippled children show the

471

same delight, carrying the flowers
to bed with them, and watching
the distributors with eager eyes.
Prisoners in gaol, men and women
alike, stretch their hands through
the bars for them, and there are
women whose life has altered utterly
under their influence.

One is “Long Sal,” well known as
thief, drunkard, fighter, and general
disturber of the peace; a powerful
creature nearly six feet tall and
with muscles of a man, who fought
and bit when arrested, and had left
her mark on many a policeman.
Over and over again she had been
sent to the Island, emerging some-
times to a period of hard work
which she knew well how to do,
and then relapsing into old ways.

Into the Tombs one day came the
city missionary with some tiny
bouquets, a sprig of geranium and a
bright verbena, and “Long Sal”
looked at her wistfully. The mis-
sionary had not meant to give her
one. Indced there had been no
thought that she would do anything
but throw them aside contemp-
tuously. But «Long Sal” eagerly
took them and retreated to her cell,
from which issued presently a call
for the matron. This patient and
much-enduring woman, who ap-
peared in due time, looked with
amazement hardly less than that of
the missionary at the new expression
on Sal’s blear-eved, sodden face.

«] used to have great luck with
slips when I was a gal,” said « Long
Sal” «Gimme a bottle or some-
thing with water in it, and mor'n
likely this bit o’ geranium will live.”

The matron brought it silently,
fearing to add a word, and Sal
tended her geranium with devotion,
sending it out regularly by the
keeper for air and a sunning. It
prospered, and as it grew something
grew with it. When Sal’s day of
release came she looked at the three
new leaves on her slip as if each
one were a talisman, and the matron
said to her:
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« When you are settled, Sal, and
at work again, I will give you
another plant.”

Sal was silent, but as she walked
away bearing the precious baby-
geranium she cast back one look at
the matron,—an inscrutable look
that might mean a fixed intention
not to settle down at all.

It is the truest things that carry
often the most improbable sound
with their telling, and so all are
welcome to doubt the tale. But it
stands on record that Sal, though
vielding now and then to her old
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temptation of drink, remained faith-
ful to whatever pledge she had made
the geranium, which grows still, a
great plant, every leaf cared for to
the utmost by the woman who was
once the terror of the Ward. She is
not a saint even now, but she is no
longer a terror, nor is she alone in
the experience which bears witness
to what power dwells in beauty,
and how even what Jlooks most
helpless at present may through the
ministry of nature in flowers be
reached in ways of which man has
not yet found out the knowledge.

GLADSTONE'S LATEST TRIBUTE

It is Mr. Gladstone’s conviction, de-
rived, he says, from long observation, that
the influence of the negative or agnostic
spirit of the day has affected statesmen,
*the class enzaged in political employ-
ment,” to a comparatively small degree.
“ Persons who are habitually conv crsant
with human motive, conduct, and con-
cerns,” hesays, ““are very much less borne
down by scepticism than specialists of
various kinds and those whose pursuits
have associated them with the literature
of fancy, with abstract speculation, or
with the study. history, and framework
of inanimate nature.”

However this may be, it is certain that
Mr. Gladstone himself is a shining illus-
tt.:wm of a statesman who has been ever

ready  to champion the claims of the
Lhmstn.m religion, whether in reviewing
w book like ““ Robert Elsmere,”’ entcrm“
the lists with Professor Huxley, or cross-
ing lances with Robert G. Ingersoll.

‘Mr. Gladstone does not find that there
is any disposition on the part of the world
ta abate allegiance to the Bible. *‘In-
deed,” he exultantly exelaims, ‘it has
heen simultancously with the undermin-
ing and disintegrating movement that
the religion of Christ has assumed more
visibly than ever & commanding position
in the world.,”  Dwelling upon “this idea
he ¢mtrasts the Bible with the other
sicred writings of the world.  Its claim
to authority is absolute. It takes no
notice whatever of these other writings.
The God it proclaims is the only and the
universal Ged.

* From his Introduction to ** The People’s Bible History,

TO THE BIBLEX*

Tt is supremacy, not precedence,” he
says, ‘‘that we ask for the Bible; itis
contrast, as well as resemblance, that we
must feel compelled to insist on. The
Bible is stamped with specialty of origin,
and an immeasurable distance separates
it from all competitors. "He proceeds in
the following words :

‘“The Christian creeds, like the Scriptures
as Christians in general hold them, teach
the doctrine of the Holy Trinity ; but this
doetrine of the Holy Trinity presupposes,
and is based and built upon, the doctrine of
the Unity.

“Not only did those Seri iptures teach the
unity of Goil, but they taught with an em-
phasis, persistency, and authont.) such as
no other work of any period or authorship
has equalled ; and the doctrine of the New
Testament on this subject is veally no more
than an echo from the doctrine of the Old.
If this truth was thus taught by the Old
Testament in the Law, .md the Prophets,
aud the Psalims, to the Hebrew race, and
that through a long course of centuries,
while it was everyw, here else at least and
more commonly enied, we have only to
take further into view the generally ac-
knowledged trath, that it supphcs the only
foundation on which the fabric of a pure
religion can be reared, in order to make
"oml as among the old sacred books of the
world, not onl\ the superior, but, so far as

regards the very heart, voot, and centre of
divine truth, tie exclusive claim of the
Rible.

“1 do not, indeed, deny that au-
thentic traces of this majestic truth are to
he found eclsewhere in old books and old
religions : but it is amid a mass of evil and

P reviewed on page 483.
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ruinous aceretions, which grew progres-
sively around it, and but too rapidly stifled
and suppressed it. This, then, does not
alter the parallel and even more undeniable
fact, that it is in all these cases (raced
ather than recorded, recorded rather than
taught, and, if taught at all, taught with
such utter lack of perspicuity, persistency,
and authority as to deprive it of all motive
power, to shut it out from practical religion,
and to leave it, through the long and weary
centuries, in the cold sleep of oblivion or
under a storm of overwhelming denial.”

In development of the same contrast
between the Bible and other sacred books
occurs the followiug striking passage :

*“What may be held truly wonderful is
that the Bible in a translated form seems
not sensibly to loseits power. In Palestine,
the Septuagint competed with the original
Hebrew. In the English tongue, the au.
thorized version bears, and has borne for
-centuries, the character of a powerful and
splendid original. It has greatly contri-
buted both to mould and to fix the form of
the language. From Germany we hear a
somewhat similar accent of Luther’s Bible.
In general, even a good translation is like
the copy of some great picture. It does
not readily go home to heart and mind. But
who has ever felt, or has ever heard of any-
oue who felt, cither in reading the English
or other traunslations of the Bible, the
comparative tameness and inefliciency which
commonly attach (o a change of vehicle
hetween one tongue and another? Is it
believed that the Kpistles of St. Paul in
English have seriously lost by submitting
themselves to be represented in a version?
At least it may be said with confidence that
there are no grander passages in all English
prose than some of the passages of those
translated epistles.  Such is the case of the
Bible in its foreign dress. I wm not com-
petent to pronounce that it loses nothing.
But it retains all its power to pierce the
thoughts of the heart : it still vemains
sharper than a two-edged sword: it still
divides bone and marrow. 1t doesits work.

*“We turn to the other Eastern hooks —
what w contrast they represent ! Certainly
the same opportunities have not been af-
forded them of operating through u vaviety
of tongues which have been given to the
Holy Scriptures.  But Confucins and the
Koran were translated into Latin in the
seventeenth century : and in English they
have been accessible for more than one gen-
<cration.  They cach assumed a German dress

more than a century ago. The presentation
of these hooks in the muss to the modern
world is, of course, too recent to be dwelt
upon. But the carlier facts show that, had
these books been gifted with any of that
energetic vitality wlTlich belongs to the Bible,
a beginning of its manifestation would long
ago have heen made ; whereas there is not a
sign that any one of them is likely to exer-
cise, beyond its own traditional borders,
any sensible or widespread influence. They
appear to sink into a caput mortuum, n dead
letter. It is a sublime prevogative of the
Holy Bible thus to rveverse the curse of
Babel. ‘They, and they alone, supply the
entive funily of man with » medium both
for their profoundest thoughts and for their
most vivid sympathies which is alike avail-
able for all ; and onee more, in a certain
and that no wean sense (so far, that is to
say, as the work of langnage is concerned),
they make the whole earth to be of one
speech.”

The following are the concluding words
of Mr. Gladstone’s recent article on the
Bible :

““Who doubts that, times without num-
ber, particular portions of Scripture find
their way to the human soul as if embassies
from on high, each with its own commission
of comfort, of guidance, or of warning?
What crisis, what trouble, what perplexity
of life has failed or can fail to draw from
this inexhaustible treasure-house its proper
supply 2 What profession, what position is
not daily and howrly enriched by these
words which repetition never weakens,
which carry with them now, as in the days
of their first utterance, the freshness of
vouth and immortality 7 When the solitary
student opens all his heart to drink them in,
they will reward his toil.  And in forms yet
more hidden and withdrawn, in the retirve-
ment of the chamber, in the stillness of the
night season, upon the bed of sickness, and
in the face of death, the Bible will be there,
its several words how often winged with
their several and special messages, to heal
and to soothe, to uplift and uphold, to in-
vigorate and stir.  Nay, wmore, perhaps,
than this: wmid the crowds of the court, or
the fornm, or the street, or the market-
plaze, where every thought of every soul
scems 10 be set upon the excitements of am.
bition, or of business. or of pleasure. there
too, even there, the still, small voice of the
Holy Bible will be heard, and the soul, aided
by some blessed word, may find wings like
a dove, may flee away and be at rest.”

Ix the pure soul, although it sing or pray,
The Christ is horn anew from day to day ;
The life that knoweth Him shall bide apart
Aund keep cternal Christmas in the heart.
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THE UNITY OF THE EMPIREX*

THERE are great centripetal forces at
work in the world which are drawing the
states, and nations, and churches, and
peoples closer together. The time was
when every tribe and clan was a very
Ishmael ~-at war with every other. Later
we have such federations as the Saxon
Heptarchy, the Provinces of France, the
Duchies and Grand Duchies of Germany.
The progress of integration has gone on
till we have a united Italy, the German
Empire, un American Union, s federated
Canada. Aninevitable destiny, we think,
is leading to the unifying of the British
Empire, and, let us hope, the federation
of all English-speaking peoples. We hear
much of Pan-Slavism, Pan-Latinism and
Pan-Teutonism. These are prophecies of
Pan-Britonism.

In the volume under review Dr. Parkin
points out not only the manifest advan-
tages but the urgent need for the defence
of the Empire, and especially of its out-
lying members, of such Federation. Qur
own country has witnessed the develop-
ment within a generation from « string of
disconnected colonies to a great federa-
tion, covering half a continent, knit to-
gether by commercial, political and social
ties. Australia and South Africa are ap-
proaching such integration. These greab
sub-kingdoms ave not isolated communi-
ties, but are closcly connected by the
silken bonds of commerce which are grow-
ing stronger every year.

Melbourne has grown in fifty years
from a village of 1,000 inhabitants to a
city of 500,000. Australian commerce
now equals that of the United Kingdom
of fifty years ago.

Of the 38,000 steamships which passed
through the Suez Canal in 1891, seventy-
eight per cent. were British and eighty-
two per cent. of the tonnage; only three
ships were American. The foreign com-
merce of the United Kingdom i 1837
was £210.000,000, and in fifty y:ars it
expanded to nearly £1,200,000,000. Cau-
ada’s commercial navy now ranks feurth
in the world. These facts create & more
imperious necessity that Britannia shall
still rule the waves. Her many colonies
will furnish her with friends and allies,
with harbours and coal depdts on every
shore.

It was a significant fact that Australian

volunteers and Canadian voyageurs toiled
side by side on the Upper Nilv on behalf
of the Motherland. The bust of & Cana-
dian prewmier and the mewmoriul tablet of
an Australian statesman are grouped with
the tombs of Wellington and Nelson be-
neath the dome of St. Paul.

“To the Christian, the moralist, the
philanthropiss,” says Dr. Parkin, ‘“no
ingpiration could be greater than that
which might well spring from observing
the growing strength of tho Empire, and
from reflection that this immense energy
might be turned in directions which would
make for the world’s good.”

The sons of the United Empire Loyal-
ists may well cherish the noble ideal for
which their fathers suffored expatriation.
““ Most of them,” says Mr. Lecky, ‘““ended
their days in poverty and exile, and, as
the supporters of a beaten cause, history
has paid but a scanty tribute to their
memory, but they comprised some of the
best and ablest men America has ever
produced, and they were coutending for
an ideal which was, at least, as worthy as
that for which Washington had fought.”

The existence of French Canada is no
bar to the federation of the Empire. It
is the boast of Montalembert that the
Frenchmen in Canada attained a liberty
which the Frenchmen in France never
knew. ‘A happicr calamity,” says Park-
man, ‘‘never befell a people than the
conquest of Canada by Bricish arms.”

The position of Australia presents equal
cogent reasons in favour of federation.
Its population is more purely British than
that of any other country occupied by
Anglo-Saxon people.  Ninety-five per
cent. of the inhabitants are of British
origin. Nine-tenths of all its prodacts it
cannot use, and nine-tenths of all its
needs it cannot raise. For the sale of its
raw products it is absolutely dependent
on free access to the British market.
Some of the more bumptions colonists
desire independence, but that would en-
tail an enormous cost fur defence without
any adequate advantage.

British possessions in South Africa,
which have already grown to continental
dimensions, need the protection of the
Empire. Between the years 1793 and
1797, when the French held the Isle
of France and Bourbon, no less than
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2,266 British merchantmen were seized by
French ships sallying from these stations,
and this when Britain's trade with Aus-
tralia and the Bast was trivial compared
with its present proportions.

The fiseal policy of the federated Em-
pire need not be greatly different from
what it is now, although a British Zoll-
verein is regarded by many as the true
ideal. Trade follows the flag. The four
millions of people in Austrilia take more
Britisih goods than the fifty millions of
Germany or the sixty millions of the
United States.

As to plans of federation these may
largely be left to peaceful evolution when
once the principle is adopted. Recently
the influence of Canada, long ignored,
has been felt in treaty-making Dboth in
Washington and in London. Sir Charles
Tupper proposes that the members of the
colonial cabinet be members of the Privy
Council of England. With him agree
Earl Gray, the Marquis of Lorne, W. E.
Forster and others. Lorvd Thring sug-
gests that the agents-general of the colo-
nies should have positions akin to those
of the ministers of foreign states.

Dr. Parkin suggests that conferences
such as have taken place at Ottawa and
Melbourne, bringing the statesmen and
merchants of the colouies into cluser touch
and sympathy, should be more frequent.
An Imperial penny postage, he urges, will
be more to the nation than the strength
of many ironclads in the stronger national
sentiment, the deeper feeling of national
unity which it would evoke. He urges
also, discussion of the subject by cham-
bers of commerce, workingmen’s clubs, in
the press, and especially the study of the
history and geographical relations of this
world-wide Empire in the schools and
colleges.

** The cultivation of national sentiment
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in the minds of the young,” he says, ¢ on
the basis of sound knowledge, historical,
geographical and industrial, is not only a
legitimate work, but a primary duty for
the schools of the country. Ispecially
is this true of countries where good gov-
erument rests on the intelligence of the
masses.  Above all it is true for a nation
which has the great birthright of free
popular institutions, which has more than
once stood as the bulwark of modern
liberty, as it may have to stand again,
which has traditions behind and prospects
ahead fitted to fire the noblest and purest
enthusiasm.

¢ By manifold agencies and influences,
then, is the problem of British unity to
be worked out. Our freedom, our national
traditions, our institutions, our Anglo-
Saxon civilization, are the common heri-
tage of all. 1t is the business of all to
labour for their maintenance and for their
security.”

Dr. Parkin will have a splendid op-
portunity, as the head of the Upper
Canada College, to embody this uoble
ideal of British education. In the vari-
ous periodicals under our charge we shall
endeavour to promote the same broad
patriotism —a loyalty not merely to our
city, our province, or our Dominion, but
to the broad Empire of which Canada
forms nearly one-half, and to the Sover-
eign whom we love with no less ardent
affection than any who in any land pray,
“Gad Save the Queen.”

In connection with Dr. Parkin’s admir-
able book on this subject, we suggest the
study of Professor Seeley’s ** Expansion
of England,” issued by the same pub-
lishers, and, for our junior readers,
Adams’ admirable little book on Eng-
land’s colonial dependencies, entitled
“Around the World with the Union
Jack.”

CHRISTMASTIDE.

BY RICHARD BURTON.

CHRISTMASTIDE is a time of cold,

N Of weathers bleak and of winds ablow ;
Never a flower—fold on fold
Of grace and beauty—tops the snow,
Or breaks the black and bitter mould.

And yet ‘tis warm—for the chill and gloom
Glow with love and with childhood’s glee;

And yeb ’tis sweet —with the rich perfume

Of sucrifice and of charity.

Where are flowers more fair to see?

Christmastide, it is warm and sweet :
A whole world’s heart at a Baby's feet !
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UNSCIENTIFIC SCIENCE.
THE RIGHT IION. A. J. BALFOUR ON TI[E STUDY OF T'HEOLOGY.

Messks, LoNamans, Greex & Co. have
published onc of the most remarkable
books this generation hasseen, Itsauthor,
its theme, and its contents alike explain
the prompt and extensive notice which it
received in the press. It has been well
said that there are only two subjects
which enchain the attention of serious
men—jpolitics and religion ; and here the
leader of une great party in the House of
Commons, a future Prime Minister of
England, writes upon the subject of re-
ligion. In the work now before us the
Right Honourable A. J. Balfour appears
as one of the ablest apologists for the
Christian religion since the days of Bishop
Butler. This volume is entitled * The
Foundations of Belief, being Notes In-
troductory to the Study of Theology.”
1t is very modest of Mr. Balfour to speak
-of this volume as consisting of notes.
It is really a profound investigation of
those preliminary presuppositions and pre-
judices which settle the attitude of men's
minds in relation to the Bible before the
distinctively biblical argument begins.

Sir William Hamilton was fond of as-
serting that no question came up in theo-
logy which had not previously come up
in metaphysics. Mr. Balfour states the
same truth when he says that ‘‘ the de-
«cisive battles of theologyare fought beyond
its frontiers. 1t is not over purely re-
ligious controversies that the cause of
religion is lost or won. The judgments
we shall form upon its special problems
are commonly settled for us by our gen-
eral mode of looking at the universe ; and
this again, in so far as it is determined
by arguments at all, is determined by
arguments of so wide a scope that they
can seldom be claimed as more nearly
concerned with theology than with the
philosophy of science or of ethics.” His
object, therefore, is not to discuss par-
ticular doctrines, but * to recommend a
certain attitude of mind.”

The irrational and unscientific attitude
of mind which he attacks has been var-
iously called agnosticism, positivism, and
ewmpiricism, but he prefers to describe all
these phases of infidel thought by the word
naturalism. Hearraigns all those persons,
educated and uneducated, who assert
that ““the only world of which we can
have any real knowledge is that which is
revealed to us through sense perception,
and which is the subject-matter of the
natural sciences.”

In the first place he points out the ulti-
mate inevitable consequence of naturalism
as thus defined. It is fatal not only to
religion, but to morals, to art, and to
reason itself. The frost of this kind of
scepticism, falgely called scientific, will
kill our ideals both of conduct and of
beauty, and will destroy philosophy. ft
will be ¢‘ embarassing enough to morality,
but absolutely ruinous to knowledge.”
Everything that is noble and morally
good in us will be dwarfed and beggared;
everything that distinguishes us intellect-
ually and morally from the lower animals
will be destroyed. When naturalism has
brought forth its perfect fruit, truth,
beauty and goodness will have become
impossible absurdities.

In Mr. Balfour’s own striking words,
¢If naturalism be true, or, rather, if it
be the whole truth, then is morality but
a bare catalogue of utilitarian precepts ;
beauty but the chance occasion of a pass-
ing pleasure ; reason but the dim passage
from one set of unthinking habits to
another. All that gives dignity to life,
all that gives value to effort, shrinks and
fades under the pitiless glare of a creed
like this.” “The consciousness of free-
dom, the sense of responsibility, the
authority of conscience, the beauty of
holiness, the admiration for self-devotion,
the sympathy with suffering—these, and
all the train of beliefs and feelings from
which spring noble deeds and generous
ambitions,” are ““a poor jest,” ‘““a delib-
erate fraud,” perpetrated by nature upon
us in order to trick us into conduct which
promotes the survival of the species to
which we belong.

In bricf, the attitude of mind which
has been pressed upon this generation
with such passionate zeal by such men as
Mr. Mill, Mr., Matthew Arnold, Professor
Huxley, and Mr. Herbert Spencer will,
if it ultimately prevails—to quote once
more the Ianguage of Mr. Balfour—* eat
all nobility out of our conception of con-
duct and all worth out of our conception
of life.” It will, of course, be suid by
the illogical that many of those whose
doctrine Mr. Balfour attacks are them-
selves beautiful examples of anintellectual
and moral life. But, as Mr. Balfour at
once shows, that signifies nothing. In
his own striking words : ** Their spiritual
life is parasitic; it is sheltered by con-
victions which belong, not to them, but
to the society of which they form a part.




Christmas Song.

Tt is nourished by processes in which they
take no share. And when those convic-
tions decay, and those processes come to
an end, the alien life which they have
maintained can scarcely be expected to
outlast them.” Happily, men — even
those who profess to be scientific and
philosophical—are illogical and inconsis-
tent. Many living advocates of natural-
ism are immeasurably better than their
creed, but their successors will nov exhibit
this noble inconsistency if the views
they advocate prevail and the existing
Christian environment disappears.

Mr. Balfour does not stop when e
has shown the hideous immorality of
naturalism. He goes on to prove that it
is as unphilosophie, irrational, and un-
scientific as it is immoral. Nothing
could be more impressive or entertaining
than the skill, wit, and thoroughness with
which Mr. Balfour uses the weapons of
modern rationalism against itself. David
cut off the head of the boastful and
defiant Goliath with his own sword. Mr.
Balfour has repeated that happy feat.
He shows conclusively that every argu-
ment by which the modern infide! tries to
prove the unreality or the instability of
the Christian religion, may be used with
tenfold greater effect against his own
boasted science.

This section of the volume reminds us
of the crushing dialectic and delicious
humour with which Pascal shattered
Jesuit morality in the Provincial Letters.
Mr. Balfourcompletely riddles the enemy’s
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position. He shows that those who argue
so loudly about the superior certainty of
scientitic conelusions founded upon sense-
perceptions, simply do not know what
they are talking about. Scientific pre-
suppositions, foregone-conclusions, and
postulates, are as numerous as those
made by the Christian, and are open
to the gravest moral objections, while
the Christian presumptions are justified
Ly the practical and highest necessities
of life.

We have probably had no volume since
*“ Butler's Analogy,” which has so clearly
demonstrated that every objection which
is made to Christianity is equally applic-
able to the dogmas of its encmies. All
this, of course, does not prove the truth
of the Christian religion, bub, as Mr.
Balfour properly says, it is *‘more than
sufticient to necutralize the counter-pre-
sumption which has uncritically governed
so much of the criticism directed in receny
times against the historic claims of Chris-
tianity.” We have no time to dwell
upon the exquisite style, happy illustra-
tions, and epigrammatic humour which
enrich the work. We can only refer our
readers to the book itself, while we de-
voutly rejoice that one of our most in-
fluential public men has the ability and
disposition to give so crushing a blow to
unscientific science and irrational philo-
sophy. It isa truly significant sign that
in England, at any rate, the extreme
foolishness of agnosticism is being found
out.—The Methodist Ttines.

CHRISTMAS SONG.

Born at last ! the great Messiah
Bringeth in the better day,

Peace on earth, good-will from Heaven,
Lo ! the star that leads the way !

So runs on the ancient story
Of the shepherds that strange night,

How they heard the quiring angels,
And beheld the wondrous light.

But the weary world still waiteth,
And the promise long delays ;
Still the hope-star leadeth onward,

Over dark and dreary ways.
Oft the star itself shines dimly
From a sky that clouds obscure ;
And the heavens lose their pity
For the crying of the poor.

The oppressor rides in triumph,
And the weak are in the dust.
Shall the evil always prosper ?
Is it vain the hope we trust ?
Peace comes not, but ever struggle,
Man his brother fighteth still,
In the yet far distant future
Lies the bright land of good-will,

But though long delayed, it cometh,
Heav’n is not born in a night,
Through the travail of the ages
Comes to birth the perfect right.
Never done, but always growing,
God unfolds His mighty plan,
Hark the far-off future shouteth
““ Peace on earth, good-will to man !~
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POLITICAL FEDERATION OF THE EMPIRE.

SIR GEORGE BADEN-POWELL, K.C.M.G., M.P.

THE tens of thousands who witnessed
from within, the hundreds of thousands
who witnessed from without, aud the
millions who have eagerly read of the
stately and unique ceremonies by which
the Linperial Institute has been maugur-
ated, were the genuine representatives
-of every part of our wonderful Empire.

The Queen and Empress, not less re-
spected than beloved by more than four
hundred nullion subjects, here received,
with her son and heir-apparent, the will-
ing homage of by far the largest national
“purty ” of the human race; and these
subjects truthfully pride themselves that
under her crown they enjoy a freedom
more secure, genuine, and well-ordered
than the liberty, 8o often degenerating into
license, which is the lot of citizens of the
new-fashioned money-ridden republics.

Yet this very Epire, to which the
Imperial Institute has become a necessity,
was, in its present character, actually non-
existent fifty years ago, It is a fact that
the British Ewpire hasappropriated three
out of the four areas within the temperate
zones not hitherto occupied by civilized
man. North America, South Africa, and
Australasia have fallen to the British;
only South America remains for other
colonizing races. In reclaiming for the
uses of civilization these vast aud fertile
areas, the British race has found new
opportunitics and channels for the in-
vestment and creation of capital, the
development of industries and commerce,
and the employment of population buth
at home and abroad.

So gigantic and rapid a development of
economic conditions has, not unnaturally,
created a proportionate sentiment and
pride of far-reaching effect. The national
sentiment is now centred on the Imperial
ascendency of the race, and throughout
all classes the idea of a great united
empire has tuken such hold that the
barest suspicion of treason to that idea
suffices to hurl from power the most in-
fluential statesinn,

The idea of the unity of theraceand the
integrity of its realms, at one time the ridi-
culed dream of theorists, at another the im-
practicable schemeof too-ardent politicans.
has become the first article in the avowed
creed of every public man. At the last
general election there was not a candidate
but spoke and wrote of his absolute inten-
tion to uphold the unity of the Empire.

Imperial Federation is the catchword
that has seized upon popular favour, and
its actual, or technical, meaning has been
lost in the wider fact that the phrase is
merely taken to represent this idea of the
unity and integrity of our great Empire.
Yet, for all thoughtful statesmen, the
phrase is the source of much anxious
pondering.  The question is constantly
propounded : What can be nctually done ?
What real, tangible work can be under-
taken that shall secure the substantial
realization of this great idea?

The history of the mother country in
the past contains the only reliable in-
dications of the history of the future of
that mother country and her numerous
colonial offspring.  That history is the
tale of successive developments, of a
series of growths and changes, usually of
such slight comparative importance as
almost to escape notice. British history
affords noexample of sudden, newreforms,
no magnificent paper constitutions, no
brand-new codes and institutions—it is
only a record of perpetual growth.

So must it be with the consolidation of
the varivus component parts of the
Euwpire ; with the realization of the idea
and spirit of co-operation and unity ; with
the consummation of what is meant by
the popular phrase, Imperial Federation.

Working for this great end is the one
overwhelming political farce—the popular
will.  This may be guided and stimulated
by the historian and the statesman; in
the press and on the plaiform; in par-
liament and in private.  But it can only
grow to be an overwhelming force by
reason of its being broad based upon the
true economic necessities of the case.

Statistics clearly show that, while of
the total mmports into the United King-
dom one-tenth ounly is manufactures, of
the exports no less than four-fifths con-
sists of manufactures. On the other hand,
while of the total imports into India and
the colonies at least one-half is of manu-
factured articles, of the total exports
nineteen-twentieths is made up of foods
and raw materials.

Such leading facts indicate the true
economniic relations between England and
her colonies, and afford very substantial
reasons for the faith that the public has
in the Ewpire, and the determination
not to fritter away that Empire.—Fort-
nightly Review.
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A NOTABLE SCHOLAR.

Sk Henry Rawringon, who died in
England recently, was a striking example
of a type of Englishmen in whom are
united the highest energy of character,
great executive ability, and strong in-
tellectual tastes. He rendered service of
very high importance in three distinct
departments—politics, the Army, and dip-
fomacy. In all these fields his reputation
was of a high order. He was also one
of the best-known scholars of his time,
dividing with his brother George a dis-
tinction which has made the name of
Rawlinson illustrious the world over.
Born in Oxfordshire, sons of an old-
fashioned countrysquire, the two brothers,
George and Henry, were destined, in
the old-fashioned way, the older for the
State and the younger for the Church.
They were both sent to school at Ealing,
and the younger, George, continued his
education at Trinity College, Oxford, while
Henry, the older, was sent off to Bombay
to begin service in the Army. He was
active, energetic, and faithful. He had
the qualities which have made the Eng-
lish soldier a type of a good fighter and a
brave man. He also had the dash which
many young Englishmen have, and which
bears evidence to the constant strain of
heroism and adventure in the English
blood. His famous ride of seventy-two
niles from Poonah to Panwell sixty-two
years sgo was made in three hours and
seventeen minutes. Not long after this
exploit he was sent to Persia, where he
spent six years familiarizing himself with
many parts of the empire, rendering
eflicient service in reorganizing the army
of the Shah, and, above all, making his
name wemorable by reason of his im-
perishable service to scholarship in deci-
phering the famouscuneiforminscriptions.
It was characteristic of him that, four
years after his famous ride. he was pain-
fully, and at the peril of his life, spelling
out cuneiform characters on the polished
face of a rock between three and four
hundred feet from the ground. Supported
by a ladder resting on a narrow ledge at
an elevation which would have made most
pecple helpless by reason of giddiness,

this daring young man slowly copied the
inscriptions, unveiled the secret of the
cuneiform characters, and gave a new
historical science to the world. It was
this feat which won for him the title of the
s Father of Assyriology,” and it is un-
necessary to say that the work which has
been done in this department is hardly
second in importance to that in any other
field of knowledge.

The man who had rendered this ser-
vice to scholarship was, however, a man
of action quite as much asa man of know-
ledge. At the end of six years he left
Persia and became the British political
agent at Kandahar, performing through
the first Afghan war services to the Eng-
lish Government notable at once for their
delicacy, their difliculty, and their danger.
His name was constantly mentioned in
the despatches from the field. But his
heart was in his work as a scholar, and,
putting aside an advance in position and
salary, he took a humbler position at
Bugdad in order to bring himself into
contact with the material which he wished
to study. Under the commission of the
British Museum he superintended the
excavations at Babylon and Nineveh
which had been begun by Layard, and he
copied and translated a great number of
ancient inscriptions and sent them to
England. Jr 1859, with the title of
Major-General, he was sent to Teheran as
British minister. In' 1865, returhing
home, he entered Parliament. As a
writer he was very much overshadowed
by his brother, Professor George Raw-
linson, but his book on ‘‘England and
Rusgsia in the East,” in which he took the
position that Herat, as the key of India,
must always be kept safe from Russian
occupation, holds a high place among
books of its class. His London house
was a museum of archeology, and to the
end of his life Sir Henry was an enthus-
iastic student in & department which he
had contributed so largely to create. So
long as the English race breeds men of
such temper and force its influence as
a world-power will remain intact. — The
Qutlook:.

THINE to work as well as pray,
Clearing thorny wrong away ;

Plucking up the weeds of sin,
Jeetting heaven’s warm sunshine in.
— Whittier.
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Religioas and Missionary Intelligenee.

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

WesLeyaNy METHODIST.

The South African Conference — the
youngest of affiliated Conferences—num-
bers 41,735 members, an incrosse of
2,441 for the past year. If the members
in juvenile classes were included the in-
crease would be 4,145. There are 413
day-schovls with 26,091 scholars, and
428 Sunday-schools with 28,500 scholars.
There are ten industrial and training in-
stitutions, and among the candidates for
the ministry were ten Europeans and two
natives. There arve 172 ministers, twenty
of whomaresupernumeraries, with twenty-
eight on trial.

More than half a century ago the Rev.
John Ayliff commenced a mission among
the Fingoes. About a year ago a me-
morial church bearing his honoured name
was dedicated. The church will seat
one thousand persons, and among those
present many were ordained ministers
and other office-hearers, descendants of
the original Fingo refugees.

A missionary who is on furlough in
England, Rev. R. Balmer, has with him
a few Hottentot boys from Africa. He
is holding meetings to raise funds to ex-
tend his mission among the ilottentot
children in Africa  The boys three years
ago could not speak a word in English,
but under his tuition they can both
speak in our tongue and sing well. At
one meeting, in Leeds, two thousand
persons were present and were delighted.

The published results of the inter-
mediate cxaminations show that the
Methodist College, Belfast, again stands
first of all Protestant boys’ schools in
Ireland. The girls’ school takes fifth
place among ladies’ schools.

Rev. Richard Roberts, ex-president of
Conference, has preached during forty-
three years of his active ministry 11,438
times, or 266 times per annum, giving an
average of five timesa week. Mr. Roberts
is seventy-two years of age and still pos-
sesses the most buoyaut spirits.

Rev. J. H. Bateson, superintendent of
the Army work in India, reports 23,745
members, being an increase of 2,131 over
the previous year. Five years ago the

membership was only 13,487. If the
present rate of increase be maintained
five years more, more than half of the
soldiers in India will be total abstainers.

Dr. Stephenson, of the Children’s
Home, London, has had under his care
during last year, 2,500 children, including
500 who have gone forth from the Home.
He has also compiled a hymn-book con-
taining 252 hymns for children’s meet-
ings, church festivals, hospital Sundays,
ete.

An ordination service of missionaries
was held recently, when four young men
were ordained for British Honduras and
Western Africa. All had spent some
time at the Missionary College, Richmond.

Numerous meetings in promotion of
Methodist union have been held in Aus-
tralia. The last of which we have read
was presided over by Chief Justice Wray,
Lieutenant-Governor. Among otherswho
took part we find the names of Sir John
Madden, Governor of Victoria, and Mr.
John 8. Larke from Canada. The meet-
ing was attended by two thousand persons
and was most enthusiastic.

MetHoDIsT EriscorAL CHURCH.

JSishop Hurst surprised and pleased the
C:ntral Swedish Conference at the recent
session in Chicago, by using the Swedish
language in the opening services, at the
communion services, and in the ordination
of the deacons and elders on Conference
Sunday. Bishop Hurst says that he
spent fourteen days in Washingl.on search-
ing for a site for the university. The
onc selected cost $100,000, and is now
worth $500,000; $300,000 has been se-
cured for the endowment of professorships
and the erection of buildings. One woman
gave $100,000. A wealthy Catholic gave
$12,000. A nephew of Pope Leo XIII.,
a labourer, whose children attend a Meth-
odist Sunday-school, gave $10.

Dr. Hunt, one of the agents of the
Book Concern, when addressing the Con-
ferences which he visited, stated that
$120,000 was donated from the profits
of last year to the aged ministexrs. He
also spid that one-third of -the religious.
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literature of the last century in the United
States is published by the Book Concern.

The Board of Education disbursed
during the last school year over $70,000 in
138 different schools, thus aiding 1,539
students of different nationalities, All
aid is granted in the form of an easy loan,
and it is gratifying to learn that the
repayment of loans last year reached
$7,940.82, a sum nearly twice as large as
any previous year.

Mernopist Eptscopa), CHURCH, SouTH.

Bishop Hendrix writes from Japan
that the great needs of the mission are
a first-class church on a choice site in
East Osaka, also a suitable building for
the Lambeth Bible-Training and Indus-
trial School in Kobé, and an endowment
for Kwansei Gakuin, our noble college
and theological school which has one of
the best sites and buildings in Japan,
The importance of these three objects
cannot be easily estimated. The Con-
ference proceedings were shared in most
intelligently by the native preichers and
laymen, who hail the early publication of
the Discipline in Japunese. They pro-
mise to be diligent students of our
economy.

MerRoDIST NEW CONNEXION.

The Sunday-school Union Committee
has made arrangements for scholars to
be examined in their knowledge of the
Scriptures, and the Connexional origin,
history and polity.

The motto of the societies of Christian
Endeavour for the connexional year is,
*“A Society in Every Church.” The
number of societies at present is about
two hundred, an increase of between
seventy and eighty during the year.

PriyviTiveE METHODIST.

A local-preachers’ manual is to be pub-
lished.

Ministerial associations are established
in every counexional district in Eungland.
Recontly, the association in the North of
England met in Bishop Auckland. The
Bishop of Durham, Dr. Westcott, enter-
tained two of the ministers at his resi-
dence, and spoke earnestly in favour of
union.

The Connexional Orphanage is doing
great good. Efforts are being made to
establish a home in London for young
men who drift thither from the country.

Great regret is felt throughout the
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Connexion that the stateof the Missionary
Fund prevents extension in Africa.

Rev. T. and Mrs, Stones have sailed
to West Africa to take charge of the
Aqua River Mission.

The African chief, Khama, who is
visiting England for the purpose of con-
ferring with the Government respecting
excluding intoxicating liquors from his
territories, has been entertained by the
Missionary Committee and has given much
valuable information respecting missions
among his prople.

Bisne CuristiaN CHURCH.

The Bible Christian and Primitive
Methodist denominations have agreed
to cu-operate tugether in the metropolis.
Where one denomination has a church
the other will avoid establishing a sepa-
rate interest.

Tur Meruopist CHURCH.

Wesley College, Winnipeg, now in
course of erection, will be an imposing
edifice, and is the third of the denomi-
national colleges in that city. The cost
of the stone and brick work alone is
$40,000, and the total cost will be $80,000.
By the time these notes are printed the
college will be opened.

Rev. Messrs. Crossley and Hunter, who
held a successful course of meetings at
Guelph, are now in the Maritime Pro-
vinces where, including a visit to Ber-
muda, they propuse to remain during the
winter months.

The new College Hall, in Newfound-
land, has been formally opened by a
grand inaugural concert.

The Conference in Newfoundland re-
ported an increase of 975 members, and
also an increase of 642 scholars in the
Sunday-schools.

The Conferences in the Maritime Pro-
vinces and Newfoundland are making
efforts to add $25,000 to the capital
stock of the Supernumerary Fund, and
have appointed Rev. C. H. Paisley agent
to visit the circuits for this purpose.

Irenms.

Romanism is not increasing so rapidly
as is often reported. There are a million
less members in Great Britain than in
1841. Therc are only nine million in
the United States. The strength of
Popery is in its unity.

Thomy La Fou, a Roman Catholir col-
oured man, died in New Orleans and iaft
an estate of $300,000. Over $200,000
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was distributed antong the educational
and chavitable institutions of the city.
He provided for his own relatives and
for the widows of a number of former
friends. He gave $3,000 to the Meth-
odist University of New Orleans, and
also a block of ground and $5,000 in cash
for the Methogdist Old People’s Home.

The wanton encroachment of France
upon Madagascar renews the interest of
the Christian world in the Malagasy and
their queen. Like her predecessor,
Queen Ranavanola II1., she is a Chris-
tian, and Christianity is really the re-
ligion of the State. There are 1,200
congregations and over 1,000 schools in
successful operation. The Jesuits are
believed to be the cause of the late
troubles. Like Tahiti, Madagascar is now
a protectorate of France.

The centenary of the London Mission-
ary Society was recently celebrated. The
society is now largely supported by the
Congregationil body, though its founders
were Episcopalians, Presbyterians, and
Congregationalists.  When churches are
formed as the result of missionary labour
they can adopt whatever form of church
government they muy Sciect. At the
tirst meeting held one hundred years ago,
fifteen ministers were present, but at the
first centenary meeting, which was a
breakfust gathering, one hundred and
fifty were in attendance.

The children’s gathering in connection
with the Centenary was held in Exeter
Hall, when more than three thousand
were present.  The hall was picturesquely
decorated with banners, Chinese scrolls,
and missionary emblems, while mission-
aries of both sexes and of many nationali-
ties, attired in their gorgeousnative robes,
were seated on the platform.  China
sent nine, including three ladies, Mada-
gascar six, India fifteen, Africa four, the
South Seas three, and New Guinea and
the West Indiestwo each.  Salutations in
various native tongues were frequently
applauded; hymnsin Hindustani, Chinese,
and Malagasy were sung, and addresses
were delivered by missionaries from
various parts of the world.

Mrs. Spurgeon. of London, keeps up
her work of supplying ministers of small
means with good books. During 1894
8,403 volumes were distributed, mostly
works by Mr. Spurgeon.  She says that
while recipients have heen Baptists, Con-
gregationalists, Methodists and  Epis-
copalians, more applications have been
received from the clergy of the latter
Church than she could fill.

Helen Chalmers, the daughter of the
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noted Scotch divine, lives in one of the
lowest parts of Edinburgh. Her home
consists of a few rooms in an alley, sur-
rounded by drunkenness, poverty and
suffering. Every night she goes out into
the laues of the city with her lantern,
and she never returns to her quarters
without one or more girls or women she
has taken from the streets. The people
love her, and she is never molested or
insulted.

ReceNt Dearns.

Rev. Samuel Laycock, of the Methodist
New Connexion, died recently at Gates-
head, England.  During some of his
latter years he lived in retirement. So
long as health permitted he was a faith.
ful, earnest minister of the New Testa-
ment. He was spared to the age of
threescore years and ten.

Rev. Joseph Lee Fox travelled twenty-
six years in the Methodist New Con-
nexion, and retired at the last Conference.
He was & man of considerable ability,
and made many warm attachments. He
selected Blyth, in the North of England,
as his final earthly home. For three
years he was minister there.  Soon after
his superannuation serious brain trouble
affected him from which he never rallied.
His father died from the same disease.

Rev. James Williamson, M. A.. LL.D.,
of Queen’s University, Kingston, died
August 2Gth, aged eighty-nine. He was
a native of Scotiand and was educated for
the ministry in the Church of Scotland.
Since 1842 he was professor in Queen’s.
He was a man greatly beloved, and was
of great service to the Presbyterian
Church. He was by marriave hrother-
in-law to the late SivJohn A, Macdonald.
at whouse funeral he delivered his last
public address.

Rev. W. G. Pascoe, of the Wesleyan
Methodist Church, Eugland, was recently
called to his reward. He was a man of
great purity of character and was made
abundantly useful in all his circuits.

Rev. Johu Ridclift, of the Bible Chris-
tian Church, died in South Austialia last
July. He was a native of Devon, in
which county he commenced his ministry
and was instramental in the salvation
of mauy. In Australia he laboured as #
pioncer, and laid the foundations of the
Church broad and deep. He attained
the age of seventy-five. One evening he
retired to rest in his usual health and
next morning ** he was not, for God took
him.”
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Book Notices.

The People's Bible Iistory, Prepared in the
Light of Recent Investigations by Some
of the Foremost Thinkers in Europe
and America. [llustrated copiously and
beautifully, and accompanied by por-
traits of the several authors. Edited
by Rev. Geo. C. Lormexk, LL.D., with
an Iutroduction by Right Hon. William
Ewart Gladstone, M.P. 1,300 pp. 4to
—9% x 134 inches, 200 engravings.
Chicago : The Henry O. Shepard Com-
pany.  Price in case, §15. Sold only
by subscription.

One of the most hopeful signs of the
times is the intense interest which is
manifested in the Word of God. No
book has ever been so widely read, so
carefully studied, and so sharply criticised
as the Bible. Around it for ages has been
waged a strenuous war.  But from every
conflict it has emerged more than con-
queror. It has been cast into the tiery
furnace of hostile criticism and it has
come forth without even the smell of fire
upon its pages; for abiding in it, a per-
petual presence, is the Spirit of the Living
Jod. 1t has been the inspiration of all
that is wisest and best and holiest in the
laws and literature of mankind, and of
the holy lives and happy deaths of be-
lievers in its sacred truths. No one has
paid a morve glowing tribute to this Book
of books simply as a hody of the world's
noblest teaching, of its sublime poetry, its
pure morality, its enthralling narrhtive,
than Mr. Huxley, who canuot be accused
of undue bias in its faveur.

Yet this Book is far too little studied
and known. Even those who study this
Book in the Bible-class, or Sunday-school,
or for private devotion, know far too
little of its velations to the ancient races
of mankind, of the manner in which it
has been handed down from age to age,
or of the light thrown upon its pages by
that greatest of modern commentators,
the spade of the explorer.

The design of this volume is to bring
aid from every source for the better com-
prehension of the Word of Gad. For
this purpose the ablest anthoerities in the
whole range of biblical scholarship have
been Iaid under tribute for the discussion
of various phases of the comprehensive
study and various periods of its history.
While this method sacrifices somewhat
unity of treatment it gains in wider range
and more ample and more exhaustive
discussion.

It is & curious example of the versatility
and theological learning of Mr. Gladstone,
ex-Premier of Great Britain, that he has
found time to write a general introduc-
tion, prepaved special y for this volume,
of twenty-six quarto pages, sctting forth
the value of scriptural studies to the
laity. From this remarkable treatise we
give copious extracts on another page.
We deem it a happy coincidence that we
are able to present in the sawe number
of this magazine such striking defence
of Christian revelation from bhoth the past
and the prospective Premier of Great
Britain.

Professor Sayce, of Oxford Guiversity,
doubtless one of the greatest living au-
thorities on the subject of Assyriolugy,
contributes an article of forty pages on
the literature of the Old Testament, and
Dr. Farrar, Dean of Canterbury, contri-
butes seventy pages: Dr J. Monro Gibson,
of London eighty pages; Dr. Lorimer,
general editor, once hundred and ten
pages.

We have no reason to be ashamed of
the Methodist contributions. Dr. Bristol,
of Evanston, contributes seventy-five
pages, and Professor Beet, of the Wes.
leyan College, Richmond, England, a
valuable section on literature of the New
Testument, and Profussor Gregory, of
Leipsic, one on the manuscripts of the
New Testament.  The most important
section, we think, is that of one hundred
and forty pages by Professor Wilkinson
on the life of our Lord.  The engravings
are numerous and excellent, many of
them fuli-page.

These are a few out of “he many au-
thors engaged on this work. Of this book
Bishap Vincent says, *¢ What Gladstone
and Sayce have written expressly for its
pages, giving the latest results of their
Iargest knowledge, is enough to justify
even the most cultivited people among
us in the purchase of this admirvable book,
and the English ex-Premicer and the cmi-
nent English archicologist are only two out
of more than a dazen specialists who have
contributed to the Puople’s Bible His-
tory.” Dr..J. L. Withrow, of Chicago, says,
*Dr. Gregory, than whom we suppose
there is no living linguist of higher repu-
tation for New Testament  scholarship,
writes simply enough to interest a1 Sun-
day-school primacy class.”

The publishers issue a question-book
of onc hundred and twelve pages on the
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contents of this Bible history, with page
references. These books will form an
apparatus for the study of the Scriptures
such as we know not where eise can be
found.

The Higher Critics Criticised. A Study
of the Pentateuch for Popular Reading,
being an Enquiry into the Age of the
so-called Bouks of Moses, with an Intro-
ductory Examination of Dr. Kuenen's
““Religion of Isracl.” By Rurus P.
StessiNs, D.D.,with Preliminary Chap-
ters on the Higher Criticism, and an
Appendix concerning the Wonderful
Law, by H. L. Hastings. Boston: H.
L. Hastings. Toronto : William Briggs.
Pp. 450. Price, $1.50.

This title describes very fully the na-
ture of this volume. Mr. Hastings, the
publisher and author of about half the
volume, has rendered inviluable service
to the Church of Christ by his manful
defence of the trath and zealous evan-
gelism in the city of Boston. Dr. Kuenen
18 one of the most destructive of the so-
called higher critics. He aflirms that not
one of the Psalms is from David’s hand,
although many of the eminent Hebrew
scholars believe that he wrote from twenty
to eighty of them. Kuenen is equally
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reckless in his conclusions as to the
authorship of the Pentateuch. Dr. Steb-
bins, like William Spiers, whose book we
reviewed last month, traverses these con-
clusions and vigorously maintains the
conservative and orthodox point of view.

Mr. Hastings' treatment of the same
subject is more popular in its character
and is a vigorous defence of the “impreg-
nable rock of Holy Scripture”—a refu-
tation of many attacks upon its veracity,
and an exposure of the shallow criticism
on ‘‘the mistakes of Moses” by showing
the mistakes of the crities and the histovic
corroboration of the world’s great law-
giver.

The Story of Bessic Costrell. By Mgs.
Huwrearey Wakn. New York : Mac-
Millan & Co, Toronto : Toronto News
Company.

This is rather a disappointing book.
We expect someihing much better from
e author cf ¢ Mareclla” and * David
Grieve.” This is a sombre not to say
gloomy narrative. It describes the.vulgar
theft of money from a squalid miser by
his feather-headed nicce. Its moral, if
it has any, is its illustration of the be-
numbed influence of the drink habit on
the conscience.

OUR PROGRAMME FOR 1896.

WE think that a glance at the announce-
meut of the 43rd and 44th volumes of
the Macazine will indicate that ir is the
best we think we have ever made. The
splendidlyillustrated articles on ¢ Britain's
Keys of Empire,” **Around the World
with the Union Jack,” and ** The Gieater
Britain of the Scuthern Seas,” with sev-
eral papers on our own great Dominion,
will give it a patriotic character that
should appeal to the patronage of every
loyal Canadian.  The articles on ** Evrry
Day Life in Bible Lands” will throw
much light on many passages of Holy
Scripture.  Its stories of the heroism and
romance of missions, its charcter-studies
of the men and women who have moulded
history, its sketches of social and moral
reform, and its papers on Popular Science
will furnish instructive reading to all
classes.

A feature of great atéractiveness will be
its admirable serial stories. One of these

will be read with a special interest, ¢ The
Hand on the Helm,” a tale of Irish life,
of smugglers and Methodists, of true love
and its trials, of Irish brogue, Irish hu-
mour, Irish pathos, and Irish piety. It
will be illustrated with a score of engrav-
ings. ““The Elder's Sin” describes the
heroie character of the Covenanters of
Scotland. ¢ The Man Trap” is a strongly
written temperance story, by the author
of “Lost in London.”  * The Trials of
Philip Strong,” and  *The New Social-
ism,” by the author of ¢ Philip Mcyer's
Scheme,” are also powerfully  written
stories.  The six chapters of ** Hiram
Golf's Religion ; or. Shoemaker by the
Grace of God,” will inspire to braver do-
ing and holier living.  These stories pur-
chased in book form wouid cost several
times the price of the Macazize for the
entire year. \We trust that each reader
will renew promptly and endeavour to
secure an additional subscription.



