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THE APPIAN WAY, AND FOOTPRINTS OF ST. PAUL.

L 4

BY THE EDITOR.

——— ae— =

A ROMAN SHEPHERD.

IL.

Proceeding through the wvast
suburbs, beneath the frowning arch
of the Capuan Gate, with the drip-
ping aqueduct above it, mentioned
by Juvenal, through the narrow
streets, the litile group of soldiers
and clanking, manacled prisoners
reach the golden milestone in the
Forum—the very heart of Rome.
On every side rise stupendous
temples, palaces and villas, arches
and colonnades. Now only shat-
tered shafts and crumbling capitals
of ‘heir ruins remain. The
-chained apostle was probably first
<onveved to the barracks of the

Vor. XLVI. No. 3.

Practorean Guard, but was after-
wards permitted to dwell in his
own hired house “ with the soldier
that kept him ”—probably in the
crowded Jewish quarter by the
side of the Tiber. .

But though bound day and night
to his armed guard, the Wo.d of
God was not bound, and for two
whole years Paul * dwelt in his
cwn house, and received all that
came unto him, preaching the
kingdom of God, and teaching
those things wh.:h concern the
Lord Jesus Christ, with all coun-
fidence, no man forbidding him,”
and even in Caesar’s household
converts were made. To this
period we owe the Epistles to the
Philippians, the Ephesians, to
Philemon, to the Colossians, and
probably also that to the Hebrews
—what a precious legacy to the
Church for all time to come from
the hired house of a prisoner in the
crowded Ghetto of Rome.

Here the narrative of Luke fails
us. It is only from hints in the
Epistles, and in secular writings,
that we infer the apostle’s subse-
quent history. In A.D. 61, there
is reason to believe, he was ar-
raigned before the cruel monster
Nero—the ‘“little hook-nosed
Jew,” * as the scoffing Lucian calls

*He elsewhere speaks of him as “the
bald-headed and long-nosed Galilean, who
mounted through the air into the third
heaven.”—See Withrow’s “ Catacombs,” p.
337.—Note.



196
him, before the master of the
world. But, how we know not,

God delivers him “out of the
mouth of the lion,” and Paul once
more is free. With an impas-
sioned zeal—though aged and in-
firm—he visits his beloved
churches in Colosse, Laodicea and
Ephesus.  Then turning his eyes
to the far west, where he had long

Methodist Magazine and Review.

Here he was probably again ar-
rested and sent prisoner to Rome.
But now no indulgence was
granted. He was thrust, says
tradition, into the lowermost dun-
geon of the Mammertine prison.
No wonder Paul, in its damp dun-
geon, longed for the warm winter
cloak as well as for the parch-
ments which he had left at Troas.

THE ARCH OF TITUS.

desired to preach the Gospel, he is
said, by early tradition, to have
visited Spain, and, it is even con-
tended, reached DBritain and tra-
versed the streets of the ancient
Londinium—the 'modern London.
The tradition, however, has no
trustworthy foundation,

In A.D. 66, we find him again
in Ephesus, thence by way of
Crete he proceeds to Nicopolis.

There he wrote his last epistle—
the second to Timothy. His
trial took place probably in one
of the vast halls of the Forum,
whose outlines may still be traced.
The venerable apostle, bending be-~
neath the weight of eight-and-sixty
yvears of toil and travel, stands
again before the bar of Nero.
Though all men forsake him, the
Lord stands by him and comforts



The Appion Way, and

him. He is ready to be nffered
up. He has fought the fignt, and
kept the faith; the crown of right-
eousness gleams bright in view.

Brief is the trial and prompt the
condemnation and execution. He
is hurried without the gate, and as
his head is smitten from his body
his glorified spirit joins the noble
army of martyrs and goodly fel-
lowship of the apostles.

Footprints of St. Paul. 197

grave brother, robed in a coarse
serge gown, told in a low, sad
voice the story of the fading
frescoes and crumbling mosaics.
The chief interest centres in the
Church of the Three Fountains.
It takes its name from the legend,
that when the apostle’s head was
smitten off by the sword of the
executioner, it made three bounds
upon the ground, and that at each

RUINS OF TEMPLE OF SATURN, AND FORUM, ROME.

It was on a beautiful spring day
that I drove out to the reputed
scene of the martyrdom of St
Paul.  About three miles from
the GOstian Gate, on a level spot
begirt with low, rounded hills, is
the ancient abbey of the Three
Fountains. Once a rich and
famous monastery with a numer-
ous fraternity of monks, the deadly
malaria has compelled its almost
utter abandonment. Only a few
pale Trappists now occupy the
cells and observe the austere
ritual of their order. A tall,

place where the severed head
touched the earth, a mjraculous
fountain burst forth. In confirma-
tion of this legend, there are
shown within the church three
wells, surrounded with beautiful
white marble enclosures. Witha
long-handled ladle, the monk
dipped into one of the wells, and
with a courteous bow, offered me
a draught of the sacred water. It
was pure and limpid, but I am
afraid that my lack of faith pre-
vented my deriving from it
the spiritual benefit which it is sup-
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Methodist Magazine and Review.

IN THE GHETTO OR JEWS' QUARTER IN ROME.

posed to‘convey. In proof of the
truth of the tradition, it is asserted
that the first of these fountains is
warm, the second tepid, the third
cold; but I did not care to try the
patience of my courteous guide by
an exhibition of heretic doubt.
Over each of the fountains is a
marble altar decorated with a bas-
relief of the head of the apostle.
The first is full of life, with a rapt
expression of victorious martyr-
dom. In the second, the shadows

of death already cover the noble
features. In the third, the face is
stricken with the icy rigours of the
tomb. Despite the puerile tradi-
tion, one cannot but feel the spell
of hallowed association rest upon
his soul at the thought that in all
probability he is near the spot
where the hero-soul looked its last
on earth, and through the swift
pang of martyrdom went home i
triumph to the skies.

Along this very Appian Way,
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according to an ancient tradition,
the body of St. Paul was stealthily
conveyed by night and deposited
in an adjacent catacomb. In the
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from the lowly Galilean fisherman,
beside whose body, it is further
alleged, rest the remains of the
tent-maker of Tarsus.
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crypts of St. Paul’s Without the
Walls, it is alleged that it lay till
removed to the marble tomb be-
neath the dome of the stateliest
church in Christendom—named

There are few relics still existing
of the Rome of St. Pauls day.
The majestic Colosseum—stern
monument of Rome’s Christless
creed, was completed by Titus,
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sixteen years after the great
apostle’s martyrdom.  The little
temple of Vesta, which still stands

known by its pagan name of “ the
Pantheon.” It is the only build-
ing of ancient Rome which still re-

e,
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near the Tiber, he must often have
seen.

One of the most impressive
churches of Rome is that still best

tains its roof and walls intact, and
is almost unchanged from its as-
pect as seen by St. Paul. Tt is
almost as perfect to-day as when

PANTHEON,

THE

INTERIOR OF
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it was erected over nineteen hun- 1640, after whom they are named
dred years ago. Its external ap- “ Ass’s ears” As one enters the
pearance is well shown in the cut. door, and the great dome—the
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The odious little campaniles which  largest in the world—spreads its
destroy the majestic effect of the vault above his head, he feels the
facade are the addition of Bernini, sublimity of the grand old pile.
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The effect is still further enhanced
by the broad opening, twenty-
eight feet across, in the centre of
the vault, through which pours
down a flood of bright Italian sun-
light on the shrines and altars and
worshippers beneath., Here, where
the incense arose of old at the
altars of the pagan gods, it still
ascends at the shrines of the papal
saints, amid surroundings of gor-
geous pageantry surpassing even

NERO, FROM BUST IN BRITISH MUSEUM.

that of the priests and augurs of
ancient Rome.. A small, plain
slab in the wall marks the tomb
of Raphael, and a more sumptuous
monument that of King Victor
Immanuel.

Simple, erect, severe, austere, sublime,~—

Shrine of all saints and temple of all Gods,

From Jove to Jesus—spared and blessed by
time,

Looking tranquillity, while falls or nods

Arch, empire, each thing round thee, and
.man plods

 bitterly persecuted people

Methodist Magazine and Review.

His way through thorns to ashes—glorious
dome !

Shalt thou not last ? Time’s scythe and ty-
rants’ rods '

Shiver upon thee—sanctuary and home

Of art and piety—Pantheon ! pride of Rome.

The Arch of Titus was not in
existence when Paul entered
Rome, but that of Drusus, erected
about 9 B.C,, similar in structure,
was, and beneath it he passed in
his entrance to the city. The
Arch of Titus was erected to com-
memorate the victory of that em-
peror over the Jews, resulting in
the fall of Jerusalem, A.D. 70.
On the inner face of the portal are
striking bas-reliefs, showing the
triumphal procession of Titus and
the seven-branched goiden candle-
stick and other trophies from the
temple of Jerusalem borne in that
procession. The candlestick it-
self is said to have been thrown in-
to the Tiber by Alaric, and may
possibly be some time dredged up
from its depths. '

To this day, it is said, the Jews
of Rome refuse to pass beneath
this monument of their national
degradation. A drive through the
Ghetto, or Jews’ quarter, reveals
the squalor and degradation in
which these long-suffering and
still
dwell,

TFew things in Rome bring up
more vividly the recollections of
the storied past than the walk
along the banks of the Tiber, the
“ Flavus Tiberis” of our school-
boy days. Through the city it
steals its way between lordly pal-
aces or beneath the crowded and
towering piles of Trastevere and
the Ghetto—its tawny current tur-
bid with the sand of the Campagna
which it sweeps down to the sea.

Of the many bridges by which
it is bestridden, the most interesting
is that of St. Angelo, the Aeclian
bridge of ancient Rome. On
either side are majestic figures of
angels, so that, as Clement IX. ex-



0 Wind!

pressed it, “an avenue of the
heavenly host should welcome the
pilgrim to the shrine of the great
apostle”  Here, as St. Gregory,
during a fatal pestilence, passed
over at the head of a penitential
procession, chanting solemn lit-
anies, he saw, or feigned that he
saw, the av nging angel alight on
the Mausoleum of Hadrian and

PETER AND PAUL,

The original of these portraits was copied from the
bottom of o glass cup, found in 8t. Sebastian Cata-
combs at Rome, about the fourth century.

sheath his sword in token that the
plague was stayed. And there the
majestic figure of St. Michael
stands in bronze to-day, as if the
tutelary guardian of Rome. On
this very bridge, too, took place
the fierce hand-to-hand conflict

203

during the sack of Rome by the
ferocious mercenaries of the Con-
stable of Bourbon, while the Tiber
beneath ran red with blood.

But above all the memories of
pomp and power, of guilt and
pride, of pagan triumph and Chris-
tian martyrdom, abides forever that
of the lowly tent-maker and sub-
lime apostle. His chief distinction
was pre-eminence in toil, in blessed
service for the Master whom he
loved :—* In labours more abund-
ant, in stripes above measure, in
prisons more frequent, in deaths
oft. In journeyings often, in perils
of waters, in perils of robbers, in
perils by mmine own countrymen,
in perils by the heathen, in perils
in the city, in perils in the wilder-
ness, in perils in the sea, in perils
among false brethren; in weariness
and painfulness, in watchings often,
in- hunger and thirst, in fastings
often, in cold and nakedness.

Intrepid and blessed martyr!
When . the Colosseum shall have
crumbled into dust, when the
memories of the Caesars shall be
forgotten, his letters to the
churches, the sacred influence of
his saintly life and heroic death,
shall go down the ages, cheering,
sustaining, and inspiring countless
generations in every land, who
through his word have become,
like him, disciples and followers
of the Lord whom he served so
long and so well.

O WIND! -

BY JEAN PERCIVAL.

Blow sweet o’er the land, soft wind,
Laden with flower-breath to me,
Till with up-turned eyes
To the bending skies
I fancy God breathes in my face, and tries
To make me know it is He.

Blow, blow through my mind, God’s wind,
Sun-lighted and warmed and free
Till the darkness flies

Merrickville, Ont.

And the cold mists rise,
Till the air is pure and the evil dies,
And He can think in me. i

Blow soft on my heart, O wind,
‘With His sunshine lighting thee,
Till the warm love-light
Speeds the thought winged-white,
T'o illumine a bit of the sad world-night-
For His loveless ones to see.
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AN ARTIST OF

RIGHTEOUSNESS.*

J. W. BENGOUGH, CANADIAN CARICATURIST AND HUMOROUS POET.

BY THE EDITOR.

J. W. BENGOUGH.

Among the keenest weapons
with which the panoply oi folly,
and even of vice, can be pierced
are the shafts of satire. Often
where argument and logical de-
monstration have no effect, the
barbed and polished arrows of ridi-
cule find entrance between the
joints of the armour.
Hence the striking moral
effect of caricature in art.
Unfortunately, your pro-
fessional caricaturist has
often turned his weapons
on that which should be
sacred. Great moral
questions, like temper-
ance, Sabbath-keeping,
social reform, have been
made the butt of ridicule.
the targets for the shafts
of scorn. But enlisted
in the cause of right and
righteousness, the gift of
humour is a potent ally

of the great moral reform of any

age.

-*—X;)_z:r-t of this sketch appeared in The

¢olden Rule, Boston.

A notable example of this is the
work of Mr. J. W. Bengough
(pronounced Bengoff), of Toronto.
The chief praise we can give this
versatile artist is that he is always
on the right side of every moral
question. He uses his crayon as
Saint George used his spear—to
transfix the dragon, Vice. Like
the old knights errant, with lance
in rest, “he rides abroad redress-
ing human wrong” Like Sir
Galahad,

‘¢ His strength is as the strength of ten,
Because his heart is pure.”

He is no Don Quixote tilting at
windmills, but at the very solid
facts of an intrenched liquor traffic,
at commercial greed trampling on
the rights of the poor, at the un-
hallowed lust of pleasure invading
the sanctity of God’s holy day.

Mr. Bengough is a Canadian,
was born in Toronto, but removed
at an early age to Whitby, and

was brought up there, with no
special academic advantages or ar-

tistic training. His best educa-
tion was received in that modern
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THE ASS AND THE TRAP—2 PROUIBITION FABLE. ¥

university, the printing-office,
where the stirring intelligence
from the world stimulates the men-
tal activities into strongest de-
velopment.

We are proud of Bengough in
Canada. He has many thousands
of iriends and not a single enemy.
Even the politicians at whom he
has been poking fun for a score of
years rather enjoy the process.
His humour is so genial that it
tickles rather than irritates. The
late Sir John A. Macdonald, for
thirty years the leading public
character in Canada, had a face
and figure that lent themselves
happily to the caricaturist’s gentle
art. We suppose that Mr. Ben-

* From * The Prohibition ‘Esop, a Book
of Fables,” by J. W. Bengough, published
by the Royal Templar Book and Publishing
House, Hamiltor, Ontario.

gough, in his weekly paper, Grip,
which is the political history of
Canada for many years, has
sketched him hundreds of times.
Grip, by the way, is a sedate and
a very wise-looking raven, under
whose guise Mr. Bengough
uttered his sage remarks. When
it was rumoured that Sir John was
about to retire from public life,
Grip is depicted as rushing up to
him impetuously, and declaring :
“Sir John! you must never do
this. Why, my occupation will
be gone.” The veteran Premier
was known to laugh uproariously
over Grip’s clever skits.

Another favourite subject is Sir
Oliver Mowat, for nearly a quarter
of a century the Premier of On-
tario, a longer period than any
statesman in the empire has held
such an office. He has rather a
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“pudgy” figure, with a Scottish
profile, is a good Presbyterian
clder, whom all men love and hon-
our, a sturdy friend of the Chris-
tian Endeavour Society, and has
been knighted by the Queen. Mr.
Bengough’s pictures of the elder
in mediaeval armour, with tower-
ing casque and plumes, and owl-
like spectacles, are exceedingly
funny.  Neither political party
could get mad at Bengough, as
editor of Grip, because he sent his

Methodist Magazine and Review.

pity for the wronged, and brings
the fournt «f tears near to that of
of laughter. His ‘ Prohibition
Aesop,” written for The Templar,
our leading temperance paper, is
a clever imitation of the wise old
Greek moralist.  The fables are
applied tc the conditions of

modern society with quaint illus-
trative pictures.

The following are examples of
the quaint wit and wisdom of this
modern Aesop :
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THE ASS AND THE LEECHES.—A PROHIBITION FABLE.¥

wit-tipped arrows indiscriminately
into each camp.

Mr. Bengougl’s favourite an-
tagonist, however, is that sin
against God and crime against
man, the organized liquor traffic.
To this he is unmerciful. In some
of his temperance cartoons his
scorn of wrong mingles with his

* From ¢ The_Prohibition .Esop, a Book
of Fables,” by J. W. Bengough, published
by the Royal Templar Book and Publishing
House, Hamilton, Ontario.

The Poultry once brought a Petition
to the King of the Barnyard, praying for
Protection against the Fox. The Case
was referred to the King's Learned Coun-
sellor, the Donkey, who set about devis-
ing a means of restraining the Fox. In
due time he produced a Trap of his own
invention, which he brought in triumph
to Chanticleer. *‘‘ But are you certain it
will catch the Fox?” asked the King.
¢ Sire,” replied the Donkey, I bave not
merely my own opinion of its merits, but
the Fox, who has carefully examined it
and seen it work, is greatly in favour of
it as well.”  ““In that case,” replied King
Shanghai, ¢*it won’tdo. Whatever suits
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the Fox 1s a good thing for the Poultry to
avoid.”

Monavr.—It is a good thing to find out
what your Enemy wants you to do, and
then do the Opposite.

Tue Ass AND THE LEECHES,

An Ass had his Abode in a DMarshy
Meadow where there were many Leeches.
He was greatly annoyed by these Crea-
tures, who were Impudent and Aggres-
sive, and fastened themselves to his Body
that they mightlive by Sucking his Blood.
In his distress, the Ass took counsel with
the Horse and the 0x, who advised him
to Exterminate the T.eeches by a Simple
Plan which they explained, but he would
not listen to them. He said he was afraid
Prohibition would not Prohibit. At last
when his Sutferings had become unbear-
able, a bright Ydea occurred to the Ass.
¢ Since I cannot prevail upon the Leeches
to desist by wagging my Ears and switch-
ing my Tail,” said he, ‘I will adovt the
License System. I will permit them to
suck on condition that they render up to
me a portion of the Blood.” And when
the Horse and the Ox saw this plan in
-operation, they declared that they never
heard of anything quite so silly outside
of Human Society !

Maorav.—The Licensing of the Liquor
“Traflic, as & Temperance measure, is the
height of folly.

Mr. Bengough is not a mere
caricaturist. He is a very accom-
plished writer in prose and verse.
His dialect sketches, especially
Irish and Scotch, are very clever.
He has just brought out 2 “Primer
{or Politicians,” m easy words of
one syllable, with very primer-like
pictures. It advocates the single-
tax theory, of which he is an ar-
dent apostle.

But Mr. Bengough is not mere-
lv. a humourist. His serious
poems, especially his elegiac verses
on the distinguished Canadians
who have passed away, are of a
dignified and elevated character.

Mr. Bengough is also a great
platform favourite. His “chalk-
talks” and quaint pictures and
quainter comment, his quips and
cranks, his wit and wisdom, hold
his auditors as with a spell.
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Our prominent clergy are fa-
vourite subjects of his pencil. He
pokes his genial fun at them, but
they all recognize him as their best
ally in moral reform. He is a
great friend of the Salvation Army.
Some of his best pictures and
poems have expressed his sym-
pathy with the “ Hallelujah lassies”
and the work of The War Cry
brigade. IHe has illustrated sev-

eral books by Canadian authors,
and has published some of his
own ; the most characteristic of
these in his “Motley,”* varying
from grave to gay, and from lively
to severe.

From this book we make some
highly abridged quotations show-
ing Mr. Bengough’s characteristic
manner of dealing with moral
questions.  The following poem,
with some others, appeared first in
the pages of this Magazine :

Tae “ War Cry.”

In the elegant rotunda of the fine up-town
hotel

(The favourite lounge of tourist, commer-
cial man and swell),

In little knots and circles, in coteries and
sets.

The idlers chatted gaily and enjoyed
their cigarettes.

*From this volume most of the anconr
panying illastrations are taken.
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The drummer from Kentucky (in the wine
and liquor trade)

His stock of bran-new stories to a genial
group displayed,

And bursts of merry laughter acclaimed
each happy hit,

Like thunder-peals responding to the
lightning flash of wit.

Within the vaulted
entry and across
the polished tiles

To'rds the group of

flippant  gossips,
undc fireof rakish
smiles,

Came a pair of mild-
faced maidens,
clad in modest
navy blue, ,

With scoop-bonnets
of the Army and
the badge of crim-
son hue;

And with gentle step approaching, as the
loungers stood at ease,

Spake in accents low and winning, ¢“Will
you buy & Fwr Cry, please?”

Offering a sample paper from the bundle
that each bore,

¢ Will you please to buy a copy I—it will
tell you of the war.”

‘¢ Bless my soul !’ exclaimed the drum-
mer, with an air of mock alarm,

Putting on his gold-rimmed pince-nez—
A War Cry, little marm ?

Why, I thought the war was over and
ended long ere this—

Been another Indian slaughter ? or what's
the matter, miss ?”

**No, " she said in earnest, quav’ring tones,
and tears were in her voice,

¢ The war is not yet ended, nor the time
come to rejoice ;
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With dead and dying comrades the
trenches yet are filled,

And the field is strewn with victims—but
not by Indians killed.

¢¢’Pis sinful human passion, the lust and
greed of gold,

That slaughters these our brothers to-day
in hosts untold-—

That slays them, not with bullets, but
with ardent spirits fell,

With wine, and beer, and whiskey, the
artillery of hell.

¢¢Oh, sir! are you a helper in this awful
work of woe?

Do eyes of m;xrdered babies glare icily at
o &

Do ghostsof famished mothers and wraiths
of ruined sons

Cry from the tombs for vengeance on you,
who man the guns %

¢“Think you ’tis any pleasure that we,
two puny girls,

Should go where laughter greets us or
the lip of scorner curls?

Nay ; but our Master’s colours we dare
to hold aloft,

And bear, as once He bore for us the
taunts of thos 2 who scoffed.

«'Pis for your souls we la-
bour ; we do not prize your
gold ;

But oh, don’t slight our Mas-
ter, His love can ne’er be
told.

You do not mean to be un-
kind, your hearts are not
all bad,

But your thoughtless mirth
makes sadder our souls al-
ready sad ! ”

No man in all that circle now
wore a leering smile,

But moistened eyes were
fixed upon that face so free
of guile;

And when the lass ceased speaking the

jester, ill at ease,

Said huskily, ““God bless you! Sell me

a War Cry, please.”

Mr. Bengough is a lay preacher
as truly as any of our “locals”
who occupy the sacred desk. His
New Year’s message to young
men, given in the Horticultural
Pavilion, Toronto, was one of
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thrilling power. But we think the
following poem illustrates the very
essence of the Gospel as fully as
anything that he ever wrote :

Mave WHOLE.

In his study, on a Moun-
day, sat the pastor
good and grave,

Meditating on the Gos-
pel, and the world
Christ came to save,

When his reverie was
broken by the door-
bell's sudden din,

And his wife, a gentle
matron, with a ner-
vous step came in—

And said ‘A man to see

you; he wouldn't give his name;

Suspicious-looking person, with a furtive

air of shame.

Do you think yowd better see him ?”

Why, of course, my timid dear,”.

Cried the pastor, quickly rising—*‘ there

is surely naught to fear.”

With a sympathetic interest, as in frank,

unstudied way

He said, **You wished tosee me? Very

good. Be seated, pray.”

“T'm a wretched man—a convict, fresh

from prison—ah, yon start ;

And the brand upon my forehead marks

me as a thing apart.

God knows, sir, I would
fain redeem the dark and
guilty past,

And I've tried to get a foot-
hold, but I've given it
up at last—

Or I will when you have
told me, like all o' er
honest men,

That & wretch ence mark’d
a convict must a convict
still remain.

In your sermon—I was
present—I justhappened
up that way—

I heard you say that Jesus held out s

helping hand

To save the lowest sinner and the vilest

in the land ;

And so I thought I'd come, sir, and ask

if that is true,

Forit’s notlike what I meet with—it's not

what most folks do.

It may ke I was dreaming—my head is

often light—

And perhaps it’s just a fancy I heard all

this last night ;
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So I thought I'd call and ask you if it is
really so,
. Before I—but, no matter—that is, before
Igo.”

‘‘Before youdoself-
murder, and end
it all; you'd say?

Nay, nay, my hap-
less brother, put
thatblack thought
away !

"Tis true—but any
words of mineare
weak to say how
true—

That Jesus, the
compassionate,
holds out His
hand to yon ;

And =+ this very
moment He's
whispered in my ear-—"

And here the pastor grasped the stranger’s

hand with hearty cheer—

‘* Where I can get you steady work, which

I'll be glad to do—

o put yourself at ease, my man, and do

not look so blue.

See, here’s my little wifey—ah, wife, I'm

glad you’ve come,

Shake hands with—never mind the name

—he’s welcome to our home.”

At which the timid matron did as she was
bid and smiled.
And then into the room

there burst a golden- "{i""{(
gead%i child. :?3:5'2
*Qur Dolly,” =aid the yebUs
pastor, as’ the little, hﬁ f;
romping miss No /
Stood all abashed— RO

\ )
*“Come, darling, won’t i \
you give my friend a : 1 ;
kiss?” . %
And to that friend’s em- Y
barrassment, in inno- B
cent embrace,
She hugged him round the neck and kissed
his pale and haggard face ;
And nestled in his bosom and, as his head
bent o’er,
She whispered to him gently, “ What is
0o cwying for?”
And when he rose his cheeks were wet,
and sobbing shook his frame,
But from his eyes there seemed to glow
a new and holy flame ;
And ir: a broken voice he said, ‘‘Brother,
you've saved my soul ;
I've touched Christ's garment through
your love, and it has made me
whole.”
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We have spoken of Mr. Ben-
gough as a preacher of temper-
ance. The following is an illus-
tration of his scorn of wrong, and
pity of the wronged :

Tur Opex Gates or HeLL.*

Through the city’s silent streets,
Past the haunts of sin and sorrow,

Hear his echoing, hunted steps,
Hastening to the glad to-morrow,

Thinking of his babies sleeping,

Praying for his good wife weeping ;

Past the churches tall and still,

Past the mansions on the hill—

On he flies—God speed him well,

Flying from the gates of hell? . .

* The New York Voice contained
the st~ry of a man who left his home
and family tostart for a Prohibition
State, to get away from the temp-
tations of the saloons. He had
prayed over the matter, and dis-
cussed it with his wife, and deliber-
ately come to the conclusion that
there was no other way of escape
for himself. He could not bear to
bid his babies good-bye, for fear it
might weaken his resolution, but
told his wife to tell them that he
had gone to get another home for
them.

that case he would have to pass by

the open saloons and so he walked nine miles
in the dark of night to begin his journey
before the saloons should be open.  He told
his wife that the saloons were like the open
gates of hell to him, and when he was near
them it seemed as though all the hosts of the
devil were after him to get him in.
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Christian wman, with pitying
thought,
Use that ballot in your hand !
Here's the battle to be fought—
Church of Christ arise and
stand !
Shield the million babies sleeping,

Succour all the poor wives weep-

ing ;
Break these chains that bind our
brothers,
Drythetears of pale-facedmothers,
Rise and crush this demon fell,
Shut up all the gates of hell!

The following is a good
example of the biting satire
on the rum traffic:

THe RuMMY's APPEAL TO THE LADpIEs.*

Let up on this thing, ladies; we ain't
doin’ no great harm—

We've got a legal license for to keep the
public warm ;

And we do our biz respectable as any
other shop,

Then, why this female raidin’ for to try
and bust us up?

If we were whiskey merchants in the
wholesale line of trade,

Or owners of the ’stablishments where the
liquid stuff is made,

He did not dare to wait till e -
the morning to take the train, as in e

* Apropos of the movement in Ohio, in
which saloons were invaded by bands of
women who held prayer-meetings in the
bar-rooms.  Out of this movement sprang
the now world-wide W. C. T. U. organiza-
tion.



You'd never band together our evil work
to stay,

By preying on our custom till you prayed
it all away.

We ain’t the only sort of chaps that nurses
guilt and grief,

‘Thrav makes the ragged wanton, the mur-
derer and the thief ;

“[ou ought to rip the whole thing up—
maker, seller, buyer,

And the man that tipples moderate—he'’s
the cove that stirs the fire.

"Then ¢raw it mild on our saloons—it's
nothing more than fair

‘That bosses of distilleries should get a
decent share ;

And in your kind petitions, that knock
us out of time,

Remember genteel people, our helpersin
the crime !

Mr. Bengough’s sympathy with
the lowly and unfortunate, and es-
pecially with the wide-awake little
street Arabs, whom some peo-
ple contemptuously call “ gutter
snipes,” is shown in the following
poem :

Ox THE CORNER.

“ Mornin' World! Globe, Mail an’
Empire!
. Get a paper—here y’ are!”
Piped the urchins on the corner,
As they stormed the trolley car;
Sturdy, eager, pushing merchants,
Each one with an anxious *‘ phiz”
“That bespoke the down-town maxim,
 Self for self, and biz is biz!”

.

An Artist of Righteousness. 211

¢ Paper, sir !’ & dozen voices,
In a dozen different keys,
Yelled the words, and I, surrounded,
Stood uneasily at case.
““Yes,” said I, ““T guess I'll take one
From this boy—he asked me first,”
And I motioned to a gamin
Who & heup of dailies nursed.

Dirty-faced and towzle-headed
Was the lad, with ragged clothes,
Used to Want’s grim rough-and-tumble
And Misfortune’s cruel blows;
But he instantly grew handsome,
And his whispered order came—
“Buy it from this boy here, mister,
He is little, and he’s lame ! ”

And the brave, unselfish fellow
Pointed to a ¢ Tiny Tim,”

Hobbling on a pair of crutches—
““That's it, mister, buy from him!”

Dirty-faced and towzle-headed,
Clothing ragged, thin and old.

Yes ! but m that little bosom
Christ-like spirit, heart of gold !

‘With too many caricature artists
and humorous poets the Holy
Scriptures and the most treasured
and sacred associations of the
Christian faith are considered fair
game for scoff and scorn. Every
point that can bemade
by the so-called High-
er Criticism, which
they are as often as
incapable of appreci-
ating as a schoolboy
is of understanding
Newton’s Principia, is
made the occasion of
rabid attack upon the
Word of God. Not
so with Mr. Bengough.
The following are his
sentiments on the so-
called Higher Criti-
cism :

THe HicHER CRITICISM.

I saw a Higher Critic, looking scholarly

and cool,

As he stood beside the portals of the new

Negation School ;

And as 1 passed he stopped me by a mo-

tion of his hand,
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Saying, * Pray don’t look so much at ease
—you do not understand.

¢ You quite believe that Doses wrote the
Jewish Pentateuch,

And you find no great discrepancies in
Matthew, Mark, or Luke ;

Hebrews you deem the work of Paul;
nay, you are so far gone,

You do not even doubt the authenticity
of John!

¢ Such simple faith is touching, yet ’tis
also very sad,

When modern doubts and theories are so
cheaply to be had ;

And I feel a sense of duty impelling me
to state

That Genesis is clearly of a post-exilic
date. - ‘

“The story of Creation, of the Flood, and
of the Fall,

Are obviously poems, as is also Abram’s
call,

Indeed, as to the latter, he’s not literally
real—

Abram’s but a noun of multitude—a He-
bre‘w race-ideal.

“The book of Job, for instance, is, we
know, anonymous,

And the Patriarchs are heroes we may
call eponymous ;

The law is post-Mosaic, which explains
the question vext

Of the gross anachronism of the Middle-
Hebrew text.

‘¢ In Exodus an Eloist and a Jehovist we
we see—

Two distinct and separate authors, as the
critics all agree ;

While a third did the compiling—these
three seem fairly clear—

But there yet are several counties, so to
speak, from which to hear.

¢ I will not detain you longer, my friend,
except to say

These are tentative suggestions, thrown
out in casual way.

You are on your way to worship with
) your Book ; you may be right,
For though not, of course, the Word of

God; yet it affords some light.

“Prey, don’t let me disturb your faith—
that is not my intent;

To hint at some Hypotheses was really
all I meant.”

“Don’t be afraid for me, good Higher
Critic,” I replied,

¢ My faith does not depend or what your
grammars may decide.
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“My dear old mother, dead and gone,
was & Higher Critic too,

This book was hers—she loved it, and she
knew it through and through.

She told me ’twas from God direct, and
she’d no doubt at all

The Patriarchs had really lived, as well
as John and Paul.

¢¢ She told me how the world was made,
and all about the Flood,

And how the Israelites were saved by the
sprinkling of the blood.

She wasn’t very learnéd, she didn’t know
much Greek,

And of ‘tentative suggestions’ I never
heard her speak.

‘“ But she was a Higher Critic of the very
highest kind— .

She searched the Scriptures daily the
pearl of price to find ;

She caught their inner spirit—which some
Higher Critics miss—

And Christ was formed within her, and
filled her soul with bliss.

¢TI have no quarrel with learning--wise
doctors have their place—

But the scalpel of the scholar cannot
dissect God’s grace.

Adieu, sir, I must hasten ; heaven bless
all critics true,

But with the Rock on which I build their
task has nought to do.”

Of course, the dude and his
tribe are very fair game for both
pen and pencil, and no one ob-
jects to Mr. Bengough’s con-
temptuous treatment of those men-
tal imbeciles and moral parasites.
But he appreciates the fact that a
man may wear good clothes and
be no fool for all that. The blend-
ing of the humorous and pathetic
in the following poem is another
illustration that the founts of
laughter and of tears lie side by
side :

It was a sultry day in August—8()
something in the shade,” when every-
body in the railway car was hot and tired.
Amorg the passengers was a worn-out
looking women, with despairing, sunken
eyes, with a poor sick baby in her lap, of
whom no person took note. At a stop-
ping place there entered a full-fledged,
living dude.

A tall and fair young man b8 was, with a.
very natty coat,
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And a collar stiff and high enough to cut
his dainty throat ;

And cuffs down to his knuckles, and trow-
sers good and wide,

And gaiters on his boot-teps, and necktie
neatly tied.

But in a little while, though L. critic
sized him up about as follows, he soon
had ocee sion to revise his estimate.

—Certainly he hadn’t any
yraius ;
And as for heart and character, it needed
little pains
To come to the conclusion he didn't know
their meaning.
Thus ran my mental summary—
When I observed him leaning
Across the aisle where sat the tired, des-
pairing-looking woman,
And in his eye, beneath the glass, I saw
a glauce most human ;
And then he gently rose and said,
‘*Madam, I see you're weary,
Let me take baby, won’t you?” His voice
was sweet and cheery,
And his manner was so winning that the
mother locked her blessing,
And he took the sick child from her with
a movement most caressing.
“*You have travelled quite a distance?”
““Yes, from Omaha,” she said ;
¢ My husband—" but he stopped her, for
the story he had read
In the small pathetic bit of crape she
fondled in her hand,
And her voice so choked and husky.
““Yes,” he said, *‘I understand ;
And you can't afford to travel in the
sleeper. Going far?”
“I'm going to Quebec, sir, where all my
people are.”
He heard with tender sympathy, then
said, ‘‘Now, take a rest ;
“I'll nurse the baby for you, and T'll do
my very best.”
The woman looked her thanks, and then,
done out for want of sleep,
She dropped into unconsciousness, while
he with pity deep
Moved to his seat across the aisle and held
the fevered child,
While I—I felt rebuked., ashamed—and
no onlooker smiled.
But presently a lady rose and came and
asked the Dude
To let her take the baby. ‘I feel,” said
she, I should
Have offered long ago ; but now, pray let
me share the duty.
Poor little thing ! she’s fast asleep ; poor
wasted little beauty !”
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And having given up his charge, the Dude
addressed us all—

““My friends,” said he, *‘this is a case
that seems for help to call.

The sleeper is the place for this poor
woman—can you doubt it ?

Then may I ask respectfully, What'll you
do about it ?”

“Do!” cried the fat man, springing up ;
““We'll take up a collection ;

That is, I guess, the proper thing to do
in this connection ;

And as I wenr a good-sized hat I'll pass
it round myself,

And give you everyone a chance to spare
a little pelf.”

So saying, up the aisle he rolled, turning
to right and left,

And bringing to the Dude a hat of for-
midable heft,

Half-full of silver dollars, halves and
quarters, bills and dimes

(Notwithstanding chat the country was
suffering from hard times).

And when the woman woke, the Dude,
to her tear-told delight,

Made her the presentation, and then in
form polite

Escorted her and baby to the sleeper in
the rear,

While I and several others aboard that
stuffy car
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Sat and revised our verdict about that
swell young man,

And this is how, 1 reckon, our final judg
ment ran:

"Tis never safe to judge alone by outward
dress and style ;

A man may have a noble heart tho’ his
clothes are poor and vile.

And, on the other hand, ’twould seem
this incident made good,

A man may be a Christian tho’ he dresses
like a Dude !

Mr. Bengougl’s keen discrim-
ination of character, and broad and
genial sympathies have inspired a
number of memorial verses to dis-
tinguished Canadians, and otliers.
We quote the following to the
Rev. Dr. Stafford :

Rev. E. A. Srarrorn, D.D.¥

A little span of half a
hundred years
He walked the earth;
yet so benign that
walk,
He still will live when
half a hundred more
Have come and gone.
Not that his fame was known in many
lands,
To be re-echoed from the trump of Time,
But that within the sphere in which he
moved,
The narro(\iver bounds of this, his native
land,
We know his worth, and will not let him
die.
From sire to son that noble memory—
A Sabbath sunlight round the tall, lithe

form,

Which shrined a soul wide as the human
race,

That looked abroad with sad and gentle
eyes,

Anon with humour kindling, yet which
flashed

The lightning of a righteous wrath at
times ;

And spoke through lips that wore a genial
smile,

The homely phrase that sent an old, old
truth

Upon its errand looking almost new ;

*Dr. Stafford was a distinguished minister
of the Methodist Church. He was born in
1839, and died while pastor of the Centenary
Chureh, Hamilton, in 1891,
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And hid itself beneath the unschooled
pose,

The nervous attitude, the quaint, slow
voice, .

That seldom rose to real eloquence,

Unless real eloquence is simple speech,

That holds the mind and captivates the
heart—

That noble memory from sire to son

Will surely pass, to bless and to inspire.

Bereaved Methodism kneels and weeps

At Stafford’s tomb, but not in solitude :

Beside her all the sister Churches bend ;

Creeds count for nought ; this plain dead
preacher here

Was great enough to love and reverence
each,

And so is mourned by all.

Mr. Bengough is a great ad-
mirer of England’s Grand Old Man,
and has often portrayed him as a
sturdy tree-feller who had laid his
axe at the root of many a wrong,
as a great statesman towering aloft
amid a throng of mere politicians.
The following poem on Mr. Glad-
stone reading the Scripture Les-
sons at Hawarden Church is a fine
specimen of Mr. Bengougl’s musi-
cal verse, and of his appreciation
of moral greatness :

GLADSTONE REapING THE LESSONS AT
HawarpEN CHURCH.

The sunlight glorifies the English tields ;

The bees seem drugged with summer hap-
piness ; _

The butterflies, ecstatic, flirt and dance

To the sweet rhythm of the Sabbath
chimes,

And larks unseen assail the listening
clouds

With morning melody.

The village gentry and the rustic folk,

01d men in smock-frocks, maidens fresh
abloom,

Lads, bright of eye, constrained in Sun-
day dress,

Staid matrons, portly squires,

The rich, the poor, the humble and the
proud,

Now gather in the quaint old Hawarden
church,

And on their heads, just and unjust alike,

The mellow light, through multicoloured
panes,

Falls like a benediction.
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And now a man has risen in the midst,

Who reads the gospel lesson for the day,

Then reverently bows in silent prayer;

And not the ploughman in yon farthest
pew

Is more unconscious than this worshipper:

A venerable man, whose frosted locks

Are scant with more than eighty stren-
wous years,

Yet whose eye glances with the joy of life;

Whose form is straight and lithe as happy
youth’s,

Whose voice has none of age's broken
notes,

But in its wondrous utterance gives new
grace

To the divine evangel.

A layman this, wearing no churchly garb,
And consecrated by no priestly hands,

But Priest withal, in truer, wider sense—
Archbishop of all English-speaking rien.

The voice, but now so gentle in this tusk,

Is that which with a lightning eloquence

Struck dead the tyranny of Turkish rule,

And woke Italian freedom ;

The form, now in devotion bent, the same

That s}t:mds erect hetokening Ireland’s
ope ;

That greyphcad resting o'er the open book

Tops the great world,

Like snowy summit of some master peak

Which soars above its fellows of the Alps

And stands alone in grandeur.

Distant yet near, for this imperial man

Tuwers not above us in the pride of caste,

But of oursclves—the people’s champion

/%

He's throned supreme in eminenceof love ;

Ennobled by no title but his name,

We hail him, Grapstoxg, homespun gen-
tleman, U

The Peer of all our hearts!

In the following poem, without
fear or favour, Mr. Bengough ar-
raigns the liquor traffic as the
direst curse of our land :

Tue CuUrsk.

What means this splendid féte—this gen-
eral celebration?
Some extra civie function? Some hero's
natal day ?
Some noble deed achieved by a leader of
the nation ?
Some triumph of the Church,
or the cause of education ?
Some national deliverance
from threatened danger?
Nay!

The millionaire distiller of the
town is celebrating?

The enlargement of his busi-
ness by a new and costly
block ;

All this glittering display, all
this public jubilating,

He has planned and carried
out as a method of creat-
ing

A boom for his *‘Fine Whis-
key "—it will make the
country talk.

Now the hero is alone ‘midst
therowsofempty benches;
The guests have gone ; the
flowers now are drooping
as in sleep ;
The lights are burning low, and in the
perfumed trenches
Of the banquet hall he stands—then sud-
denly he blenches,
Affrighted by a wailing ery—a groan
prolonged and deep.

He trembles and turns pale, horror all his
senses seizing,
He stands as one transfixed—he can
neither look nor linger—
Again he hears the cry, wild and long
and agonizing,
As of some Jost human soul from the deep
foundations rising,
While from out the shadows seems to
point a grim and ghastly finger.

He knows it is the curse of heaven that
rests forever
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Upon the whiskey trade, in palace or
in slum,
And the groans that smite him now will
be silenced never, never,
In that temple he has built, for by no
polite endeavour
Can the perfume of fair lilies subdue
the stench of rum !

It will be seen that Mr. Ben-
gough is a remarkably versatile
man, but the full variety of his ac-
complishments has not yet been
described. We are informed on
the testimony of an excellent judge
that he writes exceedingly good
sermons, and we have read some
admirable metrical versions of the
Psalms from his pen.

His latest exhibition of his ver-
satility is a lecture to the
clergy entitled, “ The Preacher
Preached To.” This was given,
we believe, to an exclusively cleri-
cal audience at Knox College, and
we wish that every preacher in
Canada could hear it. Our genial
critic did not spare the foibles of
the cloth, and we are not sure but
that more than one of his hearers
had to wince.  Yet it was all done
so good-naturedly and there was

such a basis of common-«ense for
N
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his criticism, that every omne had
to join in the laugh, even at his
own expense. ‘

We regret that we have not
room for the passages we had
marked for quotation. We trust
that this racy counsel of the pew
to the pulpit will soon appear in
print.© Mr. Bengough has a lot of
material in prose and verse,
humorous and grave, in dialect
and in classical form, that we hope
will be before long put within the
reach of the discerning public,
who eagerly read everything
which proceeds from the accom-
plished and versatile pen of our
distinguished Canadian author-ar-
tist.

The humorous sketches of no
other artist have been so largely
reproduced in The Review of Re-
views, and art journals of Great
Britain and the United States, as
his. The volumes of Grip are
illustrated history of Canada dur-
ing some of its most critical
periods. The extraordinary fer-
tility of the man in producing al-
most every day a cartoon catching
the very spirit of the times is the
most remarkable feature of his art.

THE GREAT

'Tis the Master who holds the mallet,
And day by day

He is clipping whatever environs
The form away,

Which under his skilful cutting
He means shall be

Wrought silently out to beauty
Of such degree

Of faultless and full perfection
That angel eyes

Shall look on the finished labour
With new surprise,

That even his boundless patience
Could grave his own

Features upon such fractured
And stubborn stone.

SCULPTURE.

With tools of thy choosing, Master,
We pray Thee, then,

Strike just as Thou wilt ; as often,
And where, and when

The vehement stroke is needed.
We will not mind, -

If only Thy chipping chisel
Shall leave behind

Such marks of thy wondrous working
And loving skill,

Clear carven on aspect, stature,
And face, as will,

When discipline’s ends are over,
Have all sufficed

To mould us into the likeness
And form of Christ.

—Margaret J. Preston.
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THE INDIAN FAMINE AND INDIAN

EVENING

On this subject, the Rev. J. T.
Gracey, D.D.,, who laboured for
Thany years as a missionary in
India, writes cogently as follows :

A good deal of criticism is ex-
pressed in Great Britain against
the Viceroy of India for giving out
that the Government was able to
cope with the famine in that coun-
try, at the same time when mis-
sionaries were writing home ap-
peals for thousands on thousands
of starving people, absolutely un-
relieved from any source. That
the Indian Government has done
a vast deal is conceded; and it
must be borne in mind that the
Viceroy has to govern one-fifth of
the human family now on the
globe, and find time for breakfast;
this, too, in a paternal govern-
ment, where the responsibility is

17

)

MISSIONS.

PRAYER ON TILE GANGES.

unshared and {ar heavier than in
a fully civilized land.

It is the very vastness of the
problem that paralyzes. At best
India has a population 50 per
cent. greater than that of the
United States, which is always in
a state of semi-starvation, having
but one meal a day, and forty mil-
lions of whom always go to bed
hungry. Dearth under these con-
ditions means death. The Vice-
roy of India telegraphed to Lon-
don that seventy-two millions
must die, because the price of
maintenance has gone up from
one cent to three cents a day per
capita, unless gigantic relief mea-
sures could speedily be organized.

Ninety per cent. of the people
of India are connected with agri-
culture, and any limitation there
means starvation and death. The
Indian Governnient instituted mea-
sures for artifici:l water supply



that are simply gigantic. It spent
fifteen million dollars to construct
irrigating canals from the Ganges
to distribute water over twelve
millions of acres, or one-third of
the northwest provinces and Oudh.
It provided waterways for artificial
irrigation of more than one-fourth
of the twenty millions cultivated
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TEMPLE OF THE SUN, MOOLTAN.

acres of the Punjab. On other
waterways it has spent twenty mil-
lion dollars to convey water to
twenty million other acres in Cen-
tral India and Bengal. A hun-
dred thousand tanks in Southern
India, one forty miles in circum-
ference, witness to the precautions
against failure of rainfall, and the

INDIAN RAILWAY CARRIAGE.
The double roof is to keep out, the heat.
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distribution of the precipitation to
agriculturists.  When the famine
was “imminent” and actual, an
enormous system of public works
was projected, and a million peo-
ple set to work, at diminished
wages, possibly enough to keep
most of them alive, but leaving
their families unprovided for, and
the weaker men to starve.

ONE-TREE HILL.
This solitary palm is a land-mark for muny miles.

The world can scarcely furnish
another example of such magnifi-
cent plans for feeding so many mil-
lions of people by any despotic
government.  Besides, it con-
structed a great network of rail-
roads, to carry relief to these dis-
tricts in the event of famine.

And yet—and yet, this mighty

human providence has been un-
equal to an emergency covering a
far more extensive area than has
ever before been blasted with
want.  The Government felt its
inadequacy to add to existing
efforts the organization of a na-
tional scheme of benevolent distri-
bution of help, which would give
any promise of security from
waste and robbery, and ultimate
pauperization of millions of people.

There was but one agency that
could come to its aid, and that but
partially—the missionaries. They
have proved themselves great or-
ganizers of relief corps, in all past
famines, where they were in any
considerable force.  They might
have saved tens of thousands of
lives, had the Lord Mayor’s Man-
sion House Fund been opened
earlier, and they called to the Gov-
ernment aid. Voluntary effort has
been a necessity.  Missionaries
have felt the pressure of famine
prices on their own limited sti-
pends and appropriations for their
regular work. But theyv have
everywhere courageously wrought
to relieve those about them. The
presence of these gaunt skeletons,
the pitiful wail for bread, the
moans of the dyving, the helpless
children tendered them whom they
dared not accept—all this makes a
terribly depressing atmosphere in
which to keep life in themselves,
and yet they have asked—not to be
relieved—Dbut for a few extra dol-

GUN ROCK,

At certain points of view a rock bears & remarkable resemblance to a mounted cannon.
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Jars to allow them to take a few
hundred more orphans by famine.
On results of mission work in
India, the Rev. J. H. Wyckoff
spoke as follows at a missionary
conference at Kodaikanal :

In estimating the results of mis-
sion work in India, it is only fair
te take into account other forces
than the missionary which are
working for good among the pco-
ple.  Chief among these is the
Dritish Government, which, in the
Providence of God, is established
in this land.  Much as we may
regret the apathy and indifference
of individual officials to mission
work, it is a pleasure to he
able to testify that the gen-
cral influence of the Govern--
ment of India is on the side
of rightcousness. My ex-

perience among natives of all
classes leads me unhesitatingly to
afirm that the rulers of India
stand, in the eyes of the people, as
the embodiment of integrity, jus-
tice, and truth. Nor could it be
otherwise, when we remember that
the Government of India is, to a
large extent, the expression and
the reflection of the people of Eng-
Iand.

Now, here is an essential factor
fo be noted in measuring the pro-
aress of Christianity in India. The
higher moral standard that bas
been adopted by many Hindus,
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their greater regard for the truth,
the increased spirit of manliness
and self-respect, their kindlier
treatment of women—are not
necessarily the result of mission
work, but are largely due to the
influence, unconscious though it
may be, of the IEnglishman in

HINDU TEMPLE AT AMRITSAR.

India, in whom these characteris-
tics are peculiarly exhibited.

The first result of mission work
in India that I shall mention is the
amelioration of the condition of
the unfortunate and social outcast
classes. The Commissioner of
the Census of 1891 for the State of
Travancore, Mr. Nagam Iyer, a
Brahman gentleman, in his report,
says:

“ By the unceasing efforts and
self-denying labours of the Chris-
tian missionaries in the country,
the large community of native
Christians are rapidly advancing
in their moral, intellectual, and ma-
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terial condition.  The heroism of
raising the low from the slough of
degradation and debasement is an
clement of civilization unknown to
ancient India. The DBrahman
community of Southern India is
not doing to the lower classes
what the casteless Britisher is do-
ing for them. The credit of this
philanthropy, of going to the
homes of the low, the distressed,

and the dirty—putting the shoul-
der to the wheel of depraved
humanity, belongs to the English-
man. I do not think the Brah-
mans, or even the high-caste non-
Jrahmans can claim the credit. It
is a glory reserved for this century
of human progress—the epach of
the happy commingling of the
civilization of the West with that
of the East.”
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This is from a Brahman, in a
State paper, not submitted, please
note, to the English Government,
but to a native prince.

The other testimony is with re-
gard to educational work for wo-
men, from the correspondent of
Hindu, Madura. IHe says:

“ Tt is now becoming the fashion
among our educated people to cry
down the work of Christian mis-

sionarics, and even
to vilify them. But
an ounce of solid
work is worth a

pound of windy
oratory.  Judged TR

by this principle
the missionary
must be esteemed
to be one of the greatest benefac-
tors of our country.  While the
e¢ducated Indian has not yet got
beyond the talking stage in the
matter of female education, the
Christian missionary has honey-
combed the country with girls
schools. He has also recently
begun to establish institutions to
train women teachers.  \What has
the Hindu community to show in
return ?  There is not even a
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single Hindu girls’ school in the
whole town ”

God forbid that we should abuse
the Hindus, whom we love as our
own brothers.  Many of them are
better than their religion.  Their
love for their homes and their
friends; their patience and meek-
ness under trial; their courtesy and
respect to superiors and strangers;
their high intellectual endow-
ments;—these are in them quali-

BUDDHIST PRIEST, CEYLON.

tics to be admired; but their re-
ligion is their destruction, and un-
til this is changed, there is no hope
for the Hindu. Hence we mis-
sionaries are here to propagate a
higher and holier religion, which.
as it has done so much for our
own land, can do the same for
India.  And what has been the
result of the steadv preaching of
the truth ?  Why, a moral and re-
ligious revolution is taking place
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in the thought of the pcople; the
Hindus are awakening from the
sleep of ages; caste is relaxing;
superstitious customs that have
been more powerful than law are
disappearing.  Christian ideas on
all subjects are spreading, the
native mind is being formed on a
new model. The fact is, that
most of the educated Hindus to-
day are not pantheists but theists,
believing both in a personal God
and in the moral responsibility of
the soul to God.  No phrases are

“ Since the time of Chundersen,
the feeling towards Christ has en-
tirely changed in Bengal. For-
merly people would curse IHis
name, but now there is scarcely
a high-class family in Bengal that
had not a picture of Christ in their
homes. Hindus could not but re-
ceive Christ and His Spirit, and
that spirit is changing IHinduism.
Christian ideas and sentiments per-
vading the thought of the coun-
try.?

The other is from an orthodox

RUINED TEMPLE AT GWALIOR.

more in the mouths of Hindus to-
day than the “ Fatherhood of God™
and the “ Brotherhood of 1lan."
but where did these conceptions
come from but Chiristianity ?

And then see how Christ is
extolled. Tt is true, His Divinity
may not be acknowledged, but
there has been a wonderful change
in the sentiment of the Hindus re-
garding Him. Listen to two
statements from Hindus, the first
from a distinguished professor in

lengal.  He says :

Hindu paper, and would not have
been allowed a few years ago in
an organ conducted by Hindus :
“As a Hindu and a Brahman
who is deeply impressed with the
extraordinary spiritual progress
made by the ancient Hindus, I
would pay my humble tribute to
the helpful. simple, and deeply
touching nature of the teaching of
the loving and cver lavable Jesus,
beautifully illustrated in His cruci-
fied life.  His short existence on
the carth looks like the most con-

e~
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densed epitome of universal love,
purity, and sacrifice. To an un-
bigoted and pious Hindu, the pic-
ture of Jesus on the Cross, His
drooping head, His parched lips,
His gaping wounds, His uplifted
eyes, Iis serene expression of
complete resignation, forgiveness
and love, presents the sublimest
and most thrilling object lesson
ever offered to sinful and suffering
humanity.”

But I must pass on to notice the
result of mission work in the mat-
ter of actual conversions. For-
tunately we have a Government
Census Report, and need not ac-
cept the testimony of missionaries
on this point. - Although the pro-
gress of Christianity cannot be
measured by numbers, yet we have
no cause to shrink from compari-
son of actual results in India with
that of any other age. What does
the census of 1891 reveal ? I give
the figures for South India only.
The census shows that 865,528
persons were returned
as Christians, against
600,680in 1881, The %
past decade was sin-
gularly free from any A
great famines, so that ‘
we are not justified in
inferring that the
larger addition to
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the Christian population consists
of famine or rice Christians. We
may safely take it for granted,
therefore, that the Christian com-
munity is having an addition of
50,000 souls by conversion each
ten years.

There are more Christians to-
day in South India alone, than
there were in the Roman Empire
at the end of the first century.
Two hundred and seventy years.
after the death of Christ, heathen-
ism was so strong in the Roman
Empire as to carry on a bitter per-
secution under the Emperor Dio-
cletian. If it took 300 :-ears for
the Christianity of the early
Church to overcome the waning
paganism of Europe, are we to be

.discouraged because, in a much

less time, a greater paganism than
Greece and Rome ever saw, has
not been entirely overthrown ?
The Church of the Living God
has been established among the
people of India, and His Spirit
is moving in their hearts. Who
can witness the growing member-
ship of this Church, with a native
ministry now numbering 9ot in
Southern India alone, its advance
in Christian unity and spiritual
power, without feeling that here
lie the best and most fruitful re~
sults of missionary effort ?

MISSION CHURCH, TINNEVELLI,

¢ If little labour, little are our ga.in.es:
Man’s fortunes are according to his paines.”



TREATY

BY THE PReV. JOHN

MAKING.

SEMMENS,

Principal of the Industrial School, Brandon, Manitoba.

The relation of the Dominion of
Canada to the Indians of the
Northwest is a subject of vital im-
portance, and it may not be out of
place for us briefly to refer to but
one link in the chain which unites,
let us hope forever, the red race
with the white.

Ever since September, 1850,
when the Hon. W. B. Robinson, in
the name of the late Province of
Canada, treated with the 3,400
Chippewas of Lakes Huron and
Superior, agreeing to give them
four thousand pounds sterling and
one thousand pounds annuity for
each year thereafter, there had
been a strong desire voiced from
all perts of this country that duly
authorized agents be sent to con-
clude alliances with the several
tribes.  This the authorities at the
helm of affairs have endeaveured
to do, allowing themselves to be
guided by circumstances which
were the most pressing, and keep-
ing before them the interests of
settlers, lumbermen, traders, min-
ers, prospectors and navigators.

It was in the fall of 1870 that
Wemyss M. Simpson and Robert
Pether, acting in conjunction with
the Hon. A. G. Archibald, then
Lieutenant-Governor of Manitoba
and the Northwest Territories,
effected an alliance with the In-
dians of Manitoba at Lower Fort
Garry, twenty miles north of Win-
nipeg City. This had the effect
of allaying the uneasiness conse-
quent upon the large influx of im-
migrants from the older settled dis-
tricts east of the great lakes, and
it secured to the Government the
lands fit for settlement, the min-
crals likely to be of untold value
and the timber limits which were
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sure to be of use to millers and
manufacturers. In this Manitoba
Treaty were included a number of
Swampy Crees, who at one time
had lived much farther to the
nerth, but for some reason had be-
come separated from their own
people, finally taking up their
abode near the mouth of the Red
River.

These Swampys wgre the boat-
men of the Hudson’s Bay Com-~
pany, and were frequently called to
transfer freight from Lower Fort
Garry on the Red River to York
Factory on the Hudson’s Bay,
touching on their way at that im-
portant distributing centre called
Norway House. Naturally enough
they carried cut the news of pre-
sents, money and promises which
meant more than money to their
countrymen residing at points
which they would touch while on
their voyage. This had the effect
of awakening a wide-spread inter~
est which stirred the hopes of the
dwellers on the coast line of Lake
Winnipeg and along the Nelsorn
River. All sorts of requirements
were cut and dried for presentation
to the Commissioners when they
should arrive. The wildest of
fancies were indulged in. Coun-
cils met, discussed matters and ad-
journed in confusion. Every one
had the very best plan of procedure
to recommend. One would have
schools, teachers and gratuities to
sick and poor.  Another woul@
have pork, flour and whiskey. .
Still another would have the Gov-
ernment appoint an agent to live
with the tribe, teaching them the
white man’s ways and pay them as
they had need out of the annuity
fund. It was evident that they
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wanted very much, and it was
equally evident that they could not
specify exactly what they did want.
A new but ever increasing value
was placed upon the lands tra-
versed by the tribes, inasmuch as
they were to be a passport to the
favour of the chiefs who were sure
to come ere long with proposals of
purchase. Some even went so far
as to calculate what they would do
with the $5 a head which they ex-

pected to receive. There was
“Chon” and “ Cheemes” and
“Pouly” and “Marriah” and

“mamma” and “papa” ; six, that
was six times five, thirty dollars.
To men who had never seen
money in their lives that seemed a
great fortune.

Time dragged heavily on their
hands as they waited for the
longed-for day. Months were as
vears and years were like ages.

It was about mid-summer of
1875 that word rcached Norway
House to the effect that the Treaty
‘Commissioners would come out in
the early fall. Then there was a
commotion indeed. Boatmen could
not be hired for the long trips.
Distant hunters were recalled by
special messengers. Men divided
their time between smoking, eat-
ing and discussing the probabili-
ties. Becoming restless at the
Mission, the majority of the people
went down to the shores of the
Great Lake and there waited with
oft strained eyes for the appear-
ance of the steamer.

Roderick Ross, Esq., a chief
factor in the employ of the Hud-
son's Bay Company, surveyed a
channel from the old or abandoned
fort at the outlet of Lake Winni-
peg to the present headquarters of
his district, twenty-four miles far-
ther north across what is known
as Great Play Green Lake. When
‘this was clear everything was pro-
nounced to be in readiness for the
Yong expected arrival.

‘“It comes” It comes,” were
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the words many times over re-
peated, each time with increasing
certainty and special emphasis.
The forenoon was far advanced
and it was difficult to look far
southward along the smooth wa-
ters on that bright summer day,
but the eager eyes had sighted
smoke where no island was known
to be.

“ Steam-boat,” shouted the chil-
dren.

“ Sure enough,” said the digni-
fied factor; “ there she is.”

The tents were forsaken; cven
the dogs went down to the shore
to catch a glimpse of something
interesting.

Meantime, while excitement ran
at fever heat, the old steamer Col-
vile, well known as the Company’s
steamer plying Dbetween Lower
Fort Garry and Norway House
came into fuller view, and by
eleven o'clock of the 23rd of Sep-
tember she had reached the old
fort.

Roderick Ross went on board
and became the pilot of the first
boat that ever descended the Nel-
son River, and though once or
twice it was said she touched
something harder than water, he
successfully guided her way
through countless shoals and islets
to his own fort, and many were
the compliments showered upon
him while she was being safely
moored to the new wharf which
he had built for her accommo-
dation.

The speed across such a lake
was necessarily small, so much so
that when the boat was moored at
the landing, many canoe loads of
Indians who had seen her in the
distance from the lake side were
already present to greet the arrival
of the distinguished strangers and
the strange craft which brought
them, in a noisy but irregular
salute of firr-arms.

There was very little sleep for
the excited villagers that night.
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On the one side of the river were
the Pagan Swampys from Cross
Lake and on the other the Chris-
tians of Rossville.  On the one
side heathen practices were ob-
served ; on the other religious ser-
vices were conducted. The camp
fires burned brightly the whole
night through; the teapots were
not allowed to cool. Pipes were
smoked out between times, re-
plenished and burned out again.
The hum of conversation was in-
creasing as in the small hours of
the morning the gray light ap-
peared in the east.

A council was summoned at
break of day in the large ware-
house. Preliminaries were ar-
ranged and resolutions made never
to give in on certain points which
might be discussed, and to claim
all that it was possible to claim
within the bounds of reason.

The pow-wow was held in a
large building placed at the dis-
posal of the party by the Factor.
The chiefs of the bands were
elected in a most business-like
manner and the councillors were
nominated after a little consulta-
tion. Then, when organization
was completed, the discussion be-
gan.

The Hon. Alexander Morris, in
a speech of considerable length,
because spoken through an inter-
preter, declared the object of his
mission. The question of reserves
was the only one requiring very
much discussion. The Pagans
wanted to remain at Cross Lake.
Some of the Christians wanted to
go south to Grassy Narrows, but
because the Icelandic people had
already settled there they accepted
the alternative of going to Fisher
River. The Treaty was then
signed, the medals and uniforms
distributed and payment began,
lasting until midday of the 25th.

The Commissioners recognized
the quick perceptions and the en-

lightened judgment of the Norway
House Indians as excelling any-
thing they had yet observed. At
the North-west Angle three days
were taken up with useless talk,
Jefore the QuAppelle Treaty
could be ratified six days of dis-
cussion passed, but here three
hours did all the work. The fact
is the people had been so schooled
in patriotism and in consideration
for the rights of others and had
reaped such mental advantage
from the Mission and the Fort,
that they meant what they said and
accepted other people’s words at
their face value. Hence, where
bitter misunderstandings might
have been entertained, delaying
proceedings and annoying the
agents, there was nothing but cor-
dial agreement and hearty accept-
ance, followed by a vote of thanks
to the Queen and her officers for
their kindness to the Indian people.
Following the payments and the
departure of the white chiefs came
the expenditures of a people un-
vsed to handling money and un-
acquainted with its value. Women
with soiled and tattered garments
struggled along under the latest
fashion in hats. Men with new
cloth coats, roped in their anatomy
with tinsel strings ornamented
with gaudy tassels. Boys strut-
ted around in coats big enough for
their fathers; and girls whose hair
had never known a comb were
tricked out in ribbons of every hue.
All appeared to enjoy themselves
immensely, and though white men
shook with uncontrollable laughter
at natives who had for the first
time indulged in the luxury of
spending money, they were at the
same time delighted to observe the
happiness and cordiality that pre-
valled on every hand, and very
heartily joined in wishing them
many returns of “ Treaty Day.”
So passed into the hands of the
Government of Canada one hun-
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dred thousand square miles of
country, most of which is wood-
land of considerable value.

It must be added that similar
meetings were held at Rerens
River and at Grand Rapids, where
a like routine was observed, and
these three places are the centres
of the immense area covered by
“ Treaty No. 5.”

To give this Treaty in full would
require more space than we desire
to occupy, and would, I fear, be
too dry for the average reader, but
a brief reference or two may be
made. :

Her Majesty agrees to lay aside
160 acres for each family of five
and in proportion for larger or
smaller families, said lands to be
included within certain reserves,
duly located and bounded, reserv-
ing in every case the free naviga-
tion of all the lakes and rivers and
free access to the shores thereof.

Her Majesty also agrees to give
a present of five dollars to each
man, woman and child belonging
to the bands acknowledging this
Treaty. '

Her Majesty further agrees to
maintain schools for instruction in
such reserves as her Government
shall deem worthy of them; judg-
ment to be based upon the ex-
pressed desire of the Indians and
the number of available children.

It is further stipulated that nntil
otherwise determined by her Ma-
jesty’s Government of the Domin-
ion of Canada no intoxicating
liquor shrll be allowed to be in-
troduced or sold, and all laws ex-
isting or to be enacted for the pur-
pose of saving her Indian subjects
from the curse of drunkenness
shall be strictly enforced.

It is further agreed between her
Majesty and the Indians of this
Treaty that $500 shall be spent
yearly in the purchase of ammuni-
tion and twine to be distributed by
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the Indian agent, and that a place
or places of meeting shall be in-
dicated yearly to all Indians within
the Treaty, where the agent will
pay to each Indian present the sum
of $5 per head.

Two hoes are to be given to
cach family cultivating land, and
also one spade.

One plough is promised to every
five families; five harrows to every
twenty families; one scythe to
every family and also one axe.

Each band is to receive one
cross-cut saw, one hand saw and
one pit saw, the necessary files, one
grind-stone and one auger.

Each chief receives a chest of
ordinary carpenter’s tools.

Enough of wheat, barley, po-
tatoes and oats to sow the land ac-
tually broken, is promised to all
reserves.

Every band receives one bull,
one yoke of oxen and four cows,
all for their encouragement in the
practice of agriculture,

The Indians on their part sol-
emnly engage to abide by the
Treaty; to keep the laws of the
land; to refrain from interferences
with or molestation of any of her
Majesty’s subjects; to hehave
themselves generally and to be
loyal to the great Mother across
the seas.

This Treaty, after being duly
read, explained and accepted, was
signed by the Lieutenant-Gover-
nor, chiefs, and councillors.

Promises are easier made than
kept, but we have confidence
enough in the officers of the Crown
to believe these new wards of the
Government will be teated with
all consideration and kindness.
Let Canada’s record be sustained.
Let there be no unseemly wrang-
ling between Church and State.
Both the religious and the civil
elements are mnecessary to the
growth of the truest liberty.



ZINZENDORF AND THE WESLEYS.

BY THE REV. JESSE S. GILBERT, A.M.

In the spring of the year 1719,
two young men visiting the famous
picture gallery of Dusseldorf, in
Westphalia, stood entranced be-
fore a beautiful and expressive
Ecce Homo. Above it were
traced the words,

«« T suffered this for thee:
What hast thou done for Me.”

They were the youthful Count
Zinzendorf and his half-brother.
Upon the already deeply pious
mind of Zinzendorf, this painting,
with the accompanying words,
made a deep impression. But in
order to bring our story up to this
point, it will be necessary to go
back a little.

Few men have made a deeper
religious impression upon the age
in which they lived than Count
Zinzendorf, and to him and the
Moravians, Methodism owes a
lasting debt of gratitude.

It is the custom in these days to
attribute everything to heredity.
Zinzendorf came of good stock.
His ancestors can be traced back
to the eleventh century, and one
of them took part in the Third
Crusade, and fought under the
walls of Ptolemais, and another,
his grandfather, in order to enjoy
liberty of conscience, went into
voluntary exile,

Like the mother of the Wesleys,
the mother of Zinzendorf was a
very remarkable woman. She had
received a wide and varied educa-
tion, understanding Greek, Latin,
and several living languages. Be-
sides this, she was familiar with
theology, poetry, and polite litera-
ture. Her spiritual, lilke her men-
tal faculties, were of a high order,
and in every respect she was a
brilliant and talented woman,

Unlike, however, the mother of
the Wesleys, she had very little to
do with the training of her illus-
trious son. She married a sec-
ond time, and went with her hus-
band, Ger Natzmer, to live in Ber-
lin, leaving the education and
rearing of her son in the care of
her mother, the Baroness Gersdorf.
Like her daughter, the Baroness
was both a talented and a pious
woman. She was upon intimate
terms with the leaders of pietism,
and corresponded with several of
them. Among frequent visitors
to the house were Spener, Franke,
Anton, and Carstein. It is said
that Spener one day laid his hands
upon the head of the boy Zinzen-
dorf and especially consecrated
him to the service of God.

Few incidents of his boyhood
have come down to us. There is
one, however, that shows his ten-
derness of heart and courage,
while as yet a mere lad.

One day, while playing on the
bank of a deep river, he saw a
dove that, by some means, had
fallen into the water, and was un-
able to escape. Hastily seizing a
tub, that had been left upon the
river's bank, the boy jumped into
it, and with a stick paddled out to
where the fluttering and frightened
bird was, and rescued it. When
asked by his mother if he had not
been afraid, he replied, “ Yes, I
was rather; but I could not bear
that it should die so. You know,
mother, its little ones might have
been watching for it to come
home.”

As a child he was delicate, but
of strong will and ardent tempera-
ment. He says of himself, “ My
genius was simple, but natural; I
had a good memory, a spirit rather
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quick than phlegmatic, a mind
calm enough to balance the rea-
sons for and against the matter, a
naive intention that would have
prospered if reflection had been
less scrupulous.  An inclination
to what was solid and a love for
what was true modified my rhym-
ing fantasy.”

The religious faculty was de-
veloped early, and when only four
years old, he knew all the prin-
cipal points of Christian doctrine.
So, like Wesley, he was thoughtful
and religious from his childhood.

As he was born only three years
before John Wesley, the two lads
were growing up at the same time.
One in the humble Epworth rec-
tory, born neither to riches nor
titles; the other, a count from the
cradle, and reared in the castle of
a baroness, but both destined to
be great leaders in the Church of
God, and to make a profound and
permanent impression upon the re-
ligious life of the world.

The boy Zinzendorf had his
childish battles with the adversary,
and when merely in his eighth
year, was tempted to doubt the ex-
istence of God. He says, “ The
most refined ideas of atheism rolled
through my soul” But he came
off victor.  Speaking of this time,
he says, “ But my heart remained
sincerely attached to the Saviour,
and I thought again and again
that even if it were possible that
there should be another God than
He, I would rather be damned
with Him than be with the other in
heaven.”

In his tenth year he resolved to
study theology, “and to have no
other profession than that of
preaching Jesus Christ.”

His family, however, had other
designs, and felt that a child so
gifted should follow in the foot-
steps of his father, and hold office
in the State.  So he was sent to
be educated at the Paedagogium
at Halle. But God’s plans cannot
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be thwarted by man’s devices, and
although, like Wesley, he was well
beyond thirty when he really be-
gan his life work, he became a
flaming herald of the Cross.

Zinzendorf at Halle, like John
Wesley at the Charter House, did
not lie upon a bed of roses. The
rude discipline of the sixteenth
and seventeenth centuries still pre-
vailed, and school life was hard
and harsh.

At Halle he formed the ac-
quaintance of a few pious com-
rades, and they formed themselves
into a sort of knighthood, remind-
ing us of the Holy Club at Oxford.
To this society they gave first the
name of “Slaves of Virtue,” then
of “ Confessors of Christ” and
finally settled upon “The Order
of the Grain of Mustard Seed.”
The members promised to confess
Christ in word and conduct, to
love their neighbour, and to seek
the conversion of others, both
Jjews and pagans. For insignia
they had a medal bearing an
“Lcce Homo,” and a ring upon
which was written in Greek,
“ None of us liveth to himself."

In April, 1716, Zinzendorf, so
rapid had been his progress, left
the Paedagogium for the univer-
sity. He much preferred the uni-
versity at Halle, because there he
found congenial religious fellow-
ship in the disciples of Spener, but
his guardian insisted upon his go-
ing to the rival university at Wit-
tenberg.

Despite the new atmosphere at
Wittenberg, he remained more
firmly attached to pietism than
ever. “ He gave himself to ascetic
exercises, spent whole nights in
prayer and meditation, and set
apart a day each week for fasting
and solitude.”  There were odd
things about it, too. The Count
was compelled to learn to fence,
to ride, and to dance. These he
describes as exercises of patience.
He played chess, tennis, and bil-



Zinzendorf and the Wesleys. 231

liards, but never for money, unless
his comrades would agree to de-
vote the gains for the poor, or in
the purchase of Bibles for g atuit-
ous circulation. These things
throw much light upon the re-
ligious life and thought of that
day.

In the spring of 1719, Zinzen-
dorf left the university, and set out
upon a tour that he might com-
plete his law studies in some for-
eign school, and in order to see
the world. It was while upon this
tour that we found him and his
half-brother in the picture-galle-y
of Dusseldorf. Stopping at Ut-
recht, he spent some months at
the university there, and studied
law, medicine, and the English
language.

Resuming his travels, he visited
many forex(ru cities, and at length,
in the fall of the same year, found
himself at Paris. Exposed in that
gay capital to many and varied
temptations, he kept his heart pure
and maintained the simplicity of
his Christian faith and life. “ The
more I went into the world,” says
he, “the more closely I followed
the Saviour.”

During the spring of 1720, he
left Paris for Oberbirg, passing
the most of the summer with an
aunt, the Countess Dowager of
Polhelm and from there going to
Castell, the home of another aunt.
Here he had, reminding us of
Wesley again, a little ]ove adven-
ture, honourable enough wupon
both sides, but which dxd not,
nevertheless eventuate in matri-
mony.

Attaining his majority soon
after, he retumed to Hennersdorf,
where his larger and fuller life be-
gan. His spiritual nature de-
veloped rapidly, and his broad
sympathy and Christian charity led
him to see good in all the various
churches, and he longed to bring
Christians of all shades of doc-
trinal belief into a closer fellow-

ship. In breadth of charity and
liberal-mindedness, both Zinzen-
dorf and Wesley were far in ad-
vance of the age in which they
lived.

But the time for him to publicly
proclaim the Gospel, and thus ful-
fil the deep yearnings of his heart,
had not yet arrived, and, in what
seemed a strange prov:dence, he
spent the next five years in office,
in the employ of the government
of the electorate of Saxony. Truly,

** God moves in & mysterious way,
His wondevs to perform ;’

In one very important respect
Zinzendorf was very different from
Wesley. He married earlier, and
he married happily. In Ermuth
Dorothea, a sister of his f{riend,
Count Reuss, whose acquaintance
he had made at Ebersdorf, he
found a helpmeet indeed. Soon
after their marriage the Count and
Countess settled at Dresden.

The time was now ripe for the
real life work of Zinzendorf to be-
gin. For this God had been slow-
lv preparing him, as he prepared
Moses by the sojourn in the land
of Midian, John the Baptist by his
lonely life in the wilderness, Paul
by three years of seclusion in
Arabia, and Wesley by his experi-
ence in the wilds of America.
Zinzendorf had been prepared for
his great work in quite another
way. By life at two great edu-
cational centres, by foreign travel,
by public and official life, he was
led to see that true soul rest can
be found in God alone.

It was for Zinzendorf to renew
under a new form, and with a
new constitution, the ancient Mor-
avian Church. The genesis of the:
Unity of Moravian Brethren, as it
is called, goes back to the ninth
century. Its history had been one
of trial and persecution. TFor nine
long centuries its pathway had
been wet with the tears of its
saints and with the blood of its.
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martyrs. IFeeling that it was
vain to look for liberty of con-
science in their own Moravia and
Bohemia, many members of the
€hurch of the Brethren began to
turn their feet towards Western
Europe.

In the person of Christian
David, a humble carpenter, he
who sent a Moses to Israel pro-
vided a leader for the Moravians.
He was a man of tireless energy
and considerable talent, for, in
God’s plans, there is always an
adaptation of means to ends. Born
and reared in the Church of
Rome, the reading of God’s Word
Bad brought David to a purer faith
and a living experience.

In 1722, David and Zinzendorf
had met at Lusatia, and the Count
heard of the persecutions of the
Moravians and their intention to
emigrate.  The matter did not
seem 10 make any deep impression
apon Zinzendorf ar the time, but
when, afterward, a little band of
Moravian exiles came to the
Coun;‘s estate at Berthelsdorf, and,
be being absent, obtained from the
Ba;‘oness permission to settle and
build a house, it was only another
Iink in the chain, one end of which
was fastened to the throne of God.

On the 17th of June, work was
commenced upon the first cottage
m the future famous town of
I‘Herm.hut. Christian David, strik-
mg his axe into a pine tree, ex-
claimed, “ Here the sparrow hath
found an house, and the swallow
anest for herself, even thine altars,
O Lord of hosts.”

_ In the sermon preached at the
wstallation of Pastor Rothe by
Z"S friend, Schoefer, we find the
following words, “ God will kindle
on these hills a light which will
shine in every land. I am sure
of it by faith.” It has been well
s2id, “The axe of Christian David
strick the first spark.”  Thus be-
zan Hermnhut; another illustration
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of the great truth, that we are not
to despise the day of small things.
The oak lies in the acorn, and
great potencies for good, the seeds
of a rich and glorious harvest,
were in that humble beginning.

The stroke of David's axe was
to be heard all round the world,
and to ring on down the ages to
the end of time.

Zinzendorf, upon his return to
his estate with his newly made
bride, gave the little company of
Moravians a hearty welcome, ask-
ing the divine blessing upon the
house they had built, and “on all
who dwelt therein” New emi-
grants continued to arrive, and
some persons of rare culture, and
even, as Barc. Watteville, of noble
birth, jattached themselves to the
rising community.

From this time on Zinzendorf
was devoted to Herrnhut, and it
became the exclusive object of his
care. The new community was
enlarged and thoroughly organ-
ized. Rules were drawn up,
which each one signed and en-
gaged to keep.

The whole parish was divided
up into “ bands,” each band being
composed of a few persons of the
same sex. These bands frequent-
Iv met for ‘“ mutual confession of
faults, and for spiritual conversa-
tion and prayer.” How like to the
Methodist class-meeting.  With-
out these bands, Zinzendorf often
declared Herrnhut would never
have become what it was. .

Like the early Methodists, the
Moravians were a very plain peo-
ple. “Luxury was carefully ban-
ished from the toilet of the wo-
men; all finery and jewellery were
proscribed; even fans and parasols
were interdicted” Mourning was
never worn for the dead. One
of the peculiar features of the
Moravian faith was a comforting,
even cheerful, view of death, that
robbed the last enemy of his sting
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and the grave of its gloom. Death
was known to them by the name,
“ departure,” or “ returning home.”

The 13th of August, 1727, seems

to have been the real spiritual
birthday of the “New Moravian
Brotherhood,” and is still observed
as such. It was the Pentecost of
the denomination. During divine
service, and especially during the
communion, the Holy Ghost came
upon the community in great
power.  “From that day,” savs
David Nitschmann, “ Herrnhut
became a living Church of Jesus
Christ.” )
_ Zinzendorf now devoted all his
time to the preaching of the Word,
and the dream of his vouth was
fulfllel.  The Count resembled
Wesley in being practical as well
as spiritual, showing the greatness
of his mind in attention to details.
He looked after the material in-
terests of the community, found
them employment, settied their
differences, and looked after the
sick and the poor.  Special atten-
tion was also given to the training
and education of the children.
_ But human nature remains even
n the best, and Herrnhut was not
without its trials. During the ab-
sence of the Count upon a preach-
mng tour, some differences oc-
curred, that were only adjusted
upon his return.  In fact, the new
brotherhood passed through a try-
ing . crisis.  Other trials came.
Twice the Count was banished by
an intolerant government. It was
during his second exile that he
visited London and met Charles
Wesley.

Fifteen mor‘hs before the Wes-
leys had gone to Georgia to con-
vert the Indians, “without,” as
John tells us, “being converted
themselves” It was upon their
outward voyage that occurred the
oft-told story of the storm and the
manner in which the simple faith
of the Moravian passengers affect-
ed both John and Charles. When
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a terrible screaming began among
the English, the Germans calmly
sang on. To the question aiter-
ward put to one of them by John
Wesley, “ Were you not afraid ?”
he answered, “7I thank God, no.”
“ But were not your women and
children afraid ?” He answered
mildly, “ No, our women and chil-
dren are not afraid to die” No
wonder that the Wesleys sought to
find out the philosophy of a faith
at once so simple and sublime.

Soon after their return to Lon-
don, both John and Charles Wes-
ley came into the clear light of full
assurance. Both had been greatly
helped by the Moravians. Not
only had they been deeply im-
pressed by the simple faith of the
German peasants, but they had
conversed with Spangenberg, Boh-
ler, and Zinzendorf.

His interest in the Moravians
led John Wesley, soon after he
came into the long-sought light, to
visit Herrnhut.  Acaompanied by
his friend, Ingram, and six others,
he set out upon the journey. At
Marienborn, they saw Zinzendorf,
who had there organized a
brotherhood. Of the colony at
Marienborn, Weslev wrote, “I
continually met with what I
sought for, living proofs of the
power of faith, persons saved from
mward as well as outward sin, by
the love of God shed abroad in
their hearts, and from all doubt
and fear by the abiding witness of
the Holy Ghost given unto them.?”

“ He reached Herrnhut in 1728,
and has given us in his journal a
pretty full description of the town.
It surpassed his best expectations.
He wrote, “ God has given me, at
length, the desire of my heart. I
am with a Church whose conver-
sation is in heaven, in whom is
the mind that was in Christ, and
who walk as He walked.”

Even their recreations, he de-
clared, were religious. Their
gravevard was *“God’s acre”
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They followed the dead to their
graves with singing, and at the
funeral of a child, little children
led the procession.

Wesley declares that had he not
been called to other duties, he
would gladly have spent his life at
Herrnhut.  He returned, as he
came, on foot, bearing with him
“lessons which were to be avail-
able in all his subsequent career.”
Stevens sums up four ways in
which Moravianism helped the
founder of Methodism.

1. It led him into true spiritual
life.

2. It gave him a clear concep-
tion of those theological ideas
which are essentially related to
this life,

3. It gave him the idea of little
societies formed within the Angli-
can Church.

4. It afforded him many hints
which he incorporated in Meth-
odist discipline.

Yet there«were points of diver-
gence.  Wesley noticed a ten-
dency among the Moravians to-
ward antinomianism and quietism,
and Zinzendorf could not accept
what he tock to be Wesley's doc-
trine of “ sinless perfection.”  So
the two societies parted company,
and each went on to do its own
work in its own way. But be-
tween the two great religious
movements there has always been
the deepest sympathy and mutual
regard.

The remainder of Zinzendorf's
life was filled with usefulness, yet
clouded by embarrassments and
aberrations. His lavish generosity

¢ He was better to me than all ny hapes,
He was better than all my fears;
He made a bridge of my broken works,
And a rainbow of my tears.
The billows that guarded my sea-yirt
path
Carriet my Lord on their erest 5
When 1 dwell on the days of my wilder.
ness march,
I can lean on His love for the rest.
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left him, at his death, $350,000 in
debt, a debt, however, wholly con-
tracted in the interests of the com-
munity, and which they honour-
ably discharged, although it took
them fifty years.

He was subject to persecution
and severe criticism.  Abuses
sprang up, and excesses were in-
dulged in, of which Zinzendorf
himself was the indirect cause, and
which he came to see and deeply
regret.

This honoured servant of the
TLord was called from labour to
reward on the 9th of May, 1760.
His death was in keeping with his
life, a calm and beautiful sunset.
The text for the day was, *“ He
shall doubtless come again with
rejoicing, bringing his sheaves
with him.”

Zinzendorf was one of the torch-
bearers of the Christian Church,
one of the prophets of the Chris-
tian dispensation, a man of ardent
piety, sublime faith, tireless ac-
tivity, and heroic courage. Hea-
ven was richer upon that May
morning in the vear 1760, when
John Watteville, placing his hands
upon the head of the dving Count,
pronounced the priestly benedic-
tion : * The Lord bless and keep
thee. The Lord mercifully with
his favour look upon thee! The
Lord lift up his countenance upon
thee, and give thee peace,” and ar
the word * peace,” his spirit passeil
away.

¢ So fades a summer cloud away ;
So sinks the gale when storms are o’er;
Sa gently shuts the cye of day 5
So dies a wave along the shore.”

¢« He cmptied my hands of my treasured
stare,
And His covenant Love revealed :
There was not 2 wound in my aching heait
But ihe lulm of His breath hath heafed.
0, tender and true was the chastening sore,
In wisdom that taught and tried,
Till the soul that He sought was trusting
in Him

And nothing on earth beside!”
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APPLIED CHRISTIANITY.

BY THE REV. WILLIAM H. HINCKS, LL B.

I. What may we claim for ap-
plied Christianity ? It is evident
that our civilization is not suffi-
ciently Christianized for exporta-
tion.

In 1843, in addressing the
General Assembly of the Free
Church of Scotland, Dr. Chalmers
said: *“There is a smouldering
fire at the base of the social fabric
which will one day burst forth to
the utter destruction of society, if
Christian means are not enforced
to avert it.”

What did Dr. Chalmers mean
by Christian means ?  Undoubt-
edly he meant the applying of
Christian morals to that part of
the social fabric yet unchristian-
ized. He implied that the only
democracy which can exist safely
15 one controlled by religious au-
thority. He evidently believed
that there was no moral problem
of society which the Gospel of
Christ cannot solve if properly ap-
plied. Dr. Chalmers had a right
to this view, since no social force
has been so powerful in the past in
shaping the world’s history as re-
ligion, and pre-eminently the re-
ligion of Jesus Christ.

The reason that applied Chris-
tianity has been such a social force
is because it has taught men to
make their own personal interests
and desires subservient to the well-
being of society as a whole. In
fact, it is only in Christ that men
can be exalted socially.  Apart
from Him the tendency is to re-
vert to the standpoint of the
Greeks and Romans, and to de-
spise the masses. It can never be
forgotten that the immense slave
populations of Rome were regard-
ed both by philosophy and law as
not entitled to the rights of hu-
manity. The ethics of Greece

cculd not reach social sorrows, be-
cause they were so largely limited
to the individual.

But Christian ethics are both
social and individual, St. Paul is
careful to tell us that “we are
members one of another.” The
teaching of a non-religious moral-
ity will not reach the evils of so-
ciety. The teaching of a non-
moral political economy will not
set right the cconomic evils of
society.

The fundamental mistake of poli-
tical economy is that it sets up
natural law in the social and busi-
ness world—a code of natural laws
distinct from and contrary to
Christian Iaws. The result has
shown that this was both immoral
and unscientific.

We claim that Christian morals
should take the place of natural
law in our political economy.
That Jesus Christ must be im-
manent in all modern life and
thought to save it. That Christ
must be let into the market to
govern its morals, and into the
counting-house to govern its fin-
ances, before He can save us from
economic anarchy. That if Christ
be re-incarnated in the business
habits of cach succeeding age, He
will solve problems as they rise,
and thus Christianity will De
brought to date, so that it can
take notice of the recent past
while it grapples with and controls
the immediate future.

II. Other remedies have heen
tried and have failed to save so-
cietyv.  Socialism has failed ; es-
pecially the socialism of atheistic
humanism.  This form of Social-
ism reveals to disgusted Europe
that the most nausceous dogmatism
extant is among men who profess
to have no creed.
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All forms of non-Christian
Socialismi are too heroic.  They
have not realized the slow
organic tendencies which in the
past have characterized the de-
velopment of society. Social-
ism thinks that great changes can
be wrought rapidly and by me-
chanical methods. It lays its chief
emphasis on organization as op-
posed to the inner life and im-
pulses.  What use is any organ-
ism without the vital inner im-
pulsion.

In Germanv Socialism has al-
ready passed the zenith of its
power. Its leaders promised too
much in the near future. The co-
operative stores in Saxonyv—the
greatest stronghold of Socialism in
Germany—could not give their
employees better terms than the
clerks of other stores. The men
in the Socialist bakeries of Ham-
burg were compelled recently to
strike because they were worse
paid and harder worked than
others in the same trade. In
Dresden, the employees of co-
operative societies worked seventy
and seventy-three hours per week
for $575. In Leibnitz they
worked ninety hours for eleven
dollars !

We find that in Germany the
Socialists wish to overthrow the
monarchy altogether, and substi-
tute a social democracy. But all
true democracy is based on mutual
trust and good-will, while German
Socialism is built on distrust, jeal-
ousy, and suspicion.

Socialism is too superficial to
permanently help humanity. Its
spirit is exemplified in the recent
death of William Morris, the poet
laureate of the Socialists, who died
worth $275,000, every dollar of
which he left to his family.

Communism has failed. It has
failed because it involves the starv-
ing of ideals, and the reduction of
all to a dead level of mental dull-
ness. It stands to reason that if
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Communism would dilute all pos-
sessions down to a dead level it
must first dilute the souls and
minds of men to that level. Dif-
ferences of mental ability will al-
ways exist among men.

Private philanthropy has failed
because it is “irregular, spasmodic,
and altogether inadequate for
social reform” We tried by pri-
vate philanthropy to provide edu-
cation for the common people of
England and failed. England
has progressed more in the last
forty years “ through Government
co-operation in educational mat-
ters than in the private philan-
thropy of three centuries.”

III. What is the duty of the
pulpit ?  The sunlight can only
rob us of ghosts. It is the duty
of the pulpit to let the Light of
the World shine on the sorrows of
society. It is within the scope of
the pulpit to bring society into
right relations with God; to ap-
ply Christianity to our industrial
life so that good-will shall take the
place of greed; to teach that the
relations between labour and
capital should be on a moral basis,
and not merely on a foundation of
supply and demand ; to let the
gentle Christ so effectually human-
ize industry that in no corner of
Christendom can “ women rot out
their lives in match factories. and
weaving sheds;” that children shall
no longer be br- ught up “scroful-
ous, rickety, useless, from want of
air and proper food,” without pro-
test; that men be no longer “sweat-
ed to death in iron foundries,
stoke-holes and bakeries” with the
silent sanction of God’s prophets;
that no bureau of labour shall be
able to report as in Massachusetts
that thirty-two per cent. of the
support of the average wage-
earner’s family falls on his wife
and children.

It is the duty of the pulpit to
teach that God will never let the
human family alone till it is born
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again, and its whole organization
based on righteousness.  There
are questions in which all aspects
but the moral are discussed thor-
oughly and faithfully by the press,
on the street, and in the club-
rocm. It remains for the pulpit
to teach morality—Christian mor-
ality.  Christ drew the sharpest
line of cleavage between good and

evil,  Christ used no verbal
chloroform in addressing the
Pharisees.

The common people have got it
into their heads that every ques-
tion of commerce, industry, capital
and labour has a moral side, and
that through shutting our eves to
this moral side we are in trouble.
The common people have got it
into their heads that huge im-
moralities are being practised in
commerce without chastisement of
law or Gospel.

Christianity cannot long survive
the faith of the working people.
It was this class that gave the
heartiest welcome to Christ, to
Wesley and to Knox. Dare the
pulpit be silent on the moral issues
underlying the rights, privileges
and obligations of citizenship ?
Christ has given us an absolute
moral standard. Moral principles
do not vary with latitude and lan-
guage. Consequently, wherever
and whenever the social order is
not organized on a basis of moral-
ity, it should find wise opposition
from our pulpits.

Almost all public and economic
questions invade the domain of
morals, and in doing so come
within the legitimate treatment of
the pulpit on the moral side. The
great preachers of the Old Testa-
ment, Isaiah, Hosea. Ezekiel,
Jeremiah, Amos, and others,
preached against the social and
civil sorrows of their day, and, in
fact, preached on hardly anything
else.  There is hardly a subject in
civil and social life, or that in-

fluences man, whici is not handled
in the Corinthian letters of St.
Paul.

As an example of practical ap-
plied Christianity, take the follow-
ing from John Wesley’s sermon
on the “Use of Money”: *“We
cannot consistently, with brotherly
love, sell our goods below the
market price; we cannot study to
ruin our neighbour’s trade in order
to advance our own; much less can
we enfice away or receive any of
his servants or workmen whom he
has need of. None can gain by
swallowing up his neighbour’s sub-
stange without gaining the dam-
nation of hell.”

Of course, the pulpit should
never lay aside eternal moral prin-
ciples to discuss current topics and
social themes. But the pulpit
should apply to our social sorrows
the eternal principles which can
cure them. The highest interest
of all classes is the aim of the pul-
pit.  Therefore the preacher who
speaks as a political or economic
partizan should leave the pulpit
and take the stump. For this rea-
son the pulpit must keep out of the
disputed realm of economic fads.

Wealth is not a crime. Poverty
is not a virtue. When wealth is
the legitimate reward of thrift and
henest methods, if is praiseworthy.
“The silly outery against all wealth
is itself a crime.” Wilberforce was
wealthy, and yet he was the fore-
most in his effort to emancipate
British slaves. In the late civil
war in the United States, and in
the present war in Greece, men of
wealth poured forth their riches
like water at the feet of their coun-
trv.

“We must Christianize our wealth
so that it shall broaden and culture
our common humanity. We must
Christianize poverty so that it shall
not stay criminally poor.  The
pulpit must so apply Christ to
modern life that the false doctrine
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that labour is a commodity, and
capital is theft, shall no longer de-
humanize society. :

Church history is on the side of
applied Christianity. The ap-
plied Christianity of the first cen-
tury made the church a brother-
hood. The neglect to continue
in that path transformed the
Church from a brotherhood to an
ecclesiastical despotism.  During
this century, the rapid return to
Christ is transforming us from
ecclesiastical  despotism  toward
true brotherhood. We are get-
ting back to Christ, and to one
another.

The pulpit of this century*has
emphasized the Divine Iather-
hood. The toilers have heard it.
They see that Divine Fatherhood
involves wunmiversal Dbrotherhood.
They naturally look "o the Church
to see this doctrine incarnated in
the polity and wusages of the
Church of to-day. They expect
to find class distinctions disappear
in the Church.

A splendid example in applied
Christianity has been set in the de-
livering this year of five lectures
in the chapel of Union Theological
Seminary, New York. The sub-
jects treated were: Personal Right-
eousness, Social Righteousness,
Commercial Righteousness, Ec-
clesiastical Righteousness, Civic
Righteousness.  This kind of
practical teaching in our theologi-
cal academies will produce prac-
tical and modern preaching. In
the example of Cardinal Gibbons
and Archbishop Ireland, who in
1887 went all the way to Rome to
defend the rights of the Knights
of Labour, we have an example of
Christianity brought to date; es-
pecially as we know that this visit
did so much to clarify the Pope’s
views as to the condition of the
wage-earner and organized labour.

IV. What is the duty of the
Laity ? To co-operate with and
support the pulpit in behalf of
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social righteousness. To put into
practice as far as possible its
teachings. It is religion in action
which convinces.+ It is Christian-
ity grappling with the evils be-
setting society and evicting them,
which constitutes the Christian
evidences of this century. Higher
criticism is being eclipsed by the
vitalizing events of a Christianity
brought down to date. The lay-
man who helps toward a political
economy in accordance with the
laws of mutual love is a *‘living
epistle.”

It is comforting to read in pre-
sent events that we are realizing
our social responsibihty. DBut the
well-to-do  Englishman has  a
greater consciousness of social re-
sponsibility than the well-to-do
American.  To this is due the
magnificent social advancement in
Great Dritain through constitu-
tional government during the last
thirty-ive years. In America we
must learn this lesson, being
learied in England, that humanity
is bound together by a thousand
ties and filaments; that no man
can separate his interests from
that of humanity without social
suicide.

Is it too much to ask the con-
verted laity to refuse to take divi-
dends from a business conducted
on shady principles ? To refuse
to take dividends from corpora-
tions hard on their employees?
To refuse to take dividends from
corporations which buy up legis-
latures and crush out competition
by the sheer brute force of monop-
oly? To refuse dividends with
dirt, sweat or blood upon them ?

One good man can do a good
deal. It was the seventh Earl of
Shaftesbury who did so much to
bring about that Christian factory
legislation which has changed the
face of economic England. One
good man has gathered within a
stone’s throw of Whitechapel, sur-
rounded by some of the worst
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slums of London, the largest
school in the world.  There three
thousand five hundred children are
educated by a staff of one hundred
teachers. Another good man has
dedicated two hundred million
dollars to humanitarian purposes.
In Denver we have the laity
and clergy of the church of various
denominations banded together
for purposes of applied or practical
Christianity, and directed at pre-
sent along lines of civic and muni-
cipal righteousness. In New
York we have a federation of the
churchea to find out the real state
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of the most densely populated dis-
tricts, and to remedy the evils.

In the Fred Victor Mission, in
this city of Toronto, we have a con-
crete sample of Christianity ap-
plied to the masses. We have it
again in our Deaconess work.
These are the droppings of the
shower. May the Holy Ghost so
vitalize the consciences of Chris-
tian men and enlarge their con-
victions of social duty that the next
twenty-five vears shall eclipse all
the past centuries of practical
Christianity.

Toronto.

MARTIN OF TOURN.
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STATUE OF ST. MARTIN, PRESBURG, HUNGARY.

Ix the freezing cold and the blinding snow
Of a wintry eve in the long ago,

Folding his cloak o'er chmT:ing mail,

A soldier is fighting the angry gale

Inch by inch to the camp-fire light,

Star of his longing this winter night,

All in a moment his path is barred ;
He draws his sword as he stands on guard.

But who is this with wan, white face,
And piteous hands held up for grace?
Tenderly bending, the soldier hold
Raises a beggar faint and cold.

Famished he seems, and almost spent,
The rags that cover him woin and rent.
Crust nor coin can the soldier find ;
Never his wallet with gold is lined ;
But his soul is sad at the sight of pain ;
The sufterer’s pleading is not in vain.

His mantle of fur is broad and warm,

Avrmour of proof against the storm.

He snatches it off without a word :

One downward pass of his gleaming sword,

And cleft in twain at his feet it lies,

And the storm-wind howls’neath the frown-
ing skies.

¢ Half for thee ”—and with tender art

He ga;..hers the cloak round the beggar’s
1cart—

¢ And half for me® ; and with jocund song

In the teeth of the tempest he strides along,

Daring the worst of the sleet and snow,

That brave young spirit so long ago.

Lo! as he slept at midnight’s prime,

His tent had the glory of smnmer-time ;

Shining out of a wondrous light,

The Lor(;l Christ beamed on his dazzling
sight.

I was the beggar,” the Lord Christ said,
As He stood by the soldier’s lowly bed.

‘“ Half of thy garment thou gavest Me;
With the blessings of Heaven I dower thee,”
And Martin rose from the hallowed tryst,
Soldier and servant and knight of Christ.
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THE POACHER

TURNED PREACHER.*

JOIIN PRESTON OF YEADON.

BY THE REV. ROBERT CADE, D.D.

I

“ Days gone by will cum no moore,
Soa let us mak u try
Ti gether up what taales weh can
O t’ days ’at’s long gone by.”

In nothing has English Method-
ism more clearly magnified its
divine mission than in the rescue
of the strong-brained and hardy
sons of toil from the depths into
which hardslip and sin had drifted
them and in qualifying them to be-
come messengers of forgiveness
and peace to the sinful multitudes
all around them.

Yorkshire especially has been
especially honoured from the out-
set of Methodist history for its
brainy, holy and truly apostolic
local preacher ministry. Retain-
ing their strange but rich and ex-
pressive local dialect, they charm-
ed the masses that the refined
vocabulary of the schools could
not reach, and won thousands to
Him whom they had learned by an
experimental change to love so
well.

John Preston was born in
Yeadon (called in the vernacular
Yiddon), in the heart and time of
those old-fashioned Yorkshire re-
vivals when plain men brought
fire from heaven and lived in the
fervid atmosphere of the sanctifica-
tion glory all their days; and when
strong sinners were broken down
suddenly before the Lord and rose
up as by miracle into a glorious
life.  Preston was a poacher until
grace got on his track and turned

*This narrative is little more than an
abridgement from a beautiful little work of
this title by the Rev. Benjamin Gregory,
D.D. London: C. H. Kelly. Toronto:
William Briggs.

him in the direction of trapping
higher game than hares and rab-
bits; and when he had passed
through his degrees of penitence
and faith, right well did he make
his calling sure.

Referring to his sinful state, he
usually put it in this sentence, “I
allus went abaht wi’ a dog in a
band an’ a cock in a poke” In
1806 a great revival broke out at
Yeadon. Preston had never heard
a sermon which impressed him but
one which he and his companion
Starkey extorted from a fellow vil-
lager as a sort of spree. It was
Sunday morning, and the two pals
were out poaching, and came upon
a well-known local preacher, called
Johnny Brown. Him they laid
hold of and said : “ Thah’s bahn
(bound) to preach, lad, soa thah
gets up into that tree an’ thah
gives us a stave on it here”

Johnny was famous for being in
season and out of season, and from
the tree where he stood gave them
some burning warnings and ap-
peals which touched them to the
quick. Soon after that Brown
again encountered Johan, who was
prowling about with a huge stick.
‘“ Johnny,” says Preston, in a
threatening tone, “thah calls thisen
a Methody, doesn’t ¢ Ay, lad,”
says Johnny, “I is that fro’t crahn
o’ mi yead ti t’ sole o’ my foit; an’
I aims to live an’ die a Metkody.”

“Thah’s saved thi baacon,
Johnny,” answered Johan, show-
ing him the bludgeon, “ for if ta'd
denied thi religion I'd ha’ warmed
tha properly.”

Shortly after, as Johan sat drink-
ing in the George and Dragon,
these words were suddenly borne
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in upon his mind which he never
remembered to have heard before,
“ Behold, ye despisers, and wonder
and perish; for I work a work in
your days; a work in which ye will
in no wise believe, though a man
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visible speaker. He tried to drink
off his beer, but he trembled so
violently that he could not lift the
tankard to his lips. He therefore
set it down upon the table and
hurried out of the house, all the

““1F TA’D DENIED THI RELIGION I'D HA WARMED THA PROPERLY.”

declare it unto you” Not being
a Bible reader or chapel goer
Preston had no idea where the
passage could be found. Indeed,
it seemed not to come from his
own memory but from some in-
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way home haunted by the bodeful
tidings.

Entering the Methodist chapel at
Yeadon, to which he was irresis-
tibly drawn, to Johan’s astonish-
ment the preacher announced as
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his text the very words that had
scared him from the George
and Dragon. The strong-nerved
poacher felt himself in a stronger
and sterner grip than that of any
game-keeper. He roared by rea-
son of the disquietness of his heart,
and for many days and nights he
wrestled with the angel until he
had to ask himself—

¢ What is it keeps me back,
From which I cannot part,
Which will not let my Saviour take
Possession of my heart.”

He saw at once that he must
give up his poaching apparatus and
game-cock, “the dearest idols he
had known,” and his surrender to
his Saviour was complete.

This style of conversion he ever
after insisted upon in pulpit and
prayer-meeting. One who was
among fifty others tells how Pres-
ton laid his hand upon him when
wrestling for the blessing, and say-
ing, “Lad, thah’s summat thah
hezzent gied up yit; tell mah what
it is¥  Poor Booth said he had
given up his boxing-gloves and all.
“But there's summat else, lad.
Ah knaws there is” Booth then
confessed that there was his song-
book he had not been able to give
up. “Tear it to hattoms, lad,”
said Johan. Booth went home,
burned his song-book, and imme-
diately found peace.

Preston succeeded in wonder-
fully impressing his hearers’ minds
with the necessity of absolute sur-
render to God in order to obtain
His peace. Above the deafening
din of seventy penitents kneeling
together at a week-night prayer-
meeting was this cry constantly
and distinctly heard, “ I’se willin’
to ’liver up all.” This was Johan’s
message to all such, “ The Lord
won’t pardon your sins bi haulves,
so you moant give ’em up bi
haulves.”
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““He that has light within his own clear

breast,

May sit i’ the centreand enjoy bright day ;

But he that hides a dark soul and foul
thoughts,

Benighted walks under the mid-day sun

Himself in his own dungeon.”
— Milton.

Preston was in his forty-eighth
year before he beganto preach. A
strong, spare and thoughtful look-
ing man, he is thus described,
“Standing in the pulpit, the
hymn-book seemed to open just in
the place he wanted, and in one
breath, without the slightest punc-
tuation, he announced in the
broadest Yorkshire :

¢ ¢ Let "uth an’ ’eaven agree,
Aangels an’ men be joined.””

“Nah, lads, let’s heh wun o
your liveliest tunes.”

The singers without a moment’s
delay pealed-forth in the genuine
vernacular the words that Johan
had given out. The congregation
caught the spirit and burst into the
exultant, swinging melody.

This done in double-quick time,
Johan did not “ engage in prayer,”
He prayed and cried aloud with a
wondrous blending of seraphic re-
verence and of filial familiarity, and
his keynote was thankfulness.
“Thah's been better to us nor all
wer fears an’ a varrah de-al better
nor wer desarvins.”

His text was : “ For the eyes of
the Lord are over the righteous,
and His ears are open unto their
prayers, but the face of the Lord
1s against them that do evil” He
believed in the advice of Dr. Dixon
—to get into close touch with his
congregation at the start; so, put-
ting a finger of his right hand just
behind his right ear and moving it
perplexedly as if to coax up a re-
collection, he said, “ Just afore I
cam’ dahn t’ loin (lane) wun o’ mi
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lasses ses to me, ‘ Feyther, they've
getten a rare grand Bible at th’
Grooave; ye mun mind ye doan’t
maul it’  Hawiver, we’s lig it by.”
So, taking it up with an admiring
gaze, he tenderly laid it on the
seat behind him.
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gave a description of Jacob’s sor-
rows,

“1I often think I see Jacob like
Paul Sug’en o’ Hawarth, an’ ware
a drab coit. I often think I see
the owd man stridin’ aht o't par-
lour inti t* house, scratin’ ’s yead,
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‘“THAH'S BAHN TO PREACH, LAD.”

Then he began by giving Bible
instances of the watchful interest
with which the eyes of the Infinite
Love are resting on the righteous,
and the attentive quickness with
which His ear is open to their
prayers. With moving pathos he

an’ sayin’, ‘ All these things malk’
agean meh’ Tother daah I wer
bahnd (going) over Pool Brig, an’
it wer 7 lam’in’-time; an’ it wer
a fearful cawd daah, I promise ye.
An’ I noticed a little ’un, just
lambed; an’ I noticed, as it moved
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t' yow (the ewe) moved, an’ shoo
allus kept to ti’ wind side of it.
Nah, lads, ye'll be out on mony a
bitter cawd daah, but God’ll allus
keep ti t’ wind side o’ ye.”

Then, dealing with the darker
side of the picture, * The face of
the Lord is against them that do
evil,” he took the case of Ahab,
showed how the rebuking face of
God was ever confronting him in
his evil doing, pointed to the sullen
and disappointed king when he
laid him down upon his bed and
turned away his face and refused
to eat, and the haughty Jezebel
bent over him and coaxed him to
the royal banquet. Preston went

on : “ Shoo s’ud ’a’ said tiv him as -

we say ti sulky lads when they
reckon not to want their dinners,
‘Let him be, it’s ¢’ first thing he’ll
tak’ tull?”

Dealing with the sins of his own
time, he referred to covetousness.
“Some fowk think they’ll get to
heaven if they nobbut gi’e an’ owd
coit awaah. An’ if they was to
get theere, they’d suin get agait
hackin’ up t’ paavements an’ t’
walls; for Wesleh says, ‘ Her walls
are of jasper and gowd.”

Then came the backbiter’s turn :
“Hev’ yen't seen ’em ? Thaah’l
cum inti t° house of a mornin’,
when thaah owt to be at thaah
wark; an’ thaah’ll le-an ’em up
agean a taable i this uns, an’
thaah’ll saah, ‘Hev’ ye heeard ¥
An’ yelll saah, ‘ Why, what’s the
matter nah ®  An' thaai’ll saah,
‘Eh, but it’s a pity; a soar pity !’
(With a slow and solemn shake of
the head). An’ ye'll saah, ‘¢ Why,
whativer’s up?” An’ thaah’ll saah,
¢Ah couldn’t ha’ thowt it! Ah’s
niver ha’ thowt it? An’ ye'll
saah, ‘Cum, lad, thah mud as
weel tell’s” An’ thaah’ll saah,
‘Sich  prefessions!  Sich pre-
fessions ”  (This last with a
sneer of disgust and with uplifted
hands of amazement). “ But,”
(looking round upon his audience)
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“71 doan’t mean to saah as there’s
ony sich 1’ this chapel. But, if ’
caps fits ye, on wit. I’s charge
ye nowt for my job.”

A favourite text of his was,
“ Seek ye the Lord while He may
be found.” And while pointing
out the way the sinner must be
lifted out of the black and awful
frown of the Almighty into the sun-
light of His approving smile, he
urged the necessity of a deep
conviction of the sinner’s own
sense of sin. “I's a hadvocate
for a reet dahn radical wakkenin’.”
With great earnestness he urged
an immediate abandonment of all
sin, especially the sin that was the
hardest to give up, and of turning
to the Lord with the gladsome as-
surance of mercy, for “ Salvation
is as free as flowers  May.”

Speaking to the drunkard, lean-
ing far over the pulpit, he said:
“ Ah, me-an thee, poor drunkard!
Wheere is ta?™ (looking closely
through the congregation as if
for some particular individual),
“wheere is ta, poor drunkard?
Thaah mun quit thee way, thah
mun indeed, or it'll lead thee dahn.
Aw've been 1’ that ro-ad mysen, an”
I knaw summat abaht it.  Ah,
pity thee. Wha, he’d give his soul
for drink ! He'd drink t' tin off
his muther’s coffin! Oh, thou
mun leave that way ! Come out
on it.”

On one occasion, before giving
out his text, he looked piteously at
his hearers and said : “ Ye mind,
I hope I g’all hev a better time wi’
this text nor I had ¢’ last time T
tackled it. T’ woife wer wi’ meh
an’ I says til her, as we walked
back up t loin, ‘It didn’t goah
varry weel, lass, to-neet’ An’
shoo says, ¢ Goah, mun ! it mudn’t
well goah; thah niver gat it on its
feet.”

Having an opportunity to ad-
dress a congregation largely com-
prised of ministers’ sons at school,
at the close of his discourse, look-
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ing the sons of the prophets in the
face, he said : ““ Nah, lads, this is t’
last time as iver Ah shall preach ti
ye, an’ AlVve summat ti say ti ve:
an’ Ah s’ud like ye all ti stand up.”

Instantly the whole hundred
boys rose to their feet, and looked
up at the uncultured man with a
deferential gaze. So he said:
“Nabh, lads, ye've hed a good edy-
cation; mind ye dusn’t despise
them as hesn’t. An’ most on ye
is like to get on I’ ¢ world, if ye
behave owt like; an’ when t Lord
blesses you ¥ your basket and
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“clomb ” those pulpit steps, strode
down them for the last time.

Preaching on entire sanctifica-
tion, 