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THE HEART OF WINTER.
FC

TuERE is a robust and healthy enjoyment inspired by our cold
§ Cunadian winter weather that the languid dwellers beneath
:Jsultry skies never know. Its keen air braces the heat-enervated
® fume like some wondrous elixir, and stimulates to active exer-
B ise that makes the blood bound through the veins with health~
giving vigour. Philosophers have remarked that not in the land
B of the palm and the vine, where perpetual summer smiles, and
where nature pours out her treasures with unscinted hand, have
B oither men or nations attained their noblest development; but
B in the land of the oak and the pine, where nature must be con-
quered by sturdy effort and wintry storms be braved. Where
the bread-fruit grows upon the trees, and the climate demands
glight clothing or shelter, and life is a perpetual holiday, you
will find a listless, enervated people, who have neither name nor
fame in history. Where bread must be toilfully gleaned from
stbborn glebes, and long winters demand thrift and forethought
and continuous energy, you have the dominant races, in thought
and literature, and prowess and wealth, of the world. Old England
and New England, Scotland, Germany, and our own great Nortn-
B% land, stretching for many a thousand mile beneath the grandest
fsummer and winter climate in the world, are examples and
gattestations of this truth. Of the joys ot winter weather we
§chall let the poets, the best interpreters of nature, speak.

The first snow-fall, that ever-renewed miracle of beauty that
mes to us with a fresh charm every season, is exquisitely
escribed by Lowell in the following lines :

Vor. 1X,—No. 2,
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““The snow had begun in the gloaming,
And busily all the night
Had been heaping field and highway
With a silence deep and white.

*“Every pine and fir and hemlock
Wore ermine too dear for an earl ;
And the poorest twig on the elm-tree
Was ridged inch-deep with pearl.

¢ TFrom sheds new-roofed with Carrara
Came chanticleer’s muffled crow ;
The stiff rails were softened to swan’s-down,
And still fluttered down the snow.”

Best of all, perhaps,—certainly the finest epic of old-fashione]
winter weather ever written,—is Whittier's “ Snow-Bound”
« Epic” may not be the right word to use, and yet why not? It
is “ narrative,” and “heroic ” adventures are achieved by the me
and boys out-of-doors in meeting the snows and the winds;
while within, mother and aunt and sisters weave together a web
of home-life lovelier than anything to be shown by Penelope or
Helen of Troy.

By such a fireside as that desecribed in “ Snow-Bound,” with i
the ved blaze flashing up .

¢ Until the old, rude-furnished room
Burst, flower-like, into rosy hloom,"”

one might well be

¢ Content to let the north wind roar
In baffled rage at pane and door.”

It was worth a great deal to live around one of those deg
log-heaped fireplaces. It waz grand to hear how

“ When a louder blaat
Shook beam and rafter as it passeq,
The merrier up its roar'ag dranght
The great throat of the chimney langked,”

There is also Emerson’s indoor view of a snow-storm

¢ Announced by all the trumpets of the sky,
Arrives the snow, and, driving o’er the fields,
Seems nowhere to alight. The whited air
Hides hills and woods, the river and the heaven,
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And veils the farmhouse at the garden's end.
The sled and traveller stopped, the courier’s feet
Delayed, all friends shut out, the house-mates sit
Around the radiant fireplace, inclosed

In a tumultuous privacy of storm.”

If you have ever known what it is to be shut in with a happy
houschold through a long, driving winter-storm, those last two
lines will often be coming back to you, after you have read them,
as one of the cosiest of home pictures. That “tumultuous

privacy of storm,” how deep and close and warm it is!
it The beautiful phenomena of a “silver thaw,” when each branch
1 and twig is ringed with ice, and the woods flash like a diamond
i forest, is thus described by Bryant:

* But winter has yet brighter scenes,—he boasts
Splendours beyond what gorgeous summer knows ;
Or autumn with his many fruits, and woods
All flushed with many hues. Come when the rains
Have glazed the snow, and clothed the trees with ice ;
While the slant sun of February pours
Into the bowers a flood of light. Approach !

The encrusted surface shall upbear thy steps,

And the broad arching portals of the grove
Welcome thy entering. Look! the mossy trunks
Are cased in the pure crystal ; each light spray,
Nodding and tinkling in the breath of heaven,

Is stndded with its trembling waterdrops,

That stream with rainbow radiance as they move.”

There is a dark and cheerless side to winter,—its treatment of
the horeless and the poor, which is not to be forgotten even by
the poets. Thomson bas written of it, as you will find in the
“Seasons.” He draws a picture of a man lost in the snow so
vivid as to awaken our sympathies very painfully.

Tothe very poor, who suffer for want-of food and fuel, winter
is anything but poetical. It is the privilege of those.who are
tier off, t~ make it a pleasant season to them, and to supply
$the heart-sunshire and home-warmth, withcut which winter is
tter indeed. A little kindness goes a great way toward bright-
ing dark days and warming up snow-drifts.

Yore.—For the artistic engraving which accompanies this article we are
dbted to the courtesy of Messra. Scribner & Ce., the publishers of S
icholas, the handsomest juvenile magazine n the world. It is offered with
is magazine at greatly reduced rates. See advertisement.
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THE LORD'S LAND.

BY W, H. WITHHROW, M.A,

II.

THE most sacred
spot in Jerusalem,
in the eyes of pil-
grims from all
parts of Christen-
dom, is the Church
of the Holy Sepul-
chre. A tradition,
dating back to the
time of Counstan-
tine, identifies this
spot as the scene
of the crucifixion
and entombment
of Christ. Theen-
trance is shown in
the engravins on
the opposite page.
Directly under the
central dome is a
shrine of jellow
marhle twenty-3ix
by eighteen feet,
richly adorned
sith gold and silver lJamps and precious stones. Beneath this is
anatural grotto, in which are shown to the credulous the seat of
the angel of the resurrection and the very stone which he rolled
avay! Bending low, one enters the sepulchre itself. The tomb
52 recess faced with marble, and adorned with precious lamps
nd pictures. Here, passionately kissing the stones in an agony
earnestness, kneel pilgrims from every land, while a monk
Shnds by with his contribution-box, crying at the very grave of
Bhiist, “ Give ! give!” Here, ou Easter eve, is celebrated the

Tae Via DoLorosa, JERUSALEM.
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_ sham miracle of giving the Sacred Fire, believed to come direct
from heaven, to a surging mob of fanatical devotees—Armenians
Copts, Latins, but chiefly Russians of the Greek Church, while
a guard of Mohammedan soldiers prevent these Christians froy
shedding each other’s blood at the tomb of their common Loy
By their foolish traditions, the monks shake our faith in wha
may probably be authentic sacred sites. We are shown, for i
stance, the tombs of Adam, Melchizedek, and Nicodemus, the plag |
where Christ was crowned with thorns, the pillar of the scourgig,
the slab on which His body was anointed, and the stone whic §
marks the very centre of the world—for is it not written, “God
hath established rightousness in the midst of the earth ?”

The narrow street by which our Lord is said to have passed §
from Pilate’s Judgment Hall to Calvary, is called the Via Doloros, B
or “ Street of Grief.” (See initial cut.) The arch seen in the dis B
tance, marking the site of the palace is called the arch o [§
FEcce Homo, and an indented stone in a wall is shown as the spot I8
where Jesus sank beneath His cross.

One of the places of most pathetic interest is the Jews pla
of wailing. It is the outside of the temple wall, many of whox §
stones are twenty-two feet in length. Here, every Friday, the &
sad-eyed Jews, eight thousand of whom, amid their poverty au §§
wretchedness, cleave to the land of their fathers, meet to mour &%
the desolation of Zion, and especially their exclusion from thei g8
“holy and beautiful house.” Their grief is often very intens &
and genuine. Many will utter sobs of passionate anguish, the B8
cheeks hathed with tears. Their kisses have, in places, worn th
stoues quite smooth. They repeat, says Dr. Schaff, from thei
well-worn Bibles and books of prayer, the Lamentations o}
Jeremiah, and suitable Psalms~ the 76th and 79th: “ O Gol}
the heathen are come into Thine inheritance; Thy holy temp
have they defiled ; they have laid Jerusalem on heaps.
We are become a reproach to our neighbours,—a scom axj
derision to them that are around about us.”

Dr. Tobler gives the following specimens of responsive lamen!§Eie
from the litanies of the Karaite Jews:

For the palace that lies desolate,
R. We sit in solitude and mourn.
For the walls that are overthrown,
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R We sit 5

: n solitude and mowrn.
Or our majesty that is departed,
€ sit in solitude and mourn.
Or the priests who have stumbled,
¢ sit in solitude and mourn.
Or our kings who have despised Him,
¢ sit in solitude and MouUrn,

Tue JEWS PLACE o WAILING, JERUSALEM.
Dr, g};ake{mte of all these laments and prayers,” cox.lninugs
tender-he ’t Was struck by Jeremiah, the n}ost pathetic and
dirge o ; *ted of the Prophets. in the Lamentations—that fune‘ral
Sighg rusalem ang tle theocracy. This elegy, writ'ten with
Pubj, cala “ar3, has done its work most eﬂ’ectuall.y in great
oy Mities, anq s doing it every year on the ninth of the
"Ab (July), when it i read with loud weeping in all
.598Ues of e Jews, and especially at Jerusalem. It
nq Ye the memory of their deepest humiliation and guilt,
hope of final deliverance. God has no doubt reserved
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this remarkable people which, like the burning bush, is never
consumed, for some great purpose before the final coming of our

Lord.”
Strange has been their fate. The victims, through the ages, of

spoilation and persecution—the wancering race of the weary
foot—the “ Ishmaels and Hagars of mankind.” On then, with
all the bitterness of fate, has descended the woe invoked by
their fathers: “His blood—the blood of the Innocent One—be
on us and on our children.”

Anathema marantha ! was the cry
That rang from town to town, from street to street ;
At every gate the accursed Mordecai
Was mocked and jeered, and spurned by Christian feet.

They lived in narrow streets and lanes obscure,
Ghetto and Judenstrass, in mirk and mire ;

Taught in the school of patience to endure
The life of anguish and the death of fire.

All Zheir lives long with the unleavened bread
And bitter herbs of exile and its fears,

The wasting fawmine of the heart they fed,
And slaked its thirst with marah of their tears.

Pride and humiliation band in hand

Walked with them through the world where’er they went ;
Trampled and beaten were they as the sand,

And yet unshaken as the continent.

For in the background figures vague and vast
Of patriarchs and of propbets rose sublime,
And all the great traditions of the Past
They saw reflected in the coming time,

And thus for ever with reverted look
The mystic volume of the world they read,
Spelling it backward, like a Hebrew book,
Tull life became a Legend of the Dead.

® On the west side of Jerusalem is the Golden Gate, supposed to
&have been the Beautiful Gate of the Temple. It is now walled
as the Mohammedans say that through this gate the Chris-
Riws will enter to conquer the city. There is also a tradition
athat in the valley of tombs below, the Last Judgment will take
§lice, when Mohammed, standing on the Golden Gate, and Issa
3%-Jesus—on the Mount of Olives, will judge the world.
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Other venerable monuments are the traditionary Tower of
Antonia and Tower of David, strong defensive works, now used
as Turkish fortresses. The tombs of David and Solomon are
conjectured to be deeply buried beneath the ruin mounds, which
have accumnulated to the depth of eighty feet upon Mount Zion,
In these, some remarkable discoveries have been made by the
Palestine Exploration F und, which we shall describe, with illus-

trations, in a future article.

Tur PooL oF HEZEKIAH.

One of the most remarkable things about the Holy City is the
number of greab reservoirs or « pools ” of water that occur within
or near its walls. The rveader will at once think of the Poolof
Bethesda, by the Sheep Gate, where the miracle of healing ws $§
wrought,—John v. 2; the Pools of Siloam, of Upper and Lowe
Gihon, and others. Many of these are of great antiquity, and §
with their substructures, aqueducts, and conduits, give eviden: §
of great engineering skill and great wealth employed in their 8
construction. Some of these are attributed to Solomon, wh
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expressly refers, in the enumeration of the glories of his reign,
‘-1 o the “pools of water” that he had made. They still prove of
greab service to the city, and must have been of still greater
service when its population was manyfold larger than it is now.
It is a remarkable fact that in its many sieges we never hear of
any sutfering from the want of water in the city, although the
besiegers had more than once to abandon their enterprise for
lack of that indispensable necessary.

One of the largest of these pools is that which, as best
auswering the description in 2 Kings xx. 20 and 2 Chron. xxxii.
30, bears the name of good King Hezekiah. (See engraving.)
1t is 240 feet long by 144 feet wide, and is inside of a block of
puildings, the windows and balconies of the houses overlooking
it. Beneath the “ Noble Sanctuary,” on Mount Zion, are great
cisterns of water, wLich were probably employed in the many
ablutions required in the temple service. The large domes in
the background of the picture are those of the Church of the
Holy Sepulchre, containing the tomb of our Lord.

The sacred places in the vicinity of Jerusalem are of scarce
inferior interest to those within the walls. The most impressive
of these is the Garden of Gethsemane, the square enclosure
shown in the engraving on page 108. From the relations of the
immemorial roads leading from the city, its site can be identified
with tolerable certainty. It is just beyond Kedron and ¢ cool
Siloam’s shady brook “—the streams whereof make giad the city
of God—on the sacred slopes of Olivet. Here are eight hoary
olives, the descendants of those under which the Saviour agonized
and prayed, and was betrayed into the hands of wicked men.
One, indeed, is pointed out as the tree of the Agony. “I could
ot resist the impulse,” writes Dr. Ridgaway, “ to get bebind it
gand breathe a silent prayer through that Divine Mediator who
Ewas here crushed in spirit for my sin” Very fittingly is the
arden called the place of the wine-press—for here the Saviour
rd the wine-press alone, and of the people there was none with
im.  Here, too, on a neighbouring height, is shown the Mount
{ Ascension—the last spot pressed by the feet of the Redeemer
 He was veceived up into heaven.

Crossing the shoulder of the hill, we reach the great village
f Bethany, where Jesus found congenial welcome and re-
we in the happy home of Mary and Martha and Lazarus.
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Returning, we reach the spot where the Saviour, with a prescience
of the near consummation of the awful guilt and of the im-
pending retribution of Jerusalem, wept over the city with a

\

|WE”; “

i
i
“.‘u,i‘l;.!‘.!ﬂl‘;;

%}i‘i

GARDEN OF GETHSEMANE AND MouxT OF OLIvES,

divine and brooding pity that yearned to save its children, but
they would not. The main features of the scene on page 110,
are those that must have met the Saviour’s eye. In the fore-
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grmmd to the left will be seen again the Garden of Gethsemane,
in the middle of the wall the Golden Gate, above it the Mosque -
of Omar, and, on the horizon to the right, the Church of the
Holy Sepulchre.

In the valley are the tombs of the kings, and of Absalom, St.
James, Zacharias, and the Empress Helena,—the first-mentioned
nearly buried beneath the heap of stounes upon which each Jew,
as he passes, throws one in detestation of the memory of the
unfilial son of David.

From Jerusalem as a centre, our tourists made excursions in
several directions. One of these led them across the Jordan and,
shrough the Land of Moab, around the Dead Sea. The road
down to Jericho is still rough and wild, and beset with thieves.
Elijah’s brook Kerith, and Elisha’s well, may be identified. The
sordan runs a serpentine course of two hundred miles in the
distance of sixty miles, from Gennesaret to the Dead Sea. lts
fords are few and dangerous, and, in its “swellings,” wild beasts
svarm up from the thickets on its banks. Small wonder that
Naaman contemptuously contrasted its turbid stream with the
beautiful bright rivers of Damascus. Near Er Riha was the site
of Gilgal, where the tribes of Israel, and subsequently Llijah

aud Elisha, crossed the dry river-bed, and near by was Betha-
{ bara, where Jesus was baptized. This is the famous pilgrims’
bathing-ground, and our tourists did not fail to bathe in the
sacred stream. The Mount of the Temptation is a dreary waste,
abounding with caves which onee swarmed with the couvents of
the mediceval eremites. Now a solitary monk represents all those
generations.

Crossing the Jordan, the tourists traversed the region of Ra-
moth-Gilead, and Rabbath-Ammon, and the “ Ford Jabbok,” rich
in Bible memories. The land is filted with relics of Jewish,
Roman, Christian, and Saracen occupation—ouce stately cities,
now crumbling ruins. On Nebo’s lonely mountain, from Pisgali’s
lofty heighy, the travellers viewed the same landscape that God
showed to Moses thirty-three centuries ago. Here, too, Balaam
beheld the far-spreading tents of Israel, and cursed them not, but
Hessed them altogether.

Amid the wild mountains of Moab, with their memories of
Ruth and Naomi, our tourists visited the crumbling ruins of
k Macheerus, the citadel of the guilty Herod, in whose dungeon,

O3V,
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which may still be seen, John the Baptist was imprisoned and
peheaded.  They bathed, also, in the hot sulphur-springs of
Callithoe, where Herod the Great in vain sought relief in his
last loathsome illness. At Dhiban, the celebrated Moabite stone,
the oldest alphabetic inscription extant, so wonderfully cor-
roborative of Holy Writ, was found. Many more such epigraphic
treasures, doubtless, await the researches of the explorer. The
cities of Silion, king of the Amorites, and Og, king of Bashan,
pow ruin mounds, near which were fought some of the bloodiest
vattles of the Israclites, were also vzslted

The citadel of Kerak, near Zoar, at the southern end of the
Dead Sea, is the strongest relic of the Crusaders extant. Its
walls are twenty-seven feet thick, rising a hundred feet from an
immense fosse. It is a virgin castle, and, though often besieged,
has never been taken. It is the scene of some of the stirring
incidents of Scott’s « Talismédn.”

The awful desolation of the weird wild shores of the Dead
Sea is almost appalling. Its bitter, acrid waters are fatal to
animal or vegetable life, and its shore is lined with skeleton
tranks washed down by the Jordanp, glistening with an efflo-.
rescence of salt. Asphalt ard sulphur abound in the southern
plain. The guilty cities of Sodom and Gomorrah are probably
§ buried beneath the shallow waters of the southern end of the
e ea, which is from three to twelve feet deep, although the rest of
g the lake is from 240 to 1,300 feet deep, and its surface is as
2 much below the Mediterranean. Jebel Usdum is a mountain of
early solid salt, five miles long. As one-fourth of the lake-water
s saline matter, it is impossible to sink in it, but its acrid nature
& produces severe irritation of the skin. Contrary to the experience
of ell former travellers, Dr. Ridgaway .affirms that he actually
did see living fishes in this sea of death, but he explains that
they were the Rev. Dr. Fish and his son, of his party.

The ruined stronghold of Masada, overlooking the Dead Sea,
s the scene of as awful a tragedy as any recorded in the annals
jof war. Besieged by the Romans, rather than surrender, ten
fnen were chosen by lot to slaughter the rest of the garrison,
2vith the women and children, 967 persons,—and one of these to
giill the rest.

g Leaving the lake at Engeddi, celebrated by Svlomon, Josephus,

d Pliny, our tourists traversed the desolate *“wilderness of

c o QIEVIEN.



112 Canadian Methodist Magazine.

Judea” on their return to Jerusalem. In one of its wild ghogs
the celebrated Greek convent of Mar Saba, founded A.D.48%
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clings, like an eagle’s nest, to the side of a cliff overhanging o
. . T ’
valley. Though fourteen hundred years old, it is not yet finish ;
and a newly-arrived monk was hewing out of the solid rocK
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cel—a living grave. The discipline is most austere. The
prethren of the monastery eat no meat, perform harsh penance,
and no woman may enter its precimets. As Miss Martineau
titterly remarks, “the monks are too holy to be hospitable.”
Another trip from Jerusalem included a visit to the Plain of
philistia and the cities of Gaza, Askelon, Jaffa, and Ludd. ZEn
route was passed the cave of Adullam, a grotto large enough to
nold several hundred men, where, when hunted like a partridge
wpon the mountains, David and his followers found refuge from
the fury of Saul. Gaza, more populous and larger than Jeru-
glem, is one of the oldest cities in the world. The site of
| Gamson’s gate is still shown to the credulous.

S T
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RaMLEE OR ARIMATHEA.

Joppa, the seaport of Jerusalem under David’s prosperous
tgn, is still a place of considerable importance. It was here
hat Jonah took ship for Tarshish. The traditional house of
imon the Tanner is shown by the seaside, and the memory of
Dorcas, the patron saint of female beneficence, is still celebrated
yan annual procession. The-bloody massacre of 4,000 Turkish
brisoners, and the alleged poisoning of his own plague-smitten
gnps by Napoleon Bounaparte, within the last century, are
ghcker deeds than aught recorded of Philistine atrocity three

wand years ago. It was curious to meet here an Awericon

oy, chiefly from Maine, which came to Palestine to share our
8§
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Lord’s expected triumph, to find, many of them, untimely graves,

Amid the rich plain of Sharon is the ancient city of Ludd, or

Lydda, where Peter healed the bed-ridden Eneas. It is famed

as the place of the birth and grave of St. George, the patron
saint of “Merrie England.” His tomb and some of his bones i
are shown in the crypt of the church built by the Crusaders and

destroyed by Saladin. The town of Ramleh is supposed to have
been the place called Arimathea in New Testament times. It is
not now, and it never has been, a place of any great importance;
but its ancient name hes been handed duwn to us through
eighteen centuries, and many a reader has lingered lovingly upo
the sound of it, solely on account of one good man who lived
there. Gibeon and the Vale of Ajalon, with their memories of
Joshua’s victory ; Emmaus, with its more sacred memory of ou
Lord, and the tomb of Samuel are passed, and Jerusalem again is

reached. .

UNSATISFIED.

BE still for one moment, thou weariful world !
Thy wheels they go faster and faster.

1 have gone at thy will, I have followed thy beck,

Have worn, uncomplaining, thy yoke on my neck,
But I will not acknowledge thee Master.

Thy beautiful trinkets I hold in my hands;
J cannot but smile at thy story ;
Thy lily-bells ring and the birds fly in flocks,
The vines and the mosses creep over the rocks,
The clouds are like banners of glory ;

A wonderful pageant ! I see it go by,
And beauty and ashes are blended ;
Keeping step with the others, T march to and fro,
But I feel all the time like a child at a show,
That he knows, in an hour, will be ended.

And somehow the stars that were near to me once
Are further and further receding ;

They draw my heart after them unto their place,

To catch their deep meaning I lift up my face,
As one for his heritage pleading. g

—Standori, B
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FINE ART IN NEW YORK.
. ONE of 4
1nside
of F

he most interesting buildings in .New York, lr)zt};
and out, ig the National Academy of Design, on t,h ¢ Coi ue
ourth Avepye and Twenty-third Street. It is a uﬂr::lhi-
Structyre of grey and white marble and blue stone. Itsl a‘ in
tef:t:ural design 1s fashioned after that of a celebl‘atefl p{: alueand
Snice, 514 its imposing entablature and tl.le hor%zolz &to e
diagong) bands of bright-coloured marble wxlll sug'.geSl Soam
Uropean braveller pleasant memories of the City of the

€ home of the doges and of art. -

Thig building ma; be considered the headquarters (ff 3“16{:1":;:
T, anq ®T¢ are constantly on exhibition some Ot» 1)ef eien
SPeCiDIenS of native talent, and not unfl-eque.mtly n(-)ti-Lb- ° 0; t;lble
collections. very interesting and instructive exlnblgwn ]inent.
Oan collectiop of baintings by the old masters al‘lt. e‘?ll)cieut
Natiye and foreign artists, also fine specimens .of statuldlly, ‘nti -
I)Ottery » Porcelain ware, arms and armour, co.mS, recal, 8‘nel’((lms
Medimeyy] curiosities, cabinets, tapestries, and nuw

j s sirtuos
jects of virty generously contributed by the wealthy virtuos
of the city,

Lig g del
With eyey n
something

ightful res ort, and one of the places which we dx;ls;:
€W delight when in New Y‘ork.. 01} ever)z1 Sievate
to charm the eye, impress the 1magmat19n, sn .eterior
o Purify g6 taste. The noble architecture of the in

6 cr

Soft 1ffused light from the roof, the rare exotic p@alnt:, tng
80f.t t"‘3Xtul‘e and brillignt colours of the tapestry, the rich-ton
palntin(r

¢S on the walls, the graceful forms of the pure' whlte' mwad;l:lj
Or dap ronze Statuary, the flash and gleam of ancient arms a
an}mur’ ® elegant toilets and living grace of the_ fair Coln )
‘lolsSeu S Who h:‘mt this home of art, all conspire to hglghten the
Sthegi ehjoyment of the scene. In the large engraving accom-’
anying tlis~ al‘tide,* is admirably rendered, as. far as ng’(.iI‘SO‘
: ©an rep ey it, the general impI’GS‘SiO[.l received on entelllzltz
€ majy corridor, Wy, call special attention to the consumu

L ]

i of
o Chis 08raving we are indebted to the courtesy of the publishers

vc1‘1b7r,er'.<>~ 2 onthly, i
ery favourable te

¢ finest art magazine in America, which is clubbed on
T8 with this magazine. (See advertisement.)
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skill with which the very texture of the marble, of the ladiey
dresses, of the tapestry, and porcelain are given.
It is an epoch in one’s wsthetic history when he first behold;
a masterpiece of fine art. We had seen a great many pictures,
but we never saw water truly painted till we saw it in a picture
in this exhibition—the wild tumult, the arrested motion, and the
green translucent colour of the waves surpassed anything we had
ever beheld. -
One walks in ecstasy amid these treasures of art. The storied
scenes and mighty dead of history live again upon the almost [
breathing canvas. The loveliest and sublimest aspects of nature, §
and its most evanescent glories, are fixed in undying colours for
our study and delight. Ancient fanes, solemn ruins, wild moun.
tain gorge, and desolate seashore invite our varied moods. Sweet 38
domestic sceunes, childhood’s sports, the love of mother and babe, S
forms of hero and martyr, of saint and angel, glow upon th B
walls, and marble figures of exquisite beauty seem almost to live 8
around us.
Some fine Meissoniers, loaned by the lace A. T. Stewart, and
valued at fabulous sums, revealed to us new capabilities of ar, J8
The triumph of technical execution—they were finished like a 8
ivory miniature—rendered the very texture of armour, silks
satins, brocades, embroidery, lace, leather, weapons, glass, jewelry, 8
etc, in a wonderfully realistic manner. The homely Dutch B
interiors, fishermen’s huts, and quaint domestic scenes, repay s g
careful study. The cattle pieces seemed all portraits. Each hair B8
of the shaggy cows and donkeys seemed painted separately, and f&
they have a strangely h man look out of their patient eyes. 8
We confess to an inability to appreciate the old masters fron &l
the specimens we saw. Murillo’s Presentation was very duk#
and vague ; a Bacchus, by Rubens, looked coarse and vulgar ; : 384
Cuyp, a Tintoretto, and a Hogarth, altogether failed to inpres§
us. A visit to this gallery is apt to inspire longings which onlyg
a full purse can gratify. We saw for sale an exquisite paintingh
-of the Dusseldort school, quite small, which we would very muchd
like to have had. It sold, however, for $1,600, and some of ¢
Meissoniers are valued at many thousands of dollars, Butt
enjoyment of all these ckefs d’wuvre can be procured for the mens
trifle, and the imperishable memory is a delight forever.



( 17 )

THE CHESAPEAKE PENINSULA.
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8 Tis fertile peninsula stretches from the head of Chesapeake
W Biy southward to Cape Charles, a distance of a hundred and
B ciglty miles. Its greatest breadth is seventy miles. Its area is
B obout six thousand square miles, of which three-ninths consti-
B tute the State of Delaware, four-ninths form the eastrrn part of
B \(.ryland, and two-ninths are included within the limits of
d Virginia.

Many of the old settlements date back to the earliest dawn of
Rdvilization on this continent. The first landing was probably
§nade by the Dutch, in 1616, on the ground now covered by the
ity of Wilmington, though the first permanent settlement at
this point was probably made some twenty years later, when the
wedes built Fort Christiana here. The Dutech, Swedes, and
fnglish established colonies throughout the entire region during
he next quarter of a century; and endless bickerings, with
weasional armed collisions, ensued in consequence of conflicting
dsims to proprietorship of the territory. The ancient aspect of
these places is, therefore, quite legitimate, as also the survival of
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old social customs and
civil institutions still
to be found here. The
town of New Castle is
a case in point. Com-
fortably nestled on the
bauks of the Delaware,
it kas Leen a quiet,
sleepy, pleasant town
of about two thousand
inhabitants for many
a long year. A land
grant from William
Penn has yielded in-
come enough to pay
the modest municipal /.
expenses, so there have !.*
been no town taxes,
and the people have
mostly inherited pro-
perty enough to live
upon in comfort. Con- .
servatism has here -
found a stronghold, and *
the manners, methods, ' :
and appearances of the
last century have been -
perpetuated to our la-

ter days. .

Wilmington, on the f{ﬁ
Delaware, is the largest
city, having a popula-
tion of 40,000, and pos-
sessing the most exten-
sive powder manufac-
tory in the world.

At Middletown we
are fairly within the
limits of the far-famed
peach-growing district,
and a pleasanter scene
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of activity can hardly be imagined than that at the Middletown
depot on a fair day in the peach season. The fragrance of the
ripe fruit fills the air, and the din and shouting of the black
Jehus, add much to the animation and, we must admis, the con-
fusion, of the scene.

Many of the towns of the peninsula are old settlements,
with from two or three hundred to as many thousand in-
nabitants. They are often characterized by a broad main street,

CIOVIIIA VIANSNINGJ V A0 LITULS NIVIY

todered by handsome old gardens, with large, comfortable
fesidences in the midst. The venerable trees which shade the
dreets give them an air of rural retirement. The village churches,
jiie town hall or Court House, and, at Dover, the capital of
flelaware, the State House, contribute to the architectural beauty
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of these quaint old towns. But for the shrill screech and swift
rush of the locomotive through their quiet streets, we might
fancy ourselves living in the good old colonial days when George
1II. was king. Indeed, the very names of many of these towns
have a familiar English sound. Princess Anne commemorates
by its designation the maiden estate of the good queen wh

e o oncy R

MaIN STrREET, PRINCESS ANNE,

mace the seventeenth century the Augustan age of English
literature. It is a very pleasant place of about one thousand
inhabitants, with the fine old main street which we have noticed
as characteristic of Peninsula towns. The Episcopal Church }
here is one of the oldest in this country, the organization dating ¥
back to 1670. (See initial cut.) ‘

The southern portion of the Peninsula has a number of large
estates of several hundred acres, formerly cultivated by slave
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kbour. These are now largely devoted to the cultivation of
srawberries, cherries, peaches, and other fruits for which the
fatile soil is well adapted. There are few pleasanter or more
interesting scenes of rural industry than these strawberry-fields,
with two hundred and fifty pickers singing in full chorus the
weet quaint melodies of the South. The grand old houses on
these places are of brick imported from England more than a
Lentwy ago. The interior wood-work was got out in England,
funch of it being in carved oak, from trees, pe haps, that grew
the forests of Sherwood or Nottingham. In the days of the
< patriarchal institution ” these estates supported a population of
Rsibly five hundred negroes each. The proprietary families
d in manorial style, expending, as a rule, something more
ah year than the income of the property.
Another of the important industries of the Peninsula, or rather
[ its adjacent waters, is oyster culture. Crisfield, on Tangier
Sund, is the great oyster emporium. It is almost surrounded
mall sides by the far-famed oyster-beds of the Sound, and the
umerous fleet of dredging vessels constantly seen in the offing
ring into the busy wharves of the town their daily and hourly
atributions, adding the value of their cargoes to the property
the community, to the traffic of the railioad, to the food
ply of the country, amounting to over ten thousand tons a year,
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The extent of the
oyster-beds of the
Peninsula is about
three hundred and
seventy-three square
miles, which give
employment t¢ more
than ten thousand
hands afloat. Besides
six hundred dredg-
ing vessels, averaging
twenty-three  tons
each, there are twoll
thousand canoes|
which take about five |
bushels each daily by
tongs during seven| ‘'
months of the year.| -
The product is not
less than ten million
bushels, worth in first =
hands five million
dollars, )

The increase since|
this report is fully|:
twenty-five per cent,, | ;!
the product being at
least twelve million [¢
two hundred and fifty |
thousand bushels. |}

In an article on 3 &
the Chesapeake Pen- F§i:
insula in Seribner’s 33
Monthly for March, [
1872, the writer says: Q »
“In point of water &R
scenery it is the Pu- |2
get Sound of the At-
lantic, pierced with
broad, navigable, ar-
boreseent bays and |3

AWARI.

SURAWRERRY. I I~
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sivers, almost as rich in the salt delicacies of shell-fish and wild
fowl as are their shores with fruit-orchards, gardens, and berry-
fields. The loamy, sometimes sandy, soil is varied by long aisles
of pond and brackish sound or bayou, whose humid vegetation
is strong and stately in cypress, gum, pine, or oak forests.”

«The prevailing English character of the scenery in the
southern portion,” writes Bayard Taylor—¢“old farm-houses of
«tane or brick, spacious gardens and orchards, frequent hedges,
smooth, rich ficlds, and the lush, billowy green of deciduous
woods—is still retained in the low country ; but the undulations
of the soil become gentler, and there is no longer a valley of

PP TYOTIAL R

inct outline. The land spreads out to a level horizon, and
psky assumes the vastness and distance which it wears on the
uiries, except that a soft, pearly gleam around its edges denotes
e nearness of water. It is Illinois water under a warmer sky.”
urounded by the great cities of New York, Philadelphia, and
dtimore, all ready and willing consumers of its varied agricul-
il productions : the ingenuity of man could not improve the
pality of these rich garden lands in this respect.
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The chief fruit
culture of the Pen-
insula, however, is
the peach crop.
From the best infor-
mation obtainable,
there are about five
million peach-trees Ji
of all ages between
the Delaware and [¥f
Chesapeake, and the
Brandywine and
Cape Charles. These [
trees coverfifty thou-
sand acres of the best
and most productive
land,enough tomake
five hundred farms
of one hundred acres
each. Represented
in money, there is [ji
an aggregate invest-
ed capital of two
million seven hun-
dred and fifty thou-
sand dollars. From }
the official reports,
there were shipped
in 1871, an aggre-
gate of three mil-
lion baskets. But
all the peaches are [ii
not exported. Many &
are canned and
dried. So far as i
known, there are it
six canneries in De- il f".g
laware, and perhaps i l*‘m" !

Cuisrrgiy,
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over one million cans
of fruit. A new pro-
cess of preserving or
drying fruit, called
the “Alden,” has been
lately put in opera-
tion, the working of
which has been en-
| tirely satisfactory.
| The cultivation of
%small fruit, such as
drawberries, black-
herries, and raspber-
ries, is rapidly grow-
ing. and the increase
in their production
for the last three
years has been enor-
wous. In 1873 there
wasshipped from the
Peninshla to New
Yok and Philadel-
phia, by rail, about
six million quarts.
The Peninsula is
fast becoming the or-
chard and early fruit
ad vegetable garden
fu. Baltimore, Phila-
delphia, New York,
Boston,and the small-
ercities inthe Middle
ud Eastern States.
The systemr of rail-
nads traversing and
spening up all parts
of the Peninsula give
wery section  the
alvantages of speedy
transportation,
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NEVILLE TRUEMAN, THE PIONEER PREACHER;
A TALE OF THE WAR OF 1812

DY THE AUTHOR OF “ THE KING'S MESSENGER.”

——,

CHAPTER IL—-THE EVE OF BATTLE.

THE next scene of our story copens on the eve of an eventfyl
day in the annals of Canada. About sunset in an October afte- ‘:
noon, Neville Trueman reached The Holms, after a long and §
weary ride from the western end of his circuit, which reached
nearly to the head of Lake Ontario. The forest was gorgeous in
its autumnal foliage, like Joseph in his coat of many colous M
The corn still stood thick, in serried ranks, in the fields, no longer 158
plumed and tasseled like an Indian chief, but rustling, weird-like,
as an army of spectres in the gathering gloom. The great yellow (88
pumpkins gleamed like huge nuggets of gold in some forest Eido.
rado. The erimson patches of ripened buckwheat looked likeq
blood-stained field of battle: alas! too true an image of the decper
stains which were soon to dye the greensward of the neihbour-
ing height.

The change from the bleak moor, over which swept the chil
north wind irom the lonely lake, to the genial warmth of Squire
Drayton’s hospitable kitchen was most agreeable. A merry fire
of hickory wood on the ample hearth—it was long before the time
of your close, black, surly-looking kitchen stoves—snapped and
sparkled its hearty welcome to the travel-worn guest. It wasa
rich Rembrant-like picture that greeted Neville as he entered 3
the room. The whole apartment was flooded with light from the §
leaping flames which was flashed back from the brightly-scoured §
milk-pans and brass kettles on the dresser—not unlike, thought §
he, to the burnished shields and casques of the men-at-arms ina
old feudal hall.

The fair young mistress, clad in a warm stuff gown, with
snowy collar and a crimson necktie, moved gracefully through
the room, preparing the evening meal. Savoury odours proceeded
from a pan upon the coals, in which were frying tender cutlets o
venison—now a luxury, then, in the season, an almost daly

meal.
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The burly squire basked in the genial blaze, seated in a rude
pome-made armchair, the rather uncomfortable-looking back and
arms of which were made of cedar roots, with the bark removed,
like our garden rustic seats. Such a chair has Cowper in his
«Task ” described,—

¢¢ Three legs upholding firm |
A massy slab, in fashion square or round.
On such a stool immortal Alfred sat,

And swayed the sceptre of his infant realms :
And such in ancient balls may still be found.”

=

At hiz feet crouched Lion, the huge staghound, at times half
gowling in his sleep, as if in dreams he chased the deer, and
then, starting up, he licked his master’s hand and went to sleep
again.

~ QOnthe opposite side of the hearth, Zenas was crouched upon the
foor, laboriously shaping an ox-yoke with a spoke-shave. For
| i those days Canadian farmers were obliged to make or mend
{ aimost everything they used upon the farms.
I Necessity, which is the mother of invention, made them deft
B nd handy with axe and adze, bradaw] and waxed end, anvil and
: fuge. The squire himself was no mean blacksmith, and could
8 shoe a horse, or forge a plough coulter, or set a tire as well as the
& willage Vulcan at Niagara.

“Right welcome,” said the squire, as he made room for
Yeville near the fireplace, while K atherine gave him a ¢uieter
gecting and politely relieved him of his wrappings. *Well,
what’s the news outside 2” he continued.

We must explain that as Niagura, next to York and
Kingston, was the largest settlement in the province, it ratuer
ioked down upon the population away from * the front,” as 1t
s called, as outsiders almost beyond the pale of civilization,
5 «No news at all,” replied Neville, *“but & great anxiety to
wsome.  When I return from the front, t -y almost devour
ewith questions.”

The early Methodist preachers, in the days when newspapers
yoks were few and scarce and travel almost unknown, were
vone respect not unlike the wandering minstrels or trouveres,
wtto say the Homeric singers of an earlier day. Their stock of
as, their wider experience, their intelligent conversation, and

kir sacred minstrelsy procured them often a warm welcome
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and a night’s lodging outside of Methodist circles. They diffused
much useful information, and their visits dispelled the ment?
stagnation which is almost sure to settle upon an isolated com”
munity. The whole household gathering around the evening firé
hung with eager attention upon their lips as, from their well”
stored minds, they brought forth things new and old. Many 8P
inquisitive boy or girl experienced a mental awakening or quic!“
ening by contact with their superior intelligence ; and many a t‘)}l’
worn man and woman renewed the brighter memories of earliéf
years as the preacher brought them glimpses of the outer world,
or read from some well-worn volume carried in his saddle-bs8®
pages of some much-prized English classic. ”

“ Well, there has been news in plenty along the line her®
said the squire, “and likely soon to be more. The America®®
have been massing their forces at Forts Porter, Schlosser, 8"
Niagara, and we expect will be attempting a crossing som®
where along the river soon.” "

“They’ll go back quicker than they came, I guess, as they d{
at Sandwich,” said Zenas, who took an enthusiastically patriom
view of the prowess of his countrymen. ”

“ I reckon the *Mericans feel purty sore over that busines®
said Tom Loker, who, with Sandy McKay, had come in, and, 1
the unconventional style of the period, had drawn up their seat?
to the fire.  “They calkilated they’d gobble up the hull ¢
Canada ; but ’stead of that, they lost the hull State of Michigs?
an’ their great General Hull into the bargain,” and he chuckl®
over his play upon words, after the manner of a man who B
uttered a successtul pun. "

“You must tell us all about it,” said Neville: «I have B
heard the particulars yet.” ]

“ After supper,” said the squire. “ We'll discuss the vemso';
first and the war afterwards,” and there was a general mo¥
to the table. 5

When ample justice had been done to the savoury repast, Mlse
Katherine intimated that a good fire had been kindled in th
Frauklin stove in the parlour, and, in houour of the guest, F*"
posed an adjournment thither. b

The squire, however, looked at the leaping flames of b s
kitchen fire as if reluctant to leave it, and Neville asked 83
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favour to be allowed to bask, “like a cat in the sun,” he said,
before it.

«I'm glad you like the old-fashioned fires,” said the farmer.
«They're a-most like the camp-fire beside which we used to bivouac
when I went a-sogering. I can't get the hang o’ those new-fangled
Yankee notions,” he continued, referring to the parlour stove,
named after the great philosopher whose name it bore.

A large semicircle of seats was drawn up around the hearth.
The squire took down from the mantel his long-stemmed
« churchwarden ” pipe.

«] learned to smoke in Old Virginny,” he said apologetically.
«Had the real virgin leaf. It had often to be both meat and
drink when I was campaigning there. I wishI could quit i, but,
young man,” addressing himself to Neville, “I'd advise you
gever to learn. It’s bad enough for an old sojer like me; but a
smoking preacher I don’t admire.”

Zenas, crouched by the chimney-jamb, roasting chestnuts and
“popping” corn ; Sandy, with the characteristic thrift of his
countrymen, set about repairing a broken whip-stock and fitting
it with a new lash; Tom Loker idly whittled a stick, and Miss
Katharine drew up her low rocking-chair beside her father, and
proceeded to nimbly knit a stout-ribbed stocking, intended for

¥ bis comfort—Tfor girls in those days knew how to knit, ay, and
& wrd the wool and spin the yarn, too.

B «Now, Tom, tell us all about Hull’s surrender,” said Zenas, to
@ vhom the stirring story was already an oft-told tale.

B “Wall, after I seed you, three months agone,” said Tom,
88 ndding to Neville, and taking a fresh stick to whittle, “we
i tndged on all that day and the next to Long P’int, an’ a mighty
§lmg p'int it wuz to reach, too. Never wuz so tired in my life.
2 Follering the plough all day wuz nothing to it. But when we got
Bithe P'int, we found the Gineral there. An’ he made us arousin’
Boeech that put new life into every man of us, an’ we felt that
ecould foller him anywheres. As ther wuz no roads to speak
and the Gineral had considerable stores, he seized all the boats
could find.”

“Requiseetioned, they ca’ it,” interjected Sandy.

“Wall, it’s purty much the same, I reckon,” continued Tom,
a’'a queer lot o’ boats they wuz—fishin’ boats, Durham boats,

9
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scows®*—a’most anythin’ that’ud float. Ther’ wuz three hundred
of us at the start, an’ we picked up more on the way. Wall, ¥¢
sailed an’ paddled a matter o’ two hundred miles to Fort Ma]"
den, an” awful cramped it wuz, crouchin’ all day in them scows’
an’ every night we camped on shore, but sometimes the bank W%
so steep an’ the waves so high we had to sail on for miles to fiB

a creek we could run into, an’ once we rowed all night. As we
weathered I’int Delee, the surf nearly swamped us.” )

“ What a gran’ feed we got frae thae gallant Colonel Talbot ” '1"'
terjected Sandy McKay. “D'ye mind his bit log bothie perched h]fe
a craw’s nest atop o’ yon cliff.  The * Castle o’ Malahide,’ he ¢
it, no less. How he speered gin there were ony men frae M“l‘ir
hide in the auld kintry wi’ us. An’a prood wman he was o’
anceestry sax hunnerd years lang syne. Methinks he’s f’he,
gran’est o’ the name himsel’—the laird o’ a score o’ toonship$ 8,
settled by himsel. Better yon than like the graw’ Duke ¢
Sutberland drivin’ thae puir bodies frae hoose an’ hame. La,ng
suld Canada mind the gran’ Colouel Talbot.+ But was na it ie)i
that him as might hae the pick an’ choice o’ thae Lraw dames 0
Ireland suld live his lane, wi’ out a woman’s Lan’ to cook his k¥
or recht up his den, as he ca’d it.” .

“1've been at his castle,” said Neville, © and very comforl;ablf3 it
is. He lives like a feudal lord,—allots land, dispenses justi®®
marries the settlers, reads prayers on Sunday, and rules the €%
tlement like a forest patriarch.” h .

“Tell about Tecumseh,” said Zenas, iu whose eyes that distt?”
guished chief divided the honours with Geuneral Brock,

“Wall,” continued Loker, “at Malden there wuz a grand po¥
wow, an’ the Indians wore their war-paint and their medals, afl
Tecumseh made a great harangue. He was glad, he a1
their great father across the sea had woke up from his long sleeP
an’ sent his warriors to Lelp his red children, who would 5 el
the last drop of their blood in fighting against the 'Merio®
long knives.”

14
* In the absence of roads, boats were much used for cartying corn and fl: ot
and from the mills, and for the conveyance of farm produce.

t Posterity has not been ungrateful to the gallant colonel. In the to¥P? Uf
8t. Tho:as and Talbotville, his name is commemorated, and it is fondly o
ished in the grateful traditions of many an early settler's family. He died
London, at the age of eighty, in 1853,
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And they’ll qo it too,” chimed in Zenas, in unconscious pro-
Pheey o ¢ 00

€ near approaching death of that brave chief and niany
{3 ls Warriors.

f" Temmseh,”
broit 4y ¢,
€ereq
€«

continued the narrator, “drawed a map of
€ "Merican fort on a piece o’ birch bark, as clever,
the Gineral say, as an officer of engincers.”

We W:r Was na yon a gran’ speech tha?’ Gener’al made (111s Wh-tlr:
"’al‘tiale taul(% tae attack t‘hae fort ? e>‘<cla1r,ned Sandy Yv}]
'Scots ‘:“thllSI)asm. “Mon, it mad’e me mind o ,W‘allllac? alnl 11}1{3l
’gainsto an Bruce hae aften led” [ could ha fojo}v'te(v 1tae
ang, gy 1Y odds, though odds eneuch there were—near twa

“W thae big guns an’ thae fort tae their back.”
for SIS I glad to see the white flag come from the fort as we
Shows Columy for assault, instead o’ the tlash o the big guns,
»

“Im g €ir black muzzles there,” loker ingenuously confessed.
ugly | © ‘_30’Ward, but it makes a fe]le? feel skeery to see those
g“y 00kin’ dogs spittin’ fire at him.”

w8 ma [ty ye,”

i said Sandy, somewhat sardonically,
1 ’ :
kﬁln YeTe bopy, tae be langit, the bullet’s no wade that'll

)ve’))
r Yee a3 like to be-hanged yerself,” said Tom, somewhat
ese“tf\lll 5

“p > giving the proverb a rather literal interpretation.
S, mon, g offence, its ony an auld Scotch saw, that. But
o sta:‘y 1on was yon tall Capbaip Scott* at thae surrender. How
«p 'Ped an’ raved a1’ broke his sword.”
hop, b Surff the Gineral was very kiud to them. Qxl ’<’)ur march
“ I, ie PI‘},SOHers shared and fared as well as we.dld. ‘
Woy, ;iard, said Neville, « thab. Hull was afraid the Indlaxils
the tbrt'jssa‘cre the women and children who had taken refuge in
the Yo teyy of that,” said Loker. “Tecumseh told the Gineral
SWorn off liquor during the war. It’s the fire-water
« 83 the Indiay 4 madman, an’ the white man, tov.”
Vieto, ¢, thank Qod,” said Neville, “it is a ”great: and bloodless
“1 a;n afrh(')pe it -w1ll}brmg a speedy peace.” . ‘
ald not,” said the squire, arousing from his doze in the

an allg

Iy

" Af
g, tBl'Warf‘ls Major-Ge
cou, . epusouers Wwere
on arshalleq for cowa
ount, of Revolution

neral Scott, Commauder-in-Chief of the United States
sent to Montreal and Quebcc. Hull was subsequently
rdice and condemned to death, but he was reprieved
ary service.
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“ingle nook.” “We had a seven years’ struggle of it in theolq
war, and I fear that there will have to be some blood-letting
before these bad humours are cured. But we’ll hope for the best,
Come, Katharine, bring us a flagon of your sweet cider.”

The sturdy brown Hagon was brought, and the gleaming
pewter mugs were filled—it was long before the days of Temper- | .
ance Societies—even the preacher thinking it no harm to take hig { 7
mug of the sweet, amber-coloured draught.

Neville read from the great family Bible that night the
majestic forty-sixth psalm, so grandly paraphrased in Luthers
hymn,

‘¢ Ein’ feste Burg ist unser Gott ;” -

the favourite battle-hymn chanting which the Protestant ammies
marched to victory on many a hard~fou0ht field—the hymn sung
by the host of Gustavus Adolphus on the eve of the fatal fight of
Lutzen.

As he read the closing verses of the psalm the young preachers §&
voice assumed the triumphant tone of assured faith in the §
glorious prophecy : :

“He maketh wars to cease unto the ends of the earth; B
breaketh the bow and cutteth the spear in sunder; He burneth
the chariot in the fire.

“ Be still and know that I am God: I will be exalted amonyg
the heathen, I will be exalted in the earth.

“ The Lord of Hosts is with us, the God of Jacob is our refuge’

“ Amen !” uncousciously but fervently responded the soft low
voice of Katherine Drayton to this prophecy of millennial peac;,
and this solemn avowal of present confidence in the Most High

Alas | before to-morrow’s sun should set, her woman’s hest
should bleed at the desolations of war brought home to her vey §
hearthstone.

CHAPTER IIL—QUEENSTON BEIGHTS.

About seven miles from the mouth of the Niagara River, a b
escarpment of rock, an old lake margin, runs across the county
from east to west, at & height of about three hundred feet abo
the level of Lake Ontario. Through this the river, in the cou
of ages, has worn a deep and gloomy gorge. At the foob oftt:
cliff and on its lower slopes, nestled on the western side the hamk
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of Queengtoy, and on th

€ eastern the American village of Lewiston.
® Canadian

ide, where the ascent of the hill was more ab-

PE, it ypag Overcome by a road that by a series of sharp zigzags
buned the tableland at the top. Halfway up the height was a
bat mounting an 18-pound gun, and manned by twelve men,

the bank of the river, some distance below the village, was
¥ Mounting 5 94.

pound carronade. On either side of the

Tocky Pass from which the river flows, the spiry spruces and

t;'3(121!'3 wi twisted Toots grapple with the rocks and chng to
€ Stee

P slopes,

® Tiver émerges from the narrow gorge, a dark and tortured
fiream, or Seve: miles since its plunge over the great cataract,
 hag °en convylseq by raging rapids and rugged rocks and by a
- Cthin Whirlpool,  Ag it Tnere glides out into a wider chan.nel, it
OIS the ®vidences of its tumultuous course in the resistless
8Wf.aep of its waters and the dangerous eddies and “boilers” })y
Whl-c  its 3tk surface is disturbed. At this point is a favourite
N8 grounq, The schools of herring attempting to ascend
© Hiver are here unable to overcome the swiftness of the current
the , ¢ C8Ught ip large quantities by the rude seines and nets }(1):
ine nelghbouring fishermen, a waggon-load sometimes being ca;{g s
ang Ours, Notwithstanding the invasion of Canada by Hu
€ Capture of Detroit by Brock, a sort of armed truce was
Observed along the Niagara frontier; and Brock had orders from
" George Pr;vost, Co?nmander-in-Chief and Governor-Genera‘l,
:2 Strictly on the defensive. As the schools of fish at thr;
laizon %t the year were running finely, the ﬁshermeél .of t}:lal r\lrrll -
thb-s R each side of the river were eagerly engaged in se ]g
ol uy aTvest, on which much of their winter food supply
C:Deuded_ As this was a mutual negessity, each‘party, by a tacit
sent, Was alloweq to ply this peaceful avocation, for the most
b un isturbeq by hostile demonstrations of the other:
Fortor t. € defence of the whole frontier of thirty-‘four miles from
of yy . € to Fort George, Brock had only some fifteen hllt.ldl‘ed men
vhom g4 least one-half were militiamen and Indians. On
layg o rican side of the river, a force of over six thousand ;ﬁgu-
Wer, an- ilitia were assembled for the mvasxon.of Canada. ﬁ"else
B ° Stributeq along the river from Fort Niagara to Buffalo.
ook Was Compelled, therefore, still further to weaken his already
Bcanty force Y being on the alert at all points, as he knew not at
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- The other, Jim Larkins, was Canadian born, the son of 2 §
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which one the attack would be made. Consequently there were
only some three hundred men, mostly militia, quartered gt
Queenston at the time of which we write. They were billeteq
at the inn and houses of the village and in the neighbour}ng
farmhouses and barns.

The morning of the thirteenth of October, a day ever memorable
in the annals of Canada, broke cold and stormy. Low hung
clouds mantled the sky and made the Jate dawn later still, anq
cast still darker shadows on the sombre clumps of spruce ang
pines that clothed the sides of the gorge, and on the sulley
water that flowed between. A couple of fishermen of the neig).
bourhood who were serving in the militia had been permitted by
the officer in command to attend to their seines, with the injune.
tion to keep a sharp look-nut at the san e time, and to be ready at ay
instant’s summons to join the ranks. As the schools of herring
were in full run, they had remained all night in the little bothie
or hut, made of spruce boughs, down at the water-side, that they
might at the earliest dawn draw their seine and set it again un-
molested by the stray shots from the opposite side, which, not-
withstanding the truce, had of late occasionally been fired. At
the same season of the year, the same operation can still be wit-
nessed at the same place—the narrow ledge beneath the cliff, along
the river-bank, especially near the abutment of the broken Suspen-
sion Bridge.

The elder of the two men was a sturdy Welshman—dJonas Evays
by pame—a DMethodist of the Lady Huntingdon connexion,

neighbouring farmer. About four o’clock in the morning they
emerged from their spruce booth and began hauling with their
rude windlass upon the seine, heavily laden with fish.

“Hark !” exclaimed Jonas %o his companion, “ what noise is
that 2 I theught I heard the splash of oars.”

“1t is only the wash of the waves upon the shore or the sough
of the wind among the pines. You're likely to hear nothing else
this time o’ day, or o’ night rather.”

“There it is again,” said the old man, peering into the dark
ness. “And I'm sure I heard the sound o’ voices on the river §
See there!” he exclaimed as a long dark object was descried amil §
the gloom. “There is a boat, and there behind it is another; and}
1 doubt not there are still others behind. Run, Jim, call out the
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guard. The Lord hath placed us here to confound the devices of
the enemy.” .

Snatchiug from the booth his trusty Brown Bess musket, with-
out waiting to challenge, for he well knew that this was the van-
guard of the threatened invasion, he fired at the toat, more for
the purpose of giving the alarm than in the expectation of
inflicting any damage on the moving object in the uncertain
light.

“The sound of the musket shot echoed and re-echoed between
the rocky cliffs, and repeated in loud reverberations its thrilling
somnd of warning.

«Curse him ! we are discovered.” exclaimed the steersman of
the foremost boat with a brutal oath. “Spring to your oars, lads!
We must gain a footing before the guard turns out or it’s all up
with us. Pull for your lives!”

No longer rowing cautiously with muffled oars, but with loud
shouts and fairly churning the surface of the water into foam,
they made the boat—a large fiat-bottcmed barge-—bound throngh
the waves. Another and another emerged rapidly from the dark-
ness, and their prows successively grated upon the shingle as they
were forced upon the beach. The invading troops leaped lightly
out with a clash of arms, and at the quick, sharp word of com-
mand, formed upon the beach,

Meanwhile, on the cliff above, the sharp challenge and reply
{ the guard, the shrill reveille of the bugle, and the quick
2 throbbing of the drums calling to arms is heard. The men turn
B out with alacrity, and are soon seem, in the grey dawn, running
fom their several billets to headquarters, buckling their belts,
and adjusting their accoutrements as they run. Soon is heard the:
measured tramp of armed men forming in companies to attack
theenemy. Sixty men of the 49th Grenadiers, under the com-
mnd of Captain Dennis, and Captain Hatt’s company of militia
advance with a light 3-pounder gun against the first division of
the enemy, under Colonel Van Rensselaer, who has formed his men:
a the beach and is waiting the arrival of the next boats. These
are seen rapidly approaching, but to get them safely across the
sriver is & work of great difficulty and danger. The current is
swift, and the swirling eddies are strong and constantly changing
Bthelr position.  On leaving the Awerican shore, they were
goblized to pull up stream as far as possible. But when caught
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by the resistless sweep of the current, they were borne rapidly
down, their track being an acute diagonal across the stream,
To reach the only available landing-place, they must again
row up stream in the slack water on the Canadian side, their
whole course being thus like the outline of the letter N.*

Of the thirteen boats that left the American shore, three werg
driven back by the British fire—the little three-pounder and the
two batteries doicg good service as their hissing shots fell iy
disagreeably close proximity to the boats, sometimes splashing
them with spray, and once ricocheting right over one of them

The first detachment of invaders were driven with some loss
behind a steep bank close to the water’s edge, but they were
soon reinforced by fresh arrivals, and, being now in over
whelming strength, steadily fought their way up the bank.

Meanwhile, where was Brock ? Such, we venture to think, was
the most eager thought of every mind on either .ide. He was
speeding as fast as his good steed could carry him to his glorious
fate. The previous night, at headquarters at Fort George, he
had called his staff together and, in anticipation of the invasion,
had given to each officer his instructions. In the morning,agreeably
to his custom he rose before day. While dressing, the sound of
the distant cannonade caught his attentive ear. He speedily
roused his aides-de-camp, Major Glegg and Colonel Macdone],
and called for his favourite horse, Alfred, the gift of his friend, Sir
James Craig. His first impression was that the distant firing was
but a feint to draw the garrison from Fort George. The real point
of attack he anticipated would be Niagara, and he suspected an
American force to be concealed in boats around the point on
which Fort Niagara stood, ready to cross over as soon as the
coast was clear, He determined, therefore, to ascertain personally
the nature of the attack before withdrawing the garrison.

* The present writer has a vivid remembrance of a night-passage of the river
under circumstances of some peril. It was in a small flat-bottomed scow. Shortly
after leaving the American shore, a tremendous storm of thunder, lightning, raia,
and hail burst over the river. The waves, crested with snowy foam which
gleamed ghastly in the dim light of our lantern, threatened to engulf ow
frail bark. The boatman strained every nerve and unuscle, but was bores
mile down the river before he made the land. That distance he had to retrace §
along the rugged, boulder-strewn, and log-encumbered shore. We reached the §
landing i a still more demoralized condition than the American invaders, but §
met a warmly hospitable, not hostile, reception, '
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act‘izll]th his two aides, he galloped eagerly to the scene of the
the hii] S he approached Queenston Heights, the whole slope of
the 4 W.as Swept by a heavy artillery and musketry fire from
Speeq Merican shore. N evertheless, with his aides, he roc?e at fl.lu
mountl‘lp o the 18-pounder battery, midway to the summit. Dis-
Person.l?lg’ h}" Surveyed the disposition of thfa opposed forf:es and

earq Uy directeq the fire of the gun. At this moment firing was
Ient, :)) © crest of the hill commanding the battery. A detach-

ool erican troops under Captain (afterwards General)
WMoy o Climbed 1ike catamounts the steep cliff by an
has zrde disherman’s path.  Sir Isaac Brock and his aides

With °Ven time to remount, but were compelled to retire
Prop, tle twelve gunners who manned the battery. This was
Stripe Y Occupied by the Americans, who raised the stars and
!‘eillfor;; rock, having first despatched a messenger to order up
ey Oements from Fort George and to command the bombard-
P lacing 1. ort Niagara,* determined to recapture the bat.tery.
he ch f himgelg at the head of g company of the Forty-ninth,
d B, 8¢d up the hill under a heavy fire. The enemy gave way,
hig Perso k, _by the tones of his voice and the reckless exposure of
e on, 1n8pirited the pursuit of his followers. His tall figure
785 six feo two inches in height,—his conspicuous valour,

eI]‘i]: Seneral’s epaulettes and cockade attracted the fire of the

a Inorta?n *9arpshooters, and he fell, pierced through the breast by
Tughe bflllet' As he fell upon his face, a fievoted follower
ork v, ]0 1S assistance, « Don’t 1nind me,” he said. “ Push on the
to hig o ‘lllt(?ers’” and with his ebbing life sending a love-message
Away. I8ter in thq far-off Isle of Guernsey, the brave soul passed

GOD’S PROVIDENCE.

Gob hath a thousand handés to chastise ;
A thousand dartes of pernicéon,

A thousand bowes made in divers wise,

A thousand arblasts bent in His dungéon.

— Warton.

* .
Ompelleq o dOne with guch v;

gour that its fire was silenced and its garrison
or {

€ time to abandon it.

.
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GREAT PREACHERS, ANCIENT AND MODERN.
BY W. H. WITHROW, M.A.
ATHANASIUS.

At the genial season of Whitsuntide, in the leafy mon‘h of
June in the year of our Lord 325, a notable asseinbly met in the
ancient city of Nicza, nestling in a lovely valley among the
mountains of Bithynia. At the summons of the Emperor Cop.
stantine, now acknowledged as supreme potentate in both the Rasf
and West, on the twentieth anniversary of his elevation on the
shields of his soldiers at the town of York, in the far-off island of
Britain,* to the throne of the world, was held the first (Bey-
menical Council of the Church. Three hundred and eightee
bishops and a crowd of presbyters and deacons were assembled
from all parts of the far-extended empire—from Egypt, fron
Syria, from Mesopotamia, from Carthage, from Spain, from Gaul,
from Rome, from far-off Seythia. The great question to be set-
tled, it was hoped, by their decision was the mysterious doctrine
of the Trinity. By the heresy of Arius, the ~ssential divinity of
our Lord had been assailed by the assertion of His iaferior and
derived existence. “There was ”—the Arian doctrine did not
venture to say “a time”—but, “there was when He wag not”
The controversy on this subject had shaken the world. It was
says Eusebius, like the collision of the Symphlegades. From dis- §
tant Britain to the Cataracts of the Nile, society wasagitated by the §
discussion of this august theme. Every corner, every alley o §
Constantinople—it was said—the streets and the market-place
were full of the controversy. “Ask a man ‘ how many oboli, ” say
Gregory of Nyssa, “and you are told ¢ The Son is subordinate t
the Father;’ ask the price of bread, and you are answered, ‘Th
Son arose out of nothing.’”

The last of the ten great persecutions was over. From prison
from exile, from the mines, from the catacombs’ dim labyrinths,the

. bishops and teachers who shepherded the flock of Christ in thos

* The pleasing legend that the first Christian emperor and his illustrioss
mother, the Empress Helena, were natives of Great Britain will not stand the tej
of modern criticism. See Stanley, Milman, and Gibbon i loco.
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ty
f;?t‘;lb}zus tifnes came to this great conclave to defend the orthod'ox
ing r Whlc?l they had suffered, and for which they would \&.'Tll-
P;u{ ﬂaVe died, Many of them still bore in the body, l}ke
the “’. e Hf‘"“‘l\fs of the Lord Jesus—the brand of persecution
iy Llléirnds.lnﬂlcted by the instruments of torture. ~ Some halted
Seareq ¢ sait, dl'ﬂgging a shrivelled limb whose sinews had been
O Prevent thejp escape from toiling in the mines. Some
Sightless eyehall or empty eye-socket lifted a pathetic face,
°Te evidence of the atrocious cruelty of paganism in its
" Struggle for e mastery of the world. The voices of these
Not eslsi(]){rs fur Jesus were heard almost as the vgice of an oracle.*
Cume © Many 4 subsequent great council was that ﬁ‘rst;
goldey, m(ial Assemlly.  Not in pomp and splendour.—fw.lth
biS})ops Mitres ayq embroidered pnlls‘—came those primitive
in , si‘ COme wore a rough goat-hair clouk; one appeared
hremlple shepherd’s garh, for by the care of. sh'eep he earned
eminnn:( T and all were men whose chief dignity was a pre-

“te1n suffering and tojl.

]? Counei] et first in the great basilica of Nicwea, but after-
grea; :Ilnt 1e m01re secular precinets of the impe}'ial pa]acez The
DP@Side" Perf)r himself, clad in purple robe and jewelled diadem,
acle of . Uring tl{e sessif)ns The world b(.eheld th.e strange spec-
i8 yy; y man stained with the blood of: his s?n, his nephew, an.d
€athl, and who' Was not himself baptized till he lay upon his
the » €Onvening and presiding over the first great council of
Prof, reh, styling himself Bishop of hishops, and discus.sing.the
haq begy &5t problems of theology. But his remorse for his crime
religion ' ]"t“ms‘e and sincere. He seems to have sought in .the
coy] of Christ that expiation for his guilt which paganism
that heon ‘_)ffel‘, and he postponed baptism till the day f)f his deat.h
35 g, flght Pass into the unseen with the lustral influence it
PPoseq impart fresh upon his soul,

Couyeg) io € emperor, one of the most striking ﬁgures. of the
Spare fie 1€ arch-heretic Arius, a presbyter of Alexandna,'a tall,
" MY-eyed man, worn by sixty years of arduous toil and

*
An g,

: n -

tioy thr, clent tradition states

g .
ST Persecutjoy,,

8 relj . ) .
Bapgy el;cs are still reverenced at Corfu, and hundreds of Ionians still bear his
r-I; ro.’ t Moscow is preserved the simple scarf worn by the Bishop of

that only eleven were without some bodily mutila-
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wasted by the most rigid asceticism. Prominent, not frowa his office
for his is but a deacon, nor from his person, which is but slight,
but from his pious zeal, his mental grasp, his dialectic skill, is the
ardent antagonist of Arius and the great champion of orthodoxy,
Athanasius of Alexandria. He is small of stature,—a dwarf
rather than a man, sneers the apostate Julian,—but, says Gregory
of Nazianzen, of almost angelic beauty of face and expressiop,
This judgment is modified by the tradition, which aseribes
him a stooped figure, a hooked nose, a short beard, and light
auburn hair.

But, since the days of the apostles, no man hag so profoundly
influenced the theology of Christendom. “The immortal name
of Athanasius,” says Gibbon, “ will never be separated from the
Catholic doctrine of the Trinity, to whose defence he consecrateq
every moment and every faculty of his being” To him the
Nicene Creed—through the ages the touchstone of orthodoxyin #M
all the Churches of Christendom—owes largely its form; andt, B
his subtle intellect has been ascribed that wonderful creed, §8
“ Quicunque vult,” which so definitely expounds the mvsteries of .
the Trinity and Incarnation, and which, although erronenusly, H
bears his name. The life-story of this remarkable man canno BB
fail to well repay our careful study.

“ Although only in his twenty-fifth year at the time of the Coungi)
of Nicwea, Athanasius played thereat a very prominent part. By
his vehement arguments and passionate invectives, he closely
riveted, we are told, the attention of the assembly. Anda storay §
arena of conflict it was; the rival factions * brandishing their §
arguments,” says Theodoret, “like spears.” Indeed, one of the 3
Nicene fathers is said to have been so carried away by righteou; §
indignation as to deal the heretic Arius a tremendous bex on the 2
ear; but for this intemperate act, the tradition records, he wag
deprived of his mitre and pall. '

This august council was not exempt from some of the moe
virulent forms of the odium theologicum. On its assembly the
emperor found himself overwhelmed by a number of parchment
rolls, centaining complaints and petitions against each other from
many of the mitred polemics. These, says the historian Rufizus,
he produced, before the council, from the purple folds of ki
mantle, bound up and sealed with the imperial ring. Havig
solemnly declared that he had not read one of them, he cast then]
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upon & brazier of burning coals. As they shrivelled in the flames,
pe uttered this scathing rebuke: “ It is the command of Christ
that he who desires to be himself forgiven must first forgive his
prother.” By the quaint humour and shrewd wisdom of the act,
the emperor proved his ability to rule the somewhat turbulent
gssermbly.
g TFor two months the sessions of the council continued. An
8 Arion form of creed was first submitted, but it was received with
B jumultuous disapprobation, and the obnoxious document was
e | in pieces. A compromise was proposed by Eusebius, bishop of
B (xsarea and father of ecclesiastical history, which the Arians were
B illing to accept; but that very fact caused its rejection by the
B8 thodox, who were determined to condemn their opponents.
B «The Nicene Creed,” says Milman, ““ was the result of the
8 wolemn deliberation of the assembly. It was conceived with
P ome degree of Oriental indefiniteness, -harmonizad with Grecian
B qubtlety of expression. The vagne and somewhat imaginative
f fulness of its original Eastern terms was not too severely limited
g8 by (ke fine precision of its definitions. One fatal word broke the
 jumony of assent with which it was received by the whole
auncil.  Christ was deciared Homoousios, of the same substance
R vith the Father, and the undeniable, if perhaps inevitable,
smbiguity of this single term involved Christianity in centuries
dhostility. To ore party it implied absolute identity, to the
oher it was left essential to the co-equal and co-eval dignity of
the three persons in the Godhead. Tosome of the Syrian bishops
jiimplied or countenanced the material notion of the Deity. It
ws, it is said by one ecclesiastical historian, a battle in the
ight, in which neither party could see the meaning of the
§ ther.”
e The dissentients from this creed were willing to admit that the
PR 1 was of like substance, but not the same substance with the
ther—Homoiousion not Homoousion—and the profane of every
» says Gibbon, have derided the furious contests which the
ifarence of a single diphthong excited for centuries between the
1 factions of Christendom. But he justly adds the reflection
st the sounds and character which accidentally come the
west to each other frequently represent the most opposite
jus; and often the difference between truth and error is ome
ked not by broad contrast but by minute difference
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“The solemn anathema of this Christian senate was Pro”
nounced against Arius and his adherents; they were banished T’y
the civil power, and they were especially interdicted from 415
turbing the peace of Alexandria by their presence.” ¥

For the remaining forty-six years of his I.fe, it was the task of
Atbanasius to withstand, confute, and strive to overthrow the
pernicious heresy of Arius. On the death of the Bishop ¢
Alexandria, five months after the council of Nicwea, Athanasit®
became the almost unanimous choice of the people and of the
neighbouring clergy as his successor. He vigorously proteste®
“Nolo episcopari,” and attempted by flight or concealiment to escaP®
the uncoveted dignity. In commemoration of this circumstance,
this day the Patriarch elect of Egypt is brought to Cairo load.e
with chains and strictly guarded, as if to prevent the possibi]‘t’y
of flight.

The city of Alexandria was, at this time, next to Rome. t'he
foremost in the empire; its see was the most important in Chrs”
tendom, and “its bishop,” says Nuzianzen, “was the lead of th°
world”  And right worthily the young bishop discharged he
dangerous duties of his office. With pious zeal he diligeﬂ“ly
visited his vast diocese from the mouths of the Nile to t'he
mountains of Ethiopin—conversing with the meanest fellal”
and seeking the hospitality, in their rocky cells, of the solitery
hermits of the desert.

The banished heretic Arius had powerful fiiends in the hous®
hold of Constantine. Through their influence he was recﬂl?eL
fromexile, and an imperial mandate was issued for his restoratio®
to his position in the Alexandrian Church. To his astonishme®
the haughty monarch found that his edict, which was wont to
obeyed in trembling submission throughout the Roman wol‘ldv"’Fa
set at naught by the late deacon of Alexandria. It was Llctermlrlize
that the unobsequious prelate must be humbled or removed. .
Arian faction, therefore, began by evil rumours and false accus“o
tions to calumniate the character of the faithful bhishop w]’
had lost the favour of the emperor. Charges of personal im™®
rality were ulleged against him; but they were triumphan?
refuted, and recoiled like a boomerang upon the false accus® ]
Charges of treasonable correspondence with the enemies of OO

" Milian, History of Christianity. Book I11., chap. iv.
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Sti:::m? and.of t.he abuse of hLis high office were al‘so made ; but
Were dismigseq g5 frivolous by the emperor himself.

Sraver aCcusation was now made—that of the double crime
Murder gng Witcheraft, whicli in those days was leld in equal
is enemies produced a human haud, which they
View ﬂ"ailbe that? of Arseuiu§, a blSlJOp' attached to the lleret{cal
they .o 18t whicl, Athuanasius waged implacable war, Arsenu;s,

oha lemed, had beeu. murdered by the Bishop of.Alexatxfirla,
The accus:l{){)o-yed the dlsse\'?l‘e(l member for nmlglcal Incautations.

o mmm(. shop wag arraigned before a Ilostllg syuodl at Tyre.
guily Nie( .hand was produced as a damuing ev1deuf:e of
Chm-.., ’ml{lslus had brepared a dramatic refutation of the
emupenedrsemus had been discovered hidden in a monastery and

: 0 be preseut, concealed beneath a mantle, At the
'ent the mantle wus plucked off, and the man alleged
as gife:fiu- Murdered wag pro«ltilccd alive in the. council.  “ God
“« 0w g, Wo hands t,.o man,” said the accused with calm sarcasm,

1en hag Arsenius a third 27 *
gI,OquSl“O‘;etcmte ‘malice‘ lacks not the sl'{ill t.o fiud or feign
Sels of ch aclcusatlon. 1‘101* alleged profanation of !:he sacred ves-
Wag g owllutrlc Ly MaCarms’ a presbyter of Athanasius, albbough 1t
alleg el ‘“t_ neithey Yessels, alta}', or chu.rch could ?mst at the
Dose fron, 1€ of the sacnlgge, t.he }hshop of Alexandria was de-

. 118 see and exileq from the city.

‘hPO\vi“l.l,s l_“‘as l_lf)b the nature meekly.to boYv bef'or(f, a storm.
rea«(a}hel(;uself into A bar%{ abOl’lt to sail to C.ousta.utmople, hle
Chce, Woy '€ lmperial city. rlle rf:qucst; for a (urmal audi-
fore. bo] Prolally have heey, denied. The deposed bishop, there-

leg) moy

Mucjp,g) Y accosted the angry emperor as he rode through the
Warq , Street of }jg capital. Constantine urged his horse for-
“Gog 2 ordepaq |

od g 1S guards to remove the lmportunate suitor,
, shal] ; .
blSho ) all Judge between thee and we,” cried the dauntless

rig] .’ 30d he demandeq a hearing of his case before the impe-
the | buny, 8

1 . . .
€ ¢ he appeal touched the conscience, or the pride, of
l]perol‘, an

d the demay was granted. A dangerous charge
-

May

A hjg euzn(:g the gay ings of Athanasius are characterised by a shrewd humour.
the to 8 were Pisuing Lijy, up the Nile, in one of hig flights, he ordered
blahop w0 bug about, ang boldly confronted them. ‘“ Where is the fugitive

{4
dollblin on y.dema‘nded- “ Not far off,” he replied with coolest assurance, and,

18 track, eluded pursuit,
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of having detained the corn fleet of Alexandria, whereby the capita}
was threatened with famine, was now trumped up,and the bishop
was exiled to the far-off city of Treves, in Gaul.

The victory of the Arians seemed complete. Secure in t},
favour of the emperor, their heresy was sustained by a Pliant
council at Constantinople, and they threatened to invady §
even the sacred precincts of St. Sophia. The orthodox hetook
themselves to prayer while the arch-heretic Arius was borne with
shouts of triumph through the streets. But like Herod, who wa
smitten because he gave not God the glory, the hour of his exyl.
tation was the hour of his doom. He died suddenly by an awfy
death, akin to the fate of Judas; and the orthodox failed nott, &
point out the }udgment of Heaven, in the doom which had pe. g
fallen the traitor to the co-equal dignity of the Son.

The intrepid spirit of Athanasius was not to be bowed by do. §
position and banishment. In his distant exile he bated not a jo &
of his rigid orthodoxy to gain the favour of the master of the B
world. On the death of Constantine he was rtestored to his see, B8
His return to his beloved Alexandria was like the triumphal -
procession of a monarch. A mighty stream of people, “lik §8
the Nile at its flood,” says the narrator, came forth to meet him B
Palm branches were waved aloft, the richest textures of the i@
Egyptian looms were strewn beneath his feet, the air was fragrant 8
with perfumes and vocal with the hosannahs of the people, an i
the night was brilliant with illuminations of joy. Rival councils
condemned and acquitted the champion of the orthodox faith, (n
the death of the younger Constantine his enemies again obtainel
the ascendant, and a foreign bishop was forced upon the Church}
and people of Alexandria. :

«Scenes of savage conflict ensued ; the churches were taken,»§
it were, by storm ; the presbyters of the Athanasian party werf
treated with the utmost indignity ; virgins scourged ; every atx ‘
city perpetrated by unbridled multitudes, embittered by ever
shade of religious faction. The Alexandrian populace we
always ripe for tumult and bloodsked. The pagans and the Jew:
mingled in the fray, and seized the opportunity, no doubt, ¢
showing their impartial animosity to both parties, though th
Arians were loaded with the unpopularity of this odio

alliance.” ¥
* Milman, Hist. of Christianity. Book IV., chap. v.
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Athanasius took refuge from this storm of persecution at the
gat rival see of Rome. IHis eloquence, bis force of character,
and his unflinching steadfastuess in the orthodox faith com-
manded the support of Constaas, the emperor of the West and of

w the Roman Church. Rival councils in the Euast and West hurled
t their anathemas at one another; and at Constantinople so violent
k was the conflict between Arian and orthodox sects that the whole
A city was in arms, St. Sophia became the scene of bloodshed, and
u the tumult spread from street to street, resulting in the defeat of
k 8 the imperial soldiery. Such were the unhappy results of the
ul B union of a degenerate Christianity with the civil power.
® The Eastern emperor, Constantius, repenting his persecution of
& B8 o valiant a soldier of God, implored a reconciliation with
Athanasius and his return to the see of Alexandria. But the
¢ fickle potentate soon relapsed to Arvianism, and by bribery, by
(!)\te § intimidation, by personal invective, and by military power,

B8 obtained a condemnation of Athanasius by the councils of Arles
g8 d of Milan.

B The time bad now come to crush the bulwark of the ortho-
B (ox faith. A force of five thousand soldiers was thought neces -
B oy to capture one frail old man. The scene as described by
B Vilman was highly dramatic.

“It was midnight ; and the archbishop, surrounded by the more
B devout of his flock, was performing the solemn service in the Church
of §t. Theonas. Suddenly the sound of trumpets, the trampling of
teeds, the clash of arms, the bursting the bolts of the doors, in-
g trropted the silent devotions of the assembly., The bishop on
8 his throne, in the depth of the choir, on which fell the dim light
dithe lamps, beheld the gleaming arms of the soldiery as they
st into the nave of the church. As the ominous sounds

gew louder, he commanded the chanting of the 136th Psalm.

The choristers’ voices swelled into the solemu strain, “ Oh give

ks unto the Lord, for He is good;” the people took up

ftebwrden, « For His mercy endureth forever!” The clear, full

Ruices of the congregation rose over the wild tumult, now with-

bt and now within the church. A discharge of arrows com-

nced the conflict ; and Athanasiug calmly exhorted his people

watinue their only defensive measures, their prayers to their

mighty Protector. The soldiers at the same time advaunced.

be cries of the wounded, the groans of the dying, the shouts of
10
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the assailants mingled in wild and melancholy uproar.  But, be-
fore the soldiers had reached the end of the sanctuary, the pious
disobedience of his clergy and of a body of monks hurried ths
archbishop by some secret passage out of the tumult. His
escape appeared little less than miraculous to his faithful
followers” The church was piled with dead, and its treasures
were left to the pillage of the exasperated soldiery.

For six years Athanasius remained in hiding, impenetrably
concealed from the search of his august persecutor. The story
of his adventures is stranger than fiction. The despotic power of
his enemy filled the world ; aad whole armies were employed in
hunting down the fugitive bishop. Imperial edicts offered large
rewards for the apprehension of the frail old man, dead or alive,
and the most severe penalties were denounced on any who should
grant him any aid or refuge. But multitudes of the faithful
ministered to his necessities, scorning alike the bribes and the
threats of the lord of the world. In the inaccessible recesses of
the Thebaid, in the rocky cells of the desert-hermits with whom ke
had dwelt in his youth, the aged exile four.d an inviolable
sanctuary. Once he was hidden in a dry cistern,and escaped just
before his hiding-place was discovered. Again he was rescued,
at the peril of her life, by a heroic Alexandrian maiden, and con-
cealed and supplied with books and food till he could reappear
among his friends.

From the depths of the desert the wandering bishop waged
incessant war with the Arian heresy, which it was his life-work to
oppose and confute. His polemic epistles—whose words were
half battles—continued to appear, no one knew whence, and §
tke edicts of the emperor were answered by vehement invee-
tives, like those of an Elijah, in which the lord of the Roman world
was denounced as a weak and wicked prince, the tyrant of the
State, the antichrist of the Church. In his golden palace the
master of a hundred legions received from an invisible hauda
wound which he could neither heal nor revenge.®* A new spirit was
astir in the world—the spirit, like that ot a Luther or a Knox, which
in the might of truth defies the civil power and, unarmed, wins
the victory over the sword. Indeed, there is evidence that, issuing
froma his desert fastnesses, the intrepid prelate traversed the

* Gibbon, chap. xxi.
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the g

Eagt

On the dmnesty offered by the Emperor Julian to the ba(;n.shtz(;
sthop » Athanasiyg returned, amid the rejoicings of Alexa.n1 dna,us
*® €biscopa] throne. But he had not learned what the wor c:nd
ence dul'ing his long exile. His opposimox} to pz.xgamsmtate
resy was more strenuous than ever. The imperial apos y ,
L Gi bon, honoured Athanasius with his sincere and pe(f:‘utlzr
Ared, aq commanded his banishment as the. enemy o - 3e
pods, 0 the death of Julian, he returned to h1§ see, A.D. 363,
o Under the persecution of the Arian emperor Valeps, be wa(si;
Compeued for the fifth time to retire from his post of dignity an
dange the Seventy-first year of his age, he §0ugllt refflgﬁa }lln
is father, without, the gates of the city, in which he
find rest from life’s stormy scenes, and there hfe trl(:-
iding four months, The indignant clamours o bl:
op Ddrian Populace procured his restoration, and the venera .
blshop Was permitted to end his days, at the age of seventy-seven,
zealous discharge of his pastoral toil,
nasius, for his Ci)otent, ifﬂuence on the thought and cre(;d
riStendOm, Was probably the greatest man of the ear y
Jrch, the forty-six years of his episcopate, twc'anty f“vere
et ag an exile or 4 fugitive. Five times he was driven rom
hig Post ¢ danger, only to return again with unabated zeal when
. Peril for a time was overpast. Yet none'the less he ruled
fmen from the depths of the Thebaid desert th'an from,
al throne, He braved the power of successive em-
flinep: - cAmly endureq persecution, calumny, and exile, and un;-
lhch'ng Y confronteq martyrdom, not, as Milman‘ ]1a§ remarked,
ot ¢ broaq and Palpable difference between Christlan}by' and hea-
e.nism’ ut for fine and subtle distinctions of the ('}hm?tmn creed,
: iStiﬂctions lie, nevertheless, considered of v1ta} importance
. t ¥ Othodox faith. He reared an obstacle to arbitrary power
WI‘nc SCeptered tyrants have sought in vain to overcome. A
mlghty Spiritua] influence was in the world greater thz.m Fhe
s Spots or the headsman’s sword. The emancipation
o the Peoples, the birth of the civil and religious freedom of the
g2 Beraldeq and hastened by the life and labours of tl}e
bIShop of Alexangyig, When almost every other great ecclesiastic
.

onfer with the leaders of the orthodox fa;tl; ;3
Teat councilg of Rimini and Seleucia, in both the Wes

: n
the tomb Of

Was at last tq
Maineq in

K € Sollls 0
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in the Fast and West was swept away by the Arian heresy, sup-
ported and enferced by all the power of the empire, he, * faithful
found among the faithless,” stood staunch and true—dthanasiv,
contra mundum—alone against the world. It is by its solitary
protest,” says Stanley, “against subservience to the religious
spirit of the age that the life of Athanasins has acquired a pro-
verbial significance,” and that it now, we may add, wields such a
power.

We conclude our brief study of this heroic life by an eloquent
passage from the « judicious Hooker ”: “Athanasius, by the space
of forty-six years, from the time of his consecration till the last hour
of his life in this world, they never suffered to enjoy a peaceable
day. Crimes there were laid to his charge, many. His judges were
evermore the self-same men by whom his accusers were suborned.
Such was the stream of those times that all men gave place unto
it, saving that some feil away sooner and some later. Only of
Athanasius there was nothing observed during that long tragedy,
other than such as very well became a wise man to do,a
righteous to suffer. So that this was the plain condition of those
times. The whole world against Athanasius, and Athanasius
against it. Half a hundred years speut in doubtful trial, which
of the two in the end would prevail ; the side which had all, or
else the part which had no friend but God and death ; the onea
defender of his innocency, the other.a finisher of his troubles.”s

WINTER.

O WIiNTER, ruler of the inverted year,

Thy scattered hair with sleet like ashes filled,

Thy breath congealed upon thy lips, thy cheeks
Fringed with a beard made white with other snows
Than those of age, thy forehead wrapped in clouds,
A leafless branch thy sceptre, and thy throne

A sliding car, indebted to no wheels,

But urged by storms along its slippery way,—

1 love thee, all unlovely as thou seem'st,

And dreaded as thou. rt !

* Ecclesiastical Policy, v. 42,
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THE HUNGRY YEAR.

BY WM. KIRBY,
AUTHIOR OF ‘“THE CHIEN D'OR.”
Parr L

THE war was over. Seven red years of blood
Had scourged the land from mountain-top to sea ;
(So long it took to rend the mighty frame
Of England’s empire in the western world}.
Rebellion won at last ; and they who loved
The cause that had been lost, and kept their faith
To England’s crown, and scorned an alien name,
Pagsed into exile ; leaving all behind
Except their honour, and the conscious pride
Of duty done te country and to king.
Bread lands, ancestral homes, the gathered wealth
Of patient toil and self-denying years
Were confiscate and lost ; for they had been
The salt and savor of the land ; trained up
In hononr, loyalty, and fear of God.
The wine upon the lees, decanted when
They left their native soil, with sword-belts drawn
The tighter ; while the women only, wept
At thought of old firesides no longer theirs ;
At houschold treasures reft, and all the land
Tpset, and ruled by rebels to the King.

Not drooping like poor fugitives, they came

In exodus to our Canadian wilds ;

But full of heart and hepe, with heads erect

And fearless eyes, victorious in defeat.—

With theusand toils they forced theirdevious way
Through the great wilderness of silent woods
That gloomed o'er lake and stream ; till higher rose
The northern star above the broad domain

Of half a continent, still theirs to hold,

Defend, and keep forever as their own ;

Their own and England’s, to the end of time.

The virgin forests, carpeted with leaves

Of wany autumns fallen, crisp and sear,

Put on their woodland state; while overhead
Green seas of foliage roared & welcome home

To the proud exiles, who for empire fought,

And kept, though losing much, this northern land
A refuge and defence for all who love

The broader freedom of a commonwealth,

Which wears upon its head a kingly crown.



150 Canadian Methodist Magazine.

Our great Canadian woods of mighty trees,
Proud oaks and pines, that grew for centuries—
King's gifts upon the exiles were bestoweA.

Ten thousand homes were planted ; and each one,
With axe, and fire, and mutual help, made war
Against the wilderness, and smote it down.

Into the opened glades, unlit before,

Since forests grew or rivers ran, there leaped

The sun's bright rays, creative heat and light,
‘Waking to life the buried seeds that slept

Since Time's beginning, in the earth’s dark womb.

The tender grass sprang up, no man koew how ;
The daisies’ eyes unclosed ; wild strawberries

Lay white as hoar-frost on the slopes—and sweet
The yiolets perfumed the evening air;

The nodding clover grew up everywhere,—

The trailing rasp, the trefoil’s yellow cup

Sparkled with dew drops ; while the humming bees
And birds and butterflies, unseen before,

Found out the sunny spots and came in throngs.

But earth is man’s own shadow, say the wise,
As wisdom’s seerets are two-fold ; and each
Respords to other, both in good and ill—

A crescent thought will one day orb to full.
The ground, uncovered by the woodman'’s axe,
Burst into bloom ; but with the tender grass
And pretty violets, came up the dock,

The thistle, fennel, mullin, and a crowd

Of noisome weeds, that with the gentle flowers
Struggled for mastery, till the ploughman trod
Them down beneath his feet, and sowed the ground
With seed of coin for daily use and food.

But Iong and arduous were their labours ere

The rugged fields produced enough for all—

{For thousands came ere hundreds could be fed)
The scanty harvests, gleaned to their last ear,
Sufficed not yet. Men hungered for their bread
Before it grew, yet cheerful bore the hard,

Coarse fare and russet garb of pioneers ;}—

In the great woods content to buiid a home

And commonwealth, where they could live secure
A life of honour, loyslty, and peace.

The century’s last decade set in with signs

Of coming wrath over the forest land.

The sun and moon alternate rose and set,

Red, dry, and fiery, in a rainless sky ;

And month succeeded month of parching drouth,

il
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That ushered in the gaunt and hungry year,—
The hungry year whose name still haunts tbe land
With memories of famine and of death!

Corn failed, and fruit and herb. The tender grass
Fell into dust. Trees died like sentient things,
And stood wrapped in their shrouds of withered leaves,
That rustled weirdly round them, sear and dead.
From springs and brooks, no morning mist arose ;
The water vanished ; and a brazen sky

Glowed hct and sullen through the pall of smoke
That rose from burning forests, far and near.

The starving cattle died, looking at man

With dumb reproach, as if the blame were his,—
Perhaps it was ; but man looked up to heaven

In stern-lipped silence, or in earnest prayer
Besought relief of God, or, in despair,

Invoked the fiercest storms from tropic seas

To quench the earth with rain, and loose the claws
And teeth of famine from the scorching land.

Slowly the months rolled round on fiery wheels ;
The savage year relented not, nor shut

Its glaring eye, till all things perished,—food
For present, seed for future use were gone,

¢ All swallowed up,” the starving Indian said,
By the great serpent of the Chenonda

That underlies the ground and sucks it dry.”

While equally perplexed at such distress,
Despite his better knowledge,—* Why is this ?”
The white man asked and pondered ; but in vain.
There came no quick response. Nature is deaf

And voiceless both, to satisfy the heart

That needs a deeper answer than she gives,
And till we seek for light of God alone,
Putting ourself aside and all we know,—
Learning the truth in His way, not our own,
The mystery of mysteries remaine.

Sin, sorrow, death ; inexplicable! were

There not beyond the vail a power of love ;
God in the human, infinitely like,

Who bore our pains himself, as if to show

He cannot, without suffering, pluck away

The rooted sin that tangles in the heart,

Like tares with wheat. Permissive love, that lets
Them grow together for a troubled space,

Till ripe for harvest. Love triumphant, when
The Reaper comes, and life is winnowed clean
Of its base weeds, and all that’s good and true
In human souls is garnered up by Him,

Till His vast purpeses are all fulfilled.
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Upon the banks of sedgy Chenonda,*

With sycamores and giant elm trees fringed,
Backed by unbroken forests, far from hail

Of friends’ and neighbours’ help in time of need,
A house of massive logs, with open porch
O'errun with vines znd creepers, fronted full
Upon the quiet stream, that, sleeping, lay

Hot in the noontide sun. A well, with sweep
Long as the yard of a felucca, stood

Unused and dry ; its glaring stones aglow.

Some fields of tillage, rough with undrawn roots
And stumps of trees, extended to the woods
That, like a wall, surrounded e--ery side.

Hovels for cattle that were nowhere seen,

Stood empty near the house ; nor corn, nor grass,
Nor food for man or beast was visible—

The famine for a year had scourged the land !

Upon the river-bank a lark canoe

Just touched the shore with its recurving prow.
A woman's shawl and rustic basket lay
Beneath the paddle, thrown in haste aside

By one who came across the Chensnda

With food and tidings for the dying man

Who lay within the porch, uneonscious all

Of help, or her who brought it. A tall man;
Not young indeed, sun-browned and scarred with wounds,
Received in battle fighting for his King.

His features, worn and haggard, were refined

By intellect and noble purposes

Which beautify the looks as naught else can,
And give the impress of a gentleman.

A face it was of truth and courage, one

To trust your life to in your hour of need ;

But twitching now in pain, witheyes that looked
Enlarged by hunger, as of one who sought

For bread he could not find ; and so gave up

To plead with God for life, and waited death.

He lay, and in his eyes a far-off gaze

Saw things invisible to other’s ken.

Delirious words dropped from his fevered lips
As in a dream of bygone happiness,

That went and came like ripples on a pool,
‘Where eddying winds blow fitful to and fro—
A hunger feast of fantasy and love

That haunts the starving with illusive joys.

¢ Tho Chippewa.
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And one dear name repeated as in prayer,

Clung to his lips and would not leave them ; nay,
Unspoken, one might see it syllabled

In sign and proof of his undying love.

Beside his eouch, in passionate despair,

A woman knelt, clasping his hands in hers,

With kisses and endearing wo'ds, who bade

Him rouse to hope of life, for she had brought

The food for lack of which he dying lay.

Tall, lithe, and blooming cre the hungry year

Had wasted her to shadow of herself,

She still was beautiful. A lady born

And nurtured in theold colonial days ; -
Of graceful mien, gentle in word and deed,

As well became a daughter of the time

When honour was no byword, and the men

Were outdone by the women of their kin—

Who spurned the name of rebel as a stain ;

And kissed their sons and sent them to the war

To serve the King with honour, or to die. . .

Her long black hair, shook loose upon her neck,
Was turning grey with sorrow at the pangs

Of those she loved and could not help. Her eyes
Were full of pity infinite and tears ;

With courage in them to encounter aught :

Toil, pain, or death, for sake of one she loved.

Amid the rage of famine and of fire,

That spread a consternation through the land,

1t had been rumoured : Food was on the way

As fast as oar and sril could speed it on !

** From far Quebec to Frontenac,” they said,

“King's ships and forts gave up the half their stores ;
Batteaux were coming laden ; while the Prince
Himself accompanied, to cheer them on!

The news flew swiftly—was itself a feast,

Gave strength and courage to the famished land.
Fresh tidings followed. One day guns were fired
And flags displayed all over Newark town.

The people went in crowds to see the Prince—
Their royal Edward, who had come in haste

To succour and console in their distress

The loyal subjects of bis sire, the King.

The loving wife upon the Chenonda

Had heaiu the welcome news—in time, she hoped,
To save her husband, overwrought with toil

In fighting fire among the burning woods,

Aud prostrated with hunger, till he lay
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Helpless and hopeless, drawing nigh to death.
With woman’s energy, that’s born of love,
Q’erpowering all her weakness, she resolved

To save her husband’s life or for him die.

With tearful kisses and with fond adieux

And many prayers, she left him in the charge

Of one old faithful servant, born a slave,

And now a freedinan in his master’s house,

And traced with desperate steps the trackless woods
And smoking morasses, that lay between

Her forest home and Newark’s distant town,

To buy, not beg, the bread for which they starved.

. She reached the town ; befriended everywhere—
For each one knew all others in those days
Of frank companionship and mutual aid—
She saw the Prince, the flower of courtesy,
Who lListened to her tale, which, ere half told,
Prompt orcer went to grant beyond her prayer.
And breal end wine, and all tkings needed else,
By. messengers were sent to Chenonda.
A royal gift, bestowed with royal grace,
‘With words of kindest sympathy and cheer,
Which of all gifts are those men hold most dear,

The Prince knew well, of no one but the King,
Or in his name, would these proud loyalists
Receive a gift. *‘ But this,” he earnest said,
““Was not a gift, but royal debt and due

The King owed every man who had been true
To his allegiance ; and owed most to those
‘Who fought to keep unbroken all the orb

Of England’s empire, rounded like the world.”

With fit and grateful words she thanked the prince,
And took his gift and royal message, full

Of gentlest sympathy for their distress,—

Nor rested longer than the first pale streak

Of morn upon th’ horizon rose, ere she

Set out for home, with treasure more than gold :
Bread and the Prince’s message, and returned

The way she came, outstripping, in her haste,

The messengers who followed in her track.

She reached at noon her home on_ Chenonda,

Too late, alas! for one had outstripped her !
Death, like a phantor, had run on before

And entered first, and smit down whom he would !

Their faithful servant lay upon the ground,

Dead in his master’s service ; worn and spent
With hunger, watching, sickness, and a care,
Not for himself, but those he loved and served,—




The Humgry Year. 155

A faithful man and loyal to the last.

And yet a sadcer sight did meet her when,
Upon the couch, she saw ber husband lie,

All fever flushed and dying, gazing wild

With open ejes that saw her not ; and mind
That wandered erazily o’er thousand themes ;
And her, the theme of themes, unrecognized !
She threw herself upon her knees, nor felt

The stones that braised her as she shricked, and gazed
With startled eyes, and wildly called his name ;
Who, deaf to her appeals, talked heedless on,

In his delirium, with words that pierced

The inmost memories of her woman's heart,

“0 Miune! Minne mine! Where are you, love ?
Come to me, you ot noae!” he dreaming said,
Unconscious of ber presevce, or the hand

That smoothed his hair, or lips that kissed his brow.
“Q, Minne mine ! what hinders us to-day

To climb the mountain-summit through the broad
Autumnal forest, dropping leaves of gold

And scarlet on our Leads as we go on ?”

His fevered thoughts strayed back to autumn days
When he had woaed his lovely bride ; the flower

Of Shenandoah—all gentleness and grace,

When, blushing with the consciousness of love,

She gave her willing hand and pledged her troth

One day beneath the spreading meple trees ;

Whose leaves were flushed with crimson, like her cheek,
And life, that day for them, seemed first begun !

(), Minne mine ! my beautiful and true !”
She listened to the unforgotten words,

While grief and terror mingled with the joy
That used to greet their memory in her heart.
“Loving and loved, each oue in other blest,
To-morrow is our happy wedding-day !

The oriols and blackbirds gaily sing,

Mad with delight, upon the golden boughs,
Their song of songs. To-morrow is the day !
To-morrow ! O, my love ! I hear & chime

Of silver bells in heaven, ringing cleas ;
To-morrow is their happy wedding-day ! ”

His words shot straight as arrows, through and through ;
The sweetest recollection of the past

That nestled in her heart and, fed with love,

Lived there encaged, her bosom’s bird ; now rent,
Displumed and bleeding, *neath the shaft of death,

Her tears fell hot and thick, and oft she kissed

The pallid cheek and pressed the hand upled
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Her to the mountain-top, and held her there

In dalliance sweet and fond affection’s thrall ;
While the broad world beneath them opened wide
Its fairest treasures to their raptured eyes,

Soft Indian summer floated in the air,

Like smoke of incense, o’er the dreamy woods ;
So still, one only heard the dropping leaves

Of forests turned to crimson, brown, and gold,
In myriad tints, to craze a painter’s eye.

For Nature’s alchemy, transmuting all,

Gilded the earth with glamour, rich and rare,
As if to give the cye, weary of this,

A transient glimpse of fairer worlds to be.

She wept and listened as he still spake on :

‘“ Thank God for autumn days! O, Minne mine !
In autumn we were wed, in autumn came

Our love’s fruition, when our babe was born.

In autumn, when the laden orchard trees
Dropped ripest apples, russet, red, and green ;
And golden peaches lingered past their time ;
And richest flowers of brown October bloomed :
The gentian blue, crysanthema of snow,

And purple dahlias ; flowers that bloomed again
A year away, with amaranths, to strew

The grave of our young hope—the first and last—
Who died enfolded in thy tender arms.”

She listened, with a look of wan despair,

As he recalled their early bliss. We drink
With bitterness the tale of former joys

Retold in misery. Yet, drink we still,

Kissing the chalice which we know will kill !
She watched, consoled, repeated oft his name,

In hope of recognition ; but in vain,

No wandering syllable escaped his lips,

Though faint as dying breath ; but she divined
Its full intent, and with a woman’s ken,

Saw that his love was perfect, to the core

Of inmost dreams. The thought with human touch
Let loose the tears surcharged her swollen heart.
She wept and listened as he still spake on:

¢, Minne mine ! in autumn, too, we lost

Our smooth-faced handsome boy ; our Raleigh brave,
A stripling full of courage, and athirst

For honour in the service of the King.

He died in front of battle, by my side,

In that hot day we won at Germantown.

T bore him in my arms from 'midst the dead

And buried him beneath the autumn leaves,
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In the still forest, by & boulder stone.

I took thee once to see it—all alone,

We two as one ; and there we wept as none
But fathers, mothers weep o’er chiliren gone.”

Her heart was torn at mention cf her boy,
So good, so dutiful, so early lost.

Aud for a moment a fair picture flashed

Up from the gulf of buried years. She saw
Him with his baby feet, as sea pearls pure,
Essay, with awkward prettiness, to climb
Up to her knee and bosom to receive

A storm of kisses each time for reward.

Ile ceased to speak and breathed with fainter breath,
Like one forspent, and losing hold of life; °

1lis hand grasped tightly hers, as if it were

Iiis last sheet-anchor in the sands, that failed

To hold his bark amid the storm of death.

Parr 11

‘The hunger fever left him ; and he lay

Awake, resigned and calm, to meet the end

e knew was nigh, but feared not, save for her
Whose yearning eyes bent over him with love

And pity infinite.  His noble face

Had brightened with a gleam of holy light,

That soinetimes shines in death, to cheer the gloom
0f that dark valley of the shadow, when

Our hour is come ; when from the couch of pain
We must descend and go, each one alone,—
Alone~—to travel on a darksome road

We know not ; but, when found, a king’s highway !
Broad and well beaten! None may err therein !
Made for all men to travel ; and not hard

For those unburthened and who humnbly take

The staff God offers all, to ease the way

And lead us wondering to the vast beyond.

The ¢ Help of God” is Death’s strong angel called,
Who brings deliverance from this world of care;
Auzrael, who casts his sombre mantle off

Upon the threshold ; and in robes of white,

With loving smiles, will lead us on and on,

Out of the darksome valley to the hills,

Where shines eternal day for evermore !

He lay and looked at her, remembering

The things had happened until all was clear.

“0, Minne mine ! ” he murmwured, ‘1 have been
Unconscious of thy presence and return !
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The fever overmastered me, and grief,

When our old servant died, with none to aid ;
And I fell on my couch and knew no more.

But some one said to-day, or did I dream ?

The woods are all ablaze and roofed with fire

Up Chenonda, and down the deep ravine,

The marshes, dried like tinder, catch the flames;
The very earth is burning at the roots,

While savage beasts tumultuous, rush and roar
In rage and terror from their burning lairs !
How conld I risk ‘hee, love, to go alone

Amid such daxgers as would daunt a man ?

To seek for help in Newark’s distant town,
Where haply help is not—or needed more

Than in our fovests. Everywhere, they say,
The iron grip of famine holds the land ;

And men have long since shared their household corn
To the last handful, and there’s nothing left !

She stooped and kissed him tenderly, with lips

That trembled in an ecstasy of fear,

What might betoken all the signs she saw,—

Then told in broken accents how she sped :

1 care not though my feet were bruised or scorched
Treading the burning forests, if I brought

Good news, my love, to thee, and help to all

The famished dwellers on the Chenonda !”

Then she recounted in his eager ear,

That drank her words as summer dust the rain,
How England’s Prince had come ! and Newark town
Was hung with flags; and cannon pealed salutes

To welcome him from old Niagara's wallg !

And she had seen the river margin thronged

With broad batteaux, all laden down with corn,
Brought by the Prince in haste, to help and save
The King's true subjects in the forest land.

: A gleam of joy across his features shone,
As when a sudden ray escapes the sun,
Shot through a cloud rift in the wintry sky,
Athwart the old gray Mississaugua tower ;
Where it stands desolate, on guard no more
Over Ontario’s ever-changing sea.

““ God bless the Prince!”’ he said, *“'Tis princely done
To bring, not send, the help we sorely need !

A gift is sweetest from the giver’s hand

When face to face we look and understand

Tbe soul of kindness in it to the full,

And one may take King’s gifts and feel no shame,”

He said, to reconcile his manly pride
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To take a gift as alms from even him.

¢ For he is ours and we in fealty his.

We hold this land of England and the King
Though all the sevon plagues around us cling t
Then added, in a tone of fervent prayer:

+ Bless we Prince Edward’s name for evermore !

She told him of his royal courtesy,

And tender words of sympathy for him
And all the loyal people, doubly scourged
By fire and famine in their forest homes.
She told him of the messengers by her
Qutrun, but following in haste with food

To aid the dwellers on the Chenonda,—
While she had brought a basket in her hand
For present need, until the men arrived
With waggon trair and plenty for them all !

“Thanks for God’s murcies ! said he. Thank the Prince
And thee, my love, for all that thou hast done!

I now can die content. The country’s saved !

Content to die—except in leaving thee.”

He turned upon his conch and looked at her,
Asif his heart were bursting with the thought.
#Q, Minne mive !” he whispered, *‘bend thy ear
As thou didst in those happy autumn days
When I first claimed thy hand and oll +hy love.
As thou wert to me then, so be thou now !

For now & greater sorrow waits us both

Thau then, if possible, our mutual joy.

Together we have lived our life of love

In perfect oneness, Now apart; one dead

One living, shall we love alway as now ?

1 hear thee whisper yes, O Minne mine !

Then be it 80 ; for there is nought to fear ;
Though fall between us the mysterious vail
Which hides from mortal eyes the life beyond,—
The vail that is not lifted till we die.”

Between those two that vail did never fall ¢

She heard, but only in her inward ear,

His dying whispers, as she speechless lay
Kneeling beside his couch ; nor marked that day
Had faded in the west and Night had come,
.earing upon her shoulder, draped with cloud,
The harvest moon, that made the very sky

About it black, sosilver clear it shone.

The sonth wind rose. The smoke which filled the air
Far down upon th’ horizon rolled away ;

While shorn of radiance in the moonlight clear,
The stars looked blankly in the porch and saw,




160 Canadion Mecthodist Magazine.

With eyes as pitiless as stony fate,

A sight had melted human eyes to tears.

The rustling sedges on the river-side

Alone made moan about the couch of pain,
Now still forever,—all was silent else,—

True man and loving woman—both were dead !

The Prince’s messengers came quickly ; but
Too late to save, and found them as they died,
With hand and cheek together,—oue in death,
As their fair love had been but one in life,
The last sad victims of the Hungry Year.

Where sluggish Chenonda comes steuling round
The broken point, whose cther side is lashed

By wild Niagara rushing madly by,

Afoam with rapids, to his leap below.

An ancieny graveyard,overlooks the place

Of thunderous mists, which throb and rise and fall
In tones and undertones, from out the depths,
That never cease their wild, unearthly song.
Among the oldest stones, moss-grown and gray,
A rough-hewn block, half-sunken, weather-worn,
Illegible, forgotten, may be found

By one who loves the memory of the dead

Who, living, were the fouuders of the land.

It marks the spot where lies the mingled dust
Of two who perished in the Hungry Year.

Few seck the spot. The world goes rushing by
‘The ancient landmarks of a nobler time,—
When men bore deep the imprint of the law
Of duty, truth, snd loyalty unstained.

Amid the quakiug of a continent,

Torn by the passions of aun evil time,

They counted neither cost nor danger, spurned
Defections, treasons, spoils; but feared God,
Nor shamed of their allegiance to the King.

To keep the empire one in unity

And brotherlivod of its imperial race,—

For that they nobly fought and bravely lost,
Where losing was to win a higher fame !

In building up our northern land to be

A vast dominion stretched from sea to sea, -~
A land of labour, but of sure reward, —

A land of corn to fced the world withal,—

A land of life's rich treasures, plenty, peace ;
Content and freedom, both to speak and do,
A land of men to rule with sober law

This part of Britain’s empire, next the heart,
Loyal as were their fathers and as free !

N1AGARS, Ontario,
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ODD CHARACTERS.

BY A CITY MISSIONARY.

CORPORAL BRIMSTONE'S GARRISON.

L

Dick BRADLEY, elias “ Give 'em away,” alias “ The Poor Man’s
Friend "—the latter a self-bestowed title—was a perambulating
fh-hawker in my district; a rather good-looking fellow, loud

al voice, slangy of expression, given to good-humoured chaff, and
{ nther o favourite with those who knew him. In the daytime
Je “did” a tolerably extensive round, heralding his approach
iv eccentric trade-cries uttered in stentorian tones; and giving
his custorers the choice of a considerably larger stock than
taow-dealers generally exhibited. It was too large a stock, in
fiet, to have been sold in a morning round, but Dick did a
sght-trade in which he sold off, or, as he put it, “gave away,”
shatever was left of his day’s stock. His evening business was
astionary one, and the spot at which he took up his stand was
ppalaly known as Bradley’s pitch. It was a well-selected pitch,
ling situated in a snug corner toward which a nuwber of the
§ orest streets in the districts converged ; and here each night
5 budley might be seen behind his stand; his naphtha lawp

aring, his arms bared for work, bis right hand flourishing his
ife, his left up to his jaw, to give additional loudness to his
nming fusilade of patter. Though his talk about giving fish
way for nothing, “ with a little one in, to carry them away,”
aking to what lucky lady or gentlewan he was making a present
¢ this lot, and the like was merely “ patter,” he really did sell
ww cheap, aud this being the greatest of all “ draws” to the
e, his stall was always surrounded by a motley crowd of cus-
tmers.  Women, with their market-baskets over their arms, and
lading @ child by the hand, were buying in the next day’s

wisons *“ over-night” "because they had to work in the day-
e, or to get a. “ fry ” for supper ; men wlo were lodgers, “ finding
temselves ;” and others, both men gnd wowen, whe, stopping
iimlly as mere lookers-on, were, at the sight of Bradley’s bar-

uns, tempted to becowme purchasers of this or that lot, and go
11
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in for a fish feed. On one day in each week Bradley had also 8
morning pitch in the neighbourhood of the relieving office, for
the especial behoof of those receiving out-door parish pay; 8%
$0 in one way or another he came in the way of trade to have ?
pretty extensive knowledge of the poor of the district. I had ?
speaking acquaintance with him, and as he was a shrewd straight”
forward fellow, sober and hard-working himself, and with no fals€
sympathy for the drunken and idle, but rather a detestation ©
them, he was often able, in a friendly way, to “ put me up ?
wrinkle.” My acquaintance with him, though rather of th.e
casual than the intimate order, was sufficiently close to make !
‘natural that I should miss him, should he be absent from m#
usual haunts; and a time coming when he was absent from ghe?
for a considerable length of time, I did miss him, and seeing t?’ad
he did not reappear, and that 1 did not chance to hear anythln" .
of him, I proceeded to make inquiries as to what had becom® 0
him. A “coster,” doing about the same round as himself, 2%
I'knew, been his chief companion, and meeting that peI‘SOnag
one afternoon, when he had returned trom his round, I asked,™

“Where has Bradley got to, do you know ?”

“ Ah, poor Dick!” he exclaimed, and then in reply to )
question, answered, “ Well, he’s got where youd better po
follow him, 1 expect—leastwise if you've got any respect for y et
carcase, as the sayen is, and meaning no offence to yow
t'other way about.”

“ Where may this dangerous place be 2 I asked. ]
“You've said it!” exclaimed the coster; “dangerous it 1
dunno as it 'ud be perticular safe for the likes o’ me, and it WO,
be dangerous and no mistake for the likes o’ you; the sight 15
you would put his back up like a shot, and when he ¢s UP
pisin; it would be a word and a blow, and the blow tust.” pef
“ 1 really don’t know what you are talking about,” 1 said rat
testily ; “ can’t you tell me plainly where Bradley is 2” wapd

“Ob, yes, 1 can teli you plainly euough,” was the answer, =,
quickly enough, too, for all the goed 11l do you—he's along
Corporal Brimstone in his gaison, as he calls it.” -

« Corporal Brimstone!” |1 exclaimed, “ whoever may Corp®
Brimstone be ¢7” of

“ Oh, I thought you know'd,” said the coster, ““looking m,tb
surprised in Lis turn, “ though I don’t see why you sLould pertie
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f;tiler, for he ain’t the sort of feller to put hisself in your way, or
“et, You pug Yourself in his, if he can help it.”

U Who is e ¢ 7 T asked, impatient at the other's round-
aboutnes&

g Who ig he 2 echoed the coster, with a rather perplexed air,
Yow're -askin’ me what, T never ast myself, or him, though I've
S:O\v’d i to pag the time o’ day with for these two years. ’I
PPose he has got o proper name like the rest on us ; but I don’t
n’ow What it is. only knows him as Corporal Brimstone, Whi({h
e?n 2 real army corporal, and we calls him Brimstone this
ike ¢ r]lmSt(,)ne that.  He likes to be left a]ope, and.most folks
hig b‘ot ® ‘M alone ; but arter all, T think his bark is wuss no:'
evenly » fe is Crusty for certain, as crusty as crusty can b'e,kbl%'
is Vvit(}:lr LY loaves have soft hearts, you know, and so I think it
Comy, him, ) outside crust may be rougher and deeper than
. Wmop

18 shep. ¢ there’s o heart under it. He’s took poor Dick, and
“‘(‘iltenn, and nussin of hip.”

ep Y Tsajq, « What is the matter with Bradley 2
to speeen l.a id Up with rheumatic fever,” was the answer, “had
of thiz:l ¢ his stock money, part with his clf)t.hes, and al@ that sort
Whey, S to keep hisself anq pay for medicine, and tlll}lgs; a.n(’i
ang ¢ couldn’t Pay no longer, he was turned out of hlS' lodgn},
. Woulq o, had to 75 gone into the workhouse—which he’d
Ok him » ra died than dope—if the Corporal hadn’t come and

o« Vere the Corporal and him friends then 2” T asked.

oey'd hardly ever spoke to each other,” an.swere(‘i the
aigy 01 seems Djek he’d been kind to some little %{II‘I as
artey flends of her 0wn, and as the Corporal a sort o looks
1 she ugeq to come every mornin’ to ask how Dick was,
adyif, ;en She heer'q o he was hard up, and was going to be c(jts}t:
the lrindle tells the Corporal, as comes and has a bust up wit
« ', and takeg Dick to the garrison.”
“ ;\n( Where ig the garrizon, as you call it?” I asked.
tiont “ N COrpoml calls it,” said the coster-in a tone of correc-
“i 95t on yg calls it Take-who-can Castle.”

elnpty_»now 1t by that name,” I said, “but I thought it was

it o (») % good many think,” said the coster, “and so it looks, but
nt’\there’s the Corporal and two or three others kennel
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there, and the Corporal he’s head man; con.mander as he C“.”f
hLisself, for though he ain’t werry active, Leing a good deal Cﬂg
pled in The legs, he’s strong and un ugly customer when his bac
put up.” 0
The house in question was a deserted one.  No one seemed of
know properly to whom it belonged ; and certain it was that |
years no one had come forward to cluim it, nor conld the 1005
rating authorities find any person ou whom to levy the taxe,
falling upon house-owners, A popular imjpression with respe?
to it was that it was “in Chancery,” though there was a Secol.lu
party who maintained that it belonged to a merchaut C“Pu‘;n
who had gone to sea and never returned. At one tine it Lad bej
a centre of sensation in the neighbourhood, on the ground that
was haunted. Strange and ghostly sounds, it was said, were o
be heard proceeding from it throughout the night ; and occas'®
ally, it was averred, quickly vanishing lights had been seet
gleam, now from this window, now from that. That there waa;-s,
good deal of invention and imagination about these l“““?un,
there can be little doubt ; Lut there may well have been a fo*
dation of truth in them, for when, in consequence of the excil
ment on the subject, the police broke into the Louse, the ¥ S,
were found to be scampering about it literally in hundre
while everything in the shape of metal fixtures had vanishaa’m
circumstance that might well account for the occasional glei
of a dark lantern. It wuas situated at the corner of a St‘rei,i ’
a “low” quarter of the district, and was a larger, and had opl,i
ally been a much better house than the general run of thf)se d
the street, but under years of abandonment and wreckage, if
come to present a most dilapidated and desolate appeal’a‘?Ce' pe
Of this dismal tenement the man known as Corporal B{"‘mso
had, it appears, taken possession, squatter fashion, occupyils Sen
back rooms on the ground floor, which were the only aparti? v
still water-tight. Having been instructed by the coster ho]‘lo“"
find the back entry to the house, I procecded there on the £ with
ing day, partly to visit my acquaintance Bradley, and Partlydoor
a view to a general exploration. 1 knocked at the ope! © 4
and receiving no answer, was going along the passage, whe? stily
denly I was confronted by a formidable-looking figure that ?1: ed
emerged from a room on the right. It was that of a large- t0
muscular man, whose stalwart form was now, however, bow®
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adegree that considerably lessened his original height; his face
s pale and haggard, and bis deeply sunken eyes had a rather
gild expression. He wore a long, loose, much-be-patched grey
avercoat, fastened in at the waist by a piece of rope; and about
this coat, and about his close-cut iron-grey hair and whiskers,
there was something of a military air. If T had any doubt as to
this being the Corporal, his opening salute would have speedily
removed it.  “ Halt, you brimstone blackbird! Halt, or Tl cut
vou down,” he shouted, flourishing a walking-stick that he bad in
nishand.  Thus admonished, I naturally did halt, though with-
out retreating, and then the Corporal went on.

«So you thought to storm the garrison, did you? But you see
$ i won't do. We don’t want none on your black-watch here, so
§ just bear that iu mind, and don’t try another attack here; if you
Rk Jo, mind you'll get a warm reception.”

«] think this is a tolerably warm one,” T said.

«You may think what you like,” he answered ; “ but take my
alvice, and don’t try to see how much warmer the next would be.
Im not going to be molested and spied upon, so don’t think it;
adnow that ends the parley. ’'Bout face and march.”

«\ell, since you so strongly object to it,” I said, “I won’t at-
tenpt to force my company on you, but I've come here in a friendly
my to sce a friend, who I don’t think would object to seeing
me,and 1 hope you won’t stand in the way of that.”

« And who might you be a friend of as ishere 2” he asked eye-
ing me sharply.

«Dick Bradley,” T answered briefly.

“And what might you ’a done in the way of befriending him ?”
25 the Corporal’s next question.

“Well, I couldn’t say that I'd done anything particular,” I
ad, “simply because, so far as I knew, there had hitherto been
oparticular need ; but that now hearing that he was ilt, I had at
nee sought him, desiring to aid and comfort him in any way
bt I could, and while thinking of his spiritual, not forgetting
bis physical welfave.”

The Corporal paused irresolutely for a minute, and then
nswered, “Well, T won’t be the fellow to half do a good turn. I
mtruthfully say that he was a stranger, and I took him in, and
e doue all I could for him ; but my all ain’t much. He can do
gty well with all the aiding and comforting he can get, and I
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won’t stand in his way of getting any ; so if he says he wants ¢
see you, he can. 'What's your name ?”

1 told him, and then ordering me to stand where T was umtil
came back to me, he entered a room opposite to the one figp
which he had emerged, carefully closing the door behind him. Iy,
very short time he re-appeared, and speaking in a milder tope
than he had previously adopted, said,—

“You made your way in by surprise, but it seems you haveyy
come under any false colours. Youwll find him in there.”

Thus permitted, I entered the room he had just left. It wag,
large guod-sized room, and as bare and desolate-looking as a room
well could be ; but it was much cleaner than I expected to find
it. On a pallet of straw in a corner under the window lay Dick
Bradley, terribly wasted by the disease, from which,however, he was
now recovering. By the side of the couch stood a backless chair
to serve as table, and by this improvised table stood a girl about
nine or ten, whe, young as she was, had evidently been acting as
nurse to the sick man.

“Here you are then, sir ?” said Bradiey, in a woetully wesk
voice, but trying to smile as he spoke. “l am surprised—as [
daresay you can pretty well guess—to see you here, though to
tell the truth, and meaning no offence, I did think yowd’a called
on me before I came here.”

« And so I would,” 1 said, “if I had known you were ill; bt
I did not know till yesterday, and I came to-day, even though I
knew,” I added with a smile, “what sort of a reception I was
likely to meet with from your friend the Corporal.”

“You may well call him my friend,” said Bradley, with grate-
{ful emphasis, “for a true friend in need he’s been to me; o
brother could ’a been kinder to me than he’s been ;—and little
Katie here,” ke added after a pause, “ God bless ’em both.”

“’Cos you was kind to me,” said the child ; “and which, when
T told ’im as ’ow yer were on yer back, and a-going to be bundled
out, and wor a crying about it, he said as them as was good to §
me was good to him.” :

« And in what way was Dick good to you?” I asked, not fron §
any particular curiosity on that point, but with a general viewto §
Jearning something of her history, for I had already concluded
that she was the protegee of the Corporal, of whom the coster
monger had spoken,



Odd Characters. 167

)

«In lots of ways,” she answered promptly; “giving me odd
browns, and bits o’ fish, and speaking kind to me, and not shovin’
me about, or movin’ of me on, or horderin’ me off, like ’spectable
people do; and, more’n all, bringin’ me shells reg’lar.”

« What shells 2”7 T asked.

«Why, hister shells,” she replied, seeming surprised at my
asking such a question ; “they’re the only uns as’ll do; T've tried
whilk uns, but they won’t do—they’re too hard and won’t
flake.”

« But what do you use the shells for?” T asked, for I was still
in the dark on the point.

«Why, to sell to them as keeps fowlses, and as can’t let them
| yan aboub to pick up bit o’ hard for theirselves. I gathers ’em, then
father he burns ’em and pounds ’em, and then I takes the small
rund and sells it to them as wants it to sprinkle on their fowls’
nuns ; and sometimes I gets a horder for a basket or two of whole
shells for grotter work.”

«1 suppose you don’t make much in that way 2” I said ques-
tioningly.

“Oh, [ dun’no,” she said, “there ain’t a fortin in it, but I
might do wuss. I have cleared as much as sixpence in a day,
and most days I makes twopence or threepence; and sometimes
I has grub give to me, and I have had sich things as a frock or
a bonnet or a pair of boots give me—old uns in course, but fit
to wear.”

“But how do you do when oysters are not in season 2 I asked,

auious to learn something more concerning a “rummaging” in-
§ Justry of which I heard for the first time.
“Them’s my hard times,” she answered ; “I gets sand or fine
g guvel instead of shells, but that's Larder to get, and people don’t
are so much for it. Winter is my busy time, 'cos there’s most
hells to be got then ; and when I ain’t on with them, T can go
inder-scraping for our own fire.”

“You spoke just now of father pounding the shells; I suppose
jon mean the Corporal 2” was my next observation.

“Who else should I mean 2” she said. “ T ain’t got no father
odfmy own, and he’s been as good as a father to e, and gooder
than plenty o’ fathers would ’a been.”

“You have no mother either, I suppose ?”
“No,” she answered, shaking her head, “they’ve both been
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dead this ever so long; longer a’most than I can remember. A
aunt brort me up, and it was a bring up, goodness knows. Not
but what she would ’a done right by me. It was her master ag
done it. He was a out-and-out bad 'un as ever stepped. He useqd
to starve her and her children as well as me, and when he useq
to come home tight, which he did pretty nigh every night, he
used to whack us all drefful.” She paused for a moment, shyg.
dering at the recollection, and then went on. “One night, whey
I was about seven years old, he knocked me about so as I thought
he’d ’a killed me. I was three or four days afore I could get aboy;
arter it, and when I could I run’d away and went scratin’ aboy .58
for myself.”

“And whatever sort of ‘scratin’’ might you have taken tg?”
I asked, looking in wonder at the old-fashioned, self-reliant little §
creature. |

“ Oh different sorts,” she answered carelessly; “rooting in the
dust-yard, and among shop-sweepings, and about market-stalls, ¥
and sometimes when the coal-barges was up I used to oo &
raking ’long shore; and sometimes a bigger girl wot 1 know'd
would give me a biv o’ grub to ’elp her to sell fusees and
newspapers, which she was in that line, and used to do werry
well ; and nows and thens women wot wos on piecc-work wonld
give me a job sorting in the rag-shop, or bundle-piling in the
fire-wood yards.”

“ Who did you lodge with ?” I asked.

«“I didn’t lodge with no one” she answered; “I slep’ ou,
under harches, in carts, or empty houses, or anywhere as I could
get, me and some others gen’ly know’d of a lurk or two.”

She spoke with a simplicity and—if I may be allowed the &
expression—inatter-of-factness, that to me seemed intensely 8
sorrowfuls My heart had grown heavy within me as I had §
listened to her. The significance of the thing was unutterably §
sad. It was not merely that one so young in year-, so old iu
bitter experience, should speak of such a life of hardship as
hers had been as a thing of course, but that she should d
so from a knowledge that such a life 4s a thing of couse
with large numbers of children. She had been one of a set of
such ; and the like homeless, friendless, seemingly man-forgotten
little outcasts are to be found in thousands “scratin’ for them-
selves ” in all manner of strange ways and places about the great
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:}l]ty of ndon ; children literally “ born unto. troubl’e ” from

daelr ir UPwards, knowing nothing of “childhood’s happy
ys,» . ) g

8 but little of childish innocence——hu‘ngl‘y, naked,

thc £ sky Ing litt]e Ishmaclites, fearing, and not without reason,

m:t the and of « 'spectable ” society will be against them ; and
Ve

childr OI} and on jf they venture forth from thel}f « lll:l;si;n
oy °n, in Common with ourselves, of the Great Father,
 midgt Ie&ding such a life of martyrdom as should cause most
thing fee Something of shame as well as of sorrow when we
"k of i

A DAY AT WINDSOR.
BY €. HAIGHT, EsQ.

hote{nETLY. Seated after breakfast in the 1'eading—room of my
' 00king gy letters that had Just come to hand by t.he
g Cater fro,, home, and occupied with thoughts that car'rle.d
* 2 brog league away from the busy city, my musu3g,‘s
WhmnSli den]y terminated by a gentlema.n from Toront'o wlltu
ad beconye acquainted in crossing the Atlantic, who
out g aprlloac],ed e and asked if T felt disposed to take a ru;
Cre § Whdsor ang gee the grand dis.play that was to come o
tunitie ¢ aft.er"OOu. As we Canadians have not many oppor-
Senteq o sceing royalty air itself, herte was a temptatlon.pre-
Wortg) o too enticing a nature to be WlthsFood by an ordinary
o the Canadian sort ; and so, turning at once to my
ately ol Saifl, “ Certainly, when shall we l'eave?” « Immed(li-
What,isrxny friend replied.  “ We have no time to spare ; and,

Thyye,. O We shal] have to look sharp to get the train.”
anq :ustlng My letters into my pocket, and seizing my hat
aly,, mbrella, for T haq learned the importance and comfort of

Clouds 2Ving the latter article about me in a countr)f whe1:e the
N you ?;e So dl‘eﬂdfully leaky that they are sure to spill moisture
s iy 4 they are ‘anywhere to be seen, and there are not many
olq isla ® year, T think, that they do not roll over that gra‘nd
nq sinl * TOPPing their fagness on plant and beast:, on saint

“eralike g a remarkable sight to stand in any of




170 Canudian Methodist Magazine.

the principal railway stations in London, from whence trains are
departing almost every hour, and note the rush and push, the
anxious expression marking every face, and the eagerness with
which the multitudes press on and into the coaches of departing
trains.

We are off, and soon begin to emerge from the smoke anq
bustle of the great city. Here and there a tasteful garden o
well-trimmed lawn appears, and is lost. Now a park opeus to
our view, studded with noble old trees whose giant limyg
stretch far over the velvet sward, and whose leaves hang lazily
in the summer air. Now a stately mansion embowered in wogq
and flowers, then beautiful green fields bespangled with butter.
cups and daisies. On we fly past Wandsworth, and now leave
Putney, the birthplace of Gibbon, behind. Now we dash int
the open country, past well-kept hedges decked with wild ros
and honeysuckle. Here and there we catch a glimpse of a quie
voad winding its way through overhanging trees, or a brooklet
dancing out from under :he arches of a time-worn bridge. The
chestnut and hawthorn, in massive bloom, perfume the air. Ther
the gentle ivy festoons a cot with wreaths of green, and yonder
hides, as with a mantle of charity, the cracks and seams of hoary
walls with its velvet leaves. It is delightful even to gaze from
the window of a flying train upon the charming landscapes that
rapidly burst upon the vision like dreams from fairyland, and
then as rapidly disappear. Now we dash across the winding
Thames at Richmond, where dwelt Walpole, Thompson, and
Pope. There is Twickinghaw, and Staines, and Datchet, nestliug
in charming meadows, recalling to our mind the amorous|
Falstaff, in the « Merry Wives of Windsor.” Now the shill]
whistle of the engine pierces our ear. The train stops. The
guards rush past, wrenching open the doors of the coaches
shouting, «“ Windsor.”

We step out on the platform, and there before us rise the
venerable walls of Windsor Castle. It is a fair sight to se
Right regally does it crown the summit-of the beautiful hill
Proudly its towers and turrets stand out against the blue sky.
Peacefully floats the royal standard over dome and battlements
What stirring scenes it brings to mind! What grand pagean
in the days of e'd! How the world has changed since Willia
the Conqueror first built his hunting-lodge in these wild woodsg
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old Park as could be had. T wish I were able to convey 8%
adequate conception of the splendid scene spread out before U
The extensive lawns, the broad and far-reaching avenues, '_;he
magnificent trees rising in ramparts of deep foliage, embraciP8
in themselves all that is beautiful in landscape, and presenting %

the beholder one of the fairest pictures of nature the eye 08%
look upon.

‘¢ Here hills and vales, the woodland and the plain,
Here carth and water seem to strive again ;
Not chaos-like, together crushied and Ifruised,
But, as the world, harmoniously confused ;
When order in variety we see,
And when, though all things differ, all agree.
Here waving groves a chequer’'d scene display,
And part admit, and part exclude the day :
As some coy nymph her lover’s warm address,
Nor quite indulges, nor can quite repress.
Then, interspersed in lawns and opening glades,
Thin trees arise that shun each other’s shades.
Here in full light the russet plains extend ;
Then, wrapt in clouds, the bluish hills ascend.
Even the wild heath displays her purple dyes,
And 'inidst the desert faithfu] fields arise,
That crown’d with tufted trees and springing corn,
Like verdant isles the sable waste adorn,”

But when you fill in this picture with more than a hllﬂdre(:
thousand people, you have a combination beyond the ken of th
painter’s brash  Not that the vast multitude adds to the beatty
of the place, or renders it more attractive. [t requires 10 sub
adjuncts to increase its charms, they diminish rather than add o
them. Extensive as the grounds are the masses are too d"ju;
and too widespread to adorn, and therefore in order to appl'eclfle
the first we must take it by itself, the interest excited by ;is
immense concourse of people is of another character, and to th
we turn.  All along one side of the great lawn or square, 83
as the eye can reach, a sea of human heads erowd up to tn
barriers in the form of 3 semicircle, many of whom have bee
standing along the line since early in the nmorning. th

Leaving our position, we worked our way slowly, and Wwo
much difficulty, towards the saluting point, indicated by b
tall flagstaffs, from one of which floated the royal standard om
Britain, and from the other the royal standgrd of Persia. Fr
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this point, extending both ways, taere were & number of stands
to accommodate the household of Her Majesty,—the suife of the
Shah, foreign ministers, Lords and Commons, anu other favoured
personages. The crush here for a time was very great, and the
pressure we were forced to submit to, seemed sometimes almost
beyond our power of endurance.

Owing, however, to the long delay in the arrival of Her Majesty
and the Shah, (who were to have been on the ground at three, but
did not arrive until after five), a great many left, hoping, no
doubt, to do better for themselves. Holuing on to our footing
and advancing whenever an occasion offered, we succeeded in
d working our way to a point, where we concluded to remain, as
B o should get from it perhaps as good a view of the field as
B . uld be had. A bit of good fortune now fell in our way, a
PR cward, no doubt, for our perseverance. Close by was a carriage,
BB e driver's seat of which was unoccupied. With more eager-
B 1css than good manners, perhaps, we introduced ourselves to the
proprietor, and made known our request, to which he very good-
gl oiuredly consented. The advantages of this arrangement to us,
B8 lowever « cheeky ” it may seem to have been, were twofold. In
the first place, being somewhat weary, it was much more com-
89 fotable to be seated than standing ou tiptoe in an uneasy crowd ;
b and, in the second place, it elevated us so that we could see with
8 qnparative ease over the heads of those in front.

g While we are waiting for the coming of the Queen and her
crtece, we may amuse ourselves by watching the movements
of the immense concourse of people that stretches away to the
right and left as far as the eye can see. Tc me it was a wonderful

deht. T ha’ often been in erowds before, both in Canada and

the United States, but they were but as a drop in a bucket in-
wmparison to this. Amnother thing that struck me was the good-

mture that seemed to predominate, and the universal respect-

ability in appearance and deportment. It was a grand gala day,

8 the people bad come there to do it honour.

i Alittle after five the Scots Greys, which formed the van of
Btk royal procession, debouched from the trees, the staff and

Rile oy horses of the Queen’s carriages could be seen, and now

¢ murmur took wing and rolled on through the vast multitude,

They come!” Steadily the procession made its way across

e green to the right of the line, the artillery on the left flank
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firing a royal salute. The smoke swept away over the trees, and,
making a wide sweep over the lawn, the procession came op
towards the saluting point. The boom of the guns had scarcely
died away, when a hundred thousand voices broke forth ip
patriotic chorus, and a hundred thousand hands, moved by love
of Queen and country, waved and clapped with wild deiight,
It would be impossible for Canadian blood to witness such ap
ovation without imbibing its spirit. Impossible to hear the 1o
of human voices swelling and rending the air without joining
in the shout. Impossible to look over the swaying sea of mey
and women waving hats and clapping hands, without cutting
circles in British air with a Canadiar. “tils.” Utterly impos-
sible, and we did it, too, with a will, because our heart was in it

The Queen’s carriage paused between the flagstaffs. The
Shah, who rode a white Arab, took up his position on the side
of the Queen’s carriage nearest the troops. Her Majesty was
dressed in black, at her side was seated the Princess of Wales,
The Shah, a thin man, with dark features and prominent nose,
wore a blue riband across »is breast. A large gold saddle-cloth
and large silver stirrups were conspicuous, while brilliants and
precious stones glittered on bit and bridle of his Arab home
The Csarowitch wore a Russian cavalry uniform, and the Prinee
of Wales his uniform of Colonel-in-Chief of the Rifle Brigade
Besides these there were stars and ribands and decoratio
without number. Her Majesty having received the royal salue
from the whole of the troops, who presented arms while the
bands nlayed the nationa! anthem, and the colours were lowcrd, §
the royal party now made for the right of th: line to begin the
inspection, the Duke of Cambridge having handed the field- §
state to Her Majesty. While the carriages of the Queen and
Princesses passed along the line the bands played the Persin §
March. They now returned to the saluting point, and the

march past begai at once.
The Royal Antillery fitst moved by with their fine bays in

noble style, then e Household Cavalry with their powerful
horses, the splendidly dressed and stalwart horsemen, passed on
with measured pace. The mount * hands were massed in the
usual place, .ad gave time to the p: :ing horses, with sweet and
monotonous music.  The sun, which had been obseured ly

clouds, now ivoked cut cheerfully upon the brilliant array. The
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z(gene Wag 8ay and beaut\iful, first of all with the natural charm
the 1

| a-Udscape, and also with the cavalry of various unifox:ms

Hl(?vmg on againgt the trees on the far right of the saluting

I«;Olnt’ a0d on the fy, left with the solid advance of the infantry,

&ti:::, thiso 3 OW'ed other military manauvres, which I shall not
escribe,

of . Y& Were by 7,000 men on the field, and as a gallant show

aa Sl fore of picked soldiers of various arms, the parade
S Perfect, Every man and horse upon the ground was a
thorou ¢

The R ghly taught anq drilled unit, turned out .in perfect .orde.r.
for L€ Wag 1ot wanting in any accessory which could give it
Y ang beauty. Its elements were g historic and lively
alnilic: € SOvereigng, princes, princesses of . variqus ] 1'oyal
> & crowd of nobles, a gieat gathering of English

pontle ‘€N ang ladies, and 4 greater gathering of those who are
the E € to a]) drawing-rooms, but in whow lies the strength of

U8lish nggion
cur\:’eleu)all_‘vas over the Shah took froxp his Grand Vizfer o.
Puy ersiap sword, with a golden hilt and a scabbard lot
iy terpy, “lvet, ang bresented it, with m.uch grace and some duhy
uke Cled Seitences, to the Duke of .()ambridge. When the
to the a tlanked the Shah, he imm.edlately hau'ded tlheds:;ford
admirim, ‘;sep n her cartiage, and gtter Her l\{[z.gestyd ad f)iltxe
Mgy, o IF became ay object of much notice an curiosity
o € Princes g princesses. . Ny

anq Iplng to get g still closer view of Her Ma.]eAzsty,.my i‘meud
Cast]o Our seat, and hurried away in the dlrect1911 of the
Darati.vel N ! mlI‘lense mass of people, who had remained cons-
the gre Y Quiet for S0 long a time, now began to move, am'l soon
the trgg WL, Which had been reserved for tbe manceuvring of
Ohwy, ts, Was.s.prt over by an eager multn?de, who pressed
of the 1o 0 get, if Possible, a nearer lm.)k 'at the Shah, for to ufost
P 81 ug 'Sh people he was the principal centre of attraction,
eeme(fton n ?dvance of the great crowd, we legghed what
Sdge op s g favourable point, aud took up our position on the
to the |, te “arriage track which leads through t.he ialn avenue
before sates op Cltrance to the castle. We did not wait lqug
8lowl © Toya] carriages came in sight.  They were moving

Y .
Way o Wards, and in a few moments passed us. Our success
complete

" e could not have desired g better glance at
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our noble Queen, and those who accompanied her, than we g,
The expression of the face seemed to indicate pleasure apg
gratification, and we thought she had good reason to feel pleageq
with the result of the brilliant affair which had just terminateg
Next came the Shah en his milk-white charger, a beautify
creature, that seemed proud of the burden it bore, and whigy
won our admiration as it moved on with the cavalcade, gently
curveting and prancing. After the Shah came his attendans,
among whom was one who bore a silver stove, in which was 4
tire to heat the golden teapot, which another attendant jyg
charge of, or to light the mixture used by the Shah when e
smokes a pipe. ‘

All was now over. The grand pageant woved on through the nf
gates of the castle and disappeared. Hurrying away as fast aa,
possible to the station, and thinking ourselves fortunate to gez}
a place to stand in the guard’s van, we are soon woving op |
towards the city, which is reached in due course. At nine w
are seated in our hotel, highly pleased with our day at Windsur

ToroNTO, Ont.

THE STILL SMALL VOICE.
BY ROBERT EVANS.

‘Tue mighty angel of the wind passed by,

And with his iron wings the rocks were cleft ;

An carthquake rent the mountain right and left,
‘Then through the opening rift the flames leaped high ;
But God was not in all that met the eye.

Then Nature seemed of every sound bereft,

And through tha tissues of the warp and weft
Of silken silence breathed a voice so nigh—

It was the voice of God,—its gentle tone,

Like to a benediction bathed in love.
Elijah thought that he was 2]l alone,

But tcre were thousands nuinbered, sealed above ;
A seed for God, reserved in Israel,

Who had not kissed, or bowed the knee to Bel,

HBauiLtoN, Ontario.
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THE REV, WILLIAM PHILP.

BY THE REV. DR. SANDERSON.

w ‘“ Death loves a shining mark.”
IT .
firgy ha}llfIN a brief space, during the menced to work for the Lord—do-
Year, no f° the present Conference ing what he could in the social ser-
d aneYer than five of the ven- vices of the Church and in the Sab-

o0 Copnre OVed fathers of the Lon- bath-school. In 1832 his name was
nd Yy STENCE have ceased to work placed on the local preachers’ plan

S.w,

ldr.o € Revs. A. Hurlburt, as an exhorter, and the following
g“d W, P;ll"l - Ryerson, R. Corson, year he emigrated to Canada, settling
Our !'P have passed from la- in the town of Cobourg. Here he

:‘ll‘orta]ﬁyr?f"ard. Such an unusual remained, serving the Church as a
th°se w) o:t§0]emnly admonitory to local preacher and class-leader until
€ fielq of ll! linger and labour in 18340, when a wider field of useful-

it m toil, . ness opening to him, he entered the

ot Nope fMory is precious. Yet worl of the ministry of the Metho-
Cloyg or fs the memory more pre- dist Church in Canada. His first
fRQV. W, agrant than' that of the appointment was to the Hallowell
1;"’ m ‘t ilp, who, as a Christian Circuit, at that time one of the most
1s : fifty years, adorned important in the entire work. A very

nearly Lonlf§ and, as a minister gracious revival ensued, and among
¢ alt a century, shunned the many converts was Geo. Young,

od, are the whole "counsel of now Dr. Young, the ex-President of
L Mr, Phj} . the Toronto Conference. The Sid-
°Stwithie]p ¥2s born in the town of ney Circuit was his next field of toil i

3rq, 1808 ’COmWall, England,Aug. and, amid abounding discourage-
218 gran'dm ¢ Came of a royal line. ments, the spirit of the Lord was.
v Sa \Odther, on the maternal poured out, and two hundred and
oears, anq ;. cthodist for sixty-one twenty-four were added to the
C“e of R Is gl‘eat-grandfather was Church. Hamilton, Dundas, Nel-
OTnwan BrSt.IOC&l preachers in  son, Georgetown, Oshawa, Farmers-

at urchapftlzed and confirmed ville, Waterloo (Kingston), New-
Schende its of England, Mr. Philp castle, Weston, Waterdown, and
te 0] ypg; Ministry and Sabbath-  Cooksville successively shared the
caenth Year € attained his seven- advantages of his apostolic ministry.
Tn'm- an agpe t this period he be- In each of these appointed fields of
colmS“Y- ndant on the Methodist his happy toil, God was with him,
doVerteq t WO years later he was and many were the souls given to
Urip © God. This occurred him in his self-denying labours,

R}ie ign;nrl?;r"enpus revival, under “As ointment poured-forth,” is the

ks, g ppontality of Christiana name of William Philp, in each of

b{)d love We‘nd female, whose faith these Methodistic centres, at the

otﬁssed of < Signally owned and present hour !

Cht’:rs Who, 4 ‘;1‘- _Among many In the life of Bro. Philp there was.

s tisg ere this time, were led to  a greal deal of sunshine. His was
bse ot less than four, who a happy life. He walked not alone

ue
‘éshefulqm?r:ilg’lbecame honoured and in the law of the Lord, but also in
§ Urch of aers qf.the Methodist the comfort of the Holy Ghost. His
p'h.Q Philp nada""lz-, J. Musgrove, countenance was usually the speak-
o p, is or: Coleman, and W. ing index of his inner life. As a
Y, Mr, pp.0ul being filled with preacher he was clear, pathetic, and
1'2 ilp Immediately com- practical. His trumpet gave no un«

.



178

certain sound. The grand old doc-
trines of Methodism were presented
by him in all their fulness and fresh-
ness and freeness. He was emi-
nently useful. No starless crown is
his in his eternal home. Those who
knew him well will readily agree
with the writer that punctuality,
fidelity, earnestness, and love were
conspicuous in his life 'and labours
as aminister of the Lord Jesus Christ.

In the year 1875 he paid a visit
to his native land, after an absence
of forty-two years. In conversing
about this visit, he said, “I never
felt such a feeling of loneliness as
when 1 placed my foot on the soil
of my native country—a stranger
among strangers.” And yet it seem-
ed to be the crowning joy of his life
to be permitted once again to visit
the scenes of his earlier days. In
his diary are the following records :
“July 11th, 1873, Sunday.— Attend-
ed the old King Street Wesleyan
Chapel, where I was converted and
my first religious days were spent.
It was with mingled feelings I en-
tered that sacred place. | felt grate-
ful to God for the way I had been
led and brought back after forty-two
years.” “July 18th.—I preached in
the evening in the Wesleyan Chapel
in my native town, to a good, atten-
tive congregation. My feelings al-
most overcame me, but the Lord
helped me, and 1 had a gracious
time.” “ Thursday, Aug. 5ch.—I
bade all farewell and left” Lost-
withiel, never expecting to see it
again.”

Ten years ago he superannu-
ated and, with his loved wife, made
his home at Waterdown, with his
son, Dr. Philp. Five years later,
while residing with his "eldest son,
the Rev. John Philp, M.A., he was
called to sustain the greatest of all
of life’s losses —the loss of an affec-
tionate wife, who, for so many varied
years, had been his faithful and de.-
voted companion. After again spend-
ing some time with Dr, Philp, he
returned to his son John’s, then sta.
tioned at St. Mary’s, and subse-
quently accompanied him to this
city, where he was very happy and
useful. One very dear to him and
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dwelling under the same roof; 5!
he “never knew father to be X
pier or more joyous in spmtSf i
during the last few months © rest
life. He took the deepest lmz of
in the prosperity of the caus the
God, and found great delight 11)\113"”
services of the Lord’s house. ¢ be
will remember the prayer tha 255)
offered (so full of holy earnestP";
on the last Thursday evening furt
he attended service in the Lega -
Hall I never shall forget the br e of
ings of his heart at the thl‘?l“ de-
grace, in connection with fami yvc -
votions, on the Jast Saturday eeach
ing of his life. Mentioning e, he
member of the family by nar"L(’),d,
placed their case before the rest
and besought His blessing t0 Sabr
upon them ; and then on the nd
bath morning the peculiar Joyd 10
interest with which he llster-]eed it
the word of life. Many notic€ »
and have made reference to it 51?8

On Sabbath evening, August }2 ot
he preached in the London
Church from the words, “ Bernl )
lay in Zion,” etc. His last s€ othe”
and Christ his theme | Lre ah% e
Sabbath dawned he was befor® "o
throne! On Sabbath evem"gand
returned home very cheeift the
full of thankfulness. ~ During .
night he was taken ill with’ € hort
morbus.  The struggle was at 5%
and sharp, for on Wednesdays fro®
p.m., the 21st, he passed away 3’
earth, “ to be forever with the ¢
In consequence of the severe
acter of his illness he was 2 wough
converse but Ilittle. Yet € s of
was said to evince the firmné
his trust in Christ. “«we

“Dear father,” said his 50“n’1 s
fear you will soon be taken fro ;is
The dying sire’s reply was, " pll
well, my son. I have no fear gied
is well.” He lived wlezll;
well ! His three sons, Rev- J: by *
London; J. R. Philp, of W,ﬂ'ﬂ:oyﬂf
and Dr. W. Philp, of Haml g
cherish his memory with 8% eqt
tenderness and love. NO &d 10
could have been more devO us 10
his children or more apxlf’fe nd
their welfare, both for this i
that which is to come.
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d}' of our departed brother
. censlt:— etresxdence of his
Churer €8 to the Queen’s
ters,'t A hurch by six senior minis.
s tilrman of the District
5 ¢ Cortege entered the

the I y Iam th i
ife) goi € resurrection and
Persop. S3ith the Lord,” etc, Many
a dista;x cfzumsters and others, from
» A8 wel] ¢ citizens, at-
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tended the service, which was of
unusual solemnity. The Rev. Drs.
Williams, Rice, and Sanderson ad-
dressed the assembly. After the
service the body was conveyed to
the Great Western station, and sub-
sequently interred in the family
burying-ground, at Waterdown.
“Many die as sudden—few as safe.”

“BAPTISMA.”

BY THE REV. JOHN M’MURRAY.

OMET;
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ltetown, Ethe press in  Char-
e Rey, Jc;h * 1» @ small work, by
itle bn' Lathern, under the
e ecllng the substance of
eressed by the author
rge young people of his
Wera ! abouet Otr}e hundred gr whom
'me candidates for
?_;nbership. As may be
N Waso this circumstance,
teregy one of much religious
Vival . at locality—, precious
Suc?]n\and? as is often the

of the moccasmns, the advo.
oSy in e dl_lc “Water theory were
Culiar ... d1Ssemination of their
ggmas, and, with a zeq)
g the etter object, were pur-

converts W}?; hOf Proselytism. The
ledge oad b::n brought to

ins Pel salvation,
i .t"Umentahty of the
Oyance &n‘St"Y’ Were subjact to

om the persistent in-

& and cyp i
. Merey, ning craftiness
a?llii 100ke(lemSt agents, and naty-
nd ; €Ir pastor for pyid.
}:fed to thé‘.‘st_ﬂ{c. on in a]j th'ftu:’g-
i loyg ip 't Initiatiop into Church
MPortany 2t this, to them, highly
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Pulp;; discoui;; a frequent topic
3 hor would it he

*“ One Lord, one faith, one baptism.

necessary that they should often do
so were it not that anti-pedobaptist
advocates introduce their views of
the ordinance upon all occasions,
and, as the corner-stone of their
system, attach to it an importance
quite unwarranted by the teaching
of the Lord Jesus and His apostles.
At such times it is incumbent upon
the Methodist pastor to guard and
guide his flock in relation to the
question of baptism, and thereby
prevent the unwary being carried
away by sophistry to pastures less
likely to promote their spirituality
and growth in grace; for although
we rejoice to acknowledge that the
Baptist denomination contains very
many of the excellent of the earth,
yet there is good reasou for believ-
ing that there, as in other Churches
which give special prominence to
external rites, there is, proportion-
ately, a loss sustained in regard to
matters of weightier import ; and
especially is this the case where
strong persuasion is employed to,in-
duce young converts hastily and'in-
considerately to take upon them-
selves the vows of the Lord’s ser-
vice. The pastor who could see the
souls that the Lord had given him
as the fruit of his toil exposed to
danger of this kind, and not lift up
his voice in warning, would be
chargeable with a gross dereliction
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of duty. But of faithlessness such
as this, the worthy <uperintendent
of Charlottetown Methodist Church
is not capable. Hence his timely
pulpit testimony on the baptism with
water and the baptismn of the Holy
Ghost and of fire; and then, in re-
sponse to a request for the publica-
tion of this .course, there was
issved the treatise styled, ‘“Bap-
tisma.” The book, on its first ap-
pearance, was so well received, and
answered its purpose so admirably,
that a second edition was soon called
for ; and that which was quite a
small work has now developed into
a volume of considerable size. There
appears to have been a want of care
in the correction of the proof sheets ;
but otherwise the getting up of this
greally enlarged edition of * Bap-
tisma ” is highly creditable.

That, however, which is especially
gratifying in this volume, is the
marked ability and the Christian
temper in which the author bas ful-
filled his task. He has acquitted
hiinself in a manner that reflects
upon him the highest credit for acu-
men and painstaking research, and
with a manifest purpose to set forth
the truth, as he believes it, in the
charity of the Gospel. The book
is scholarly and critical, and thcugh
its terms are sometimes trenchant,
yet no words employed are needless-
ly sharp, nor are its pages sullied by
any expiession unworthy of the
Chiistian gentleman. The tempta-
tion to a depaiture from sthe law of
courtesy was by no means slight;
for there entered the list against the
first edition of “ Baptisma,” a would-
be champion on the immersionist
side, in the person of a Rev. Dr.
McDonald, who put forth a reply,
under the highly pretentious title,
“ The Voice of God,” abounding in
great swelling words, which, in the
estimation of those best capable of
judging, amount to very hule. A
part of “ Baptispa,” in i, enlarged
edition, is devoted to the lucubra-
tions of this redoubtable knight, and
toward him Mr. Lathern deals some
home-thrusts, which are all the more
keen and telimg because of the gen-
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tlemanly spirit in which they are
given, o

The volume, as a whole, will b 1}
found to be a comprehensive angd
masterly work on the baptismal cop.
troversy, both as to the subjectsanq  §-«
the mode. Inarrangement it differg .
from other works of this nature.
and though it may at first sight seem
fragmentary, as resulting from the
form in which it originally was given
yet its plan is ingenious and its ar.
guments conclusive. There is o
quibbling employed. Al its utter
ances will bear scrutiny. The author
clearly shows that throughout the
Old Testament Scriptures the ide
of submersion is always indicative
of calemity and not of blessing, The
antediluvian world was submerged
and destroyed, while Noah and h;
family in the ark represented bap.
tism, as sprinkled by the rain from
heaven. The Egyptians crossing
the Red Sea were submerged ang
perished, while Israel in crossing
was baptized by sprinkling and were
safe. 1 Cor. x. 2. In the divinely
appointed ordinances of the Mosuc
economy, sprinkling and pouning are
employed, but always expressive of
blessing.  In numerous promises,
blessing is symbolized under the idea
of affusion : I will pour water upon
him that is thirsty.”  “I will pour
my Spirit upon thy seed.” il
sprinkle clear water upon you, and
ye shall be clean.” *le shal
sprinkle many nations.” “Thee
shall be showers of blessing.” Thus
the grand pervading idea in cere-
monles and prophecies and pro- §
mises, in which aftusion is expre:sed, §
is always good  Our author very
expressively says: “.Always god
and never evily always bivssug and
newer calamty ; always salvation
and never destruction”  He e
asks : “Would it not have been
strange if, in the baptismal clement
of Christianity, the mcde always
suggestive of salvation had been st
aside, and another mode, which, in
figurative teaching, had always yp
fied destruction, had been substi
tuted ? It would have been dificul
with our conceptions of the ordel
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supper, meant the principal meal of
the day; and because, in the ad-
ministration of this sacrament, we
use only the smallest quantity of
bread and wine? It would not be
difficult, upon the basis of such a
parallel, to construct a conclusive
reductio ad absurdum argument ;
but the simple suggestion in the
direction of consistency in dealing
with the two sacraments of the
Church, and of making the same
law of interpretation to sweep the
whole circle, shows sufficiently the
supreme folly of attempting to build
up a lofty fabric upon so slight a
foundation.

Another point of great excellence
in this volume is that the author
aims at leading his readers to rise
from the question of baptism with
water to baptism with the Holy
Ghost,—that leaving the outward
and visible sign, they may secure
the inward and spiritual grace ; not
being satisfied with the shadow and
the symbosl, but reaching forth to
grasp the substantial reality; and
his earnest words in this direction
are well fitted to aid in this highly
desirable result. His grounds of
argument from the mode of the Spirit-
baptism, and his quotations from the
New Testament in the use of the
Greek prepositions as indicating the
apostolic idea of baptism, are so
presented as clearly to exhibit the
significancy and beauty of the sym-
bol employed in the pentecostal
baptism of the early disciples ; and
this view of the matter leads the
spiritually-minded Christian up from
the material sign to that which is of
heavenly signification ; so that the
pious heart will rise from this train
of thought, not merely satisfied that
the ground of his initiation into the
Church of Christ is safe and Scrip-
tural, but also greatly edified, and
strengthened in faith to look up for
the oromised. baptism of the Holy
Spirit.  Those who profess to trace
back their origin to the honoured
messenger who came to prepare
the way of the Lord, would do well
to remember the prominence given
by that holy man to the special
privilege of that dispensation of
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whicl he was the forerunner. This
was the burden of his message :—
“1T incdeed baptise you with water;
but He that cometh after me shall
baptise with the Holy Ghost and
with fire” And some of the last
words of the ascending Saviour were
evidently designed to lead the dis-
ciples to look from water baptism to
something far higher : * John truly
bhaptised with water, but ye shall be
baptised with the Holy Ghost.” Is
not this the baptism to which the
minds and hearts of all the Lord’s
disciples should be especially di-
rected? And if we wait for this
great privilege as the early Church
waited for it, shall we not receive it,
even as they? It came down upon
them. It filled them. It gave tiiem
enlightenment, unction, power, bold-
ness, purity, love, joy ; and all these
in fulness of measure. This bap-
tism of the Holy Spirit is what is
especially needed in these latter
days ; and looking above that which
is merely ceremonial and ritualistic,

WINDSOR, N.S.
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we should wait for this. Another
quotation from the book under re.
view will not be out of place in thjs
connection : - “ Unquestionably tgo
much of recognition, far too mych
in controversy, has been accorded
to a matter of mere form. ‘Tpe
letter killeth ; but the Spirit giveth
life” ¢ How shall not the minista.
tion of the Spirit be rather glorioys '
The genius of our holy Christianity
like the snow-white, brilliant dome
of the loftiest Alpine mountain, toy.
ering in grandeur above mist and
vapour, in_its magnificence of spi.
ritual reality, stands far above thy
region of shadow and of form. ‘For
in Christ Jesus neither circumcision
availeth anything, nor uncircumei.
sion, but a new creature. And a5
many as walk according to thisryle
peace be on them, and mercy, and
upon the Israel of God.”” We hape
that “Raptisma” will have the wide
circulation of which it is so desery-
edly worthy.

CURRENT TOPICS AND EVENTS.

STANSTEAD WESLEYAN COLLEGE.

We propose giving, during the
course of the year, a series of papers
on Methodist Colleges, with due
prominence to those of our own
country. In order, however, to aid
as much as possible the special
effort now being imade on behalf of
the Stanstead College, we anticipate
our article on that institution by a
few remarks in its interest at the
present time—although we are with-
out all tae data that we need for the
adequate treatment of the subject.

A primary idea in the estab-
lishment of this college was to aid
our Church in its work of French
evangelization in the Province of
Quebec. It was found, by the ex-
perience of the several Protestant
churches in that difficult yet pro-

mising field, to be absolutely neces:
sary to have some institution in %
which to educate the children of §
persons forsaking the Romish com:
munion, and to educate young §
French converts for evangelisic
work among their fellow country-
men. The Church of Englandand
the Preshyterians have their colleges
and institutes for this purpose. but,
although the Methodists have more
hearers in the eastern townships
than any other denomination, til
the establishment of this college
they were without this necessay
adjunct for carrying out their Church
work.

It is also necessary to comperg
sate for the deficiency in the ed
cational system of the Province off
Quebec, which, owing to the Rom




i Catholic  preponderance in the
! population, is quite inferior to the
‘w provision made for Protestants in
"t he other provinces. The Roman-
ists, on the other hand, spend large
sums on their own denominational
institutions.  Their colleges and
E . convents are numerous, and aie
£ °  often buildings of palatial extent.
b ! Inthese a large number of Protest-
£ ant children are exposed to the
© wiles of the papacy, at}d are often
¢ perverted from the faith of their
{ fithers. To maintain our position
i asa Church in the country, and to
t furnish an antidote to this Romish
teaching, the Stanstead Wesleyan
k| College was founded by the zeal
-‘j.v- and energy of the Methodist min-
]

isters of that province. Among the
active agents in its establishment
and maintenance have been the
Revs. Messrs. Wakefield, Washing-
ton, Hansford, Hagar, Holmes,
Scott, Hardie, and probably others
whose names are unrecorded in the
data before us. A spacious college
tuilding has been erected, 142 by
52 feet, with a wing 37 by 42 feet,
and four stories high, of imposing
architectural design.

} The college has been in opera-
 ton since January, 1874. From the
§ frst it has taken a high rank in the
educational institutions of the coun-
wy. Stanstead, as a site for such an
mstitution, is unquestionably un-
supassed in regard either to salu-
bity, or to charming and varied
scenery, while its rare natural ad-
vanlages are supplemented by art
and culture.  QOwl’s Head, Mons
Elephantis, Mount Orford, and Lake
\lemphremagog, form a panorama
f peerless beauty. The college
wis established as a proprietary
intstock institution.  Over $32,-
oo of stock was paid. Although
e college has been doing a good
icducational work from the begin-
ing, the pressute of the hard times
bad caused an accumulation of
23,000 debt at last June. In 1876
ke college was presented by the
ickholders to the Montreal Con-
rence, thus becoming a completely
maexional institution. The value

=
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of the property was estimated at
§s0,000. A vigorous effort has
been organized to lift the college
from its embarrassment. The min-
isters of the Montreal Conference
have subscribed $6,488 ; the pecple
of Montreal $4,200, and the people
of Stanstead $5,1135, in addition to
the amount of over $15,000 which
they had previously subscribed to
the founding of the institution. An
appeal is now being made to the
Western Conferences, which, con-
sidering the extreme financial de-
pression, has met with a very gen-
erous response. The late General
Conference very heartily recom-
mended the college to the patronage
and liberality of the whole Church,
and authorized its agents to solicit
aid throughout the Connexion.

The failure to carry on the
college would be a great calamity
to the Methodism of Quebec,
which is maintaining such a gallant
conflict with the stupendous power
of Popery. If a forced sale of the
buildings took place they would fall,
at a greatly depreciated value, into
the hands of the Romish authorities,
who can always find money for their
schemes, to be empleyed as a nun-
nery. Thus we should have the
humiliation of seeing a building
erected by Protestant efforts for the
promotion of Protestant principles
employed for a directly antagonistic
purpose. It would be like the story
of the eagle feathering the shaft
with which itself was slain.

But we cannot believe that this
disaster will take place. We are
confident that the Protestantism of
Ontario will come to the help of our
brethren who are fighting our
battles with the ignorance and
superstition of Romanism in Quebec.
There is evidence in that province
of a movement on the part of its
Romish population to the light, and
this is no time to quench the beacon
which we have kindled in the
Stanstead College. The Rev. Alex.
Hardie, M.A,, the Moecral Governor
of the institution, will represent its
claims in the principal churches in
the west. We bespeak for him the
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sympathy and co-operation of the
friends of Protestant education
wherever he shall go.

THE JUBILEE YEAR OF THE CHRIS-
T1AN GUARDIAN.

The circumstances attending the
jubilee year of the Christian Guar-
dian are unparalleled, we think, in
the history of journalism. We be-
lieve the fact is unique that the
editor of the first number of a peri-
odical is permitted, after the lapse
of half a century, to write the
first editorial of the jubilee number.
And that vigorous article gives ¢.i-
dence that the veteran editor’s
mental vision is not dim, nor his
natural force abated. Dr. Ryerson’s
striking contrasts of the past and
the present, of the wonderful pro-
gress of half a century, are very in-
structive and suggestive. We can-
not sufficiently admire the energy,
and the wise appreciation of the
power of the press, which led the
Methodist preachers of those days
out of their narrow incomes, and
amid the difficulties of the times, to
establish a religious newspaper. We
venture to say that no agency during
the last halt century has been more
promotive of the higher interests of
the Church and the country than the
Christtan Guardian. 1t strikes us
that if the conspicuous loyalty to
their own Church organ of the early
Methodists were imitated by their
successors of to-day, there would be
no difficulty in obtaining the in-
creased circulation for which the
editor asks. Never was there more
need for a vigorous religious jour-
nalism than there is to-day. Never
was the character of the veteran
Christian Guardian more deserving
of the moral and material support
of the Church, which it so ably
represents, than it is to-day. One
of the striking features of the jubilee
number was the admirable memorial
poem of the editor. It is-a noble
treatment of a noble theme, and is,
so far as our knowledge extends, the
finest poem on the power of the
press extant.

Books and papers are the greatest
moral educators of the day. 1In
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general intelligence and in practica)
efficiency in life, the members of e
household abounding with books
will be found vastly superior 1o
those of the household withoy
books.  Yet, well-to-do heads of
families, who grudge no expense ¢
feed, and clothe, and adorn thejr
children’s bodies, will often starye
their minds by withholding the sm)j
amount necessary to provide menty,
food for those committed to thejr
care The Methodist Church of
Canada, in its periodical literature
has made a rich provision for the
mental and moral education of the
500,000 persons attendant upon its
ministry. Yet that provision is only
very partially utilized. For $3 5o
the Christian Guardian, Merho.
DIST MAGAZINE, .S. S. Bunner, and
S. 8. Guardian will be sent 1o any
family for a whole year, or the ‘o
former of these for $3 so. Fora
family of nine, the whole amount is
only 50 cents each, one cent a
week,—for the weekly and monthly
visits of those valuable periodicals,
For a family of five, it is less thap
two cents a week. How far would
that go in feeding or clothing the
body? But is not the life wor
than meat and the body than rai-
raent? Is it not more imperiant to
nourish the mind, and heart, and
soul, which shall live forever, tha
to pamper the appetites, or adom
the body, which shall perish in the
dust? If either must be pinched
and restricted, shall it be the morta! *
or immortal part? Many old sub-
scribers to our Church periodicals
are retrenching their expenditure by
cutting off their subscriptions. We
are persuaded it is falsc economy.
A little less sugar in the tea, a litdle §
less butter on the bread, a htle less #
ornament on the person, or a little §
longer wearing of the apoarel il §
make all the difference between the
loss and the continuance of those
valuable visits. We are persuaded
that if it were put to the vote of the
members of the household, they
would cheerfully make the sacrifice, &
if need were, and thus at once culi-
vate a noble spirit of self-denialof
the body and secure an invaluable
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mon cancer, the model Republic
does not offer any special attrac-
tions to detach us from our filial
relations to the most stable throne
and most revered sovereign on
carth.  We appreciate too well our
free institutions. We are too dem-
ocratic, as Lord Dufferin assured
his Chicago hosts, to submit to the
perils of stuffe.dd ballot-boxes, cau-
cus conventions, and a practically
irresponsible Cabinet and President.
At all events, we are likely, as a
result of our present system, to have
as our chief ruler a statesman, a
gentleman, and a scholar—a Dur-
ham, an Elgin, a Dufferin,—and
not an Andrew Jackson, a “Zack”
Taylor, or an *Andy” Johnson.
The less said about the “ antics” of
the Canadians 1n welcoming the
representatives of their Queen the
better. \We have heard of some
remarkable antics played in New
York over a “ Japanese Tommy ” or
a Sandwich Island King Kalakana.

Has not the United States, in its
extensive territory stretching from
ocean to ocean and from the Gulf
to the Lakes, ample room and verge
enough without coveting the vine-
yard of the Canadian Naboth? Is
1t generous? is it just? is it com-
mon courtesy for this able editor to
dip his pen in gall and write his
acrid gibes against a friendly neigh-
bour? “ We have no use for royalty
on this side of the Atlantic,” forsooth.
“ European monarchs must not come
this way.” “If Disraeli expects us to
let his plans alone, he must not in-
terfere” — mark the word—* with
matters on this side of the sea.”

If this sort of rhodomontade had
appeared in a fifih-rate political
sheet, fishing in very muddy waters
for the Fenian vote, we should have
treated it with contempt. But its
appearance in the foremost religious
paper in the Union, or in the world,
excites our sorrow and surprise. We
rejoice to.believe that it does not
represent the general sentiment of
the American nation, nor of its
chief magistrate, nor of its execu-
tive officers, nor of its leading
minds, towards its northern neigh-
bour. ~ A letter now before us, from
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an American Methodist minister,
“deplores” and, on behalf of his
fellow Christians, repudiates that
discourteous language. The gen-
erous sympathy of the American
press in the late domestic bereave-
ment of our widowed Queen, and
the filial regard of the better type
of American minds to that Old
England out of wkose loins their
grand country has sprung, recip-
rocated by the recent noble utter-
ances of a Stanley and a Gladstone,
convince us that peace and good-
will are the cherished sentiments
between the kindred nations.

The following generous sentiments
of Joseph Cook, unlikely as the anti-
cipated event is to happen, do more
credit to the American people:
“What I want is not the annexation
of Canada, and not her incorpora-
tion into the American Union. I
want a day to come such that, if
Encland ever grows weak after her
coal mines are exhausted; if ever
Russia takes possession of the Ti-
gris or Euphrates and makes Eng-
lish rule difficult or impossible in
India; if ever the inevitable ap-
proach of age comes to our parents
in the British Isles, the shoulders
of America may be broad enough
to provide, as the oldest son in the
familv, for the yourger children,
and for the parents also. Let it
come-—an American Anglican alli-
ance !”

More worthily, too, does Dr. Hol-
land, in S¢ridner’s Monthly, remark :
“ We are delighted with the expres-
sions of lovalty which have attended
the reception of the new Canadian
Governor and his wife. Canadais a
friendly neighbour, with whom it is
for the interest of the United States
to cultivate the most cordial rela-
tions. She wants wnothing of us
politically, and we want nothing of
her; and it is gratifying to learn—
what this reception seems to have
proved—that Canada is content with
the very mild foreign rule under
which she lives; nay, that she has a
sense of pride in being brought
closer to the heart of the empire
by the presence within her borders
of royal blood. This reception pro-

Canadion Methodist Magazime.

mises well for order and peace anq
unity, on which our neighbour 15 ¢
be heartily congratulated.”

For forty years the loyalty of the
wide-spread British empire has ral.
lied around our revered and beloyeq
sovereign, the common head of the
whole nation. In that time the
American people have had ten pre.
sidents, each of whom representeq
only the favourite of but one po)is.
cal party. The quadrennial elec.
tions are almost national convulsigas
and once, indeed, rent the nation for
a time in twain. While we like ng
American institutions, we would ep.
phasize the words of Lord Dufferip
to 211 Canada in his farewell address:
“T would exhort you to cultivate the
most friendly and cordial relations
with the great American people. A
nobler nation, a people more gene-
rous and hospitable does not exisi,
Of my own knowledge I can sy
that they are animated by the kind-
liest feelings toward the Dominion,
and I cannot doubt but that the two
countries are Jestined to be united
in the bands of an unbroken friend-
ship.”

FAILURE OF A WORTHY ENTER §
PRISL.

We regret that, after a vigerous
career of eleven years, the Am
Dominion Monthly Magazine b
been compelled to succumb to the
hard times. This magazine ws
conducted with much enterprise and
ability, and has done much to de §
velop and foster a native literature §
among us. It, at one time, had &5 §
many as 3,000 subscribers, yet, in s §
continual efforts at improvement,it¥
lost from $1,000 to $3,000 evey
year. It dies with honour in th
field. Its last number is the b
vet published. It contains no les
than forty-six speciallvy prepared en-
gravings, among which are thiry
illustrating an admirable article 0
Oka and its inhabitants. We sha
miss a valued exchange, and symp
thize with the publishers in the @
appointment of a laudable ambitiong

Only two literary magazines,
believe, now survive in the Dom
ion. One of these is of a pur
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Hesse-Darmstadt. The fair English
princess,

‘8o young, so good, so much well done
Of life’s best work, so much left still to do,”

stricken down, a sacrifice to her
mother-love and care, calls forth
the sympathy of every heart. That
sympathy which is felt in every
English-speaking home, brings the
lofty and the lowly together with the
sense of a common sorrow, and is
the touch of nature that makes the
world akin. But our hearts turn
with deepest feeling towards the
twice-stricken mother and queen, to
whom the fatal fourteenth of Decem-
ber will henceforth be an anniver-
sary of double sadness. The spon-
taneous expression of her people’s
love and sorrow has deeply touched
Her Majesty, and, as she feelingly
says, “ will remain engraven on her
heart.” Again may we use the
words of the laureate uttered with
reference to her first great bereave-
ment :(—

Break not, O woman’s heart, but still endure :
Break not, for thou art Royal, but endure,
Remembering all the beauty of that star
Which shone so close beside thee, that ve mace
One light together, but has past and left

The crown a lonely splendour.

May all love,
His love, unseen but felt, o’ershadow thee,
The love of all thy sons encompass thee,
The love of all thy daughters cherish thee,
The love of all thy people comfort thee,
Till God's love set thee at his side again.

One of the most touching tributes
to the Princess that we have seen is
the following, which, as it would
lose much of its beauty by transla-
tion, we leave in the original :

IN OBiTUM PRINCIPISSE ALICIZ,

Filia cara, soror dulcis, fidissima conjux,
Mater, cui roboles vita pretiosior ipsa,

Te tua voce una gemit Anglia, te memor isdem
Prosequiturlacrymis, te nunquam oblita silebit.

METHODIST MISSIONS AND THE
INDIAN TRIBES.

The following item with reference
to this subject is of interest : The
Hon. Senator Aikins, in a speech as
chairman at a missionary meeting
held in the Dominion Methodist
Church, Ottawa, referring to the
late Rev. Mr. Macdougall’s influence
in the North-west, said that the
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Blackfeet Indians, formerly the most
bloodthirsty, had become  quite
tractable. A gentleman also told
him that there was a band of Indians
living on the slope of the Rocky
Mountains who would never sit
down to a meal without first asking

Canadian Methodist Magazine.

struck him as an  extraord
statement, but was confflfmeoticc
what had come under his of
while going through official ¢ the
pondence connected with
Mounted Police.

.. pad
the divine blessing, Thlsinag

e

RELIGIOUS AND MISSIONARY
INTELLIGENCE.

———

BY THE REV. E, BARRASS, M.A,

WESLEVAN M ETHODIST.

The meeting of the London dis-
tricts, to inaugurate the “Wesleyan
Thanksgiving Fund,” was a grand
The amount subscribed
exceeded $1350,000. It is anticipated
that by the tine all the circuits have
been canvassed, this amount will be
made up to $200,000. Should the
entire Connexion contribute as liber-
ally as the metropolis has done, no
doubt the proposed sum of one mil-
lion of dollars will be forthcoming,
The achievement will be one of
the grandest in the annals of
Methodism.

The General Committee of the
Theological Institution have pur-
chased an estate of seventeen acres
near Birmingham, on which a new
college for the Midiand District
will be erected. The work will be
proceeded with without delay. .

The following statistics exhibit
the growth of Wesleyan Methodism
in connection with the DBritish
Conference. Mr. Wesley left at his
death, in 1791, upwards of 70,000
members, and at the beginning of
the present century the number had
increased to nearly 110,000, Since
then the following decennial in-
creases have been reported : (18z0-
30), 57,375 ; (1830-40), 74:586; (1840-
50), 35,099 : (1850-60,) decrease,
47,966 ; (1860-70) increase, 38,160 ;
(1870-78), 32,405.

The following is a cheeriug evi-
dence of progress in the ‘mission of
North Ceylon. 1In 1867 there were
twenty-nine preaching places, now

ve
there are one hundred ; the"vﬁ;
English missionaries, now sefo‘n,,
then four Tamil ministers, now 0¥
teen; then three catechist® ch0°1
twenty- two; then 55 dﬂ)”sm m
teachers, now 150; then 337 n 9%
bers of society, now 898 ; thse. the?
boys in day-schools, now 4,96 '968;
22 boys in day-schools, now 4
then 241 girls, now 1,520. i
A Mag;zine of Home a}"d Forﬁﬁ
Missions, bearing the title o1 ¢y
Home and Abroad,” chiefly the
oung persons, is now issue ,
Zecreétralr)ies at the Mission Hous%,,.
he Missionary Notices fof ttef
cember is full of interesting ’goulb
relating to India, China, A
Atfrica, and the West !nd‘ez he
biographical sketch is given
ev. Samuel Hardy, who
passed away, after having
three terms of service in In
considerable period in Al
and in South Africa for the
teen years of his life. He harmof‘
in the service of the Society f0 (hirty
than half a century, and for evey
years he was chairman owas t
foreign district to which he pant
tached. His end was triump ofied
Sir Francis Lycett, who h]if)dis“"
devised liberal things in Mel‘;ing thé
recently issued circulars invi oli
youngmen ofthe variousme“'.‘:lp th-
circuits to meet him at a socia 2iqg
ering for conversation reSn -
Methodism. Some sevente€® "had
dred ost of whott gy
young men, mos! 10
come from the provinces ond‘d
their fortunes in London, respP

v
se’s
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doing much good among the In-
dians. He writes very encouragingly
respecting the Bible class, which he
bolds for the young people of both
sexes.

The poor Indians at Oka, though
still the objects of persecution from
their oppressors, hold fast their pro-
fession. A series of extia meetings
was recently held among them,which
was attended by Mr. Laforte, the
Indian preacher at Hogansbury,
New York. Mr. Laforte said he
never witnessed before such a time of
God’s power.

The Hon. Algernon Heber Perry
has addressed a very affecting letter
to the father of thelate Rev. K. W.
Skinner, whose sudden death by the
explosion of his gun caused a
feeling of sympathy in the hearts of
thousands.  The hon. gentleman
had been on a hunting tour, when he
found the dead body of the mission-
ary, which he conveyed to Fort Carl-
ton, where it was decently interred
after the inquest. Mr. Burns, of
Toronto, a former schoolfellow of
Mr. Skinner, who was attached to a
surveying party, rode fifty miles on
horseback to attend the tuneral,

Respecting the missions among
the French, one missionary writes,
‘“Any mission among the Roman
Catholics is naturally arduous and
trying, but during my eight years’
experience in this work that on this
mission (Hull) is the most so of any
that I have known. 1 am thankful
for two converts trom Popery since
Conference.” tHe writes encourag-
ingly respecting the effects of circu-
lating the Scriptures, and knows of
some who are weary of Romanism,
but are held back by fear of their
bigoted and intolerant neighbours.

All the missionaries bestow con-
siderable attention on the young, and
are hopeful that the seed sown 1n the
youthtul hearts ‘will be found after
many days. The brethren on the
French missions have many dis-
couragements, but they now and
then eet with evidences that their
labours are not in vain. In their
visits among the Juditans, they find
some who are Jike Nicodemus—-
secret disciples,
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BOOK NOTICES.

The History of the Administration
of the Right Honourable Frederick
Temple, Earl of Dufferin, K. P.,
G.CM.G., F.RS., late Governor
General of Canada. By WIL-
LIAM LEGGO, Barrister-at-Law,
Ottawa. 8vo, pp. 9oi. Montreal:
Lovell Printing and Publishing
Company. Toronto : G. Mercer
Adam. Price §3.

The period of Lord Dufferin’s ad-
ministration was one of the most im-
portant in the history of Canada.
The recently confederated provinces
had to be brought into harmonious
co-operation and certain early as-
perities removed. Then a great po-
litical crisis followed, characterized
by intense virulence of party war-
fare, and resulting in the defeat of
the administration which had pre-
sided over the early years of the
Confederacy. Awmid these stormy
scenes, Lord Dufferin played the
part of a wise constitutional Gover-
nor, and, although accused at the
time of political partizanship, as
everybody now admits, he held the
scales of justice between the rival
parties with an even hand. These
are considerations which lend to this
volume its special value. Itis not
the record of au uneventfui lustrum
in our country’s history, but of a
great transition era,—of an impor-
tant epoch in its political and social
evolution,

The administration of Lord Duf-
ferin has been conspicuous for the
warm sympathy of the Governor
GCeneral with all that concerns the
moral, material, and intellectual pro-
gress of the country. He traversed
its length and breadth, and became
familiar with the varied aspects,
conditions, and necessities of its
several provinces. He visited its
educational institutions and, by the
donation of several hundred medals
for proficiency in scholarsbip, evinc-
ed his practical sympathy with their
prosperity. But it 1s by his nume-
rous and felicitous publicaddresses—
weighty with wisdom and flashing
with wit—that he will be best re-
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membered among us. These “ygry
of the wise” are all placed on pey.
manent record in this noble volume
accompanied with an account of the’
circumstances under which they
were uttered.

A preliminary chapter gives g
account of Lord Dufferin’s persopg)
history before his appointmert 1,
the governorship of Canada; apg
another gives a condensed summg
of the recent political history of the
several provinces. The record of
His Excellency’s journeyings is very
full, in some respects, we think, neeq-
lessly so,—the transient interest of
the various public entertainmens
hardly demands their being chropi.
cled in a permanent history, Ve
doubtless, to many the personal ally.
sions and incidents of the time il
possess a living interest.

The author by no means conceals
his own political views and prefer-
ences, and has not attempted 1o
write in a severely judicial style
We have not observed, however, tha
his statements of matters of faqt
have been questioned ; and as for
personal inferences and opinions,
every one is at liberty to form these
for himself. The book is, mechani-
cally, a very handsome specimen of }
Canadian manufacture—in paper, §
type, engraving, and binding—and
its goo octavo pages are exceedingly
good value for its price. It is ded-
cated, by permiission, to the Countess
of Dufferin, and is embellished with
excellent portraits of Her Excellency
and her noble consort.

Misleading Lights; a Review of
Current Antinonian 1heories of
e Alonement and Fustification.
By the REev. E. HartLEy D&
WART. 8vo, pp. 16. Methodisl §
Book Rooms. -
It is well known that there arc}

certain plausible theories.on the su

ject of the Atonement anid Justi
tion, which are copspicuously thrus
forward by many popular evangelis
that do not harmdnize with Meth
dist interpretation of the Word o



God. It is to the examination of
these theories and the demonstra-
tion of their unscripturalness_that
Mr. Dewart addresses hiwmself in
this pamphlet. It is written with
his characteristic vigour of style,
clearness of insight, and convincing
logic It is eminently timely that
these plausible but erroneous doc-
wrines, so rife in the religious world,
should be confronted and confuted,
as has been done, by the incisive
en of the author of this pamphlet.
The ministers of our Church will
find it promotive of a rational piety
i their congregations to give this
refutation of those false doctrines a
wide circulation, especially in com-
munities where the erroneous teach-
! ing with which it grapples has been
i gisseminated.

Smiles and Tears; Skelches from
feal Life. By the REV. E. BAR-
gass, M.A.; with introduction by
the Rev. W. H. WiTHROW, M. A.
j6mo, pp. 200, gilt.  Toronto:
Hunter, Rose & Co. and Metho-
dist Book Rooms. Price 53 cents.
Thisis a dainty, full gilt volume,

ft for Queen Titania’s hand. We
congratulate our brother on the at-
inctiveness, outside and inside, of
hsbook. It consists of a series of
welve sketches from life, written in
8 4 vivacious and vigorous style, of
g epenences and  incidents  which
2 bave come uader his personal ob-
B cevation in a somewhat protracted
% and varied munisterial career. Bro-
wher Barrass understands the York-
¢ character and dialect as “to
the manner born,” and those who
aefond of @ good Yorkshire Metho-
story will find several here. We
cnnot better express our judgment
of his book than by quoting from
our own “ Introduction : ”

“In this volume the writer has

gen examples of piety [not “of

puiies” as a typographical error
mkes 1t] that are an inspiration to
k2 holier lifBvand examples of evil
dhatare a warning of its awful retri-

Ricions,.  The author, with powers
dabservation of unusual acuteness,

ipossesses powers of description of

salvividness. He ~resents bere
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a sheaf from the gleanings of a
lengthened observation and expe-
rience. It will be found to contain,
intermingled with flowers of fancy,
wholesome herbs of grace, together
with the fine wheat of true wisdom.
It will, we doubt not, benefit both
head and heart, and instruct and
edify while it will greatly entertain.”

The Canada IEducational Monthly
and School Chronicle. Edited by
G. MERCER ApaM. Vol [, No.
1. 8vo, pp. 64. Price $1.50 per
year.

Nothing is a more striking de-
monstration of the educational pro-
gress of Canada than the appear-
ance of such a high class and ably
edited monthly as this—devoted
especially to educational subjects.
Mr. Adam brings to his task a cul-
tured taste, a practised pen, wide
bibliographic knowledge, long con-
nexion with publishing, and a deep
interest in educational matters and
in our native literature. His article
on ‘““ Schooi Manuals,” in the present
number, treats with wise suggestive-
ness the unsatisfactory condition, in
some respects, of the text books in
use in our schools. The article on
“ University Consolidation ” dis-
cusses a question which must, before
long, receive legislative attertion.
The suggestions ot Mr. McHenry,
of the Cobourg Collegiate Institute,
show the feasibihty and advantages
of consolidation. The present la7s-
sez faire policy should not last much
longer.  School Hygiene, Teacher
Training, Natural Science in Schools,
and kindred topics are discussed by
practical educationists, T1his month-
ly should receive the generous sup-
porteof the profession. It cannot
tail to prove a valuable assistance in
therr important work.

The Atlantic Monthly depends
entirely upon its literary merit, with-
out any aid from illustrations. It
has an unsurpassed list of contribu-
tors, including Mrs. Stowe, Iong-
fellow, Whittier, Holmes, Warner,
Steadman, Aldrich, Heury James, jr.,
“ H. H.,”and others. Price $4 co—
clubbed with this magazine for

$5 25.
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THROUGH THE DESERT.

Air by MozaRT, Words by BOWMAN STEPUTNSOY,

S EESETE e e ey
Tt e

@E‘gﬁﬁ_ﬁ_ﬂ:ﬁﬂﬁ—ﬁ eSS =Sc=uEr
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promised land, March march from Egypt’s strand, March till we reach the promis:d fand,

e s

s Though within the bounds of Egypt
Is many a pleasant wile ;
Though the plains are green in Goshen,
fat the banks of Nile;
Better the rock-drawn water,
And manna irom above,
While round us and upon us
Rests God’s bright smile of love.
March, march from Egypt, &a
3 Though Am'\lck arrayeth
11is might to bar the road,
We smite him ; for we combat
Clothed with the might of God.,
Though Maral’s wells are bitter,

Our God doth make them sweet ;
And strengthen’d by one trial,
We march the next to mect,
March, march from Egypt, &e_

4 S0 soon we'll reach the Jordan,

The goal of all our tail,
Dividing from the region,

‘That tlows wuh wine and oil
We'll to our cov’nant country,

March through the parted tide,
And mount the banks of heaven,

With Jesus for our guide.

Barch, maich fiom lign)t, &e,




