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A COG-WHEEL RAILWAY,

CLIMBING MONTE GENEROSO.
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MOUNTAINEERING BY RAIL.
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strong and mentally resolute.
Now, however, the engineer is
abroad. Mountaineering has, by
the application of mechanical ap-
pliances, been made possible to
those who are neither physically
strong nor mentally resolute; and,
though considerations of financial
profit, more than a sympathetic
desire to put the luxuries of the
mountain-top within the reach of
the physically weaic, may have
moved the engineer to activity,
still his achievements are a won-
derful witness to the mastership
of the human mind in its conten-
tions with physical difficulties.
There is nothing particularly
skiliul in the zig-zag system of
mountain railways; and so far from
its being the original thought of
any particular engineer, this zig-
zag system of ascending moun-
tains had its earlist inventors in
the beasts of various kinds whose
natural homes are in.the moun-
tains. Horses and oxen and
sheep, which, in the main, are
found only in those mountains
where man has taken up his abode,
Those luxuries of life which are adopt the =zig-zag method of
peculiarly connccted with the climbing mountains as naturally
ascent of very high mountains, as the chamois and the mountain-
and with periodic residence in the goat. The common-sense in ani- - .-
habitations which crown their mals led them to show that the °
summits—Iluxuries of feeling and zig-zag path up the mountain-side
luxuries of scene—have, until a is easier for ascent than j:he
comparatively recent date, been straight path. In mechanical
only accessible to the physically mountaineering, whether man
Vor. X1L,VIIIL Xo. 4
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A COG-WHEEL RAILWAY—MOUNT PILATUS.
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likes the fact or scorns it, the
mountain-goat is the pioneer; and
in many instances the path of the
gnat has indicated the path for
the pack-horse; the path of the
pack-horse has indicated the path
for the diligence; and the path of
the diligence has indicated the
path for the steam-engine. An
interesting example of the process
of road-making is supplied in the
history of the St. Gotthard Rail-
way.

The writer of “ Over the Alps”
says : “The use of the Gothard
route as a line of communication
between the valleys of Switzer-
land and the plains of Lombardy
dates from about the middle of
the thirteenth century. Albert
Von Stade published an account
claiming that it was possible to
reach Lucerne in three days from
Bellinzona. At that time the road
consisted of a simple footpath,
and that a very poor footpath.
Towards the close of the century
it came into further use for pack-
animals, rendering possible the
transport of merchandise to a
limited extent. Little by little
the road continued to be im-
proved; but this improvement was
so slow that it was not until 1775

CLEANING THE ROCK ON MOUNT PILATUS.

that the first coach went through next decade, the adiacent Cantons
it from Altdorf to Giornico. In co..pleted the rcad from Gos-
1820, the Iederal Government be- c¢lcuen to Airolo.  Then, half a
gan the construction of a first- contury iater, came the St. Gott-
class post-road on the north side hardRailway, —piercing mountains,
of the mountain; and, within the spanning chasms, bridging tor-
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WOLFERT VIADUCT—MOUNT PILATUS RAILWAY.

rents, scaling heights, and form- the growth and progress of science
ing, in its entirety, the grandest and civilization.” '

engineering triumph of modern But there are mountains in
times. In this slow, but steady Switzerland which cannot be
development of the dizzy, unfre- ascended by the zig-zag system of
quented footpath, into the solidly- mechanical mountaineering; for,
constructed, granite-bedded rail- like some other of life’s obstacles,
way, we read the whole story of they are by nature so constructed
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that there is no getting round
them; the only way to master
them is to attack them in front.
This the engineers have done.
There are five mountain railways
in the neighbourhood of the city
of Lucerne — the Gutsch, the
Burgenstock, the Stanzerhorn, the
Rigi, and the Pilatus railways.
The Gutsch,
the Burgen-
stock, and the
Stanzerhorn
railways are
constructed
up the face of
these moun-
tains; while
the Rigi Rail-
way climbs
up the back
of the Rigi,
and the Pila-
tus Railway,
ascending from one side,winds
its way round to the back of
the Pilatus.

, There are several systems
of mechanical power repre-
sented in these several moun-
tainrailways. Two carriages;
the descending carriage
weighted with water, con-
nected to the ascending car-
riage by a strong wire rope ;
the carriages here, as for all
mountain railways, being

raised behind to a perfectly THE
level floor. A toothed-line  semmering
of rails running up between RAILWAY.

the rails on which the carriage

travels; and a very powerful and
perfect brake, operating upon
both ends of the carriage, consti-
tutes the Gutsch railway system.
The Burgenstock Railway is
worked by electric power. The
Stanzerhorn is part of the way
worked by electricity like the

Burgenstock, and part of the way
worked by a cable like the Gutsch.
The Rigi and the Pilatus rail-

TUNNEL ON
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ways are worked by locomotives.
There are engineering reasons
why no uniform system has been
adopted in dealing with these vari-
otts mountains.,

Pilatus is a very interesting
mountain to the sight-scekeis who
visit Lucerne. From Alpnach-
stad, the place where the Pilatus

Railway commences, to DPilatus-
Kulm, the place where it termin-
ates, the ascent is 5,528 feet. The
length of the railway required to
make this ascent is 15,020 feet.
The average gradient is about
38 in 100.

This railway is a wonderful
construction, and as the passen-
gers upon it are borne slowly
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valleys which are immediately ad-
jacent to Pilatus, and the far-away
country surrounding the city of

Zurich, which, but for this rail-

From the upper terminus of the
Pilatus Railway, Pilatus-Kulm,
there is a considerable amount of
mountain-cimbing, in a small

.
- . N

VIEW FROM SUMMIT OF MONTE GENEROSO, ITALY.

way, would be inaccessible to
thousands, for whom scenes from
mountain-tops constitute a luxury
of life of the highest order.

way, available for ladies and for
weakly men. A staircase, with an
iron balustrade, supplies a five-
minutes’ climb to the bold and




open summit of the Esel. A
path, very well prepared for ten-
der feet and feeble frames, leads
from the hotel, Pilatus-Kulm, to
the Tomlishorn, 1,470 feet higher
than Pilatus-Kulm; whilst for
those who are unequal to a climb
of that height, the southern peak
of the Matthorn; which is about
400 feet lower than the Tom-
lishorn, can be reached by an easy
gradient, walkable in about three-
quarters of an hour.

Mountaineering by Rasl.
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ist who has made the ascent of
Pilatus a day’s work, whether he
has done it by the railroad or by
the footpath, has experienced such
sensations—sensations of  sight,
and sensations of feeling—as will,
if it be his first visit to a mountain-
top nearly 7,000 feet above the
level of the sea, make him long
for their repetition. For

The Alps arrayed in stainless snow,
The Andean ranges yet untrod,
At sunrise and ut sunset glow
Like altar-fires to God.
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GALLERY ON THE SEMMERING RAILWAY.

The view from this cluster of
mountains is both extensive and
interesting. The snow-covered
mountains of the Bernese Ober-
land, the Monch, the Eiger, and
Jungirau, can be splendidly seen
from the top of the Esel; whilst,
looking north, a string of lakes—
Lucerne, Zug, Sempach, Baldegg,
and Halwyl-—carry the eyes in that
direction, until vision is bounded
by the blue range of the Jura.
With such air as the top of Pilatus
supplies, and such scenery as can
be seen from its summit, the tour-

In no country in the world
have such engineering feats
been accomplished as in Switzer-
land. It seems as if wherever
a goat can climb the Swiss en-
gineers will run a mountain
railway. The St. Gotthard Tun-
nel, above referred to, is
one of the mightiest works of
modern times. The length of the
tunnel is a little over nine and a
quarter miles, or about one and a
half miles longer than the Mont
Cenis Tunnel. The tunnel is from
5,000 to 6,500 feet below the peaks
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of St, Gotthard. Its construction
is thus described by an engineer :

‘¢ At the entrance to the tunnel were
huge-air reservoirs, in which the air was

compressed by means of the water-power
of the Reuss and of the Ticino to less
than one-twentieth of its volume. The
compressed air was conducted in pipes to
the scene of operations, where it entered

Methodist Magazine and Review.

a cylinder, the piston of which was forced

backwards and forwards with immense

velocity by the expansion of the air.  The

piston was connected with the perforator,

which penetrated deeper and deeper into
L]

!

TREBERG.

MOUNTAIN RAILWAY—BELOW

FOUR TRACKS IN VIEW.

DLACK FOREST

THE

the rock at every stroke. After the bor
ing the perforator was withdrawn, the
nminers put in the charges of dynamite.
the explosion of the dynamite followed.
shattering the rock. Compressed air was




then allowed to escape into the opening,
driving the smoke to the mouth of the
tunnel.  The debris was removed and the
process repeated. The work of excava-
tion was preceded by exact measurements
aud caleulations, in order to ensure meet-
ing in the interior of the mountain.

ON THE SEMMERING RAILWAY.
TUNNEL AND VIEW OF TRIESTE.

“The obstacles met with were many
and various. They consisted especially
in the hard and difficult nature of the
rock, fissures, beds of clay or loam, and
frequent rushes of water, the latter being
a most serious interruption to the work.
The saddest day during the nine years
the tunnel was in construction was on
July 19th, 1879, when Louis Favre, the
contractor, was struck with apoplexy while
inspecting the interior, and died in the
arms of the persons accompanying him.

On February 28th, 1880, a perforator
from the south side penetrated the last
partition between North and South. The
workmen on either side exchanged greet-
ings, and the leaden capsule containing
the portrait of Louis Favre was pushed
through the aperture—a touching act of
recognition on the part of the workmen
of the merits of their late employer.”

One of the most extraordinary
things about the tunnel is that in

* On the oceasion of my first visit I walked
some miles along the Axenstrasse —a road
hewn in the mountain side, high ahove the
like, and beneath tremendous overhanging
cliffs of tortured strata. which in placesare
pierced by tunnels—and lingered for hours
enchanted with the blended beauty and sub-
limity of the views. With quickened pulse
of expeetation, I descended the cliff to the
site of the far-famed Tell’s Chapel, so fa-

Mountaineering by Ruil. 299

four places it turns completely
around in the heart of the moun-
tain in a spiral curve, crossing its
own track at a higher level,
either in the mountain or just as
it emerges from it. Unless one
follows a map, he can hardly be-
lieve that the road which he sees
far below is the one by which he
has entered the mountain. At
Wasen we see the same church now
far above us, then on a level, then
far below, and it requires almost
a mathematical demonstration to
convince one that after all the
travel we are having it is still the
same church. As the train leaps

out of a dark tunnel into the bright
light, reflected from the snow-clad
mountains and the evergreen
pines, it is one of the most remark-
able experiences of the journey.
Along the shore of Lake
Lucerne the railway runs on 2

AVALANCHE WALL ON THE TORRENTHORN.

shelf of the mountain, and above it
is the famous Axenstrasse.* Both

miliar in pictures. But what was my dis.
appointment to find not one stone left upon
another! The great modern destroyer of
the romantic, a railway, was being con-
structed along the lake margin, and the
time-honoured chapel, said to be five hun-
dred years old, had been removed. A work-
man showed me the plans of a brand new
one which was to be erected near the spot;
which I felt to be almost sacrilege.
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of these are shown in the cut on cighty-five tunnels, many of them
page 303. short, it is true, through spurs of
The railways in Europe have a the mountains running down into

VIEWS ON THE SEMMERING RAILWAY.

great many more tunnels than the sea, but many of them of con-
those on this continent. In a siderable length. In the Black
single afternoon’s ride from Genoa Forest Railway, in Germany, the
to Pisa the train goes through train passes through thirty-eight
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tunnels and over a hundred and
forty-two. bridges. It is neces-
sary in several places to change
the bed of the Danube, I‘he

HOW

road winds
in great zig-
zags and
horse-shoe
curves, and
crossing the
watershed
between the
Danube
and the his-
toric Rhine, as rapidly de-
scends.  Leagues and leagtes of
dark pme-formt stretch beneath
the eye.  Deep valleys, with pic-

CRILL FUSSIL,

turesque wooden villages, are at
our feet, adown which bright
streams ]eap and flash.

The engraving on page 298
gives a lnrd’s—eye view of the
many windings of this road and of
the manner in which it dives be-
neath the mountains and then
rushes out on a high embankment
giving maomﬁcent views. The
brief clnnpses of the lovely valleys
which the intervals between the
tunnels afford, are among the
finest specimens of Biack Torest
scenery ; they are one car-
pet of verdure, intersected
by little brooks that glitter
in the sunshine; pretty cot-
tages adorn the slopes,
patches of forest adorn the
projecting rocks, and zig-
zag paths lead in all direc-
tions up the mountain-side
—landscapes possessing
greater charms than these
would be hard to find.

One of the most pictu-
resque of these mountain
railways is that to the sum-
mit of Monte Generoso,

N which rises abruptly from

the shores of Lake Lugano.

MOUNTAIN
This eminence, whlch is a
RAILWAY spur thrown out by the
Is Alps towards the plain of
BEGUN. Lombardy, is called the Rigi

of Italian Switzerland. This
mountain region combines in a
wonderful manner all the charms
of an Italian landscape with the
grandeur and sublimity of the
Alps. A luxuriant southern
vegetation adorns the lower slope,
while on the heights a magnificent
Alpine flora dehchts the eye. An
azure sky overarches the lovely
landscape, and is reflected with re-
markable intensity in the waters of
the lake that lends so much ani-
mation to the scenery; and espe-
cially at sunrise and sunset col-
ours of magic beauty arc scen.
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But the paths are long and
steep, the Italian sun darts fiery
beams from the cloudless sky—
and, in short, travellers have be-

‘ ) "' K
come accustomed to railways and
shun the fatigue of mountain-
climbing. So a cog-wheel rail-

way has been constructed, where-
by, without fatigue, the tourist

Methodist Magazine and Review.

may be conveyed to the summit of
Monte Genero-o.

The mountain-railway leaps
pertly aver its older sister—the St.

RANALPE IN THE BACKGROUND,

AY  THE

SRING RATLY

SEMME

s
]

VIADUCTS ON I'HE

Gotthard
climb.

evenly and steadily, and soon lift
us above the houses, above the
church steeple, higher and ever

line—and begins its
The cog-wheels work




higher. At our feet spreads, like
a vast garden, the southernmost
territory of the Swiss Confederacy.
The railway is cut in the rocky
slope, the strata of which are
ubliquely bedded, and below it
the mountain falls off steeply to
the valley. On arriving at a per-
pendicular precipice, the railway
pierces it in a loop-tunnel, a little
on one side of the hermitage of
San Nicolao.

The train climbs quietly but
steadily upwards. Towards the
south-cast we can see, beyond the
lower hills, the spacious plain of
Lombardy. High up on the left
is the point of view called Bella-
vista, which well deserves its name.
The rugged rocks fall off almost
perpendicularly towards Milan; at
their feet lies the deep-blue lake.
The trees now disappear.  The
zone of forests lies helow us and

Mountaineering by Ruil. 303
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ST. GOTTHARD RAILWAY AND AXENSTRASSE SKIRTING LAKE LUCERNE.

we have reached the region of
Alpine pastures, with their luxuri-
ant herbs and Dbrightly-coloured
flowers. The engine makes a
last strenuous effort as it climbs
the steep slope leading to the ter-
minus just below the summit.
From the station we can reach
the summit of the mountain in
about ten minutes, and here a
grand prospect opens. At the
foot of the fearful precipices
bounding Monte Generoso lies
the beautiful Lake of Lugano, its
different arms embedded between
the projecting ridges and pro-
montoriecs.  Then the Alps with
their snowy summits and peaks
rising in  unsurpassed grandeur
above the lower grassy heights;
and lastly, our gaze is attracted by
the wide expanse stretching away
to the south, the plain of Lom-
bardy—the garden of Europe.
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The oldest mountain line in are thirteen tunnels and eighteen
Europe is the Semmering Railway, viaducts. The latter were made
which runs from Vienna to Trieste. before the use of iron was intro-

S UL 2 02 o e RN
ON THE BRUNIG RAILWAY-—XNEAR THE GROSSBACH BRIDGE,
LOOKING TOWARD MEIRINGEN.

It is remarkable for the boldness duced, and are, therefore, con-
of its enginecering and the grandeur spicuous for their massy strength
of the scenery through which it and solidity. The construction of
passes. In thirty-five miles there this part of the line cost $300,000




per mile.  Some of the bridges
have stone-piers one hundred and
ten icet high, structures compared
with which the great works of the
Romans sink into insignificance.

The bright spring f{oliage
clothed every mountain slope; the
aromatic breath of the forest was
wafted from every side. Larches,
elms, and, as I went south, the
glossy leaves of the chestnuts
mantled the steep hillsides. Tar
below sank the valleys, above rose
the Schneeberg and other snow-
clad mountains. In addition to
my Baedeker I had a local guide-
book with numerous illustrations,
and was able to recognize dis-
tinctly every one of the famous
bridges, viaducts and points of
view shown in the accompanying
engravings.

On my last trip abroad I had
spent a good deal of money in
Egypt, Syria and Turkey, and on
my journey from Constantinople
to Antwerp, which I made alone,
I travelled economically, most of
the way in third-class coaches, and
thereby saw more of the native
population, and had very excellent
company.

A wealthy tourist was asked
why he rode in a third-class car.
He replied, because there was no
fourth-class. In Austria and Ger-
many one has not that excuse. As
they make a diffcrence between
fast and slow trains, there are even
more than four prices. Once I
made the experiment of a ride in
a fourth-class car to see what it
was like. I cannot very highly
recommend it for comfort. It
was very much like our American
cattle cars, without seats, and
without even straps to hold on by,

Mowntaineering by Rail.
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as in our crowded street-cars. I
had my valise to sit on and so was
comfortable enough.

In many places on the St. Gott-
hard and other Swiss railways
huge rocks overhang the track,
and sometimes steep, strong ma-
sonry is used to support the im-
pending cliffs.  This strong ma-
sonry is also necessary to prevent
the avalanches f{rom sweeping
away the line. The deep and

Tt Datr i d

HOLLENTHAL— VALLEY OF HELL.

yawning abysses and other as-
pects of the valleys receive
grotesque names, often connected
with the nether world, as the
“Vallev of Hell,” “The Devil’s
Bridge,” ** The Devil's Stone,” etc.

It seems a itrange perversion of
taste to attribute these sublime
and magnificent aspects of nature
to the Prince of Evil; but it is a
survival of the superstitions of
mediaeval times.

Then to side with truth is noble when we share her wretched crnst,
Ere her cause bring fame and profit, and 'tis prosperous to be just ;
Then it is the brave man chooses, while the coward stands aside,
Doubting in his abject spirit, till his Lord is crucified.

20

—Lowell.
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THE ANCIENT MANUSCRIPTS OF THE BIBLE.

BY REV. J. COOPER ANTLIFF, M.A., D.D.

Though our Bible is a printed
book, we often speak of it under
the name of the Holy Scriptures,
which term reminds us that for-
merly it was written. Before
-printing was invented, which is
now almost four hundred and
fifty years ago, the multiplication
of copies of the Bible was a long
and tedious business, for every

letter was copied by the hand.
Hence we have the term manu-
scripts or hand-writings. ! The

writers were generally monks who
toiled away in their lonely cells;
sometimes the scribe would at-
tach a note giving his name, as in
the case of a manuscript at
Ferrara, in Italy, where the copyist
signs himself, “ Nicodemus, the
stranger”  He states he began
the work on June 8th, 1334, and
finished it on July 15th following,
“working very hard” To write
out the whole Bible in so short a
time was something the monk
might justly commemorate. It
is worthy of note that the first
complete Bible was printed in
“AD. 1456*

‘.- The story of the preservation
and discovery ol the ancient

* In Longfellow’s * Golden Legend” is a
beautiful passage expressing the feelings of
the Friar Pacificus as he is transcribing and
illuminating a copy of the Gospels in the
Scr(i]ptorium of the monastery. The poem

- reads in part as follows :

It is growing. dark ! Yet one line more,
And then my work for to-day is o’er.

I come again to the name of the Lord !
Ere I that awful name record,

‘That 1s spoken so lightly among men,
Let me pause awhile, and wash my pen;
Pure from blemish and blot mnust it be,
‘When it writes that, word of mystery !

Thus have I laboured on and on,
Nearly through the Gos§>e1 of John.
Can it be that from the lips

Of this same gentle Evangelist,

manuscripts of the Bible is one
full of interest, and though familiar
doubtless to many of the readers
of The Methodist Magazine and
Review, is not so generally known
as is desirable. We wish in this
article to give in a simple and con-
cise form some particulars of at
least the most important of these
manuscripts.

At the beginning we may call
attention to the materials em-
ployed in ancient times in writing.
Sometimes the writing was on
clay-cylinders, and amongst the
most interesting of modern dis-
coveries have been the clay-
cylinders of Babylon. Within the
past few years quite a literature
has been disinterred, consisting not
only of the records of important
political events, but also of busi-
ness and domestic transactions.

The ancient Egyptians employed
tablets of clay on which to inscribe
their histories. In 1883 a poor
Egyptian labourer in digging in
what is known as the Nitrian
Desert, which is some one hun-
dred and twenty miles south of
Cairo, came upon some clay-
tablets to which he called the at-

That Christ Himself perhaps has kissed,

Came the dread Apocalypse !

It has a very awful look,

As it stands there at the end of the Book,

Like the sun in an eclipse.

Ahme! when I think of that vision divine,

Think of writing it, line by line,

I stand in awe of the terrible curse,

Like the trump of doom, in the closing
verse.

God forgive me! if ever I

Takeaught fromthebook of that prophecy,

Lest my part too should be taken away

From the Book of Life on the Judgment

2y.

There, now, is an initial letter !

King René himself never made a hetter !
Firvished down to the leaf and the snail,

Down to the eyes on the peacock’s tail !

v




The Ancient Manuscripts of the Bible.

tention of those interested in
archaeological studies.  This.in-
cident led to the recovery of what
are known as the Tel-el-Amarna
tablets, which have proved a sin-
gularly valuable “find,” and have
thrown a flood of light on many
problems concerning Egypt, Baby-
lon and the neighbouring coun-
tries. They were written about a
century before the exodus of the
Israelites. Recent explorations in
the neighbourhoed of Nippur have
exhumed writings which reach
back to B.C. 2500. Though the
alphabet of the language contains
six hundred letters, they can be
tead with comparative ease by
Semitic scholars.

Besides these clay-cylinders and
tablets, the ancients also wused
stones on which to write their re-
cords. The story of the finding
and deciphering of the Rosetta
and Moabite stones is well known.

And now, as I turn the volume over,

And sce what lies hetween cover and
cover,

What treasures of art these pages hold,

All ablaze with crimson and gold,

God forgive me ! I seem to feel

A certain satisfaction steal

Into my heart, and into my brain,

As if my talent had not lain

Wrapped in & napkin, and all in vain.

Yes, I might almost say to the Lord,

Here is a copy of Thy Word,

Written out with much toil and pain;

Take it, O Lord, and let it be

As something I have done for Thee !

Silvestre’s Paléographie TUniverselle,
of which a beautiful copy is in the Toronto
University Library, contains a vast num-
ber of fac-similes of the most beautiful
illuminated manuscripts of all ages and
all countries. It also gives specimens of
the colophons with which, as with a satis-
factory flourish of the pen, the writers
<losed their long-continued labours. Many
of these are very curious ; expressing joy,
humility, remorse ; entreating the reader’s
prayers and pardon for the writer's sius ;
and sometimes pronouncing a malediction
on any one who should steal the book.
A few of these we subjoin:

‘¢ Sicut est duleis navigantibus portus
Sic est seriptori novissimus versus.”

**As pilgrims rejoice, beholding their
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In addition to clay and stone,
another material used, and that
very generally, was papyrus; this
was made from the pith of the
bulrush.  Our word paper is de-
rived from the word papyrus. It
was pressed into thin layers, and a
sharpened reed or a camel’s hair
brush was used in writing on it
Fortunately the dry climate of
Egypt was favourable for its pre-
servation, so that we have writing
on this material that is thousands
of years old; and it is surmised
that buried in the dry sand of
Egypt there are still awaiting the
explorer documents of great im-
portance and value. The ink
used in writing on the papyrus
was compounded of powdered
charcoal, lampblack or burnt ivory
mixed with the lees of wine or some
kind of gum. It is probable that
the books of our New Testament
were first written on papyrus (see

native land, so are transcribers made glad,
beholding the end of a book.”

“Ye who read, pray for me who have
written this book, the humble and sinful
Theodulus.”

‘ As many therefore as shall read this
book, pardon me, I beseech you, if aught X
have erred in accent acute and grave, in
apostrophe, in breathing soft or aspirate;
and may God save you all t amen !”

“Ye who read, pray for me, the most
sinful of all men, for the Lord’s sake.”

“The hand that has written this book
shall decay, alas! and become dust, and go
down to the grave—the corrupter of all
bodies. But all ye who are of the portion
of Christ, pray that X may obtain the par-
don of my sins. Again and again I heseech
you with tears, brothers and fathers, accept.
my miserable supplications, O hely choir!
T am called John, woe is me! I am called
Hiereus, or Sacerdos, in name only, not in
unction.”

““Whoever shall carry away this book,
without permission of the Pope, may he
incur the malediction of the Holy Trinity,,
of the Holy Mother of God, of St. John
the Baptist, of the one hundred and eighteen
holy Nicene Fathers, and of all the Saints;
the fate of Sodom and Gomorrah; and the
halter of Judas! Anathema, Amen.”

¢“Keep safe, O Trinity, Father, Son, and
Holy Ghost, my three fingers, with which I
have written this book.”

¢ Mathusales Machir transcribed this di-
vinest book in toil, infirmity, and dangers

many.”
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2 John 12), though afterwards
more durable materials were used.

These were vellum, prepared
from the skins of calves and
young antelopes, which is at once
fine, light and durable; and parch-
ment, made from the skins of goats,
which though coarser than vellum
is very suitable for documents that
were to be preserved. A stylus
or pen of iron was used for writ-
ing on these materials.

The manuscripts of the books
of the Bible were in the first in-
stance in the form of rolls, hence
the name volume; but the cldest
manuscripts in our possession are
in the form of books. If we had
stood in the Christian assembly at
Ephesus when Paul's epistle was
read we should probably have
seen a roll of white or light yellow
material about four feet long and
ten inches in height; or if we had
seen the reader in one of the
Christian churches of the first cen-
tury taking up “the Acts of the
Apostles,” we should have seen a
roll of some thirty feet in length,
or it might have been divided into
sections. Had he been reading
from the Old Testament, the roll
probably would have been not of
papyrus but of vellum or parch-
ment.

While we do not possess even
the smallest scrap of the original
documents of the Old and New
Testaments, we have good reason
to believe that the Scriptures we
possess give us their teaching
without any errors that are of im-
portance either in relation to
morals or doctrines.  That this is
so will appear as we proceed in
our consideration of the ancient
manuscripts which have come
down to our time. We will first
consider those of the Old Testa-
ment and then those of the New
Testament,

From the time that Moses wrote
the first book of the Old Testa-
ment Canon till the last of the

prophets had written down his
message, we have a literature in-
creasing in bulk and importance,
The sacred rolls in which this
literature was enshrined were
copied not for general use, as was
the case with the New Testament,
but for the use of the synagogues
established throughout the Holy
Land and adjacent countries. In
the course of time this copying
was done by a professional class
krown as the Scribes. The doc-
tors of the Jewish law drew up a
series of strict rules for the direc-
tion of the Scribes, which are em-
bodied in the Talmudic tract
Sopherim, as it was considered of
the greatest importance to pre-
serve a correct text. When a
copy became defective from any
cause it was consigned to the
“ Gheniza,” or lumber-cupboard;
and if the “Gheniza” became
overcrowded it was the custom to
bury the disused copies in the
ground. This will partly account
for the scarcity of ancient copies
of the Hebrew Scriptures; for
though there are some two thou-
sand manuscripts in existence,
they are all comparatively modern,
Excepting the Samaritan Penta-
teuch, of which we shall say more
shortly, the oldest Hebrew manu-
script of the Old Testament is
five hundred years later than the
carliest Greek manuscript of the
New  Testament. The oldest
manuscript of the Hebrew Bible,
containing a date which is ac-
cepted as reliable, is a manuscript
of the Prophets in St. Petersburg,
and bears the date A.D. 916.

But though the St. Petersburg
manuscript is the oldest bearing
a reliable date, there is a Hebrew
manuscript in the British Museum
which is believed to be older still.
“Tts writing is of an earlier type
than that of the earliest copies of
which the precise date is known,
and it is consequently supposed to
have been written not later tham
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the ninth century. It contains
the Pentatéuch, written in book
form (not’'as a roll), and is imper-
fect at the end.” The oldest
manuscripts, it will be noticed,
contain only parts of the Old Tes-
tament; the oldest manuscript con-
taining the whole is dated A.D.
1010,

Other in portant manuscripts
are (1) The Codex Ben Asher,
now at Aleg po in Arabia, suppos :d
to belong t. the tenth century, and
held in hign repute as an author-
ity; (2) The Codex Laudianus at
Oxford; Dr. Kennicott held it in
the highest repute, and it was be-
lieved by him to have Dbeen
written in the tenth century,
though other authorities place it
a century later. It contains all
the Old Testament after Genesis
xxvil. 37; (3) The Codex Caes-
enae, in Bologna, dating from the
eleventh century; (4) The Codex
Parisiensis, in the National Li-
brary, Paris, containing the whole
of the Old Testament, and dating
from the twelfth century. It is
of great value; (5) The last Codex
we need to mention is known as
No. 634 of De Rossi. It con-
tains only a small portion of the
Law; it is in a very dilapidated
state, and was taken from a
“ Gheniza” at Lucca. De Rossi
believed it dated from the eighth
century, but others place it in the
tenth or later.

These Codices agree in the
main, containing what is called the
massoretic text, which has been
handed down without change
since the Jewish doctors in the
early centuries of our era intro-
duced the vowel points and punc-
tuation, and recorded in the mar-
gin traditional notes. Dr. David-
son says of the massoretic system,
“Its beginnings may be as old as
the Christian era or older, but
centuries were needed to bring it
to maturity.”

As we have stated, the Hebrew
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manuscripts now in our possession
do not date earlier than the ninth
century, but we have considerable
portions of the Hebrew Scriptures
quoted in the writings of those
who lived hundreds of years be-
fore the oldest extant manuscript
was written, and what is still more
.mportant, we have translations,
or, as they are termed, versions,
of the Hebrew Scriptures of a re-
mote antiquity. Let us take a
passing glance at the more im-
portant of these.

The Samaritan Pentateuch, to
which reference has already been
made, is generally reckoned
amongst the versions, though
properly it is a Hebrew manu-
script written in a different char-
acter from that we are accustomed
to in our Hebrew Bible. This
ancient copy of the Law belongs
to a little company who have been
named by Dean Stanley, “The
oldest and smallest sect in the
world.” They only number about
a hundred souls, and yet through
thousands of years their identity
has been preserved. They live in
the heart of the town of Palestine
called Nablous, which stands on
the site of the ancient Shechem or
Sychar. The town contains some
twelve thousand inhabitants, who
are Mohammedan, but the little
company of Samaritans keep
themselves isolated from them.
In their synagogue they keep as
their most cherished possession
their copy of the Pentateuch. In
the synagogue are three codice ,
but two are simply copies of the
one they value as the original.

A recent traveller gives the fol-
lowing account of it :

¢ Having first exhibited the two imita-
tions, the young man, upon the off=r of an
additional fee, then brought out the orig-
inal scroll from a chest. After remaval
of the red satin cover I saw that the codex
was enclosed in a silver cylindrical case,
which had two doors opening on two sets
of hinges. When these doors were thrown
back the whole column was exposed to
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the vision. The eylinder is of rich work-
manship. It is about two feet and a half
long and nearly a foot in diameter. The
roll consists of dingy skins—prepared be-
fore the invention of parchment—sewed

SAMARITAN PENTATEUCH.

together with neat stitches, and worn and
patched, and here and there entirely il-
legible. The skins are of equal size and
measure each twenty-five inches long and
fifteen wide.” *

In addition to the above it may
be stated that the letters were
written in gold, and that yearly it
is exhibited to the congregation,
when the people kiss the portion
which has the Aaronic blessing.
Though a note at the end states
that it was written by Abisha, a

great-grandson of Aaron, scholars
are not willing to assign it to an
carlier date than the third century
of our era. But even though of
a later date than this, it is very
valuable, since its text on the
whole agrees with the massoretic.
When we remember that on ac-
count of the hatred existing be-
tween the Jews and the Samari-
tans they had no dealings with
each other, we have good reason
for believing that as the two texts
agree we have a guarantee of the
integrity of the text of our Bible,
Though the early fathers of the
Church, Origen, Jerome and
others, made mention of the
Samaritan text, it was only as late
as A.D. 1616 that it was re-found,
after being lost to the sight of
Christian scholars for many cen-
turies.

Another version of the Hebrew
Bible is known as the Syriac or
Peshitto (the simple). Tt dates
from the second or third century
after Christ.

The most important version,
however, is that known as the
Septuagint; this is a translation of
the whole Hebrew Scriptures in-
to the Greek language. It seems
to have been made chiefly for the
Jews dwelling in Alexandria, in
Egypt, and was probably made
between the second and third cen-
tury before Christ. Why it was
named the Septuagint (seventy) is
unknown, though an apocryphal
story says it was on account of the
work of translating being done by
seventy learned Jews. Our Lord
and St. Paul seem to have been
thoroughly familiar with this ver-
sion, for out of a total of three
hundred and fifty quotations made
by them from the Old Testament
there appear to be three hun-
dred from the Septuagint. When
we compare this version with our
existing Hebrew manuscripts we
find the substance of the teaching
the same, and we therefore feel no



doubt that the manuscripts that
existed before the Septuagint ver-
sion was ‘made were of the same
general character as these in our
possession.

Another version is the Latin one
made in his cell at Bethlehem by
Jerome, which has been of great
influenice in the Christian Church.
This version, known as the Vul-
gate, which was made in the fourth
century of our era is still used as
the Bible of the Roman Catholic
Church.  If our readers will turn
to the number of this Magazine
for last December they will find
much interesting information on
the great versions in an article by
Principal Shaw, LIL.D., entitled,
“The People’s Bibles in the Early
Church.”

We will now consider the most
important of the eighteen hundred
ancient manuscripts of the New
Testament. These are divided
into two great classes—uncials
and cursives or minuscules.
These terms indicate the style of
the penmanship in which they are
written; the former is from the
Latin uncia, an inch; and though
the letters are not actually this
size, yet as they are all capitals
and separated from each other the
name was very suitable. The
term cursive indicates the style of
writing which dates from the
ninth century, and is like our
modern running-hand writing.

The uncials are the more im-
portant as tiaey are of greater an-
tiquity. They are designated by
the letters of the alphabet, while
the cursives are numbered. The
great uncials are the Codices
Sinaiticus, Vaticanus, Alexan-
drinus  and Ephraemi. Their
symbols are respectively Aleph
(the Hebrew letter representing
our English A) B, A and C.
They are deposited respectively in
St. Petersburg, Rome, London,
and Paris. A brief account of
each must suffice.

The Ancient Manuseripts of the Bible.
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Codex Sinaiticus (Aleph). This
manuscript was discovered by the
great German scholar, Dr. Tis-
chendorf, and its discovery was
made in a very romantic fashion,
Dr. Tischendorf in AD. 1844,
then in his thirtieth year, set out
to visit Eastern monasteries in the
hope of discovering ancient manu-
scripts that might be of service in
the work of Biblical criticism to
which he was devoting his hfe.
In his travels he came to the
Greek convent of St. Catherine at
the foot of Mount Sinai. Here
he found a large and valuable
library which, however, the resi-
dent monks did not seem to ap-
preciate.  After surveying the
library he noticed a basket con-
taining some stray leaves, which
his practised eye told him were
written in older Greek characters
than he had ever before seen. He
was informed that the leaves were
for lighting a fire, and that two
baskets full of similar leaves had
already been consumed. He
found that the leaves were from a
manuscript of the Bible and ob-
tained permission to retain them.
They numbered forty-three, and
he learned that there were eighty
more similar ones, but he had
manifested such extreme delight
in obtaining them, that the
monks began to surmise that they
were of no ordinary value, and
consequently refused to part with
the others.

Tischendorf returned to Europe
and deposited his treasure in the
library of Ieipsic University.
These leaves contained all of
Nehemiah and Esther and some
other detached portions of the Old
Testament. In 1853 he again
visited the convent and en-
deavoured to obtain the remainder
of the Codex, but the monks were
obdurate. In 1856 the subject
was brought to the attention of
the Greek court, and eventually,
in 1859, Tischendorf again set out
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for the convent, bearing letters
from the Czar, Alexander II., and
dignitaries of the Greek Church.
For some time after his arrival it
seemed as if he was doomed to
failure; but three days before the
date he had arranged to leave the
convent, he took a long walk with
the steward of the convent, who
on their return invited him to sup
with him in his apartment. In
the course of the evening the con-
versation turned on the Septua-
gint, a critical edition of which
Tischendorf had recently pub-
lished.

The steward remarked, “1 too
have been reading the Septuagint
lately,” and going to a corner of
his cell he brought out a bulky
volume wrapped in a red cloth.
To the glad surprise of the Ger-
man scholar, he perceived that
this was the very Codex he had
been so earnestly longing to ob-
tain for fifteen years. Not only
was there in his hands part of the
Old Testament, but the complete
New Testament. Having learned
a lesson by his former experience,
he concealed his emotions and
asked permission to take the
manuscript to his own room.
He spent the night in examining
it, for “that night it seemed
sacrilege to sleep.”

He subsequently obtained per-
mission to copy it, then to carry it
to Russia, and finally the monks
presented it to the Czar, who
placed it in the library of St
Petersburg, where it has since re-
mained as one of the greatest
treasures of the empire.

In 1862 an edition of three
hundred copies of the Codex in
facsimile was published by the
Czar in four volumes; one of these
copies may be seen in the library
of the Wesleyan College, Mont-
real.  The following is a descrip-
tion of the Codex : It has three
hundred and forty-six and a half
leaves, thirteen and a half inches

wide by nearly fifteen inches long,
and it is believed to have been
written in the fourth century.

Codex Vaticanus (B). This
manuscript Tischendorf believes
to be of about, the same date as
the Sinaitic—of the fourth cen-
tury. Dr. Kenyon, of the Brit-
ish Museum, says: “It is the
most ancient and most valuable of
all the manuscripts of the Greek
Bible”  Its name is derived from
the library in Rome, in which it
is deposited, and where—except in
a brief interval (1808-1815) when
Napoleon I. took it, as one of the
prizes of his victory, to Paris—it
has lain more than five hundred
years. It was while it was in
Paris that its great value was dis-
covered by the eminent Biblical
scholar, Professor Hug. The
custodians of the Vatican Library
for some reason or other refused
to allow it to be consulted by
scholars, who earnestly desired to
take advantage of its readings.
In 1843 Tischendorf got permis-
sion to see it, but only for six
hours. Two years afterwards the
eminent English scholar, Dr.
Tregelles, was allowed to see it,
but on condition he did not copy
a single word. In 1857 Cardinal
Mai published an edition of it, but
it was so full of errors as to be
of little use.  In 1866 Tischendorf
got permission to collate certain
passages, but on his attempting
to fully copy some passages the
permission was withdrawn. By
earnest entreaty, however, he after-
wards had the privilege restored.
He made such good use of the
time allowed him, forty-two hours
in all, that in 1867 he published
an edition of it. The Vatican au-
thorities in 1889-go published a
photographic facsimile of the
Codex, which made it accessible
to all.

The manuscript is written on fine
vellum, and the characters are
simple and unadorned, with three




columns to the page. There are
seven hundred and fifty leaves, of
which one” hundred and forty-six
belong to the New Testament.
The Old Testament is wanting
from Genesis i. to the 28th verse
of chapter xlvi, also Psalms 106-
138. In the New Testament
there are wanting the latter part
of Hebrews (from chapter ix. 4),
the Catholic Epistles and the
Book of the Revelation.

Godex Alexandrinus (A). This
manuscript dates from the fifth
century, and consequently belongs
to the century following that in
which the two former were writ-
ten. It is, however, of great im-
portance, since it was the first
great manuscript applied to the
criticism of the Received Text.
Its early history is unknown, for
scholars place no reliance on the
statement that it was written by
St. Thecla, a famous Christian
lady confessor, and a reputed
pupil of St. Paul. It was prob-
ably brought from Alexandria in
Egypt—whence its name—by
‘Cyril Lucar, patriarch of Constan-
tinople, who in 1628 presented it
to the English King, Charles I.
When the British Museum was
founded in 1753, King George II.
presented it to that noble institu-
tion, where it is carefully preserved
in a glass case. It is defective in
several parts of both the Old and
New Testaments, the latter begin-
ning at the sixth verse of the
twenty-fifth chapter of ' Matthew.
Portions of John’s Gospel and the
Second Epistle to the Corinthians
are also wanting.

A photographic facsimile of the
whole Codex, in four volumes,
was published in 1879-83. A copy
of this, as also of the Sinaitic and
Vatican MSS,, is in the library of
the Wesleyan College, Montreal.

Codex Ephraemi (C). This
manuscript was brought from the
East to Italy by Lascar, a learned
tGreek, in the sixteenth century,
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and was brought to Paris by the
famous Catherine de Medici. It
is a palimpsest, that is, a Biblical
manuscript overwritten by an-
other manuscript. The later writ-
ing consists of sermons by St.
Ephraem, the great Syrian
preacher, who lived in the fourth
century. When  vellum was
scarce, it was not unusual in the
Middle Ages to erase the first
writing from the vellum as far as
possible, and then to use it for
what might be considered a more
important work; but the erasure
was only partial, and at times the
old ink seemed to recover its
colour, and appeared legible un-
der the fresher writing. The re-
appearance can also be aided by
the use of certain chemicals.

The first writing on Codex C is
believed to be of the fifth century,
and the second—the writing of
St. Ephraem—probably of the
twelfth century. Though at first
the manuscript contained the
whole Bible, there are now only
sixty-four leaves of the Old Testa-
ment, and one hundred and forty-
five (out of two hundred and
thirty-eight) of the New Testa-
ment.  The principal decipherer
of this palimpsest was Tischendorf,
who by this tedious work in-
creased the obligations of Biblical
critics for his eminent services.

Of the other uncials—upwards
of a hundred—we have not space
to write, but must briefly refer to
the second class of manuscripts—
the Cursives. These, which are
very numerous, range in date from
the ninth century to the invention
of printing. They are only oc-
casionally of special service to the
Biblical critic, as when they are
copies of some much older manu-
script which has been lost. The
two most important Cursives are
those numbered 33 and 61. The
former is known as “The Queen
of Cursives,” and contains some
of the Prophets and all the New
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Testament except the Apocalypse.
The latter, No. 61, which is in the

library of Trinity College, Dublin, .

contains the whole New Testa-
ment.

Any of the rcaders of this ar-
ticle who wish to pursue the study
of the ancient manuscripts of the
Bible further may find much to in-
terest them in “The Parchments

of the Faith,” by Dr. Merrill, and

“Qur Bible and the Ancient
Manuscripts,” by Dr. F. G.
Kenyon.

In conclusion, we may remark
that though the manuscripts of the
New Testament are not the auto-
graphs of the inspired writers, yet
they approach nearer the time
when the originals were written
than do the ancient manuscripts
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histories of antiquity have their
text founded upon such few and
such late manuscripts that we may
fairly say that, in comparison, the
Bible is founded upon a rock. Of
Herodotus there are only fifteen
manuscripts, aniid none older than
the tenth century, A.D., and the
oldest manuscript of Thucydides
is of the eleventh century.”

Our concluding observation is
that although there are differences
in the manuscripts, and conse-
quently evidently errors, these dif-
ferences are often only of spelling
or the position of words. Dr.
Hort has calculated that there is
only one-sixtieth of the readings
about which there can be any real
uncertainty, so we may accept
with confidence the statement that

of the great classic writers. It

the Bible as we have it is the very
has been well said : “The great

Word of God.

WE BUILD THE LADDER.

BY §. G. HOLLAND.
Heaven is not reached at a single bound,
But we build the ladder by which we rise
From the lowly earth to the vaulted skies,
And we mount to the summit, round by round.

I count this thing to be grandly true,
That a noble deed is a step toward God,
Lifting the soul from the common sod

To a purer air and a broader view.

We rise by the things that are under feet,
By what we have mastered of greed and gain,
By the pride disposed and the passion slain,
And the vanquished ills that we hourly mect.

. We hope, we aspire, we resolve, we pray,
And we think that we mount the air on wings,
Beyond the recall of sensunal things,
While our feet still cling to the heavy clay.

Wings for the angels, but feet for the men!
We may borrow the wings to find the way;
We may hope and aspire and resolve and pray,
But our feet mnust rise or we fall again.

Only in dreams is a ladder thrown
From the weary earth to the sapphire walls;
But the dreams depart and the vision falls,
And the slecper wakes on his pillow of stone.

Heaven is not reached at a single bound,
But we build the ladder by which we rise
From the lowly carth to the vaulted skies,
And we mount to the summit round by round,




MARY REED.

BY SM1ISS MARY LOUISA NINDE.

In “The Pickdt Line of Missions.”

In Northern India, where the
snow-clad Himalayas look down
in solemn grandeur upon the smil-
ing valley at their feet, and far re-
moved from the blighting heat and
turmoil of the plains, stands a
modest little home. The early
morning beams gild the tiled roof
and the afternoon sun lingers lov-
ingly on the whitewashed walls ere
it sinks to rest behind the * ever-
lasting hills.”  In this secluded
retreat dwells a sweet-faced young
woman, with abundant brown hair
combed back from a peaceful
brow, and tender eyes that some-
times turn a little wistfully to-
ward the crimsoned west, where
thousands of miles away lies the
land of her birth, whose shores her
feet will never tread again. “Set
apart” by her heavenly Father for
a special work, she daily ministers
to the forsaken and suffering ones,
whose piteous cries for help were
never unheeded by the Master
when on earth., The influence of
a consecrated, heroic life is not
bounded by ocean or continent,
and wherever, the world over, the
story of Mary Reed is known faith
grows stronger and the hearts of
men and women are made purer
and better.

Miss Reed was born in Ohio, in
a little town bearing the curious
name of “Crooked Tree”  She
was converted at the age of six-
teen, and early received her call
to be a missionary. In 1884 she
sailed for India, under the auspices
of the Woman’s Foreign Mission-
ary Society of the Methodist
Episcopal Church, and was ap-
pointed to Cawnpore. It was the
scene of terrible carnage during
the Sepoy rebellion, and one of the
most sadly interesting spots in the

city is the histori¢ well, now cov-
ered Ly a marble shrine, sur-
mounted by & statuc of the Angel
of Deace, where the bodies of the
two hundred women and children,
so cruelly murdered by the Sepoys,
were thrown. Miss Reed was put
in charge of the zenana work in
this place. ‘“Zenana” is a Per-
sian word, and signifies the part
of the house reserved for the wo-
men. It is only by house-to-house
visitation that the native women
can be reached, since they are kept
in strict seclusion, except those of
the very lowest class.

How well I remember my first
visit to Cawnpore ! It was a busy
time, for Miss Reed, filled herself
with a consuming zeal for the
work, was eager that I should see
and learn as much of it as pos-
sible during my brief stay. I
never grew tired of accompanying
her on her daily round of calls at
the homes of the people. We
usually set out about ten o’clock
in the morning, in the zenana
ghari, an oblong, boxlike vehicle,
with shutters at the sides to ex-
clude the sun, which even in win-
ter must be carefully avoided by
Europeans. Driving through the
city till the streets became too
narrow to proceed further, we
would alight and slowly edge our
way on foot among the jostling
crowds to our first zenana. Up
dark flights of stairs to stifling,
uninviting chambers: into inner
courts, damp and chilly, generally
reached by passing through the
stable among the oxen and
buffalo; sometimes in homes of
wealth, but oftenest in those of ex-
treme poverty; usually received
gladly, but occasionally met with
averted glances and a drawing
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away from contact with cur
clothes, or even the polluting in-
fluence of our shadow, on we went,
from zenana to zenana. Miss
Reed seemed utterly oblivious to
personal discomfort and fatigue,
and only the increasing pallour of
her face, as the hours wore on, con-
vinced me that she also was suc-
cumbing to the weariness she was
too absorbed to heed.

“Do you never rest ?" I asked
her once. ““I seldom have time,”
she replied, brightly, and truly she
impressed me as one whose inmost
soul was imbued with the thought
that “ the King’s business requires
haste.”

Several times a week Miss Reed
visited the ghats. This was a
feature of her work in which I be-
came greatly interested. The
ghats are the stone steps on the
banks of the Ganges which are
built for the accommodation of the
Hindus, who flock in crowds to
the river ecarly every morning to
bathe in its sacred waters. As
this is a privilege in which the wo-
men share, the missionary who
visits the ghats not only has an
opportunity to meet a large num-
ber of women at one time, but to
talk to many of the higher castes
who are too bigoted to receive her
into their homes. In the dim
light of a December morning,
when the bells in the Hindu tem-
ples began to ring, Miss Reed and
I roused from sleep and wended
our way to the river.  Hundreds
of women were in the water. all
praying aloud, though no two in
unison, now gathering the water
up in the palms of their hands and
offering it to the sun, and now
circling around or Dbreathing
heavilv  to frighten away the
demons which are supposed to
haunt them even in this sacred
place.  Miss Reed took her stand
where the crowd was the thickest
and hegan singing a bhajan—one
of the native airs set to Christian
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words which the people like so
well. At once the attention of
the women was arrested, and
many stopped to listen. As soon
as they were quiet Miss Reed ex-
plained the meaning of the words
of the hymn, which told the story
of “Jesus and His love.” But
some laughed and turned away.
Others became angry and retorted
rudely. A few appeared thought-
ful and touched. When her audi-
ence had scattered Miss Reed com-
menced singing again. To all who
would receive it she gave Chris-
tian literature—trac.s and small
portions of the gospels. It was
indeed scattering the seed broad-
cast, and only the all-secing Father
knows whether any took root and
brought forth fruit.

Alfter five years of exhausting
labour in India Miss Reed re-
turned to America much broken in
health. It was during this period
of rest in the home-land that the
Holy Spirit revealed to her the
special work to which the re-
mainder of her life was to be con-
secrated. The surgeon selects
with infinite care the instruments
which are to be used in the most
critical operations.  Is it not ever
thus with the great Physician ?
As Mary Reed was obedient to her
Lord's first call, so now in the
time of this crucial test she did not
waver, but replied, with childlike
trust and triumphant faith, “ Here
am I; send me.” Our hearts were
torn with anguish when we saw
her enter the garden with the Mas-
ter, but she gloried in her high
privilege and followed Him gladly.

For some time Miss Reed had
been troubled by a stinging pain
in the forefinger of her right hand.
A curious spot also appeared on
her cheek, low down near the
car. One day a voice seemed to
whisper 1o her, “You have leprosy;
you mt st go back to India and de-
vote the rest of your life to work
among the lepers™  From that



Mary Reed. 317

monient she never felt any doubt
as to the true nature of her dis-
ease. Iler physician reluctantly
admitted that her diagnosis seemed
correct, and sent her to an eminent
specialist in New York, who con-
firmed her opinion of the case.
Later two noted physicians in
London, and also one in Bombay,
were consulted with the same re-
sult. It will probably always re-
main a mystery how Miss Reed
contracted leprosy, as it is not
known that she was ever exposed
to it in any way. She hersell
simply explains it as a providential
visitation, the scal of her divine
appointment to work among the
lepers, and very beautifully quotes:
¢ No chance has brought this ill to me;;

*Tis God’s sweet will, so let it be;
He seeth what I cannot sce.

¢t There is a need be for cach pain ;
And He will make it one day plain
That earthly loss is heavenly gain.”

As soon as the necessary pre-
parations could be made Mliss
Reed bade good-bye to home and
loved ones and hurried back to
India, crossing to England in the
same steamer which carried the
Epworth League pilgrims to the
Old World in the summer of 1891.
I shall never forget the autumm
evening when the news first
reached mie which fell with such
crushing weight on so many hearts.
It came in a letter from Mrs.
Cowen, of Cincinnati, a sister of
Bishop Thoburn, and one whom
AMiss Reed affectionately calls “Ay
Missionary Mother.” Almost the
first words my eyes fell upon were
the appalling ones, “ Mary Reed
is a leper I"  After a little while
I read on through blinding tears,
“ Pray for her mother; she has just
learned the sad news; Mary did
not tell her when she went away;
she did not even kiss her good-
bye!™  She told her that for 2
special reason to be explained later

she would not kiss her. She knew
she was a leper. O, the pathos
and the pity of it! I thought of
the mother in her heart-breaking
sorrow, who could never hope to
sece her daughter’s face again on
earth. Then I thought of the
daughter, devoted, heroic, journey-
ing for the last time toward the
far-away East. How vividly the
days spent with her in India came
back to me !

One experience ecspecially stood
out in my memory. During a
~econd visit I made to Cawnpore
! attended a Christmas cclebration
for the lepers.  About five hun-
dred were gathered on a grassy
common in a retired quarter of the
city—poor mutilated creatures, in
all stages of the discase. It was
a pathetic sight to see them
crouched on the ground, listening
with cager interest while the mis-
sionaries sang and prayed and then
told how Jesus healed the lepers
of old and how He still loves them,
and though He may not now work
a miracle and cure their bodies He
will enter their hearts, if they will
but et Him, and make them clean
and whole. At the close of the
exercises cach leper was given a
warm blanket and a handful of
salt.  On account of its high price
in North India sal$ is a luxury with
the poor people.  Aliss Reed and
I stood side by side and looked
pityvingly on while the lepers filed
slowly past us to receive their
gifts.  Many whose feet were re-
duced to mere stumps walked with
the greatest difficulty. As each
poor sufferer in turn came to the
front the missionary in charge
threw a blanket across his shoul-
ders—for in most cases his hands
were too maimed to hold it—and
then made a bag in a corner of his
outside garment in which the salt
was poured. I well remember
what a relief it was to me that day
to return to Miss Reed’s cheerful
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home and try to shut out from my
mind for a while the saddening and
loathsome sights of the morning.

Only a missionary knows the
longing of the heart for compan-
ionship in a pagan land. And
must Miss Reed henceforth be
denied all these sweet comforts ?
I asked myself. May she never
again join her co-labourers in
the Conference prayer-mectings ?
Never again feel their arms thrown
around her in loving embrace ?
Never even sit down to, eat with
them at the same table ? Oh, the
unutterable loneliness of such a
life! Can she endureit?

But in the meantime how ten-
derly was the loving Father guard-
ing and guiding His child! In
London she became acquainted
with an American lady from New
England, with whom she travelled
across the continent. This friend
describes most touchingly the days
they spent together :

“ I wondered instinctively at the
ivory pallour of that sweet face and
at the cruel spot that disfigured it,
so different from anything I had
ever seen. I wondered, too, as
the days went by, why the fore-
finger, always covered with a white
cot, refused to yield to healing
remedies. I was not surprised
when she asked permission to ac-
company us on our journey south-
ward, which for the Master’s sake
was readily granted, although we
did not think she was able to
travel rapidly from place to place.
Tears were in her eves when she
-came to my room for the answer,
and she said, ‘I think God has
sent you here in answer to my
prayvers”  Then she told me how
with unwavering faith she had
prayed and waited many davs for
some one to come with whom she
could travel a part of her long
overland journey to Brindisi, where
she was to meet the steamer for
India.  Sympathy grew between
us, and though the signs of some
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dread disease were ever present to
my eyes my lips were silent.

“ As I came to know her better,
I found that her heart craved com-
panionship. Under the smiling
English skies.of Canterbury we
walked up to St. Martin’s, the little
church whose memories go back
at least thirteen hundred years.
Wear the chancel the English lassie
who guided us stopped and, point-
ing to an opening in the thick wall,
said, ‘ That is the leper’s squint’
The poor sufferers, creeping to the
sanctuary in olden times, might
only listen from without to the
words of life. Eloquent though
mute are such barriers raised and
maintained between life and death !
If I had known then what I knew
afterward my heart would have
bled for the woman at my side.
Calmly she stood there before us
with a heavenly light in her eyes,
not a muscle of her face betraying
her heart's secret. In the grand
old cathedral we paused before the
stone staircase leading to A-
Becket's shrine, and gazed long at
the hollows worn by the kneeling,
praying pilgrims.  She was mak-
ing that journey, so full of pleasure
to us, literally on her knees, sus-
tained and comforted by the power
of prayer.

‘“Here and there we held sweet
hours of communion, and I, who
had been accustomed to see mis-
sionaries seeking America when in
her feeble condition, could not re-
frain from asking if it was right
for her to return to India at an
unfavourable season, before her
health was established. Her lips
quivered, but her gentle pleading
voice grew steady as she replied,
¢ My Father knows the way 1 go,
and I am sure it is the right way?
and at another time she said, ‘I
am returning to India under con-
ditions in which no other mission-
ary ever returned.

“1t was in Paris that she sang
to me the hymns she loved so well,




those song-prayers that must have
ascended like incense to the ear of
her Father. It was in Paris that
she said one evening, ‘ If I thought
it was right, and you would pro-
mise never to speak of it until you
heard it in some other way, I
should tell you my story.” I told
her if aught in me inspired con-
fidence that was the surest safe-
guard of her secret, On memory’s
walls there will hang while time
lasts for me the picture of that
scene. A wax taper burned
dimly on the table beside her open
Bible, that Book of all books from
whose pages she received daily
consolation; and while without
Paris was turning night to day
with light and music and wine,
within, Mary Reed’s gentle voice,
faltering only at her mother’s name
and coming sorrow, told the secret
of her affliction. As my throb-
bing heart caught its first glimpse
of her meaning I covered my face
to shut out the swiftly rising vision
of her future even to the bitter
end, and almost in agony I cried
out, ‘ Oh, not that ! do not tell me
that has come to you.! And when
in calmer moments I said that all
Christians ought to unite in prayer
for her recovery her only response
was, ‘I have not yet received anv
assurance of healing; perhaps 1
can serve my Father better thus.’

“I come with sorrow to my last
evening with Miss Reed. T sat
in the shadow and she where the
full moon, rising over the snowy
mountains, just touched with a
glory that loved to linger, her
pale, sweet face. Again I heard
her voice in song :

¢ Straight to my home above
I travel calmly on;
And sing, in life or death,
My Lord, thy will be done.’

“ On the shores of Lake Lucerne
hand clasped hand for the Jast time
on earth, and, with eyes blinded by
gathering tears, our farewell was
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whispered, ‘ God be with you till
we meet again.’”

From the earliest times India
has been peculiarly subject to
leprosy.  The last official report
gives the number of lepers in the
country as 131,618, No cure has
been found for this dreaded dis-
ease, though certain medicines are
known to retard and even in some
cases to arrest its progress. Medi-
cal authorities differ widely as to
the danger fom contagion. Bishop
Thoburn says : “ There are several
varieties of leprosy, and none of
them are at all contagious unless
the skin is broken, which is not
always the case, or when broken
the affected part is brought into
contact with a cut or abrasion of
some kind on the skin of a healthy
person.  Thosc of us who have
lived long in India have practically
ceased to be afraid of the lepers.”

Still, the English Government
has increasingly felt the wisdom of
segregating the lepers as a pre-
cautionary measure, and only the
expense involved has delayed the
work so long. There are a few
asylums, but their number is
wholly inadequate to the needs.
The only missionary society that
works exclusively among this
neglected class, though Iargely
through the medium of existing
agencies, is a Scotch and Irish
organization called the “ Mission
to Lepers in India and the East.”
One of its asylums is at Chandag
Heights, among the Himalaya
Mountains, and is reached from
the railway terminus at the base of
the foothills by a nine days’ jour-
ney on horseback, or in a dandi
carried on the shoulders of natives.
Miss Reed, on arriving in India,
went at once to the north, and
was made superintendent of this
asylum.

Leprosy abounds in this fair
mountain region as in scarcely any
other district in India. Miss Reed
writes : “I am told that within a
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radius of ten miles there are more
than four hundred patients who
ought to be here in the asylum.”
Another missionary adds, however:
* At first it is often difficult to per-
suade these wretched ones to enter
the asylums. They know noth-
ing of Christian philanthropy.
What can be wanted of them but
to put them to death ? The few
first gained are sometimes made
use of by sending them out in
carts to advertise to the others the
comforts they may have”  The
last report gives the number of in-
mates at Chandag Heights as
ninety-six, a large number of
whom were Christians. The at-
tendance has steadily increased
each year since Miss Reed took
charge of the work.

Besides the care of the asylum
Miss Reed has the oversight of a
very encouraging and rapidly
growing work among the women
and children in a number of the
villages which lie scattered through
the neighbouring wvalleys, and
which she carries on by the aid of
native Bible teachers and evan-
gelists.  This work is under the
auspices of our home society and
is supported by it.

What a marvellous testimony is
it to the all-sufficiency of the
divine Comforter in the darkest
Gethsemane, when she can write
home in words like these : “ God
has enabled me to say, not with a
sigh, but with a song, Thy will be
done.”  ““I just couldn’t tie my-
self down to my writing desk this
morning in quietness of heart till
I first sat down at my dear organ
and nlayed and sang with all the
thirteen stops out,

¢ I am dwelling on the mountain,
Where the golden sunlight gleams !’

“1I sce not trouble and sorrow
ahead, but the joy of telling out
among the heathen that our
Saviour has power to save to the
uttermost.”  And yet an intimate

friecnd, referring to Miss Reed’s
affliction, says of her, “She is
highly sensitive, and of all my ac-
quaintances I know of no omne
who would by nature more loathe
this complaint.”

Soon after Miss Reed went back
to India I received from her in a
letter a little card of pressed ferns
gathered near her mountain home.
*“These delicate ferns,” she wrote,
“will give you an inkling of the
beauty that lies all about me, con-
tinually reminding me that the
Mighty One is also the Loving
One” On the back of the card
were these beautiful verses of Miss
Havergal’s :

“ Alone, alone ! yet round me stand
God’s mountains, still and grand!
Still and grand, serene and bright,
Sentinels clothed in armour white,
And helmeted with scarlet light.

His power is near,

I need not fear.
Beneath the shadow of His throne,
Alone! alone! yet not alone.

¢ Alone, alone ! yet bencath me sleep

The flowers His hand ‘doth keep ;
Small and fair, by crag and dell,
Trustfully closing star and bell,
Eve by eve as twilight fell.

Ris love is near,

I need not fear.
Beneath the shadow of His throne
Alone, alone! yet not alone.”

Below the verses were written
the words : “ Mary Reed, in India
till the end of life” As I read
them my thoughts went back to
one afternoon in Cawnpore when,
as Miss Reed stood with me on
the veranda of her house, looking
out over the tropical garden, she
turned with sudden earnestness
and said : “I want to stay and
work in India till I am very old,
but then I should like to go home
to die. There is something in-
expressibly sad to me about the
thought of being buried in this
land. A short time ago I was
visiting one evening with an Eng-
lish lady living in the next com-
pound. She appcared perfectly
well, but the following morning
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when I awoke I saw her being
carried to the cemetery. She had
been taken sick with cholera in
the night, and in this hot climate
it is necessary to bury the dead at
once. The cemeteries here are
not like ours, they seem so de-
solate and lonely. O yes, I hop-
I can die at home.”

Dear Mary Reed! Did she
think I would remember the con-
versation and wish to assure me
that she was no longer possessed
by the old dread ? It was as if
<he would sav. “Do not feel
troubled about me; I no longer
fear to die here, but can exclaim
with the missionary who laid down
her life on these shores a few
years since, ‘India is just as near
heaven as America’”  So this
noble woman works bravely and
hopefully on, content to know that
when her allotted task is finished

she will be laid to rest on alien
soil and under Orient skies, since
it is only “until the day break,
and the shadows flee away.”

Nore.—We guote the following from
the Northwestern Christian Advocate of
April 27th :

¢ Now comes the word that Mary Reed
has been cured! A military surgeon, an
expert in the British army, and a fully
trusted authority on the subject, says
that she is cuved as surcly as that she
once was @ victim to the awful disease.
The word of the surgeon who declares
that the lady is cured is beyond challenge,
and he says also that she 1s cured of in-
dubitable leprosy.

“The theory in her case is that the
bacillus that infected her has been extir-
pated by medicaments recently discovered
in the advance of latest medical science.
That is to say, just as diphtheria is curable
by injections of antitoxin, so Miss Reed,
in some manner not fully explained, has
become a beneticiary of some other medi-
cament, derived in some way as the like
results of advance in modern medicine.”

THE GLAD SOUL.

BY ADELINE M. TESK£Y.

The first time I saw her was on
the street. It was a shrunken
little figure, below the medium
height, attired in a plain black
gown without frill or pucker; a
black shawl draped the narrow
drooping shoulders, and crowning
all a bonnet, something after the
Shaker order, covered over neatly
and plainly with black silk.

This was all I saw, as mine was
a profile view, and the bonnet
from this view completely hid the
face from the observer.

It was a passing glance I be-
stowed, and my thoughts for the
moment ran after this fashion—
“A  commonplace little woman,
with some prudish ideas about
dress, ideas not of her own, but
gotten by inheritance.”

It was coming out of church I
next saw her. I was walking
down the aisle from the front, and

21

she was seated in a back seat.
There were a number of other wo-
men besides her, and in a careless
way I hastily glanced at them all
and looked away, but I looked
back as quickly, for I could see
right into the black bonnet now,
and right into the face of the
wearer. And such a face—so
white—so pure—so glad. I had
heard of saintly faces, but this did
not impress me so much as that of
a saint, which might imply suffer-
ing, as that of a glad soul.

It must have been an old face
on that shrunken figure, but I saw
no wrinkles, no marks or scars of
time in that first glance, nothing
but the glad soul looking out. I
had travelléed far and seen the
beauties of many lands, I had
been thrilled by feminine faces of
sweet © seventeen and sweeter
seventy. There had crossed my

-
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path “faces so fluid with expres-
sion, so flushed and rippled by the
play of thought,” that I could
hardly find what the mere features
really were, but this was the most
joyous face that ever greeted my
eyes.

Who could the woman be?
Immediately I set to work to find
out, and I found before leaving
the church that Sunday morning
that she had come to make her
home with a married daughter
who lived at the edge of the vil-
lage, on a farm about a mile from
the church.

Somehow that glad soul had a
fascination for me, and I found
myself Sunday after Sunday
watching for her. I was ac-
quainted with most of the people
of the village and I knew she was
not among this number when I
left it some months before to es-
cape the rigours of a Northern
winter.

After a while there were seats put
across the church which the Glad
Soul—I write it in capital letters
now, for in my mind 1 had given
the old lady that name—and I at-
tended, in front of the pews. In
answer to my inquiry the sexton
explained they were for the old
folk who were “hard o' hearin’”
and I went one morning to find
the Glad Soul sitting some seats
in front of me.

I could see her now without
looking for her, and I learned
after some weeks of observation
that she was always on time, al-
ways in the same seat, and came
with marked punctuality, rain or
shine, carrying in her right hand,
by its black ribbon handles, a
paste-board box neatly covered
with black, the cover tied down
with black ribbons.  This box I
discovered contained her Bible
and hymn-book, with just room
for them and no more.

On bleak rainy days, when the
other church-goers came in with

a shiver or a shrug, and an ex-
pression of countenance which
said more plainly than words,
“ Are not we martyrs to a good
cause, to be out such weather as
this ?” the Glad Soul was more
radiant than usual. Or did she
only seem so in comparison with
the tired, discouraged faces of the
women ?  And once when Miss
Grimshaw, who belonged to the
choir and felt she must be there,
addressing her, as she happened
to walk down the aisle beside her,
said complainingly, “ Isn’t it hor-
rid weather ? with great em-
phasis on the “ horrid,” the Glad
Soul beamed around on her and
said, “It’s God’s weather.” Miss
Grimshaw  glanced surprisedly
down at the plain black bonnet
and glowing face, giggled a little,
but did not attempt any further
conversation with the Glad Soul.

It is not probable, I thought, as
I overheard the remark, that that
old woman ever heard that Pippa
said,

* God’s in His Heaven,

All's right with the world ; »

but how wonderfully she is liv-
ing it.

I had it all argued out with my-
self that this Glad Soul had had
an easier time in life than most
people, that the pressing cares
which had taken the joy out of
other faces had somehow passed
by her, and I determined to find
out if my conclusions were not
correct.

Well, fortune, or the weather,
favoured my intentions. It hap-
pened in this way. While the
worshippers were in church one
Sunday morning in the late
autumn, a squall blew up, with a
flurry of fine snow and sleet. The
congregationr, the womankind,
crowded into the vestibule, gather-
ing up dainty skirts and wrapping
themselves in waterproofs, many
of them to step into carriages to



be driven home. The Glad Soul,
where was she ? I looked about
to see her coming down the aisle
about the last—she had stayed to
tie up her Bible and hymn-book.
She was minus rubbers and water-
proof, but the same joy emanated
from her countenance as did when
the sky was blue and the sun
shone.

“ Why is that old woman not fret-
ting about how she’ll get home 7 ]
asked myself. “ A mile to walk,
and nothing to protect her !” I
watched her "until she came down
to the door, where she stood and
looked out into the white, misty
storm, as if away through, beyond
and above it she saw some glori-
ous vision and understood the
reason of it all.

“T’ll reward her faith,” I said
to myself again; “my pony and
covered carriage are here. Il
take the Glad Soul home, and I’ll
get her to confess to me that
trouble and care have never come
near her life”

We had not gone very far when
T led her by carefully put ques-
tions to tell me something of her
past life.  And I learned that her
husband had been a blacksmith,
that she had twelve children,
buried two and raised ten. Her

“Jehovalh Shummah.”
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husband had died some years be-
fore, and since that time she had
no home of her own, but had
lived around in turn with her chil-
dre:.

By the time we reached the
farm-house door, I was much
humbler and wiser than when we
started, although we had driven
together for only one short mile.

My heart was full of strange
questions, but before I had time
to say any more the humble farm-
house door flew open, and out
sprang a stalwart young man to
help his grandmother out of the
carriage. The door swung ajar,
and with one glance I took in—
¢ A quaint old ronm with rafters bare,

A low white bed, a rocking-chair,

A book, a stalk wherca flower had been,

An open door, and all within
Peace and content.”

As I drove home in the teeth
of the storm, the fury of which
had increased, my pony’s feet—
usually given over to frivolities—
as they struck against the hard
frozen ground seemed to keep re-
iterating, all the mile and a quar-
ter I had to drive,
¢ It is the soul’s prerogative, its fave,

To shape the outward to its own estate.

If right itself, then all around is well ;
If wrong it makes of all withouta hell,”

“JEHOVAH SHAMMAH.”

BY S. M. BAKER HUDSON.

Around me closed the darkness, pall on pall;
Oppressive, cheerless, like the hand of death,
Till hope could scarcely draw :me broken breath,
And knew not where to look, nor whom to call
No sound of friendly voice! Nor gleam through all
The gloom! Till I bethought me of the lily’s trust,
That bursts through clammy bonds of mire and must—
Nor fails to rise, nor ever fears to fall—
Until it kiss the gracious sun-kissed air,
Its own bright birthright everywhere !
Oh, gentle teacher! Oh, frail, fair thing!
By &ll thy silent, beauteous blossoming,
I stretch out patient hands of faith and prayer,
Agrope into the dark. ZThe Light s there!
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AROUND THE MEDITERRANEAN.

BY DORA M. JONES,

Asststant Editor of ** Travel.” .

FORT ST. JULIAN, AT ENTRANCE TO THE TAGUS.

1 suppose no set of people ever
went to sea more plentifully pro-
vided with the commodity known
as Job’s comfort than the party
whose adventures I am about
to chronicle. We were bound
for the Mediterranean, and many
were the dark presages as to our
fate.

In about an hour from London
we reached Tilbury, and had the
pleasure of perceiving the long
black side of the SS. Midnight
Sun rising along the quay-side.
There was the usual excitement in-
cident to the departure of one
hundred and sixty Britons, wih
impedimenta, from their native
shores.

We passed through the dreaded
Bay of Biscay, which put on its
best behaviour for us. In the
afternoon we ran into a shoal of
porpoiscs, which kept up with the
ship for some time, and created
great amusement, leaping out of
the water in pairs, like trained
circus ponies.

At the mouth of the Tagus lies
the little Fort St. Julian, backed

by the mountains of Cintra. We
soon found ourselves steaming up
the river, with its smiling shores.
Then the channel widened into a
spacious harbour, gay with various
kinds of shipping, big steamers,
an ocean tramp or two, weather-
beaten and shabby, and any
amount of small sailing craft,
manned by bronze-coloured sailors
in blue cotton. Among these are
a number of hay boats, presenting
a picturesque outline against the
sky.

In front of us was Lisbon, with
its houses piled tier above tier tn
the summit of the amphitheatre nf
hills which surround the harbour.
bathed in a sunshine which made
us realize that at last we were in
the South.

On reaching the quay we got
into the carriages that were wait-
ing for us, and drove through a
handsome square, and past the
market. The market was curious,
with the great piles of grapes and
melons, and the women in print
skirts, woollen shawls, and gay
silk handkerchiefs tied round their
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heads, watching us with amuse-
ment in thels black eyes. What
struck us most in driving through
the town, fresh from the gay
North as we were, was the wealth
of colour everywhere. Nearly all
the houses were colour-washed,
here a salmon-pink one, the next
bright blue, then one with the
lower stories heliotrope and the
upper dark green. Many of them
had narrow green-painted bal-
conies nearly all the way up. On
all the balconies and at all these
windows, black-haired Portuguese
women were lounging in loose
print wraps or blouses.

choly and decay, the quays along
which we passed had a semi-de-
serted look, the soldiers in their
baggy canvas uniforms, the public
buildings and conveyances, even
the private carriages, were utterly
wanting in that smartness, neat-
ness, and attention to detail which
form part of the English idea of
comfort.

Our next visit was to the Church
and Convent of Belem (or Beth-
lehem), in a poor and straggling
suburb, from which a tramcar runs
to Lisbon. They were built near
the old Moorish town of Belem to
celebrate the discovery of Vasco

HAY BARGE IN THE TAGUS,

The Church of St. Roque, with
its lapis-lazuli pillars, and panels
of coloured marble, its gilt bronze-
work, and the marvellous mosaics,
which are said to have cost nearly
£7,000,000, and to be among the
finest in the world, was of very
great interest.

Another terrible climb brought
us to the Royal Palace, standing
in a sort of park, planted with
olives, acacias, eucalyptus, etc,
which had a ragged and forlorn
look to our English eyes. Here,
as everywhere, except perhaps in
the newest quarter of the town, we
received an impression of melan-

da Gama. We passed into a
lovely court built in an imitation
of the Moorish style, with cloisters
of fretted stonework all round and
a gallery above. The court was
full of green-fronded palms, grey
aloes, and rosy-blossomed oleand-
ers, thrown into rich relief by the
warm yellow sandstone of the
building and the unclouded blue
of the sky above.

Not far distant is the statue of
Vasco da Gama, the great Por-
tuguese mnavigator, who first
rounded the Cape of Good Hope,
so nobly sung in the poem of
Camoens. It is a colossal figure
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of a knight in armour placed on a
pedestal of natural rock piled on
the summit of a mountain peak,
and worthy of the adventurous
navigator it was erected to com-
memorate

As we traversed the poorer
quarters of the town, we were
struck with the stately carriage of
the women, one old dame with a
brown water pitcher on her head
might have stood for a St. Anne
of Murillo’s. The dark-eyed chil-
dren were bewitching in their lit-

ENTRANCE TO BELEM

tle brown or blue shirts. Stagger-
ing up and down the hilly streets
we saw men carrying baggage on a
yoke. The Lisbon porters are sup-
posed to be exceptionally power-
ful, and it is said that one of these
men has been seen to pick up a
grand piano and carry it off on his
head, but we do not vouch for the
story.

There is something singularly
impressive in Sunday morning ser-
vices at sea. It is strange and
sweet to think that the same pray-
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ers and psalms as are ascending
from our little speck in the vast
ocean are going up at home, and
that while the sailors arrange the
awnings and bring the seats on
deck, and set.up The improvised
Communion table with its fair
white cloth, the English church
bells are calling to prayer, in
vhich, perhaps, we are not for-
gotten

“ Tangier,” said a wandering
Ulysses, who happened to be on
board with us is the dirtiest
filthiest place on the
Mediterranean It
really looked like a
vision of fairyland, o
old romance, from our
anchorage in the bay
—the fortified quay,
the white-walled, flat-
roofed houses one
above another, and
the citadel wall sur-
rounding it, all undei
a sky of blazing blue
The water of the har-
bour was bright grecn
and alive with boats
Bronzed fellows with
bare legs and arms
red fez, white or bluc
cottonshirts and trou-
sers, and sashes of
every conceivable
shade, were rowing
to and fro and ex-
changing amenities
in Arabic, or what we concluded
to be such. They objected to be
kodaked, and one fellow who
fancied that he was the mark for
a photographer pulled his brown
haik over his head, and lay in his
boat like a big brown chrysalis

We landed on the little quay
and tried to realize that Tangici
was once an English possession,
part of the dowry which Catherine
of Braganza brought to Charles
I We struggled up a steep
ascent to the gate of the citade
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and found ourselves at once en-
tangled in a horde of laden don-
keys and their drivers in ragged
burnouses, with flashing eyes and
teeth. The town is a mere con-
glomeration of crooked lanes, shut
in by white walls of houses with
narrow windows, barred and
grated, high up in the wall. At
one point we heard a sound of
monotonous chanting proceeding
from an open door, and on look-
ing in found a number of black-
eyed children, apparently from
three to eight years old, sitting
on the floor around their turbaned
and long-bearded teacher, and re-
peating their lesson after him.
There was no furniture in the
room, excepting a hanging shelf
to hold books and one or two
other little matters. The floor
was covered with matting, on
which the teacher and pupils
squatted.

Emerging from the network of
narrow lanes among which we had
been wandering, we came out on
a plateau close to the prison, from
which a magnificent view of the
town and harbour is to be had. It
is here, we were told, that the flog-
ging and other public executions
take place. I could not help
thinking what a mockery this
lovely scene must seem to the eyes
of tortured wretches brought here
to suffer what the Oriental calls
justice.  The character of the
penalties inflicted appears from
the number of handless and foot-
less creatures who crawl about
Tangier, showing their mutilated
stumps and craving for charity.

We went into the prison vesti-
bule, where two or three fat Moors
were standing or squatting about,
and guns were hanging on the
walls. By one or two loopholes
we were enabled to peep into the
common prison, which is a large,
bare room, fairly lighted, and in
which the occupants can move
about as far as the long chains

attached to their feet permit. As
soon as they found out that they
were being looked at, they all
came rushing to the peephole with
loud demands for alms. The
government does not think itself
bound to supply them with food,
so that those who have no private
means would starve were it not
for the gifts which they receive.
LEven justice between man and
man is unknown here; the only
logic which the judge recognizes
is a bribe, and if it is not forth-
coming the accused man may
languish in prison till death puts a
term to his sufferings. The vari-
ous consuls have their own police
force to protect the interests of
their own countrymen, or life
would be hardly worth living in
Tangier for a European. As it
is there is a considerable colony of
artists and invalids, occupying the
pretty villas on the slopes of the
hill outside the town.

We returned through the town,
and the ladies of the party were
privileged to visit the harem of the
bashaw. A Dbig brown slave girl
in white muslin, with a ¢say girdle
round her hips and pearl bracelets
on her fat arms, met us at the
door and led us through various
passages into a court with arched
and pillared cloisters running
round it.  Mats and rugs were
spread on the tesselated pavement
in a recess, and here the ladies
were sitting with sweetmeats and
needlework. They got up and
shook hands with us, with smiles
and compliments .hich we were
unfortunate enough not to under-
stand, and manifested the greatest
interest in every detail of our
dress. They were very graceful
creatures, dressed in white, with
white handkerchiefs tied over the
head and quite concealing the
hair, bare arms, and wide, loose
girdles.  One, I thought, had a
tragic face, but most of them re-
minded one of nothing so much as
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tame rabbits. The room upstairs
to which we were conducted for
the sake of the view over the har-
bour, had a painted iron bedsteal
in it, and a chest of drawers which
might have come out of a second-
hand furniture shop in the Totten-
ham Court Road, and the sight of
which rather dispelled our illu-
sions.

We returned through the prin-
cipal strect of the town, which
descends steeply to the harbour.
We saw a few shops in the Euro-
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saddle consists of a sort of mat-
tress on which you have to perch
yourself as you can without even
the aid of a stirrup—and set forth.
Our little donkey-boys were pretty,
and some of them very clever,
speaking two or three languages.
LEvery now and then we came up-
on some little domed and white-
washed Moorish house, “like a
lodge in a garden of cucumbers.”
Up and down we went, along the
dusty, stony track, with the gray
foliage of the acacia and olive

CLOISTER COURT, BELEM.

pean style, but, generally speak-
ing, the owner sat on the counter
or on the floor with his goods ar-
ranged on shelves behind him and
on either side. We saw tailors,
smiths, and shoemakers carrying
on their trades in these little
ground-floor rooms lighted only
from the door, and without either
window or stairs.

After lunch we prepared to ride
forth and explore the country.

We mounted our donkeys—no
very easy matter when the sole

shadowing the road. There were
olive-yards and orange-gardens
here and there. I had to con-
tend with a disposition on the part
of my donkey to throw me off into
a prickly-pear hedge whenever op-
portumty arose.

It was getting rather late, and
the Tangerians in charge of
“ Moses’ boats,” declared it to be
impossible to bring them up to the
beach, as the tide was down. We
had therefore to be carried out to
the boats, for which service our



Arab friends demanded cxorbitant

backsheesh, and then departed
with wild gyrations of triumph.
Our Dboatmen also sent the

hat round between the shore and
the ship, and threatened to keep
us there indefinitely if their de-
mands were not complied with.
We were a large boatful, however,
and we made them hear reason.
Two of our companions, who had
come off in a little boat by them-

MONUMENT OF VASCO DA AMA, NEAR LISBON,

sclves, were held at ransom Dby
the two picturesque ruffians who
rowed them, and who kept pad-
dling them round and round at a
hopeless distance ‘rom the ship
until they hanced over the amount
demanded.

Sir Lambert Playfair gave a
lecture on Northern Africa and
its history. He piayfully advised
the ladies to supply themselves
with extra pocket-handkerchiefs,
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and in all seriousness, if ever
“tears to  human suffering
were due,” they are called for by
the wvictims of the pirates of
Algiers.  Christian  slavery in
North Africa was the subject of
the address, which dealt briefly
with the rise of the Mohammedan
power in North Africa, the estab-
lishment of the Saracens in Sicily
and Spain, and the deeds of the
Mediterranean pirates who sallied
forth from their for-
tresses at Tunis and
Algicrs to harass and
capture merchant ves-
sels of every nation,
dooming crews and
passengers to a hope-
less captivity. The
most disgraceful part
of the business was
that though any of
the Europcan powers
could casily, at any
time, have brought
the Dey of Algiers to
reason, their mutual
jealousy would not
permit of this solu-
tion, and the pirate
state was flattered
and cajoled by each
of the Christian na-
tions in succession, as
it seemed likely to be
a foil in the side of a
neighbour.

At last the con-
science of Europe
could endure this sore
in its body politic no longer, and
Lord Exmouth’s decisive action
in 1816 abolished Christian slavery
for the time being. But it was
not finally rooted out till the oc-
cupation of Algeria by French
troops some time after.

There is a civilized and progres-
sive atmosphere about Algiers.
The Boulevarde de la Republique,
with its handsome blocks of offices,
skirts the quay, and behind this is
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the Arab squats among his
goods, and conducts endless
diplomatic intrigues over the
disposal of a brass tray or a
piece of embroidery. The
traveller must make up his
mind to be taxed heavily in
his Eastern shopping, either
in money or time. If he can
afford to spend an hour and a
half over each purchase, he
may succeed in bringing down
the price to something like
the real value of the article.
If not, he must submit to be
mulcted considerably by the
sons of Islam.

Out of breath with climb-
ing, we finally emerged on the
platform at the top of the hill,
at the gate of the ancient kas-
bah, or citadel, now used as
barracks. There isa clumsy-
looking salmon-pink tower at
the tower at the corner, with

> 3 e T a projecting green turret.
E MOSLEM TOWER, TANGIER. And hcl'c tOOk p]acc that f‘a_
. 3%, A . mous episode, when the last
% < IO the Bab-el-Azoun, with crowds of

Arabs in all the colours of the
it rainbow rubbing shoulders with
4 sober-tinted Europeans. We en-
3o gaged an Arab youth, red-tur-
18 baned, red-slippered, and for the
¢ g A rest an indescribable bundle of
%" L vellow rags, to convey us through
S the Moorish quarter.
b There is a sharp division be-
B tween the ancient and the modern
R 5 ' town of Algiers, marked by the
o P Rue de la Lyre, which runs par-
K allel with the quay. Crossing
oL this vou find yourself in another
: world. There are no streets,
Ht . strictly speaking, only passages of
50 T endless stairs, hemmed in on either
?' side by high houses, with narrow
: barred windows and projecting
3 balconies, almost shutting out the
S sky.
The shops were merely dark
4 : caves formed by the taking away v !
& of the ground floor front, and here ARAD QUARTER, ALGIERS.
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Dey, on some remonstrance from
the French a-ibassador, struck
him in the fac with his fan, thus
furnishing a pretext for the Irench
occupation.

The sky was brilliantly clear,
and the sea of the true Mediter-
ranean colour. Off we went
through MMustapha Superieure, the
French residential suburb of Al-
giers, up a steep hill, past the villa
of the Governor with its lovely

green-blue, like the tints on the
neck of a peacock, and the cliffs
along which we were coasting
glowed like the heart of a dusky
rose. Soon we had a good view
of the Promontory of Carthage,
the white houses of La Marsa, the
Bey’s residence on the headland,
then the Acropolis, once girdled
with fortresses and crowned with
temples, now a bare mound, with
the white cathedral, dedicated to

ALGIERS—THE ARADL QUARTER.

garden, and out into the open
country. The air was exhilarat-
ing as champagne, and cvery turn
of the road gave us a fresh view
of the bay, and the intense sap-
phire bluc of the open sca.  Far
m the distance lay the mighty
range of Atlas, with the verdant
and smiling Metidja between.

I never in my life saw anyvthing
to approach for beauty the col-
ouring of the coast as we entered
the Bay of Tunis this morning.
The seca was a rich and brilliant

St. Louis, standing out con-
spicuously against the sky.

We were landed at La Goulette,
formerly the port of Tunis. As
we drew necar the Cathedral, I
thought how persistently the Cross
returns to everv position it has
once occupied. Behind the Basilica
is the Carmclite Convent and
AMuseum, also founded by the late
Cardinal Lavigerie, and contain-
ing the results of recent explora-
tion on the site of old Carthage.
All these buildings are on the
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Acropolis of Carthage. Beneath
our feet, piled into mounds of in-
distinguishable dust, were the ruins
of three great civilizations—the
Carthage of the Phoenicians, the
Carthage of the Roman Empire,
and, lastly, Christian Carthage,
with its memories of Cyprian and
Augustine.  Some of us had been
re-reading “ Salammbo,” and as
we realized the magnificence and
almost impregnable character of
the site, with the sea on three
sides, and in the rear the marshes
and Lake of Tunis, we recalled the
description given by the great
French writer of Phoenician Car-
thage before her fall :

¢ Carthage was defended along all the
breadth of the isthmus: first by a ditch,
then by a rampart of turf, finally by a

double fortification of hewn stone. It
contained stables for three hundred ele-
phants, with store-houses for their food,
their  harness and  caparisons, other
stables for four thousand horses, with
granaries of barley, and accoutrements,
and barracks for twenty thousand soldiers
with armouries and all the munitions of
war.  Crenelated towers rose on the
second story, all hung with bronze buck-
lers, suspended on hooks.  This first line
of walls immediately protected Malka,
the suburb of the dyers and scafaring
population.  Behind, the town spread
out in amphitheatre form its high cubical
houses, of stone, woad, reeds, shells and
trodden earth, among which the temple
groves appeared like lakes of verdure.
The Acropolis hill, in the centre of the
Byrsa, disappeared under a confused
mass of monuments of all styles and all
ages. . . From morning till night a
tumultuous populace filled the city:
young lads, ringing bells, shouted at the
doors of the baths, the steam went up
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from the shops of the dealers in hot
drinks, the white cocks dedicatéd to the
sun crowed on the terraces, you heard the
bellowing of the bulls being slaughtered
in the temples, slaves ran about with
baskets on their heads, and here and
there in the deep recesses of 2 portico, o
priest in a pointed cap would appear,
bare-footed, and wrapped in his dark
mantle.”

The government of Punic Car-
thage was an oligarchy, or a
plutocracy rather; its civilization
was one of merely material com-
fort and luxury, its policy was one
of avarice, cowardice and craft
(the term “ Punic faith” is a by-
word), and its religion, which was
practically the same as that of
Canaan, was a mass of dark, foul,
and fierce superstitions. It de-
served to fall as it did, before a
people of a simpler life and a
higher ideal.

A different set of associations
was suggested on our way back

to Tunis by the remains of the
Roman amphitheatre, where dur-
ing the times of Decius and
Diocletian so many Christians suf-
fered martyrdom. A cross has
been erected in the centre of the
arena, and in one of the entrances
is a small chapel dedicated to Vivia
Perpetua, and her slave, Felicitas.
There is nothing more touching in
the annals of the saints than the
story of how this young mother,
beautiful and beloved, kissed her
baby in the prison for the last time,
and passed out, radiant and calm,
to her agonizing death, with the
bondswoman at her side, made her
sister and her equal in their com-
mon martyrdom. Carthage is but
a shapeless mound, and her glory
the shadow of a great name, while
the memory of these two weak
women lives on forever.

¢ Only the actions of the just
Smell sweet and blossom in the dust.’
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The deep red of a gorgeous sun-
set flushed the whole sky, and
was reflected with the purple hills
in the waters of the lake. It
secemed a fit close to all our
musing on dead heroisms and
glories.

We had still to do our duty by
the Tunisian bazaars, which are
really the most unique things of

the kind out of Cairo. They are
narrow lanes entirely covered, and
each devoted to one :lass of mer-
chandise. The goods-' and the
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Arab salesmen together made a
perfect kaleidoscope of colour.
Some of the vendors of haiks,
fezes, and Oriental silks would
have been invaluable at a charity
bazaar. They were so amiable,
so ingenious, above all so per-

J

TUNIS.

BAZAAR IN

sistent. “ Spik English,” exclaims
a gentleman in a lovely blue haik,
rushing up and extending his hand
with the ardour of an old friend to
the leader of our party. “ Touchez
Ia,” and he sweeps the whole party
off irresistibly into his particular



den, spreading out scarves, man-
tles, embroidery, and chattering
nineteen to the dozen. He flings
a silk scarf round the shoulders
of one of the ladies. “ Buy this
for madame. Yes, monsieur, very
pretty, very good.” Madame and
monsieur happen never to have
exchanged a word; she looks
stony and he embarrassed. Next
the indefatigable one fixes on the
most timid and girlish-looking of
the party. “Buy it, madem-
oiselle.  Very pretty. You will
have a rich husband. Lots of
money. Yes, only trente francs."
In a few minutes he is down at

“The Land thut s very far off”
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fifteen. Some one suggests eight.
He moves off with a gesture of
supreme contempt. The party
turn to leave; he flies after them.
*“ Combicn, monsieur, combien.”
The eight francs is offered again
and accepted; the salesman shakes
hands again, exclaiming, “ Good-
night, good-night,” with great
fervour (it being about 11 a.m.),
and we go a few steps down the
bazaar and begin the same thing
all over again.

French is everywhere spoken
and understood, and seems, in
fact, the official language of North
Africa.

“THE LAND THAT IS VERY FAR OFF.”
BY AMY PARKINSON.

There is a far-off land, a land of joy,
Where soft winds lightly blow, ’neath cloudless skies,
And where, o’er verdant hill and fertile plain,
The daylight never dies.

There is a calm, clear sea in that bright land,
And ransomed saints, upon its peaceful shore,
Wake notes of gruteful joy from golden harps,
Tor days of trial oer.

There is a song blends with the harp-tones glad,

Ringing rich praises through the ambient air;

And ﬁxey who sing are robed in stainless white,
And palms of victory bear.

There is a rvadiant city gleams and glows
Beneath those skies from which no shadows fall,
A city of pure gold, with gates of pearl
Set in a jasper wall.

There is a river whose unceasing flow
Makes endless music through the golden street;
And there is rest beside the living stream
For travel-wearied feet.

There is a tree here spreads its healing houghs,
And fruit, unknown to carth doth always bear;
And they who enter through the gates of pearl
May pluck its froitage rare.

‘There is a Fory, of more than kingly mien,
Treads with His saints the shining city street,
And gently leads them to their quict rest
Beside the waters swect.

His are the praises which through heaven ring!
He is the glory of that glorious land !
And only they wi.. bear His Holy Name
Can join the white.robed band.

Oh, to be welcomed in that realm of day!

Oh, for a home within the city fair!
Lord, write on me, even me, Thy Wondrous Name—
And grant me entrance there !




( 3836 )

SAINT GERMANS, AND HOW THE METHODISTS
GOT A CHAPEL SITE.

BY F. I. VOSPER,

VIEW FROM MOUNT EDGCUMBE—-SHOWING DRAKE'S ISLAND
AND FORTS IN THE DISTANCE.

¢¢ The man is thought a knave or fool, or

bigot plotting crime,

Who for the advancement of his kind, is
wiser than his time ;

For him the hemlock shall distil ; for him
the axe be bared ;

For him the gibbet shall be built ; for him
the stake prepared.

Him shall the scorn and wrath of man
pursue with deadly aim,

)

And malice, envy, spite
and lies shall desecrate
his name.

But truth shall conquer at
the last, for round and
round we run,

And ever the right comes
uppermost, and ever is
justice done.”

—Mackay.

‘¢ Princes and lords are but.
the breath of kings,

An honest man’s the no-
blest work of God.”

—Burns.

On how many oc-
casions when crossing
the heights above the
old town of St. Ger-
mans, when on my
way to a distant Sun-
day morning appoint-
ment, have I turned
in my saddle and
looked down on the
peaceful valleys away
below me, and what
a blending there has
been of the past and
present suggested by
the prospect. Just
below, and near where
the Polbathir and
Polsco creeks and the
Tidi river join their
waters with the Lyn-
her, stands the old
town with its ancient
church ornamented
with two towers, indi-
cating that it was once a cathedral.
The splendid mansion of Port
Eliot, formerly St. Germans Ab-
bey, is now the residence of the
Earl of St. Germans. The long,
straggling street, with its quaint
old row of almshouses at one end
and the remains of the old mon-
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astery at the other, the whole taste-
fully laid out with flower gardens
. and shrubberies, and shaded with
splendid elms and oaks, present a
picture of rural beauty not easily
forgotten.

The surrounding scenery par-
takes of the same character.  Iol-
lowing the Lynher in its windings
to where it joins the Tamar just
below Saltash, we have on the
right the wooded cliffs of Whacker,
with the grassy slopes of Tort
Scraesdon, overlooked by the
frowning ramparts of Fort Tre-
gantle, which form part of a chain
of fortifications extending for
twenty miles around the ports of
Plymouth and Devonport. The
beautiful grounds of Antony
House, with the spire of Merrifield
church piercing through the trees
in the distance, are very fine.

On tbe left stretch the richly cul-
tivated ileids of ILandrake, St.
Erney and St. Stephens. Phe
curious quadrangular old structure
known as Ince Castle and the ivy-
covered battlements of Trematon
Castle, while in the distance are
seen the harbour, dockyards and
arsenal of Devouport, the biue
expanse of Plymouth Sound, and
the wood-crowned heights of
Mount Edgcumbe.

The sounds that reach us on this
peaceful Sabbath morn are pecu-
liarly English. The bells from
the churches far and near calling
the people to the house of God.
The faint notes of the bugle in
some distant fort summoning the
soldiers to church parade, while
the more distant boom of a gun
announces the arrival in Plymouth
Sound of one of her Majesty’s war-
ships from a foreign station.

_ But mingled with those indica-

tions of peace there come down to

us through the centuries sounds of

sterner import; sounds of earnest

and angry debate in the nation’s

parliament, followed by the tramp
22

of armies among those Cornish
hills.

¢ The rattling musketry, the clashing blade,
And ever and anon in tones of thunder
The diapason of the cannonade.”

Upon these, however, we cannot
dwell.

The church of St. Germans,
founded probably in the sixth cen-
tury by Germanus of Paris, en-
joyed the distinction for some
centuries of being the seat of the
Cornish bishopric, until Cornwall
became incorporated with the See
of Exeter, in which connection it
remained until about twenty years
ago. Those old-time churchmen
evidently knew a good thing when
they saw it, and showed their
sagacity by building their mon-
astery and nunnery in this fertile
valley. When Henry VIII. dis-
solved the monastic institutions
and confiscated their property,
Saint Germans became the pro-
perty of the Eliot family, who have
retained it ever since. It was
about ninety-six years after the
dissolution of the monasteries, viz,,
in March, 1628, that Sir John Eliot
set out from St. Germans on his
last jouruey to London to take his
seat in Charles Stuart’s third par-
liament. -

Sir John Eliot has been accused
by Clarendon and others of trying
to invest the Parliament with
more power than would be for the
good of the nation.  In reality he
strove, and strove successfully, to
save it from degenerating into a
mere debating society.

What he aimed at has been ac-
complished by the revolution of
1688, the Reform of 1832 and
the Redistribution Act of 1884,
viz., government of the people for
the people by the people.

This, however, was more than
Charles Stuart could concede, and
so, in March, 1629, he was con-
signad to that convenient recep-
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tacle for troublesome patriots, the
Tower of London.

He never came out.  For three
long, anxious years his family
watched and waited and petitioned
in vain, and when the news of his
death reached St. Germans, and
his family humbly craved posses-
sion of his body, the request met
with a stern refusal. The king
would not even allow his body a
burial place among the dear old
Cornish hills.

Descending the hill from above
Penamble, and entering the village
street, we find on the right the
Wesleyan Chapel, a substantial
stone built structure, surrounded
by a strong iron fence, and capable
of seating about 200 people. It
would be a “ city church ” in Brit-
ish Columbia, with a resident min-
ister, a mortgage and a “ floating
debt,” but in dear, democratic old
Cornwall we dispense with those
luxuries and refinements as much
as possible, and so St. Germans
forms part of the Callington Cir-
cuit, with its twenty-four chapels,
two ordained ministers, and fifty
local preachers. It was always a
pleasure, on getting the quarterly
circuit plan, to see my name down
for St. Germans, and though my
duties now are of a somewhat
_ sterner character, I can feel the

hearty hand-shake at the door, and
look down and recognize every
face before me, many of them now
passed away. These memories
constitute what Miss Havergal
calls “ our hidden leaves.”

¢ Leaves where memory’s golden finger
Slowly pointing, loves to linger ;
Leaves that bid the old tears start.”

They were warm-hearted, intelli-
gent, earnest Christians, who used
to worship in this village chapel.
Not one particle of “shoddy” in
their constitutions; but every one
in full sympathy with the young
preacher who had ridden or walked
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a dozen miles that morning for the
unspeakable pleasure of preaching
the Gospel to them.

The chapel itself has a rather re-
markable history, but in relating
the plain facts as well as I can re-
call them from information ob-
tained on the spot, I must apol-
ogize for correcting one or two
slight errors into which the Rev.
Mark Guy Pearse has fallen in his
story of “ The Chapel at St. Piran.”
It was early in the present century
that the Methodists obtained a
footing in the village, and a so-
ciety was formed which was at-
tached to the Plymouth Dock, now
Devonport Circuit, and afterward
transferred to the Liskeard Circuit,
which extended more than twenty
miles across.

There was a congregation and a
society, but no chapel, and no land
to build one on. The village be-
longed to the Earl of St. Germans,
a descendant of Sir John Eliot,
who, being a member of the
Church of England, and somewhat
jealous of innovations of any kind,
regarded the new sect with sus-
picion, and refused to give or lease
any land for the purpose.

Among the leaders of the move-
ment in St. Germans at this time
was Mr. Thomas Geake, the proto-
type of Mark Guy Pearse’s “ Jan
Polruan,” but, except in the in-
tensity of his earnestness, a very
different type of man.

His portrait, an oil painting,
which }i have looked on many
times in the residence of his grand-
daughter, the St. Germans post-
mistress, conveys the impression
that he was a man of intelligence
and refinement, instead of the
rather hum-drum “ Jan Polruan”
of Mr. Pearce’s book. He was
also possessed of considerable pro-
perty. A farmer, cattle-dealer
and butcher. Among his custom-
ers was the Earl of St. Germans,
and at Christmas especially there
was always a heavy order for meat
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awaiting Mr. Geake at Port Eliot
House. It was some time in the
early twenties that Mr. Geake went
as usual to get his Christmas order,
when he was met by the butler and
housekeeper with the request for a
“tip ” accompanied by a hint that
unless a substantial perquisite was
forthcoming the order would be
sent elsewhere. For once, how-
ever, they had met the wrong
man. Mr, Geake indignantly re-
fused to resort to bribery in order
to retain their custom, declaring
that he would compete with his fel-
low-tradesmen fairly and honestly.

Stung by the straightforward
and manly way in which he re-~
buked them, these two worthies
determined to ruin him, and con-
cocted a plan which they flattered
themselves would accomplish it.
A blacksmith was taken into their
confidence, and, one night, the
weights used in testing the stores
delivered at Port Eliot were con-
veyed to him, and into each weight
was inserted a piece of lead. Their
next move was to convey a hint
to the Earl that Mr. Geake was not
as straight as he might be, and
that it would pay to look after him.
The meat was then ordered, duly
delivered and weighed. Fancy
Mr. Geake’s surprise and dismay
when piece after piece fell short
by some pounds of the required
weight. Butler and housekeeper,
feigning the most righteous indig-
nation at what they witnessed,
called the EarPs attention to the
matter, and in his presence ‘the
farce of weighing the meat was
gone through again ; Mr. Geake
meanwhile protesting his inno-
cence, and offering to test the
weight with his own scales and
weights.  His lordship, however,
was fully convinced of his dis-
honesty; peremptorily ordered him
to take the meat away, and dis-
missed him with a severe repri-
manc¢. For the next few months
socicty in St. Germans was much
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exercised in its inmost soul, and
loud and long were the expres-
sions of indignation at Mr. Geake’s
perfidy.

There were a few of his intimate
friends who still believed in his in-
nocence ; but the same jury whom
Bunyan = represents as  trying
Faithful at Vanity Fair, sat every
night at the “Eliot Arms,” and
regularly tried and condemned the
“ Methodist scoundrel.” Much ale
was drunk and much tobacco was
consumed over the matter, and the
verdict of this learned body of
good men and true amounted to
this, that a man might lie, cheat
and steal to his heart’s content,
and yet be a thoroughly consistent
unbeliever ; but that lying, cheat-
Ing and stealing were contrary to
the teaching of Christianity in
general, and Methodism in particu-
lar.  Therefore, all Christians,
and especially Methodists, should
be avoided as much as possible.
Satisfied with this sage and logical
reasoning, they cheated, lied,
drank and swore more than ever.
. What Mr. Geake suffered dur-
ing those months can only be un-
derstood by those who have
passed through a similar experi-
ence. To a man of his sensitive
nature, there was something pecu-
liarly excruciating in being treated
with suspicion by those who previ-
ously had reposed every confidence
in him ; in being shunned by those
among whom he had moved freely
in his business relations ; in hear-
Ing rumours from far and near that
he was a rogue and a hypocrite.
How he was sustained this time
can only be understood by those
who “know that all things work
together for good to them that
love God” He appears to have
held on to this truth through all
this bitter experience, and his faith
did not go unrewarded. It was
some time in the following winter
that Mr. Geake received an urgent
message. A young woman, who
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had been a servant at Port Eliot,
was dangerously ill, and declared
that she had something on her
mind that she was bound to com-
municate to the Earl of St. Ger-
mans and Mr. Geake before she
died.

The Earl was fortunately at Port
Eliot at the time, and in company
with Mr. Geake hastened to the
poor girl's bedside. She then
divulged the whole plot, and im-
plored forgiveness for the part she
had taken in it. Comforting the
poor, dying woman as well as they
could, the two gentlemen then pro-
ceeded to Port Eliot, and by the
Earl’s orders all the conspirators,
including the blacksmith, were as-
sembled in the hall, and a con-
stable was also soon in attendance.
On being taxed with their crime
they all made full confession, and
in the most grovelling and abject
manner, begged pardon, etc.

His lordship was about to give
the whole crowd into custody
when the noble spirit that was in
Mr. Geake came to the rescue;
and through his intercession they
were saved from a term of penal
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servitude, which in those days
meant a sea voyage at the expense
of the Government. However,
they were all ordered to pack up
and quit the neighbourhood imme-
diately. .

Having performed this duty, the
Earl expressed his sorrow for the
trouble and pecuniary loss Mr,
Geake had sustained, and begged
him to say what amount of com-
pensation he considered he was
entitled to. This was a question
not easily answered, and Mr.
Geake begged time to consider it ;
which was readily granted.

There was a lively meeting that
night in the cottage where the
Methodists used to hold their ser-
vices, and when Mr. Geake pro-
posed that the Earl should be asked
for a plot of ground to build a
chapel on, the proposal met with
such a response as could only
come from a Methodist congrega-
tion.

The rest of the story is soon
told : The request was made
and granted. The chapel was
built, and remaineth unto this day.

South Victoria, B.C.

THE BEST WE

HAVE.

Christ wants the best. He in the far-off ages

Once claimed the firstling of the flock, the finest of the wheat,
And still He asks His own with gentlest pleading

To lay their hi%]hest hopes and brightest talents at His feet.

He'll not forget t

e feeblest service, humblest love.

He only asks that of our store we give to Him
The best we have.

Christ gives the best. He takes the hearts we offer
And fills them with His glorious beauty, joy and peace.
And in His service, as we’re growing stronger,
The calls to grand achievements still increase.
The richest gifts for us on earth, or in the heaven above,
Are hid in Christ. In Jesus we receive
The best we have.

And is our best too much?

O friends, let us remember

How once our Lord poured out His soul for us,
And in the prime of His mysterious manhood

Gave up His precious life upon the cross!
The Lord of lords, by whom the worlds were made,

Through bitter %x};iefband I;eal:s
e best He ha

f&ve us

—The Interior
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HIS STEPS.

BY CHARLES M. SHELDON.
Author of *“The Crucifizion of Phillip Strong.”

CHAPTER XI.

“Righteousness shall go before him,
and shall set us in the way of his steps.

The Bishop was not in the
habit of carrying much money
with him, and the man with the
stake, who was searching him,
uttered an oath at the small
amount of change he found. As
he uttered it, the man with the
pistol savagely said, *“ Jerk out his
watch !  We might as well get
all we can out of the job !”

The man with the stake was on
the point of laying hold of the
chain when there was the sound
of footsteps coming towards them.

“ Get behind the fence! We
haven’t half searched him yet.
Mind you keep shut now, if you
don’t want—"

The man with the pistol made
a significant gesture with it and
his companion pulled and pushed
the Bishop down the alley and
through a ragged broken opening
in the fence. The three stood
still there in the shadow until the
footsteps passed.

“ Now, then, have you got the
watch 7 asked the man with the
pistol.

“No, the chain is caught some-
where 1”7 And the other man
swore again.

“ Break it then !”

“No, don’t break it,” the
Bishop said, and it was the first
time he had spoken. “ The chain
is the gift of a very dear friend. I
should be sorry to have it broken.”

At the sound of the Bishop’s
voice, the man with the pistol
started, as if he had been suddenly
shot by his own weapon. With

a quick movement of his other
hand he turned the Bishop’s head
towards what little light was
shining from the alley way, at the
same time taking a step nearer.
Then, to the evident amazement
of his companion, he said roughly :

“ Leave the watch alone! We've
got the money. That’s enough !”

“Enough! Tifty cents! You
don’t reckon—"

Before the man with the stake
could say another word, he was
confronted with the muzzle of the
pistol, turned from the Bishop’s
head towards his own.

“ Leave that watch be! And
put back the money, too. This
is the Bishop we’ve held up ! “The
Bishop, do you hear

“And what of it! The Pre-
sident of the United States
\}'ogldn’t be too good to hold up,
i S

“ 1 say, you put the money back,
or in five minutes I’ll blow a hole
through your head that'll let in
more sense than you have to spare
now,” said the other.

For a second the man with the
stake seemed to hesitate at this
strange turn in events, as if mea-
suring his companion’s intention.
Then he hastily dropped the
money back into the Bishop’s
pocket.

“You can take your hands
down, sir.” The man with the
weapon lowered it slowly, still
keeping an eye on the other man,
and speaking with rough respect.
The Bishop slowly brought his
arms to his side and looked ear-
nestly at the two =uten. In the
dim light it wzs difficult to dis-
tinguish features. He was evi-
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dently free to go his way row, but
he stood there, making no move-
ment.

“You can go on. You needn’t
stay any longer on our account.”
The man who had acted as spokes-
man turned and sat down on a
stone. The other man stood
viciously digging his stake into
the ground.

“That’s just what I'm staying
for,” replied the Bishop. He sat
down on a board that projected
from the broken fence.

“You must like our company.
It is hard sometimes for people
to tear themselves away from us,”
the man standing up said, laugh-
ing coarsely.

‘“ Shut up!” exclaimed the other.
“We're on the road to hell
though, sure enough. We need
better company than ourselves
and the devil.”

“If you would only allow me to
be of any help—" the Bishop
spoke gently, even lovingly. The
man on the stone stared at the
Bishop through the darkness.
After a moment of silence, he
spoke slowly, like one who had
finally decidwd upon a course he
had at first rejected.

“Do you remember ever sceing
me before ?”

*“No,” said the Bishop. “The
light is not very good and I have
really not had a good look at

ou.”

“IDo you know me now ?»* The
man suddenly took off his hat and
getting up from the stone walked
over to the Bishop, until they were
near enough to touch each other.

The man’s hair was coal black,
except one spot on the top of his
head about as large as the palm
of the hand, which was white.

The minute the Bishop saw it
he started. The memory of fifteen
years ago began to stir in him.
The man helped him.

“Don’t you remember one day
back in ’81 or ’2, a man came to
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your house and told a story about
his wife and child having been
burned to death in a tenement fire
in New York

“Yes, I begin to recall now,”
murmured the Bishop. The other
man seemed to be interested. He
ceased digging his stake in the
ground and stood still, listening.

“Do you remember how you
took me into your own house that
night and spent all next day try-
ing to find me a job? And how,
when you succeeded in getting me
a place in a warehouse as fore-
man, I promised to quit drinking,
because you asked me to ?”

“I remember it now,” the
Bishop replied gently. “I hope
you have kept your promise.”

The man laughed savagely.
Then he struck his hand against
the fence with such sudden passion
that he drew blood.

“Keptit! I was drunk inside
of a week. I've been drinking
ever since. But I've never for-
gotten you or your prayer. Do
you remember the morning after
I came to your house and after
breakfast you had prayers and
asked me to come in and sit with
the rest ? That got me! But
my mother used to pray! I can
see her now, kneeling down by
my bed when I was a lad. Father
came in one night drunk and
kicked her, while she was kneeling
there by me.  But I never forgot
that prayer of yours that moming.
You prayed for me just as mother
used to, and you didn’t seem to
take count of the fact that I was
ragged and tough-looking and

more than half-drunk when I
rung your door-bell. My God !
‘What a life I've lived! The sa-

loon has housed me and homed
me and made hell on earth for
me! But that prayer stuck to
me all the time. My promise
not to drink was broken into a
thousand pieces inside of two
Sundays, and 1 lost the job you
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found for me and landed in a
police station two days aiter-
wards; but I never forgot you or
your prayer. I don’t know what
good it's done me, but I never for-
got it. And I won't do any harm
* to you nor let any one else. So
you're free to go. That’s why.”

The Bishop did not stir. Some-
where a church clock struck one.
The man had put on his hat and
gone back to his seat on the stone.
The Bishop was thinking hard.

“How long is it since you had
work ?® he asked, and the man
standing up answered for the
other.

“ More’n six months since either
of us did anything to tell of. Un-
less you count holding-up work.
I call it pretty wearing kind of a
job myself, especially when we put
in a night like this one and don't
make nothin’.”?

* Suppose I found good jobs for
both of you. Would you quit
this and begin all over ?”

“What's the use ? the man on
the stone spoke sullenly. “TI've
reformed a hundred times. Every
time I go down deeper. The
devil’'s begun to foreclose on me
already. It's too late

“No !” said the Bishop. And
never before the most entranced
audiences had he felt the desire
for souls burn up in him so
strongly. All the time he sat
there during this remarkable scene,
he prayed, “O Lord Jesus, give
me the souls of these two for thee !
I am hungry for them! Give
them to me !?

“No!” the Bishop repeated.
“What does God want of you two
men ? It doesn’t so much matter
what I want. But He wants just
what I do in this case. You two
men are of infinite value to Him.”
And then the Bishop's wonderful
memory came to his aid, in an ap-
peal such as no one else on earth,
among men, could make under
such circumstances. He had re-
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membered the man’s name, in spite
of the wonderfully busy years that
lay between his coming to the
house and the present moment.

“Burns,” he said—and he
yearned over the men with an un-
speakable longing for them both—
“if you and your friend here will
go home with me to-night, I will
find you both places of honourable
employment. I will believe in
vou and trust you. You are both
comparatively young men. Why
should God lose you? It is a
great thing to win the love of the
great Father. It is a small thing
that I should love you. But if
you need to feel again that there
is love in the world, you will be-
lieve me when I say, my brothers,
that I love you, and in the name of
Him who was crucified for our
sins, I cannot bear to see you miss
the glory of the human life!
Come! Be men! Make an-
other try for it, God helping you !
No one but God and you and my-
sef need ever know anything of
this to-night.  He has forgiven it.
The minute you ask Him to, you
will find that true. Come!
We'll fight it out together—you
two and I. It’s worth fighting
for. Everlasting life is. It was
the sinner that Christ came to help.
Il do what I can for youu O
God! Give me the souls of these
two men IV )

The Bishop kroke into a prayer
to God that was a continuation of
his appeal to the men.  His pent-
up feeling had no other outlet.
Before he had prayed many mo-
nients, Burns was sitting with his
face buried in his hands, sobbing.
Where were his mother’s pravers
now ? They were adding to the
power of the Bishops. And the
other man, harder, less moved,
without a previous knowledge of
the Bishop, leaned back against
the fence, stolid at first. But as
the prayer went on, he was moved
by it.  What force of the Holy
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¢ pirit swept over his dulled, brutal,
coarsened life, nothing but the
eternal records of the Recording
Angel can ever disclose. But
that same supernatural Presence
that smote Paul on the road to
Damascus and poured through
Henry Maxwell's  church the
morning he asked disciples to fol-
low in Jesus’ steps, and had again
broken irresistibly over the Nazar-
eth Avenue congregation, now
manifested Himself in this foul
corner of the mighty city and over
the natures of these two sinful,
sunken men apparently lost to all
the pleadings of conscience and
memory of God.  The Bishop’s
prayver seemed to break open the
crust that had for vears surround-
ed these two men and shut them
off from divine communication.
And tihey themselves were thor-
oughly startled by the event.

The Bishop ceased, and at first
he, himself, did not realize what
had happened.  Neither did the
two men. DBurns still sat with his
head bowed between his hands.
The man leaning against the fence
looked at the Bishop with a face
in which new emotions of awe,
repentance, astonishment and a
broken gleam of joy struggled for
expression.

The Bishop rose.

“ Come, my brothers! God is
good! You shall stay at the Set-
tlement to-night. And 1 will
make good my promise as to the
work.”

The two men followed the
Bishop in silence.  When they
reached the Settlement it was after
two o'clock. The Bishop let them
in and led thiem to a room. At
the door, he paused a moment.
His tall, commanding figure

stood in the doorway, and his pale
face, worn with his recent experi-
ences, was illuminated with the
divine glory.

“ God bless you, my brothers,”

he said, and leaving them his
benediction, he went away.

In the morning, he almost
dreaded to face the men. But the
impression of the night had n~t
worn away. True to his promis:,
the Bishop secured work for them,
The janitor at the Settlement need-
ed an assistant, owing to the
growth of the work there. So
Burns was given the place. The
Bishop succeeded in getting his
companion a nosition as driver for
a firm of warehouse dray manu-
facturers not far from the Settle-
ment. And the Holy Spirit strug-
gling in these two darkened, sin-
ful men, Degan His marvellous
work of regeneration.

Tt was the afternoon following
that morning when Burns was in-
stalled in his new position as as-
sistant janitor that he was cleaning
off the front steps of the Settle-
ment, when he paused a moment
and stood up to look about him.

The first” thing he noticed was
a beer sign just across the alley.
He could almost touch it with his
broom from where he stood.
Over the street, immediately op-
posite, were two large saloons and
a little farther down were three
more.

Suddenly the door of the nearest
saloon opened and a man came
out. At the same time, two more
went in. A strong odour of beer
floated up to Burns, as he stood
on the steps of the Settlement.

He clutched his broom handle
fight and began to sweep again.
He had one foot on the porch and
another on the step just below.
He took ancther step down, still
sweeping. The sweat stood out
on his forehead, although the day
was frosty and the air chill. The
saloon door opened again and
three or four men came out. A
child went in with a pail and came
out a moment later with a quart
of beer. The child went by on




the sidewalk just below him and
the odour of the beer came up to
him. He took another step down,
still sweeping desperately.  His
fingers were purple as he clutched
the handle of the broom.

Then suddenly he pulled himself
up one step and swept over the
spot he had just cleaned. He
then dragged himself by a tre-
mendous effort back to the floor
of the porch and went over into
the corner of it farthest from the
saloon and began to swecep there.
“ 0O God !” he cried, “if the Bishop
would only come back!” The
Bishop had gone out with Dr.
Bruce somewhere, and there was
no one about the Settlement that
he knew.

He swept in the corner for two
or three minutes. His face was
drawn with the agony of the con-
flict.  Gradually he edged out
out again towards the steps and
began to go down them. He
lonked towards the sidewalk and
saw that he had left one step un-
swept.  The sight seemed to give
him a reasonable excuse for going
down there to finish his sweeping.
He was on the sidewalk now,
sweeping the last step, with his
face towards the Settlement and
his back turned partly on the sa-
loon across the alley. He swept
the step a dozen times. The
sweat rolled over his face and
dropped down at his feet. By de-
grees he felt that he was drawn
over towards that end of the step
nearest the saloon. He could
smell the beer and rum now, as
the fumes rose around him. It
was like the infernal sulphur of
the lowest hell and yet it dragged
him, as by a giant’s hand, nearer
its source.

He was down in the middle of
the sidewalk now, still sweeping.
He cleared the space in front of
the Settlement and even went out
into the gutter and swept that.
He took off his hat and rubbed
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his sleeve over his face. Idis lips
were pallid and his teeth chattered.
He trembled all over like a palsied
man and staggered back and forth,
as if he were already drunk. His
soul shook within him.

re had crossed over the little
piece of stone flagging that mea-
sured the width of the alley, and
now he stood in front of the sa-
loon, looking at the sign and star-
ing into the window at the pile of
whiskey and beer bottles arranged
in a great pyramid outside. He
moistened his lips with his tongue
and took a step forward, looking
around him stealthily. The door
suddenly opened again and some
one came out. Again the hot,
penctrating smell of the liquor
swept out into the cold air, and he
took another step towards the sa-
loon door, which had shut behind
the customer. As he laid his
fingers on the door handle, a tall
figure came around the corner. It
was the Bishop.

He seized Burns by the arm and
dragged him back upon the side-
walk. The f{renzied man, now
mad for drink, shrieked out a
curse and struck at the Bishop
savagely. It is doubtful if he
really knew at first who was
snatching him away from his ruin.
The Blow fell upon the Bishop’s
face and cut a gash in his cheek.

He never nttered a word. But
over his face a look of majestic
sorrow swept. He picked Burns
up, as if he had been a child, and
actually carried him up the steps
into the Settlement. He placed
him down in the hall, and then
shut the door and put his back
against it.

Burns fell on his knees, sobbing
and praying. The Bishop stood
there, panting with his exertion,
although Burns was a slight-built
man and-had not been a great
weight for one of the Bishop’s
strength to carry.  The Bishop
was moved with unspeakable pity.
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“Pray, Burns! Pray as you
never prayed before!  Nothing
else will save you !’

“O God! Pray with me!
Save me! O save me from my
hell ” cried Burns. And the
Bishop kneeled by him in the hall
and prayed as only he could.

After that, they arose and Burns
went into his room. He came out
of it that evening like a humble
child. And the Bishop went his
way, older from that experience,
bearing in his body the marks of
the Lord Jesus. Truly he was
learning something of what it
means to walk in His steps.

But the saloon ! It stood there,
and all the others lined the street
like so many traps set for Burns.
How long would the man be able
to resist the smell of the damnable
stuff 7 The Bishop went out on
the porch.  The air of the whole
city seemed to be impregnated
with the odour of beer. “How
long, O God, how long I” the
Bishop prayed.

Dr. Bruce came out, and the
two friends talked over Burns and
his temptation.

“Did you ever make any in-
quiries about the ownership of this
property adjoining us?” the Bishop
asked.

“No. I haven’t taken time
for it. I will now, if you think it
would be worth while. But what
can we do, Edward, against the
saloon in this great city 7 Itisas
firmly established as the churches
or politics. What power can ever
remove it ?”

“God will do it in time, as He
removed slavery,” replied the
Bishop gravely. ¢ Meanwhile, I
think we have a right to know
who controls this saloon so near
the Settlement.”

“ I’ll find out,” said Dr, Bruce.

Two days later, he walked into
the business office of one of the
members of Nazareth Avenue
Church and asked to see him a

few moments. He was cordially
received by his old parishioner,
who welconied him into his room
and urged him to take all the time
he wanted.

“T called to seec you about that
property next to the Settlement
where the Bishop and myself now
are, you know. I am going to
speak plainly, because life is too
short and too serious for us both
to have any f{foolish hesitation
about this matter.  Clayton, do
you think it is right to rent that
property for a saloon ?”?

Dr. Bruce’s question was as
direct and uncompromising as he
had meant it to be. The effect of
it on his old parishioner was in-
stantaneous.

The hot blood mounted to the
face of the man who sat there, a
picture of business activity in a
great city. Then he grew pale,
dropped his head on his hands
and, when he raised it again, Dr.
Bruce was amazed to see a tear
roll over his parishioner’s face.

“ Doctor, did you know that I
took the pledge that morning with
the others ?”

“Yes, I remember.”

“But you never knew how I
have been tormented over my
failure to keep it in this instance.
That saloon property has been the
temptation of the devil to me. It
is the best paying investment at
present that I have. And yet it
was only a minute before you
came in here that I was in an
agony of remorse to think how I
was letting a little earthly gain
tempt me into denial of the very
Christ I had promised to {ollow.
I know well enough that He
would never rent property for such
a purpose. There is no need,
dear Doctor, for you to say a word
more” Clayton held out his hand
and Doctor Bruce grasped it and
shook it hard. After a little he
went away. But it was a long
time afterwards that he learned all



the truth about the struggle that
Clayton had known. It was only
a part of the history that belonged
to Nazareth Avenue Church, since
that memorable morning when the
Holy Spirit sanctionned the Christ-
like Pledge.

Not even the Bishop and Dr.
Bruce, moving as they now did in
the very presence itself of divine
impulses, knew vet that over the
whole sinful city the Spirit was
brooding with mighty eagerness,
waiting for the disciples to arise to
the call of sacrifice and suffering,
touching hearts long dull and cold,
making business men and money
makers uneasy in their absorption
by the one great struggle for more
wealth, and stirring through the
Church as never, in all the city’s
history, the Church had been
moved. The Bishop and Dr.
Bruce had already seen some won-
derful things in their brief life at
the Settlement. They were to see
far greater soon, more astonishing
revelations of the divine power
than they had supposed possible,
in this age of the world.

Within a month the saloon next
the Settlement was closed. The
saloon-keeper’s lease had expired,
and Clayton not only closed the
property to the whiskey men, but
offered the use of the building to
the Bishop and Dr. Bruce for the
Settlement work, which had now
grown so large that the building
was not suffjcient for the different
industries that w:re planned.

One of the most important of
these was the pure food depart-
ment suggested by Felicia. It
was not a month after Clayton
turned the saloon property over to
the Settlement that Felicia found
herself installed in the very room
where souls had been lost, as head
of a department not only of cook-
ing but of a course of housekeep-
ing for girls who wished to go out
to service. She was now a resi-
dent of the Settlement, and found
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a home with Mrs. Bruce and the
other young women from the city
who were residents. Martha, the
violinist, remained at the place
where the Bishop had first dis-
covered the two girls, and came
over to the Settlement certain
evenings to give lessons in music.

“ Felicia, tell us your plan in
full now,” said the Bishop one
evening when, in a rare interval of
rest from the great pressure of
work, he, with Dr. Bruce and
Felicia, had come in from the
other building.

“Well, I have long thought of
the hired girl problem,” said
Felicia, with an air of wisdom
that made Mrs. Bruce smile, as
she looked at the enthusiastic vital
beauty of this young girl, trans-
formed into a new creature by the
promise she had made to live the
Christlike life. “And I have
reached certain conclusions in re-
gard to it that you men are not
vet able to fathom, but Mrs. Bruce
here will understand me.”

“We acknowledge our infancy,
Felicia.  Go on,” said the Bishop
humbly.

“Then this is what I propose
to do. The old saloon building
is large enough to arrange into a
suite of rooms that will represent
an ordinary house. My plan is to
have it so arranged and then teach
housekeeping and cooking to girls
who will afterwards go out to ser-

vice. The course will be six
months long. In that time I will
teach plain cooking, neatness,

quickness, and a love of good
work.”

“ Hold on, Felicia !’ the Bishop
interrupted.  “ This is not an age
of miracles 1”

“Then I will make it one,” re-
plied Felicia. “I know this
seems like an impossibility, but I
want to try it. I know a score
of girls, already, who will take the
course, and if we can once estab-
lish something like an esprit de
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corps among the girls themselves,
I am sure it will be of great value
to them. I know already that the
pure food is working a revolution
in many families.”

“ Felicia, if you can accomplish
half of what you propose to do, it
will bless this whole community,”
said Mis. Bruce. “I don’t see
how you can do it, but I say, ‘ God
bless you,” as you try.”

“So say we allt? cried Dr.
Bruce and the Bishop; and Felicia
plunged into the working out
of her plan with the enthusiasm of
her discipleship, which every day
grew more and more practical and
serviceable.

It must be said here that
Felicia's plan succeeded beyond all
expectations. She developed won-
derful powers of persuasion and
taught her girls with astonishing
rapidity to do all sorts of house-
work., In time the graduates of
Felicia’s cooking-school came to
be prized by housekeepers all over
the city.  But that is anticipating
our story. The history of the Set-
tlement has never yet been written.
When it is, Felicia’s part will be
found of very great importance.

The depth of winter found Chi-
cago presenting, as every great
city of the world presents to the
eyes of Christendom, the marked
contrast between riches and pov-
erty, between culture, refinement,
luxury, ease, and ignorance, de-
pravity, destitution and the bitter
struggle for bread. It was a hard
winter, but a gay winter. Never
had there been such a succession
of parties, receptions, balls, din-

ners, banquets, fetes, gaieties.
Never had the opera and the
theatre been so crowded with

fashionable audiences. Never had
there been such a lavish display
of jewels and fine dresses and
equipages.

On the other hand, never had
the deep want and suffering been
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so cruel, so sharp, so murderous,
Never had the winds blown so
chilling over the lake and through
the thin shells of tenements in the
neighbourhood of the Settlement.
Never had the pressure for food
and fuel and clothes been so
urgently thrust up against the peo-
ple of the city in their most im-
portunate and ghastly form. Night
after night, the Bishop and Dr.
Bruce with their helpers went out
and helped save men and women
and children from the torture of
physical privation. Vast quan-
tities of food and clothing and
large sums of money were donated
by the churches, the charitable so-
cieties, the civic authorities, and
the benevolent associations.  But
the personal touch of the Christian
disciple was very hard to secure
for personal work.  Where was
the discipleship that was obeying
the Master’'s command to go itself
to the suffering and give itself with
its gift, in order to make the gift
of value in time to come? The
Bishop found his heart sink within
him as he faced this fact more than
any other. Men would give
money, who would not think of
giving themselves. And the money
they gave did not represent any
real sacrifice, because they did not
miss it.  They gave what was the
easiest to give, what hurt them the
least. 'Where did the sacrifice
come in? Was this following
Jesus; was this going with Him
all the way ?

All this the Bishop asked, as he
plunged deeper into the sin and
sorrow of that bitter winter. Ie
was bearing his cross with joy.
But he burned and fought within,
over the shifting of personal love,
by the many, upon the hearts of
the few. And still, silently, power-
fully, resistlessly, the Holy Spirit
was moving through the Church,
upon even the aristocratic, wealthy,
case-loving members, who shunned




the terrors of the social problem
as they would shun a contagious
disease.

This fact was impressed upon
the Bishop and the Settlement
workers in a startling way one
morning.  Perhaps no one inci-
dent of that winter shows more
plainly how much of a momentum

had already grown out of the
movement of Nazareth Avenue

Church and the action of Dr.
Bruce and the Bishop, that fol-
lowed the pledge to do as Jesus
would do. :

The breakfast hour at the Set-
tlement was the one hour in the
day when the whole resident family
found a little breathing space to
fellowship together. It was an
hour of relaxation. There was a
great deal of good-natured repartee
and much real wit and enjoyable
fun at this hour. The Bishop told
his best stories. Dr. Bruce was
at his best in anecdote. This
company of disciples was healthily
humorous in spite of the atmos-
phere of sorrow that constantly
surrounded them. In fact, the
Bishop often said that the faculty
of humour was as God-given as
any other; and in his own case it
was the only safety valve he had
for the tremendous pressure put
upon him.

This particular morning the
Bishop was reading extracts from
a morning paper for the benefit of
the others.  Suddenly he paused
and his face instantly grew stern
and sad. The rest looked up and
a hush fell over the table.

“Shot and killed while taking
a lump of coal from a car. His
family was freezing and he had
had no work for six months. His
six children and a wife all packed
into a cabin with three rooms, on
the West Side. One child wrap-
ped in rags in a closet 1?

These were head-lines that the
Bishop read slowly. He then
went on and read the detailed ac-
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count of the shooting and the visit
of the reporter to the tenement
where the family lived.

He finished and there was
silence around the table. The
humour of the hour was swept out
of existence by this bit of human
tragedy.  The great city roared
about the Settlement. The awful
current of human life was flowing
in a great stream past the Settle-
ment house and those who had
work were hurrying to it in a vast
throng.  But thousands were go-
ing down in the midst of that cur-
rent, clutching at last hopes,
dying, literally in a land of plenty,
because the boon of physical toil
was denied them.

There were various comments
on the part of the residents. One
of the new comers, a young man
preparing for the ministry, said,
“Why didn’t the man apply to one
of the charity organizations for
help? Or to the city ? It cer-
tainly is not true that, even at its
worst, this city full of Christian
people would knowingly allow any
one to go without food or fuel.”

“No. T don't believe that it
would,” replied Dr. Druce. “ But
we don’t know the history of that
man’s case. e may have asked
for help so often before, that
finally, in a moment of despera-
tion, he determined to help him-
self. I have known such cases
this winter.”

“That is not the terrible fact in
this case,” said the Bishop. ‘The
awful thing about it is the ‘rct
tl.at the man had not had any
work for six months.”

“Why don't such people go out
into the country ? asked the
divinity student.

Some one at the table who had
made a special study of the op-
portunities for work in the coun-
try answered the question. Ac-
cording to the investigator, the
places that were possible for work
in the country were exceedingly




350

few for steady employment, and
in almost every case they were
offered only to men without
families.  Suppose a man’s wife
and children were ill. How could
he move or get into the country ?
How could he pay even the meagre
sum necessary to move his few
goods ?  There were a thousand
reasons probably why this par-
ticular man did not go elsewhere.

“ Meanwhile, there are the wife
and children,” said Mrs. Bruce.
“How awful! Where is the
place, did you say ?”

The Bishop took up the paper.

“Why, it’s only three blocks
from here. This is the Penrose
district. I believe Penrose, him-
self, owns half of the houses in that
block. They are among the worst
houses in this part of the city.
And Penrose is a church member.”

“Yes, he belongs to the Nazar-
eth Avenue Church,” replied Dr.
Bruce in a low voice.

The Bishop rose from the table
the very figure of divine wrath.
He had opened his lips to say
what seldom came from him in the
way of denunciation, when the bell
rang and one of the residents went
to the door.

“Tell Dr. Bruce and the Bishop
I want to see them. Penrose is
the name. Clarence Penrose. Dr.
Bruce knows me.”

The family at the breakfast table
heard every word. The Bishop
exchanged a significant look with
Dr. Bruce, and the two men in-
stantly left the table and went out
into the hall.

“ Come in here, Penrose,” said
Dr. Bruce, and he and the Bishop
ushered the visitor into the re-
ception room. They closed the
door and were alone.

Clarence Penrose was one of the
most elegant looking men in Chi-
cago. He came from an aristo-
cratic family of great wealth and
social distinction. He was ex-
ceedingly wealthy and had large
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property holdings in different parts
of the city. He had been a mem-
bfer of Dr. Bruce’s church all his
life.

This man faced the Bishop and
his former pastor with a look of
agitation on his countenance that
showed plainly the mark of some
unusual experience. He was very
pale and his lip trembled as he
spoke. 'When had Clarence Pen-
rose ever before yielded to such a
strange emotion of feeling ?

“This affair of the shooting!
You understand. You have read
it The family lived in one of
my houses. It is a terrible event.
But that is not the primary cause
of my visit” He stammered and
looked anxiously into the faces of
the two men. The Bishop still
looked stern. He could not help
feeling that this elegant man of
leisure could have done a great
deal to aileviate the horrors in his
tenements, possibly have prevented
this tragedy, if he had sacrificed
some of his personal ease and
luxury to better the condition of
the people in his district.

Penrose turned to Dr. Bruce.

“Doctor I he exclaimed, and
there was almost a child’s terror
in his voice.  “I came to say that
I have had an experience so un-
usual that nothing but the super-
natural can explain it. You re-
member I was one of those who
took the pledge to do as Jesus
would do. I thought at the time,
poor fool that I was, that T had all
along been doing the Christian
thing. I gave liberally out of my
abundance to the Church and
charity. I never gave myself to
cost me any suffering. I have
been living in a perfect hell of
contradictions ever since I took the
pledge.

“My little girl, Diana, you re-
member, also took the pledge with
me. She has been asking me a
great many questions lately about
the poor people and where they
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lived. I was obliged to answer
her. One of her questions last
night touclied my sore: Did I own
any houses where those people
lived ?  Were they nice and warm
like ours ?  You know how a child
will ask questions like these. I
went to bed tormented with what
I now know to be the divine
arrows of conscience. I could
not sleep. I seemed to see the
judgment day. I was placed be-
fore the Judge. I was asked to
give an account of my deeds done
in the body: How many sinful
souls had I visited in prison?
What had I done with my steward-
ship? How about those tene-
ments where people froze in winter
and stifled in summer? Did I
give any thought to them, except
to receive the rentals from them ?
Where did my suffering come in ?
Would Jesus have done as I had
done and was doing? Had I
broken my pledge ? How had 1
used the money and the culture
and the social influence I pos-
sessed 7 Had I used it to bless
humanity, to relieve the suffering,
to bring joy to the distressed and
hope to the desponding ? I had
received much. How much had I
given ?

“ All this came to me in a wak-
ing vision as distinctly as I see
you two men and myself now. I
was unable to see the end of the
vision. I had a confused picture
in my mind of the suffering Christ
pointing a condemning finger at
me, and the rest was shut out by
mist and darkness. I have not
had sleep for twenty-four hours.
The first thing I saw this morn-
ing was the account of the shoot-
ing at the coal yards. I read the
account with a feeling of horror I
have not been able to shake off. I
am a guilty creature before God.”

Penrose paused suddenly. The
two men looked at him solemnly.
What power of the Holy Spirit
moved the soul of this hitherto
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self-satisfied, elegant, cultured man
who belonged to the social life
that was accustomed to go its
way, placidly unmindful of the
great sorrows of a great city and
practically ignorant of what it
means to suffer for Jesus’ sake.

Into that room came a breath
such as before swept over Henry
Maxwell's church and through
Nazareth Avenue. And the Bishop
laid his hand on the shoulder of
Penrose and said, “My Dbrother,
God has been very near to you.
Let us thank him.”

“Yes, yes,” sobbed Penrose.
He sat down on a chair and cov-
ered his face. The Bishop prayed.
Then Penrose quietly said, “ Will
you go with me to that house ?”

For answer, both Dr. Bruce and
the Bishop put on their overcoats
and went out with him to the
lome of the dead man’s family.
This was the beginning of a new
and strange life for Clarence Pen-
rose. From the moment he
stepped into that wretched hovel
of a home and faced for the first
time in his life a despair and suf-
fering such as he had read of but
did not know by personal contact,
he dated a new life. It would be
another long story to tell how, in
obedience to his pledge, he began
to do with his tenement property
as he knew Jesus would do. What -
would Jesus do with tenement pro-
perty, if He owned it in Chicago
or any other great city of the
world ?  Any man who can im-
agine any true answer to this
question can easily tell what Clar-
ence Penrose began to do.

Now, before that winter reached
its bitter climax, many things oc-
curred in the city that concerned
the lives of all the characters in
this history of the disciples who
promised to walk in His steps.

It chanced, by one of those re-
markable coincidences that seem
to occur preternaturally, that one
afternoon, just as Felicia came out

. samiae o




.
AN

352

of the Settlement with a basket of
food which she was going to leave
as a sample with a baker in the
Penrose district, Stephen Clyde
opened the door of the carpenter
shop in the basement and came out
of the lower door, in time to meet
Felicia as she reached the side-
walk.

“Let me carry your basket,
please,” he said.

“Why do you say ‘please’ ?”
asked Felicia handing over the
basket.

“T would like to say something
else,” replied Stephen, glancing at
her shyly and yet with a boldness
that frightened him, for he had
been loving Felicia more every
day since he first saw her, and es-
pecially since she stepped into the
shop that day with the Bishop, and
for weeks now they had been in
many ways thrown into each
other’s company.

“What else?” asked Felicia in-
nocently, falling into the trap.

“ Why—" said Stephen, turning
his fair, noble face full towards her
and eyeing her with the look of
ene who would have the best of
all things in the universe, “I
would like to say, ‘ Let me carry
your basket, dear Felicia.’”

Felicia never looked so beauti-
ful in her life.  She walked on a
little way without even turning her
face towards him. It was no
secret with her own heart that she
had given it to Stephen some time
ago. Finally she turned and said
shyly, while her face grew rosy
and her eyes tender, “ Why don't
you say it then ?”

“May I cried Stephen, and
he was so careless for a minute of
the way he held the basket, that
Felicia exclaimed, “Yes! But,
oh, don’t drop my goodies 1?

“Why, I wouldn’t drop any-
thing so precious for all the world,
‘ dear Felicia, ” said Stephen, who
now walked on air for several
blocks; and what else was said
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during that walk is private cor-
respondence that we have no right
to read. Only, it is matter of
history that day that the basket
never reached its destination, and
that over in the other direction,
late in the afternoon, the Bishop,
walking along quietly in a rather
secluded spot near the outlying
part of the Secttlement district,
heard a familiar voice say, “ But
tell me, Felicia, when did you be-
gin to love me ?”

“1 fell in love with a little pine
shaving just above your ear, that
day I saw you in the shop !” said
the other voice, with a laugh so
clear, so pure, so sweet, that it
did one good to hear it.

The next moment, the Bishop
turned the corner and came upon
them.

“Where are you going with
that basket ?* he tried to say
sternly.

“We're taking it to—Where are
we taking it to, Felicia ?”

“ Dear Bishop, we are taking it
home to begin—”

“To begin housekeeping with,”
finished Stephen, coming to the
rescue.

“Are you ? said the Bishop.
“1 hope you will invite me in to
share. I know what Felicia's
cooking is.”

“ Bishop, dear Bishop,” said
Felicia, and she did not attempt
to hide her happiness, ‘“indeed,
you shall always be the most
honoured guest. Are you glad »

“Yes, I am,” replied the Bishop,
interpreting Felicia’s words as she
wished. Then he paused a mo-
ment and said gently, “ God bless
you both,” and went his way with
a tear in his eye and a prayer in
his heart, and left them to their
Joy. .
Yes. Shall not the same divine
power of love that belongs to earth
be lived and sung by the disciples
of the Man of Sorrows and the
Burden Bearer of sins? Yea,
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verilv ! And this man and wo-
man shall walk hand in hand
through this great desert of human
woe in this city, strengthening each
other, growing more loving with
the experience of the world’s sor-
rows, walking in His steps even
closer yet because of this love,
bringing added blessing to thou-
sands of wretched creatures be-
cause they are to have a home of
their own to share with the home-
less.  “For this cause,” said our
Lord Jesus Christ, “shall a man
leave his father and mother and
cleave unto his wife” And
Felicia and Stephen, following the
Master, love Him with deeper,
truer service and devotion because
of the earthly affection which hea-
ven itself sanctions with its solemn
blessing.

Now it was a little after the love
story of the Settlement became a
part of its glory, that Henry Max-
well, of Raymond, came to Chi-
cago with Rachel Winslow and
Virginia Page and Rollin, and
Alexander Powers and President
Marsh, and the occasion was a re-
markable gathering at the hall of
the Settlement arranged by the
Bishop and Dr. Druce, who had
finally persuaded Mr. Maxwell and
his fellow disciples of Raymond to
be present at this meeting.

The Bishop invited into the
Settlement Hall meeting for that
night, men out of work, wretched
creatures who had lost faith in God
and man, anarchists and infidels,
free thinkers and no thinkers.
The representatives of all the city’s
worst, most hopeless, most danger-
ous, depraved elements faced
Henry Maxwell and the other dis-
ciples when the meeting began.
And still the Holy Spirit moved
over tlie great, heaving, selfish,
pleasure-loving, sin-stained city,
and it lay in God's hand, not
knowing all that awaited it. Every
man and woman at the meeting
that night had seen the Settlement
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motto over the door, blazing
through the transparency set up
by the divinity student: “ What
would Jesus do ?”

And Henry alaxwell, as for the
first time he stepped under the
doorway, was touched with a
deeper emotion than he had felt
in a long time, as he thought of
the first time that question had
come to him in the piteous appeal
of the shabby young man who had
appeared in the First Church of
Ravmond at the morning service.

Was his great desire for Chris-
tian fellowship going to be grant-
ed 2 Would the movement begun
in Ravmond actually spread over
the country? He had come to
Chicago with his friends, partly to
see if the answer to that question
would be found in the heart of the
great city life.  In a few minutes
he would face the people. He
had grown very strong and calm
since he first spoke with trembling
to that company of workingmen
in the railroad shops, but now, as
then, he breathed a deeper prayer
for help. Then he went in, and
with the Bishop and the rest of
the disciples he experienced one
of the great and important events
of the earthly life.  Somehow, he
felt as if this meeting would indi-
cate something of an answer to his
constant query, ‘“What would
Jesus do ?®  And to-night, as he
looked into the faces of men and
women who had for years been
strangers and enemies to the
Church, his heart cried out, “O
my Master, teach thy Church how
to follow thy steps better I* Ts
that praver of Henry Maxwell’s to
be answered ?  'Will the Church
in the city respond to the call to
follow Him?  Will it choose to
walk in His steps of pain and suf-
fering ?  And still, over all the
city, broods the Spirit. Grieve
him not, O city! TFor He was
never more ready to revolutionize
this world than now !
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CHAPTER XXXVIL
NECESSARY DETAILS.

A month or so passed away, but
Detective Carlyle was as far as ever
from the capture of Stephen Grain-
ger. It was very mortifying to him,
but he could not help it, for hitherto
the late agent of Trethyn had bafiled
all attempts made to discover his
hiding-place. In truth, the detective
was losing heart, and had almost
given up the case as a hopeless one.

To add, as it seemed, to the detec-
tive’s mortification, Edward Trethyn,
who now reigned supreme in his own
inheritance (his mother having given
up everything to him on his rnturn
frem exile), one day sent for the de-
tective into his office.

“I want to suggest to you,” he
said, ‘“the liberating of Thomas.”

“The landlord of the Trethyn
Arms ?”

“Yes ; but better known to me as
our old bhutler.”

“But that would never do.”

‘“Why not ?”

‘“ Because he was concerned in your
father's murder for one thing.”

Edward shook his head.

“I can’t believe it,” he said.

“But I am sure of it. And I can
prove it.”

‘“Very well, time enough to deal
with him when the crime is proved
agsinst him,”

The detective looked thoroughly
dissatisfied.

“Well, if noth'ng else,” he said,
“ he deserves imjrisonment for the
brief he held from Grainger for your
death.”

Kdward laughed.

‘“He wouldn’t hurt a fly,” he said ;
“I1 know the man, Carlyle.”

‘“ But I've shown you the correspon-
dence ?”

“Yes, yes, and I've spoken to him
upon it. He confesses his letters to
Grainger were a tissue of falsehood.
I'm convinced, Carlyle, that Thomas
had not the remotest intention of
hurting me, and that he only ac-
cepted Grainger's bribe through his
firm belief in my death.”

And so the landlord of the Tre-
thyn Arms was released, and another
burden added to Carlyle’s already
heavy one. But the detective kept
his eye on his man, and bode his
time for the re-arrest of the land-
lord.

In this policy of mercy Edward
had been well advised by . Lawyer
Jeffries. Sir Charles Monigomery,
too, had urged it.

‘“Let bygones be bygones,” the
lawyer had said.

“Forgive and forget,” Sir Charles
urged.

And thus days of peace and quiet
were again graduall~ returning to
Trethyn, and a time of prosperity
dawning. Edward now was in full

, possession and full power, and he

was using bis influence wisz2ly for
good.

One thing Edward did or his re-
turn which was hailed with delight
by the chapel folk. Meeting Seth
Roberts one day, he told the old fire-
man to tell ' his fellow-religionists
that they were welcome to the piece
of ground which his father had re-
fused them. He even went further
than this : he made them a present of
all the stones, lime and timber neces-
sary for building their long-wished-
for chapel, so that they had only
to provide the mnecessary labor to
erect the building.

Without delay the chapel folk had
got to work, and the day for the
laying of the foundation-stone had
arrived—a lovely day, though winter
time; a bright, clear, frosty day,
with the air crisp and bracing. Of
course Sir Charles Montgomery was
there, and with him were Lady Hettie
and Miss Nellie ; Major Phelps, of
Netton, Lawyer Jeffries, Doctor
Shearer and Doctor Burns were 20
present. One person was not pres-
en: who would dearly have loved to
be present—one person whom almost
everybody missed. Rhoda Roberts
was too ill to leave the house, and
when Edward called there after the
ceremony he found her lying on the
sofa in the little parlour with a weary,
exhausted look upon her countenance.



‘“ How are you to-day, Rhoda ?” he
asked tenderly,
“Muck as

faintly.

‘“ Not a wee bit better ?” he asked,
with an anxious smile upon his face.

‘“ Well, praps I am just a little,”
she answered flushing.

‘“You've been reading ?’ taking up
the book she had laid down at his
entrance.

“ Yes.”

“ Thomas a Kempis, I see.”

She smiled.

“1 wasn’t able to read at all yes-
‘terday.”

‘“So, then, you are somewhat bet-
‘ter 7"

“I think I am.”

‘“ That’s right. Be quick and get
well again—for my sake, Rhoda.”
She was silent & few moments.

“ BEdward,” she whispered presently,
“‘you must give up that idea alto-
gether. Don’'t you see, dear Edward,
that it can never be ?”

It was now Edward's turn to be
silent,

“Don’t you see it, Edward ? Look
at me,” and she held up her frail
hands for him tuo examine.

“1 see you're very thin,” he said
simply ; “but p’raps - youwll get
stronger some day.”

“You love me, Edward ?”

“You know I love you dearly.”

‘“Then will you show your love for
me by gratifying my wish ?”

“What is your wish ?”

“That you should marry Miss
Montgomery.”

“ Rhoda ! Rhoda !” he cried, “ why
do you persist in this ?”

“It is because I love you, and wish
for your happiness.”

“But why do you always fix on
Miss Montgomery ?”

‘ Because I think you now love her
just a little, and I am sure she would
make you a good wife.”

He took her hands in his at the
words, and looked into her eyes with
grief in his own.

“You think I love her ?”

“Just a little.”

‘“Rhoda, do you think I have been
trifing with you ? You surely don’t
think I’'ve been speaking fair words
to you and loving another ?”

“No, no, no!” she cried. “My
words were badly put if they raised
that doubt in your mind. I only
spoke for you good. Edward, be-
lieve me, I would see you happy be-
tore I die.”

She spoke fervently, and Edward

usual,” she replied
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was deeply impressed with her
earnestness. He rose and paced the
room excitedly.

‘“Your words grieve me sorely,” he
said presently, and Rhoda was aware
of a strong agitation in his voice.

“Well, let it pass now,” she said,
with a noble desire to alleviate the
Smart her words had caused ; * but
itgl’i’nk about it, Edward, think about

He had returned to the chair by
her side, and sat holding her feeble
hand in his.

“You've just returned from the
ceremony ?” she asked.

“ Yes.”

‘“ Were many people there ?”

“ Hundreds,” he said ; “ very many
more than I suspected would have
been there. People came from all
parts.”

“Then it was a success ?”

“ A great success,” he said.

“Oh, I am so glad. Tell me all
about it, Edward.”

He did so, and in glowing terms.
He told her of the scene, of the prayer
of dedication, of the distinguished
people who had been present to wit-
ness the stone-laying, and everything
else connected with it.

“Who was precentor to-day ?” she
asked.

“ George Ford,” said,. Bdward.
“That was the only Tault in the
whole affair., No, no,” he said

quickly, observing a change passing
over Rhoda’s countenance, “I don’t
mean that George did his part badly.
He did it splendidly ; but it was your
voice that ought to have led the
singing, and, though nobody said so,
I believe you were in everybody’s
mind.”

Just then Seth came in, accom-
panied by George Ford.

Edward rose to greet them.

“You've had quite a successful
day,” he said.

“Yes, thank God for it,” said Seth.
‘“Really, I can hardly credit it all.
To think how much for good has hap-
pened since you returned to Trethyn,
Mr. Edward. As I was saying to the
frien’s on’y a few moments ago,
‘What hath God wrought I"”

*“That’s right,” said Edward ; “put
it down to His account. Had it not
been for His goodness I would still
have been a fugitive, and you would
not have had your chapel.”

They sat talking together for a little
time, when Seth suddenly surprised
Edward by saying :
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“Youwve heard of George's de-
cision ?”

Edward looked his reply—an in-
quiring look.

‘“He means to be a preacher of
righteoueness.”

‘*“Oh ! said Edward, “I know
that. George, I hear, is a very ac-
ceptable preacher already.”

* You un’erstan’ what I mean ?”
queried Seth. ‘ George, of course,
preaches now, but he is goin’ to give
himself up to the ministry of the Gos-
pelL”

‘“ George,” explained Rhoda, “In-
tends entering one of our theological
colleges and qualifying himself to be
a minister.”

For a moment or two Edward was
amazed at the intelligence. His
environment had been so exclusive
th:e'. he had never dreamt of anyone
takiag holy orders save distinguished
scholars and university men.

‘“ George feels himself called to
preach the Gospel,” said Rhoda.

“Yes,” said George for himself,
“and that woe is me if I preach not
the Gospel.”

‘““That's the feeling,” said Seth.
“It’'s woe if I preach not the Gospel.
The Gospel,” he emphasized, “not
something else. There's too much of
something else nowadays. It seems
as if some men thought they had a
call to preach everything else but the
Gospel. They preach their fads
about social reform, submerged tenth,
the higher criticism, the latest re-
ligious craze, and everything else but
the pure and simple Gospel, while
thousands of their fellow-mortals are
dying in their sins.”

“ But is not the preaching of these
things necessary ?”' asked Edward.
“ Take the higher ecriticism, for in-
stance. Don't you know it is this
very criticism which makes it possi-
ble for many good men to believe the
Bible ?”

“Pshaw !” said Seth, somewhat
tartly ; “ what does the people care
for the higher criticism, or is it ever
going to save a soul ? George,” he
said, turning towards the young man
in admonition,  *“ whatever you do,
never lose sight of the Gospel. When
Yyou preach, preach salvation by faith
to all who Dbelieve on the Son of
God.)t

‘“Good night, Rhoda, dear,” said
Edward, whispering lowly and tak-
ing her hand in his; “I hope you'll
be better to-morrow.”

“You'll remember what I've been
saying ?” she asked.

“I don’t want to remember it,” he
said.

‘“You must, Edward,” she replied.
“It is for your good.”

He stooped down again and kissed
her, and the next moment was gone,
leaving her bathed in tears. Pres-
ently, however, Rhoda dried her eyes
and spoke :

“You must forgive me for my
foolishness,” she said; “but I couldn’t
help it.”

Seth looked at her in a vague kind
of a way, a look which meant, “1I
don’t understand in the least what
you mean, thougch I'm trying very
hard to make it out.”

“I've told Edward,” explained
Rheda, “that I can never be his
wife.”

“Why ?” quickly asked George
Ford, with his heart in his mouth,
but almost as quickly saying, ¢ For-
give me! I forgot myself.”

‘“ No one needs to be told why,” said
Rhoda, smiling. “Am I a fit person
to be a bride ?”

Her words were no more than
George expected, and yet they fell
heavily upon his ears.

‘““ What did Edward Trethyn say ?”
asked Seth, after a thoughtful spell.
“Did he see his way to agree with
what you told him ?”

“1 told him I could never be his
wife,” said Rhoda, in surprise.

*“Yes, lass, I know what you told
him, but did he consent to give you
up ?”

“ It isn’t the first time, father,” said
Rhoda, “that 1I've spoken to him
upon the subject.”

“Yes, yes ; but did he fall in with
your suggestion ?”

Rhoda hesitated. She did not know
what to say,r and she did mnot care
for her father thus pressing her for
an answer.

“I un’erstan’,” said Seth; “you
needn’t bother to explain. I see
through it. He was loth to agree.
Well, what I wants to say is this,
Rhoda: I likes Edward Trethyn
uncommon, but if as ever you should
wed, I would rather see you married
to one in your own position of life.
I've never spoken to you on the sub-
ject afore, Rhoda, and I'm not going
to say anything more now. Them's
my wishes, that's all. Of course,
you've been ecducated, and you may
look for somecone better off in life
than your poor father has been, dut
there’s those in your—well, there,
I'll say no more ; but you'll un'erstan’
me.”



“In my present condition of
health,” said Rhoda, “it is simply
folly to even think of such a thing.”

“But I sometimes think,” said her
father, “that your health is not so
seriously alarmin’ as they be sayin'.”

‘“But the doctors say it is seri-
ous.”

Seth looked at her.

“How do you know
asked.

‘1 overheard the doctor say it to
you.”

“But you mustn’'t believe all the
doctors say,” said Seth anxiously ;
“and at all events, I don’t believe it
in regard to vou You're goin’ to get
better, Rhoda, and live a life of use-
fulness yet.”

“There’s not a particle of consump-
tion about her,” he said in a con-
fideny whisper. “It’s nothin’ but
anxiety that's Dbrought her to this,
George.”

“That’s just what I've been think-
ing,” said George.

“ Ay, an’ it’'s a fact, lad. ‘What she
wants is quiet.”

“ Quiet,” repeated George.

“If however,” whispered Seth,
“this illness prevents her from be-
coming Edward Trethyn’s wife. I
sha’n’t murmur. The Almighty has
strange ways of working.”

He was silent for a while.
he said :

“Life with Edward Trethyn would
not be what I've prayed for for her.
Nor would it be what I b'lieve God
intends for her. Her sphere lies
amongst her own people, and in
work for the church.”

The fireman’s voice .rembled with
strong feeling as he spoke these
words.

“Edward Trethyn is an honourable
gentleman,” said George, for want of
something better to say.

“Do not misun’erstan’ me, George,”
said Seth. “X know of no nobler
gen'’man, but he’s too high for my
Rhoda. In his own sphere he's
everything that could be desired.”

George stood thoughtful for a mo-
ment,

“1f Rhoda ever gets better—" he
began preseatly.

‘““She will get better,” interrupted
Seth confidently.

‘“If she does,” went on George in
slow, deliberate terms, “1 think I
know one person who would be proud
to make her his wife.”

“So do 1,” said Seth, seizing his
hand and gripping it warmly. “ At
least, I think I do. T've not been

that ?”’ he

Then
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unobservant of late. An’ let me tell
you, George, no one would be more
acceptable to me for a son-in-law.
Nor do I think but what Rhoda, too,
would be proud of him for a husband.
D'you un’erstan’ ?”

“Yes,” said George, tears starting
to his eyes, and a delightful thrill
going through his frame.

‘“Then good-night, lad,
bless you.”

* Good-night,” said George.

and God

CHAPTER XXXVIL
LOVE'S CONFESSION.

Spring came round, and yet nothing
was heard of Stephen Grainger and
his associate. The spring merged
into summer, and still nothing was
heard. The autumn came, and the
seared leaves began to fall from the
trees, and not even then was any-
thing heard of the fugitives.

During the past months many
things had also happened which
must find a place in this story. In
the September George Ford had gone
into the theological seminary at
Birmingham to study for the minis-
try to which he had felt himself
“called,” and a few weeks before
that date the new chapel was opened
amidst wonderful rejoicings.

Contrary to common expectation,
though, as the reader is aware, not
contrary to the expectation of either
Seth or George Ford, Rhoda’s health
had wonderfully improved. That is,
it had improved so much that Rhoda
was now able to go about amongst
the people, attend the chapel, visit
the sick, and pray with the dying,
as she had been accustomed to do in
the past years, and as she so much
loved doing.

Even Edward Trethyn, after long
fighting against the inevitable, had
been forced to confess that Rhoda
was in no fit health for matrimony,
and very unlikely ever to be fit.

‘“ Edward,” she said to him on the
last occasion- they had talked of mar-
riage, “ you're wasting your years in
hopeless waiting for me. I will love
you all the more,” she reasoned,
“when I see you happy with some
other.”

“ How can you say it 7" he cried.

‘“Edward, I must say it,”” she re-
plied ; “ for your sake I must say it.
It will never do to let things drift
like this.”

Months had passed away since this
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conversation had taken place, and
though Edward had thought it a
strange one at the time, one that he
rebelled against, his subsequent con-
duct attested his submission to the
force of it.

One evening he and Nellie were
out alone in the park. It was early
in the month of December, and the
night was frosty. It was, however, a
clear moonlight night, and very pleas-
ant out of doors.

“Let me draw your wrap more
closely round you, Nellie,” said Ed-
ward, “or you'll be catching cold.”

“ QOh, thank you, Edward,” she said,
“but really I don’t feel in the least
cold.”

They walked along happily to-
gether, each enjoying the other’s so-
ciety, and watching the weird sha-
dows made by the moonlight through
the trees.

“ How are things going on in Tre-
thyn now ?” asked Nellie presently.

‘“ Famously,” replied Edward ;
‘“indeed, it seems as if Trethyn is
going to have a time of unusual suc-
cess, just as lately it had a time of
unusual ill-luck.”

‘“You never hear anything of the
late agent ?” queried Nellie.

“No—yes. What I mean is, Car-
1yle, the detective, was in Trethyn
yesterday, and he told me he had
good hopes of yet capturing Stephen
Grainger.”

‘ Indeed.”

“Yes; chance threw him
way of his wife—"

“ Mrs. Grainger ?”

“ Yes.”

“You amaze me !”

“Well, let me tell the story, Nellie.
You must first of all know that it
has always been Mr. Carlyle’s opinion
that our late agent would gravitate
eventually to uttermost ruin. By
that I mean he would go down to the
lowest dregs of society. It is the
tendency of evil, you know, to lower
a2 man. You should hear Rhoda
Roberts talk about the natural law
in the moral world. In her way
she’s the equal to Drummond himself.
‘ Be sure your .sin will find you out’
is a fixed and unalterable law in her
opinion——"

“ And in every sane person’s opin-
ion,” said Nellie.

‘“Yes ; there is a law—I prefer to
call it a Power—there is a Power
which unerringly punishes the wrong-
doer and vindicates the good.”

‘“Else,” said Nellie, ‘“it were a
most unsatisfactory world to live in.
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Evil is here triumphant, and if neo
Power were working to right all
wrong, and ultimately to bring all
wickedness to confusion, life would
scarcely be worth living.”

“ Just s0,” eaid Edward. ‘ But to
continue the story. I was saying
Mr. Carlyle’s ©opinion was that
Stephen Grainger would gravitate
towards direct ruin. The only thing
then left him would be herding and
consorting with the basest and most
degraded wretches in London.”

Nellie uttered a half-smothered cry
of painful surprise.

‘“It is the sequel to his sin,” said
Edward, ‘“ and really, when you think
of it, Nellie, it is nothing so very
surprising after all, and, at all events,
it is a very fitting sequel.”

‘““No,” she said, “it is only what
we might have expected.”

‘“ Have you heard lately, Edwargd,”
asked Nellie presently, *“how Miss
Roberts keeps ?”

At the name his heart leapt in his
bosom, and then set up such a vio-
lent palpitation that it occasioned
him distinet pain.

‘“She is about as well as usual,”
he replied, endeavouring to speak in-
differently.

‘“She is a dear young lady,” said
Nellie ; “I do feel so sorry for her.
}\]Vhat a loss her illness has brought

er !”

Did he hear aright ? And if he
did, did he understand aright?
Loss ? What did Nellie mean ?

‘“Loss >—loss 77 he stammered,
how loss ?”

‘“ Why, she had to give up her po-
sition as schoolmistress, of course,”
said Nellie, but she half-divined the
catuse of Edward’s sudden excite-
ment,

For a while they were again silent,
and walked along, each busy with
their own thoughts. What Nellie's
thougnts were it would have been
difficult to guess; perhaps they were
clly fleeting omnes, but Edward’s
were at that moment seething,
tumultuous thoughts. Of course, he
mentally observed to himself, Nellie
knows all about my love for Rhoda,
and if I now propose to her, she will
want to know why I abandoned
Rhoda. Perhaps even now she thinks
me fickle, and looks upon me as a
deceiver. The thought tortured him.
Of all persons in the world, he could
not bear to feel that Nellie thought
evil of him.

‘“ Nellie !I” he exclaimed at length,
for he was growing desperate, * Nel-



lie "—and though desperate his voice
was wonderfully subdued—* Nellie, 1
want to make a confession to you.”

The words thrilled her with a de-
lightful feeling, for she thought she
knew the purport of the confession.
Nevertheless she pretended not to
know it, and to be abundantly sur-
prised at the words.

‘A confession !’ she exclaimed.

“Yes,” whispered Edward.

“ A confession to me!”’

“ Hear me,” quietly but earnestly
pleaded Edward. .

“But why make a confession to
me ?” she persisted. ‘“ What have
you done that you should confess to
me ?”’

Her words unnerved him, and al-
most drove his intention from his
mind, but nevertheless he urged her
to hear him.

“You spoke of Rhoda Roberts just
now.”

“ Yes.”

“ For several years now,” went on
Edward, with quiet but intense de-
termination to say all that was upon
his mind, .“I have been intimately
acquainted with wner family—with—
with—well, especially with Rhoda.
Perhaps you know this, Nellie 7"

She merely assented with a mur-
mur.

** She’s a most—a most estimable
person,” Edward went on haltingly.
“Indeed, Nellie, to be candid, I
cannot but tell you that I—I—I—I
have a very high opinion of her.”

He was painfully embarrassed,
and Nellie felt for him keenly.

‘“ She’'s a most lovable person,” she
said, endeavouring to extricate him
from his difficuity by quietly suggest-
ing the very word which she knew
he was striving to utter,

He jumped at the word suggested.

‘“ A lovable person,” he reiterated
—*“that just what I mean. I have
loved her. 1 do love her now,
Nellie.”

‘“ Anyone could love her. She is
so good.”

‘“ Yes, but I loved her passionately,”
said Edward ; “ my love was not or-
dinary love.”

It was now growing very painful
to Nellie. Was this his confession ?
It was not what she had thought it
would be.

“I will tell you everything hon-
estly, Nellie. I even went so far as
to asx her to be my wife.”

. Poor Nellie’s heart was palpitat-
ing now, but with a sickening fear.
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She felt as if she could not bear the
scene much longer.

* Well ?” she said, scarcely know-
ing what she said.

* 'Well, what 77

‘ Bh ?—oh !—did she consent ?”’

“No,” said Edward sadly. “For
reasons of ill-health, and—well, I
don’t know—I sometimes suspect
there were other reasons—buf, at all
events, she steadily refused to be-
come my wife.”

*“1I think,” said Nellie suddenly,
“we had better say good-night. It’s
growing late, and 1 feel the air get-
ting very chill”

He did not guess it, but it was his
words more than the chill air that
struck her blood and made her
shijver.

“Not yet,”” he said excitedly.
“Don’t say good-night yet. Hear
out my confession. Nellie, what I
want to tell you is this: I love you,
and I want to ask you to be my
wife.”

it was a very blunt way of saying
it after all he had said, but he could
not help it. 'What he desired to do
was to first explain everything to
Nellie, but his mood was no fit one
for explanations, and he just abruptly
spoke out his mind.

* Kdward,” she said, “1 don't un-
derstand you. After all you have
told me, how can you ask me such a
thing ?”

He felt the force of her words
keenly.

*“ Nellie,” he said, “ I'm afraid I've
poorly said what I intended—"

“You've said you passionately
loved Miss Roberts—"

“Yes, but—"

‘“ And that you had asked her to
be your wife ?”

“Yes, but, b’lieve me, Nellie—"

‘“ And that she refused you ?” went
on Nellie relentlessly.

“1 did, but hear me—"

“ And now that she’s refused you,
you come asking me. Really, Ed-
ward, I don’t understand you.”

“1 only spoke of Miss Roberts in
order to be candid with ¥you,” he
said demurely.

“And you have been candid,” she
said with marked emphasis.

“You wouldn’t have thought well
of me, Nellie, if I had not been.”

“But why speak at all ?”

“Because I fLelt I must, Nellie.
Whatever my feelings have been to-
wards Rhoda Roberts, they’re now
passed———"
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“ Nay,” she interrupted him, “you
?aid just now that you still loved
her.”

‘“And so I do,” replied Edward
firmly, “but not with the hope of
ever making her my wife. Nay,
Nellie, I will go further, and say, if
I was sure she would accept my pro-
posal if again renewed, I would not
renew it.”

Nellie was silent. His words were
becoming healing balm to her.

‘“I would not renew it, Nellie,” he

went on. “ Not because 1 don’t love
her still. As long as I live I will
love her. 1 have cause for it, and

when you know all you will think
s0 too ; but now I would never re-
new my proposal to her. You'll
wonder at me saying it, but I am
thankful she so determinedly refused
me.”

Nellie did wonder. She was full
of wonders that night, but she did
not answer, and allowed him to talk
on.

‘“She had more sense than I in this
matter,” he said, ‘“and for many
reasons I now see it would have been
folly in me to have married Rhoda.
Believe me, Nellie, I do love you as
passionately as ever I loved Rhoda
Roberts, and certainly with more
wisdom.”

She was weeping in great agitation.
She was too overcome to speak.

‘““Nellie, do my words pain you ?”

But she only continued to sob as if
her heart would break.

‘“ Dear, dear Nellie,” cried Edward,
‘“do not weep so. Can it be that I
have offended you ?”

He was terribly in earnest, and his
manner one of tenderest solicitude.

“I1f I have, believe me, Nellie, if
you'll forgive me I'll never mention
the subject to you again. I wouldn’t
willingly pain you, Nellie.”

“I'm sure you wouldn't,” she said,
making a strong effort to calm her-
self ; but just then the door of the
house opened, and the voice of Sir
Charles Montgomery was heard
calling :

‘“ Nellie ¥’

“1 must go." she said. “ Father
thinks I've now been out too long.”

“But must we part in this unde-
cided state?” pleaded Edward.
“ Nellie, dear, you will—"

“I will think it qver,” she said.

“ Nellie !’

‘“ Yes, father, I'm coming.”

“Say, Nellie,” still urged Edward,
detaining her.

“Why need you ask ?” she said.
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“Don’t you know it? Edward,
let me go now,” she said ; “ but come
again to-morrow to see me.”

“ Nellie !

‘“ Coming, father.”

‘“‘Coming, Sir Charles,” cried Ed-
ward. .

“ Bless you, my darling,” said Ed-
ward ; “I shall come over here early
to-morrow evening. God bless you,
darling.”

“I must go now, Edward. There !

Before he hardly realized it she
had freed herself from him, kissed

him on the cheek, and hastened
away.
He stood 1looking after her until

she had entered the house and the
great door had closed upon her.

As he rode away his mind was
filled with joyous thoughts. How
supremely happy he was! Thus he
rode along musing joyously until he
was well within call of Trethyn,
when suddenly his reverie was dis-
turbed and the still night startled by
a loud piercing cry which fell on
Edward’s ear like a cry of intense
pain.

‘“What can it be ?” was the first
thought that rose in his mind.

CHAPTER XXXVIIL
THE FACE AT THE DOOR.

Edward Trethyn reined in his
horse and leaned forward to listen.
Again that loud, piercing sound
reached his ears—a blood-curdling
sound. Never in all his experience
had he heard anything like it before.
To him listening there in the still,
dark night it seemed unearthly, and
during the interval that elapsed be-
tweed one startling cry and another
he could not help fancying all kinds
of strange and ghostly things.

A few minutes he halted thus
listening, when suddenly the piercing
shriek was heard again—or rather
piercing shrieks, for in quick suc-
cession one cry after another went
up through the still night, falling
startlingly upon Edward's ear. And
this time the shrieks seemed to
proceed from someone close by.

Edward peered into the darkness,
but could see nobody, nor did the
faintest sound disturb the stillness.

“It is very strange,” he muttered,
“but whatever it is, it certainly
needs instant investigation.”

Leaping lightly from his horse, he
was about to lead it cautiously for-



ward, at the same time keeping a
sharp look-out as he went along,
when suddenly the cry was repeated
again, this time almost in his ear,
and a woman, with streaming hair
and a large open knife in her hand,
rushed past him.

The first shock of surprise over,
Edward Trethyn, leaving his horse,
gave chase after the desperate wo-
man ; but she was like the wind,
and some considerable time elapsed
before he 1was able appreciably to
lessen the distance between them.
As he ran, too, he was almost im-
mediately conscious of other feet fol-
lowing close upon his heels, and al-
together the incident was thrilling
and alarming in the extreme. On
and on they all ran together, and it
seemed as if the chase was never
going to be done, when suddenly the
woman fell exhausted to the ground.
There she lay when Edward came up
to her, panting painfully, and star-
ing wildly, while she still tenaciously
clutched the large knife.

“It’s poor Betsy Morgan,” said a
voice in Edward’s ear as he stood
bending over the prostrate woman.

The speaker was the owner of the
other feet which had so hard fol-
lowed upon Edward’s.

“ Betsy Morgan !”
ward.

“Yes”—and now Edward recog-
nized the speaker as Rake Swinton.
“ My word, it has bin a chase.”

“An awful chase,” said Edward;
“but what does it all mean ?”

* Oh, sir,” replied Rake, * this kind
o’ thing often happens now since her
lads were killed in the explosion.”

‘“ These fits come on her odd times,"”
he said, “an’ when they does she at
once starts up from whatever she
may be doin’ and sets off a-runnin’
just like you saw her to-night.”

‘ She loses control of herself ?™

“Utterly. She goes clean, stark mad
at times, as she was to-night, sir.”

Edward stood thoughtful for a few
moments, and then knelt down on
one knee by the poor unfortunate
woman. Gently raising her head he
rested it on his other knee and be-
gan to chafe her hands. Rake Swin-
ton instantly knelt down and assisted
the young squire in every way he

exclaimed Ed-

could.
‘“She were sitting quietly at home
knittin’, when suddenly wup she

started and hastened off,” whispered
Rake.

“] suppose she has been brooding
over her trouble ?”
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“ Ay,
Rake.

that be it ’xactly,” replied
‘“ An’ that’s the way it al-
ways is. She sits knittin’ an’ knit-
tin’, thinkin’ an’ thinkin’, knittin’
an’ thinkin’, an’ then these ’ere fits
come upon her an’ off she goes.
Mostly, too, when nobody is suspectin’
it.”

“IWhy does she carry a knife ?”
asked Edward presently. “Is it a
frequent thing with her ?”

He was thinking of poor Betsy’s
ravings when he and Rhoda met her
on the night of the explosion, and he
was fearing that the knife was only
the outward expression of the fixed
purpose of her mind for a terrible
revenge upon the man she considered
as the author of her troubles.

“Oh no, sir,” answered Rake, ‘it
on'y be odd times she gets a knife,
an’ sometimes it is one thing, some-
times another.”

‘“But always some
weapon, I suppose ?”

‘““That it be,” replied Rake, with
emphasis.

‘“\What is her object ?”

‘““ Revenge.”

“On whom 7"

‘“On Stephen Grainger, o' course,
but, sir, she wouldn’'t hurt a fiy
when she’s in her right senses.”

‘“Why does she seek revenge on
Mr. Grainger ?”

“ Don’t mister that man to me, sir !”
suddenly exclaimed Rake in an al-
tered tone. ‘““Call him fiend, or
anything else you choose, but no mis-
tering if you please, sir. I'd give
the last crust I had to have him here
for just five minutes.”

* You must pardon me,” said Rake
presently, ** for expressing my feel-
ings so strong, but you don't know all,
sir. Oh ! and Rake ground his
teeth, ** it’d be a luxury to hang for
that man.”

For years Edward had known
Rake's character, and he well knew
that Rake was a reckless and terrible
fellow when aroused. But he need
not have feared. Instead of hurting
Edward Trethyn, Rake would have
defended him with his life.

“You asked me just now,” said
Rake, “ why she wants to have her
revenge on Grainger. Didn’'t he
cause the explosion ?”

“ How ?”

“ By the strike. He reduced our
wages and made the men of Trethyn
idle, and didn’t he refuse to allow
anyone to keep the roads open be-
low 2"

dangerous
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“It’s all woefully true,” said Ed-
ward sadly.

‘““Didn’t he allow the gas to accu-
mulate underground, an’ didn’t that
cause the explosion ?”

“T'm afraid it was indeed all his
fault,” said Edward.

“ 0’ course it was, and hadn't it
been for him poor Betsy Morgan’s
lads would ail have bin livin’ to-
day.”

‘“And hundreds of others,”
Edward.

‘“ Ay, an’ it be not on’y those kil
in the explosion that be put down to
his account ’gainst the reckonin’ day,
but all the other ones he starved,
and poor Tucker's woman, to0o.”

‘“ But this poor creature ought to be
watched,” said Edward, endeavouring
to change the drift of the conversa-
tion.

‘“ She be a’most all the time,” said
Rake.

‘“ Her husband, I know,” said Ed-
ward, “can do nothing, for he is still
very, very ill.”

“ Oh, no, sir, he could never do any-
thing. He be done for, he be.”

“It looks very like it,” said Ed-
ward.

‘ He was mendin’ nicely till the ex-
plosion came and knocked all the
good out of him.”

At that moment the woman strug-
gled violently, and it took the two
men all their time to hold her; but
Rake’s powerful arms ultimately con-
quered her, and she lay still a while
again, but moaning frightfully.

‘“She be fancyin’ she’'s givin' it
Grainger,” whispered Rake.

“Well for him,” said Edward,
‘“that he is not in the neighbourhood
at these times.”

‘“He be in the mneighbourhood,”
replied Rake, “ sometimes.”

“ Sometimes ! Have you ever
known him to return to Trethyn since
his flight from it ?”

“Yes,” answered Rake. “Y've
never seed him myself; if I once
clapped eyes on him, sir, he’d never
leave Trethyn a free man again. I’d
hold on to him like a vice,” and
Rake’s words gathered ferocity as he
went on, “an’ if he attempted to get
away from me I'd—well, Lor’
knows what I'd do—mebbe do poor
Betsy’s work for her.”

“Why do you say sometimes ?”
asked Edward, after a pause.

“’Cause there be folk in Trethyn
who say they’ve seen him here
more'n once since he sneaked away
the first time. Seth Roberts be one

said
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of ’em. He says he saw Stephen
Granger to-night——"

“ To-night 1"

‘“Yes, as he came from the mine.”

“ Do you know what you're saying,
Rake 77

“Perfectly well. He was Kind of
disguised when Seth met him, an’
were big whiskers. He was dressed
in rags, and leaned hard on a stick.
But that was all put on.”

‘“Did Seth Roberts tell you this ?”

“I heard him tell it to Superinten-
dent James.”

‘“Then why didn’t he seize Grain-
ger and hold on to him ? Didn’t
Seth know a reward of £100 is offered
for his capture ?”

‘“ Well, you see, sir,” explained
Rake, “Seth was quite taken back,
an’ at first it didn’t strike him as it
was Grainger, an’ when it did it were
then too late.”

[ Why ?” .

‘“’Cause he were out of sight in no
time.”

“But you said he went along
slowly, leaning on his stick 7"

“So he did, but it was dark when
Seth passed him, an’ he was soon out
o’ sight.”

At that moment a strong quivering
movement passed through Betsy’s
body, after which the horrid staring
gradually left her eyes, her tightly
clenched hands relaxed, and heaving
a deep-drawn sigh, she presently
came back to consciousness again.

“ Oh, dear me !” she sighed. “ God
help me! God help me !’

They raised her to her feet, and,
supporting hér between them, they
then led her gently along.

“1 ean'+ ¢hink what comes over
me at times,” said Betsy, as they
went along. “ It seems as if a fire
burns in my brain, and then I know
no more.”

“It’s the trouble you've had,” said
Edward, kindly. “You must have
a doctor, and then we must see what
can be done to get you a change of
air and scene.”

“ Oh, sir,” said Betsy, “you’re al-
ready too kind. I don’t know how
ever me an’ my old man would get
on at all if it were not for your good-
ness.”

“ A change of air will soon make
you all right again,” said Edward,
evading the reference to his good-
ness.

“1 fight against it when I feel it
coming on,” said Betsy, “but it al-
ways overpowers me. Ever since the
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lads were brought home kilt I've not
been myself at all.”

“It’'s very sad, Betsy,”
ward. .

“T1 think I could have mastered it
this time,” went on the woman, her
tongue gradually becoming loosened,
“on’y 1 saw Stephen Grainger look
in at the door.”

“ Stephen Grainger ?”’

“ Yes')’

“ Looking in at your door ?”

[ ‘XYes.JQ

‘“ When ?”

“This evening. Not long since.
Before this thing overcame me.”

‘“ Are you sure, Betsy, that it was
Stephen Grainger ?”

‘“ Quite sure,” answered Betsy. “I
was sitting knitting, an’ the door was
standing wide open. All at once I
heard a footstep outside the door,
and, looking toward it, I saw Stephen
Grainger peerin’ in.”

Edward was amazed. Betsy’s
statement bore out Rake Swinton’s,
and it was plain that Stephen Grain-
ger did revie* Trethyn at times.

“ He were disguised, an’ had big
whiskers,” went on Betsy, “but I
knowed him at once.”

“ And then you followed him ?”

“Yes, but I remember no more.”

“You did not again see him ?”

“J1 think not.”

“You are quite sure about this
being Stephen Grainger ?” persisted
Edward, for as yet he could scarcely
credit the statement.

“ Positive.”

They got Betsy safely home, and
then Edward remounted his horse and
turned its head towards the Manor
House. Leisurely and thoughtfully
he rode along. What could be Grain-
ger’'s object in again revisiting Tre-
thyn 2 Surely it was a foolish and
reckless thing of him to do, and Ed-
ward could not reconcile such reck-
lessness with Grainger’s usual craft.
Edward felt convinced that some dire
purpose underlay the late agent’s
motives, and the thought gave him
no little uneasiness. ‘Could it be that
Stephen Grainger came back again
into Trethyn with the object of per-
sonal vengeance against someone.
and, if so, against whom ? Again
the thought brought him much
uneasiness of mind; but the next
moment all his quiet and anxious
thought was suddenly turned into
terribly excited thought and action
by the sharp report of a pistol or gun,
fired by someone that could not be a

said Ed-
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dozen yards from him. Edward’s
horse started and bolted at the
sound, but it had not gone far before
Edward felt it give way under him,
and the next moment he was lying
in the muddy road. Disentangling
his left foot from the stirrup, Ed-
ward struggled to his feet as fast as
he could, but he could hardly bear
the pain in his thigh, for he had fal-
len heavily upon it and bruised it
considerably. His first thought,
however, was, “ Who fired that shot?”
He looked around him, but observed
no one in sight, and all was calm and
still as the grave. The moon still
shed her silvery light over the scene,
but just then it was partially ob-
scured by great clouds.

“It was Stephen @Grainger,” Ed-
ward at once concluded. ‘“No one
else would do such a dastardly deed.
No one else had cause.”

In his great indignation Edward
would have rushed away in the direc-
tion from which the shot had been
fired, but the pain in his thigh pre-
vented him.

Greatly enraged at the unknown
desperado who had done this cruel
deed, and yet filled with palpitating
sympathy for the sufferings of his
faithful horse, Edward took out his
handkerchief and endeavoured to
staunch the blood. But a few
minutes afterwards it was dead.

Edward’s grief was indescribable.
But to remain there longer was both
purposeless and dangerous, so,
covering the poor creature’s head
with his coat, he painfully made his
way home.

Edward opened the door of the
Manor House with a latchkey, but
the wish to escape observation, and
so get a chance of making himself
presentable before appearing before
his mother, was frustrated by his en-
countering the housekeeper on the
threshold of the door.

‘“Good gracious me!’ she ex-
claimed, throwing up her arms on
seeing him, “ whatever has been the
matter ?”

“ Hush !” whispered Edward. “Don’t
alarm Lady Trethyn. It's nothing,
I can assure you——"

“But, sir, your coat—where’s your
coat 7

“Hush ! Edward still urged.

“There’s blood on your shirt-
sleeves ¥ still cried the housekeeper.

“Mrs. Thornton,” said Edward
sternly, “hush! I won’t have my
mother unnecessarily alarmed.”
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‘“Goodness knows she’s been
alarmed enough to-day, sir.”

‘“How ?”

‘““She’s been: frightened.”

‘“What frightened her ?”

‘“ She says it was Stephen Grainger.
She was going to the door to look out
a bit when she suddenly met him.”

‘““Met Stephen Grainger ?”

‘Yes.”

“ Where ?”

‘“At the door. He was standing
near it, looking into the house. As
soon as my lady saw his face he
fled.”

“Did Lady Trethyn give you any
other particulars ?”’

€ No."

‘“ Was he disguised ?”

‘“Yes, but it didn’t hinder my lady
from knowing him at once. He
wore big whiskers, and was dressed
very shabbily.”

“Did anyone else in the house see
him ?”

‘“ Not that I'm aware of.”

“Very well, I will see Lady Tre-
thyn shortly. Until I've washed
and dressed, however, don't sav I'm
in the house.”

“My lady has gone to bed long
since, sir. It’s nearly one o’clock
now, sir.”

“0Oh, of course,” mused Edward.
“ Well, we won’t disturb her, but if
William be yet astir, tell him to come
to my room and see me at once.”

‘““ Are you hurt, sir ?”

y NO.”

She looked anxiously at the blood
on his shirt-sleeves.

‘“My horse has been shot,” he ex-
plained, ‘““and the blood is from the
poor creature’s wound.”

“ Shot 7

“Yes, but don't make any scene
amongst the servants about it. There
will be an inquiry made into the affair
to-morrow.”

‘“ Are you in pain, sir ?”’ she asked,
as Edward commenced mounting the
stairs.

‘“ A little,” he replied, not stopping.
“My thigh seems bruised.”

“Can I get you anything ?”

‘“Not now, thank you. If it is no
Dbetter in the morning I will send for
Dr. Shearer.”

In his room Edward soon effected
a change in his appearance, and
shortly afterwards William, the
coachman, joined him.

‘“ Mrs. Thornton has doubtless told
you the bad news, William ?”’ he
asked.

‘“ No, sir.”
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‘“ Hasn’t she told you my horse has
been shot under me ?”

‘“The roan ? Goodness! no, sir.”

‘“Well, it has,” said Edward
solemnly, and with evident sadness
in his voice.

‘“Who dia it, sir?”

“It was done only an hour ago,
and it was too dark to see anyone, so
I can’t say.”

“The villains !” cried William.
“What harm could the poor dumb
animal have done them ?”

‘“ There’s little doubt, William, but
that the shot was meant for me., It
missed its mark, however, and the
poor horse has forfeited its life in-
stead of me. Get two or three to
help you, and go and fetch the poor
beast home.”

Next morning Edward wakened
early from his troubled sleep, and at
once rung his bell.

“Send William here,” he said to
the servant who answered his call.

William came almost immediately.

“You got the horse home ?”’

& Yes."

‘“ Who assisted you ?”

“ A score of fellows,” answered
William, “ who were standing round
the horse when I got there.”

Edward was amazed.

“ How did they know of it ?”

‘““They just tumbled across it, sir.
They were out looking for Stephen
Grainger.”

Edward sat bolt upright in his bed
at the intelligence.

“ Looking for Grainger ?”

“Yes, sir; that’s what they said.”

“ William, was it the Black Brother-
hood 77

“1 can’t say, sir. They weren't
disguised at all, like they say the
Black Brotherhood used to be, but
it may have been them for all I
know.”

‘“ Was Rake Swinton one of them ?”

‘“He was, sir.”

For a few moments Edward sat
contemplating and wondering about
many things. Presently, however,
he said :

“Go round at once to the police-
station and ask Superintendent James
to step here.”

“1 hope, sir,” said William defer-
entially, “ you're not going to get
Rake or the other men in trouble.
I don't know what I should have
done last night but for them.”

Edward smiled.

“ No, certainly not,” he said; “I
want to apprise the superintendent of
last night’s tragedy.”



OY PERMISSION OF CURYS & JERNINGS.

Brothers, I bring to you the hearty and
most ardent greetings from a Church that
rejoices in heing your offspring. Tt is
woven into the very constitution of the
human mind that we must Jove those
whom we have helped. So we count with
certainty upun your loving us.

« 1 T were hanged on the highest hill,
1 kuow whose love would follow me still—
O mother o’ mine! O mother o’ mine'!
«If T were drowned in the deepest sea,
1 know whose tears would come down
to me—
O mother o mine ! O mother o’ mine !

* Introduced felicitously and heartily
greeted, Bishop Fowler delivered the ac-
companying able and characteristic address,
here slightly abridged, as one of the fra-
ternal delegates from_the Methodist Epis-
copal Church to the Wesleyan Conference
of England, in session at Hull.

GREETINGS OF AMERICAN TO BRITISH METHODISM.*

BY BISHOP FOWLER.

REV. CHARLES 1. FOWLER, D.D., LL.3.

¢« [f T were damned of body and soul,
I know whose prayers would muke me
whole—
0O mother o minc! O mother o’ mine !”
—Kipling.

n the name of our Lord Jesus Christ we
open our hearts and report our steward-
ship.

Strangers among us may think we say
too much about ourselves and our achieve-
ments.  Pethaps we will 5 but that is our
errand.  This is our review dny. We
know more about our defects and needs
than any enemy could possibly tell us.
But we are not mendicants, standing on
the highway exhibiting our deformities,
making profit out of our distresses. We
are mustering for a continued campaign,
and we can win no battles with flag ab
half-mast. Please expect chiefly achieve-
ments ; we will avoid boasting.
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In this time of strife and general anxiety
among the nations of the earth there are
special reasons adding interest to our ex-
pressions of fraternal feeling. As be-
lievers in God, we rejoice that our most
sensitive spirit of reverence is never
shocked by the purposes of our Govern-
ments, nor by the most private personal
character of our rulers. I utter the con-
viction of the people whom I represent
when I say that we regard it as God’s
richest blessing to England that he has
prolonged the glorious life of the noble
woman whose exalted Christian character
has made her reign the most illustrious
in the annals of time. God bless Victoria,
England’s magnificent Queen !

We are sure that you will rejoice to
have me say from personal knowledge
that an exemplary Christian and a Meth-
odist communicant occupies the White
House, aman who ismore anxious to please
‘God than to please any other being in the
aniverse. We know his integrity and
honour, we believe in his personal re-
ligious experience. God bless William
McKinley, the honoured President of the
United States of America !

We ARE oF ONE Broop.

Brothers must stand together. *‘Blood
is thicker than water.” You will remem-
ber when this fact counted for something.
Lying for a week once, off the mouth of
Piho, waiting for a sea-breeze to help us
over the bar, an old English mariner
pointed out to me the spot where he
learned this truth. He said: ‘It was
during the war between England and
China. Our ship, a British man-of-war,
was decoyed by misplaced buoys out of
the channel and left by a receding tide
helpless under the guns of a Chinese bat-
tery. An American man-of-war lying
near saw the situation ; and the captain
said to his men, ‘Blood is thicker than
water ; clear the ship for action.” Swing-
ing into place, he opened a broadside on
the Chinese battery, silencing it till the
returning tide enabled us to take care of
ourselves.” The times may not be far
off, brothers, when we can help keep
Saxon blood from being spilled. I know
not ‘‘the mysteries and reticences” of
diplomacy ; but I come from among the
people beyond the sea, and I know that
Secretary Chamberlain’s plain statement,
made in Birmingham, May 13th, is
<t understanded of the people.” Yonder
now we are one people, no North, no
South. The grandson of General Grant
and the grand-nephew of General Lee are
marching side by side in the same regi-
ment under the Stars and Stripes, fight-
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ing a foreign foc—a foe, in whose captured
warships of the broken Armada your
sires found all the appointments of
the Spanish Inquisition—racks, whecls,
thumbscrews, and every known instru-
mentof torture, shipped and broughtalong
to torture the life out of Protestantism in
these islands. 1 know the temper of
the men whom you bred for battle. If
we put four millions of Saxon soldiers
into the civil var thirty years ago, we
can more than double that number—we
can make it ten millions to-day, if Anglo-
Saxon rights need defending.

We Have ONE RELIGION.

In these Christian countries, where the
Ten Commandments are law, where the
Sermon on the Mount is authority,
where Deisin is tinctured with the Gospel,
and where even Agnosticism is illumined
by the Sun of Righteousness, it is easier
to criticise than to appreciate God's
eternal purpose of redeeming love. But
go awdy to the far East, where idolatry
infects the ‘air, where hate and fear are
the supreme motives, where corruption is
chin-deep to the tallest souls, and where
the Dragon reigns without a rival—there
you’find that even a Christianity that is
only fothhal is separated from every other
religion by the wide diameter of the
moral government. Pagan and Moham-
medan sink together in the hopeless
abyss. |

A few months ago an English mer-
chantman was in the harbour at Smyrna,
loaded with figs intended for New York,
waiting for his clearance papers, when
some fugitive Armenians, pursued by a
band of Turks bent on slaughter and
rapine, came on board begging for pro-
tection. The merchantman refused to
let the fugitives be taken from his ship.
The “Turks said, *“We will bring more
soldiers and take you, too.” The Briton
asked an Italian warship to protect them.
The Italian captain coldly replied : “ The
soldiers of the king of Italy are here to
protect only the subjects of the king of
Italy.” An American warship pushed
into the harbour. The English captain
appealed to him. The American shoved
his war-vessel in behind the merchant-
man and quietly pushed him safely out
to sea, saying, ¢‘Get your clearance
papers in New York.” The authorities
in New York remitted the fine, and com-
mended the decision of both Saxons.

WE AR ONE 1IN FartH, THE Faity oF
PROTESTANTISM.

No argument is needed for this in
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‘England, where nearly every great family
has sometime learned by personal suffer-
ing what the faith cost, and where the
ashes from Smithfield have sifted into
nearly every home in the United King-
dom, and where the whole history, from
the courage of Hemry VIIL to the
stupidity of James 11., and to the wisdom
of Victoria, has made it forever possible
for every Englishman to worship as he
pleases.  Again,

WE ARE ONE IN DENOMINATION.

This knits us, and knits us in the circle
of the family. We understand each
other's language—the language of Israel
—we know the accent. The spiritual
brogue is music in our ears. We recog-
nize the swing of conquest and the
shout of victory. It is hard to find a
church in America that has not a good
sprinkling of salt from fair Albion, Once
to know a man as a true Methodist is to
make assurance doubly sure. Well do I
remember once being down in a mining
shaft in the far West, when 1t was neces-
sary for me to climb a perpendicular
ladder two hundred feet high. It seemed
utterly impossible.  Just then a stout
Yorkshire man said, I will help you.”
I asked, **Who are you?” He said,
¢ Brother, T am a local preacher in the
Methodist Church. T will follow up after
you, and if you should faint you cannot
fall past me.” I believed him. His
faith kindled mine, and I went ap with-
out fear and without nervous strain;
but not without weariness. Our very
fellowship bonds bind us together. *

Oune in blood, one in religion, one in
faith, and one in denowminational ex-
periences, we are woven together by all
the strong threads that make up the warp
and woof of that wonderful garment
which we call civilization. our -liter-
ature, your history, your achievements
are ours. Art, science, commerce, and
trade pontoon the sea. Irving and Kip-
ling have the freedom of every American
city. The harvest waves in the valley of
the Mississippi, and the bin is in Liver-
pool. The Pennsylvania Railroad is an
English company. The great Cable Com-
pany is owned in New York. English
Jurists listen to the opinion of our judges,
and we study English precedents. At
the beginning of this century we were a
stormy month apart. To-day our borders
touch. We 1k to each other in our
oftices, from opposite sides of the ocean,
as easily as our mothers chatted in one
sitting-room.  We are less than forty
seconds apart to-day.

Carlyle said England would sooner
lose her Indian Ewpire than her Shake-
speare. I am sure we could not spare
Shakespeare or our English libraries.
Take away that literature and we would
feel unravelled.

The power of the after-dinner speech
in Birmingham that so shook all Europe
consists in the fact that the statesman,
with the vision of the prophet, has dis-
covered one of the great gulf-streams of
history, and has committed himself to the
current of events. The most and best
we can do is to take the Son of God as
our Pilot, and accept the inevitable joy-
fully.

T suppose I must report some statistics.
I am glad of it, for I like statistics. But
I am not here to give you our Year Book.
1 could have sent that by mail. Statistics
tell what has been done. I prefer to tell
you of the tide of our feeling toward you,
the deep current that underlies all our
statistics, that causes our statistics to
come to pass.

When Wesley came, the world was full
up to the rafters with old smoke-dried
Churches, that bavely, at their best.
cherished a hope of & hope.  Sir William
Blackstone, the great jurist, after hear-
ing all the noted and popular preachers
of his time, the middle of the cighteenth
century, said, ‘“ There is no more gospel
in their sermons than in the writings of
Cicero. One cannot tell by their sermons
whether they arc followers of Confucius.
Mohamumed, or Christ.” ¢ We are told
six undergraduates of Oxford were ex-
pelled because they prayed extempore
and read the Scripture in private houses.”
T have heard of no law against profanity
in public or private houses. John Wesley
was sent out to preach a knowable re-
ligion, that a man might know that his
sing are forgiven. Butler uttered his
Analogy, and men read it and laughed—
scoffed religion out of pulite socicty. But
the cobbler said, ‘I know that God, for
Christ’s sake, has forgiven my sins. His
Spirit witnesseth with my spirit, Abba
Father ;’ and this upheaved all classes.
There was no gainsaying the testimony.
Our great effort is to hold to the doctrine
that called us into being, and see to it
that our people keep the witness of the
Spirit. If we could only do this with all
our members, we would settle all ques-
tions about the second blessing, and we
would double our membership every
three years, if not every year.

We believe much more which time
forbids my repeating, such as the brother-
hood of man without reference to colour.
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We are so much like our English ances-
tors, that we believe that we are the lads
that can turn the world right side up.

Our membership is 2,351,631 ; and our
Sunday-school force is 3,160,000. We
have missions in every continent except
Australin. We were never so pressed
and embarrassed as now by our successes
in all fields.

One brother, Rev. Dr. Goucher, to
whom God has intrusted a fortune, years
ago planted 130 schools in India, and has
been maintaining them with small out-
lay for each. Now the missionaries
trace to the teachers and readers and
helpers and pupils raised in those schools
over 27,000 conversions. Brothers, tell
me, did money ever before bring so high
a price? And was grace ever so cheap !
If only our well-to-do members could see
this! The common day-labourer could
bring more jewels. for the Redeemer’s
crown than the prayerful, earnest labours
of our great metropolitan preachers. God
stands in the world’s market offering 100
per cent. per month for consecrated
money.

Our TWELVE APOSTLES.

As the New Testament Church was
strengthened and served by twelve
apostles, so our Methodist Episcopal
Church is strengthened and served by
twelve apostles. 1 do not mean the
bishops ; we are only errand-boys, per-
mitted to run on errands for our Re-
deemer. I mean our twelve great So-
cieties, or defined lines of work. I will
name them. I know thisis dry; but do
not shiver. I inust name them. I would
not dare go home if I should omit these
important auxiliaries.

1. There is the Sunday-school, which
is the Artist of the Church, putting the
impress upun the clay before it is burned.
It has 3,160,000 lumps of susceptibilities
now receiving the Master’s image and
superscription.

2. The Missionary Society, which is
the Gymnasium of the Church, hardening
her spiritual muscles. She can now lift
an annual collection of 81,131,940,

3. The Book Concern, which is the
Body incarnating the Church, giving it
form and local habitation. It has pub-
lished and sold during the last fifty
years, since the division caused by slavery,
over $60,000,000 worth of cheap books
and cheap periodicals.

4. The Church Extension Society,
which is the Hand, open and pointing out
which way we are going. Old Maximus,
a Roman emperor, was captured by a
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Goth chief, and held for seven years.
This chief used his prisoner as a horse-
block, making him stand on his hands
and knees for him to stand on when
mounting his horse. He would teeter up
and down, saying, *‘This will tell which
way the battle went, better than all the
pictures the Roman artists can paint.”
The Church Extension Society, having
given over £3,000,000, and having loaned
and reloaned £6,000,000, having aided
10,000 churches, and now building three
churches a day, shows which way the
battle is going better than all the pictures
which the skeptics and destructive crities
and Agnostics can paint.

6. The Freedmen’s Aid and Southern
Education Society, whose elogquent see-
retary will soon address you. This
society is the Nurse of the Churcl,
having her hands now full caring for
9,000,000 of wards, and in one century
hence, at present rate of increase, she
will have 150,000,000 of coloured people
on the present soil of the Republic.  She
will need to multiply her forty-seven
colleges and schools, her 500 teachers,
her 10,000 pupils, her annual gift of over
§100,000, and her $2,000,000 worth of
working property. This nurse may yet
tyrannize the household.

6. The Educational Society, which is
the Tutor, who tou often spends the
greater part of a natural life chasing o
comma around the tail of a pronoun try-
ing to land it, but who is as important
to a growing heir as commas and pro-
nouns ave to civilized language. It has
203 colleges and theological seminaries—
47,830 students and $26,526,380 in pro-
perty and endowments.

7. The Woman’s Foreign Missionary
Society, which is the Intelligence Office,
planted in our midst by the Court of
Heaven, to keep the men informed con-
cerning God’s campaigns, and to con-
secrate their money ¢ unbeknownst” to
them. The five senses of the Society
are intelligence, cconomy, industry, con.
secration, and holy zeal. Like most
women, it has a sixth sense, the sense of
getting there—so testifies the $313,937
raised, and the 60,000 women helped in
all lands last year.

8. The Woman's Home Missionary
Society, which, as usual, is the wisest, the
best, the most Christ-like of all the
family, the Daughter selected to remain
at home, who orders the servaunts, nurses
the aged parents, disciplines the grand-
children, and maintzins the dignities and
proprieties of the family. Sheis the one
character without whom no family ever
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achieves much place in life.  She raised
last year $182,216.

9. The Deaconess Society, which is the
Women’s Exchange, where the brain and
heart and muscle of the unemployed are
coined mto the circulating medium of
heaven.  Let me emphasize the brain,
for these deaconesses are nearly all
educated—they are not mere waiting-
girls. It has 559 deaconesses, and owns
8257,775 worth of property.

10. The Hospital Board, which is the
New Testament Evangelist, going, like
the Master, into soul-healing through
body-healing.

11. Homes for Orphans and for the
Aged, which are the Divine Baskets,
gathering up the fragments on great
feast days, that nothing may be lost.

12. The Epworth League, which is the
Volunteer Army, where raw recruits,
by much drilling and some skirmishing,
are matured into regular soldiers and
veterans, who ask not for the number of
the enewmies, but for a chance to meet
them. The League, with its 1,650,000
members, is to the Church what the hind
legs are to the kangaroo. They make
the kangaroo jump; but, remembher
always, it is the kangaroo that jumps.
The League makes the Church go ; but it
is the Church that goes. The League is
the last apostle in the company, some-
what like Paul, not made by the chance
of casting lots or flipping a penny ; hut
makes its own way, defends its own
apostleship, and, like Paul, whenstrength-
ened by experience, will be the mightiest
apostle in the company.

THE OVERFLOW oF METHODISM.

The bungling statistics above do not
measure Methodism, any more than put-
ting a man’s brains onto the scales would
measure the man.  These figures only
indicate Methodism.  As we come to
your great Church for our experimental
religion, so we come to your great
Church and land for units of measure.
Green, your great historian of the
English people, tells us of Pitt's de-
feets, distresses and sources of power.
In one decade, by the sword of Clive, he
recaptured Indin; with money poured
into the cofters of Frederick and soldiers
poured into his legions, checked the
game in Burope, saving Germany ; and
by the sword of Wolfe on the Heights
of  Abraham, he drove the French
out of the Valley of the Mississippi,
saving that continent for better uses.
Now Green tells us, that but for the
moral reformation wrought by John Wes-
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ley and his followers, Pitt would have
had nothing upon which to stand, and
would have been helpless in the great
strife of modern times. But the moral
conviction of the English people made a
sure foundation for Pitt and enabled him
to save the 300,000,000 of India, making
the empire English instead of French,
Protestant instead of Catholic; also, to
protect Frederick the Great and make
possible the German Empire; and to
keep the Continent, of North America for
a free Republic.  These three Protestant
nations are magnificent trophies for the
little man of Epworth. These indicate
some  of the overflow of Methodism
beyond the statistics in this country and
in the world.

So, with us, Methodism has a vast
residuum of power never gathered in her
statistics. Tt is not too much to say that
a large per-cent. of the communicants in
other Orthodox Churches were converted
at  Methodist altars. Methodism has
given new life to all the Churches, and 1
thank God that they have been so blessed.

Methodism, horn with the Republic,
has taken the State by the hand, and has
kept even step with her. Mr. Lincoln
said, ‘¢ It was not the fault of the other
Churches that the Methodist Church sent
more soldiers to the field, more nurses to
the hospitals, and more prayers to heaven
than any other.” We remember with
sad and grateful pride that every fifth
grave that made the Southland billowy
like the sea was filled with a commu-
nicant of the Methodist Episcopal Church.
“These low, green tents, whose curtains
never outward swing,” represent Meth-
odist patriotism and valour. So it seems.
to us only natural that we should send
families to the White House—Grant and
Hayes - and  that we have to-day a
Methodist  communicant in  President
MecKinley. We have no anxiety about
his forgetting God.

1t is no insignificant part of the work
of Methodism that it furnishes the most
vital and crowning element in building a
nation and a civilization. Many elements
are involved ; but the development and
dissemination of personal kinship and
fellowship with God ave absolutely es-
sentinl to the widest liberty and most
exalted character. Touched in this last
century and a half with the spirit of per-
sonal kinship and fellowship with God,
these English-speaking peoples have risen
to the highest civilization known among
men, and marching with the swing of
conquest, they walk over the earth as if
they owned it. Like chivalrous knights
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of high heaven, they feel called upon to
right the great wrongs, to defend the
helpless, lift up the poor, and establish
prosperous peace, or know the reason
why.
Sometimes this elevating work seems so
slow and so long that men doubt whether
the Anglo-Saxon is helping or robbing.
But the Anglo-Saxon seldom, if ever,
turns back, when once he has set himself
at a task, no matter how poor or how
dark the clay. If the poor fellow will
live and not die, work and not faint, the
Saxon will put him on his feet, strengthen
his knees, lift up his chin, open his eyes,
give him a family, a home, a castle, a
flag, and a country for this world, and
set him up in business for the next
world with a faith, a soul, and a God.

Kipling caught the spirit when he
wrote :

¢ Said England unto Pharaoh, ‘I must
make a man of you,
That will stand wpon his feet and play
the game ;
That will Maxim his oppressor as a
Christian ought to do;’
And she sent old Pharaoh, Sergeant
Whatisname.

¢ Said England unto Pharaoh, ¢ Though at
present singing small,
You shall have a proper tune before it
ends;’
And she introduced old Pharaoh to the
Sergeant once for all,
And left them in the desert making
friends.

¢ It was not a crystal palace nor cathedral,
It was not a public-house of common
fame ;
But a piece of red-hot sand, with a palm
on either hand,
And a little hut for Sergeant What-
isname.

¢ It was wicked, bad campaigning (cheap
and nasty from the first) ;
There was heat and dust and coolie
work and sun;
There were vipers, flies, and sand-storms,
there was cholera and thirst ;
But Pharaoh done the best he ever
done.

¢ Down the desert, down the railway, down
the river,
Like the Israelites from bondage so he
came,
"Tween the cloud o’ dust and fire, to the
land of his desire,
And his Moses, it was Sergeant What-
isname !’

The Anglo-Saxon integrity, which is
stronger than Anglo-Saxon greed of land,
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and the Anglo-Saxon moral sense, which
is deeper than Anglo-Saxon passion for
power, is the pillar of cloud by day and
the pillar of fire by night, in which the
God of Providence dwells, that is guid-
ing the fugitives from all despotisms to
the promised land.

Uxper THE UNION JACK.

Wandering over the far East, nothing
comforted me more than the sight of
the English flag. 1 felt the grip of
Anglo-Saxon integrity. The flag repre-
sented the most stable Government and
most  varied administration ever yet
tested by history. It represented that
astute statesmanship that keeps the end
sought always superior to the means used,
and varies the fashion of the admin-
istration to fit down upon the human
topography of every island and peninsula.
It seems sometimes like a world-em-
bracing octopus, with its head upon the
cliffs of England, and its long arms
reaching everywhere, drawing the peo-
ples and races up out of heathenism and
out of slavery and out of poverty, up into
prosperity and into liberty and into civili-
zation. 1 felt while under the Union
Jack absolutely safe. If any one harmed
a hair of my head, a Bntish warship
would push an interrogation mark under
their eyes, and they must answer or do
worse.

I am looking at you out of straight,
honest American eyes, and talking out of
a loyal American heart, uttering not one
sentiment which T have not uttered at
home. I would despise myself more for
lying to you than for lying against you.
The Stars and Stripes have never been
much in the far East. Whatever we
have done there in our mission fields has
been chietly because the Union Jack has
made it possible. We have stayed in
those Western waters, and expected to
stay there forever. But the other day
Spain exploded a magazine under our
prow, and we were blown into the air,
and we came down everywhere. I now
hope for the time when the Stars and
Stripes and the Union Jack, side by side,
shall make every yard of water and every
acre of land safe for prayer or for trade.
That nation of assassins, of ship scuttlers,
of poisoners of wells. and of murderers of
women, and butchers of babes, call us
““ Yankee pigs ” and you ‘* English dogs.”
Maybe we will soon be all dogs. They
may find us to be the watch-dogs of the
world.

The soft, sleek, smiling races, who had
rather lie than tell the truth, even when
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there is no motive for lying, who lie even
to themsclves for the fun of being de-
ceived, say that these Anglo-Saxon, Eng-
lish-speaking people are bad neighbours.
They say the Anglo-Saxon is the robber
of the races; the Anglo-Saxon is the
butcher of mankind. True, our blood
has a rough, hard record on the surface.
The first clear vision of the Saxon as he
sails into the light of modern history is
yonder on the North Sea, standing on a
a‘slippery deck and waving a bloody
cutlass. He was a pirate.  Somebody
gave him a New Testament. He got
religion and was baptized, and ever since
then he has been a baptized pirate.

It matters not which branch of the
family you study, this great branch on
the islands and on the sea, or that other
equally great branch on yonder con-
tinent, and in the act of going tosea ; the
record is about equally rough. Take this
branch. No, you know your own record
better than I do. Take our branch. We
have met three races, and what have we
done with them? We met the Indian,
and he would not work for us. so we
killed him and took his pony and his
scalp and his land. Then we sung the
long-metre Doxology. When we landed
on Plymouth Rock, first we dropped on
our knees, and second we dropped on
the aborigines. Next we met the
African, and he would work for us, and
we enslaved him. Now we have met
the Chinaman, and we do not know what
to do with him.  He will work for us, so
we do not want to kill him.  But he will
not become our slave, so we do not want
to not kill him. We tried it—that is,
our blood tried it yonder in the islands.
All this seems to be a hard record.  But
this ought, in all fairness, also to be said.
We have never robbed a people without
making them vicher than they were before
we robbed them. We have never sub-
jugated a people without making them
nobler than they were before we sub-
jugated them; and we have never en-
slived a people without making them
freer than they were before we cuslaved
them. Tor, taking the ages through,
amd the world around, there can be
found nowhere else such liberties as are
found under the Stars and Stripes and
the Union Jack.

Brothers I see more in this

FEpERATION OF ENGLISH-SPEAKING
Provires
than the stratting of our proud pulice of

the seas, and the barking of our war-dogs.
1 see rather the better chance for per-

petual peace, and the growth of the
gentler virtues. I hate” war. When
war makes murder and arson and theft
and lying virtues, then the common vir-
tues, such as forgiveness, henesty, merey,
and integrity, do not thrive. War is
tolerable only as a peace measnre. I
onee asked General Grant, ** On what do
you depend most for your kindly re-
membrance among men, for your fame?”
I was wondering which of his campaigns
or bhattles he thought greatest. He had
the longest list of great battles and un-
interrupted victories, with the greatest
armies, and greatest hosts of prisoners of
the best fighting race known to history to
choose from. I wondered whether he
would mention the Vicksburg campaign,
or the Chattanooga eampaign, or the Vir-
ginian caompaign.  This most successful
warrior took the breath out of me by

Janswering promptly : *“The Treaty of

Washington, by which we settled by
arbitration  the Alabama  claims  with
Great Britain without an appeal to the
sword.”  Then he added: * Already
England and the United States are sufti-
ciently advanced to settle their disputes
by arbitration ; scon two or three of the
uther great powers will come up to the
same level. Then these great nations
will not allow the others to figit.” He
had so mueh of the ken of the statesman
and of the vision of the prophet, that he
saw approaching that time when wars and
wanriors would  be forgotten, and the
Treaty of Washington would stand as the
first great avbitration treaty settling most
diflicult and aggravated claims. I see in
such a federation of BEnglish-speaking
pevplearun into the sunrise of the future,

The time is coming when these two
flags, floating over a sea, or over a con-
tinent, vill make it impossible for a gun
to throw a bullet beyond its muzzle, or
for a soldier to lift his foot, unless the
order is given in the English tongue.

There may be some dark hours before
that sunrise.  We may have to illustate
what we can do together. We have
shown our motion running singly. But
you know sometimes two fast horses
running together bite each other’s necks
or kick over the pole.  Bismarck pro-
phesied we will do that.  Maybe the
wish is father of the prophecy. But if
the other nations give us something clse
to do, we will soon run together like
twins, and will show them a speed that
will make **all the world wonder.”

Tn the old strife against the slwe-trade
i your own country. for a time Wilber-
force was alone.  He had but one friend,
Dr. Lushington.  One day he said to Dr.
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Lushington : ¢“There is no one to stand
by me in the House except you. So when
you make a speech I shall cheer you, and
you take care that when I get up to make
a speech you cheer me.” Thus they
braced up each other’s spirits.  This may
be good doctrine for us to practise back
and forth across the Atlantic.

Alfred Austin has shown his right to
the chair of Alfred Tennyson in his
recent

CRY OF KINSHIP.

« What is the voice I hear,
On the wind of the Western sea ?
Sentine}, listen from out Cape Clear,
And say what the voice may be.
*Tis a proud, free people calling loud to &
people proud and free.

~
-

And it says to them, ¢ Kinsmen, hail !
We severed have been too long ;
Now let us have done with a worn-out tale,
The tale of an ancient wrong,
And our friendship last long as love doth
last, and be stronger than death is
strong.’

¢ Answer them, sons of the selfsame race,
And blood of the selfsame clan ;
Let us speak with cach ozher face to face,
And answer as man to man,
And loyally love and trust each other as
none but freemen can.

“ Now fling them out to the breeze,
Shamrock Thistle, and Rose,
And the Star-spangl~?! Bamner wnfurl
with these,
A message to friends and foes,
Wherever the sails of peace ave seen, and
wherever the war-wind blows,

-

A message to bond and thrall to walke,
For wherever we come, we twain,
The throne of the tyrant shall rock and
quake,
And his menace be void and vain ;
For you are lords of astrong, young land,
and we are lords of the main.

¢ Yes, this is the voicc on the Linfi March
rale.
¢ We severed have been too long
But now we have done with a worn-out
tale,
The tale of an ancient wrong,
And our friendship last lonyg as love doth
ast, and he stronger than death is
strong.”™

Brothers, T am not outside the facts of
history when I say that the Spirit which
God poured into the world through the
lips, labour, and life of John Wesley has
quickened this Anglo-Saxon people into
power. The Anglo.Saxon stock is the
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engine and Methodism is the man in the
cab, with his hand on the lever. This is
the secret why these people ave so free,
fearless, and loyal.  Germany accepted
Protestantism about the same time that
England did. Two and a half centuries
Iater England and* America received the
new life from Epworth that quickened
into life her formal Churches and moral
sense.  This century of gospel-preaching
has lifted both these nations into personal
respousibility.  Had some Wesley arisen
in Germany, when John Wesley arose in
England, or had some Asbury been sent
to Germany when Francis Asbury was
sent to America, we should not hear
to-day the humiliating statement that
William sends his Budget to the Vatican
to have it approved before he presents
it in the Reichstag.

Wio Cax MeasURE OrR RespoNsiBiLITY /

A visitor asked the keeper of the light
at Calais, ““Does your light ever grow
dim orgo out 2’ ** Grow dim or go out!”
said the astonished watchman, startled at
the very suggestion.  ** Why, man. there
are ships yonder at sea, in the darkness.
If this light should grow dim or go out

they might o upon the breakers.” We
are the lighthounse of these ages.  If our

lights grow dim or go out, the nations
freighted with the liberties and destinies
of millions, and of generations to come,
might go upon the breakers. Our only
safety 1s in close personal walk with Gad,
in walking with God as our fathers did :
keeping ourselves personally in suceh fel-
lowship that we can detect the least
approach of sin and hear the slightest
prompting of the Spirit, and receive con-
stantly new supplies of spirvitual power.
God help us, that we may have not
only *‘the arduvus greatness of things
achieved,” but also the heroic greatness
that can do all things through the
strengthening grace of Jesus Christ.
Brothers, the toiling night is well-nigh
passed ; the future is bright with the
advancing morning.  The ages are rolling
together at our feet.  In Constantinople
nee, on the Sultan’s birthday, 1 saw that
areat old cathedral, St. Sofia, illumined.
Everywhere along the aisles and around
the chaneel, and along the gallery fronts,
and vound the colunmns, and in the
aleoves and niches, and in and about all
the windows, everywhere, were placed
candles and tapers by the hundred and
by the thousand. As the shades of
evening settled in the gloomy recesses of
the building, & multitude of men went
everywhere with their torches, Hyghting
the candles and tapers.  The smoke from
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the torches and eandles seemed almost to
add to the gloom. Now and then a gust
from an open window extinguished some
flickering tapers. It took much time,
but we could see by the flickering lights
and lines of sparks that the great build-
ing was being illumined, and was marking
its dim outline up against a dark sky.
As I watched the tedious process, I
thought, This is not altogether unlike
the work of the Church in the early
centuries lighting the world.  The mes-
sengers and torch-bearers stumbled along
through the great masses of heathenism
and pagan superstitions, here and there
kindling a taper and awakening tribes
and nations ; many of these tapers were
extinguished by the migrations of the
people, and many quenched in blood by
the red hand of “war, yet slowly gaining
on the darkness and spreading the cirele
of the light.

I have seen another illumination that
suits our time better. Tt was yonder in
the White City of the World's Fair. It
was in the Manufactures and Liberal
Arts Building. That was a vast strue-
ture, covering over thirty acres of grovnd.
Beneath its ample reof were gathered all
the nations of the carth. Here the Eng-
lish and there the Russians exhibited
their merchandise. The Germans, French,
Ttalians, Scandinavians, all the families
of Europe, had their departments. Turks,
Arabs, Japanese, Chinese, Hindoos, Afri-
cans, representatives from the teeming
familics of Asia and Afriea, presented
their various products; DMexico, the
South American Republics, and those
from the islands of the sea, were busy
with their merchandise and products.
The lighting of it was & modern problem.
Modern genius ran  wires and electrie
apparatus everywhere over the building,
along the rafters, up the bents, along the
givders, about the galleries, over the
booths, through the aisles, everywhere.
It took work and time and money and
genius and thought to run all the wires,
place all the switches, har | all the arcs,
swing all the tubes, plantall the batteries,
and make all the complicated machinery

converge upon one point under one
button.  But when this wire-running

and_light-placing  was done, the work
of illumining the building was about
accomplished. At the appeinted time,
in the gathering darkness, one hand
turned on  the current, and in an
instant the whole scene was changed.
Quick as thought, light flashed from
Toof and gallery, from brace and givder,
from booths and  towers along  the
aisles, through the passages, in  the
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tents and pavilions, everywhere. Over
the section of the Briton and the camp
of the Russian, over the resting-place of
the Turk and of the Hindoo, over the
palaces of the German and of the French,
everywhere over the quarters of the
Chinese and of the Japanese, flashed this
light, like the light of the new sun risen
in the evening, and the whole vast build-
ing was one blaze of light.

So it seems to me that the Christian
Church has been patiently preparing the
way for illumining the world.  The
stations have been planted, churches
built, schools opened, presses started,
dictionaries compiled, grammars braided,
literature created, great lines of commu-
nication secured—railroads, steamships,
telegraphs, printing-presses, Bible so-
cieties, everything seems to bhe in
readin 5. Millions of believers have a
rich experience, and good theology,
and increasing zeal.  High schools
and colleges and universities are mak-
ing ready a great army competent to
teach the Word. Fortunes beyond the
necessities of their owners are being
accumulated by the hundred millions;
all things now seem ready. My faith is
humbly and hopefully looking to see the
Holy Spirit come upon the Churches, and
flash along these lines, lighting all lands.
Already I see light shining on the sum.
mits of the Himalayas and pouring down
upon the upturned faces and uplifted
hands of the millions in the valley of the
Ganges, and streaking over the plains of
China, and streaming over the islands of
Japan, and flashing like heat lightning
over the Dark Continent. The time is
not far distant when a nation shall be
horn in a day, and the whole earth shall
be covered with the knowledge of the
Lord, as the waters cover the great decep.

In yonder Southern Hemisphere, on
the South Atlantic, T have stood on the
deck and gazed up at that most attractive
constellation, the Southern Cross. Once
to see it is always to look for it when the
night comes down.  On that southern
sea the sailors watch it with unflagging
interest.  In the lone hours of the night
you can sometimes hear the watch on
deck calling out to the watch on the look-
out, *“Ho, Watch, what of the night ?”
The answer comes back, *“The night is
passing and is far spent, and the morning
is at hand, for the cross begins to hend.”
So to-day, standing in the Tookout, look-
ing over the duk sea and darker lands,
am I asked, ‘¢ What of the night 7 I can
answer, ** The night is passing and is far
spent, and the morning is at hand, for
the Cross begins to hend.”
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The World’s Progress.

Exir KHarnira.

History is being mmade very fast during
these times. The overwhelming victory
over the Mahdists won by the Sirdar
Kitchener maintains the noblest tradi-
tions of British arms. The campaign on
the Upper Nile was not & war of aggres-
sion. It was not to avenge the death of
Gordon. It was to maintain the rights
of Egypt to her great Soudanese empire
from which she was unjustly ousted by
the fanatical and bloodthirsty Mahdists.
Its result is to carry law and order and
civilization through a wvast and fertile
region which had been rendered a very
hell on earth by the barbarism and
brutality of the I{halifa. It was a most
extraordinary example of the thorough
and eflicient organization of the British
army that such a crushing blow could be
delivered in the heart of Africa, sixteen
hundred miles up the narrow, shallow
and tortuous Nile. The movement of
troops, stores, arms and equipments with-
out any hitch ov disaster was like the
action of a piece of machinery, as steady
as clockwork, and was in striking con-
trast to the mistakes, disasters and
miseries which accompanied the late
Cuban campaign.

Another milestone has been passed in
Britain’s triumphal march from Cairo to
the Cape. In the interests of civilization,
of religion, of the many warring tribes of
Africa themselves, the whole world may
rejoice in these victories of Britain’s arms.
The congratulations of Kaiser Wilhelm
and of the American press show a recog-
nition of the disinterested valour of Great
Britain in spending her treasure, in shed-
ing the blood of her bravest and best for
no selfish purpose but to throw wide open
the domrs of trade and commerce to all
mankind.

Tue OLive Braxcen 18 THE BEar's Paw.,

Such is the picturesque phrase in which
the Christivn Adrocate describes the over-
tures of the Czar of Russia in favour of
a peace conference.  We trust that this
will be the turning-peint in the history
of the world. The burden of the armed
truce of the Great Powers has become un-
endurablel It is crushing the very life
out of the industries of the nations.  The
young Czar will win the eternal gratitude
of mankind if he will lead the way toa

universal dissrmament.  The greenest
leaf in the laurels of his grandsire, Alex-
ander I1., is his emancipation of twenty
millions of serfs. A brighter crown will
be that of the monarch who can relieve
mankind of the crushing burden of war
and end forever the slaughters of the
battlefield.

The autocrat of all the Russias can
better set the pace than any other power.
His empire is immune to hostile invasion.
It Las grown enormously during the cen-
tury. It has secured the ice-free har-
bours, to which it would be a dog-in-the.
manger selfishness for any power to object.
Its greatest need is opportunity to de-
velop its internal communication and
civilization, that the menaced famine of
Little Russia may be averted by the rich
harvests of the Ukraine and of the vast
Siberian plains.

It is said that through the good oflices
of Queen Victoria the I rincess of Wales
was sent to Copenhagen to meet her sister,
the Empress Dowager of Russia, who is
known to be earnestly in favour of peace.
Through these channels the Queen’s aver-
sion to the war with Russia, into which
Britain secemed to be inevitably drifting,
was made known to the Czau, and this
led to his overtures for peace.  If this he
so it is o greater glory to the later years
of her Majesty's reign than if her army
or navy had won a great battle.

The difliculty of gradual disarmament
should not be great. Let the powers
cease to incregse their armies and navies
as they have been doing in mad race for
years.  Russia’s threat to build new war-
ships was met by England’s resolve to
build twice as many. If only a halt is
called in this march towards ruin much
will be gained.  Thus gradually wmutual
confidence will be restored, the blessings
of peace will be appreciated, the rusting
ironclads will not be replaced, the vast
standing armies will gradually be mustered
out by the great conqueror Death, and
if no dragon’s teeth of discord be sown
there will spring up no crop of armed
men.

Britain, the great rival of Russia in the
East, may well reciprocate these overtures
of peace.  The German Emperor seems
to be coming to a saner mind and to he
less anxious to puse as war-lord of Kurope.
Ttaly and Austria will be glad to roll off
the crushing burden of Atlas from their
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shoulders. France may sulk and fume
and nurse her wrath at the retention of
Alsace and Toraine; but she needs
: . ™ :
peace above all things till her Twentieth
Century Exposition is over. The exposure
of the Dreyfus scandal has given a shock
to the nation which for the time has
paralyzed the influence of the army and
shown the political rottenness of its or-
gamzation.

Tue Tuvuss oF CHRISTENDOM.

The world shrinks aghast at the diab-
olism which has led to the assassination
of the Empress of Austria, of the Czar
Alexander, of Presidents Lincoln and
Garfield, and to the repeated attempts
which have been made on the life of
Queen Victorin, of the reigning Czar, of
the young Queen Wilhelmina and many
others. An epidemic of this iendishness
seems to have broken out. Within a
week the Queen of Holland, on the day
of her coromation, in her youth and
beauty, was made the target for the assas-
sin’s bullet. The Czar of Russia, who
has just penned the most beneficent
document of the century, the proposal
for universal disarmament, barely eseaped
destruction by an explosion which killed
one of his chief officers and his wife.
And now the aged and invalid Empress
Elizabgth, sccking health on the lovely
shores of Lake Leman, is smitten down
by a cynical savage. A gang of Italian
anarchists determined to assassinate the
principal European sovereigns and ihe
President of the French Republic. They
suceeeded only too well in their dastardly
attempt on one of the most amiable and
beloved of them all.  We believe no
punishment meted out to the murderer
will prevent such an attempt in the future.
The wretched assassin doubtless conceives
bimself to be a martyr toa principle—
the destruction of monarchism.  The chief
cause of such attempts we deem to be the
military burdens which are erushing the
life out of the masses of the people and
driving them to frenzied retaliation.
They are tired of being mere food for
pewder, of heing the pawns on the chess-
boards of kings.  Their madness is inex-
cusable, but is not inexplicable.  The
only cure for this evil will be the aboli-
tion of war, the growth of constitutional
liberty, and the spread of true religion.

VICTORIES OF PEACE.

But yesterday Great Britain seemed to
be in @ state of splendid isolation, with
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every power of Europe and America
against her. To-day she has the good-
will and moral support of the victorious
American  Republic. By Kitchener's
victory and the Anglo-German intent,
whereby she controls the Delagoa Bay,
and has interned the turbulent Transvaal
Republic, she has a free hand in Africa.
Li Hung Chang is dismissed in disgrace,
and Britain’s influence is again in the
ascendant at Pekin,  Truly these are vie-
tories of diplomacy surpassing the most
brilliant vietories of war.

[4

Tor Twin-Fraas.

The growth of the Anglo-American
good-will has been shown in the addresses
in the General Conference, in the blended
British and American flags at the Meth-
odist  banquet, in the fraternizing of
Canadian and Ameriean military organi-
zations at the Toronto Fair, and in the
more than kind and cordial utterances by
the British, American and Canadian
speakers at these international gather-
ings, and most conspicuously in Bishop
Fowler’s splendid address, printed else-
where. How much more rational and
Christian is this than the spiteful utter-
ance of the yellow journals which but
receatly sought to embroil the kindred
nations in war.

Tae Querec CONFERENCE.

It is to be hoped that the meeting of
the distinguished Canadian, British and
American diplomats at the fortress city
of Quebee, will remove most, if not all,
of the causes of irritation between the
two countries whose borders march for
three thousand miles from the Atlantic
to the Pacific. These questions may be
difficult of solution—the Behring Sea
Seal Rookeries, the Klondike Passes, the
Alaska  Frontier, the Fisheries of the
Atlantic Coast and Reciprocity of Trade ;
but where a spirit of justice, concilintion
and good-will exists, these difliculties can
be overcome.

QUEEN WILHELMINA.

The aceession to the throne of Holland
of the young Queen Wilhelmina recalls
that of the youthful Vietoria to the greater
throne of Britain sixty yearsago.  There
is something extremely touching in the
chivalry of the nation towards their
sovereign as she assume. the cares of
state.  The heroic traditions of the House
of Orange will be an inspiration to high
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endeavour. Her youthful piety is an
augury of the prosperity of her reign.
¢“Trusting in God and with the prayer
that he may give me strength,” she said,
I accept the Government.”

Caxapa First Acarx.

Canada has added another link to the
golden chain that is bit ling the mother
to the daughter land. By the persistent
efforts of Sir William Mulock penny
postage has been secured between Great
Britain and Canada, South Africa and
Australia. This will be the best immi-
gration agency the Government can adopt.
The letters from contented settlers in
Canada to their kinsfolk in the Old Land
will do more to fill up our North-West
than any number of stereopticon lectures.

TerkisH CRUELTIES 1N CANDIA.

The outbreak in Candia shows that the
dying race of the Turks is not fit to govern
thatisland. The atrocities of the Turkish
troops wreaked upon the Christian popu-
lation are worse than any of Weyler's on
the Cuban insurgents. The Christian
powers should drive the Moslems out of
Crete and establish a civilized adminis-
tration. England has had ten war-ships
at.Crete, and all the other powers cleven,
Germany having only one. England has
had 2,020 troops on shore, Italy 1,412,
Russia 1,400, France 1,250, Austria 600
and Germany 11. Yet it is Germany
which has prevented the coercion of the
Sultan. The Kaiser seems to be co-
quetting with the Butcher of Constanti-
nople for special privileges in Palestine.
Next month will see some theatrical coup
at Jerusalem.

“THE ProrLe THaT DeELiGHT IN WaAR.”

L

Glitter of steel along the sunmny strect,
A strain of martial music clear and loud,
The stream of scarlet flowing like a tide
’Mid the wild cheering of the eager crowd,
The blazoned banners floating far and wide,
And sounding over all the measured beat—
Like rolling drums—of those exultant feet
That march to death or glory side by side,
Thus they go forth who never may return,
A deadly fever fills the Nation’s veins,
The fires of Passion fieree and fiercer burn,
Till—as some captive panther bursts its
chains—
Men stand amazed at the tremendous sight,

2

Ewmpire 'gainst Empire arming in its might.
II.

This isnthe pride of War. Ah! who shall
te

The story’s issue? *Tis that redd’ning field

Across whose length a thirsty viver runs,

Fed \\'itih1 their blood who knew not how to
vield :

Who died ‘mid cannon’s smoke and roar of
guns,

And trampling hosts that crushed them as
they fell ;

’Mid1 shrifc that turns the fair carth into
well,

Whilst Rachel’s voice laments her glorious
sons !

The Death-wail sobs above the Vietor sony;

Such tears might tarnish even Honow's
prize,

And our sick hearts cry out, *“How long !
how long !

Lord God of Battles? When wilt thou
arise?

When shall Thy Kingdom come-—Thy
Righteous Law,

Healing t’lle Nations from the wounds of
war?”

—Christian Burke,

AT SUMMER’S CLOSE.
A Sketeh in Colours.

BY AMY

PARKINSON.

Now the slant sunbeams, through autumnal haze,
Soft amber light o'er all the land are shedding.
Now asters royal-hued, and goldenrod

From field and roadside greet you. Grape-vines now
Hang thick with purpling clusters ; apple-houghs
Are bending earthward, laden with a wealth

Of green, and russet, and rich ruby red;

The pink-cheeked peaches blush their rosiest now ;
Now pears are purest yellow ; damsons now

In theiv dark blue ave dressing. And, ¢’en now,
The artist-hand of Autunn is beginning

To try her tints among the maple trees,—

Here is a spray all saffron-streaked, and there

One splashed with scarlet.

In these late, last hours,

When Summer’s day is closing, she hath colours

Her noontide never knew.
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THE GENERAL CONFERENCE.

We camnot attempt to do more in the
few pages at our command than give some
general impressions of the ecclesiastical
parliament of our Church. These quad-
rennial Conferences are very notable oc-
casions. It is no small tribute to their
affection for the Church of their chvice
that many men of mark, leading states-
men, busy merchants, and professional
men, ministers in charge of important
stations and cireuits, professors of our
colleges and others, devote themselves
week after week with such assiduity to
their duties as representatives of the
Methodist Church.  If anyone thinks it
is a mere holiday to attend the General
Conference he would be greatly unde-
ceived by a practical experience of its
duties. A continual succession of com-
mittees or Conference sessions fill up every
day from nine o’clock till often late at
night.  Hew our ever-youthful General
Superintendent, the Rev. Dr. Carman,
keeps up with the exh-ustive strain of
his public duties is a marvel  One of the
most interesting features or the “on-
ference was his magnificent inxcgural
address.

This statesmanlike document swept
over a wide range of topics, ecclesiastical
and civil, the greatest cmphasis, how-
ever, being made upon the great moral
crusade, the Prohibition campaign, which
is now being waged in this land. Dr.
Carman’s  stern arraignment and  tre-
mendous indictiment of the liquor tratiic
as the enemy of all righteousness, the foe
of God and man, and his sunmmons to
the Church to fight it to the death, rang
like « trumpet eall.  The Conference
ordered 100,600 copies of this appeal to
be printed as a campaign document, and
cireulated throughout the length and
breadth of the Dominion.

THE MILLION DOLLAR FUND.

The first ficld day of the Conference
was the debate on the Million Dollar
Fund. This was suggested by the pro-
pusition of George Perks, Esq., M.P., of
the British Conference, to raise a million
wuineas as a thank-offering for the past,
and for aggressive work m the future.
It was brought forward in Canada by the
Rev. Dr. Potts, our energetic Seeretary

of Fducation, whose proposition was
strongly indorsed by the Annual Con-
ferences. His resolution recognized
the great and manifold blessings, tem-
poral and spiritual, national and social,
which we have so abundantly shared as a
Church, blessings which call for thanks-
giving and practical acknowledgment. He
supported this in a stirring address. It
was not, he said, a time for mere rhetoric
gush or the fostering of denominational
pride. Tt was an oceasion for bringing in
the tithes into God's storehouse and
making the offering a benediction to the
Church.  The movement should be
characterized, too, he said, by strict
business principles, o that it would ap-
peal to the strong, hard-headed business
men of the Connexion.  The completion
of the undertaking would send them
over into the twentieth century on a
tidal wave of success which should make
the Church an influence for vighteousness
in the world that could not now be
fully estimated. He urged that it should
be a unit>d work, not merely the work
of the millivnaire Methodists and those
who are millionaires in mind though not
in purse ; 1 should enlist the sympathies
and co-operation of every i lividual in
the entive Church.

The motion was seconded in a vigorous
speech by a representative layman of
New Brunswick, Dr. Inch, the Super-
intendent of Edueation of that province.
The ifon. J. J. Rogerson, of Newfound-
land, another large-hearted layman, pro-
mised the enthusiastic support of the
Methodists of Britain’s oldest colony.
Mzr. Joseph Gibson, an Ontario lay dele-
gate, aroused great enthusiasm by the
statement that the victory of the Pro-
hibition party at the approaching Pro-
hibition "Plebiscite would effect such
cconomies as would many times exceed
the amount of the proposed fund.

The Rev. Dr. Courtice, Editor of the
Guardian, considered that one of the
chief benefits of the movement would be
the cultivation of a wider, stronger,
deeper connexional spirit throughout the
Church. If the people were fused to a
white heat by some such large and ag-
gressive onward movement they would
he welded together as never before.
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There was too much sectionalism, he
thought, in their enterprises, different
conferences and different departments
being absorbed in their own work ; there
had been more criticism of their leaders
thangenerous-heartedallegiance. Thomas
Nixon, an energetic layman from Mani-
toba, denied this alleged sectionalism,
and said that the Church as a whole was
loyal to its great missionary and edu-
cational enterprises.

Rev. J. E. Lanceley argued in favour of
raising two million dollars instead of one
as being the easier task of the two. He
also advocated the scheme by which the
Church should take over all the Church
property from the congregations and
control it on lines larger than mere local
ones. It was argued in veply that the
Church debts were chiefly in the larger
cities, that they were only a small per-
centage on their Church assets, and it
would be impossible to create an enthu-
siasm throughout the country districts
for the debts on city churches. Dr.
Richard Brown, a sturdy Englishman,
expressed his enthusiastic belief in the
feasibility of the project in parody on
the Jingo phrase, **We have got the
Church, we have got the men, we have
¢ot the money, too.”  The Hon. Senator
Cox expressed himself in hearty sym-
pathy with the movement, and would
do what he could to help it. He be-
lieved the Methodist Church owed it to
the God of their mercies to pay their
honest debts. The Church was indebted
in many ways, and the obligations should
be met. Mr. Edward Gurney sud the
Church was fettered by imitations and -
debtedness of which it should be relieved
for her usefulness and aggressive work.
A delegate suggested that, to show thew
carnestness, instead of the **ayes™ and
“nays” they should vote by standing,
when almost every man sprang to s
feet, and the vote was carrted with the
greatest enthusiasm. A prolonged de-
bate ensued on the disposition of the
Fund. It was finally decided to make
the folluowing the beneficiaries : The Edu-
cational, Missionary—Home and Foreign,
Superannuation and Supernumerary in-
terests, and local debts, each donor to he
at liberty to designate that which he pre-
ferred.

THE BANQUET.

One of the most interesting episodes
of the Conference was the magnificent
banquet tendered it by the Social Union,
of Toronto. This delightful exercise of
hospitality owes its ingpiration largely to
Mr. Chester Massey, the president of the
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Union, but he had the hearty co-oper-
ation of every member of that body.
The Horticultural Pavilion was 2 vision
of delight. It was gracefully festooned
with three thousand yards of bunting in
red, white and blue, and coloured electric
lights gleamed froin clusters of evergreen.
Over the platform hung a portrait of
John Wesley, with the words, ¢ The
world is my parish.” Portraits of Drs.
Punshon, Ryerson, Nelles, ¢ Bishop”
Black, and other makers of Methodism
in this land, were displayed on either
side. Shields and scrolls bore the names
of scores of men and women dear to the
heart of our people from Barbara Heck,
the mother of American and Canadian
Methodism, down to later benefactors of
our Church.

Sir Oliver Mowat, an elder of the
Presbyterian Church  and a noble Chris-
tian statesman, the Lieutenant-Governor
of the Provinee of which for a quarter of
a ceutury he was Premier, gave a de-
lightfully fraternal address. He said
his first speech was given at a Methodist
meeting fisty-seven years ago, before
most of his hearers were born.  He cer-
tainly made a good beginning of a most
distinguished public carcer. Dr. Ray-
mond spoke eloquently of the Methodism
of the present, its achievements, and the
problems that confronted it. Dr. Coke
Smith with prophetic vision, foretold
the trinmphs of its future.

MAINTAINING THE STANDARDS.

One of the most hmportant debates
was on the proposal of Dr. James Mills,
seconded by Mr. F. S. Lazier, Q.C., to
eliminate from the Discipline the clause
explaining the gencral rules as forbidding
the use of intoxicating liguors, dancing,
playing games of chance, engaging
lotteries, attending theatres, horse races,
circuses, dancing parties, ete. It was
urged that these specifications were like
the minutize of the rabbinical additions
to the laws of DMoses, preseribing the
tithings of mint, anise and cwmmin.

Dr. Mills proposed the substitu-

tion of a  paragraph cenjoining  upon
the members of the Church whatso-

ever is required in the Holy Scriptures
and forbidding whatsoever is contrary to
the letter or spirit thereof. He referred
to the prejudices against the organ and
piano in former times, the conscientious
scruples of the Quakers, Mennonites, and
also of the Omish sect, who regard it asa
puositive sin to use buttons on their
clothes instead of hooks and eyes. He
urged that it was wiser to assert general



principles rather than minute rules of
conduet. |

Mr. Jolm T. Moore, on the contrary,
urged the need of the Chureh maintain-
ing its standard in these regards. He
knew there were many who would sell
body and soul to get into that which is
called society, but God forbid that the
Methodists should cater to this sentiment.
When people were found who advocated
theatres, which were often the vestibule
of perdition, and cards, which were the
implements of the devil, and which were
to be found in every hell-hole in this
country, it was necessary to tell them
that the Methodist Church did not toler-
ate these forms of sin.  The home that
admitted cards was committing a terrible
wrong, was putting into the hands of
the young the instruments of gamblers
and blacklegs. This note which it was
sought to eliminate was not a reckless
denunciation of innocent amusements, but
a wise and kindly enumeration of those
things which were harmful.

S. F. Lazier, Q.C., contended that
youag people were prevented from
coming into the Church by the existence
of this rule, and that, instead, they joined
the Presbyterian and Anglican Churches.
Dr. Crothers, in a stirring speech,
maintained the right of the Chureh to
place safeguards aroundits young people.
Mr. Edward Gurney, seconded by Dr.
Burwash, moved the following substitute
for the note in the Discipline :

“These general rules are to be inter-
preted in harmony with the teachings of
the New Testament, which call for the
consecration of owr whole life to the
service of Christ, and which make the
Christian law of truth, purity, justice and
charity supreme in the heart of all Chris-
tians.”

Mr. Gurney argued strongly in favour
of larger personal liberty. Chancellor
Burwash argued also in favour of cul-
tivating a more intelligent knowledge of
what was right and what was wrong.
It was keeping the people in a state of
tutelage, of mere bondage to specific
commandments, to specify particulars, in-
stead of raising them to the great moral
principles which should regulate and
guide lives and make them self-governing.

Dr. Maclaren argued strongly for the
maintenance of the Discipline as it stood.
He was not content that the Methodist
Church of to-day should be satisfied with
thundering against Jhe sins which were
prevalent in Judea two thousand years
ago and remaining dumb to our own sins.
In reply to the statement that this legis-
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lation was sending the young people into
other Churches, he referred to the Do-
minion census of 1891, wherein it was
shown that while the Roman Catholics
and Anglicans, with large accessions from
immigration, had relatively decreased in
numbers, and while the Presbyteriansg
had hardly held their own, the Methodists
had made the most marked increase. Lest
they should say that this might be so in
the country but was not so in the cities,
he called attention to the fact that in the
ten years between 1881 and 1891 the
Methodist population in the cities had
trebled itself.  The Conference by a very
large majority decided to maintain the
restrictive clauses,
THE ELECTIONS.

It is significant of the appreciation by
the Methodist Church of the services
rendered by the General Counference ofti-
cers, that no change in their personnel
has been made. The popular Book
Stewards at Toronto and Halifax, Revs.
Dr. Briges and S. F. Huestis, received
an almost unanimous vote.  The Rev. Dr.
Dewart, who so long occupied the Guar-
dian tripoud, received 70 votes for the
editorship, but Dr. Courtice received 126,
with a few scattered votes. Dr. Suther-
land, who has held the difficult oftice of
General Seeretary of Missions for over a
score of years, was returned by a decisive
vote.  Dr. Henderson was elected to the
office of Associate Seeretary.  The follow-
ing brethren were elected unanimously, a
ballot being cast for them by the Secretary
of the Conference: Rev. Dr. Potts,
Secretary of Education; Rev. A, C.
Crews, Secretary of Sunday-schools and
Epworth Leaguer, Rev. J. C. Wouds-
worth, Superintendent of Missions in
the North-West ; the Rev. Dr. Griflin
and Mr. Edward Gurney, Treasurers of
the Superannuation Fund; Dr. Suther-
land and Hon. J. . Aikins, Treasurers
of the Missionary Society ; and Dr. Potts
and Senator Sanford, Treasurers of the
Educational Society. The Editor of this
Magazine was re-elected to the position
which he has occupied for twenty-four
years, by a vote of 207 out of 218 ballots
cast,

THE FUTURE OF THE METHODIST
MAGAZINE AND REVIEW.

The Editor by his almost unanimous
re-clection has received a mandate from
the Methodist Church to make the period-
icals committed to his care still more
deserving the patronage of our people.
He has ideals and efforts to reach them in
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view, which will make a long stride for-
ward in their development. Every year
has seen marked progress, and m the
immediate future this will be still more
marked. It is too early yet too make full
announcements, but the hearty co-opera-
tion of every reader is earnestly solicited
to, if possible, double the circulation.
The Macazixe will be made, the Editor
¢ sufldently believes, the best denomina-
tional monthly in the world. Some kind
friends have said it is that alveady, but it
is far from his ideal.

It is a noteworthy fact that where once
it secures an entrance to a houschold, it
becomes a permanent visitor. At the
General Conference, the Eastern Book
Steward said that one gentleman was so
enthusiastic about it, he ordered it to be
sent to a friend who already received
many magazines, with the promise to pay
for it himself if the friend did not. The
friend was surprised and delighted to find
so excellent a family magazine in his
Church, and forthwith ordered it for
himself.  Will not our patrons, especially
our ninisters, in like manner kindly call
the attention of their friends to its merits,
lend them a copy, and ask their subscrip-
tion? Asa

SPECIAL INDUCEMENT

We offer the fourteen numbers, from
November to the end of 1889, for one
year’s subscription. New patrons will
thus receive the whole of the story by the
Rev. Charles Sheldon, author of *“In His
Steps, or What Would Jesus Do.” en-
titled, ‘* His Brother’s Keeper.” This is
a  powerfully-written story, discussing
some of the most important social prob-
lems of the times—strikes, lock-outs, the
liquor traftic and evangelizing the people.
They will secure, too, the bright four-part
story specially written for our pages, ‘‘A
Princess in Calico.” An early nwmber
will contain ‘““An Experiment in Al
truism,” by James L. Hughes, Public
School Inspector of Toronto. It describes
the most remarkable industrial establish-
ment in the world, on the high plane of
what may be called Christian socialism.
The various departments will be main-
tained with increased vigour, with superior
illustration and great variety of contribu-
tions. Now is the time for a grand for-
ward movement. Let us have the hearty
help of all our friends. Send your sub-
seriptions at once ; $2.00 a year, or S1.75
with either Guordian or Wesleyan.

TEMPERANCE.
The report of the Temperance Com-
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mittee was a stirring document. It re.
iterated the sentiment that the liquor
traflic cannot be legalized without sin.
If it was not right for the individual man
to sell liquor, how can it be right for the
collective man, the State, to sellit? The
avages which the liquor traflic caused
among the Indians of British Columbia
were recited and deprecated. A noble dee-
laration of principles was made, strongly
condemming the license feature of all
statutes, by which money is accepted for
the legal protection of an immoral traflic,
and protesting against the unholy alliance
of the State and the liquor traftic.

FRATERNITY.

One of the most delightful features of
the Conference was the exchange of fra-
ternal greetings with the representatives
of the Presbyterian and other Churches,
The Rev. Dr. Torrance, Moderator of the
General Assembly of the Presbyterian
Church, spoke of the grand result of
Union in the rapid development of that
Church in Canada. Principal Caven, of
Knox College, referring to the fact that
both the Presbyterian and Methodist
Churches were the result of the union
of several minor bodies, asked, ¢ Shall
there be any future union?” The ap-
plause of the Conference showed that the
thought was neither a novel nor an un-
welcome conception.  In his address at
the Methodist banquet Sir Oliver Mowat
heartily endorsed thissentiment. Whether
there be further organic union or not it
is at least cause for devoutest gratitude
to God that such kindly relations, such
true fraternity, exist hetween the different
Churches.

Few meetings of the Conference were
more interesting than that when the ad-
dresses of the delegates from the Meth-
odist Churches of Great Britain and the
United States were given. The kind
and brotherly greetings of the Rev. John
Bond, representing the mother Meth-
odisin of the world, of President Ray-
mond, of Wesleyan University, delegate
from the Methodist Episcopal Church,
and Mr. Coke Swmith, of the Methadist
Episcopal Church, South, breathed the
warmest spirit of Methodist affection and
good will.  These international and inter-
denominational courtesies cannot fail to
bind the kindred nations and churches
closer together.

Recent Draris.

A few days after the death of his
venerable colleague, Dr. Beatty, Dr.



John Wilson, Professor Emeritus of Vie-
torin University, passed away from life.
He will be remembered with deep feeling
by hundreds of old Victorians as the
kindly, wmodest, accomplished scholar
that he was. Many of our ministers
received their first insight into the
original tongues of the Old and New
Testament from his instruction.  Through
the infirmities of age he was some years
ago superannuated from active work, but
he still took a deep interest in the growth
of the institution to which he had given
the best energies of his life.  Peace to
the memory of honest, upright and
lovable Dr. John Wilson.

One of our younger ministers, the Rev.
T. A. Elliott, of Umatilla, Manitobha,
died on August 22nd, at the Methodist
parsonage at Dauphin, of typhoid fever.
He had only been in the country for a
short time. He was a young man of
earnest picty and of much promise.  He
was # brother of the Rev. J. G. Elliott,
now stationed at Reston, Manitoba.

A few days later, on August 27th, the
Rev. Duncan Geuvrge Harrison, brother
of W. D. Harrison, of Bridgenorth, died
at Nicholls Hospital, Peterboro’.  He
was an accomplished student at Vietoria,
where he took the prize in sacred oratory
in April last. It is sad to think of these
young brethren called so early from the
service to which they had conseerated
their lives.

Early in September the late Timothy
Nattrass, a superannuated minister of
the TLondon Conference, passed from
labour to reward. Brother Nattress
began his ministry in 1853.  For the last
twenty-three years he had lived in the
city of London. He was a modest, un-
assuming brother, who was greatly he-
loved by all who knew him.

Rev. Dr. Asbury Lowrey died at his
home in Germantown, Philadelphia, Pa.,
August 5th.  The immediate cause of his
demise was the severe shock of a fall by
which he sustained a fracture of the hip.
As writer, preacher and editor, he gave
his later years to the advocacy of the
doctrine of holiness, in which he was a
firm believer.

ITEMS.

Dr. H. L. Lumnn has for the present
retived from active and regular partici-
pation in the Christian work carried on
at the Regent Street Polytechnie, in or-
der to assist Rev. Hugh Price Hughes in
the work of the West London Mission
during Mr. Hughes' presidency.
Principal John Caird, of the University
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of Glasgow, wio died recently, was for
many years one of the most noted
preachers and most influential men in
Scotland. His brother, Prof. Edward
Caird, is Master of Balliol College, Ox-
ford, since the death of Dr. Jowett. Dr.
Caird came into special public notice
through a sermon preached before Queen
Victorin and Prince Albert in 1853, on
*The Religion of Common Life.” This
was translated into many languages, and
in the opinion of Dean Stanley was the
greatest single sermon of the century.
From 1862 until a few weeks since, he
was connected with the Glasgow Uni-
versity, first occupying the chair of di-
vinity and afterwards as principal of the
college. —Independent.

The centenary of Methodism in the Ba-
hamas is to be celeLrvated this year. The
Missionary Committee of the English
Wegleyan Church cannot send an official
deputation, but the chairman of the
Bahamas District had approached Dr.
Stephenson with a view to securing his
presence at the celebration.

There has been a greater increase in
the number of converts in China during
the last cight years than during the pre-
ceding cighty years.

The Church Missionary Society is most
prayerfully watching the signs of the
times with reference to opening a new
mission in the Khartoum region as soon
as the British troops shall recapture that
city. This is only the revival of a plan
formed years since, when General Gordon
was in command in the Soudan,

A scheme has been prepared that marks
@ new departure in the policy of the Wes-
feyan Missionary Society, and makes it
possible for the Missionary Committee to
appoint laymen to educational, medical
or evangelistic work in the foreign field.
As the law stands at present no man can
be sent out by the committee for such
work unless he be an ordained minister
or on probation for ordination.

The London, Eng., Methodist Recorder
notes with great satisfaction, as well it
niy, that at its tinal meeting for the
year the Missionary Comwmittee of the
Wesleyan Methodist Church asked for
the appointment of sixteen additicnal
misstonaries. It says: No such step
in advance has been taken, within our
memory, by the Wesleyan Missionary
Society.” The growing receipts of the
Society which make this increase of
workers possible are partly the result of
improved financial conditions, but more,
perhaps, of enlarging interest in the mis-
sionary enterprise.
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Book Notiees.

Essays for che Times. Studies of Eminent
Men and Imporiant Living Questions.
By Rev. E. H. Dewart, D.D. Meth-
odist Book Rooems, Toronto, Montreal,
and Halifax. TF'rice, 75c.

The many friends of Dr. Dewart will
be glad to read this volumne of essays for
the times from his practised pen.  They
are all upon important subjects, and all,
we believe, have passed the ordeal of
publication in some high-class review or
magazine. The yreat topics which they
discuss are of living interest and of per-
manent importance. They possess a com-
bination of literury brilliance and strength
of style, like a sword of steel with
damascened blade and jewelled hilt. They
have also a breadth of view, a liberality
of thought, which show that Dr. Dewart,
even when combating certain question-
able tendencies in current theology, is
fu?® abreast of modern theories.

There is a fascination about the char-
acter of *Robertson of Brighton” that
justifics the ample treatnent of his life
and work. Every Methodist ought to be
familiar with the noble character and
epoch-making work of James Arminius,
to whom the theology of Methodism owes
so much. Few things are more in-
structive in literary history than the con-
fessions and retractions of George John
Romanes, who, for many years, was
prime expounder of the Darwinian theory
of evolution, but who in his riper and
maturer thought ‘‘returned to that full
deliberzte communion with the Church
of Jesus Christ, which he had been for su
many years conscientiously compelled to
forego.”

No subject can be wmore important
for either pulpit or pew than the question,
¢ What should ministers preach?” To
this Dr. Dewart gives a strong, clear, de-
cisive answer. A sturdy Christian op-
timism throbs in every line of the essay,
¢ Js the World Growing Worse 2”7 Other
essays are, ‘‘The Tiibingen School of
Criticism,” “The Last of the Great
Prophets,” ¢ Moral Teaching of the Old
Testament,” etc.

In lighter vein is Dr. Dewart's sym-
pathetic critique on Charles Sangster,
whom he considers to hold a foremost

lace among our Canadian poets. Dr.
ewart also enriches the volume with
some later poems of his own, written

since the publication of his ‘‘Songs of
Life.” Among’ these are some which
have commanded wide recognition both
in the Old World and the New. The
Jubilee poem on the Queen’s long reign,
that ‘¢ On the Death of Lord Tennyson,”
and ““Then and Now,” a response to
Tennyson’s * Locksley Hall Sixty Years
After,” and his recent magnificent ‘*‘In
Memoriam ” to William Ewart Gladstone,
have not, in our judgment, been sur-
passed in Canadian verse. Indeed, the
Tennyson and ( :dstone “‘In Me-
moriams” have not, we think, been
equalled as elegies of these great men.

Sin and Holiness ; or, What it is to be
Holy. By Rev. D. W. C. Husting-
ToN, D.D., Chancellor Nebraska Wes-
leyan University. 12mo. Cloth. Pp.
288.  Cincinnati, Chicago, St. Louis:
Curts & Jennings. Toronto: William
Driggs. Price, $1.20.

The views presented in this book are
areatly needed at the present time in the
Church. The author says: ‘At the
time of my conversion and connection
with the Church I assumed the cor-
rectness of the teachings upon the sub-
ject of entire sanctification which I then
received. I was taught that they were
Scriptural and according to the standards
of Methodism. Guided by those who
received them in a similar way, 1 was
led at two different periods of my Chris-
tian life to believe that I had *exper-
ienced the blessing of sanctification,’
understanding by that term, as 1 did,
the removal or destruction of what I was
instructed to regard as ‘inbred sin.
That T did realize at each of these seasons
a gracivus uplift in spiritual life I shall
never doubt. Christ was revealed to me
and in me as He had not been revealed be-
fore. For weeks following, not a move-
ment in my nature discurbed the deep
calm of my spirit. I could say with
another, ‘I sought God in everything,
and found Him everywhere.” That I
experienced just what T thought I did, I
do not now believe. I have evidence
that the views presented in the following
pages have, in the hand of God, been
helpful to a considerable number of sin-
cere but distressed children of God.
These are my reasons for writing as I
have written.”




Duna’s Hevised Text-Book of Geology.

Edited by WiLLiam NorTH RICE,
Ph.D., LL.D., Professor of Geology,
Wesleyan University.  Cloth, 12mo,
482 pages, with copious illustrations.
Awerican Book Company, New York,
Cincinnati, and Chicago.

It is gratifying to us to notice the
multiplied indications of advanced -.cho-
larship in Methodist institutions. In
this volume Dr. Rice has reflected lustre
upon the Wesleyan University. We
shall never forget the avidity with which
we studied Dana's geology when at
college over thirty years ago.

This is the fifth edition, revised and
enlarged, of ‘Tana’s Text-Book of
Geology,” which for more than half a
century has been a standard for the study.
The book has been thoroughly revised,
in many parts entirely rewvitten, and a
few changes have been made in the ar-
rangement ‘'The classitication of animals
and plants is introduced before dynamical
geology. Inaddition to the large number
of illustrations in the former editions, a
number of new figures and revised maps,
taken from the government surveys, are
given in this edition. The bearing of
paleontology upon evolution is thorough-
ly discussed. The book is well balanced,
treating adequately structural and dy-
namical geology, and giving due promi-
nence to historical gen?ngy, neglected by
other writers. As now published the
work combines the ripe scholarship and
profound learning of Professor Dana,
accommodated in spirit and ih fact to the
most recent researches.

Pictures of the East. Sketches of Biblical
Scenes in Palestine and Greece. By
Herevy B. Harris. London : James
Nisbet & Co. Tovonto: William Brigzs.
Price, $2.75.

There is an undying interest about the
land made sacred evermore by the life
and labours of our Lord. Eence, age
after age, multitudes of pilgrims make
their way to those scenes and seek to
walk in the very footprints of Jesus.
But many more can never see the Holy
Land, nor their feet stand within the
gates of Jerusalem. To them such a
series of graphic sketches as are con-
tained in this volume in no inconsider-
able degree supply the lack. The plates
are not photos, which after all have a
dull mechanical appearance, but are from
drawings by a clever artist. The writer
expresses the hope that, as seeing with
the eye is # help to the hearing of the

Bool Notices.

383

ear and the understanding of the heart,
Sunday-school teachers and other Chuis-
tian workers may find in these sketches
some assistance in their presentation of
Biblical history to those among whom
they labour.

There are thirty-two full-page cuts
with descriptive text printed on heavy
paper, illustrating the footprints of St.
Paul in Greece. It is a handsome large
octavo. It has been well said that the
Land is the best commentary on the Book.
The text and pictures give a realistic
interest to the words of Scripture.

The Emphasized New Testament. A
New Translation Designed to Set
Forth the Exact Meaniag, the
Proper Terminology, and the Graphic
Style of the Sacred Original;
Arranged to Show at a Glance
Narrative, Speech, Parallelism, and
Logical Analysis; and Emphasized
Throughout after the Idioms of the
Greek Tongue. With Select Refer-
ences and an Appendix of Notes. By
JoserH Bryaxt Rormermam. Large
octavo. Pp. 274. Cloth. New York:
Jolm Wiley & Sons, 53 East Tenth
Street. Price, $2.00.

One of the most notable signs of the
times is the growing intensity of the
study of the Word of God, and the many
methods which are adopted to make its
meaning more clear. The Polychrome
Bible, the adwmirable volumes of Pro-
fessor Moulton, and the book under re-
view, are all illustrations of this. The
title above quoted sets forth the author's
purpose. It is designed to be a help in
tire eritical study of the New Testament
for those who know their English only,
placing them as nearly as possible in the
position of one familiar with the original
Greek. With this purpose in view, the
translation was made more literal than
the Common or the Revised Versions,
and various typographical devices are
cmployed in the text to denote greater
or less emphasis, to indicate words con-
cerning whose authenticity scholars are
in doubt.

It is natural that such a translation as
this should sound strangely to ears ac-
customed only to the phrascology of the
Common or cven the Revised Version ;
but the very strangencss of a new ren-
dering of familiar words is often a stimu-
lus to thought. It serves to arcuse at-
tention to passages hitherto passed lightly
over because they are so familiar. Even
though the rendering may not be quite
feiicitous—it inevitably provokes inquiry
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and reflection. This is, indeed, the chiel
value of a literal translation.

We think the author has sometimes
marred the beauty of the text by his
translations, as in his rendering of the
first beatitude, ‘‘ Happy are the destitute
in spirit.” His uniform translation of
the word *‘baptize,” by immerse, begs
the whole question in dispute as to the
mode of baptism. The expression * John
the Immerser ” has a queer look, and we
utterly dissent from the translation, ¢ He
will immerse you in Holy Ghost and
fire."”

The Christian Interpreiation of Life, and
Other Essays. By W. T. Davisox,
M.A.,, D.D. London: Charles H.
Kelly. Toronto : William Briggs.

We were much pleased by reading some
of these essays as they appeared anony-
mously in the London Quarterly Review,
and are glad to know their authorship
and to have them in this handsome form.
The leading essay on the ¢ Christian In-
terpretation of Life” is here printed for
the first time. It is a contribution of
unuswil value to one of the most im-
portant of subjects. The essayson * The
Seat of Authority in Religion,” on * The
Christian  Philosophy of Religion,”
““The Foundations of Christian Faith,”
¢“Christianity and Greek Thought,” ““The
Evidential Value of Christian Exper-
ience,” ¢ Problems in Christian Ethics,”
and “The Realization of Christian Unity,”
are characterized by Dr. Davison’s philo-
sophical method, devout spirit and fe-
licity of expression. We hope that Dr.
Davison will present in book form the
admirable articles which he has recently
contributed to Zion's Herald on recent
biblical criticism.

History of the People of Israel, From the
Earliest Times to the DLDeslruction of
Jernsalem by the Romans.  Written for
lay readers by Carr HEeiNricH Conrx-
L, Ph.D.,, S.T.D. Translated by
W. H. CarrvrH. Chicago : The Open
Court Publishing Co. Toronto: Wil-
liam Briggs. Price, 81.50.

The Open Couwrt Publishing Company
is issuing an important series of philo-
sophical works, of which this is the
latest. It is not often that a book by a
German professor is written in so viva-
cious and picturesque literary style. As
written for lay readers the hook presents
the results rather than the process of
criticism. It includes a concise but
clear account of the period covered by
the Sunday-school lessons of the present
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half-year.  Some of its conclusions, how-
ever, we cannot accept, as that of the
character of Ahab.

Ye Lyttle Salem Maide. A Story of
Witcheraft. By PavLiNg Bravrorb
Mackis.  Illustrated by E. W. D,
Hanmron. Boston : Lamson, Wolfte,
& Co.  Toronto: William Briggs.

There is no period of history that
seems so near and yet so far as that of
New England in the old witcheraft days.
In reading its record we seem transported
almost to the heart of the Middle Ages.
The admirable painting of the witch trials
in the quaint old museum might illustrate
a page from the records of the Vehm-
gerichte, or of the Council of Ten. Yet
in some aspects of New England life and
thought there is an air of modernity
which seems almost of yesterday. Out
of its religious life have sprung the prin-
ciples and institutions which pulsate
with vitality throughout the continent
to-day. As one browses in the old books
in the Salem Institute, or meditates
among the tombs of the old burying-
ground, he is brought face to face with
the venerable past. As- he walks the
busy street, traversed by many scores of
passing railway traing, he feels the quick-
ened throb of the present.

This book, as with a spell of an en-
chanter’s wand, takes us back to the old
colonial days, reveals the pall of super-
stition that brooded over the community,
makes us share the pulsing hopes and
fears of the denizens of the old Puritan
town. Thereisin the analysis of thought
and feeling and portrayal of character a
vein of genius akin to that of Hawthorne.
The make-up of the book, with its crimson
rubric, its quaint illustrations are quite
in keeping with the Old Warld atmo-
sphere that exhales from its pages.

The Christian Revelation. By Borbex
P. Bowxe. Cincinnati: Curts &
Jennings. Toronto: Willinm Briggs.
Price, 50 cents.

Dr. Bowne is one of the ablest pro-
fessors of philosophy of New England.
What he has to say, therefore, on this
important subject will command our re-
spect in advance. This paper was read
before the University of Syracuse. Its
essential thought is, that the current
difticulties concerning revelation are need-
less, if not gratuitous, and arise mainly
from the abstract discussion of a problem
which can be successfully dealt with only
in the concrete,



