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THROUGH THE DARK CONTINENT.
BY HENRY M. STANLEY.

VI

A

Four days after leaving Mtesa’s
capital we arrived at Dumo, and greet-
A ed the Expedition after an absence of
three months and five days. Frank
Pocock had enjoyed splendid health,
and the soldiers showed by their robust
forws that they had lived on the best,
and that the Emperor’s commands re-
specting them had not been neglected.
A few days sufficed tore-form the Ex-
pedition, re-pack all loads, and to pre-
pare the boat, which had now seen
4 “RUcA-RUGA,” ONE oF nearly nine meonths of rongh service

HIRAWBO'S PATRIOTS.  on ke Victoria, for transport over-
% lnd to Muta Nzigé. The Livingstone cance was also taken to
B pieces, and made into portabie loads for the journey. This canoe
b was 23 feet long, and was formed of four long planks and one
BB Lcl-piece, sewn together with cane fibre, which formed light
b portable loads for seven men.
On the seventh day after my return to Dumo we began the
R uerch towards the general rendezvous of the exploring army on
B e Katonga River. The crossing of the Katonga consumed an
BB cutie day, and was effected by means of the Lady .dlwce, which
BB b:dto be forced through the dense reeds. On the sixth day after
8 Vo XVIL—-No. 6,
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our arrival at Ruwewa we marched to Laugurwe, where we met
—as couriers had pre-informed us—General Sambuazi, Mtesa’s
officer and guide, with a thousand men. In the afternoon I
called to pay my respects to tae general, for common-sense ip.
formed me that the best way of attaining the objects in viey
was to pay the utmost possible attention to the failings of this
African general, and to observe all ceremony and politeness to-
wards him, )

As I entered the court, which had been constructed wx'thz;
view to enhance his dignity, if space can be said to increase
diguity, I observed that the general stood up from amongst his
subordinates and stiffly maintained that position until I grasped
him by the hand, when he managed to utter a faint greeting in
response to ine. I was not altogether unprepared for this re-
sult of his promotion ; still it chilled me, angered me a little, I
must confess, and induced me to ask him if anything was wrong,

“No,” he said, “ nothing was wrong.”

“Then, why are you so stiff with your friend ?* I asked,
“ Do you not like the idea of going to Muta Nzigé? If you
regret your appointment, I can apply for another man.”

* My liking or not liking the journey will not alter the com-
mand of Kabaka,” he replied. “1I have received my commands
to take you to Muta Nzigé, and I will take you there, Sam-
buzi, your friend at Uvuma, is changed now to Sambuzi the
general. You understand me 2”

“Perfectly,” I answered. “Ihave a few words to say in reply,
and you will then understand me as well as I understand you,
I wish to go to Muta Nzigé lake. So long as you take me there
and do exactly as the Emperor has commaided you, you shall
have as much honour and respect from me as though you were the
Emperor bhiwself.” Sambuzi’s force was twenty times stronger
than mine, and was my only means of pushing through Unyor.
Prudence counselled me therefore not to let false pride bean
obstacle to the accomplishment and success of the enterprise, and
I determined to listen to its counsel.

Following our little army of 2,300 fighting men, there were
about 500 women and children, giving a grand total of 2800 S8
souls. ‘

On New Year's Day, 1876, the exploring army filed out fron S

ander the plantain shades of Kawanga, each detachment under §
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the flag of its respective leader, and each known by the particular
style of music adopted by the great chief to whom it owed mar-
tial service. Thus Sambuzi’s own force could be distinguished
ab a great distance by a peculiar strain, which, as the Waganda
explained, announced, “ Mta-usa, Mta-uca is coming!” or, “ The
Spoiler, the Spoiler is coming ! ”

On emerging from under the shelter of our plantain-embowered
camp, we were drawn up in a long line along the narrow road,
and at sunrise the great drum of Sambuzi gave the signal for
the march. On the 2nd we crossed the Nabwari River, and
entered hostile Unyoro, and, undisturbed, made a march of ten
miles, occupying at the end of it several villages. While in
Uganda bananas formed our principal food—and very guod,
wholesome and digestible they proved; throughout Unyora our
diet consisted of sweet potatoes and salt, varied with such other
vegetables as foraging could obtain. It was an amusing scene to
see the haste with which the several detachments rushed about
to dig up their rations. It appeared at first glance as if we had
brought the exploring army to recultivate Unyoro, so thlckly
strewn and so busy were the diggers over the village fields. In
the meantime our advance was unchecked. Sambuzi drew from
this sinister auguries. “The Wanyoro,” said he, “must be
nustering elsewhere to oppose us ; for usually, when we make a
rid on this country, the natives hail us from the hill-tops to
learn the motive of our coming; but now the country is all
silent and deserted ; not one native can be seen.”

On the 9th January, the drums sounded for the march two
hours before sunrise, for we had a long journey before us, and
Uzimbi, the country of Chief Ruigi, was to be entered on this
day. Soon after noon the main column arrived at the centre of
adip in the Uzimba ridge, 5,600 feet above the sea, whence, far
B telow us, we viewed the fields, gardens, and villages of the popu-

g lous country of King Ruigi. Bub the sudden advance of the
vanguard amongst the surprised natives, with banners flying,
R d drums beating, had depopulated for a time the fair, smiling

' country, and left a clear open road for the main body. At night,

R hosever, the great war-drum of General Sambuzi reveaied far

“ [} ood wide the character of the force, and announced that the

Waganda were amongst them.
A council of all the chiefs and leaders of our Expedition was
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held next day, at which it was resolved to send out that night
200 men to capture a few prisouers, through whom we could
communicate our intentions to Ruigi. As the lake was only four
wiles distant, it became necessary to know how we were regarded
by the natives, and whether we might expect peaceful posses-
sion of a camp for a month or so. Some ten prisoners were
eaptured, and, after receiving gifts of cloth and beads, were re-
leased, to convey the news to their respective chiefs that the
Waganda had brought a white man, who wished to see the lake,
and who asked permission to reside in peace in the country a
few days; that the white man intended to pay for all food con-
sumed by the strangers ; that he would occapy no village, and
injure no property, but would build his camp separate from the

“villages, into which the natives having food to sell were requested

to bring it, and to receive pay ment in cloth, beads, brass, or
copper, assured that, so long as they offered no cause of offence,
and kept the peace, they should receive no annoyance. An
answer, we said, was expected within two days.

On the 12th, an auswer was brought that the inbabitants
were ot accustomed to strangers, and did not like our coming
into their country ; that our words were good, but our purposes,
they were assured, were not the less wicked ; and that we must,
therefore, expect war on the morrow. This answer was brought
by about 300 natives, who, while they delivered their message,
were observed to have taken precautions not to be cauwght at a

d disadvantage. Having announced their object, they withdrew.

This declaration of war unsettled the nerves of the Waganda

B chicfs, principally the inferior chiefs and the bodyguard of Mtesa,

end a stormy meeting was the result.
The danger of a panic was imminent, when I begged that

b Sumbuzi would listen to a few words from me. I explained to

him that, though we were only a bullet’s flixht from the Nyanza,

@ ¥t had not yet seen the lake, and that Mtesa had ordered him to
f the me to the Nyanza; that, before we had even looked for a
gk cong camp, we were talking of returning ; that, if they were all

§ resolved to return, I required them to give me two days only, at
B tieend of which T would give them o letter to Mtesa, which
B "onld absolve them from all blame. Large numbers of natives,

R Dsted on the summit of every hill around us, added to the fear
g *ich took possession of the minds of the Waganda, and rumours
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were spread about by malicious men of an enormous force ag.
vancing for the next day’sfight. The members of the Expedition
even caught the panic, and prepared in silence to follow the
Waganda, as common-gsense informed them that, if a force of
over 2,000 fighting men did not consider itself strong enough to
maintain its position, our Expedition consisting of 180 mep
could by no means do so.

At 5 p.m, a messenger from Sambuzi called me to a council, g
which all of his chief men were present, to diseuss what advant.
ages we possessed for offence and defence, for meeting the danger,
or for flight. Sambuzi asked me to speak. Wrath almost choked
my speech. However, I summoned up my patience, and said :
“T do not see much use in my saying anything, because I know
you will act against all advice I can give. As your friend, [
advise you to stay hére two days, while I fix the boat and
canoe. At the end of two days I will write a letter to Mtes,
which will absolve you from all blame. There is no great danger
in staying a couple of days, but in returning to Uganda without
my letter you go to certain death. I have spoken.”

After a little pause, Sambuzi said: “ Stamlee, you are nmy
friend, the Emperor’s friend, and I want to do my duty towards
you as well as I am able to; bub you must hear the truth. We
cannot do what you want us to do. We cannot wait here two
days, nor one day. We will fight to-morrow at sunrise, and we
must cut our way through to Uganda. The only chance for our
lives is to pack up to-night, and to-morrow morning at sunrise
to march and fight our way through them.”

On arriving at camp, I saw looks of dismay on each face. I
called Pocock and the captains of the Txpedition, and then
asked them to give their own opinion of the matter freely
After a long hesitation and silence the gallant and ever faith-
ful Kachéehé spoke, and said : “Master, I will tell you one thing:
when Sambuzi beats the drum to-morrow to march, more tha
balf of this Expedition will follow him, and you cannot preveat
i.” .

“Well,” I replied, “ this is my decision. I wassent to exploe B8
this lake. The force I relied on'now fails me, and the peoplear §
hostile ; it therefore only remains for me to return with Sambuzi, §
and to try the lake by another road.” At dawn we mustered our 8
forces, and with more form prepared to quit our camp. A 3
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thousand spearmen with shields formed the advanced-guard, and
a thousand the rear-guard, The goods and Expedition occupied
the centre. The drums and fifes and musical bands announced
the signal for the march. The natives, perceiving that our form
of march was too compact for attack, permitted us to depart in
peace. During this time I despatched a letter to Mtese, wherein
1 did not fail to report to him of the failure of Sambuuzi to per-
form what he promised me, and the effect of my letter on Mtesa
and his court, was one of shame, surprise, and rage. Mtesa said,
«Do you see now how I am shamed by my people. Stamlee
went to this lake for my good as well as for his own, but you see
ow I am thwarted by a base slave like Sambuai.”

RUMANIEA’S TBEASURE-HOUSE,

This final farewell letter to Mtesa terminated our intercourse
with the powerful monarch of Uganda, and concluded our sojourn
R in that land of bananas and free entertainment. Henceforth the

Expedition should be governed by one will only, and guided by
asingle man, w0 was resolved not to subject himself or his time
toany other man’s caprice, power, or favour any more.

As we neared the Alexandra Nile, the natives proclaimed that
§ veshould not pass through until we had paid something to the
R chief to obtain his good-will. But after receiving a firm refusal,

they permitted us to cross the Alexandra Nile without molesta-
o, tion.

On the third day after I paid a visit to Rumanika, king of
@ Koragwé, and a tributary of Mtesa, Emperor of Uganda. I con-
SRR ess to have been as affected by the first glance at this venerable

R «d gentle pagan as though I gazed on the serene and placid f~ce
R i some Christian patriarch or saint of old, whose memory the
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Church still holds in reverence. His face reminded me of a deep
still well ; the tones of his voice were so calm that unconsciougly
they compelled me to imitate him. He expressed himself a4
only tuo glad that I should explore Lis country Tt was a land,
he said, that white men ought to know My parting with i
gemal old man, who must be about siaty years old uow, was very
attecting. He shook my hands mapy times, saying carh tige
that he was sorry my visit must be so short.

From the 17th of January 1873, up to Tth April 1876, we ha|
been engaged 1n tracing the extreme southern sources of the Nile
from the marshy plains and cultivated uplands where they are
born, down to the mighty reservoir called the Victoria Nyanza
We had circumnavigated the entire expanse; penetrated to every
bay, nlet, and creek ; became acquainted with almost every
variety of wild human nature. We had travelled hundreds of
miles to and fro on foot along the northern coast of the Victorian
Sea. We had then struck south to the Alexandra Nile, the
principal affluent of Victoria Lake.

During our march, ancient “Bull,” the last of all the canine
companions which left Eugland with me, borne down by weight
of years and a land journey of about 1,500 miles, succumbed.
With bulldog tenacity, though he often staggered and moaned, §
he made strenuous efforts to keep up, but at last, lying down ju
the path, he plainly bemoaned the weakuness of body that had §
conquered his will, and soon after died—his eyes to the last look- S8
ing forward along the track he had so bravely tried to follow. _

We were making capital marches. The petty kings, thouzh
they exacted a small interchange of gifts, which compelled me
to disburse cloth a little more frequently than was absolutely §8
necessary, were not insulent, nor so extortionate as to prevent &
our intercourse being of the most friendly character Butonthe §
day we armived at Urangwa, lo' there came up, in haste, a messen- §
ger to tell us that the phantom, the bugbear, the terror whose &
nawe silences the children, and makes women's hearts bound @
with fear ; that Mirambo himself was coming—that he was onlv e
two camps, or about twenty miles, away—that he had an in- S8
mense army of Ruga-R.'ga (bandits) with him!

1 had 175 men under my command, and we had many boxes S
of ammunition. The king of Urangwa said,  You will stop g

fight Mirambo, will you not ?”
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«Not I, my friend; I have no quarrel with Mirambo, If
Mirambo attacks the village while I am here we will fight, but
we cannot stop here to wait for him.”

On the 19th we arrived at one of the large towns, called
Serombo. It was two miles and a half in circumference, and
contained a population of about 5,000.

At dusk the huge drums of Serombo signalled silence for the
town-criers, whose voices, preceded by the sound of ivon bells,

“BULL."
(From a photograph by the Author.)

were presently heaxd crying out: <Listen, O men of Serombo.
j Virawbo cometh in the morning. Be ye prepared, therefore, for
g bis young men are hungry. Mirambo cometh. Dig potatoes,
dig potatoes to-morrow !”  Naturally we were all anxious to ba-
bold the “ Mars of Africa,” who since 1871 has made his name
@ fured by both native and foreigner, in a country embracing
E 90,000 square miles,

At 10 am. the guns, heavily charged and fired off by hundreds,
B ludly heralded Mirambo’s approach. Great war-drums and the
& shouts of admiring thousands proclaimed that he had entered the
Wwn, Presently the chief captain came to my hut, to introduce
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three young men—Ruga-Ruga (bandits),as we called them—hand.
somely dressed in fine red aud blue clcth coats, and enowy white
shirts, with ample turbans around their heads. They were con-
fidential captains of Mirambo’s bodyguard. (See initial cut,)

“ Mirambo sends his saiaams to the white man,” said the
principal of them. “He hopes the white man is friendly to
him, and that he does not share the prejudices of the Arabs, and
believe Mirambo a bad man. If it is agreeable to the white
nian, will he send words of peace to Mirambo ?”

“Tell Mirambo,” I replied, “that I am eager to see him, and
would be glad to shake hands with so great a man, and as I have
made strong friendship with Mtesa, I shall be rejoiced to make
strong friendship with Mirambo also.”

The next day Mirambo appeared with about twenty of his
principal men. I shook hands with him with fervour, which
drew a smile from him as he said, “ The white man shakes hands
like a strong friend.”

His person quite captivated me, for he was a thorough African
gentcemnan in appearance, very different from my conception of
the terrible bandit who had struck his telling blows at pative
chiefs and Arabs with all the rapility of a Frederick the Great
environed by foes. 1 entered the following notes in my journal
on April 22nd, 1876 :—

“ Mirambois a man about 5 feet 11 inches in height, and about 33 years
old. A handsome, mild-voiced, sofi-spoken man, with what one might
call a ‘meek’ demeanour, very generous and open-handed. I hadex
pected to see something of the Mtesa type, a man whose exterior would
proclaim his life and rank ; but this unpresuming, mild-eyed man, of ia-
offensive, meek exterior, whose action was so calm, without a gesture,
presented to the eye nothing of the Napoleonic genius which he has for
five years displayed in the heart of Africa, to the injury of Arabs and com-
merce, and the doubling of the price of ivory. I said there was uothing,
but I must except the eyes, which had the steady, calm gaze of a master”

Mirambo retired, and in the evening I returned his visit. 1
found him in a bell-tent, 20 feet high, and 25 feet in diameter. J
with his cluefs arvund hitn. Manwa Sera was requested to sea) #8
our friendship by performing the ceremony of blood brotherhood
between Mirambo and myself. Having caused us to sit frontio; &
each other on a straw carpet, he made an incision in each of our §
right legs, from which he extracted blood, and, interchanging it, =
he exclaimed aloud :
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«If either of you break this brotherhood now established be-
tween you, may the lion devour him, the serpent poiscn him,
bitterness be in his food, his friends desert him, his gun burst iy
his hands and wound him, and everything that is bad do wrang
to him until death.”

My new brother then gave me fifteen cloths to be distributed
among my chiefs, while he would accept only three from me,
Desirous of not appearing iiliberal, I presented him with a re.
volver and 200 rounds of ammunition, and some small curiosities
from England. '

On the 4th May, having received milch-cows, calves, and
bullocks from my new brother Mirambo, we marched in a south-
west direction, skirting the territory of the Watuta.

No traveller has yet become acquainted with a w:lder race in
Equatorial Africa than are the Watuta. Surely some African
Ishmael must have fathered them, for their hands are against
every man, and every man’s hand appears to be raised against
them. .

At noon of the 27th May, the bright waters of the Tanganika
broke upon the view, and compelled me to linger admiringly for
a while, as I did on the day I first beheld them. By 3 pm. we
were in Ujiji. Nothing was changed wmuch, except the ever-
changing mud tembés of the Arabs. The square, or plaza, where
I met David Livingstone in November, 1871, is nov* occupied by
large tembés. The house where he and I lived has long ago beez
burnt down, and in its place there rvmains only a few embers
and a hideous void. The grand old hero, whose presence once
filled Ujiji with such absorbing interest for me, was gone!

NGOGO FISH.




- e -

( 493 )~

AN OLD COLONIAL PiLGRIMAGE.
BY THE EDITOR.

«THAT man is little to be envied,” said Dr. Johnson as he
moralized amid the mouldering monuments of the early Culdee
fith, “ whose patriotism would not gair force vpon the plains of
Marathon, or whose piety woul not grow warmer smong the
wins of Iona.” So also, we think, his must be a very siuzgish
nature whose pulses are not quickened as he stands on Plymeuil.
Rock and recalls the tbrilling memories of the Magyflower. These
old colonial towns upon the New England coast—Portsmouth,
Yewburyport, Salem, Plymouth, Newport, Providence. with their
historie a‘sociations of the Pilerir: Fathers, have all a strong at-
fraction to the British subjeet, .0 less than to the citizen of the

B Republic. Indeed, the heroic memories of tkhe Puritans are the

conmon heritage of all mankind.
Nowhere in the world can the founding of an empire be so

BB uinutely studied as at the town of Plymouth. In the Stone-
R .ol of the Registry Office may still be seen the earliest records

of Plymouth Colony, in the handwriting of the men whe are now

% teld in reverence the world over, for their courage in braving the
B perils of an unknown sea and an equally unknown shore, to face

the dangers of savage men and savage beasts, in their constancy

B iowhat they believed to be their duty, and for planting on this
R <ot the principles of a theocratic government by the people.

Here is their writing, some of it quaint and crabbed, someé fair
ad legible. Here, on these very pages, rested the hands, fresh

gl fon handling the sword and the musket, or the peaceful in.i “e-

wents of husbandry, of Bradford, and Brewster, and Stanaisb,

BB i oihers of that heroic band. Here is the original laying out
B o the first street, Leyden Street. Here is the plan of the plots

of ground, first assigned for yearly use, which they called in the
§ toge of the Dutch tongue they had avcquired - ¢h

wred ¥+ their 'ung resi-

 ¢ence in Holland, “ meersteads.” Here are the simpl:, and yet
B <=2, rules —laws they can hardly yet be called,—laid a.wn for
g8 ' covernment of the infant colony.

R Thesced of the three kingdoms, says the old chronicler, was

R cilted for the wheat of tuut planting. Winnowed by the fan of
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persecution, of exile, of poverty, of affliction, the false and fiekje
fell off, the tried and true only remained. Even after leaving
the weeping group upon the shore of Delft-Haven, and pmtmn
with their Inglish friends at Southampton, the little company of
exiles, for conscience sake, was destined to a still furttier sifting,
Twice was the tiny flotilla driven back to port by storms, 0ne
of the two small vessels of which it was composed, and a numbe
of the feebler hearted adventurers, were left behind, and only a
hundred souls remained to essay the mighty enterprise of foung.
ing a nation.

In the little cabin of the Mayflower were assembled some .f
the noblest and purest spirits on earth, whose names are an ip.
spiration and 2 moral power for ever—thie venerable Brew.er,
Governor Carver, and Bradford, his successor ; Allerton, Winsloy,
the burly and impetuous Standish; Alden,the first to leap ashize
and the last to survive ; and the heroic and true-hearted mothers
of the New England commonwealth. Before they reached tle
land they set their seal to a solemn compact, forming them-
selves into a body politic for the glory of God, the advancement
of the Christian faith, the honour of king and country, and their
common welfare. “Thus,” says Bancroft, “in the cabin of the
Mayjlower humanity recovered its rights and instituted govern-
ment on the basis of ‘ equal laws’ for the general good.”

On the wild New England shore, at the beginning of anin-
clement winter, worn and wasted by a stormy voyage, and with
a scant supply of the necessaries of life—behind them the bois-
terous ocean, before them the sombre forests, haunted by savare
beasts, and still more savage men, even stouter hearts than those
of the frail women of that little company might have failed for
fear. But we read no record of despondency or murmuring;
each heart seemed inspired with lofty hope and unfaltering faith.

The first landing was effected on the barren sand dunes of
Cape Cod, an arm stretched out into the sea, as if to succour the
weary voyagers. Indebarking, they were forced to wade through
the freezing water to the land, and sowed the seeds of suffering
in their weakened frames. “The bitterness of mortal diseas
was their welcome to the inhospitable shore.”

But they must seek a more favourable site for settlement §

By the good Providence of God, they reached safely the quiet

harbour—since known, in gratefal remembrance of the port from : ‘
which they sailed, as Plymouth Bay. The next day, despite &
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the urgent need of despatch, they sacredly kept the Christian
Sabbath in devoubt exercises on a small island. On Monday
they crossed to the mainland, and a grateful posterity has fenced
aud guarded the rock on which they stepped. Thither, as toa
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B ced shrine of liberty, many men of many lands have made a

wverent pilgrimage.  “ Plymouth Rock,” in the brilliant rhetoric

of one of these, the accomplished De Toqueville, “is the corner-
S stone of a nation.”*  The principles of which it is the symbol

*Down by the sea shore, now protected by a graceful canopy, is the
bage boulder on which sprang John Alden, the first of the Pilgrims to

SO lind, the last of them to die.
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are certainly the foundations, broad and deep, on which natjoyg]
o eatness is built.

The Mayflower soon anchored in the quiet bay, and on Chyjg.
mas Day its passengérs debarked and began the building of ty,
town of Plymouth. By the second Sunday the “Commpgp
House,” some twenty feet square, was ready for worship; by
the roof caught fire, and they were forced to worahip beneath te
wintry sky. At length, little by little, in frost and foul weather,
between showers of sleet and snow, shelter for nineteen familjes
was erected. But disease, hunger, and death, made sad havoe iy
the little company. “There died,” says Bradford, “sometimes
two or three in a day.” At one time only six or seven wereable
to attend on the sick or bury the dead. When spring openeg,
of one hundred perscus, scarce half remained alive. Carver, the
Governor, his gentle wife, and sweet Rose Standish,—

“ Beautiful rose of love, that bloomed by the wayside,
She was the first to die of all who came in the Mayfower ;»

with many another of unremembered name were laid to rest in

e “God’s acre,” overlooking the sea, still known ag “ Burial
Hill.” In the spring, wheat was sowa over their graves “lest
the Indian scouts should count thewn and see how many already

had perished.”
At length the time arrived for the departure of the Mayfous,

and as the signal-gun of departure awoke the echoes of hill and

forest—

““ Ah ! but with louder echoes replied the hearts of the people.
Meekly, in voices subdued, the chapter was read from the Bible,
Meekly the prayer was begun, but ended in earnest entreaty.

Then from their homes in haste came forth the Pilgrits of Plymouth,

Eager, with tearful eyes, to say farewell to the Mayfower,

Homeward bound o’er the seas and leaving them there in the desert.
“ Meanwhile the master

Taking each by the hand, as if he were grasping a tiller,

Sprang into his boat and in haste shoved off to his vessel.

Glad to be gone from a land of sand, and sickness and sorrow,

Short allowasice of victual, and plenty of nothing but Gospel.

Lost in the sound of the oars was the last farewell of the Pilgrims.

O strong hearts and trie ! not one went back with the Mayflower !

No, not one looked back, who had set his hand to this ploughing.

* Long in silence they watched the receding sail of the vessel,
Much endeared to them all as something living and human.



An Old Colonial Pilgrimage. 497

Then, as if filled with the Spirit, and wrapped in vision prophetic,

Baring his hoary head, the excellent elder of Plymouth

Said, ¢ Let us pray,’ and they prayed, and thanked the Lord and took
courage,

Mournfully sobbed thc waves at the base of the rock, and above them

Bowed and whispered the wheat on the field of death and their kindred

Seemed to wake in their graves, and to join in the prayer that they uttered.

Sun-illumined and white, on the eastern verge of the ocean,

Gleamed the departing sail, like a marble slab in a graveyard ;

Buried beneath it lay for ever all hope of returning.”

e make no apology for quoting go fully from Longfellow’s
truthful account of the Pilgrims. We have carefully compared
his poem with Governor Bradford's Journal, and other contempor-
ary documents, and have been struck with its marvellous fidelity
to historical fact, both in minute details and even in the speeches
of its principal characters.*

But their sufferings were not yet ended. At the beginning of
the following winter came an arrival of new emigrants, not only
uprovided with food, but the very ship that brought them had
to be provisioned for her return voyage out of the scanty harvest
of the colony. During that cruel winter the entire population
was put upon half allowance. “T have seen men,” says Winslow,
“stagger by veason of faintness for want of food.” ¢ Tradition
declares,” says Bancroft, « that at one time the colonists were
reduced to a pint of corn, which being parched and distributed,
gave to each individual oLly five kernels; but rumour falls short
of reality ; for three or four months together they had no corn
vhatever,” They were forced to live on mussels, ground nuts,
aud clams, which they dug up on the shore, and returned thanks
to God who gave them, as to Zebulon of old, “ of the abundunce
B of the seas and of treasures hid in the sand.” (Deut. xxxiii. 19.)
They found also cartain subterranean stores of Indian corn for
which there was no claimants, A severe pestilence had shortly
before desolated the entire New England seaboard, sweeping
| avay whole tribes, Thus, as the Pilgrims devoutly believed,
God had cast out the heathen and planted them, and of the food
which they had not planted did they eat. Indeed, had it not
¢ thus been providentially exempted from hostile attack, and, as it

*Longfellow does not give the full name of Priscilla, the Puritan maiden,
N a perhaps unsuited for poetic uses. It was Priscilla Mullins.
32

-
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were, fed by the hand of God in the time of its utter weakness,
it is difficult to conceive how the colony could have surviye
ab all.

But it was not albo'gether free from alarm. Sundry \vanderfng
Indians made unwelcome visits to the settlement, and the sachey,

Ovup Fortiriep MreTing-Housk, oN Bunrar HiLy.

of the Narragansetts, a still numerous and hostile tribe, sent, s

a deadly challenge, a rattlesnake’s skin, filled like a quive.r with
arrows, Straightway Bradford, the undaunted Governor, jerked

out the arrows, filled the skin to the very jaws with powder au

shot, and returned it as a haughty defiance to the savage fee

i
|

i




An 0ld Colonial Pilgrimage. 499

\feanwhile the village was inclosed with a stockade, a brazen
howitzer was mounsed on the roof of the church,—

“ A preacher who spoke to the purpose,
Steady, straightforward and strong, with irresistible logic,
Orthodox, flashing conviction right into the hearts of the heathen,”—

and the little garrison kept “wateh by night and ward by day
o their half rations, no man of them sleeping but with his
seapon beside him ready for battle.”

Even the seed entrusted to the ground seemed to have perished.
For six weeks there was no rain. The land was consumed with
jought. The heavens were brass and the earthiron.  “It seemed
s if God had forsaken them.” But they feared lest they had
fisaken Him. They therefore sought Him in solemn fasting
and prayer, “in hope,” says Winslow, “that God would grant
f the request of their dejected souls, if their countenance might
inany way stand with His glory and their good.” They were
not troubled with scientific doubts as to the efficacy of prayer.
From nine o’clock in the morning, for eight or nine hours, they
wotinued in religious exercise and devout supplication. And
ls! while they were yet assembled, the clouds began to gather,
b ad for fourteen days “distilled soft, sweet and moderate showers
B of rain. It was hard to say,” they devoutly add, “whether our
| withered corn or our drooping affections were most revived, such
was the bounty and goodness of God.”

B Thus, amid manifold privations and sufferings, amid famine
b and fever, and perils, and deaths, but sustained by a lofty hope
adan unfaltering faith, the foundations of empire were laid,

Asone walks to-day beneath the venerable elms of Leyden
Street, whose name commemorates the old Dutch town where for
atime the Pilgrims spjourned, the past is more real than the
% mesent,  The scene is haunted with oldtime memories, aud with
B (e shosts of the Pilgrim forefathers of New England. Inex-
S8 7:sitly sad to me was the outlook from Burial Hill, thickly
g sudded with grave stones bearing the historic names of the
B Viigins.  The tide was out, a broad expanse of dulse and seaweed
i reading far and wide beneath the eye. Not a sail was in sight,

g «donly a solitary seagull gleamed white against a sallen sky,
B« hung poised on unmoving pinion, “like an adventurous
OO Vit o'er the deep.” Here amid the graves of that first sad
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wiunter, with loving hearts and eyes that often dimmed with long
watching and with tears, I felt sure that the fair Priscilla mygt
often have gazed wistfully upon thq sea—* the awful, pitiless
sea”—hoping for the'needed succour whose long delay made the;;
hearts sick. And, doubtless, not a few of the Pilgrims, like the
Puritan Maiden of Longfellow’s poem, as the late spring came
to Plymouth were

“ Thinking all day of the hedge-rows of England,
Thinking of lanes and fields, and the song of the lark and the linnet,
And the village street, and the village church, and the quiet graves in ths
churchyard.” .

Burial Hill is thickly studded with gravestones, bearing rudely.
carved inscriptions of the descendants of the Pilgrims. Amoyg
the characteristic Puritan names I noted the following: Consider,
Experience, Patience, Mercy, Thankful, Desire, Abigail, Selab,
Abiel, Antipas, Bethiah, Silvanus, Seth, Nathaniel, Bathshels,
Elnathen, Ebenezer, Job, Perez, Eliphalet, Mehetabel, Tabiths, §
Zilpah, Bethiah, Gideon, Ichebod, Israel, Zabdiel, P4lla, Zeruiah, §
Eunice, Jerusha, Lois, Lemuel, Priscilla, Penelope, and many
others. Sarahs and Rebeccas were especially numerous. Ope
of the oldest epitaphs reads as follows:

“ Here lyeth buried ye body of that precious servt. of God, Thos.
Cushman, who after he had served his generation according to the will of
God, and especially the church of Plymouth for many years in the office
of a ruling elder, fell asleep in Jesus, Dec. 10, 1690 in the 84 yr of his age?

The seed of the Pilgrims were long-lived. I noticed sever
of advanced age, as 79, 85, 90, and one 99, On one stone is the
.epitaph of four children, aged respectively, 36, 21, 17, and 2
years, On the gravestoae of a child aged one month we read the §&
.quaint comment—

¢ He glanced into our world to see
A sample of our miserie,”

The following epitaphs of this first cemetery, in New Enz- i
Hand, are perhaps worth noting :— :
“The Spider’s most attenuated thread

Is cord, is cable, to man’s tender tie.”

¢ As young as beautiful, and soft as young,
And gay as soft, and innocent as gay.”
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“ This modest stone, what few vain marbles can,
May truly say, here lies an honest man.”

¢ He listened for a while to hear
Our mortal griefs ; then tun’d his ear
To angel harps and songs, and cried
To join their notes celestial, cigh'd and died.”

@ @ . W e us

“ Death does not uiways warning give,
Therefore be careful how you live,
Repentin time, no time delay,

I in my prime was called away.”

 Remember me as you pass by, - .
As you are now,so once was I ;
As I am now, so you will be,
Therefore, prepare to follow me,”

“This wonan was full of good works and alms deeds which she did.
Death but entombs the body,
Life the soul :

Hers was the meekness of the rising morn.”

The etitaph of. Tabitha Plasket, written by herself, breathes
such a spirit of defiance that it attracts much attention:

“ Adieu vain world, I have seen encigh of thee ;

And I am careless what thou say’st of me ;
Thy smiles I wish not,

Nor thy frowns I fear,
I am now at rest, my head lies quiet here.”

Mis, Plasket, in her widowhood, taught a private school for
small children, at the same time, as was the custom of her day,
doing her spinning. Her mode of punishment was to pass skeins
@8 of yarn under the arms of the little culprits and hang them on

} wils. A suspended row was a ludicrous sight.
= One torabstone commemorates seventy-two seamen, who were
B wrecked in the harbour. Near by is the cenotaph of Adoniram

g8 Judson—whose body, deeper than plummet sinks, lies buried in
B the Indian Sea.

—o
b

In Pilgrim Hall, a model museum, is an extremely interesting
wllection of relics of the forefathers of New England : Governor

Hancock’s clock, with its appropriate motto, Tempus fugit, still
B teeping time correctly, though 180 year old ; Elder Brewster’s
g chiir; Alden’s Bible and halberd ; the cradle of Peregrine White,
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the first child, born in New England ; the sword of Miles Standish,
the valiant captain, “ who knew, like Cesar, the names of eag},
of his soldiers.” This is an ancient Saracen blade, brought frop
the east during the crusades. There is shown a piece of ep.
broidexry, wrought by the redoubtable Captain’s daughter, ang
bearing the following verse :—

Lorea Standish is my name,
Lord guide my heart that I may doe Thy will;
Also fill my hands with such convenient skill
As will conduce to virtue void of shame,
And 1 will give the glory to Thy name.

There are also in a glass-case, the originals of Mrs, Heman's
ode, “The breaking waves dashed high,” and of Bryant's poem:
“Wild was the day, the wintry
sea;” & copy of Eliot's Indian
Bible, whose strange words no
man on earth can read; and other
objects of interest. A noble
painting of the embarkation of
the Pilgrims will rivet the at-
tention. The faith and hopeand
_ high resolve written on each
countenance ; the pathos of the
partings, “such as wring thelife
out from young hearts;" ‘the
high-souled heroism of even the
women and the children will long linger in the mind. Near
Plymouth Rock is the old Winslow House, with its quain!in-
terior architecture and decorations, which T was kindly perm'tted
to examine. Near the town is the noble Forefathers’ Monument,
—crowned with a majestic statue of Liberty—over eighty feet
high.*
The old town of Salem, settled only six years after Plymouth,

Jonx ALDEN’S BIBLE.

*For the information of readers, statistically inclined, I may mention
that the figure is 216 times life-size. The nose is 16 inches, the upraised §§
arm zo feet, and the fore-finger two feet long. It is the largest granite 38
statue in the world.
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has also its many Puritan memories. Here is still preserved the
oldest church in New England, of which Roger Williams was
pastor, built 1634—only 25 by 17 feet, with steep roof, and small
Jiamoud panes, and containing the desk at which 200 years later
Hanthorne wrote “The Scarlet Letter” The house of Roger
Wwilliams—a quaint old many-gabled structure, now a drug-
shop—links us with one of the noblest spirits of the seventeenth -
cutury.  Of painful interest is Witch Hill, where nineteen
persons were pug to death during the witch-craft delusion—the
Rev. Cotton Mather and other
Puritan ministers, camly
looking on. In the museum
I saw the orginal depositions
of the witnesses in the writ-
ing of the Rev. Sam’l Parris,
dated May 31, 1692. One I
e )\ deciphered as follows: “The
KK- B} [ndictment of Abigail Hobbs
Bl ! Jjwho did wickedly and fel-
b  loniously covenant with the
: Evill Sperret, contrary to the
% Peace of our Lord and Lady,
¥ King William and Queen
Mary.” A stiiking painting
depicted the Reverend judges
B | condemning to death the peor
(ldazed and crazed creatures
before them—a sad chapter
in the history of human de-
lusion.

The little town has o large and admirable library, especially
o historical documents and New England literature. Dr.

Etver BREws1ER's CHAIR,

| dasafication which groups all literature as follows:
1, The relation of man to God—books of religion; 2, the rela-
f ton of man to man—polities ; 3, the relation of man to matter—

literature, belles lettres, ete.
Successive generations of sea captains—Salem used to have
3 noreships than Boston—have brought fiora the ends of the earth
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one of the finest collections of curiosities, illustrative of ethpo.
logy and natural history, in America. Within half an hour's rige
are the birth-place and grave of the philanthropist Peabody,
and the noble museum and library which he left his native
town,

Portsmouth was settled only three years after Plymouth. It has
more quaint old houses than any other town on the coast, having
been left almost entirely behind in the march of modern improve-
ment. “Yes,” said one of its amphibious inhabitants to the
writer, “ we are thinking of fencing in the town for a pasture
field.” Here is the famous old mansion of Governor Wentworth
—the story of whose marriage Longfellow tells. Here, too, is
published the oldest paper on the continent, dating from 1750,

Of special interest to Methodist tourists is Newburyport. Tt °
is an old historic town, characterized chiefly by the stately elms
in its quiet streets, and by the air of faded respectability of its
ancient mansions, many of which date from colonial times. Here,
in 2 erypt beneath the pulpit of the old Presbyterian Church,
rests the remains of George Whitefield, the most zealous evan.
gelist and most eloquent preacher since the days of Chrysostom.
I had some difficulty in finding the sexton of the church, and
made an appointment to meet him at a quarter to seven in the
morning. The church is a large substantial structure of wood,
dating from the middle of the last century. It contains a
whispering gallery, as perfect as that of St. Paul’s, or that of the
Duomo of Florence. A low whisper is heard distinctly disg-
onally across the church, a distance of 120 feet. On the pulpit
is a marble tablet, recording the fact that beneath it lie the re-

mains of the Rev. George Whitefield, and of two former pastors #
of the church. To the left is a Jarge marble cenotaph, withan 8
inseription commemorating the labours of the great evangelist, §
his 18,000 sermons, his thirteen voyages across the Atlantic, his J8
frequent journeyings—from New Hampshire to Georgia The S
monument was crowned with a flaming heart—a fitting symbol §
of the quenchless zeal of the earnest-souled preacher. I was
shown the old Bible, with its massive covers, which he ofter Zi8
used, and which is still in use to-day, and the pulpit from whicc 3%
he often preached.

Going into a vestibule behind the pulpit, the sexton raised s &
trap-door and descended by a short stairway into a small brick 3§
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vault. As he lighted a gas jet three wooden coffins became
visible; two on the brick floor, the third laid across the others.
The topmost one was that of George Whitefield. The upper
patt of the cover of each coffin was hinged, and could be turned
back, revealing the dessicated skeleton within. That of White-
field was in an excellent state of preservation, considering that
for more than a century it has slumbered in that narrow vault.
By a castom “more honoured in the breach than the observ-
ance,” the visitor is permitted to take the skull in his hand and
moralize—Hamlet-wise, if he like—upon this memento of mor-
tality. I did not avail myself of the privilege —it seemed to me
asort of sacrilege—but Ilaid my hand reverently upon the noble
trow which had been the hore of such burning and soul-stirring
fhoughts. As one stands by that open coffin and gazes on the
mouldering remains of the mightiest of modern preachers, thoughts
of the greatness and littleness of man fill the soul. Of him who
once flamed like a seraph through two hemispheres, and swayed
the thousands wha hung upon his speech as the wind the waving
gass, naught earthly remains save this handful of dust.* But
this we felt was not Whitefield. This was the mere tabernacle
of the holy and consecrated soul, which, having proclaimed like
an angel the everlasting Gospel on earth, now « adores and burns
before the throne.”

Ilike not this custom of exposing the bones of the prince of
preachers. It savours of Protestant relie-worship. It may lead
tomorbid sentimentality. The sexton stated that a celebrated
revivalist, when holding services recently in the church, used to
go down every night near midnight, and, in spite of remonstrance,
taking the skull in his hand, maunder about “dear George White-

Alittle box lying on the coffin has a curious history. Some

o rlic-monger by stealth abstracted a bone of the fore-arm and

moveyed it to England. Twenty years after, stung by compunc-

R fion, on his death-bed, he gave direction that it should be ve-
§ el So the sexton explaing that, while Whitefield crossed
B e Atlantic thirteen times, his arm crossed it fifteen times.

In the chapel above are portraits of all the pastors of the church,

*Expende Hannibalem : quot libras in duce summo
Invenies?

—Fuvenal, Sat, x. vv. 7-8.
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and an excellent one of Whitefield ; also the following autograph
letter, which I do not think has ever been printed before .—

DeAar—, I have just learned that you are married, and there.
fore take this opportunity to write and wish you much joy,
That you may both live together as heirs of the grace of life, ang
after death be translated to the marriage supper of the Lamb i,
heaven, is the prayer of your friend and brother, for Chiris’s sake,

GEORGE WHITEFIELD,

A path through the church-yard leads to the house in whiej
the prince of preachers died. As he retired to his chamber op
the last evening of his life, so many were desirous of Learg
him, that he stood upon the stairs with his candlestick in Ly
hand, and addressed them with much fervour till tle candie
burned low in its socket—like the lamp of his life then ficker-
ing to extinction. During the night his spirit passed awa;—
“he was not, for God took him.”

Next door is the house in which William Lloyd Guanisen, the
great apustle of anti-sluvery, was burn, aud vpposite is the Louse
in which the first number of the Libratvr was printed.

In a small chamber, friendles- and unseen,

Toiled o'er his types one puor, un.earned young man,
The place was dark, unfurnitured, and mean,

Yet there the freedom of a race bcgan.

WITH CHRIST.

WHEN I grow weary, sad, and worn,

Thinking of what my spirit’s borne,

Fearing for what it has to bear,

With which no sympathy can share,
I then to Christ draw nearer.

For when I thus beside Him stand,

And take in faith His loving hand,

A greater strength springs up within—

A sweet relief from conscious sin—
With Him my path is clearer.

O! sweet security of peace,

Until this soul on earth shall cease,

May it in love draw daily nearer,

May it in faith come daily clearer,
And Thou to me grow daily dearer.
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MISSIONARY HEROES—ROBERT MORRISON. -

Porr oF Foo-Croo, Cuixa.

I is perhaps scarce too much to say that Robert Morrison
vas the greatest benefactor of the four hundred millions of
China that the teeming population of that vast ewpire has
ever known., He first, almost unaided, translated the Word of
Ged into & vernacular more widely understood than any other
in the world,* and opened the Gospel to more than one-third of
BB (chuman race. His labours were the foundation of all future
[® cvngelization, and upon this foundation all succeeding mission-
arigs have had tobuild. The life record of this pioneer missionary
B 2 conspicuous example of the great results which may be
B ichieved by energy and patient devotion of charaster in humble
B dependence upon God. Like the apostolic Carey, Morrison has

*Although there are some two hundred different dialects spoken in
# (hina, yet the same written characters are understood in all; as the Arabic

Ew.werals, though called by different names, are understood by all the
R nuonsin Europe.



508 Canadion Methodist Magazine.

conferred dignity on a humble origin and on a youth of lowly
toil. If not like the former, a shoemaker, he was the next thing
to it—a maker of lasts. Though born in Northumberland 178y
he was of Scottish descent, and exhibited throughout his life
much of the characteristic energy of his race. After scant school.
ing at Newcastle, he was apprenticed to his father at a very
eaily age to learn the trade of last-making. But an insatiate
thirgt for knowledge made him drink large draughts at the
Pierian spring. He had his bed removed to his workshop, where
he pursued his studies into the hours beyond midnight which
others often gave to revelry. Even when at work at his lowly
trade, his Bible or Latin grammar was fastened before him, that
he might feed the hunger of his soul for sacred and secular
knowledge.

Before he was out of his teens he was, amid such disadvan.
tages, studying Hebrew, Greek, and theology, under the guid-
ance of a Presbyterian minister of the town. He had early given
his heart to God, and wished to devote his life to the Christian
ministry. Through the influence of his friend he was therefore
admitted as a student to the Theological College of the Inde-
pendent denomination at Hoxton. He devoted himself with
energy to his studies. But though delighting in his books, there
came to his soul with irresistible power the imploring wail of
the perishing millions of mankind. He felt that he must become
a missionary to heathen lands. Friends tried to dissuade him
from what they thought the chimerical idea. But he persisted
in his resolve, and offered his services to the London Missionary
Society—then beginning those labours which have since so greatly
blessed the world.

The Society had a mission college at Gosport, and to it young J8

Morrison was sent. Mungo Park, the famous African explorer, &8

was then contemplating a settlement at Timbuctoo, and the J
zealous student desired to accompany him. But day by dayas
the clock struck the hour of noon he retired to his closet—2
habit which he maintained through life—and prayed “that Gel i
would send him to the field where the difficulties were greatest §g
and the need most urgent.” The vast population of China wis i
felt to present a riper harvest for the Gospel sickle than eventhe g
heart of Africa. The difficulties, too, were great enough for the |
most heroic courage. Not only was the Chinese Empire closed 18
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B8 e found that his difficulties had but begun.
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ageinst the “outer barbarians,” but so hostile was the Home
Govermnent to mlsswnary effort that it was impossible to
pocure passage for a missionary in a British ship.

But, in the confidence of a Divine call, young Morrison
pusied for two years special studies preparatory for his life
work, Day after day he walked the wards of St. Bartholo-
mew's Hospital to gain a knowledge of the healing art. Then
siriding with sturdy step to Greenwich, he studied science, and
especially astronomy, at the famous Observatory. Every spare
hour was spent in the alcoves of the British Museum. The
special attraction in that wilderness of books was a qualnt old
panuscript, a harmony of the Gospels, translated int6 Chinese
by an unknown Roman Catholic missionary. At his lodgings,
by the help of the almond-eyed Chinese scholar, Yong-Sam-Tak,
be wrestled with the difficulties of the most difficult language
sponent by man,

After two years’ preparation he set out for his distant field of
labour. Owing to British prejudice against missionaries, he was
ungble to take passage direct to China, but had to sail to America
and round Cape Horn.  Bishop Walsh recounts a touching inci-
dent which happened during the young missionary’s stay at the
house of a Christian gentleman at New York: “ Morrison had
been taken suddenly ill, and was placed in th~ gentleman’s own
chamber, where, in a little crib beside the bed, slept a child whom
it was thought & pity to disturb. On awakening in the raorning,
seeing’ a stranger in the room, she was somewhat alarmed. After
¢ moment’s pause, looking steadily at him she said, ‘Man,do you
pay to God.” ¢ Oh, yes, my dear,’ said the missionary, ‘every
day; God is my best friend” The answer at once reassured the
child; she laid her little head contentedly on her pillow, and fell

BB :leep. Morrison often referred to the circumstance, and said that

it taught him & lesson of confidence and faith.”

Another instructive incident is also recorded. As Morrison
was about to sail, the ship-owner, a somewhat skeptical man
of business, said “ Now, Mr. Morrison, do you really expect
that you will make an impression on the idolatry of the
Chinese Empire.” «No, sir,” replied the missionary, in a voice

¥ o uushaken confidence, “I do not; but I expect that God will.”

After nine long months he reached Canton, September 1807.
To the per-

[}
4
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plexities of the language, were added the jealousies and opposi.
tions of the natives, of the DBritish residents, and of the Poyty.
guese Romish priests.. But his faith rose above every obstacle
« China,” he said, “ may seem walled around against the admis-
sion of the Word of God; but we have as good ground to Leligve
that all its bulwarks shall fall, as Joshua had respecting the
walls of Jericho.”

In his willingness to become all things
to all men that he might by all means
save some, he adopted for a time the garh
and customs of the Chinese. He shaved
his beard and wore the national queue,
allowed bis nails to grow long, and ac-
9uired the difficult art of eating with chop-
sticks. But finding that this extreme con-
formity did not conciliate the natives, he
soon abandoned it, and resumed his Euro-
pean garb. He devoted himself with en-
thusiasm to a mastery of the language,
conversed constantly in it with the Chinese
servants,and even employed it in his pri-
vate prayers. Such energy would conquer

CuiNese Pacopa.

any obstacles,and he soon became, like Carey at Calcutta, trans-
lator to the East India Company. But bis soul felt the loneliness
of spiritual isolation. “Here, alas!” he writes, “ all is cheerless
as a sandy desert. But, though the prospect now be very, very
dreary, we look forward to the time when this barren land shall be
turned into streams of water and the deserts blosso~ asthe rose”

In consequence of the jealousies of the native authorities
Morrison was compelled to pursue his labours as student and




a8 (nslation, and dismissed him from their service.
j moment did Morrison hesitate as to his duty.
i ¢ 2 wissionary I cannot sink,” he said, “no, not if my daily
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toslator with the utmost caution and privacy. “ We get a
glimpse,” says his biographer, «of the prudent and indefatigable .
pissionary living in a cellar below the roadway, with a dim
earthenware lamp lighted before him, and a folio volume of
Matthew Henry’s Commentary screening the flame both from
the wind aud from observation.” So, year after year, he
toiled on, uncheered by human aid or sympathy in the more than
Herculean labour of translating the Scriptures into the Chinese
toogue. In seven years the whole of the New Testament was
yanslated, and the East India Company, whose opposition to
missionary enterprise was now in part overcome, sent out a press
and materials for printing the work. The same year Di. Morrison
haptized his first convert, Tsae Ako, who had been his assistant
in his work. This first frait of a glorious harvest of souls filled
the missionary’s heart with joy.

He had at length assistance in his labour in Dr. Milne, u
follow missionary, sent out by the Loundon Society. Gaining
facility through experience, they were able to press forward the
work of translation, In five years more the whole Bible was
translated, and, by the aid of the British and Foreign Bible
Society, w. » published in twenty-one portly volumes—the result

of about eighteer years of wmissionary toil. “ During this time,”

wites Bishop Walsh, “ Morrison had to superintend not only
the printing, but also the cutting of the blocks from which the
wpies were to be struck, and often had his patience and perse-
verance been tried by finding them destroyed, sometimes by the

2 navages of the white ants, sometimes through the error of the
& vorkmen, and sometimes through the hostility of the native
R wgistrates. Again and again when his work was assailed, and
S 3 time interrupted—and even when bitter persecutions were

stred up against his few but faithful converts—this calm and

BN wsolute soldier of the Cross was not dismayed, but held to bis
R cnvictions and his duty.”

The “Honourable Company ” feared that they should be com-
promised by their interpreter being cngaged in the work of Bible

But not fora
“The character

bead depend on it.” His services, however, were so valuable

BB 2 he was again and agein employed in offices of the highest
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trust and importance. The Company’s estimate of the vajy,
ot his linguistic labours may be judged from the fact that
expended the sum of $75,000 in printing his Chinese Djc.
tionary,a work which explains some 40,000 characters and whic)
next to the translation of the Scriptures, is the great work of
the missionary’s life.

He never, however, lost sight of what he considered s
great missionary obligations, but constantly preached =nd pr.
claimed the glad evangel of the Gospel and in every possible
way sought to influence for good the native population, Be.
lieving that the Chinese could be most effectually reacheq
through educational means, he procured the founding of ay
Anglo-Chinese College at Malacca, contributing personally
$5,000 for the erection of buildings and $500 a year for its support,

In 1824, Morrison, revisited his native land, to find himselt
everywhere received with the highest honours. He was pre.
sented to the Sovereign, to whom he gave a copy of the
Chinese Scriptures.  His name was received with cheers by the
Imperial Parliament, and learned societies and universities be-
came rivals in conferring upon him their highest distinetions,

He remained two years in England, “most of the time,” he says,
“in stage-coaches and inus,” diligently endeavouring to enlis
public sympathy in the work to which he had devoted his life—
the evangelization of China. He then returned to his field of toil,
“amid failing health and family afflictions, and manifold dis-
couragements, and by preaching, translatin,g;, printing, sought
to set up Christ’s kingdom in that land of dense, dark
heathenism. In 1832 he wrote thus of the prospect of a
harvest after his many years of toil: “I have been twenty-
five years in China, and am beginning to see the work prosper.
By the presc we have been able to scatter knowledge farand
wide.” As an illustration of the extent to which the press w 8
thus used may be mentioned the fact that in twenty-six year
after his issue of the first portion of the Scriptures, no less tha §§
751,763 copies of works, consisting of 8,000,000 pages of tracts 8
hymn-books, catechisms, and of the Word of God, were printed 38
and circulated in the Chinese and Malay languages. “Yet,” he}
says, “these seemed not more in comparison to the vast extent S
of ground to Le cultivated, than would be a handful of seel g
cast upon the mountains of Lebanon.”
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Like his blessed Master he “went about doing good,” both to
the bodies and the souls of men. His copious charity relieved the
wants, and his medical skill was employed to mitigate the suffer-
ings aud heal the diseases of the poor and suffering Chinese
around him. Thus in many instances the barriers of heathen
prejudice and hate were broken down. A little band of Chinese
converts were gathered about him and one of these, Leang Afa,
tecame the first native preacher of Christianity in the Chinese
Empire. The European residents at the treaty ports were not
neglected ; and in the zealous missionary the English and Ame-
rican sailors found a faithful counsellor and friend.

At the comparatively early age of fifty-two he ceased from his
R labours, having laid the foundation of a greater work for the
heathen world than probably any other man since apostolic
times. The closing scene is thus beautifully described in the
admirable biographic sketch by Bishop Walsh: “He died in
harness, ¢ tired in the work, but not of it, and he died almost
alone; for all but one of his family had gone to England on
account of their health. He was weak and scarcely able for the
| cffort, but he gathered his little flock of converts round him on
the last Lord’s day that he spent on earth and for the last time
they heard from his dying lips the clear expression of his faith,

R the solemn exhortation of his love, and his earnest prayers for
} them and for his work; and then, on Angpst 1st, 1834, to use the

Onental language of one of that little band, ¢ he entered on his
wlden tranquility.’”

0.
le

The memoirs of his life and his correspondence, as edited by .
8 1is widow, reveal, as has been remarked, “a strange mixture of
R (o sternest severity in respect to duty and of the softest affec-
[l ton as regarded those dear to him. His letters to his children,
g lisinterest in their sports—nay, the very caresses he bestowed
apon bis dog, ¢ Caesar,’ all bear witness to the gentleness of his
Gposition.” And over all breathes a spirit of earnest piety, so
B (it it was truly said that whatever he accomplished as an
ulent scholar, & zealous divine, & steady patriot, owed its origin
g Lhi religious character.
MR Vhen Morrison entered Ching in 1807 he was alone—the only
3 Protestant missionary among 400,000,000 people* or about one-
R Uil the population of the earth. He lived to welcome Duteh,

TN tThe 3%hinese Ambassador at Paris éives these figures.
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American, and English missionaries to that vast fiell, Howj
would have rejoiced his soul had he lived till now-—how it douy.
less rejoices his soul in heaven—to know that six hundred anq
twenty-five Protestant missionaries are preaching the Gospel iy
the vast empire to which he was the solitary pioneer. OF thes,

CiiNesE TEMPLE oF THE THOUSAND GODS.

twenty-eight are English Wesleyans, ten New Connexion, four
United Free Methodists, fifty Methodist Episcopal, and fifteen
Methodist Episcopal, South ; or one hundred and seven in allof §
the different Methodist Churches. The Presbyterian Churches
have one hundred and thirty-seven missionaries, four of whom g
are from the Canadian Church. We covet for our own Church g
a place in this goodly phalanx. While we rejoice shat ox 2
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pundred and twenty-five devoted missionaries are breaking the
vread of life to these perishing millions, we cannot tut ask,
What are they among so many ?— :nly one missionary to six
hundred and forty-three thousand two hundred souls. Thisis about
the same proportion as seven ministers would be for the whole
Dominion of Canada iustead of over five thousand ; or seventy-
seven ministers for the whole of the United States, instead of
over fifty thousand. Our Lord miraculeusly multiplied the loaves
and fishes to feed the perishing multitude by the sea of Galilee;
bat we have no right to expect a miracle to give the bread of
life to the perishing millions of China, when the Churches of
Chri..endom have both men and means to do the work, and whex
the doing of it would bring a reward of richest spiritual blessing
to themselves. The money spent in intoxicating liquors and
tobaceo, to say nothing of the millions lavished in war and
squandered in fashionable frivolities, would give the Gospel to
every ereature of the globe before the ciose of the present century.

We devoutly rejoice in what has been done for China. Through
the labours of thirty-one missionary societies in that land, there
are now three hundred and twenty Protestant churches and over
tventy thousand baptized converts, one thousand one hundred
ad thirty-nine native preachers and helpers, and two hundred

B seventy-five day-schools with six thousand eight hundred

ad thirty seholars.  The Church of Rome has put forth greater
ellorts for the conversion of China than all other Churches.
together. It was earliest in the field, and has now, according

o the Hong Kong Catholic Register of 1881, forty-or . bisheps,

dt hundred and sixty-four European and five hundred and fifty-

B Lincnative priests,thirty-four colleges, as many convents, and one
B nillion ninety-two thousand two hundred and eighteen Catholic

cwaverts, These last, however, will embrace whole families of

g nominal adherents.

“Ouly forty years years ago,” writes a Chinese missionary,

B “itwas a crime for a foreigner to learn the Chinese language,

saime to teach it to a foreigner, a crime for a foreigner to
pint anything in it. No public preaching was tolerated. To

g ldress an individual or two, with fear and trembling, in an.

wer apartment, with the doors securely locked, is all that Dr.
 Yonison could do, and he retained his position only by

wling as interpreter for the East India Company. In 1842

fire ports were opened to the foreigners. In 1858 nine more
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. were opened. But the interior was hermetically geqleq,
Twelve hours’ journey from the sea was all that was permitteq
to the foreigner, and he must be back within twenty-four
hours, Now the whole Empire is open and the missionary
may go to every province, city, town, and hamlet in the land”
“This,” says another missionary, “in view of the history of
the past, is a most thrilling appeal to Christian lands to come
and reap the wide harvests of God. Every province and city
and howe and heart is accessible.  And it Is no slight gaiy i,
through the representations of Dr. Angell, freedom flum the 1.
posts of 1dulatry has been secured to all native Chiristiuus, Pry-
testants as well as Catholic. What a tremendous duty
rests on the young men of this decade pow in cur semup.
artes and colleges and academies! What a solemn, whut
an inspiring call is ghis to us to see to it that mep ap|
means are abundantly provided for this prodigivus work
here are four hundred millions of svuls sweeping ¢n tuward 4
Christless death and hopeless eternity with every setting sup,
with every flying hour. Every generation this mighty tide
human life 1s swallowed up in death’s ollivion; three Lunlred
and thirty millns in thirty-three years, ten millions every year,
eight hundred thousand every month, twenty-six thousand every
day, a thousand every hour. The mind stands appalled at this
ceaseless, fearful flow of human souls out beyond the reach of
Christian faith and hope.” '
Shall we not, with greater earnestness than ever, pray the Lord
of the harvest to send forth labourers into His harvest? Shall
we not rise to the height of our privilege and obligation, aud
labour more zealously, and give more liberally than ever we did, to
hasten the time when, in & redeemed and regenerated world the
Saviour shall see the travail of His soul and shall be satisfied

* For the statistics above given we are indebted to that admirable mis-
sionary paper, T%e Gospel in All Lands, Eugene R. Smith, Bible House,
New York. Price$2 a year. If any of our readers desire a fuller account
of the Chinese and Missions among them,they are referred to the monthly
number for May, 1381, It contains fifty-six pages, of which fifty pagesare §
given to China. It contains thirty-one illustrations; an account of the I

religions of China ; translations of the Bible in into the Chinese language; 3

an account of the Mission Work of all Churches and Societies in China, §
and other valuable informauon respecting the Chinese and Christianwort §
.among them, It will be mailed post free for twenty-five cents. :
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A CANADIAN IN NORWAY.
SHIPWRECKED OFF NORTH CAPE.

BY ARTHUR COLEMAN, PILD.
Professor of Geology, Victoria University.

Norta Carg, NoRwA4Y.

KXIVSKJARRODDEN is an awkward looking word. Not every
ueknows that the « skjaer” in the iniddle of it means our word
“blade,” or * share,” and is pronounced like the latter; that the
“en” with which it terminates is “the,” and that the whole
B +ord means the part of a knife wherg the blade joins the handle.
g% Thisstrange name belongs to a strange place—to the very farthest
bulwark of Europe against the Arctic storms. Its smooth worn,
uuch-enduring shoulders, push a full mile farther toward the
Pole than the North Cape itself. But then the latter rises a
j thousand feet sheer into the mists and wears a most dignified and
) imponing frown, so all the world goes to see the North Cape and
3 cdter the manuer of the world, leaves the meritorious but huinble
B Kuvskjaerodden quite unnoticed. It is visited only by fisher-
Lep, seabirds, and tempests ; and they make their visits as brief
spossible, for it is the dullest, dreariest, most desolate spot on
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the earth. Though not classing myself with either tempests, or
seabirds, or fithermen, I once spent & long day on its rocks with
some fifty others,and so know all about it. We landed there, not
to rescue an interesting and hardly used promontory from unge-
served neglect, but for the more cogent reason that we could not
heip it. We were shipwrecked.

At a certain stage of a boy’s life it is the height of his ambi.
sion to go to sea and get shipwrecked, to live on a raft, to cast
lots as to who shall be served for dinner each day, aud finally to
reach some island paradise. My own longings and ambitions
took this shape at one time, but a touch of the reality on the
mist-covered Arctic Ocean quenched them forever. The joys of
possession rarely equal one’s fond anticipations. To get your
feet soaked with ice water, to be drenched with driving rain, to
fast all day on a ship's biscuit, and to shiver away the hours
undev a leaky szil for a tent, look very delightful and romantic no
doubt from a sufficient distance, but in practice they don’t prove
satisfactory.

But it will be in order perhaps, to describe how we all fell into
this predicament.

I had come up from Drontheim to Hammerfest on the Hoakon
Jarl to see what was to be seen at that remote end of the earth. #
Our good ship was not to pass the North Cape, so & numberof §
us waited in Hammerfest for another steamer which was to
touch there. We stopped at the North Pole Hotel, and spent two
or three days very pleasantly. Asis well known, it is one’s chief §
duty on a summer’s trip to Hammerfest to see the midnight sun.
We did our duty. We were rowed out on the fjord one nighi to §
see his cheerful face over the waves, and we climbed a mountein §
the next night to see him again. One some way expects that the
midnight sun shall have something peculiar, awe-inspiring, weird, §
and poetic about him; but he has not. A careful and |
scientific observation convinces me that the midnight sm
looks like any otber sun. His late hours and dissipation leave §
no traces on his serene countenance. A half hour beforethe I8
sun' sets on Lake Ontario he has just the same aspect, and the
tints of the horizon are just as delicate and beautiful as ab mid- §
night near Hammerfest, I was disapointed; and what added
bitterness to the disappointment was, that two or three ladiesin

the party went-into ecstacies and raptures over it, in seveml




B virid impression of rigour and desolation.
| on the hill-sides surprises and delights one, however, for every
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languages, and reproached me for not joining in the general de-
light. It is galling to be shown that enehas failed in one’s-duty.

“The hours of the day,and even the days of the week, get badly

mixed at Hammerfest, A man takes his little promenade at
nidnight, goes to bed about three o'clock, after vain efforts to shut
out the sunshine, is wakened at ten o'clock by having it full in
his face, breakfasts at noon and dines at seven, and is doubtful all
the time whether it is yesterday or to-day. Until it becomes
wearisome, there is a charm about this perpetual mild sunshine,
ftis the land of the Lotus-Eaters, where it is always afternoon
qnd “the charm®d sunset lingers low adown in the red west.”
The warm, yellow light softens the hardness of the black rocks,

B nd the stunted shrubs and flowers grow on through every hour

of the twenty-four, making the most of the short summer. They

b lave only too much enforced rest in the long winter, and are

yinched and hungry for sunshing when it does come and the
shsence of snow lets them enjoy it. The severe grey of the

t lamen hills around Hammerfest harboyr, and the dead white of

midsummer enowbanks on their flanks, give the visitor a most
A stroll or scramble

theltered nook among the rocks hides a dainty flower garden
rich with bloom. The mosses and flowers make a welvety turf,
¢a which, or in which, crouches the Arctic birch with its slender

BB :iomsand round-notched leaves. Nipping frosts and icy winds
B lave taught them all humility, and none of them raise their
8 heads more than a few inches above the common turf, They
f 1estleteqether cosily, and keep one another warm. The only really
§ luxuriant vegetation near the town is on the house-tops. The

wifsare of birch-bark, covered with sods, and look for all the

} wold like bits of rich Canadian meadow_ studded with oxeye
diisies. No doubt the warmth of the house below favours them.

Thave seen an enterprising goat scramble up and make a hearty
breakfast on such & roof.

But all this is beside the point, and we must get on to our

e shipwreck,

T two or three days the steamer Nordstjern (North Star) came

| 1, and about six in the evening we were on board and off for
R theCape. It is about & six hours’ journey, and the affair was

% timed that we should reach the Cape at mid-night.
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The company was very mixed in nationality. There werg
several acquaintances from the Haakon Jarl. Two Awericap
young ladies with their Swiss courier, an old countess from
Dresden, with her wasp-waisted companion and her hideous by,
dearly loved lapdog, were there ; and so were the two agreeable
German families that came up with us, including a charming
little woman who spoke the quaintest of English. A party of
American ladies with a courier ; four Englishmen, one with his
wife; a French gentleman and lady ; and several Jews from Berlin,
formed part of the passengers on the Nordstjern. Most of
the rest belonged to one of the Scandinavian countries.

There was a glorious soft afternoon light as we steamed
through the grim rock portals of the harbour and turned north-
east, with the swelling wavas of the Arctic on our left, and 3
range of iron mountaips and islands on the other side. In two
or three hours we passed Bird Rock, a tall, grey-coated sentinel
at the base of a promontory. Along every rift and ledge white
vested auks and puffins. elbowed one another, bolt upright
and stiff, like rows of jars on an apothecary’s shelves. A shot
from a small cannon on board sent the inhabitants of this bird
metropolis into the air in clouds and columns, as white as snow-
flakes, at first and quite as thick. The sun was soon darkened
with their numbers, and the very air curdled with their shrieks,
With many a whirl and sweep they dropped into the sea, diving
as the vessel approached, or gradually slipped back to their easy
chairs to gossip with their neighbours over the alarming occur-
Tence,

We were opposite the North Cape as the sun swept toits
lowest point. A fine evening yellow suffused the sky and glinted
on the long rolling waves, and warmed up the gloomy face of the
promontory. The engine stopped to let us admire the scene, and
to give some enthusiastic sportsmen a chance to catch a half
dozen splendid cod and haddock. They were daintily coloured,
well-grown fish, but were destined not to appear on our breakfat J
table next morning. Instead we came near being food for S8
fishes ourselves.

Pushing round the Cape we came to anchor at the foot of 2 &8
deep, gloomy fjord, and were rowed ashore. I was astonishedto
find a rich vegetation in tlc narrow valley, ferns and buttercuys §
and yellow vmlets and forget-me-nots, all fresh and wide awake ,,‘
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as if it were not midnight. But there was a thousand feet of
climbing to do, so there was only time to put a forget-me-not in
my notebook and begin the ascent. Once the steep wall is scaled
one finds himself on the usual undulating floor of the Norwegian
fjelds, covered with loose stones between which a few mosses and
fowers made a hard struggle for life. Blocks of white quartz
gave a ghastly touch here aund there amid tke sombre greys.

The granite column commemorating King Osecar’s visit a few
years ago was only a half mile’s walk from whore we ascended,

and 2 young Norwegian and I, who were the first up, were soon
there.

The rising ground behind shut the others out of view and the
sunlit billows, sweeping in till lost to sight before breaking at
the foot of the cliff far below, were simply glorious. There was a
strange sense of vastness and solitude ahout the scene. It was
the spot and time for dream and sentiment. Would tke icy and
snconquerable polar sea soften in the gentle sunshine, and in
the muffled roar of her waves disclose to the awe-struck listener
swome of her long-kept secrets? Alas! if people would only let
one alone ! Here comes a mouley crowd, joking and exclaiming
in half the languages of Europe—and sentiment vanishes at the
pop of champagne bottles.

The French lady came up with great display and took a snitable
B pose encircled by her admirers. A sailor had pulled from before,
B :ud anvther had propelled from behind; still how she gotup at all
R i; those shoes was g mystery, and commanded all admiration. A
B iesh little English lady with her husband were up before
R ber, and o young Philadelphian came up shortly after with he:r
B Swiss courier, but neither seemed to think it necessary to pose or
B8 1o be admired for the feat.

But meantime a dark line of fog crept up from the north
ad sprang suddenly ugon us, whirling in vapour wreaths up
the gorges, hiding the sun with its dun clouds and turning
bues of gold to brass. The sailors hurried us back to the ship,

B ftlosing oneself in a fog on these dreary fjelds has its un-

B pleasant features,

g When we reached the edge of the steep descent to the fjord
R e ship seemed close beneath us, and was siill bathed in warm
BE8 liht, but the fog closed in when we got on board, and in a few

% uinutes the gloomy North Cape and the rosy mountain across
B the fjord faded from view.

e ue
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It was half-past two, and most of us turned in to sleep as we)|
as the annoying daylight wonld permit. Blessed is darkneg
when you want to slee_p. Nothing delighted me more on our way
south than to see the lamps lighted again about ten o'cluck opp
evening. Their dingy light, and the semi-darkness outside,
were charming. We are half creatures of darkness anyway,
and some of us even love darkness rather than light in q very
proper sense.

In the midst of my dreams, sadly diluted as they were by the
daylight, came a strange grating noise. The ship shuddered iy
every timber, and tipped till we were rolled out of our berths
amid the crashing of lamps and smashing of everything loose and
breakable. There was a rush and scramble to reach the deck,
which was no easy matter from the pounding of the ship and the
great slope of the comppnion staircase to one side. Once on deck,
our alarm fled. There beside us was solid rock, stretching off
into the mist, so there was no danger. The ship’s bows were well
up on the rocks. If she had struck the North Cape instead of
Knivskjaerodden very few could have escaped, for there is deep
water up to the beetling cliffs themselves and she would have
sunk immediately. There would have been but little foothold
for swimmers in the icy water to climb the perpendicular face of
the North Cape, and even if one reached the top, the prospect
would have been pretty hopeless, for it is part of a desolate and
deserted island.

As it was, by clinging to the upper bulwark, one could work
his way along to the bow, although the deck was as steeply in-
clined as the roof of a house. From the bow it was possible, by
watching one’s chance, to drop to the rocks and come off almost dry-

shod; guite an advantage for unfortunates, like myself, in stock- &

ing feet. The ladies were soon helped along and handed over §
the side, while a stout sailor caught them below. Most of them 38
were pale, but still took it bravely. One New York girl wasas @

cool as if walking along Broadway. Some nearly fainted, hov-
ever, and the old Countess was quite frantic as she clung to the &
gunwale with one hand and hugged the ancient lapdog with B8

the other. I won her everlasting gratitude by helping her BB
over the side and handing her ugly little pet after her ‘

In a few minutes all were on shore but two ponderous Amer- ;
can ladies who were unlucky enough to be fastened into thel w
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stateroom by the slipping of a trunk against the door. As they
did not kuow what would happen next, and neither floor nor
wall was level enough to stand on, it must have been an un-
comfortable quarter of an hour before they were rescued by
preaking open the door. ;

The scenes among the forty or fifty passengers, after landing on
the rocks, were amusing enough. One does not always find
oueself in full dress at three in the morning, and more than
aue lady had to make a cloak or Ulster serve as dressing-
rom; and the resulting costume was often more striking than
degant. For my own part, the stern of the vessel was under
water before I got back to look for my boots, which had
dipped away out of sight by the tipping of the ship, so I
pulled on o pair of Lapp moccasins of a queer shape and bright
wlowrs, They were no protection at all, and were soon as wef
s rags from the sea-water.

During the bustle of landing and securing one’s things when
B tossed off by the sailors, who immediately began to strip the
vessel, there was excitement enough to keep us warm, and most
of the company fook everything good humouredly; but after-
vard, when the driving rain from the north cut one to the
Bl e, things did not look so cheerful. One of the American

B hdies with whom I came up on the Haakon Jarl was fairly
8 sick with the shock and exposure, so their courier and myself
B ot up a rough tent. We chose a spot where a ledge of rock
BB lept off the driving rain, and by spreading a small sail on an
B o made a very good shelter. Some cushions and blankets
) wmpleted a snug little place, just large enough for four. A
S little experience in camping in our Canadian backwoods was
B of no small value just then. We put heavy stones on
§ the edges of the sail to stretch it properly and thus keep
f ot wind and water. Others followed our example and
OB o all were under shelter, but most of them did not stretch
JB8 their tents as they should have done, and there was sure to be a
P 50t where it dripped, of course just over some man’s nose or
¥ theback of his neck. A shivering Englishman; for ‘'whom the
W diops proved too muck crawled out and came over to see us,
APl vith a most rueful and envious countenance. He evidently
BB ":vted to be invited in, but our hospitality was hampered by the
R [ict that you can’t crowd five bodies into a space which will only
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hold four, so he had to go back and endure the drops like 5
man, '

The difference in nationalities came out strongly. The Eng-
lish ¢nd Gexmans made the best of things, but the French angd
two or three Jews were very helpless and did not dlsplay a very
generous spirit in caring for others. When the rain Lecamg tog
fierce they wrapped themselves in blankets up to, the very eyes,
spread their umbrellas, each for himself, and sat on the rocks
dripping images of mute misery till some sailor hustled themy off
into a tent. Teutons and Saxons and Scandinavians bustled
around cheerfully to get the ladies under shelter or bring them
biscuit and beer, and showed no end of resources in raising the
general comfort and good spirits.

About noon the energetic cook, who had managed to keep
alive a smoky little fire, announced coffee. It was a credita-
ble exhibition of enterprise, but the resulting beverage was not
successful, It looked like dishwater, and very few ventured
drink it.

Then ensued several hours of solid misery and discomfort till
about four o’clock, when a keen-eyed sailor shouted that a
steamboat was in the offing. Everyone was on the alert in
a moment. The fishing boat which loomed in out of the fog
soon after we had struck had carried the news to the nearest
fishing telegraph station, and a steamer, which was fortunately
in Hammerfest harbour at the time, set off immediately to
rescue us. The dirty little whaling steamer came along bobbing
like a cork on the high waves. The sea was too stormy to get off
in boats where we were camped, so a pilgrimage was made over
the slippery rocks to a small, narrow inlet between two high
smooth walls of rock. The promontory gets its peculiar name
from this inlet, I believe, in which the fishermen find & resem- |
blance to the crevice between the two halves of a knife handle §
when the blade is shut.

One boat after another was loaded in this calm strip of water,
and, running the gauntlet of breakers at the mouth, slipped down
with the wind to the waiting steamer, the Jokn Shoening. Ouce
out of the inlet the boats could be seen only when riding on the

crest of the waves, The whaling steamer towed them back. I o

went in the same boat with the French party; and it va §
amusing to see how they would remark uneasily as exd
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threatening wave approached, “ Pas de danger !” and then, tri-
ymphantly, when it was past, “ Quelle montagne ” ‘

The passengers and crew of the Jokn Shoening received our
shabby party with great curiosity and sympathy and we soon
started for Hammerfest leaving the poor Nordstjern, now mostly
under water, to be torn up piecemeal by the breakers. Going
pelow we lad the luxury of a good square meal, though from
the rolling of the vessel we had to cling to our plates more
aoxiously than was pleasant,

Before two o’clock we were in Hammerfest, and were rashing
through its deserted little streets to get some sort of lodgings, for
tte none too capacious town was overflowing with visitors
from the steamer last arrived. My much badgered, but persist-
“ently good-humoured hostess, found me a bed somewhere, and
pulling off my wet moccasins I was soon forgetful of fogs and
shipwrecks and even of the daylight that streamed in. Whether
I woke the same day or not till the next has always been a doubt-
ful pointin my own mind.

In two or three days the Haakon Jar! returned from Vadsoe,
pear the Russian frontier, and took us all—through fogs and
fjords and thickset islands back to Drotnheim and civilization.*

LOOK UP.

100k up! The morning crowns the night ;
The gloom has fled ; the day awakes,
The sun through mists and shadows breaks ;
Through mists and shadows of the heart
And mind diviner sunbeams dart,

And fill the sky, the soul, the world with light.

Look up ! The vast ethereal morn
Is all alive with hope and trust.
Beneath our feet dead leaves and dust,
And all the past we would forget,
Or else, remembering, regret,
Sleep with our cankering doubts and moods forlorn.

*In partial excuse for the oft-recurring “Ego” in this article, it may
b mentioned that the Editor of the METHODIST MAGAZINE requested
§ Bt be personal, and first personal, as well as sketchy. -
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A CENTURY OF METHODISM IN ITS BEARING ()
ITS FUTURE.

BY THE REV. CHARLES STEWART, D.D,,
Professor of Theology, Sackville University, N.B,

ONE hundred years ago, Methodism had no position among the
Churches of what is now known as the Dominion 0. Canada, [t
had no ordained ministry, no church property, no school, no gjs.
tinct congregation, and but a solilary evangelist, who, in the
border settlements of Nova Scotia and New Brunswick, was a5
“the voice of one crying in the wilderness, Prepare ye the way
of the Lord.” To-day, according to the published reports of
the recent census, it i3 the largest Protestant community ix the
land, and its rate of increase is greater than that of any other
branch of the Christian Church in this country.

In these facts there is found no room for boasting. «Wha
hath God wrought!” It is not to us, to any of us, or to all ¢f
us together, that the glory is due, but to God alone—“for Hig
mercy and for His truth’ssake.” Were we tempted to overpass the
limit of devout and grateful joy, two considerations ought at once
to repress all self-gratulation—greater fidelity might have en.
sured much larger success; and, as it is, our weighty ang far.
reaching responsibilities are to be met only by humility and
unreserved consecration.

Qurs is a country rising up rapidly to a position of vast in-
portance. Facing the Atlantic, we are next neighbours to all the
nations of Europe on the East, and on the West we join hands
with the great Republic of the New World. In extent, our ter-
ritory is even larger than that of the United States; and,
stretching from one ocean to the other, will doubtless, at no
distant day, afford one of the easiest routes of travel betwee
China, India, and Australia in one direction, and Great Britain
and Western Europe in the other. Besides the undeveloped
capabilities of the older Provinces, there is, in our great North-
West alone, ample accommodation for the comfortable settlement
of millions of people, Already their vanguard is upon us,and ¥
soon the multitudes whose tread is at our doors shall occuyy £
with us this great possession, and feel the quickening influences
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of its magnificent possibilities. Who, then, can even approxi-
mately estimate the power, either for good or for evil, that must
pelong to us as a nation, in the near future ; or fully comprehend
the obligations which now rest upon the people of this Dominion
to see that the foundations of this coming State shall be solidly
laid in truth, in justice, and in tbe fear of God! And if upon all
the Churches of the land there chiefly rests this solemn responsi-
bility, then upon our own in largest measure. This is no matter
of choice. It is already determined as well by our history in the
past, as by our positiou at the present. For the exercise of the
intelligence, the fervour, the liberality, and the patience requisite
to fulfil the task of the most successful Church in Canada, we
shall not only be held amcnable at the bar of public opinion,
but before “God, the Judge of all,” Himself. Other men have
laboured during the last century for us; and the men of a hundred
years hence will have a right to receive, through us, a heritege
of blessing proportioned to our advantages.

What, then, it may be asked, has, under the Divine favour,
secured the past success of Methodism? If this can be ascer-
B ined, we have but to “walk by the same rule, and mind
B the same thing,” in order to secure success in the future,

An examination of our denominational history, whether
viewed in a narrower or wider sphere—in the home-work of
\ethodism, or in its foreign missions—will bring out and illus-
¥ tnate certain principles, which, if they do not furnish a full
§ oplanation of the remakable result, will at least go far to-
ward it,

I—Perhaps the most obvious of these is the character of its
B reaching.  That the preaching of the Methodists has features
smewhat peculiar to itself, isa fact which has not only impressed
R the minds of those who regularly attend upon it, but also of
By who from other denominations have occasionally listened to

a8 i If wesay that it is Scriptural, we do not mean that it merely
B kccps within the limits of revealed truth, or that it is but repeti-

% tions of the phraseology of Holy Writ. But it gives great promin-

R cceand distinctness to those facts and doctrines by which the
K% Word of God is distinguished, and for the setting forth of which

R 2t Word was given. Find the elemeuts of Christiauity in the
gl 1y Scriptures, and you find the staple of the deliverances of the
W% Vethodist pulpit. The Personality and Fatherhood of God ; the
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free moral agency of man; the redemption of our entire race by
the sacrificial death of the Lord Jesus Christ ; repentance towayy
God, and faith in the merits of the Redeemer for the remissioy of
sins ; the witness of adoption, the regeneration of our nature, ang
the sanctification of body, soul, and spirit, by the agency of th,
Holy Ghest, the Lord and Giver of life; a probation that reacheg
through time, crowned with eternal life to those who are faithfy)
unto death, aud issuing in “indignation and wrath, tribulation apg
anguish, upon every soul of man that doeth evil, of the Jew firg
and also of the Gentile;” these are the essentials of the Ne\v,
Testamnent, and upon their exposition and enforcement God hag
manifestly set the seal of His approval.

We may also affirm that in the ministrations of the Methodists
these truths have been treated in a manner suited to their weight
and solemnity. The aim of the preacher is to touch the inmest
of the soul; to introduce and to test, to unfold and to mature
the spiritual life. He labours to excite the enquiry—

“ How can a sinner know
His sins on earth forgiven ?
How can my gracious Saviour show
My name inscribed in Heaven ?”

And his response is at hand—

“ What we have felt and seen,
With confidence we tell,
And publish to the sons of men
The signs infallible.”

Without such encouraging signs being awakened, and snch
response being welcomed, Methodism bas always felt that its
agency is defective. It believes that “the kingdom of God is not
in word, but in power.” It therefore looks for conversions,and § ‘
expects immediate, saving effects. Apart from these it stands S
self-confessed of failure. For its work is not to maintain a
theory, or promulgate a philosophy, or enforce a discipline, or §
even to publish a decent orthodox gospel that leaves the con-
science unimpressed and the heart unchanged, but to save souls §
from death, and to spread Secriptural holiness throughout the g
land. -

In the very nature of things, then, Methodist preaching must
be agoressive. Missionary effort is not merely an outcome of il, 38
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tut is of its very essence. Under the imipulse of that Divine
love which “strangely warmed ” the heart of our venerable
founder, he went forth to testify of this great salvation to as
many as would listen to him. Thenceforth the world was his
parish, and he went therefore not only to those who needed him,
but chiefly to those who needed him most. His assistants and
successors were like-minded. This was the case with William
Black,* with whom orignated the Methodism of the Maritime
Provinces. His clear conversion resulted in a missionary
life. He felt the Word of God to be as fire in his bones, and
was constrained by the love of Christ to travel about, indifferent
to fatigue, to privetions, and to dangei seeking that he might
ave the lost. And so it has been with many others. No
earthly inducement could have led them into the work, much
less have kept them in it. But they lived upon the Master’s
word, “Lo, I am with you alway.” Nor have the Churches
of Methodism been uninfluenced by the same spirit. They have
reached out unto the regions beyond. The Missionory meeting
and the Missionary contribution are factors in our Church life
everywhere, And we could not do without them. Their reflex
benefits are incalculable. Show us the people who prize them most,
amd we point you to those in whom the grace of God is strong
aud well developed ; but where our Missionary work is treated
with unsympathetic emotion, its literature neglected, its claims
wearded with suspicion, and its resources impoverished, the life
of godliness is already stricken with paralysis and a fatal decay.
As then,the necuhanty of Methodist preaching has been owned
of God in keepmg alive the Chureh, so it has been no less owned
in securing self-perpetuation. For there is, perhaps, nothing more

" g remarkable in this mefter than the unity of teaching which be-

longs to the Methodist pulpit. Let the preacher be who he may—
young or old, eloquent, learned, and of superior mental power, or

*In1779, he was powerfully convinced of sin, and after a time found
peace with God, His first efforts to dogood were in his own father’s house,
where e was the honoured instrument of the conversion »f his father

g @dother members of the family. In 1781, to the settlers on the Petico-

dac River he preached his first sermon. On the 1oth November of the
same year, he left his home in Amherat commiting himself to thé guidance

g j othe Head of the Church.— Vide  Life,” etc., by Rev. M. Richey, D.D,
R 4 “ History of the Methodist Church in E. B. America,” by Rev. T. W.

$mith,
34
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of humble parts and quite uncultured utterance—yet there i the
same form of doctrine, the sawe spirit, the same design.  Awmidg
the oft recurring changes in the pastorate, no anxiety exists as tq
whether the new will be as the old. Here are no schools of
variant theology ; no discordancy between one day’s teaching and
another. Go where we may, in Great Britain, in the Uniteq
States, in Australia, in our own favoured land, or in any of the
heathen countries where the pioneer of Christianity is lifting up
his voice, and, if we enter a Methodist place of worship, we know
that in one or other of its many aspects there is sure tole
pressed upon our attention, the Scriptural way of salvation”
And that this has been so from the beginning is the more to b
gratefully admired when we think of the changes which have
taken place among the creeds of Christendom since Methodisy
arose. !

Some of these creeds, hoary with age, and rigid as cast-iron,
bave within the last filty years practically ceased to bind any |
one-—now melting away as ice in the summer, or, flexible as the
watch-spring, yielding to the many devices of those who stil!
profess to hold them.  Yet it has not been so among us, Not
unfrequently have we been taunted with the unsatisfactorines; §
of our provision for the maintenance of sound doctrine—as hav- §
ing no distinct cre~?, confession, or standard of theological :
teaching. 'What p.cuge of uniformity, it has been remarked, c2z §
there be in Mr. Wesley's four volumes of sermons, and notes
upon the New Testament? And yet, what are the facts of the &
case ? Without in the least sacrificing that freedom of thought
or speech which are the evidences at ounce of intellectual and 8
spiritual life, John Wesley’s sons and successors in the Gospel §
from his own day down to ours, have been characterized by ur- §
swerving adherence to the same type and style of Christian doc- 8
trine. No community of pastors has had so seldom to arraignor J
exclude any of its members for departure from the integrity o §i§
its faith. And whatever differences may have arisen in the past, j8
sometimes unhappily causing division, a change of belief hastd §
actually nothing to do with thew. The distinction has beeo 8
made wholly on points of discipline ; and the very names of th.§#
new Churches have attested the sacredness with which theyguardelg
the primary deposit of sound doctrine. They have been call:ijie
Primitive Methodists in token of their fidelity to what thej
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deemed the first principles of the very founders of Methodism; or
they have chosen the name of Bible Christians, to express their -
conservatism of the essentials of the faith once for all delivered
to thesaints, To this fact in the history of Methodism—its unity
of doctrine, and the persistency with which, in such trying
dreumstances, it has clung to and proclaimed it—we question if
the Church at large can offer a parallel from the days of the
Apostles to the present tlme May our future in this respect be
even-2s the past!

1I.—Another means of the success of Methodism has been the
wcognition of Divine Providence, and an earnest endeavour to
follow its guidance. It 15 a fruth of great practical value that
God is still in the midst of Zion, directing and overruling all
| things for the security and prosperity of His own cause in the

ath.  Such a belief is closely allied to faith in the miraculous
} offormer times. Both put honour upon the Word of God, and

toth are necessary to the attainment of the special gifts of
! Haven. They remove mountains, and they lead on through

fo0d, and scorching desert, through conflict and sore trial “into
swealthy place.”

That Mr. Wesley and the leaders in the reformation of the
It century acted on the conviction of a special Providence, is
miter of certainty; and that we are largely indebted to his.
B :tion and the force of his example in this respect is equally
dean,

Let us take for mstance the case of lay preaching. It is well
tnovn that under the force of High Church prejudice he was
B :icnely opposed to this at first. 'When, therefore, he learned

8 it Thowas Maxfield, whom he had left to pray with and to ad-
B Vi the society, had begun to preach, he hastened up to London
R 10t a stop to this irregularity. He was met, however, by his
 cellent mother who said to him, “John, take care what you

# with respect to that young mau, for he is as surely called of
G:d to preach as you are. Examiue what have been the fruits

8 o bis preaching, and bear him also yourself” He took this

g suible advice, was convinced of his error, and thenceforth
wiled himself of one of the most efficient agencies for the ex-
wim of the Redeemer’s kingdom. And where would
B Uhodism be to-day if John \Vesley had ounly, with sufficient
SR 2iity, clung to what he had regarded as the right method,"
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because it had been familiar, and the one to which he had begy
traditionally bound ¢ Into what vegion of the globe hg
Methodism found its way without being in some measure, apg
often in very great degree, indebted to this branch of Chris.
tian service? And, we may add, what a noble sphere hy
thus been opened for the employment of those talents whicy
otherwise, to the shame and confusion of the Church, had beey
laid away in a napkin !

To a similar providential occurrence do we owe the clags.
meeting. The preaching-house in Bristol was in debt. I
Westey was too honest to leave it unprovided for, and tg
shrewd to pay it over and over again in the way of interest, ang
then have to meet the principal at last. He therefore askeq
the people to contribate a penny a week for its liquidation,
and he appointed certain persons to call upon ten ora dozey
weekly and receive their contributions and hand them overt,
the stewards. The result was that, practically, these collectors
became the overseers—the leaders—of those whom they visited
The great advantage of this system impressed Mr, Wesley's
mind at once, and forthwith it took shape in the weekly
class-meeting, which became, and has since remained an m i
tegral part of the Methodist economy. This means of grce
has been described as “the germ-cell of Methodism.” Andit 4
really is so. How could the life of godliness, as we know i,
be perpetuated among us without this? Nay, more, how could §
the various officers of our Church be feund, be created, if it wen §
not for the class-meeting? There our prayer-leaders, exhorter, i
preachers, ministers, and missionaries are first brought to exer
cise their gifts, and there they are trained for the active work o §
the Church. Even our whole financial system, on which our 3§
churches, schools and colleges are built, and our winistry sus- §
tained, strikes its roots here. No class-meeting, no Methodisn'

Providentially our founder was led to exercise his right, 252 38
Scriptural bishop, in ordaining elders for the Church of God. This g8
notwithstanding the storm which it created, and which has n:t g
yet. quite spent itself, gave solidity to the work begun, and pr &
pared for its extension and permaunence in a way that cven b S
could not foresee. Moreover, in our own day it serves to refute §
the mischievous conceit that John Wesley never contemplateds §
severance from the Church of England, and that if now alivel:]
would bid us back within its pale. ‘
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Led by the same umerring hand, our founder gave earnest
attention to the subject of education. His own early training
and University career fitted him at once to appreciate and to
supply the want of his times. He designed an institu!’on for
the benefit of the preachers, but through force of circumstance
had to delay. Nevertheless, he originated a seminary for tueir
sons, in which some of the younger men were educated for the
ministry. TFor the rest, he spared no pains to make them work-
men needing not to be ashamed. At certain points he gathered
them in groups and read divinity with them. He prepared gram-
pars of the English, French, Latin, Greek, and Hebrew languages
for their use, and treatises on Philosophy, Rhetoric, and Elocu-
B i By translation and abridgement he sought to put the best

| ‘works of ancient and modern writers within their reach, and
arged upon them careful and continuous study. Inallthis we see
S (ke foundation laid of that vast system of higher education on

B (hristian principles, which has alway8 secured the sympathy

B fthe Methodist people, and which has its representatives in
R o numerous schools, colleges, and universities of Methodism
SR 1ot of the Old World and of the New.

R 1o other departments of evangelical effort, now happily com-
8 oo, Mr. Wesley and his coadjutors were the pioneers. He pro-

B 1ided cheap and wholesome literature for the people—using the
§ jrinting-press and the publishing-house with a keen percep-
| tim of their amazing power for good, when worked in the
B interest of ““wisdom and knowledge.” Orphanages, dispensaries,
B ind other charities, were either originated by him, or received a
b cow impetus and direction ab his hands.
Inlike manner his followers have endeavoured to follow the
ladings of Providence. Tenaciously maintaining the principles
8 which the New Testament inculeates, they have cherished a spirit

of fexibility and ease of adaptation in non-essentials. Let but
B <2 open door of usefulness be set before them, and however un-

B cxpected, or even at first sight unwelcome, may be the call to
eter, still the indications of the Divine hand are regarded as
B inperative, and the action is taken. It is thus that some of the
R forws of our ecclesiastical polity have undergone change at dif-

B {zent periods in our history, but ordinarily with the result of
Jerencth and growth.  “ God gave the increase.”

1I—The success of Methodism has, we believe, been largely
g L2 effect of our Connexional unity.
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At the beginning, the societies in London, Bristol, and ege.
where were in no case separate and independent, but “ ugjteq
societies.” The pastoral direction of the whole centred in My
Wesley, who, however, took counsel with others, in Conference
assembled with himself. Before his death he made legal pro-
vision for the continuance of this oversight on the part of ths
Conference, in regard to the entire body. The authority implied
in this relation was not unfrequently challenged during My,
Wesley'’s life-time. He always replied that it was not matter of
personal ambition, but was providentially devolved upon him,
and its exercise was necessary to his fulfilment of the tyyst
which he held from the Head of the Church. Posterity hs rati-
fied the wisdom of his course. Differences of administration
have marked the seyeral Churches of Methodism up to the
present time, but, wiffh the most inconsiderable exceptions, the
Connexional system has been adopted in them all* The
Apostle’s figure of the hutnan body has been kept in view, and, -
individuals, classes, congregations, all have been taught that they
are “members one of another,” aad that if one member suffer or
rejoice, all the others suffer or rejoice with it.

This connexional unity has many advantages:

It provides for the purity and efficiency of the ministry. Every
year, as is well known, the character and work of each minister
and preacher on trial are subjected to examination before the
united pastorate. Here is a guarantee for the security of sound- §
ness of doctrine, and of thorough devotion, such as no other de- §
nomination of Christians, that we know of, possesses.

So again the condition and claims of every part of the Con-
nexion are aunnually brought up for review. The smallest and J
poorest circuit is considered and cared for, as well as the largest §
and richest. S

It is thus also that the itinerancy as a system is provided for, §§
and a maximum of advantages secured at a minimuwm sacrificc S8

On the one hand no Methodist congregation is ever withouts B
minister, and on the other, no minister is ever under the neces B8
sity of traversing the couutry in search of a church. Itnu: Q¥
be a grief to any godly man to see churches, often large al §

* An example of 2 Congregational Church with the name of Wesley pt §
fixed to it, but having a very short history, will be fresh to the memory o i
many of our readers.
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influentialy without e settled pastor for months and even for
years, and dependent for their «supply of Gospel ordinances -
upon the visit of strangers, or the aid of otber denominations;
wut such an expervience' is unknown among us. The smallest
congregation, in school-room or immigraut’s cottage, from the
time it is put upon “the plan” has a continuous and stated
pastorate.  This system, too, tends to promote the vitality of
religion by the distribution which it makes of- ministerial
agency. If one man is eminently useful, why should a given
locality monopolize his services? His eloguence of speech, or
affestionate ahd unremitting diligence in pastoral visitation,
or skill in the building of churches or in the removing of
debts, are simply reasons why he should be passed round for

" the benefit of the largest number. Or if the jnfirmity of our

common humanity should at any time interfere with his
accep’ableness, is it mot better that his relation to this place
should terminate naturally, rather than that with painful efforts
1o both parties he should either be thrust out, or should fasten
himself in 2

In regard to the general work of the Church; the Connexional
pinciple is of great value. The stronger congregations are
taught to look not.on their own things merely, but also on
the things of others, and to assist in carrying forward the

'f wotk of the Lord in localities weak or destitute. In these
R vary places, again, our people are instructed that, on the prin-

dples of gratitude and self-reliance, they ought to rise as soon

B s may be to the position of independence, so that the
S tounty of the Church may be set free for more necessitous
[ 2ses. Meanwhile, all are asked, as they are able, to contri-
U bute to the support of those departments of the work" for
A which o general effort is imperatively required. Our Mis-
g cionary, Edncational, Sabbath-school, Church and Parsonage

Erection, and Worn-Out Ministers’ Funds, have a claim upon

B ey Methodist, and by stated arrangement are brought before
SR Ul our people year by year. It is true that in this respect we
G Live not yet attained all that we might ; but it is equally true
g Uat but for this system we never could have reached the position

which at present we occupy. To this we owe the stability

SR vithout which our progress had been impossible, and the progress
BB vithout which our stability would really have been of no value,

L ]
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“All the body, heing supplied and knit together through the
Jjoints and bands, increaseth with the increase of God.” (Col.
11. 19, R.V.) .

IV.—We must notice, finally, as one of the means of our success
in the past, the teaching which Methodism has embodied and ep-
forced respecting the consecration of money. In this also My
Wesley may be said to have introduced a transforming influence
into public sentiment, the effects of which the human raceis
rejoicing to feel more and more every day. Up to this time the
union of the State with the Church had operated most disas.
trously upon the spirit of Christian beneficence. The ministra-
tions of religion were provided for the people by the Msvernment
of the country, and consequently they were left without any
motive to help themselves, or others, in this particular, The con-
ception of that gloriou's privilege to which St. Paul refers, when
he quoted the words of the Lord Jesus, “It is more blessed to
give than to receive,” was not only absent from the generl
Christian consciousness of that period, but appeared to be hut
out from the possibility of entering it. Mr. Wesley aimed at
putting .this matter in its true Scriptural aspect. Himself a
pattern of diligence, frugality, and benevolence, he sounded forth
the old apostolic doctrine on this subject, till the soul of England
was stirred to its depths. Amidst the ponderous divinity of the
sixteenth and seventeenth centuries, where shall we find anything
upon this topic approaching to the expository excellence or the
forcible appeals of his sermons, “Lay not up for yourselves
treasures upon earth,” or on “Riches,” or “The danger of in-
creasing riches.” The last-named was written only about siy
months before his death, and is remarkable as showing the value
which he attached to this theme, up to the very last. Even now
it is far from being behind the age. We counld wish that it were
read in every Methodist congregation at least once in every year;
as, in addition to stimulating many to desire liberal things, it
would show to all how unreasonable are the objections to the
modern claims for systematic liberality.

Mr. Wesley did more. He set in operation that system of
finance which has enabled a comparatively poor people to maie-
tain and extend their organization to the ends of the earth. His
principles were, that all members of the Methodist societies
should contribute, and that each ought to do so according to the
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ability which God had given. He made it obligatory upon his
preachers to “ explain the reasonableness of this;” and for this
they had a still more excellent precedent: 1 Cor. xvi. 1, 2; 2 Cor.
viil, 11, 12.

Qur system of finance has often been extolled by others,
and not seldom adopted in various details by them. What
bas been the result? A hundred years ago there was no
British and Foreign, nor American, Bible Society ; no Baptist
Missionary Society, no London Missionary Society, no Church
Missionary Society, no American Board of Foreign Missions,
po American Missionary Society. But since then all these
have come into existence, and many unnamed besides, which
are now diffusing the blessings of Christianity and civiliza-
tion among the most widely-scattered nations of the earth,
and by their reflex benefits adding blessings a thousand-fold more
to those who support them. It may serve the purpose of worldly
uen, or thoughtless if not nigeardly professors of religion, to decry
B Il this as so much waste of wealth; but we may be sure that in
| this day of keen scrutiny of ledgers and balance sheets, the Chris-
§ thn public would not persevere in giving such large sums, and
B inincreasing them, unless they knew that in the best sense it
wid them to do so. Slowly, indeed, but steadily, is the Church

uilitant learning the first notes of the song of the Chureh trinm-

f phant, “ Worthy is the Lamb, to receive riches!” Butnoman is
shle to learn that song, save he “who is redeemed from the
| wth” Those who cannot appreciate at its full value the blessing .
B «fwalvation, must not repine if they cannot rejoice, as the angels

B i, over “one sinner that repenteth, more than over ninety and
B v just persons, who need no repentance.” We live in eventful,

I 4 even glorious times, There have been occasions for mourning
IR owr midst—seasons of disaffection, and of the weakening and
I iltering of our forces. A new era has dawned. Now is the
B tine of reconciliation, of unification, of “the comfort of love,”

I :ui of “ the fellowship of the Spirit.”* It is something for which
o  to be more than ordinarily grateful, that in Canada the first
j sllempt at union between separate branches of- the Methodist
i (huch has been made ; and that this having proved successful
. further efforts in the same direction have recently been added, It
g © c2use for still higher gratification that those efforts have been
WR 0 fenerally approved by the various bodies of Methodism in the
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Dominion, and outlying stations; and we cannot doubt by
that, by the good hand of our God being still upon us fo
good, we shall see the union happily effected, and its encour-
aging results outstnpmm far not only the fears of some, by
the most sanguine hopes of all others. Yet with new adapta-
tions of our ecclesiastical machinery, we must abide by the same
principles as of old. The spirit of life must be in “the wheels,”
or they will revolve in vain. Our preaching must be of the
revival order, based upon the Word of God, aiming at present
saving effects, and not satisfied without them. We must haye
faith in God’s providence too, and be prepared to enter every
door of holy enterprise set before us; nor must we faint iy
the day of adversity, being satisfied that out of fire or out of
water, He will bring usinto a wealthy place. Our Connexionalisy
we can never suffer to.be lost or injured. If that is weak nothing
else can make us strong. It is the great antidote to congreg.
tional exclusiveness, and the principle of vitality in the work of
church extension. And we must maintain and develop the power
of systematic beneficence. So far are we from having attained
the proper standard in this respect, that as a people we are only
beginning tolearn that Christianity has a standard,and that it sup-
plies motives, even in this money-loving age, to enable us Joyously
to reach it.  If we look at what the world wastes, we may learn
how great are the resources of the Church; if we look at what §
the world needs, we may see a field of toil before us, and around [
us, “white already to harvest;” and if we look at what the }
Lord Himself—* both theirs and ours "—has done for the world,
we may be borne away to devotion and service such as the §
Church has yet rarely seen. Then, casting ourselves and our feeble §
efforts upon the merit of the Redeemer’s sacrifice, we may rest §
assured that « God shall bless us, and all the ends of the earth
shall fear Him.”

THE purer life draws nigher
Every year;

And its morning star climbs higher
Every year ;

And earth’s hold on us grows slighter,

And the heavy burdens lighter,

And the dawn immortal brighter
Every year.
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B questions, Charlie; there’s a good fellow.
B eoough”
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AT LAST;
OR, JAMES DARYLL'S CONVERSION.

BY RUTH ELLIOTT.
CHAPTER XL

“ERROL, are you engaged this evening?
somewhere for me.”

“Where ?” was the listless reply.

It was an unusually warm day in May, and Errol did not feel
inclined for exertion of any kind. Ericson had been walking
restlessly up and down the room, stopping for a minute by the
window to re-read a note,

“This was brought to me just now,” he said, ﬁmgmg it on the
table, “and I cannot go. Will you?”

Frrol took it up daintily between his thumb and finger, and,
holding it at & safe distance, read the contents.

“ Who is Meg ? ” he asked, as he concluded.

“QOne of my patients,” said Ericson. ¢ Will you go for me 2”

“But, my dear fellow, if the woman is dying, as this epistle

.%ys, won't it be better for her to see you than a complete
stranger?

T cannot go.”

“Oh, well, of course, if you really cannot, I will. Where does
Somewhere in the neighbourhood of Seven Dials, 'l
bebound. Hadn'’t I better take a body-guard 2”
“You will be safe enough,” said Ericson, resuming his restless
walk. “Just keep your valuables out of sight.”
“Where are you off to this evening ?”

“Itis not because I am engaged that I want you to go for

I want you to go

Emol looked up, with an elevation of his eye-brows, showing
aslight touch of surprise. “Anything up 2”

“Plenty of things,” said Ericson, shortly. “Don’t ask any

I cannot go, and that

“Oh, all right ; 1l go, But it I'm murdered, or otherwise ill-

AR ‘eied, remember, you are respounsible.”
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“T'll carry the news to your despairing relatives. Would you
like to make your will 2

With careless, laughing words they parted, and Ericson wep
to keep a long-standing promise to take Winnie to the Doy
Gallery.

There were not many visitors there that day, and, placing
Winnie on a lounge before the great picture, he strolled rounq
the room.

“Oh, Philip!” eried Winnie, as he sat down beside her. «Te)]
me all about it; please tell me. I want to know who they all
are. It is Christ leaving the Preetorium, isn't it? Are thege
men at the top, who look so stern, the chief priests? And oh,
Philip! look at that dreadful face down there! He is crying
¢ Crucify Him ! crucify Him !’ isn’t he 2

“Very likely. Do you see the Marys 2”

“ Are those the Marys ? That soldier will cut her arm!”

Evidently the picture was a living réality to the child’s
imaginative mind. Philip looked at her curiously. “Do yoy
like it ?” he asked.

“Yes—no! Ilike Him. Philip, He isn't angry.”

“He does not look angry,” answered Ericson, critically sur-
veying the beautiful face of the world’s Redeemer.

“ What is He looking at 2" asked the child, in a hushed voice. -
“ What can He see?”

“ The cross, perhaps,” he answercd, absently.

“ But there is something glad in His eyes ; that isn’t the cross,
Philip.” .

“ Who for the joy that was set before Him endured the cross,
despising the shame,” murmured a tremulous voice behind them.
It was an old lady, who was gazing with rapt eyes. She did not
speak to Winnie; the words were only uttered thoughts, but
they gave an answer t1 the child’s question. :

«Is it the joy He caw see ?” she whispered, drawing closer to
Ericson.

. “What joy ?” he said, rousing himself from the reverie into
which he had fallen.

« The joy set before Him. What does it mean? what is the
joy, Philp2”

Ah! what indeed ? it was a question:he could not answer FES
What joy could compensate for the awful agony of Calvary, [
. giving strength to endure its utmost torture ?
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They rose and left the picture, and he took her round the
gallery. Before leaving, they turned for one more look at the
lonely figure on the Precturium steps—lonely, though surrounded
by multitudes.

« Tt was so dear and good of you to bring me, Philip! T shall
pever, never forget it,” said Winifred.

They found James leaning against the door in his usual care-
less attitude, expressive of a general don’t-want-to-do-anything-
ness. “ Here's a nice house!” he grumbled ; “everybody’s out ?
I've been standing here the last half-hour, wondering if T hadn’t
better apply to the police. Where have you been?”

“Gight-seeing, that is all. I am trying to cultivate your
sister’s actistic taste. Are you coming my way? It is a glorious
b - evening.”

It was a glorious evening. On the bridge they paused, watch-
ing the rippling waters gleam, and sparkle, and flash in the
gorgenus light ; even the dingy buildings on either side partook
of the general baptisa.

James drew a long breath. “Such an evening as this puts
pew life into one. This is not such a bad world in itself, after
all, Eric.” )

“If we could put everything beyond the present out of our
caleulations, we should manage to exist in it very comfortably.”

James shrugged his shoulders. “ Where is Errol? I expected
him round early this evening; have you seen him 2” ‘
“He hag gone to see one of my patients for me.”

“ A free-gratis-for-nothinger ? 'Why didn’t you go yourself ?
Iparticularly wanted to see Charlie this evening.”

“You will see him, I dare say; he will not be there very long,
I could not go myself, Daryll ; the woman was dying.”

James glanced quickly up ; he understood the words perfectly.
t  Neither he nor Ericson felt that he dared stand again by a dying

kd The memory of Roper was yet vivid and fresh., They
parted at the hospital, and James went on alone. All unknown

B to both, Errol was- exercising a powerful influence over him.
B Fomerly they had every taste in common, and their paths had
R 1o parallel.  They had kept pace in their professional studies,

B shared the same interests, sought the same goal. Hitherto the
B Cument of their lives had flowed smoothly on in one direction ;
B v they had diverged. He knew the cause, and in his heart
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deeply resented the change. Every time he saw Errol's face,
with its peculiarly settled expression, telling of content with s
chosen path, he experienced a feeling of almost anger—of irrity.
tion, certainly. What was the difference which time was only
more clearly developing between them ? Had they not beep
chosen friends—dear as brothers ? And now they were slowly,
but surely, drifting apart.

“Ah, well!” he muttered; “Ericson is still the same, thays
one comfort.”” But even while he spoke he had an uncomfortab]e
¢ sciousness that Ericson was not the same; that since the
night by Roper’s bed a change had come over him; and his
refusal to visit his dying patient was but a sign of an internal
conflict. “ Why cannot we live our life and have dong with it/
There is nothing so much to make a bother about, after all. 1t
one were only sure of annihilation after death!” How mauy
have uttered those words! men who spurn from them God’s one
grand, priceless gift of immortality. “It seems to me thereis
more trouble and worry than anything else. There is Eriesor
growing misanthropical under the burden of an unanswerable
problem. Confound it! what is the good of thinking and think-
ing till one’s brain is in a whirl ? If God knows everything, as
they say He does, why doesn’t He show us the answer? And
here is Errol turning his back upon old friends, and gliding off
into an Elysium of Utopian dreams. Dear old Charlie! Well,
you have deliberately cuosen your lot, and I must say you seem
uncommonly well satisfied with it. Dreams, Charlie, dreams’

This world is all a fleeting show,
For man’s illusion given.

Scarcely to the point, though, seeing that your illusion is con-
cerning another world. Well, I don’t know but what you have
the best of it, after all.”

He walked moodily on, and the glory depurted out of the sky.

leaving it cold, and grey, and lifeles.
1]
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CHAPTER XII.

It was getting late when Errol called tg tell Ericson of the
death of his patient.

«She was very much disappointed that you did net go.
her you could not, but she was not satisfied.”
«She was sensible, then 2"

«Yes, quite so at first, and talked rationally enough, though
they said she had been wandering all day. Eric, attendmg such
cases is the most painful part of our professional duties. God
_grant [ may never be called to pass through such a scene again.”

«Did she suffer much 2"

«Xot physically, perhaps, but ——” He stopped abruptly,
bis lip quivering with suppressed feeling. “1 cannot help it,
Ericson,” he said, hastily rising and pacing the room. “You may
think it childish, but the sight I have seen to-night might un-
gerve & stronger nature than mine.”

«A common enough sight,” said Ericson, bitterly.
shy I could not—would not go, Charlie.

I told

“ That is
I know what sort of a

L life that woman had led, and I knew she was "dying. What
wuld [ have said or done for her?”

A sudden light flashed into Errol’s eyés, and he turned quickly

¥ und. * What could 7 say more than you ?”

“Your religion professes to teach people how to die.”
“Professes ! If you believe it to be only profession, why did
you send me to that dying ~voman ? Ericson, for the sake of our

i time-tried friendship, answer me uruly Do you believe it to be
R empty profession ?

He laid his hand with an almost boyish gesture of entreaty on

B Frcson's shoulder, and for a moment they looked at each other
| bsilence. From any other man on the face of the earth Ericson
b wonld have turned angrily away ; but Errol’s honest eyes looked
B dovn into his with a tenderness that checked the words upon
B lislips. It is not often that men show tenderness to men. Only

intimes of deep feeling does the language of the heart reveal
i

el by word or look; even then they think it needs some
R wology.

Nl the old trust and confidence in his boyhood’s and man-
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hood’s friend rnse up with redoubled force, and impelled Ericsoy’
answer: “1 cannot believe it to be mere empty professioy,
Charlie, I would give all I possess to see God as you see Him '~

There was no mistaking the ring of passionate feeling in g
voice, and Errol absolutely started. Though be had been pray-
ing, and waiting, and hoping fo this since the autumn, it cape
upon him, as such things ever do, with a sense of unreality, A
silence fell upon them, and &t last Ericson spoke: «Wha
certainty have you that you have found the one true God? Hgy
do you know that you are not deceiving yourself?”

It was a question involving in its answer the whole serurity
of a Christian’s hope ; but that answer was ready: “¢The Spirft
of truth, which proceedeth from the Father, shall testify of Me
¢ The Spirit witnesseth with our spirits.””

“ But is that inwart witness, as it is called, a sufficient warrant
for absolute security and trust?”

« It not only warrants, but compels trust. What else has le]
wmen and women, and even little children, to undergo the fires of
persecution 2 'What else could give that feeling of utter safety
which makes people regardless, to a certain extent, of all this
world can bring? It is the consciousness of a Father's over
ruling hand which takes away the bitter sting from earthly
trouble. His love is ever present.”

Ericson gave an impatient movement. “I fail to see the love,
Charlie. Of course you will point to the cross—granted the love
there—but what has that to do with God? He did not die”

* But it was the lather’s love that gave the sacrifice. Was
rot Christ His own dearly loved Son? Surely you can see that
1t was as much for God to allow that death on the cross as it was
for Christ to suffer 1t! Just take your own feelings. Which
would give you the greater pain—to suffer yourself, or to see the
one you loved best on earth suffer?”

« I would rather suffer myself,” replied Ericson, shortly.

“ And are you more tender than the heart of God ¢”

Long 1nto the night Ericson sat pondering those words. Whes
Errol uttered them they touched him with strange power; and
as he thought, they gathered increased force and mweaning, “Tke
heart of God!” It was a totally new idea. Was it possitl
that the Almighty could feel tenderness, love, for not only His
own Sop, but for a human soul? He could not believe it
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Before him persistently rose the one life-long prevailing vision
of God as a stern, uncompromising Judge. The very word
“ heart,” in connection with such a being, seemed a mockery.

Whether it were a dream, or only the intensity of his feelings
giving reality to his imagination, he never knew; but as he sat,
with head bowed upon-his hands, he seemed suddenly to stand
at the foot of the Preetorium steps. Round him on every side
pressed the angry crowd. Arms were uplifted in vehement
gesture ; lips moved, and eyes flashed in threatening wrath; yet
not a sound was heard. A deep silence had fallen on the sway-
ing throng.

Midway on the steps stood the solitary figure of the condemned
Saviour, with that far-off expression on His face, and as Ericson
gazed in wonderment, there came, with strange distinctness, the
whispered question, “ What is the joy, Philip 2”

The crowd parted, and, led by an unseen harid, he mounted
the steps, till he stood by the Redeemer’s side. Beneath him
were stretched the eager, restless multitudes; but after one
shuddering glance he heeded them not, but turned to gaze in the
direction of the far-off look in the Saviour’s eyes.

On a distant hill, a giant cross reared its lofty head to the very
heavens, and, black as midnight, stood eut in strong relief against
the sky beyond. .

Again came the sweet, cb11d1sh voice, “ What is the joy,
Philip 2”

«The joy!” he echoed’; “is there any joy in the cross?”

But, even as he spoke, the clouds began to break and dis-
appear, leaving the sky one sea of pure ethereal light. Brighter
it grew, till he scarce could bear it, when suddenly a broad ray
of dazzling light flashed down to the very foot of the cross. He
raised his hand with a gesture of pain, but let it fall as a voice
beside him whispered, “This is the joy.” Up from the cross
thronged an innumerable host—martyrs, with blood-stained gar-
ments ; crusaders, kings, and hoary-headed saints, with glory
shining round their brows; stalwart men, women, and fair-haired
girls; little children, uplifting stainless hands! On they pressed,
and down from the gleamipg heavens swept a countless myriad
of radiant white-winged angels—met and mingled, and from

their midst arose the glad, triumphant shout, “Lift up your
36 '



546 Canadian Methodist Magazine.

heads, O ve gates; and be ye lift up, ye everlasting doors; and
the King of Glory shall come in.”

“ Who is this King of Glory ?” came floating down from the
crystal waves of light; and back swelled the jubilant, exultant
answer, “ The Lord of Hosts. Thanks be to God, which giveth
us the victory, through our Lord Jesus Christ, who for the joy
that was set before Him endured the cross, despising the shame.
He is the King of Glory ! ” :

The spell of silence was broken. Up the Pretorium steps
thronged the infuriated rabble. Swords flashed in the golden

- light, and the air rang with curses, and imprecations loud and
deep. Cries of “Crucify Him! crucify Him!” “His blood be on
us and on our children!” mingled with the distant Hallelujahs,
and in the wild confusion Ericson started up, every nerve thrill-
ing with excitement.

The clock on the mantel was striking two, and the seal of
night’s solemn silence lay upon the land. He looked round the
room, for a moment bewildered by the sudden change from noisy
turbulence to utter quiet and repose. Going to the window, he
threw it open, and leaned out. London was asleep, and all was
hushed and still. Suddenly the echoes of the deserted street
were awakened by approaching footsteps. They came nearer—

.passed ; four men, with a heavy hurden, Accustomed to such
sights, Ericson knew its meaning, and taking his hat, followed to
the hospital,

Down the long corridor, in obedience to the summons, came
the students in residence—some anxious to witness a fresh
triumph of science, some grumbling and shivering in the cool
night.air; but once in the operating theatre, all were silent,
watchful, alert.

It was a strange case; the man—a pointsman on the line—
had caught his left foot in the points, and to save his life had
been forced to throw himself in a peculiar position, holding to
the rail with his right hand, over which, and the left foot, the
train had passed.

In a short time all that science could effect was done, and he
was removed to one of the wards. .Ericson stood by the bed,
looking down upon the unconscious sufferer with dreamy eyes.
How long he had been there he had no idea, when he was aroused
and brought back to the present by the entrance of a woman
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Kneeling down by the bed, she burst into a paroxysm of almost
noiseless, hysterical sobs. The man’s wounded arm was lying
outside the coverlet, and again and again she pressed her lips
lightly to the bandages.

“ Hush!” said Ericson gently; “you will disturb him.”

“Qh, sir!” she cried, “ will he die ?”

The sound of her voice aroused the slumbering consciousness,
and slowly and feebly drawing his left hand from under the:
clothes, the poor fellow stretched it towards her, murmuring, in
broken gasps, “I can grasp—you—with this—yet—my darling.”

She broke again into a convulsive sob, but immediately
checked it, and laid her head on the pillow. From time to time
she touched the bronzed face with her lips, and murmured low
words which Ericson could not hear. A restless curiosity seized
him to know what she was saying—what comfort she could give
at such a time—if God were there. Stepping noiselessly round,
he stood unnoticed by her side.

“T know the pain is hard to bear John—dreadfully hard! but
God knows; He will help you.”

A long interval of silence, .

“Dear husband, think of His love—how He suffered on Calvary}
He won’t desert you now. He is Aere!”

That old story of the Cross, would it never lose its power?
Was that one atonement to stand throughout the ages? As
years rolled by would it ever shed its radiant light ?

Every fibre in Ericson’s being thrilled with a new, strange
feeliyg. Was this the God from whom he had proudly stood
aloof—this God, whose resistless tide of love had swept through-
out the length and breadth of the land, claiming all mankind as
blood-bought heirs to His own glorious kingdom ?  For the first
time in his life he saw God as He really was. The Divine
Fatherhood was no longer an inscrutable enigma, and his whole
nature throbbed with the glad, exultant consciousness—¢God s
love.” “I claim my sonship! Am I not Thine own? I give
Thee my allegiance, Father.” The word was spoken, and with it
his heart bowed in reverence and love. The scales had fallen.
An inheritor of the kingdom he stood on God’s earth—no longer
an alien from the sacred commonwealth, but an acknowledged
son of the Father. The weary, restless longing for a grasp of
eternal truth was satisfied at last, and God stood revealed in the
beauty of His holiness. -
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But with all the exultation came saddening mewries of the
past—memories of men whom he had seen die, without speaking
one word of the great -Atonement; men whom his example had
stimulated to a more complete and reckless disregard of God’s
laws; and he bowed his head in deep humility. “The wrong I
have done can never be undone! Father, my future is in Thy
hands; teach me what Thou wouldst have me to do. O,
remember not past years!”

“ When God forgives, He forgets.”” Where had he heard it°
Ah, he remembered—on the night of Roper’s death, and then
with a sudden rush came the preacher’s words, “And while Le
was yet a great way off’ his father saw him, and had compassion,
and ran, and fell on his neck, and kissed him.” Such is the
Father’s forgiveness !

BECALMED.

BECALMED upon the sea of thought
Still unattained the land it sought,
My mind, with loosely hanging sails,
Lies waiting the auspicious gales.

On either side, behind, before, -
The ocean stretches like a floor, —
A level floor of amethyst,

Crowned by a golden dome of mist.

Blow, breath of inspiration, blow !
Shake and uplift this golden glow !
And fill tne canvas of the mind !
With wafts of thy celestial wind,

Blow, breath of song! until I feel
The straining sail, the lifting keel,
The life of the awakening sea,

Its motion and its mystery.

<~




( 549 )

LABRADOR AND ITS MISSIONS.
BY CYRIL.

WE have often thought that a professional writer, with the aid
of his sketch-book, might present a very readable article on
Labrador to the readers of any one of the many periodicals that
now cater for the public benefit. If romantic scenery and thrill-
ing adventures on land and sea would furnish material for such
an article, then there is enough and to spare in Labrador. As it
is not within the scope of this paper to furnish the reader witha
description of the Alpine scenery found where icebergs are being
continually made and lauanched into the broad Atlantic, and
where the seal, walrus, bear, and whale revel in undisturbed soli-
tude, we leave the subject, however tempting, to more practiced
£ns.
p Among labrador missions and missionaries, the Moravians
chim our first attention, They were the first to attempt the
work of Christianizing the Esquimaux. At the onset Pastor T. C.
Erhardt was killed by the natives, and it was not until 1771 that
the Moravians succeeded in establishing the station at Nain; in
the ten following years, Okak and Hopedale were founded.
Many difficulties were encountered, as the natives were of a
roving and thriftless disposition. Eventually a very extensive
revival took place, and Christianity became the religion of the
Esquimaux ; for the natives living north of Hopedale, Hebrou was
founded ; a few pagans north of that remained, and in 1871
Rama was established for their benefit. Famine and disease has
done mvch to lessen the population. In 1870 the numbers were:
Nain, 239 ; Okak, 339 ; Hopedale, 250 ; Hebron, 219; and Zoar
109 souls ; the number of missionaries and attendants were 45.
The number Js less than ever to-day. It has long since been
found neqessb;&for the missionaries to take charae of the tem-
poral welfaye of the natives, owing in part to theu thriftlessness
which often’ involved them in huncer and sometimes famine,
wd also because of the introduction of liquor and other injurious
atticles by traders and fishermen from America.

At present this northern portion of Labrador presents a wide
contrast tq,,‘t}xe southern section, where the destitution of churches




550 Canadian Methodist Maguzine.

and schools is well nigh complete. Among the Moravian sett]e.
ments there is every evidence of Christian teaching. Churchesang
schools with their concomitants are found; Bibles, bymn-books
and other literature, in the native tongue, are circulated among
the natives. It is refreshing to hear the melodies of Sankeys
tunes sung to their own hymns. Their services are conducted
with the utmost decorum—the men sitfing on one side, the
women on the other—and all joining in the service with a devo.
tion, earnestness and heartiness that would rejoice the soul of
any Methodist, Such a state of things is a lasting monument
to the zeal and love of the missionaries who have devoted thejr
lives to the preaching the Gospel on such a desolate shore,
amidst so many privations and discomforts. Nor do the Mora-
vians confine their attention to the natives solely ; in the summer
season the spiritual wants of the fishermen who visit that part
are thought of, tracts and books are distributed in abundance,
Bibles are sold, and every Sabbath divine services are heldin the
English tongue for the especial benefit of the fishermen. Thusit
is that these God-fearing men are scattering the seed of the king-
dom, and, as we can testify, in some cases not in vain.

We have already hinted concerning the lack of such religious
privileges on the southern part of Labrador. The settler. on this
section are mostly Newfoundlanders who have been drawn by
commercial interests to the many trading-posts established on
the coast. Around these have gathered quite a number who
found 1t difficult to gain a livelihood on the Island of Newfound-
land, owing to repeated failures in the fisheries. So we find
scores of families driven by stern necessity to this bleak and
barren coast—deprived of nearly every mark of Christianity, if
not of civilization. There are hundreds of children who never
saw either a school or church. But the reader must not think
that everybody has neglected them, for Ronianism and Ritualism
have left their footprints in many places. The writer has met
with men and women who were cradled in Methodism, but, owing
to the absence of a minister, the Romish priest baptized their
children, and that was soon succeeded by the parents being alo
baptized. Intermarriage is another gate through which many
have left the Church of their fathers, Here is a case wher
Methodism has been napping and the encmy sowing taves

For a number of years the coast, in the summer season, ¥
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- visited by a minister, as long as he could be spared, from one
of the Newfoundland circuits; but such a mode of working has
long since been pronounced to be both unsatisfactory and in-
safficient.  For the past five years a Methodist missionary
has been stationed at Red Bay, in the Straits of Belle Isle.
Westward of Ped Bay there is a coast of about filty or sixty
miles including a large number of settlements, large and small.
The permanent settlers on this coast are numerous, and in the
summer months greatly augmented by the fishermen who resort
thither from different parts. But, unfortunately for the Red Bay
Mission, the missionary is expected to cruise the Labrador coast
porthward in the summer months, involving a a voyage of several
hundreds of miles, visiting hundreds of harbours and coves. Tt
is gratifying to those who have laboured there in the past—and
to others—to know that the mission boat will greatly facilitate
the labours of the missionary, and the generous grant of the
General Board of Missions towards working this boat has greatly
helped this work. The missionary-can now take with him a good
stock of books, papers, and tracts, and he needs a cargo of them
to distribute among the thousands he meets with on that cosst.
Moreover, he now has a home of his own whenever he visits any
of the many harbours where there is scarcely a house fit to dwell
in. It is worthy of remark that the Red Bay Mission fulfils
the most sanguine hopes of all who have taken an interest in it,
and the Missionary Committee has been receiving urgent requests
that & man might be stationed at a port further north—an event
that must soon take place.

The work of a missionary consists in visiting from house to
bouse and holding preaching services wherever he can. And
this house to house work has brought to our notice some of
the saddest and most heart-rending scenes. We find again and
again families where the Word of God is not only never read,
but there is not a copy of it to be found. We remember
going into a house and asking for a Bible, in order to read a por-
tion; the good wife brought, out of box, a book carefully wrapped
inatinen cloth, supposing it was the sacred Word. Upon teking
it we discovered it was a novel. The story was soon told;
the poor woman had saved a shilling or two, and weut on board
a Halifax tender to buy a Bible; the rascal there took the money
aud gave her the novel for a Bible. Not knowing any better, the
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woman kept it in her box for use whenever any one would coye
along to read the Bible for her. Upon another occasion e
remember entering a house; the mother was pacing the flooy iy
great distress, two lovely little children lying asleep, and ty,
others, older, were playing with some boards. On the dresser g4
an open Bible. The mother’sstory was this: she had been brough
up religiously in her home in Carbonear, Newfoundland; attende,
day and Sabbath-school, was converted to God, but in later years
fell away; “and,” said she, “here I am trying to rear tliese dear
children where there is neither school nor church, nor any
kind of meeting, and where the Sabbath is not observed Ly
by drinking and carousing.” Who would not sympathize wit,
her! And there are hundreds of such cases to be seen on the
Labrador coast. '

In addition to the regular settlers, who are increasing in nup-
bers every year, there is the innumerable company of fishing
craft that resort to the Labrador fishery. It is not until one hag
been among them, going from harbour to harbour, that we realiz.
w hat a mass of humanity—men, women, and children—is aflat
in those vessels. You will meet with almost every nationiality
and creed under the sun, Among the sailors we find men why
have preached the Gospel, but have—to use the words of one
of them—gone to the dogs;” young men are found there why
ran away from home, and now find sailor-life is not all sua-
shine. At the close of a service we held on the deck of ag
American schooner, a fair-haired young lad came to shake hauds
with us, the tears were running down his cheeks. “It makes
me think of home, sir,” said he; “ my mother is a class-leader in
the Old Country.” A few days after that this lad of many
prayers and tears gave lis heart to God, and asked us to
write home and tell the news. Another time v.e went aboard
an American fishing craft. The crew was gone, the captain was
alone. He told his story; he had lost much money, aud now was
going home without fish, and ruin was inevitable. The poor fellow
was in great distress. We talked, read the Bible, and prajel
with him; he seemed relieved. Afterward we heard, from his wife,
that when he went aboard he was meditatiog suicide. Our visit
saved him. He had been a godly man once ; success in money-
getting led him astray, now loss was driving him to despair.
Eventuaily he gave his heart to God, and the words we read and
spoke had something to do with his change of life.
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In the foregoing incidents we have given but a poor idea of the
kind and amount of work to be accomplished by a regularly.
statroned missionary on Labrador. It is worthy of remark, that
on some of our Newfoundland Circuits after a revival, it is
fornd necessary to keep the new converts “on trial” for at
least one summer, to see if they survive the temptations
of the Labrador fishing voyage. Nor can we wonder it is
w,when we know what a life these people wust lead during
the summer months, without any means of grace. The stationing
of a missionary on the coast would, in a great measure, counter-
act the adverse influences brought to bear upon our Church
members, young and old.

Our space is well-nigh spent and our story not half told. We
" would fain say a few words concerning the necessity of not
counting the Labrador among domestic missions. The cost of
living, and the wear and tear of clothing, with the entirely mis-
sionary character of the work entitles this section of our work, to
all the consideration that the Indian Missions have. There are
men in the Newfoundland Conference who have toiled hard iun this
sphere ot Iabour, and have come back with a erushing deficiency.
The results of their work cannot be tabulated as in most other
cases; it is purely a work of faith and labour of love, but none
the less urgent. God has owned and honoured this werk by the

| presence of His Holy Spirit. Sometimes on the crowded deck of

a fishinyg smack, or in a rude fishing stage, or in a sod house with
~arce light enough to see the sacred page, stalwart men have
bowed in penitence at the cross of Jesus, men who before led
sinful lives have arisen from their knees saying, “ By God’s grace
I'willlive a better hfe. Pray for me.” Many a time when nearly
% :ornout with toil and exposure, seeing the tears coursing down
M the cheeks of weather-beaten faces has enabled us to thank God
f «d take courage. And though it was not our privilege to
preach in costly churches but glad to wet a pulpit and congrega-

BB .o anywhere we have rejoiced in the thought that we were

1

O lig something towards rearing that spiritual temple that

will endure through eternal ages.
Hearls' Content, Newfoundiand.
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THE WOMAN QUESTION.

BY REV. J. R. JAQUES, D.D.,, PH.D.,
President of Albert University, Belloviile,

IN theory, the argument for Woman's Suffrage, begmmnn
with the .a0st simple and self-evident principles, ascends t g
the height of an infinite argument. The logicis all on the side of
the reformers. No one can long w1thstand a well-armed womay
suffragist. All the weapons of the armoury of Truth are at
the disposal of the champion of Woman’s Suffrage. But wit)
all this power of truth on its side, the cause still meets many
prejudices and hinderances, some of which it may be wel] ¢
cousider. 1

1. The furious zeal of certain unwomanly women, who would
retard any cause they might advocate, has been a great obstace
to this reform.

It is the misfortune of all moral, political, and Church
reforms, to be always well-nigh wrecked at the outset by a
certain kind of advocates, who are personally and constitu-
tionally offensive. These persons, by a fell fate, or by thir §
perverse nature, thrust themselves forward as the self-appointel §
champions of every good reform in Church or State—an,
provoking opposition to their unbearable words and ways, the
soon turn the opposition against the reform itself. It were boiter §
for the cause if all such persons were on the other side—fn §
they would help to scatter and disorganize all oppositiunto th: g
good cause. :

The Woman Suffrage movement has need of much it &
energy to survive the killing effect of some of its earlier foni- §
nine advocates. Daniel Webster is said to have affirmed that &
Christianity proved itself something more than human ty bear- §
ing the ordeal of being preached out of the old fashioned high ¥
pulpits which would kill any lawyer’s pleading or anythin; ¥
less than the Gospel. We may say with equal propriety th 3
the Woman Suffrage Reform shows its inherent immortality, §
by living on in spite of its bad treatment by mischievous Bf

advocates. =
2. Another hinderance of this reform has been the vage &
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suspicion that it means the elevation of political life above
Jmestic life in usefulness and dignity. But surely no real
friend of this reform will exalt political life by degrading
domestic life. Political life has a dignity and grandeur all its
own, and needs not the petty expedient of belittling domestic
life. That cause is surely a bad cause that needs to be built
up on the ridicule or ruin of domestic life. Granted that
political life is woman’s true sphere. So is domestic life
woman’s true sphere. There need be no controversy with those
who exalt the throne of woman in the home. Woman is not seek-
ipg & throne when she seeks to exereise her God-given powers
BB iside of the home, She has a throne of royalty in the home,
8 ond is never more queenly than when on that throne. But
b there is & province outside the home which ought to feel the
power of that throne.

If she has a sphere in the home, that sphere is but a hemis-
- phere—and her mighty sceptre is needed in the realm of
R pilities to tranquilize the tumult of masculine passion. If
B8 oman were in danger of being won away from the empire of
BN home, by going to deposit & vote or to hold an office for which
ROE e micht be fit, it wevre better that the advocates of Woman’s
B sufitage were drowned in the depths of the sea.

I I this reform cannot be effected without bringing contempt

% o the beauties and duties of wifehood and motherhood, then
BB i were better that it remain in the realm of dire dreams.

BB e have no rhetoric to describe the woes that await our

[ 1icd land when contempt of the high sanctity of home shall

B b iashionable. Bub the true friends of this movement spurn

BB «uch arguments and such championship. Heaven only knows
JRl Low much the sacred cause of truth has been wounded by such

¥ dvocatesin Church and State. Not because woman loves home
BB |css, but because she loves it more—she would and should use
DR : troad shield of suffrage to guard the sanctity of that
S ome.

B Another hinderance of this cause is the false fear that the

¥ coitanchisement of woman will force woman to vote or hold

Ry lice.

g [fgiving woman freedom to vote shall make her a slave to

Bl vting or to office, it would be freedom but in name. When
@ tis reform is effected, woman can vote or not, just as her taste
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or sense of duty or the circumstances may seem to dictate. [
would be a dark day in the history of our country if wopgy,
should generally seek civil office. If office-seeking has beeyy,
the bane of men, it might soon become the worse bane of
women. It is time to have done with all this feverish thirst f,;
the brief honour of civil office. It is time that men learn thagy,
be out of office and yet worthy of office, is better than to Iy
office unworthily, that it is better that people wonder why
are not in office than to wonder why we are in office; in shoq,
that it is better to be right than to be Prime Minister.

Now, while most women have not the taste for judicial
legislative, or exccutive office, therc are some that have the taye,
and when their fellow-citizens decide by vote, that they have
not only the taste, but the most eminent talent for such uffie,
I claim that no earthly competitor has the right to take that
woman’s throne, if he has no other qualification than that he
isnota woman. Thisis our position. Believing that the greatest ]
disaster would be the general rush of our women int politics,
we also believe it is a crime to deny woman the right to vote
or hold office when she is moved by good sense and conscience
to speak, vote, or act, for the good or salvation of her country,

1. The right of franchise will be a culture to woman.

With all the objectionable features of political campaigns and
political life—and they are many—political life stimulates @
thought, and is a kind of culture that is not to be despised,
While no one can measure the moral degradation caused by the
slang and slander of the political press and platform, no onc e §
measure the mental discipline—the awakening of mind—that §
our political life generates. Many of the questions of ciril
government are adapted to interest, develop and exalt the
human mind. They call the mind away from the selfish cares
of our narrow lives, and turn the attention to distant and
national interests—Ilifting men from the little toward the §
sublime—from the petty, personal interests, to grand and §§
patriotic duties. Now, if this is a culture for man, it is oo J8
less a culfure of women. R

But it may be replied that woman, without suffrage, is frv |
tu study these great political questions, and zain all the el §
ture she may need. Very true; but do men study intricate ™ S8
jects or details of business or science in which they e B
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expect to bear a personal part?  Now in this culture—this

hoadening of woman's view—is one of the great benefits of

woman'’s enfranchisement. The lowest level of woman which
we propose to contemplate at this time, is the fashionable
womah—the woman who aims at nothing more than to be

(dmired, or noticed. The typical woman of our watering-

places or lorge city hotels, is perhaps the most pitiful specimen

o the merely fashionable woman. The chief end of such a

soman is to dress so as to tease the most women and stun the
post men, These are the idle, vain, light-headed, jealous, silly
somen, without literary culture or noble aspirations. These
ae the fruit of quickly-gotten gold and hotel life—where
soman is waited upon till she degenerates into helplessness,
istlessness and littleness,

Dr. Holland, in a magazire article, proposed to remedy or
prevent this disaster to our women, by “universal house-
keping.” We accept the suggestion with one amendment :
‘Universal house-keeping and universal fuffrage.”

We admit the beautiful, bracing effect of domestic life on
wonan, in giving her a routine of duty—something to think of
lsides dress and display. Home contains all the elements of
lappiness—if happiness has been correctly defined as “some-
thing to love, something to do, and something to hope for.”

But side by side with all this refining process of home duty,
there is & belittling process that soon begins to appear And
fte home—though jewelled with radiant love—becomes a
pisan for the intellect. For a prison is a prison still, though
pmished with jewels—and bonds are bonds though their links
kof love. And thus it comes to pass that this charmed home,
fitured by poets and praised by philanthropists, is not free
fum the narrowing effects of some of the masculine callings or
aployments that bind the soul in the siavish chains of routine
ad the prison-house of drudgery.

The routine of necessary domestic duties, with all its boasted
bauty, becomes dwarfing to the mind—not because it is a
nutine of degrading duties, but because it is a routine. It is
wdisgrace to work worthily in the kitchen, but it is a disgrace
tabave no thought higher than the kitchen. And yet this is
the precise condition toward which some of "our busiest and
Y4 housewives are tending. The serpent of care gradually
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throws its folds about the mind, till, under the pressure of g
complex civilization, the mind yields its very life. Becayge
ambition and interest in the great world outside of the pre-
cinets of home have been killed by these little cares, Diauy
minds stagnate and shrivel into dwarfishness.

We welcome hen any reform that shall turn the gaze of gy §#
women from this narrow life of home to the great interest, o &
coantry and humanity. While we would give the first place
to the high ministries of charity and religion, we would not §
despise a due attention to civil science and service as a powerfy] §
mode of counteracting the narrowing tendency of daily routine §
And this grand outlook toward national and general interests, &3
rather than unfitting the mind for home, will give new pover &8
and new zest for home life.

2, Women will elevate the moral tone of politics. ,

No one will deny that we need some refining influence in our
politics. No intelligent man can fail to see, and no candid man
fail to confess, that our political arena is fast becoming 3 very
cesspool of slander and sin. The political paper is an American
institution, but it is an institution that certainly does rot re
flect the average American moral sentiment.

This demoralization of the political rostrum and press has
become not only an evil, but a nuisance which it is hich
time to abate. Now, ungrateful as may be the task for our
women, we verily believe their influence alone can rescue our JE
politics from this atmosphere of falsehinod. We deny that
that there is anything degrading in the study of political
science and political life. INothing outside of the grand
themes of the pulpit can equal the great science of civl
government 1 inspiring and eleveting the humaen mind
Legitimate political discussion is too pure and lofty and me-
mentous to be dragged down into the realm of ribaldry and
vulgarity. Things that are said at many of our politia! §
meetings, and in some political newspapers, no gentle..sn §
would say in the presence of a company of ladies. Andl- §
cause of this majesty that Gocd hes given to woman to av §
into silence the prating tongue of ribaldry and profanity §
we need the woman to rescue cur politics from itc degeners- ¥
tion, and, as the priestess of purity, to teach v a moe g
excellent way. :
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3, But not only can woman improve the politics of our
country—in the ordinary sense of the term “polifics "—but
Jhe is capable of improving the legislation of our country.

We need the womanly element in our legislation. Woman’s
high moral sentiment needs to be infused into our laws.
The Divine side of humanity, which is brightest and best in
soman, is needed in our legislation to save us from atheis-
tcal darkness. If there were more of woman’s voting in our
M loislative halls, there would be less of woman’s wailing in
R .ur desolate homes.

B 4+ But Woman's Suffrage is demacrded in the august name

Jf Justice.

The right to be and to do whatever is possible {o an immortal
mind is a supreme and inalienable right. Who will dare to
W oot barriexs to the progress of & human mind that reaches

I8 .utafter the infinite? Who will dare to say: “Thus far and
| oo facther 27

THE CROSS OF CONSTANTINE.

“Conquer in this !’ rot unto thee alone
The vision spake, imperial Constantine !
Nor presage only of an earthly throne
Blazed in mid-heaven the consecrated sig .
Through the unmeasured tract of coming time
The mystic Cross doth with soft lustre glow,
And speaks through every age, in every clime,
To every slave of sin and child of woe.

% Conquer in this ! >—Strong in thy Saviour’s might,

When bursts the morning of a brighter day,

Rise Christian victor in the glorious fight,
Arise, 1ejoicing, from thy cell of clay !

The Cross, which led thee scathless thro’ the gloom,
Shallin that hour heaven’s royal banner be ;

Thou hast o’ercome the world, the flesh, the tomb ;
Triumph in Him who died and rose for thee.

—FLORA HASTINGS.
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THE HIGHER LIFE.

THE FINAL TRIUMPH.
BY THE REV. THO0S. CLEWORTH.

Suggested by reading the memorial of Wm, T. Mason, in the April numbe; of
the CANADIAN METHODIST MAGAZINE.

‘“ FOREVER on His throne,”
Co-heir in Jesu’s rest !

Knowing as thou thyself art known,
At home among the blest.

“Yes, we are monarchs now,”
Watchword of endless lite !

The light of God impearls thy brow,
Once foremost in the strife.

“ He gives the victor'’s crown!”
‘Who bought it ou the tree,

For thee His precious life laid down,
Has given the victory .

“Forever bless His name,”
By whom the crown is won !
His sirength is evermore the same
Whan mortal strength is gone.

% Our Lord regards His own,”

He guides through Death’s dark shade ;—
And he who trust. in Christ alone

Shall never be dismaycd.

* They leap not in the dark,
But into glorious day !”

On wings of praise, the vital spark,
Speeds on its shining way.

Te Deunt's lofty notes*
Rise into nigher song ;

Hark ! how the grander music floats
O’er all the heavenly throng!

* Mr. Mason died soon after singing the Te Deum. The amen of thatgn:l 38
anthem of the church mulitaut was to him the key-note of the higher anthene
the chuteh triumphant.  Words within signs of quotations are verbal expressis 8
of Mr. Mason on Jis death-bed.
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Earth’s harmonies are poor;
Her music is too low ;

But thou hast gain’d the upper shore,
Sublimest sounds to know.

¢ AMEN,” to songs of praise!
True songs are spirit-wings

By which we rise to higher lays,
Attuned on perfect strings !

THE FAITHFULNESS OF CHRIST.
BY THE REV. THOS, CLEWORTH.

A Christian cannot think too much of the Saviour’s faithful-
G gess, seeing that the steadfastness of His people is connecied
b with the remembrance of His endurance for us. He who en-
BB® dured for us gives us the promise of His grace. Reliance upon
B His word has in it the power of conquest. He who casts his
&% whole being upon the truth and fidelity of Jesus his Lord exults
e v o conscious redemption aceording to Christ’s own word.
B Simple personal credence in the Gospel message brings life and
S oser into the souls of men. New hopes, new desires, new as-
OB [inations, new fruits, are the grand results of that life-giving
g Gith. This blessed change springs from positive union with
.8 (hrist who dwells in all His saints as the inspirer of their hopes,
IR (e animator of their desires, the quickener of their aspirations,
[ .11 the soul of all their labours, New sympathies are also
B :vakened in the breast, and new concolations are revealed. The
B ioved soul is conscious of the fact that Christ Jesus is ever
R tuched with tenderest love for His own—that He loves His
8 :ople with an eternal love. This consciousness fills them with
‘ Joy.even in the tribulations of life ; hence the patience of God’s

R litt—their triumphant experience of Divine power perfected

U i their weakness, and their jubilant hope which leads them to

O :\:1y in reproaches for Christ.

8 Our Saviour who delivers us from the chain of our sins is He

B <t bhallows all our spirit’s powers. He is our protection against

RO L cur enemies, and our helper in all our distresses. He will

it leave His own, for He is pledged to their succour, even in
3
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their utter helplessness. He performs in us His good work,
sustains us in conflict, covers us in danger, or bears us up a5 gy
angel wings, and makes us meet—even through consecrateq
pains—tu soe the brightening glory of His face. How oftey
our fears He comes and looks all our fears away. His favour i
the glory of life. In its consciousness our sorrow takes wine
and we exult in the peace of God—a peace which, like the r:.
sistless waters of the mighty river, sweeps the opposing forees
away. How truly blessed are all who, resting upon their Savigurs
faithfulness, prove His love and power to save even uuto il
uttermost. Such have abundant reason to sing in the words of
our peerless Christian poet :—

¢ To Thy blessed will resigned,
And stayed on that alone,
I Thy perfect stiength shall find,
Thy faithful mercies own ;
Compassed round with songs of praise,
My all to my Redeemer give,
Spread Thy miracles of grace,
Aud to Thy glory live.”

FuLL AsSURANCE. ]

In 1866 an operator at Valentia sat at the end of the lioken
cable while search was made for the other end in the depthsif -
the Atlantic. While he was, at midnight, intenily watching the J§
delicate magnet disturbed by the influence of the sea, sudden)y M
the tiny spot of light flashed out the words, “God save the §8
Queen.” How many wmetaphysicians, as great as Stuart i) 2
would it take to prove to that operator that this message was not
from the other world, mind answering to raind in clear, majestc 28
thoughs, but that it was a lucky combination of the incoherert i
pulsations of the sea? Just as many such philosophers willi
require to prove to the new-born soul that the “ Abba Fauw,
suddenly resounding in his soul, originates in the depths of bis §
own nature, and that it is not the voice of Him who sitteth oo |§
the throne above and sends down assurances of pardon and adey
tion to penitent believers below.—Dr. Daniel Stecle.

You can’t judge the inside by the outside. As with a watd,
so with 2 man; good works may be hidden in a very comm2
case.
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CURRENT TOFICS AND EVENTS.

THE CRISES OF THE UNION
MOVEMENT.

Upon the Annual Conferences
pow about to meet rest the gravest
re>ponsibiluies. Their action shall
decide whether the present earnest
etiort to secure Methodist Union in
Canada shall be a success or shall
be a failure.  Already the Quar-
werly Meetings throughout the entire
Connexion have pronounced by an
oerwhelming majority—~nearly ten
10 one—in favour of union upon the
proposed basis.  Will the Confer-
ences block this movement? We
smeerely hope that the» will not.  If
they do, on what grounds will they
jastify their act belore the Christian
conmunity of this land and of other
lands? As ont of the most thought-
fal minds in our Church has said,
“We may feel assured that no plan
can be suggested against which
some objections will not exist and be
swongly urged, especially by men
who look on little yuestions of offi-
cial precedence as of more moraent
thana United Methodism.” ¥ill such
questions of official precedence jus-
ufv the rejection of this measure?
Will the proposed presence of lay-
men in the Annual Conferences, or
the propnsed proportion of laymen,
or the aleged ditficulty of billeting
the Conferences jusnfy its rejection ¢
Will any technical objections to the
mode 1 which the overwhelming ex-
vression of opinton of the laity of the
<aurch has been ascertained justify
ws rgection? Yet it seems to us
ttatmost of the objections alleged
agnst it fall under one ¢ sther of
these heads,

And of this basis be re,ec.zd, are
we likely to have one which will be
more acceptable to the contracting
patties? If the concessions of the
other parties to the basis be rejecied
are they likely to offer morei—are
they kely to offer as much again?

1f the present auspicious oppoitunity
be allowed to pass, what ground
have we to hope that one more
favourable—or as favourable—will
ever again occur?  Shall we incur
the risk of perpetuating for all time
in this land a divided Methodism,
with its rivalries, its estrange-
ments, its waste of power, when
we might consolidate our resources
at home and carry augmented
strength into mission work abroad?
Are the opponents of this measure,
however sincere and honest in their
convictions, willing to go down to
history as baving thwarted such a
widely and stiongly expressed desire
for the unification of Candian Meth-
odism ? Is there not greater danger
in the rejection of the basis than in
its acceptance ? Wil not the opera-
tions of our Church be pmalyzed
and all its interests imperiled by
refusal te comply with the solemnly
vecorded verdict of nearly nine-
tenths of its Quarterly Official
Boards?

When every Methodist paper in
Ciristendom, so far as we know, and
we see the most of them, has
strongly commended thismovement;
and whe + most of the great secular
papers both at home and abroad
have expressed their hearty sympa-
thy with 1t, we shall not, we bope, be
condemned for expressing in these
pages the intense convictions of our
soul. With the light that we have,
be 1 little or much, and with the
best thought that we can give to the
subject, we record our solemn belief
that it would be the greatest disaster
which ever befelt Methodism in this
land if the proposed basis of union
should be rejected. Is it not time
that the waste of men and mcney
recuired to keep Canadian Meth-
ouists apart ohzuld cease ?

The gaze of Christendom is upon
us. Methodism at the Antipodes
js watching ouracts in the hope that
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we may present an example for imita-
tion in those far-off lands. We may
give an 1impetus to Methouist union
i New Zealand, in Tasmania, in
Austraha, ay, even in Old England
herselt—the mother of us all—or we
may declare that our differences are
irreconcilable and so weaken the
hands of the friends of union
throughout the world.

Even the Conservative old et
odist Recorder (London, England)
writes thus on the subject :—

“ Methodism shares with Presby-
teriamism the honour of having been
the first to carry the new spirit of
concihation and brotherhood into
defimite practice. The Primitive
Wesleyans of Ireland have united
with the Irish branch qf our own
communion, to the immense advan-
tage of ait concerned. There has
already been a most important amal-
gamation of Methodist Churches in
Canada, and now, there is an actual
prospect 1n that great Dominion of
the most important Methodist re-
unton that the world has yet seen.
The various sections of the English
and the Amencan Msthodist
Churches in Canada have pro-
visionally agreed to a scheme of
union that will consohidate them all
mto one mighty Church, extending
from the Atuantic to the Pacitic
coast. Even the question of the
episcopacy has not been found to be
an nsuperable difficulty. An ingen-
1ous and rational compromise has
brought Canadian unijon within the
range of practical ecclesiastical
policy.”

Are there—in view of the vast
interests, extending through all time
and through all eternity, which are
mvolved—are there reasons which
will justify the disappointment of
those expectations abroad, or of the
high hopes and ardent prayers of
multitudes at home?

The Recorder goes on to argue in
favour of Methodist union in the
motherland and says—* One thing
1s certain ; At present Methodism
in small towns, and above all in
villages, i1s most painfully cippled
and even paralyzed by the existence
of two, or even more, Methodist
chapels where only one could really
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flourish, Itis certain that at a time
when superstition and infidelity are
making immense efforts Methodism
ought to present a united front 1o
both foes and do her utmost 1o re.
move any removable cause of inte;.
nal weakness. Thoughtful Christian
men of all the Methodist com.
munions could not give their atten.
tion too earnestly or too prayerfully
to this momentous subject” [f
these words be true of Methodism
amid the crowded populations withip
a narrow area of Great Britain, they
apply with ten-fold force to the
scattered villages of Old Canada,
and with a hundred-fold force to the
sparse population of the New Cana-
da of the great North-West.

As an illustration of the estimate
which is formed by impartial cb.
servers of the objections to union
which to some among us appear
as insuperable, we quote the fol.
lowing paragraph from the Wes
leyan Christian Advocate of Macon,
Georgia—* We have been struck
with one fact, viz : the more hotiy a
few persons among them have con-
tended for the impracticabiity of
union, the smaller have appeared
reasons against it. It is possiblefor
parties to a controversy to magnfy
differences which seem small to
disinterested persons at a distance.”

Perhaps after the lapse of a few
years, or from th2 vantage groundof
the future life, we may look back
with similar surprise to the reasons
which are urged to keep the Meth-
odists of Canada apart.

OUR PROGESS AND PRUSPECTS.

We are happy to announce thatat
no period since this Magazine was
established has it exhibited such
progress as during the present year,
During the last six ronths the -
crease of subscribers has been over
six hundred ; and this 1s in addition
to a steady increase for several years
past. We trust that this rate of -
crease may continue dunng the
current year and for years to come
We can confidently announce that
for some time to come at least, any
profits which may accrue shaltbe
expended in improving the character




and enbancing the value of the
Magazine.

The list of contributors for the
present year is the strongest, we
thnk, ever announced for any Cana-
dan Magazine. We have had in
every case the written promise of
these contributors beforeannouncing
thewwnames. They embrace such dis-
tinguished writers as Prof. Goldwin
smith, the Presidents ot Toronto,
Yictoria, Albert, McGill, Sackville,
and Princeton Universities, and Pro-
fessors of several of these institu-
tons; Drs. Douglas, Jeffers, Williams,
Sutherland, Burwash, Burns, Ste-
venson, Bishop Carman, . C. Antliff,
I 1. ] Nou, and sevcral others of

" the foremost writers of the different
branches of the Methodist Church
in Canada. )
Among the features of special inter-
estinthe XV 111th Volume, which be-
ams with the July number, will be two
or more papers on © The Last Forty
Years, or Canada since the Union of
1841,° with numerous handsome
foll-page 1llustrations. Several of
these will possess unique interest as
being enzraved from drawings by
H R. H. the PRINCESS LOUISE.
They are exquisite engravings of
Quebec and its vicinity, and will be
accompanied by a fine poem on
the ancient capital vy the Marquis
of Lome. These pictures and poem
will be an admirable sonwvenzr of the
Governor General and Her Royal
Highness who are soon about to take
[ ther departure from among us. We
| confidently expect, also, through the
g caurtesy of the Hon. J. H. Pope,
Minister of Agriculture for the Do-
mmion, to present a series of fine
agravings with descriptive letter-
press, illustrative of the picturesque
g features of its principal provinces,
R od especially of the great North-
West to which attention is being
B < conspicuously directed. Several
B cther illustrated articles of ‘much
iterest will be given as ¢ THE
RovsL PALACES OF ENGLAND, “AT
Houe v Fiji,” * 1TALIAN Pic-
REs,” e.c., and six concluding

papers by Stanley on “ THE DARK
g (WTINEND.”  Also papers of fresh
§ 22 hving interest, which we cannot
Wwenumerate. Weask our patrons,
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especially the ministers, who are
authorized agents for the Magazine,
to continue the kind co-operation so
generously given in the past,so asto
still further extend, with the new
volume, the circulation of the Maga-
zine, We want six lundred new
subscribers to take a “tnal trip” for
six months for One Dollar—in the
confident anticipation that those who
do so willbecome permanent patrons
of the Magazine.

Never before have we received so
many letters of kind congratulation,
from every province in the Dominion,
and from Japan, from Great Britain,
from many States of the neighbour-
ing Union, on the growing interest
and value of the MAGAZINE. The
following extract from a letter just
received from Burrard Inlet, British
Columbia, is one example of many
similar kind greetings: “I am proud
to see our own CANADIAN METHOD-
IST MAGAZINE not only retaining
the vigour and polish of 1its early
days, but improving withits maturer
years. It is a welcome guest in our
Western home.”

WOMAN SUFFRAGE.

We have pleasure in giving a
place on another page to President
Jaques’ thoughtful paper on the
important question of Woman Suf-
frage, whether we may all agree with
him or not. This is one of the
questions that will not down. Already
Woman Suffrage to a certain extent,
and under certain circumstances,
obtains in Great Britain and in the
United States. The late Bishop
Gilbert Haven used, half jocularly,to
remark that he expected to see some
time n woman President of the United
States—* Yes, and a black woman at
that.” While we might be disposed
to draw the line of woman’s emanci-
pation a good deal short of that, yet
even that ought not greatly to shock
the subjects of a Queen who rules
over the mightiest Empire the world
ever saw,and is the Sovereign of one
fourth of (..e population of the globe.
The Franchise Bill now before the
Dominion Pzrliament, provides for
granting the suffrage in quite an ex-
tensive degree to women. Any
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modification of that Bill is sure to
be in the direction of the further ex-
tension of the right of, woman suf-
frage. “The movementin England,”
says a well-informed writer, “has
the support of many able men and
women, who talk anything but caut
on the subject. At a recent public
meeting in York, in support of the
claims of women to the Parliamen-
tary franchise, Alderman Sir James
Meek presided, and letters of sym-
pathy were read from the Viscountess
Haberton, Mrs. Fawcett wife of the
Postmaster - General, Mrs. Clark,
daughter of John Bright, Miss Jane
Cobden,daughter of the late Richard
Cobden, aad Mr Ralph Creyke, M.P.
The Rev. F. Lawrence, Vicar of
Westow, in his speech, characterized
the present exclusion of women from
the franchise as ‘a relic of by-gone
barbarism.’” These facts are har-
bingers of the tine when woman
shall make her influence much more
directly felt in the great moral and
educational movements of the day.
When woman has the vote, we be-
lieve that licensed liquor-selling, and
legalized vice of a darker dye, shall
receive their death-blow.
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OUR PREMIUM.

1

We regret that some of our friends
have been disappointed through the
delay in receiving the Maciziyg
Premium, “ The Lives of John ang
Charles Wesley,” which they haq
ordered. The cause for the delay is
this : No premium that we offeieq
has ever been so well received. The
demand for it has been quiie unpe.
cedented, fully three times that for
any previous prumium. WY have
therefore, had to issue no less thag
Jour distinct editions. As this isa
bulky book, of nearly six hundred
pages, it takes a good deal of time to
print and bind. Hence the delay in
supplying the later orders received.
We trust that our friends will have
patience a little longer, and they i)l
receive this handsome premium as
soon as the books come from the
binder’s hands. It is, we think, the
cheapest book ever offered in Cana-
da. It contains as much reading as
800 pages of this MAGAZINE, hand-
somely bound, with steel portrait of
John Wesley, for 40 cents, The
postage alone costs us 8 cents,

RELIGIOUS AND MISSIONARY
INTELLIGENCE.

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

THE METHODIST CHURCH OF
CANADA.

The Rev. Dr. Rice, President of
the General Conference has been
busily employed in visiting the
churches on behalf of the Educa-
tional Fund. He has travelled ex-
tensively.

The Rev. Dr. Young, Superin-
tendent of Missions in the North
West writes from Qu’ Appelle under
date ot April 17. He has been at
Moose Jaw and Regina. He states
that the settlements are extending
most rapidly. Mr. Bridgman has
planted a mission at the old Fort at
Qu’ Appelle, and at Broadview, with
encouraging prospects.

The Transfer Committees, East B
and West, have held their annual §
sessions. Three brethren have been
transferred from New Brunswick &
and Prince Edward Island Confer 1
ence, seven from Newfoundland, &8
all for the North-West, onefrom ¥
Nova Scotia to Toronto,and another 8
from the same Counference to Mon- &
treal, and one from Newfoundland 3§
to Montreal; one has been trans- E
ferred from Toronto to New Bruns- §
wick and Prince Edward Lland g8
Four have been transferred {rom 2
London to the North-West,and tvo 3
to Toronto ; one from Toronto to I
London, and two from Torontoto 2§
Montreal, and three from Montred 38
to the North-West. -
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Union revival services continue to ministe;ial career extended over
be held with good results in several twenty years.
crcuits. The most recent of whichwe  The Rev. G. W. Patchell of the
pave heard was at Dresden, where Aystralian Conference, brother of
jo persons are reported to have the Rev. T. W. Patchell of the Lon-
stood up for prayer, and at Sterling don Conference, has also finished
where 115 conversions are reported.  his work on earth. He died in the
Conference-room while business was
METHODIST CHURCHES, progressing. Hedhgd just t&lken part
. . in an important debate, and in afew
'f'h_e )\Ietho]()llzte(Iiil}losrcq{mlhc};gx;}; moments was dead. For several
bas Just purc ¢ 1S AP years he was editor of the Wesleyan
University about twenty-five acres Mavazs a highly esteemed
of land situated in the western ¢%2@5@gin¢, an fwas gb{ steem
ssburbs of Tokio, near the palace as a minister of great ab _"Y'
grounds, w.}:iere tge Emperog at -
resent resides. ssurances have
l,;cen given to the American mission- Vicroria EFJKERSS;;TY Convoca-
. aries by the Emperor of Japan that s 1003
he will protect them in their mis- On Sunday May 13th, the religious
sionary labours and will tolerate the  gervices in  connection with this
Chnstian religion. grand event were held in the Method-
The Annual Conferences of the ist Church, Cobourg. The church
Methodist Episcopal Church have was tastefully decorated with flowers.
been held.  The address of Bishop The members of the Theological
Carman at each Conference dwells Union met at the Jackson Hall, and
largely on the Union question, to walked in procession to the church.
which he frankly admits that he was The Rev. Hugh Johnston, M.A,,
opposed until the 1ust General Con- B.D., was the preacher, and took
ference. He thinks now that every- for his text Matt. 12th ch. 33rd v.
thing seems to indicate that the ¢ The tree is known by his fruit.”
union of the Methodist Churches The sermon was characteristic of
willbe accomplished. The Primitive the preacher and produced a good
Methodist is appointed to meet this impression. As it will be published
month (May) to make final arrange- we hope our readers will buy it and
meats for the first General Confer- read it for themselves,
ence of the United Church. . In the afternoon a meeting for
Christian fellowship and re-union
THE DEATH ROLL. was heldin Jackson Hall, wl}ich was
Since our last issue the Rev. J. C. & 52ason of spiritual refreshing.

Warren, a spperannuated minister In the evening, the Rev. Dr.
: ) < siden e Ladies’ Col-
inthe Montreal Conference, has been Burns, President of th e

called to his reward, for which he ]nglgilrila;:remlstgrl;loglr&'ltg‘]\{?ggtk}grBi?s
tadong been waiting at his resi- text, ¥ Whatgoever’thy hand findeth
dence in Lansdowne.. to do, do it with thy might.” Ecc.
The Rev. W. Creighton, also a q: 10. It was just such a sermon
superannuated minister in Montreal as might be expected from the ener-
. Confe*gnce, has joined the ‘“mulu- getic preacher, and well suited for
8 tudewino have w;gsl.\ed their robes.” the occasion. The graduating class,
He entered the ministry in 1850, but twenty in number, were then ad-
2few years ago be was laid aside by  dressed by President Nelles in an
liness from * the active work,” and appropriate manner. One remark-
. ;’.0“’ he has changed mortality for able coincidence was that this was
te the thirtieth class of graduates which
The Rev. James J. A. Lever, of he had addressed. The first only
London Conference, has been called contained three members, but of the
1o hus reward while performing the three, one was the father of a mem-
§ dutes of the acuve ministry. His ber of the present class. This fact

ut
at
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deeply affected him, and he earnestly
besought them that whatever pro-
fession they might follow to be sure
and follow Christ. The most graci-
ous influence pervaded the assembly,
and not a few cheeks were bedewed
with tears.

On Monday afternoon the Rev.
James Graham delivered a lecture
on “Sinand Gracein theirrelation to
God’s Moral Government of Man,”
The lecture was an able exposition
of the difficult subject, but, as it will
be published, we forbear to make
further reference to it.

In the evening the closing meeting
of the Literary Society was held
which was an enjoyable season.

On Tuesday evening the Alumni
meeting was held. Jas. Mills, M.A,,
Lsq. delivered a practical address
which was the subject of a prolonged
conversation. All were delighted
with the present state and future
prospects of the University. At no
period of its history was there such
cause for congratulation. About
two-thirds of the reyuired amount
has been secured for the Ryerson
Chair of Moral Philosophy, and fur-
ther sums are confidently anticipated.

On Wednesday afternoon, the lec-
ture-room of Faraday Hall was filled
to hear a lecture from the Rev. Jas.
Allen, M.A., which was a chaste,
practical thesis, well adapted to
please and profit. Principal Hare,
of Ontario Ladies’ College, presided.

Thursday was the crowning day
of the week. Happily the weather
was extremely propitious. The Con-
vocation for conferring degrees was
held in Victonia Hall, which was
crowded. The occasion was an in-
spiring one.  All the professors and
graduates wore academic costume,
and tair ladies lent grace to the oc-
casion.

After prayer, by Dlrofessor Shaw,
the Valedictory Oration was delvered
by Mr. D. E. Hossack, who took tor
his theme John Milton. It was a
magnificent effort. The degree of
B.A. was conferred on twenty-two
young gentlemen. The Rev. J. Mc-
Lean 1sincluded, who1s labouring in
the mussionary rield near the Rocky
Mountains. Mr. S. T. Hopper won
the Prince of Wales’ Gold Medal.
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One received the degree of B.§
and one—Rev. F. H, Wallace, M.4'
—received that of B.D. Two re.
ceived LL.B., and six M.A. Nipe.
teen from the Toronto School of
Medicine received M.D. and C.)[,
one of whom was a lady, and fony.
one, from the Montreal Schoof of
Medicine, received the degree of
M.D.

The degree of D.D. was conferreq
upon the Rev. Geo. Douglas, LL.D,
the cloquenc President of the Wes.
leyan College, Montreal. The Rey.
5. M. Meacham, Missionary 1
Japan, the Rev. F. Greeves, Wes.
leyan Minister, London, England
and Dr. Thos. E. D, D'Oisonnens
received the degree of LL.D.

Able addresses were delivered by
President Nelles, Dr. Aikins, rres-
dent of Toronto School of Medicine,
Dr. Dewart, Editor of the Clristin
Guardian, the Rev. S. J. Hunter,
and the Rev. Hugh Johnston, M.,
B.D., who delivereu a most eloguent
address, in which he expressed the
joy which he felt in visiting his Alma
Mater, and congratulated the friends
ot the University on the auspicious
state of its affairs. He entertained
great hopes concerning its future
prosperity, and hoped to see the day
when the staff of Professors would
be largely incieased and the annual
income amount to $30,000. The
closing remarks of Mr. Johnston,
which were addressed to the gradu
ates, were of the most thrilling char-
acter, and doubtless inspired them
with noble resolutions for the future,

A feature of special interest was
the conferring of the degree of M.D.
and C.M. on a lady, Miss Stoue.
The announcement of her name was
greeted with rounds of applause
Dr. Ogden, Dean of the Toronte
School of Medicine, assured the
audience that the lady had honour-
ably won her degree, and he further
stated, that during all the years she
had been prosecuting her studits,
there had not been the least trouble
by reason of her presence. Here
joiced in the fact that Victoria Un- &8
versity was the first seat of learmng #8
which had granted such a degreeto 38
alady. The Convocation hasbecs N
one of the most successful everheld B
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BOOK NOTICES.

Sinal and Palestine, in Connectior allusions or comparisons illuminate
with thei» History. By ARTHUR the subject with a grace all his own,
PENRHYN STANLEY,D.D,,F.R.S., The mechanical appearance of the
New edition, with maps and plans. book is every way worthy of its in-
8vo, pp- 641. New York: A, C, trinsic merit.

Armstrong & Son, and Methodist .
Book Rooms, Toronto, Montreal, Letters 1o a Friend, | By CONNOP
and Halifax. THIRLWALL, late Lord Bishop of
Stanley's “ Sinai and Palestine,” %ZVDS‘SSN'STI::\‘;I\}:;% by g] Y Yf.'vy
and Stanley’s “ Eastern Churches,” 99. Boston . Roberts Bx?(;th;zrs‘
se regard as the great Dean’s '3l‘or.onto Wi]'ling & Williamson.
geatest works, The new edition of Price $x' 50 '

‘the former, now before us, is the LG

hest work of its lamented author. This 1s a book of remarkable in-

tnit he has made several additions terest. It 1s tne familiar talk of an

and corrections, and has furnmished a  Anghcan Bishop in his hours of
number of maps, coloured to repre- ease. The letters cover a period of
snt the natural appearance of eleven years, 1864-1874 and are the
the country, and other illustra- unrestraingd outpourings of a full
tions. This book has long been a mund on literature, poetry, art, music,
favourite with Bible students,and 1n  religion, politics, the last joke in
its present form miust be accepted Puuck, the last striking magazine
as the most valuable work on the article, the latest novels—English,
sibject in the English language. French, German, Italian, and Dutch

Atthe same time it bears the impress —e? hoc genus omne. The Bishop

of Dean Stanley’s accurate scholar- was an enthusiastic Welshman, a

dip and fine literary taste. We staunch hiberal, a profound scholar,

consider this book simply indispen- a member of the Old Testament
sable to the comprehension of the Reviston Committee, and autkor
sacred history of the lands to which of the best history of Gieece
itrelates. It 1s not merely the record till 1t was superseded by that
ofthe Dean’s personal investigations, of the schoolmate anAd friend,
although in his two visits—the latter George Grote. He was a perfect

B8 0 company with the Prince of polyglot, and during his last days in

I\ Wale:—he enjoyed special facili- 1llness and blindness translated a
B tes for investigation.  To bis at- beautful apologue on Sleep the
g tendance upon His Royal Highness Brother of Death into seven dif-

te owed the privilege of visiting the ferent 1-nguages. The Bishop was

R 'mous Mosque of Hebron, one of a goou diner out and met every

RS e most sacred places of the body worth knowing—wits, poets,

R \lahometan world, containing the artists, statesmen—and gossips garu-
3 Caveof Machpelah—the last resting  lously about them all with his cul-

¥ e of Abraham, lsaac, and Jacob tured young lady correspondent

-apnvilege never before accorded among the mountains of Wales. He

§ wany Chriisian.  The greater part was often a guest at Windsor Castle,
ofthe volume is devoted to a minute and recounts the Queen’s interest

| vestigation, by the aid of every nthe Welsh language and literature.
taant autlority, of the topography, When unable to atiend service she

g thyscal conformation and consuta- asked the Bishop for the MS. of his

g Uon of these old Bible Lands,as sermon for prnivate reading. He tells

§ Uostrating thesr sacred history. On  all about s pet cats,tame geese,pea-

R ¢ery page his wide learning 1s cocks,etc.; and rails constantly atthe
%parent. A thousand pertinent weather, which seems an important

G o
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social topic in England. Happy is
the country where the weather is
scarce ever mentioned in letters.
The umpression we give is that a
Bishop without his robes is not such
an awful being after all.  The intro-
duction and memorial tribute by
Dean Stanley are in his best vein.
** These letters,” he says, “ discluse
the kindly, gemal heart, which lay
beneatl that massive intellect ; they
exhibit the playful affection for the
tame creatuies which formed almost
part of his household , they show the
immense range of his acquaintance
with the lghter as well as the
graver forms of literature; they
reveal also sume of his innermost
thoughts and feelings on the great
moral and religious yuestions of all
time.” In one common grave, and
covered by a single slab, in that
mausoleum of England’s mighty
dead, Westminster Abbey, sleeps
the dust of the two illustrious
scholars and friends, Connop Thirl-
wail and George Grote.

The Life of Gilbert Haven, Bishop of
the Mecthodist Episcopal Church
By GEORGE PRENTICE, D.D. Pp.
526. New York: Phillips & Hunt.
Toronto: Wm. Briggs. Price $2.00.
Bishop Haven was a man of

strongly marked individuality — of

great and heruic qualiues —of bold
and impulsive character, and of the
occasional faults of over haste in
thought and speech which generally
accompany such a character. Cana-
dian readers had ground for offence
at some of his petulant u.terances at
England dunng the Secession war,
but we should remember the tension
of public feeling at the time, and the
impulsive out-spoken character of
theman. He wasa man of the most
intense and positive convictions,and
certainly no one ever had “the
courage of his convictions” more
conspicuously than he. He was
probably the most radical bishop
that ever lived. But his great heart
was always night, and even his radi-
cahism was only an anticipation of
not a few tinngs which are now
sober facts. Lven as a school boy
he was the champion of the slave,
and ull the “sum or all villaimes ™
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was banished from his country, he
was a “red hot” abolitionist.

Professor Prentice has given usag
admirable portraiture of the man, 4
student, as teacher, preacher, .u,my
chaplain, tourist, reformer, eitur and
author, and especially as an acuve
and energetic bishop.  As an edior
his was a brilliant success. Hisds.
cussions of such questions as Amer,.
can caste and colour-phobia, .-
education, woman’s tights, prohib;.
tion, trinitarian orthodoy as oppuseq
to unitarian heresy, were keen as4
Damascus blade. One ot the nobles
traits of Bishop Haven’s character
was his championship of the nghis
of the coloured man - especially ¢
the freedman after the war, and
one of his latest utterances on hs
dying bed was, “Stand by the
coloured man when I am gone.
That death bed was a singularly
triumphant one. “I see no dark
river,” ke said, “ there is no death,”
and to his aged mother he saig,
“Your boys will give jyou a grand
welcome to heaven when you arrive”

His was a strangely magnetic
nature that grappled friends o hs
soul with hooks of steel. Few men
ever had so many, or such wam
friends. The chapter n this book
on ‘“ Mary in Heaven,” is one of the
most touching we ever iead. His
love was the ennobling passion of 2
great strong soul. For a score of
years he xept the day of her death
and of their marriage as sacred
anniversaries of the heast. Fes
lives— for their intrinsic nobleness, [
and for the many and great subjects 1
to which they are related—are s
worthy of study as that of Giber
Haven.

Lectures and Addresses by the ke
Thomas Guard, DD, with ¢ §
Alenorial Serman by Reo T D §
Witt Talmage, D.D. Compied
by WILL J.GUARD, 12mo.,pp 3¢ 38
New Yoik : Phillips & Hunt, a5
Methodist Book Rooms Toroxto
Montreal and Halifax. Pncedt2
Thomas Guard was one of 2

galaxy of bniliant stars given br S

Ireland tothe firmament of Amerczl SN

thought and speech. Americani:d B

Canadian Methodism are es



mndebted to the Irish Methodist
Church for a vast number of both
reachers and members. Dr. Guard’s
mmisterial life was spent in three
«onunents—in Europe, Africa and
America,and in all three he delighted
by his chaste Christian eloguence
large assembles of people. In
America, especially 1n the great
entres of ntelligence from the
Atlantic to the Pacific, his brilliant
wlents were recogmized. Many 1n
Canada” who remember the thm,
mesgre man, who beginning with
penous hesitation rose into a power
of eloyuence seldom equalled, will
welcome this reproduction in print
of the words which so thrilled their
tearts when spoken. They have the
same clear-cut diction and classic
punty of style. The range of these
lectures is very wide. Some of the
most stnking are . Wesley and his
Helpers, Savonarola, St. Patrick,
Emerson, Darwin, and Longfellow,
and one given under the auspices of
" the Boston Monday Lectureship on
the Activities of the Age and the
Bible.

Dr. Talimage's memonal sermon
is the generous tribute of a man of
consecrated genius to a kindred
spiit.

0ld Times in the Colones. By

Cuas. CArLETON COFFIN. 8vo.,

pp- 460, illustrated. New York .

Harper Brothers. Toronto: Wm.

Briggs. Price, $3-50.

The present vclume is of no less
interest to Canadian than to amer-
an readers. Indeed a great part of
itis devoted to the early Iistory of
our own country , and in the found-
ing of Empire in Virginia, in New
Ergland, New York, Pennsylvania,
Maryland, the Carolinas, and
Georgia, every British subject has a
deepand abiding interest. Of course
Pakman’s eight stately volumes
cteniain the best and fullest account
ofthe old French regime in Canada:
but next to them we know nothing
more attracuive and interesting than
this book, and we have personally
read and written much on this sub-
et Mr., Coffin’s narrative 1s not a
dry record of bare facts. He shows
te causes, the meaning, the rela-
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tionship of those facts. He traces”
the beginnings of history on this
continent to their fountain heads in
the Old World. Thegreat theme of
the book—the thought that gives
unity to its many stirring scenes
and episodes—is the great conflict
between England and France for
the possession of the continent—a
conflict between two races, two
languages, two religions, and two
distinct civilizations — a  conflict
whuch lasted for two long centuries,
but which was ended in fifteen de-
cisive minutes on the Plains of Abra-
ham.

The book is sumptuously illus-
trated by maps, portraits and en-
gravings from the unrivalled re-
sources of the great house by which
it 1s 1ssued, including many scenes
in Canada and Old and New Eng-
land—nearly three hundred in all.

A Book Abont Roscs: How to Grow
and Show Them. By S. REy-
YOLDSHOLE. Pp.324. New York:
Wiliam S. Gottsberger. Toronto:
Willing & Williamson. Price, $1.

Who loves not the rose, the queen
of flowers, the emblem of England ?
For beauty, for fragrance, for sweet
suggestiveness none will with it com-
pare. If one would know all about
roses, “how to growthem and show
them,” let him procure this bLook,
the merit of which is shown by the
fact that it has reached a seventh
edition. The author is an enthusiast
and wntes of his roses as a lover of
his mstress. One cannot read many
pages without catching his enthus-
1asm. The moral ministry of roses
is not the least of their virtues:
“I'll tell you how I managed to
buy ’em ” said a working man, “Jy
kKecping away fron: becr-shops.” That
such is the frequent effect of a love
of roses is shown by the flower
shows and prizes for the poor inau-
gurated by the good Earl of Shaftes-
bury. They are oftenlikea glimpse
of Eden annd the squalid homes of
the poor or by the beds of the sick.
The author gives lists of new and
selected roses, and the book is free
from any tawnt of shop, for he has
none to sell himself.
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Gud's Tuncprece for Man's Ltcrnity.
Its Purpose of Love and Mercy,
Its Plonary Infalidle Inspiration,
and us Personal Eaperiment of
Forgiveness and Eternal Life in
Chrae. By the Rev. GEURGE B.
CHEEVER, D.D., 12mo, pp. axxiv.
445- New York. A. C. Atmstrong
& Son. Toronto . Wm. Briggs.

Dr. Cheever is best known to
Canadian readers by his admurable
“ Lectures on the F.lgnm’s Pro-
gress.” After long silence he again
appears n print and gives us his
matured thought upon a very impor-
tant subject. In the present volume
he tlings down the gage of battle to
every rationalizng interpreter of
God'’s revalation of His will to man.
He yields not a jot to'the destruc-
tive criticism of Kuenon, Rubertson
Smuth, Dr. Newton, or any others of
their class. He proclaims “the in-
fallible, unalterable inspiration and
certainty, incapable of diminu-
tion,” of the Bible , and appeals to
its demonstration in our own soul’s
experience and to its fruits in our
daily life—the faith 1t inspires and
produces working by love, purifying
the heart, and overcoming the
world. We believe that this is the
ultimate appeal which even the
caviller and skeptic cannot gainsay.
“ It any man will do His will,” said
Christ, * he shall know of the doc-
trine, whether it be of God, or
whether I speak of myself.”

Our author likens the Bible to a
watch, of which Christ is the main-
spring, and of which the minutest
parts are essential to the whole.
“ It cannot be supposed,” he says,
‘ that God would leave His attri-
butes at the mercy of human beings
to be described in language or style
of their own choice or invention.
Therefore, pasa graphe theop-
neustos—all Scripture 1s mspired
of God, 1s God-breathed, for man’s
eternal salvation, and is infallible
through Jesus Christ.”

Such is the scope and argument
of the book, and it i1s sustained by
smuch reasoning with regard to the
solemn eschatological words of
Scnpture, which stand for death, the
grave, and the world to come. He
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asserts that later classical meantngs
have been too largely conferreq
upon primary Hebrew words, or a5
he eapresses it, “the droppings of
Homer’s genius have become sta.
lactites tu hold up the mythologica)
caves of Pluto;” whereas, the
rather, he contends, Hebrew chought
carried the heavenly light anq
teaching into the Greek ming,

We think Dr. Cheever on the
whole, too much of a literalist, ang
in his exposition too rhetorical ip
style for accurate definition, Byt
his book, by its grand confidence, is
very inspiring,and even his literalism
is infinitely preferable to that reck.
less criticism which eviscerates the
Word of Life.

The Frayers of the Bitle . Showing
How to Pray, Whatto Pray For,
and How God Answers Prayer,
Compiled by PHILip WATTERS.
8vo., pp. 334- New York. Phillips
& Hunt. Toronto. Wm. Briggs.
Price $2.00. .

Prayer 15 a very important part of
public worship, and 15 the vital
breath of personal piety, Yet often
the infinite possibilites of prayer
which might “lft the Churck to
heights of usefulness and power
hitherto unknown,” are only inade-
quately realized, The compiler has
gwven us 1n this volume, as the title
pages expresses 1t, *“ a carefulandex-
haustive analysis of the prayers of
the Old and New Testaments, and
of all passages relating to prayer, 1o
which the duty, conditions, grounds,
umes, places, encouragements, and
advantages of prayer are system
atically presented.” The whole is
topicaily grouped and thoroughly
indexed. By the study of the sub-
ject thus facilitated, our prayers
may become more Scriptural, more
spintual, more acceptable to
and more profitable to ourselves
than they often are.

Through pressure of other dutis
we havegbegn unable to finish the
review of Brace’s Gesta Christi
which we began in last number. We
will complete it as soon as posst



