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PREFACE.

TiiE following littlè Story has been received

with, I think, greater favour than it deserves. It

is here reprinted from the pages of theCANADMN

METHODIST MAGAZINE, to meet the wish of those

who desire to obtain it separately. It is an

attempt to, depict, from personal observation,
phases of Canadian life with which the writer is

somewhat familiar-with what success others

must decide. If it shall inspire in Canadiau

readers a stronger love of the noble country whïch

is ours, and a desire to. live for its moral and

religious progress, it shaU not bave been written

in vain. It is especially hoped that the religlious

lessons which it is desicyned to teach may lead its

readers to a fuller consecration of aU their powers

and faculties to the glory of God and the walfare

of their fellow-mcn.

W. ]EL W,
ToroNTo, March Ist, 1879.
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A GENTLx knîght waq'- P* cking on the plaine,

And on bis brest a bloodie crome he boi el
The deare remembrance of bis dying Lord,
For whose sweete sake that glorious badge he wort,
And dead, as living, ever Rim ador'd :

bis shield the like was also scor'd,
For Ejovuraine hope, which in Ilis helpe he had.
Right, fait hf ul, true he was in deed and word
Bnt of his cheere did seeine too, solemne sad ;
Yet nothing did he diead, but ever waa ydrad.
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TIRE KING'S MESSENGER
OR, LAMMENCE TL'%IPLE'S PROBATION.*

A STOB Y OF CANADIANLIFE.

CIRA TER I.-TWO PARTINGS.

The parting word must still bespoken,
Though the anguished heart be broken
But in yonder bright forever
Pain and partingýean come never.

IMY son, how can I give you up
le You tvill have brotber Tom and the

crirls, mother ; and you know it is better that I
should go."

The writer of this story, illustrative of Canadian life and
character, deems it right to, say that, with scarce an excep-
tion, every incident therein recorded has come under his own
experience or observation, or has been certified by credible

testimony. In the dialect conversations almost every word
and phrase have been repeatedly noted by himself as occurring
in Canadiau commu hies. For obvious reasons persons and
places are presented under pseudonymsb which in sonae rqnea
will reveal as much as they conceaL
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Yes) my boy; but that does not m,,ike it any
easier to lose you. You seemed almost to fill your
father's place. You grow more like him every
day.

Well, that'is not much of a compliment to
his Leauty, mother, dear."

Ilandsome is thitt handsome does, my boy. I
am sure that God's smile and your father's bless-

Îng will follow you wherever you go, fèr no son
was ever kinder to his motber."

" I should be unwortliy of the name I bear if I
did not (Io all I could for the best mother in the
world. B ut Tom is now old enourrh to look after
the out-of-door worIz, and Mary, the trustees bave
promised me, shall have my school, and Nellie will
help you in the house. 1 shall earn lots of money,
mother, and be able to spare somap for you and

save enough for a few terms at college.»
It was your father's _ dyincr wish, my boy, and

thou"hitisliketearinct out a pieceof myheart0 ZD
to have you go, yet 1 will not oppose it. We shall

get along nicely, I trust, without your help, al-C
thoucrh we shall miss you ver much but 1 fear

you will suffer in those dreadful woods, and so fax
away too. It was your father's prayer for years,

my son, that you niiçyht become I THE ]KING'S MES-

SENGEIR, as he used to call it, and 1 am sure I have
no loftier ambition than to see you a faithful
preacher as your father was."

Li



THE KING'S MESSENGER.

"« If God should call me, mother, to that holy
wor-) I ani sure He will open a Nvay for me. But

now my duty clearly is to eàru all 1 can and
learn all I can." là.

" God bless you, my boy," and the voice trembled
a little as it spoke. " You were my first-born and
you are the child of many prayers. The fondest
hopes of a father passed into the skies were cen-

teredupon you. 1 féel sure that you wiH not dis-
appoint them."

«' Amen 1 " was the response, deeply and solemn-
ly uttered as if it were a dedication, and after a
pause the speaker continued, «'\Iotlier, I want you
to give me father's Bible, the one he kept upon his
study table. As I read the notes and rel'erences
in his own writinor it seems as thoucrh he were
speaking to me from the silent pa"e."

You shall have it, my boy; and may it be as
a spell to keep you in the hour of temptation'and
trial.-"

«, It -Will, mother, I am sure. I have only to
read my father's Bible, ùýbUýîk of my fathers
prayers, to be strencytheried to enc1uýe uny trial and
to withstand any temptation."

Conversiiicy in such a strain this mother and
son sat long in the quiet dusk that gradually filled
the little room. The after-cylow of the sunset

gleamed softly in the west, and as they sat si,
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by side in the fadina liçvht they strillincyly recalled
the beautiful picture by Ary Sheffer of Monica
and Aticrustine, that holy mother aud Êeroic son
whose memory has come down to us throu,,b
fifteen centuries. On the face of tbis Canadiau
mother, though thin and wan and woria with care
and mark-ed with sorrow, was a look of unutter-
able peace. The deep caïm brown eyes, which
were not unused to tears look-ed into, the rylowing
west as thouah the heavens opened to her gaze.

A rapt expression beamed upon her countenance
as thou,(,rh she held communion with the loved
and lost, whose feet, which had kept time with
hers in the march of life, now walked the golden
streets of the New Jerusalem. At such an hour
as this,

0 very near seem the pearly gates
And sweetly the harpings fall,

And the soul is restless to soar away
And longs for the angel's caU.

The pure white brow seemed the home of holy
thouçy-hts, and the soft hair, streaked with cilver

tlireads, was brushed smoothly back beneath the
pathetic widow's cap. The face of the boy was

liorhted up with an eager enthùsiasm. The firm.-
set mouth indicated indomitable enercr The

fire of youth spark-led in his eye, but a peculiar
manly tenderness softened his countenance as he
looked upon his moth'er. For a tâne they sat to-
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gether in silence, then withdrawinçr ber gaze from
the sky in which the eveninor star was now

ghtly beamincy, the mother turned a look of
unspeakable affection on ber boy and fervently
kissed bis férehead, with the admonition t1iat-he
had better retire as he had to be up betimes in
the morninci to stait upon bis journey, Nyhich
both felt to be one of the most momentous events
in bis history.

Mary Temple was the widow of John Temple, a
faithful Methodist minister, about twelve monthr-

deceased. In consequence of the long journeys;
exposure to inclement weat«her, and the privatioin
of comforts, in the humble homes of tlie settlers

among whom. for years he had zealoussly laboured,
his health, never robust, gave way. On one of
his extensive rounds of preachingg and viSitation be
was put to sleep in a cold and damp room.-a not

unconimon event with a pioneer preacher. Befère
-- 1ieýýd home he was in a violent féver. On

partial convalescence he again resumed bis work,
only to be pezmanently laid aside. It was the

great grief of his life to nive up his life-work-. As
-with hectic flush on his cheek and interrupted by'
a rac-iiicy cough he "' stated his case " befère his
bretlîten at the Conférence, his emotions almost

overcame him; but with the unquestionig faith
of a Christian he bowed to the will of God.



He retired to Thornville, a village on the banla
of the noble St. Lawrence., wliere he had investeé
bis mearrre savings in a few acres of laud. It bac

been bis first circuit. Here he bad wooed ané
won and wedded the noble wife who had beer
such a faithful, he1pniate during the years of hick

îtineraDt toil-never flinchin(r froni trial, nevei
repining at privation, ever cheerincy and support-

incr his own somewhat desponderit spirit by heï.-
buoyan-cy of soul, ber cheerful courage, lier saintly

piety, and lier unfalteriiiçr faith,
As John Temple -%vrunry, with an eacTer and

féverish pressure but with speechless lips, the
hands of bis old companions in toil and travel as
he left the Conférence, few expected that they

wouhrI ever see'him acrain in the flesh. Yet for
two years lon(rer he survived, devotinom himself

chiefly to, the education of his four children, and,
with the help of his boys, to, the cultivation, of

his few acres,too small to, be called 'a farm ancl
-rather ]arge for a garden. As health permitted
âe preached in the neighbourhood and always

with great acceptance, for bis character was be-
I.oved and revered, a1though his abilities were not

brilliant and he was no longer in his prime.
The chief dependence of this family of six

was the annual arant from. the Superannuated
Fund of their Church. The amount w-as not mu eh

Imm

T Il E K EN G S MESSENGER.
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less than three hundred dollars in all,-but to
those who had almost nothincy else it was of in-

estiniable value. Without its aid they would

bave sufféred from, abject poverty. Sometimes
the expected grant-all, too small at best----ýwas
subject to a considerable reduction. Then there

was keen disappointment but no complainincy
The wife's faded dress was turned and worn over

açyain. The thread-bare coat was made to do
lonçyer service. With patieut lovinct industry the

father's cast-off clothes were cut down and made
over for the boys, the mother's for the girlc:,o

The coveted new book-a rarely purchased luxury,
althoucrh the invalid was a man of studious tastes

was a1tocrether dispensed with.
But growiinçr, healthy, active boys and girls must

have boots and shoes; their clothinz, uialike that
of the Israelites durijaor their wanderincre in the

Wilderness, would " wax old " and wear out; and
they were blessed with appetites of -eenest zest.
The energy and skill of the wise and loving house-
mother were therefore taxed to the utmost4o make

ends meet; and thouçyh she often had an anxious
heart, she always wore a cheerful face and no

murmurings or repinings escaped her patient lips.
The children were brouorht up in habits of thrifts
economy, and self-denial, which are worth more
than a fortune; and a %pirit of mutual helpful-
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ness was fostered which made even poverty a
blessinor

Stili, the flour sometimes got low in the barrel,
and the little stock of money very small in the
purse, and sometimes it altocrether failed. At

such times the mother remained lonçyer than usual
in the little chamber, on whose table lay the
well-used Bible which was the daily food of her

spiritual life; «'Wesley's Hymns," with which,
sinaing as she worked, she becruiled her daily
household tasks; Bunyan's Pilcrrim's Proçyress, the
Lives of Mrs. Fletcher, Hester Ann Rociers and
other religious biographies and devotional works
with which she occupied her scanty leisure. She
always came out of this chamber wit'h a deepened
serenity upon her countenance; sometimes there
were marks of tears on her face, but more often

it shone with a holy light as if, like Moses, she
had been talkîncy with GQd face to face.

Althouçyh the family was sometimes reduced
to the last loaf and the last dollar, it never sufféred

actual want. In- some uliforeseen way their more
pressing necessities weïre met. Sometimes a bag
of flour, or of potatoes, or a ham was left at niaht-
fal] in the porche; and more than once a five
dollar bill came in a letter without any namea

ýattached. Evidently among the sick pastojýs
friends were some who 1



il

Did good by steaIth ý,rîd blushed to find it fame."

These anonymous gifts were accepted without
any sense of humiliation as if they came direct

from God Himself While they formed sliorht
ground of dependence, they fostered the faith of

the inmates of the little cottarre. Kindly neiçrh-0 ZD
bours, too, in that generous spirit which pervades

almost all Canadian rural communities, after the
first snow-fail made a «Ibee" and with much
shouting and "haw-geeing," hauleZI a great pile
of loas into the yard for fuel. Many of these,

howèver, were of such huge proportions as to em-
ploy most of the spare energies of the boys durinor

the winter to reduce them to a usable size, thus
developinor at once their muscles and their indus-
trial habits. At Christmas and New Year's, too,
more than one fat goose or tur«key found its way
in some mysterious manner to the minister's'
larder.

At one time, indeed, the faith of the heroic wife
was- sorely tried. For months her husband's

health had beeii rapidly failin& At length he
was confu.ect entirely to bed, suffering much, and
requirincr constant medical attendance. The extra

comforts his condition required had used up aU
the money available. The winter came on early
and severe. Every resource but prayei was ex-
- 7--'hausted ; and with increased. fervour the faithful

THE MESSENGER.
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wife addressed berself to the throne of Grace.
When things seemed at their uttermost extremity
relief came. In the dusk, of one bleak eveninor a

wa(-rl-lon drove up to, the back-door of the humble
cottacre loaded witli an abundant supply of meat,
flour vecretables, a web of cloth to make dresses
for the (rirls, and their mother and a sufficient
quantity of stouter material for the boys. A kind
note expresAd the sympathies of the neiçyhbours
for the sick minister, accompanied by the sum
of twenty dollars in money and a recelpt in fuU
of the doctor's and drucuist's account. The good

doctor wits evidentl the moving spirit in the
generous and thoughtful donatýon. It was not
the first time that he had ministered to the neces-
sities of those of his patients who -were poor in
this world's goods. Like a chestnut burr beneath
a rugged exterior he concealed a sweet and mellow
heart.

It would have more -than compensated the
kind donors of these cifts if they could have

seen the rapt expression of gratitude on the face
of the worn and wéarv wife, and heard the in-
valid faintly falter out the words, of ]Floly Writ,

I have been youn-g and now am old, yet never
have I seen the ricyht(-oim forsaken nor his seed
be,ç,Y,oincy bread."

At length the last scene came. The sick man
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sank lower and lower till he could scarce articu-
late. Altllou"b leavinct his wife and children

almost without a dollar in the world., his mind
seemed undisturbed by doubt or anxiety on their
behalf

Be câreful for nothing," he whispered in the
éar of his sorrow-stricken wife, who sat by his
bedside but'in everything, by prayer and sup-
plication, with thankscrivincy, let your requests be
made known unto GoéVy

A(lain, she heard him softly whispering to him-
self the blessed promises, " Leave thy fatherless

children. I will preserve them alive; and let thy
widows trust in me;" In thee the fatherless
findeth mercy and "'A father of the fatherleu

and a judge of the widow is God in His holy
habitation."

0 wife l'-' he whispered, when 1 he saw her
beside him., " God never shows His fatherliness no
much as when He promises to be a husband of the

widow and a father of the fatherless. I leave
you and the dear children in His hands. He
will do more and better for you than you can

either ask or think. Cast aU your care on Him.
'Trust in the Lord and do good'; so shalt tho'U
dwell in the land., and verily thou shalt be fed."'

The weepinor children he called -to his side and
placing his weak hands on their heads, gave
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them his blessing. He bade them love their
mother, love their Saviour, and prepare to, meet

him-their father-in Heaven.
"Lawrence, my boy," he whispered, gazingwith a look of face ofineffable affection on the
his first-born «'you are "consecrated from your

birth. If God calls you to walk in my féot-
steps He will be aU to you that He has been toe me.
My dying prayer is that you may be the Kings

Messeiiger to dying men-that our bouse may
never want a man to àýbefàre the Lord."

It won't be long,' he whispered after a pause,
till we shall all be gathered home. I know, i

feel certain," he continued in the full assurance of
faith, " that not one shall be left behind-that we

shall aÏl be bound up in the bundle of life, an
unbroken family in Heaven. Bless the Lord, 0

my soul, and forget not all"'-but the remainder
of the doxology was uttered in Heaven. His face

grew radiant he half rose from his pillow,
Sweet was the light of his eyes, but it auddenly sank into

daikness
As when a lamp is blown out by a gust of wind at a cuement.

He fell back on the arm of his weeping wifé.
On his countenance rested a look of ineffable peace
as if he had indeed seen the ' King in His beauty
and the ]and that is very far off. He was not,
for God had taken him.
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That partiner scene Lawrence Temple never for-
got. Often in dreams he lived that hour over

again, and as he woke from sleep he seemed to
feel bis father's band laid in blessina on his head
and to hear bis father's voice summoning him to
be the Kina's Messencter to dyincr men. A sense
of responsibility rested upon him. He became
almost a father to bis brother and sisters, and to

bis widowed mother, more than a son.
Never were the benefits of Christian sy 1 mpathy

more marked than in the kind and cyenerous assist-
ance of the neicyhbours on the death of the min-
istv. -The income of the widow from the-Super-
aniluated Fund was a good deal lessened, but

lovincy hearts and kind hands provided for the
mmediate wants of the family. For Lawrence,

was procured the village school, of which. he proved
a highly successful teacher. His mother, whose
courageous soul had sustained her husband during
bis loncr illness, now seemed to, lean on the brave
heart and strongy will. of her first-born. A look of
manly gravity settled on bis countenance, but

a chivalrie defèrence, an almost lover-like tender-
ness marked bis every- act and word toward bis

mother.
While he taught others in the sebool, an nn-

quenchable thirst for knowledge possessed -bis own
soul. He nourished the project in bis mind of
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going to collerre, althouçyh there seemed no possi-
bility of the accomplishment of his desire. He
found, however, that he could earn more by the
labour of bis hands than by the labour of bis
brain. He therefore, with the consent of the

school triisteres, transferred his office of teacher-,..,,
to his sister Mary, two y'ears younger than him-
self, whom he had diliûrently "' coached " for the
duties of the office. Throiiçrh the interest of a
friend of -bis father's at Moiatreal, he procured the

promise of a place in a "" crew "- of lumbermen
operatinçy, on the upper waters of the Ottawa.
Out story opens on the eve of bis departure.
His little hand-valise was already packed. It

contained, beside his slender stock of under-
elothiDeçy every stitch of which was enfibred with
a mother's love his father's Bible and Greek
Testament, a Latin Psalter, and his mother's
copy of "' Wesley's Hymus." His sister Mary had
aiven him her favourite and almost, her onl book
of poetry, a ýiny copy of Keble's <'Christian Year.His brother Tom gave him a handsome L-n fé,
earned Jjf'lhnùincr errands after school hours for
the village store. And little Nellie. the curly-
headed pet of the household, had netted for him
a purse, which was more than sufliciently large for
his slénder stock of money-only a few shillings

-with which he was leaviner -home to win Ms
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fortune in the world. The love-«ifts of the poor,
often Frocured with much self-denial and sacrifice,

may be intrinsically of little worth, but they
convey a world of affection, which the easily-

purchased presents of the rich cannot alwayss
express.

The household were up early in the morniii.g.
The collée, prepared by the mother's loviiac) hands
never had a richer aroma, nor the wheaten cakes
a finer flavour. The cirls tried to discruise their

féelinus by sundry admonitions to, tIieIý bi-other
concernincy the fascinations of some Indian Min-
nehaha, whose subtle wiles they seemed to féar
and Tom exhorted him to, be sure and brin(-,- him
honie a bearskin rug, The inother said little, but

wistl'ully watched through gathering tears the
face of her son as he ostentatiously seemed to be

ea"erly eating the breakfast for which he had, in
truth little appetite. At lencrth the stage horn

blew and the lumberinir veliicle rattled up t'
the door. IE[urried leave-takincy followed-except
a liilçyering embrace between mother and son-
and he was soon whirled away lrom their midst.
The mother that day remained longer than usualC
n hèr chamber, and when -,I)e came out tlie

mark of secret tears was on Ler face.



r 1 1

ME KINGIS MESSENGIEIL.

CHAPTER IL -AN 'UNEXPECTED FRIEND.

Thine own friend and thy father'ti friend fomake net.
Prov.

Ou-n young knight was now fairl in the saddle,
metaphorically, that is, and in quest of fortune.
His prospects were not very brilliant; but he had

a brave heart and a noble purpose within, two
things that will tàke a man anywhere and enable

him to, do anything. They are akin to, the faith
that will remove mountains. He had first a loDg
and weary stagre ride to the town of Ottawa (it was
before the time of railways in that part of Canada
of which we write.) At the close of the second

day the stage toüed slowly up the long hill on
thiew off itsmailba

which the town is situated, gas
ý,t the post office, and drew up at a noisy-tavern

before which creaked and groaned in the wind
a swinging sign bearing the e of the Sheaf
and Crown. The place reeked with tobacco smo-a
and the fumes of liquor, and loud and profane
talking filled the air. 1,awrence tried to close his

senses to, the vile sights and sounds and smells,
and modestly-asked for supper and a ýed.

Whatll you have to drink asked the red-
faced bar-tender of whom. he made the enquiry,
expectorating a discharge of tobacco juice into
the huge spittoon in the middle of the floor.
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«'Thank you, I don't drink," replied Lawrence.
« Oh ! you won't take nuthin', won't yer ?

You're one of the pious sort, I 'low," answered
the bar-tender with a contemptuous sneer on his
vulciar face and turnincy away to mix drinks for

C 3 4"3
two burly fellows in red flannel shirts, he tossed

his thumb over his shoulder to indicate the way
to the dining-room-

Lawrence sat down at a table covered with a
crumpled and gravy-stained cloth, supporting a
rickety cruet and some eliippc,.>,d and cracked

dishes, when a bold-faced girl with great oilt, ear-
rings and with a stare that made him blush to the
tips of his ears, asked him what he would have
Unused to, ordering his meals, he modestly replied
that he would take whatever was convenient.
With an ill-bred giggle she brouçyht him a meal
which. only his keen huncrer enabled him to eat.
Presently the red-shirted fellows came from, the
bar-room and familiarly ordered their supper.
From their rough talk Lawrence discovered that
they were lumberers on their way, like himself,
to the lumbef camps: He made some casual en-
quiry as to the distance to the Mattawa River, on
which the camp to which he was bound was
situated.

el A matter of two hundred miles or so," replied
one of the men.
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Be you goin' thar, straDçyer asked the other.
Lawrence replied that he was, when lie of the

red shirt continued, in an accent that indicated
that he was * from, the forests of Maine,

Wal now, want ter know .1 Be y ou clerkiD'
it

Our hero replied that he was croincy as either
axeman or teamster, with both of which employ-
ments he said he was familiar. Indeed he had
acquired considerable dexterity in both at home.

What on 'arth be the like o' ye aoin' to do
UP thar exclaimed the man, as he stared at the

thin white hands and slender well-dressed person
of the boy

01.1 I11 make my way as others have done
befère me said Lawrence.

Wei, ye've got pluck, any way; and thet's all
a man wants to, get on enywheers, so fers I see,"
said the good-natured fellow, as Lawrence bowed
politely and rose from the table.

G entlemanly sort o" coot, isn't he ? con-
tinued the lumberman sotto voce to his comrade.

HeT soon ait enough of the camp, or I'm
mistaken," answered that worthy; which remark,
overheard by Lawrence, did not prove particularly
inspiritiner

In order to escape the unsavoury odours and
uncongenial company of the bar, which seemed to
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be the only publie sitting-room. in the house,
Lawrence retired to, the small, close, and stuffy

chamber assirrned him. Openinûr the window foi
fresh air, he saw in the distance, gleamincy in the
moonlight, the shininçy reaches of the river.

There lies my destiny," he said to, himself as
he çyazed up the majestic, stream which seemed to,

beckon him onward to the mysterious unknown
rerrions bcyond. He thought of the brave ex-
plorer Champlain, who, first of white men, had
traversed that gleaming track and penetràted the
far recesses of the Canadian wilderness; and of
Brebeuf, and Lalemant, and Davose, and Daniel,

the intrepid Jesuit missionaries who, two hundred
years before, for the love of souls, had toiled up
the tortuous stream sleeping on the bare rock,

carryincy their burdens over the frequent and rug-
ged portages, tilI they reached their far-off Indian
mission on the shores of the " Sweet Water Sea,"
as they caRed the vast and billowy expanse of
Lake Huron. There three of these four had
sufféred a cruel martyrdom ; rejoicincr that they
were counted worthy to confess Christ amoner the

heathen and to glorify God by their sufférings and
death. The memory of the faith and patience of

these early Canadian martyrs, aIthoýgh of an alien
race and creed., enbraved the heart of this Cau-

adian youth, two centuries after their death, to
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pursue the path of duty in the face of whatever
obstacles might rise.

Then his eye fell upon the P.vs>.nina star, beam-
inûr with a lambent flame low down in the sky,

still warm with the after-cy,,Iow of the departed
sun, and gentler thoughts rose within his breast.
Only two nights before he had gazed iipon it by
his mother's side. She was probably gazing on

it now and, he was certain, thinking of him and
praying for him. The steady glow of the star
seemed like the light of his mother's eyes beaming

in blessing upon him, and in the sense of spiritual
communion with home and the loved ones there,
he forgot his squalid surroundings and their con-
trast with the sweet clean comforts of his mother's

roof. Pravinz to his Father wbo seeth in secret
he felt that he was not alone for God was with

him.
« Tbine own fr; end and thy fathes friend forsakénot. 'I-Prov.

With the earliest dawn Lawrence was abroaël
to breathe the fresh air, aiIfl-tý learn where he

could find the l', crew "' of lumbermen he was about
to join. Just as the sun rose, he reached the cliff
known as Government ILII, now crowned by the

stately and many-turreted Parliament Buildings
of the Dominion of Canada, As the sun rose

grandly over the far-rolling Laurentian hills it
turned the river into gleaminop gold. Beneath the
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cliff, shagrgred with ancient woods from top to base,
sparkled and dimpled the eddies of the rapid
stream. Acres of timber rafts were moored in the

cove, and in the still morning air the thin blue
smoke of the camp fires rose where the raftsmen

were preparingy their mornin" meal.
While he gazed in admiration on the scene, he

became aware of a grizzled, sun-browned man, with
a kindly gray eye, and dressed in a sort of half-
sailor cyarb, standing beside him.

Kinder nice, that 'ere, ain't it now? " said the
strancrer.
It is, indeed, very beautiful," replied Lawrence.

Ive lived on this river, man an' boy, well
nigh onto fifty years, an' I hain't got tired on it

yet. It don't never wear out, ye see. ' Its new
every mornin, aW renewed every evenin', like all
the rest of the Good Beins blessin's.)

Encouraored by the kindly look and pious tone
of the old man, Lawrence asked him if he knew
where HaroTave's crew of lumbermen were camped
(this was the name of his employer).

"« Hargrave's crew 1 1 should think Id oughter.
I supplies 'em most o' their campin' outfit. Ye
see that smoke he said, pointincy to the spray

risinçT from. the Chaudiere FaUs well, that's the
Bicr Kittle. Jist around the Vint beyond that

ye'll find Hargrave's camp. They break UD and
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go up stream to-day. You jist ask for Mike
Callaghan at the bridge there an' he'Il tell you

exactly the way."
Lawrence took out bis note book to write down

the name, wlien a piece of paper fluttered to the
ground. The old man stooped. to pick it up and
was handinc, it to Lawrence when he exclaimed,

What's this ? A class-ticket, as I'm alive.

Where did ye cret this, boy Are ye a Metho-
dis' abruptly asked the old man.

Yes, I am a Methodist," said Lawrence., 'I and
I got this from James Turner, our minister at
Thornville."

«' Turner 11 know'd -him exclaimed our ancient
mariner; '- was on this circuit once. I must know

your name, lad."
Willing to humour bis strange companion,

Lawrence mentïoned. bis name, the utterance of
which produced a remarkable effect. With a
quick motion the old man grasped him firmly by
the shoulder and peered earnestly into his face,
and then exclaimed, «I Well-a-day 1 an' to think I
didn't know ye."

I see nothincr very remarkable in that," re-
plied Lawrence, since you never saw me before.»

Don't be so sure o' that, my boy; 1 know'd ye
afore ye know'd yerself, and well I know'd yer
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father, too. I see his looks in your very face.
How is he, anyway V' rattled on the old sailor.

He is dead these twelve months," said Law-
rencewith a gush. of sympathy towards the man

who had known his father.
cc Dead is it exclaimed the strancrer in a

tone of m-incyled astonishment and grief. Ans
old Jimmie Daily left, whocould be so much

better spared. Well, a good man is gone to, his
reward- -rest his soul ! "-Mr. Daily, althougrh. now

a Methodist, in moments of excitement, occasion-
aUy used expressions with which he was familiar

while yet a Roman Catholic.
4'How lonct since vou knew my father V' asked

-Lawrence, now deeply interested.
"' Knew him, is it ? It's Nvell nigrh twenty

years acoyone," he answered. " Many's the time I
ferried him across the river down at Metcalf's ap-
pointment-the ould locr church, do ye mind?
An' the ways he used to L -1,1k to me! 1 was a sin-
ful man in those days, God forgive me, but I
never forgot thim, words ; an' he made me promise
to go to the praîchin', an" I kep' my word, but 1
soon wished 1 hadn't, for he made me féel my
sins that bad that I couldnt slape, an I tuk to

the drink harder nor ever, an' I (rot the horrors,
an' he watched with me.like a brother, W tuk me

to his own house to keep me from the tavern, aW
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prayed an' wrasled with me till 1 got my soul con-
vartec'L Hallelujah 1

0 happy day, tbat fixed my choice.

So ye're a son of John Tirgple, God bless ye
an yer mother., is she livin'? If ever there was
a saint' it was that woman. Aný where are ye
stoppin' 2"

At the Sheaf and Crown" replieci Lawrence,
and he briefly told of his father's illness and his
mother's welfare.
«" At the Sheaf and Crownis it the garrulous
old man went on. WeR, ye'll stop there no
longer. It's no. place for the likes o' ye. A proud
man will be Jimmie Daily to entertain the son of
his best friend, John Timple. Come home to,
breakfast with me."

Nothing loath to leave the tavern, Lawrence
cheerfully accepted the warm-hearted hospitality
of his Irish friend. The old man was a widower,
but his two daughters, bright-eyed but bashfül
girls, had a clean and appetizing breakfast ready,
to which Lawrence did ami)le justice.

An' what way are ye goin' now, if I may make
so bould? " asked Mr. Daily towards the close of
the meal.

To the River Mattawa, with Hargrave's crew,"
quietly answered Lawrence,
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«To the Mattawa 1 " exclaimed the kind host
in ainazement droppincy his knife and fork and
starincr at M3 cruest with open-mouthed astonish-
m e n t. «« Och, its jokin' an ould man ye are.
But it'il be crunnin' or fishin' ye're afther V'

Ilis astonishment deepened as Lawrence avow-
ed his purpose to go as a lumberman, at the same
ti-ne hintincr that it was only a tempoiary ex-

pedient for a special purpose. At leu(rth he went
on-

"' That's not the kind o' work for John Tim-
ple's son, that I nurs£%-,.,-l when he was a baby. An'

ye don't. look over strong, naythur. But ye've got
yer father'.3 sperit. Nothin' ever did beat that
man. No matter what roads or weather. I never

know'd him to miss an app'intment, an' the
roads wuz powerfal bad sornetimes. But I wont

say ye nay. Vrn sure Providence will direct
B ome here, my boy," he said rising irom t-he
ta, e and leadincr the way into the little store
wh* h was his chief source of livelihood.

t was an odd miscellaneou*s assortment of
rt les that almost filled the little apartment.

Threè- sides of the room, were appropriated res-
pectively to, groceries, dry-goods, and hardware.
But this distinction waà not rigidly maintained,
and sundry articles would not come under any of

these heads, as, for instance, Bibles, hvmn-books,

THE KING S MESSE'.;GEr..
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scý.ool-booKs and 'stationery, a cpse of patent-
-iediciiies, and oils, paints and brushes. The

windows occupy'n(y the fourth side %vere filled
-%vith specimens of the différent kinds of goods on
the shelves. From tlie ceilinrv hung steel traps,
loc-chains snowshoes moccasins and iron stud-

à
ded boots for raftsmen. Cant-hooks, axes., whips,

harness, row-locks, trollin(Y-lines, fish-books, rope,
cc)rdarre codfish molasses SuIrrar tea coffée, mess-

Por- and mèss-beef, pea-jack-ets, sou'-westers, oil-
eloth pilot-coats, thick guernseys, blankets, mits,
fur caps, mutflers-almost every thinor one could

thinx of, or that lumbermen could want, from a
grindstone to a needle, from, a herring to a barrel
of flourfrom linen thread to hawsels, from band-
-erchiefs to sail-cloth., was represented in this

general store."
Selectincy two stout guernsey shirts a pair of

moccasins and a pair of boots, a blanket and a
pair of buckskin mits, Mr. Dailv quietly made

them. up in a parce], saving, "' Ye'll find the need
of thini before the winter is over."

In vain Lawrence remonstrated and protested
that he could not afford to buy, and did not want

to accept as a gift, these valuable articles.
Is it sell the li-es o' thim to yer father's son

ye'd have me? " exclaimed the generous-hearted
reature in affected indicy ation.

ýDn Not if I knows
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it. Its more than this I owe the me y of John
Timple, or to, any that bear hý1ýSîmýe. lit

Ile then conducted his younct protege in whom.
he seemed to, take paternal pride, to the camp

which, was the rendezvous of Hargrave's brigade..
The " crew," as it was called, was busy with the
final bustle of embarking on their six or eight
months plunge into the wilderness. There was

no time for many words. Commending Lawrence
to, the foreman or "', boss " of the brigade, as the

son of a dear ould friend," the old man gave
bis band a wring like the grip of a vice, with the
valediction-

God bless ye, my boy, and all the saints pro-
tect ye.-"

CRAPTER IIL-ON THE RIVEIL

Vlà l'bon vent 1 'Vlà l'bon vent 1
V'là ljoli vent 1 V'là 1'*Oli vent!

V'l à l'bon vent 1 «V'là Mon vent
Ma mie m'appelle 1 Ma mie m'attend 10

IT was a picturesque scene that met the eyes
of Lawrence when he had time to, look around 1

him. The broad river was flashing and eddying
in the bright sunlight, rushing on to the Chaudiere

For thiii refrain, the burden of a popular Syafflri chorus,
we an indebted to, our friend, W. Kirby, Esq., the author of

that xemarkably clever Canadian story, the 6 & Chim dOr."'
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Falls like a stroncr will bent on a desperate re-
solve. This brilliant picture was framed by a dark

background of pines-a fringe of shiverin aspens
near the water in some places trailincr their

branches in the current like naiads bathincr their
tresses in the waves. - Moored in a little cove were
a number of stout batteaux, and several birch

bark canoes were drawn up upon the shore
Nearly a hundred men, -with much shoutiDcr and

gesticulatincy were loading the batteaux with bar-
rels of mess-pork and mess-beef, flour, sugar, and

moliuses ; boxes of tea and tobacco ; bales of
blankets, and all the almost countless necessaries

of a lumber camp. The lumbermen were sun-
tanned, stalwart fellows, many of whom were
French Canadiau and the others of different

nationalities including three or four Indians.
Almost aU wore red-flannel shirts, and many had

a scarlet sash axound the waist and a red woven
cap or fez upon their heads.

À camp-fire was blazing brightly on the beach
at which a grimy-looking cook, with a short and

dirty tobacco-pipe in his mouth, was preparing
dinner in sundry smoke-blackenedvessels. When
the stew of meat and vegetables was ready, he
blew a tin horn, and the captains of the several

messes received their shares in large tin vessels
These distributed in tin dishes to the men of
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t4eir messes their portion of meat in due season.
Stron(7-,.tmeen tea, without mi] was the only

beverage furnished.
In an incredibly short time dinner was dis-

patched, and almost every man produced a to-
bacco-pipe and was soon smoking away like a
small furnace. The last loads were huiried on
board the batteaux. The oars were manned and
with a cheer the several crews rowed their boats
up the stream, huçyoimg the shore as closely as

possible in order to, avoid the strength, of the
current, The canoes were launched and went
dancinct over the waves, the "boss " and the In-

dians croiincr ahead to, select and prepare the camp-
MOI ground.

Lawrence took his place at the oar in one qf the
batteaux and rowed lustily with the rest of the
crew. He greatly eDjoyed his novel experience.
He had a keen eye for the picturesque, and now
he found much to, employ it. The flood of golden

light on the broad. bosom of the river, the v*v*d
green of the féliage on the shore, the bronzed
faces, often full of character, and the stalwart
forms of his red-shirted companlions, the brown
batteaux and the snowy sails which, were spread
tô catch the ligrht breeze which, helped them. along

-t'he.se made up a picture that, Uansférred. to
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canvas would have won an artist fame and for
tune.

He cordialIy cultivated the'acquaintance of his
fellow oarsman, a good-natured Trenchmanclad in
a strancye blendincy of civilized and savaae attire.
He wore buckskin leggings fringyed after the In-
chan st le, bead-worked moccasins, a red sash, red
shirt, and red night-cap or fez. Around his fore-
head was a band of wampum, or Indian bead-work,
set off by a heron's plume, dyed red. In his belt,
in a leathern scabbard, was a sharp and glittering

scalpincy-knifé, which, however, he used for no
more deadly purpose than cutting his meat and
tobacco. On one finger he wore a solid gold ring

and in his ears small earrings of the sape material.
A silver cross and a scapular of the Virgin mierht
be séen on his bronzed breast througgh the open
bosom of his shirt.

Jean Baptiste la Tour, such was his name, was
a characteristie example of the voyageurs and
courreurs du bois who, lever since the settlement
of Canada by the French, had found the fascina-
tions of the wild férest life too, strong to permit
them. tol,-remain in the precincts of civilization
or engage in any steady agricultural labour. Law-
rence found. him very chatty, and as he could
speak a little English and Lawrence a little book
French, they got on very well together.
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Baptiste had wandered all over the great North
and North-West, as far as Fort Churchill on H-tid- lit, ýsons Bay and up the Saskatchewan to near the
foot of the Rocky Mountains. He had been em-
ployed by the Hudson's Bay Company in the
varied avocations of trapper, voyageur, and guide;
but on one of bis trips from Fort Williain, 011
Lake Superior, down the Ottawa to Montreal, with
a convoy of fitrs, he had fallen a victim to the Ic
fascinations of a bright-eyed Indian crirl at Caurrh-

nawa,r.rra. He had now a bark Nv*gwam and squaw
and two papooses at that villaçTe and confined
bis wanderincys within a limit of some four hun-
dred miles, instead of two thousand as before.

He was full of vivacit . very polite in his way,
somewbat choleric and bast ' when crossed, and a

rather boastful talker. He was very proud of YÏ:
bis aristocratic ancestr Ile claimed descent
from, the Chevalier de la Tour, Governor of Acadie
in the seventeenth century, and favoured Lawrence

with hicrhly romantic traditions of the beauty and-
valour and fidelity to her husband's checkered
fortunes of the heroic Madame de la Tour, nar-

ratin" how she held the fort at the mouth of the
St. John against three-fold odds. The relation-

ship claimed was not improbable, for some of the
best blood of France, that of the Montf orts and

Montmorencies, flowed in the veins of semi-
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savaae wanderers in the woods or dwellers in In-
dian wigwams.

Towards evenin(y the brigades of boats swept
into a little cove, where, behind a narrow beach,
the dense féliage rose like a castle wall. A little
streamlet shyly trickled down, inakincy timid niusic

over its pebbles. In an open space the camp-
fires were soun blazing briahtly, the splendid black
and brown bass, caught by trolling in the river,
were soon broiling on the coals, and never lordly
feast at a king"s table was enjoyed with keener
zest than the frucral repast of these hardy lumber-ý
men.

It was soon dark, fur the season was Septem-
ber and, in the light of the camp-fires, the Joung-
incy figures smoking their short pipes, and some,
we are sorry to, say, playing cards, looked làe a

group of bandits in one of Salvator Rosa's paint-
inirs. The trees overhead gleamed in the firelight
Eke fretted silver and through the rifts the holy
stars looked down hke sentinels in mail of burn-
ished steel keeping ward upon the walls of heaven.

Leaving the uncongenial company Lawrence
pluiiged into the caves of darkness of the grand
old forest, which. lifted on pillared colonnades its
interlaced and fretted roof, more stately and awe-
inspirinci in the gloom than any minster aisle.
There, with thoughts of home and God and
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heaven, he strençythened his beart for the duties
ind the trials of his new life.

On returnincy to the camp he gratefally accepted
the invitation of the foreman to share his tent,
and soon, Iyinir on a bear-skin rtig i.prea « 1.1pf)IL ;a
bed of fr,t(-Yrant spruce bo" (r

ID "Chs, was fast asleep.
l'lie rest of the crew threw themselves down in
theïr Viankets with their fect to the fire and slept
beneath the open canopy of heaven.

WiLh the dawn the camp was astir. Breakfast
was promptly despatelied, and açi the sun rose,

titrniu(y the waters into t-ylèaminc,- gold, the little
ilu,îlla again glided on its way. So passed day
atter day. Lawrence was often weary in back

and arrus and le(rs Nvith rowinci, and his hands
were severely blistered "()ut the ever-chanorincr

1)anoraina of beauty was a perpetual delight.
Sonietimes* as they approached a rapid in the
river, the sturdy boatmen would spring into the
water and push aud diug the batteaux against
the foaminor current. When th à rapid was too
stroncy to be overcome in this way, the boats were
lightened and pushed up with poles, and dragged
with ropes. The bales and boxes, supported on
the broad backs of the men by a band going
around theïr foreheads, were carried over the port-
age to the calm water beyonl--"

The light-hearted Frenc4men beguiled theirC)
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labour ly boat songs having a rattling chorus like
what which heads this chapter, in which all joined.
he favourite song was that of the king's son

who went a-hunting with his silver gun, with
its strange reiteration and stirring chorus, which
nade every rower spring to his oar with renewed
vivacity and vigour.

The following will be a sufficient specimen of
this' national boat song of French Canada:

Derrière chez nous ya-t-un étang,
En roulant ma boule. 4

Trois beaux canards s'en vont faignant,
Rouli, roulant, ma boule roulant,

En roulant ma boule roulant,
En roulant ma boule.

Trois beaux canards s'en vont baignan t,
En roulant ma boule.

Le fils du roi s'en va chassant,
Rouli, etc.

Le fil du roi s'en va chassant,
En roulant ma boule.

Avec son grand fusil d'argent,
Rouli, etc.

Avec son grand fusil d'argent,
En roulant ma boule.

Visa la noir, tua le Ïbanc,
Rouli, etc.

Visa la noir, tua le blanc,
En roulaut ma boule.

O fils du roi, tu es méchant,
Rouli, etc.

THE KING'S MESSENGER.b
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So it goes on for thirteen verses, but of its
simple inelody the voyageurs never tire. Baptiste
led the refrain, with infinite austo, in a rich tenor

voice, and the w-hole company, Enorlish and French,
joined in the chorus, wakinom the echoes of the

forest. aisles and féathery crags as they passed.
On all our Canadian streams, from. the grand and

gloomy Saguenay to the far Saskatchewan, this
sonor has bëen chanted for over two hundred years.
It is therefore, as a relie of a phase of national
hfe fast passing away, not unworthy of a place in
this chronicle.

CHAPTER IV.-THE LUMBER CAMP.

A man was famous according as he had lifted up axes
upôn the thick trees."-Ps. lxvi. 5.

How bowed the wooda beneath their sturdy stroke.
-GRAY'S ELEGY.

AT length the little flotilla reached the Mat-
tawa river. A heavy boom of floating logs

chained together wa-s moored across its mouth
to intercept timber coming down its stream. An
openinor was made in this, and proceedina a short
distance, the brigade reached at last its destina-
tion. A camp had occupied the ground the pre-
vious season and the buildiiigs were still standing,

although one had been partially unroofed by a
summer storm..

TRE KING y S MESSEN GEIL
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The camp consisted of three buildings forming
three sides of a hollow square, the fourth side

being open, with a warni sunny southern exposuree
toward the river. To the right, was a strongrly-

built, store-house for keeping the flour, pork, tea,
sugar, and other supplies required for a hundred
men for half a year. To the left were the stables
for the ten or twelve teams which were daily ex-
pected to, arrive by a trail along the river side
through the forest.

The third side of the square was occupied by
the shanty or boardincr-house for the men. In-

stead of beincr, as its name migght, imply, a, frail
structure,it was a large, strongly-built log-house.
The opeaings between the loors were filled with

4jmoss and clay. The windows were very few and
smalL For this there were three reasons-larger
openings would weaken the structure of the

house, and let in more cold, and glass was a rather
scarce commodity on the Mattawa.

The whole interior wa- one large room. The
most conspicuous object was a huge log fire-place,

or platform, like an ancient alta-É, in the centre of
the floor. It was covered with earth and black-
ened embers and was surrounded by a protect-

ing border of cobble stones. Imrnediately over it

an opening in the roof gave vent to the sînoke,
although in duU weather much of it lingered
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amon" the ràfters which fact gave them a rather
sombre appearance. Around the vyall, were rude

bunks " or berths like those in a ship, for the
accommodation of the shantymen. A few ex-

ceedingly solid-lookinct benches, tables and shelves,
made with backwoodsman skill with no other in-
strument than an axe and aucrer was all the
furniture visible. Some wooden pegs were driven

in the wall to support the çyuns, powder-horns,
shot-pouches, and extra clothing of the men.
Over the door-wav was fastened a largge. deer's

head with branchiner antlers. The bouse was
warm, and comfortable, but with nothinor like
privacy for the men.

The other buildings were similarly constructed
and roofed ivith logs split-and partially hollowed
out. Durinor the fine weather the cookincy was
done at a camp-fire in the court-yard, but in
winter at the hucre hearth in the shanty. A large

loci hollowed into a trough caught rain water,
while for culinary purposes a spring near at hand

sufficed.
On the walls of the stable were stretched out 'J'

dried ny the sun, stained by the weather and,
-toin by the wind, the skins of several polecats,

and other vermin evidence of theweasels,
prowess -of the stable boys and a warning of the
fate which. awaited all similar depiedators -just
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as the Danish pirates when captured by the
Saxons were flayed and their skin nailed to the

church doors, as a symbol of the stern justice
meted out in the da*ys of the Heptarchy.

A couple of hardy Scotch squatters had cleared
a patch of ground near the camp, and raised a
crop of oats, and cured a quantity of wild meadow
hay, for which they got a good price from, the
lumber companY.

The deserted camp waà soon in a bustle of
activity, and the abandoned -buildings were

promptly reoccupied. The stores were safély
housed and padlocked. Each man stowed away
his "kit" under his berth or on a shelf or peg
above it. Axes were sharpened on a large grind-

sto.ne, and when necessary fitted with new helves,
and every one was prepared for' a winter *cam-
paign acrainst the serried array of forest ve.terans.

Such are the general arrangements adopted for
carrying out the great national industry of Canada
-an industry in which more capital is employed
than in any other branch of business and from
which a greater annual revenue is derived.

The day'after the arrival. of the lumber crew
at tb e camp, Lawrence was told off with a «' gang

of men to proceed a short distance up the stream.
and begin thework of felling tr'ees. The air was
cool and bracing, and fiagrant with pine balyn.
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The stately trunks rose like a pillared colonnade,
te each fit to be the mast of some 'hiorh admiraL"C
The pine needles macle an elastie carpet under
foot., and the bright sunlight streamed down

through the openings of the forest, flecking the
ground with patches of aold.

Soon the assigned limit was reached, and the
stalwart axe-men each selected his antacronist in
this life and death duel with the ancient monarchs
of the férest. The scanty brushwood was cleared.
The axes gleamed brightly in the air. The

measured strokes feR thick and fast, awaking
strange echoes in the dim and distant forest aisles.
The white chips flew through the air, and çrhastly

wounds gaped in the trunks of the ancient
pines. Now a venerable férest chief shivered
Ahrough all his branches, swayed for a moment in
incertitude Jike - blind Ajax n'orhtinor with Ihi3

unseen fée, then, with a shuddering groan, tot-
tered and reeled crashing down, shaking the
earth and air in his fall. As he lay there, a
prostrate giant, that had wrestled with the storms
of a hundred winters, felled by the hand of man
in a slugle hour, the act scemed like murder.
As Lawrence stood with his foot on the fallen
trulik of his fimt tree, but a m9ment, before stand-
ing grand and majestie and lordly as a king's son,
like Saul amonà the prophets, he seemed guâty of

41
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sacrile(ye-of slaying the Lord's anointed. HEC C
followed in fanéy its fate

Mid shouts and cheers
The jaded steers.
Panting beneath the goad,
Dra,, down the weary windiin éy 1 Joad
Those captive kingsso straight and tal],

To be shorn of their itreamilig hair
And, naked and bare,
To feel the stress and the strain
01 the wi-ud and the reeling main,
Whose roar
Would remind them forevermore
Of their nativeloresta they should not isee &gain.

But after a time his conscience became seared
and calloused tothis trale murderand as he swuncr

his glitteriiacy axe throu(rh the air and it bit deep
into the very heart of some grand old pine,
stoical beneath his blows a,3 a forest sachem under
the knife of his enemy, a stern joy filled his soul,
as he felt that he with that tiny weapon was
more than a match for the towering son of Anak.
It realized the fairy tales of his boyhood, and he

played the role, of Jack the Giant-killer lover
again.

The fallen trees were eut into logs of suit-
able lenath by huge saws worked by a couple of

brawny sawyers. Wheu the sno-%v fell, these
were drawn to the river side by sturdy teams

of oxen. The logs were loaded on the sleds by
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being rolled up au inclined plain formed by a
pair of " skids," as shown in the engravincy which
forms the frontispiece to this book. A stout chain
was attached to the sled and passed around the lory

and a pair of oxen tucycyed at the other end of the
chain till the unwieldy mass, sometimes weicyliin(y
nearly a ton, was hauled on to the sled. This
heavy work, as may be supposed, is not witbout
danger; and sometimes serious accidents occur,

when only the rude surggery of the féreman or
boss " is available.
But although Lawrence, like a stroncr-limbed

warrior, thus "' drank the joy of battle with his
peers," he often also felt the warrioi's, fatigue and
sometimes the warrior's peril and wounds. One

day' a tree in falling struck the projecting branch
of another and dashed it to the ground in danger-
ous proximity to his person, and a portion of it
rebounding gave hini a severe blow on the, le&

And at night as he la his weary limbs 'and
achincr joints upon the fragrant hemlock boughs of
his berth, his hot and blistered hands often kept
biia awake, and he contra'sted not without a pana
the quiet and neatness of his little attic chamber

beneath his mother's roof with the uncongenial
surroundings, by which he, was environed. The

frucgral yet clean and appetizing fare of his
Lioeuer's table, with its snowy cloth and dainty

TIIE KING'S MESSENGER.
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dishes, and above all, her saintly presence beam-
iiiçy with a sacred influence like the seraphie smile
of Murillo's Madonna were remembered with a
longing akin to.tbat of the Israelites in tbe desert
for the fleshpots of Egypt, as he paxtook of his
mess of pork and beans or Irish stew and drank
out of his tin pannihin bis, strong green tea, un-
flavoured with milk. Hunger, however, gave a

zest to his appetite, and the monotonous fare of
the camp was sometimes varied by the killiner of
a deer or the snaring of a covey of partlidges.

LiWrence was nôt without spiritual contests
also as well as conflicts with the giants of the
férest, and the former were the more desperate

nddeadly of the two. To live a godly life amid

41 all these godless men-for so far-, as he, knew
none of them had any personal experience of

religion-was no slight task. To confess Christ
humbly and modestly, yet boldly and firmly amid

his unfavourable surrz)undings taxed his Christian

fil resolution.
It was not long before he had an opportunity

P, of bearing the reproach of Christ. To a lad of
his retiring and sensitive disposition it was quite
an ordeal to observe bis religious devotions at
night and morning amid the smoldng and féolish,
and often profane, talking and jesting of nearly a

rude and boisterous men. On the



journey up the river he had sought the solitude
of the férest for his devotions. He could still
have done so in the camp, but he thought that it
would be an act of moral cowardice to, conceal

his habit of prayer. He therefore from. the very
first night read a chapter in his fathes Bible

and knelt quietly beside his " bun k " to pray to
bis Fath6i-in heaven. This act had a salutary

effect ý on those near' hirm Most of them, either
ceased their conversation or subdued their voices
to a lower key. Those who would do neither,
moved away, as if reproached by his act. Indeed
some of the Roman Catholie lumbermen becyan to,

mitate his conduct, a few openly, and others
turnincr to the waU and furtively crossing them-
selves before they retired to rest. The quiet

dignity without haughty reserve, and the uiniform
politeness and kindness of the younor man, had
won the respect or good-natureof most of the
motley forest community.

One night a rough Irish teamsiJér, De
O'Neal, by name, came into the shanty in a de-
cidedly ill humour. He had been breaking in a
yoke of voungg steers that the foreman had bought
from, the SStch squatter-an employment not

calculated ta inollify a temper somewhat irasci-
ble at the best of times. He grambled over his
supper Md quarreRed with the cook. -As he

1
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caught sight of Lawrence kneeling at his bedsideJ!
he seemed to consider him a fitting object on
which ýo vent his jU humour. Pickincy lip a

musk rat which one of the Indians had killed
and was going to cook for his private gratification,

ONeal hurled it at, tho head of Lawrence with the
objurgation,

Get up, ye spalpeen. What for are ye makin
yerself so much betther than the rest av us

;1 fil It's some rtinaehy 'prentice ye are, for all yer
foine manners, bad luck to ye

Thouggh struck fairly on the side of the face
the noisome missile Lawrence made no reply,

but bowed his heaà still lower and lifted uD his
1 heart more fervently to God.

(cDyye hear me, ye concated crosspon?" cried
O'Neal in a rage, and he was about to hurl his
hèavy boot at the boy.

Let be le (yarçon," exclaimed Baptiste la Tour
who had taken a fancy to Lawrence, arresting the
hand of the irate -O'ieaL What -for you no

pray votre self ? sure you much need."
Why don% he pray rierht then said O'Neal,

adopting the usual plea for persecution-a differ.
ence of religious creed. Where's his ýl Hail
Mary

« Indiau Pray to grand manitou replied the
i: P- q plâosophical Frenchman, who seems to have been
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tinctured with a rationalistic, spirit; Catholique
pray to Sainte Marie; Protestant pray to Maride
Son: all good. Let be le garçon."

That's so.," Let the boy alone," "" Go to
bed, Dennis," echoed sèveral of the shantymen,
and seeinor that his treatment of 1ýawrence was

unpopular, O'Neal slunk off growlinor to, his bunk.

CHAPTER V.-A SABBATH IN TIIE CAMP.

0 day most calm, most bright,
The fruit of thiz, the inext world's bud
The endorsement of supreme delight,
Writ by a Friend and with flis blood;
The couch of time, care's balm and bay:-
The week were dark, but for thy light

Thy torch doth show the way.
-ýGZORGZ IIERBIRT.

By general consent Lawrence sufféred no more
overt persecution for his practice of prayer. He

was) however, made the object of many little
annoyances by ONeal, who, cherished a petty

spite towards him, and by others who felt reproved
by his quiet yet open confession of Christ, and

who, resented his superiority of manner and char-
acter. For instance, he sometimes found salt
furtively introduced into his tea, instead of sucrar,
or a handful of beachnuts placed in his bed, their

âwp angles not being promotive of sound slum-
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ber. Sometimes, too, bis axe would mysteriously
be blunted or mislaid, and other articles would
aisappear for a time or, indeed altogether. III

he exhibited no spirit of resentment, however
mue,,h less of retaliation., as seemed to, be expected
and wasalways cheerful and obliginer, these one-
sided jokes at which nobody laughed, lost theù

charm to their perpetrators and were discontinued
It takes two to make a quarrel, and there waç
no use in annoyingor a man who never seemed tc

Ali be annoyed.
Lawrence found opportuuities also, of disarm

ing prejudice and winning favour by bis helpful
and cordial disposition. ,One day O'Neal was iin

real difficulty and some peril from bis steers whieb
under bis do mÎneering mode of management had
proved refractory and had severely crushed theù
ch-iver between the clumsy cart, in which he waç

hauling hay from the meadow stacks to the barn,
and a huore stump, which stood in the roucrh
bush road. Lawrence ran to bis assistance.

With a few kind words he pacified the enrageredC>-
animals and extricated Dennis from bis danger.

As he was a good deal br-uised Lawrence hastily
threw off most of the load helped the in ured
man into the cart and drove him slowly to the

shanty, and, with the assistance of Baptiste,
carried him to his biinIr.

1
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The next day was Sunday, a day which often
Seemed the most, tedious of the week in the camp.
Lawrence sorely missed the Sabbath services to

which he had been accustomed, and was, crreatly
distressed at, the desecration of the holy day, of

which he was the involuntary witnass. Many
of the men lay in their berths or bunks, or
louncred ab'ut- the shanty, unkempt and hali
dressed a good part of the day. Some, wandered
ine the woods with doir and gun. Others fished,
bathed or paddled in the river in their bark canoes.
In the eveuing most, of them talked smoked,

played cards, or mended their clothes in the
shanty. Lawrence was wont to retire to the
woods with his Bible and hymn-book and hold a

Sabbath service by himself in the leafy temple
of Nature. In the evenina he used to seek a
quiet corner, nof'0"cýy on Sunday but on week-

inights when not, too tired, and slowly and with
much difficulty he spelled his way through the

Gospelof St. John in his fathers Greek Testa-
ment.

On this Sunday, however, instead of gomg out
he remained in the shanty and prepared som£.
toast and tea for O'Neal who, unable to rise, la.%
tossing and moaning impatiently in his rude bet(

"«IVs very kind av ye, shurel," said, the sir
Mani " afther the ways I've trated ye, it is."'
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«« Oh never mind that said Lawrence. « You
won't do it agrain, I'm sure."

Troth an' I won't. Trie for ye, boy .1 Itps
ashamed av meself ye make me, entirely."

«I' Would you lik me to read to you a bit
ý-, asked Lawrence.

""Deed ye may if ye loike. 1'm no greit hand
at the readin' but 1 11 listen as quiet as a dumb

cratur, if it plues ye."
Gladly accepting this not very gracious per-

mission, Lawrence brou ht his Bible, and after
i thinking what would be least likely to offend the

prejudices of the rather choleric patierit, he read
the beautiful hymn of the Virgin, 'I' My soul doth
magnify the Lord." He then read the story of

the marriacre atCana of Galilee with its accolant
î of the reverence paid by Mary to her Divine Son.

'I'Is that the Blesed Vargin, ye're readiW about?"
asked O'Neal with some interest.

CI, Yes said Lawrence.

«« Shure, she was the good woman," replied his
patient in a sort of expostulatory tone.

lie «Il Certainly," continued the reader, l'« the Iblessed
among women' theBible calls her."'

Does it now the Protestant Bible asked
Dennis ývith eagerness. "Ad is that it ye're

readin' 2, Shure they tould me it was a bad book.
Read me some more av it, if ve plaze."
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Iawrence read him the touching story of Cal-
vary, and then repeated the beautiful Slaoat Mater,

that hymn of ages with its sweet refrain,

« Mary stood the cross beside.

Straugge that that hymn of the Umbrian mouk
should be repeated six hundred years after his

death in a lumber shanty in the backwoods of
Canada.

Lawrence then repeated Wesley's beautiful
hymn

come, ye weary sinners, come,
All who groan beneath your loadý

Jesus calls His wanderers home,
Hasten to, your pardoning God.
Come, ye gailty spirits, oppressed,
Answer to the Saviour's caU:

« Come, and I will give you rest:
Come, and 1 will save you aH.

As he recited slowly and with much féeling the
L.t verse:

« Burdened with, a worid of grief.
Burdened with our sinful load.

Burdened with tnis unbelief,
Burdened with the wrath of G od

Lo! we come to Thee for ease,
True and gracious as Thou aîýt

Now our groaning'soul release,
Write forgivenffls on our heart.,»

a teeý trickled down the bronzed face of the sick

THE MNG'S MESSE XGEIL.
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man, the first that he had shed for years, and bis
féatures twitched convulsively u he.said,

ý1 :qLi " True for ye. Burdened enouah I've been, and
far enoucyh I've wandered. If Blessed Vargin

ud onl look on a poor wretch pYaps I might
rePint afther aIL"

Gently and lovingly Lawrence urged him to,
look from the Virgin to, her Divine Son for the
forgiveness of'sins and spiritual succour that He-
alone dan impart.

As he was about to, leave the sick man, he laid
his hand on his févered brow and asked him
kindly if he felt better.

It's powerfül wake 1 am," said. the grateful
fellow "but, thanks to yer kindness, I'm cruel

aisy.',
Taking this rather contradictory statement as

it was meant, Lawrence retired to bis secret ora-
tory in the woods to thank God that he had been
enabled to, overcome evil with Lyood. Aý he

walked in theý dîm férest aisles in the flush of
the departing day he felt that in the rude lumber
shanty he had been able to serve God no less ac-
ceptably than if he had worshipped beneath
cathedral dome. ' In seeking to do good unto,
others bis own soul had been benefitted and
blewed.,
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CETA TER'VI.-THE OXFORD SCHOLAR

A- Clerke th er wu of Oxenforde also,
That unto logike hadde long ygo,
As lene wu his hors as is a rake,
And he was not right fat 1 undertake;
But looked holwe, and thereto soberly.
Ful thredbare was his overest courtepy,
But all be that he was a philosophre,
Yet hadde he but litel gold in cofre.

CuAuci&R-Canterbury Tak&

THAT evening Uwrence sat reading his Greek
Testament by the light of a tallow dip fixed in a
tin sconce on the wall. so as better to illumine
the room. Except to those in its immediate
prox=ty it seemed indeed

«'No light but rather darkness visible.

Layinom down his book for a moment, he rose to
give a drink of water to his friend-for s-uch he
now was-Dennis O'NeaL

-When he returned he found that one of a group
of men who had been shuffling a pack of greasy

cards was looking over hà book. Ile as a talt
dark, morose, sini ' ter-looking man, with f-ron-grey
hair and an unkempt, grisly b;eard, and was smok-
ing a short black pipe.

«g Do you teU me you can réad that he asked
abruptly.
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"Not much, I am sorry to say," replied Law-
rence, reaching for his book, for he began to féar
that he was about to be made me victim. of an-
Dther stupid ý"practica1 joke," which is generally
anly as much of a joke to its victim as stoni
was to, the poor frocrs in the fable.

Matt Evans, for by that name the man was
known returned the book and soon, throwincy

down bis cards,. came and sat down on the edge of
the bunk beside Lawrence.

Where ed you get that book V' herasked.
It was m father's," said LawreÉce, feeling a

little anxious about his treasure. Mt was almost
his last gift."

Was he, a clergyman asked Evans.
«'Ille was a Methodist minister," was the reply.

J"' A Methodist minister 1 Do they read Greèk?"
exclaimed Evans in a tone of surprise. «1 1

thought they were a set of illiterate nomads,
prowlinor around the country."

Many of them. do," said Lawrence, with quiet
clignity, and some « them. read Hebrow also.
My father taucrht himself."

Ifs many a year since 1 read any. Lefs see
if I have forgotten it all " said Evans.

Where did you learn it ? " askebd Lawrence,
hiandin(y him the Testament.

Where they know how to, teach it, my boy, at

14
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Oxfùrd. 1 don't look - like it, 1 suppose, but I once
studied at old Brasenose. One of my class-mates

became a bishop and sits in his lawn in the
House of Lords, and another of them is- a lord of

the Admiralty and lives in Belgravia. Carse
him, 1 when I asked him, to give me a berth in the
dockyard he had the impertinence to tell me that
his duty to his country wouldn't allow him, and
he turned me off with a guinea, the beggarly
rellow, he did."

Lawrence said nothing, but he thoucrht that
very probably the Admiralty lord had good

reasons for his conduct, and that he had been
very'generous as well.

«The :more fool L I've nobody to blame but
myself for being here," went on the remorseful

man. « But drink and dice and bad company
would drag, a bishop down* to a beast-to say

nothinom of a reckless wretch like me. I have a
brother who owns as fine an estate as any in

Dorset. Oh 1 he's a highly respectable man"'
this was uttered with a bitter ironical emphasis
«only driDlà the very 1,9st port and sherry

while I bad to put up with London gin or vile
whisky. 1 couldn't abide his everlasting hom-

ilies, so I took ship to Quebec and shook off the
dust of my feet a«ainst them"

« Do your friends know you are in this country,"
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asked Lawrence, not seeing tbe relevancy of the
quotation with which this speech closed.

""No, indeed, and FR take good care that they
l, 1? shan't. They think I am dead. Best so; and 1

am dead to, them. No one would recognise in
the seedy Matt Evans the fashionable man-

about-town who used to lounge in the windows
of the Pall Mall Club."'

«' Is that not your name ?" asked, a little timidly,
the innocent boy who had slight knowledcre of theÎD
wickedness and woe of the great world, and who

looked with an infinite pity on this man so highly
favoured with fortune and culture, almost as a

sinless soul might look upon a ruined archangel,
mighty though fallen.

No, my boy, no one shaU know that my secret
shaU die with me. But I rather like you. You
are différent from this herd around me hem
Can I help you any in your Greek I find I
haven't forgotten it all yet."

Lawrence wondered to, hear 'him speak thus of
the men with whom he associated in all their
coarse plea3ures, and who, at least, had not fallen
from the same hei ht as ho had ; but hoping-to

interest him in some intellectual. employment

Ig that might -recaU- his better days he atid,
« I Sn't find the mot of lux &y.
"Oh! that's irregular. Look fùr Eç That

ef I.



ased to be quite a catch, that, Lots of these
thinrts in Greek. Did you ever hear of the bishop

who devoted his whole life to verb., injus, and on
his death-bed wisbed he bad coMned himself ex-

clusively to the middle voice ? Our old don at
Brasenose wrote a big book on only the dative casa
Those accents, too, are perplexing till you get the

hanom of them. If I had spent as much time learn-
ingor Encrlish and common sense, as I have over the

accents and Greek mythology, 1,'would have been
a wiser and a better man."' ý le

From this time he took quite an interes't ila
IAwrence and gave him a good deal of help in his

difficulties with his Greek textP It was the first
practical use, said this Ox-Lord wholar, that Le
Greek had ever been to him.
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CHAPTER VIL-WAYSIDE SOWIý;G

Sow in the mom thyseed,
At eve hold not thy hand;

'To doubt and féar give thou no heed,
Broad-ca3tit oer the land.

Beside all waters is-ow
The highway furrows stock

DIPOP it where thorris and thistles grow
Scatter it on the rock.

Thon knew'st which-may thrive,
The late or earl sowny .

G'ace kee-ps the pr«ïous gerrns aliv
Wheu and wherever strewn.

Thou canst not toil in vain:
Cold, heat, and moist, and dry,

Shall foster and mature the grain,
For garners in the sky.

«« SAY, Uwrence, have ye any other name
asked Denni one day as he lay in his bertF.
«« Of course I havç," said Lawrence. Why do

you ask
aBecause 1 niver beared ye called anythiii"

else." The shanty men do not often bestow on
each other more than one appellation.

« What is it, any way he continued.
Temple, was the reply-
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«'Timple ? Timple Lawrence. Well, that9s a
quare name, now."

No, Lawrence Temple," said his friend, smiliina
at the, national propensity to, put the cart before
the horse.
'« Oh! I thought Lawrence was the other name.

And what for did they call you such an outlandish
name as that

« I was born on the shores of the St. Lawrenca
So they called me after the grand old river, and
after a good old saint."

«« Are ye named after a saint, and ye a Pro-
testant ? We]ljý nowp isn't that quare An how
did ye get your other name ?'-'

My fathers name was Temple. How else
would I get it ?'-'

4'Av course, I didet think o' that," said the
slow-witted Dennis. After a pause he went on.

« Did ye iver know a praicher o' the name o'
Timple yy

" My fýther was a preacher," said Lawrence,
wondering if here was another link with that
father's memory.

Where did yer father praîch asked Dennis.
Oh! he preached all over-from the Ottawa.

to theBay of Quinte> 91 was the rather indefluite
:reply- 6

Did he now ? exclaimed Denni , in open.
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1

mouthed amaziment. cc Why., he must bave been
a bishop, or a canon, or some big çyun or other in
the Church. Wasn't he ?

No said Lawrence <c he was a plain Metho-tilt
dist minister."

«« Why, the man 1 know'd was a Methodist too,99

continued the somewhat bewildered Irishman.
An' he used to praîch ait the Lock's, near KinçT
ston, ye know. Tliere wuz a lot of men workin'
at the canal-the Rideau canal, d'ye mind?

And this praicher used to come there ivery two
weeks. An' 1 worked wid Squire -Holton, an

Englishman. Och, an' the good farnier he wuz
Ony toi see the prathies and the oats he raised.

An' this praicher allus comed to his house, d'ye
mind ? Au' I used to, take care av his horse, for

he allus rode on borseback, exceptin' when he
walked ; an9 then he didn't, av coorse. An' he
was the dacint gintleman, if he wor- a Protestant

An' I nan he allus comed to, the stable, no
matter how cowld or wet he wuz-aW sometimes

he wuz powerful vet, ridin' throuorh the bad
roads.,-an' the roads wuz ýad, shure enough, in
the spring and faU.

WeR, as I wuz sayin, he allus comed toi the
stable to, see his horse rubbed down and fed-ai2

rit its himself knew how to curry a horse be-yutifut
for all he wuz a rale gintleman. The marciful
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man is marciful to his baste, Dénnis.' he"d say.
An' though, he niver gave me saxpince to drink

his honour's health, though it's meself often gave
him the hint that it wouldn't come amiss, yet
many's the time he gave whafs -betther ; he gave

me hapes op good advice. 'Deed if I bad followed
it I'd be a betther man the day. An' one day,

he says, says he, in his pléasant way, ye mind,
'Dinnîs,' says he, 'I my healths all right, an' the

best dhrink for yere health, is jist cowld wather.'
It was his little joke, ye know.

«I But I thought Ipd. be even wid biirn, anp I up
and towld him what Father O'Brady, the praste,
said. to, the tavern-kaper, Il that I just tuk a wee
drap for my stomach sake, like Timothy,-' ye mind.
But didmI he get-the joke on me ? ýI Yere names

not Timothy,' says he, Il anp there's nuthin' the
matther wid yere stomach, by the way ye made

the prathies disappear at dinner! An' well he
knew., for he sat right forninst me at the table,
ye see. More by token it 'ud be a long time in
the ould coonthry afore I'd sit down at the table
wid a parson all in black-only he wasdt '
black but in butternut, but he had the white

choker anyway: ad a rale clergyman he was -too,
as much as Father O'Brady or any op if he
wuz a Protestant.

1« When I was a poor dhrunken body, an no

'l ý.» » .
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«le inan cared for my sowl, he talked to, me like a
father, he did, though he worn't as ould as mesel£
AW he -tuk me one day into the hay mow--2twas

jist as he was laving the s ' arcuit, ae they called, it
-an' he made me knale down wid him, on a truss
0' hay. An' he knaled down beside Me, W he
prayed for me-for me *that niver prayed for me-
self, aW he cried over me, an' he made me promise
to quit the dhrink An' I did for a whole year,
I did. Ohone 1 1 wisht I bad quit it forever 1
I think I see him, yet, wid the tears a-rinniW

down his cheeks, and Ihim a-talkin' to the
Almighty as if he saw Him face to, face. Blessed

Vargin 1 M himself I see forninst me 1"
'The illusion was not unnatui-al, for Lawrence

was very like his father. He had let Dennis run
on in his garrulous way, knowing by experience

that to, interrupt him or to try to triner him. to the
point was, hke ng to guide au Irish *pig to
market by a cord fastened to its leg, only to make

his wanderincys stiR more erratic. He had listened
with deep interest, and his sympathies were se
aroused by the progress of the story that the teap
stood in his eyes. V 4

,,,, It was my own dear father, De he said
solemn1y.

11, Ye're fayther," exclaimed Dennis, the convic-
tion of the fact bursting upon his mind hke à
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flasIL 91 An' so it was, blessin's on him, ae on ye
too. I might have know'd it, ef it wordt for my

bom st-tipidity. Shure the saints haven't forgot
me intirely to, give me two such friends. Theyve
got their hooks into me shure. Ad to think that
I trated the son of his riverence, Parson Timple,
as I trated ye ! ' l"m, shure the divil must have
Ais hooks into me, too, au' atween em both L

don't know which. way they'll dragg me, to heaven
or hell. 0 wretched man that I am, who shall
save me. from meself And he threw himsell in
a paroxysm of impassioned -afief on his bed, un-
conscious tbat he had echoed the cry of the great
Apostle of the Gentiles which has been the cry

of awakened souls, struggling with their heart of
unbelief, through the ages, and sball be to the
end of time.

Lawrence -IdncUy pointed him, to the only
refuge of sinners, trustincr in whom the Aostle0 p
Paul was able to chancre his cry of anguish into
the doxology of joy, « I thank God, throuçyh Jesus
Christ our Lorêl"

A few days after, Denni said to his friend,
What wuz the name of that Saint ye wor

called afther, Mr. Uwrence, dear
'1« Why, Saint Lawrence, of course, who else

should it be ? " was the reply.
«« Wuz it now ? But, av cSrse it wuz, if I had

only thought. Wuz he an Irish 0'lýaint,'now î »

TH- EMGýS MIESSENGEL
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«'No, he was a Roman. You never heard his
story, I suppose."

"'No, nor his name, nayther."
Well, he was one of the seven archdeacons'of

the Church at Rome when it was - a pagan city,
sixteen hundred years ago. The Christians were

bitterly persecuted by a heathei Emperor whose
name was Valerian. And Lawrence, who had

charge of the property 6f the Church, its silveir
vessels and the like, thought it no harm to seU
them, to feed the poor starving persecuted Chris-
tians.',

Nayther it was, Im shure inteýected
Den

One day," continued the narrator of the
ancient legend, «I the Emperor sent a soldier to
Lawrence to command him to give up the
treasures of the-Church. And he took the soldier

to, a room, where were a lot of the old> and sick
and poor people whom he had rescued, and he
said, « These are the treasures of the Church.'
And the soldier wouldn't believe but that he had
gold hidden somewhere, and dragged him. before
the Emperor, and he was cruelly scourged, and,
they say, broiled to death updh a grîdiron."

Och 1 murther, now, wasWt that the cruel
thing to do 1 " exclaimed the sympathetie list-
ener; and was 1w a Catholic ?
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Hë was a Catholie, as &U good Christians
are Caýtholies," said the namésake of the Saint,

who Wpuld not relinquish to, any section of the
Church, that grand old title of the Church Uni-
versal.;:

But ye said he was a Roman," exclainied
Dennis triumphantly, «« so he must have been a

Roman Catholic, And that is the best sort Im
thinkin'. , Shure ye read me yerself the other
night Saint Paul's 'pistle to Romans. Did he
iver write one to the Methodists now ?

Lawrence was compelled to, admit that he had
Éot; but he explained that the Methodist Church
bad only been mi existence for about ahundred
years.(

And how long since Paul wrote his 'pistle to
the Romans ? " asked Dennis ea(yerly, full of con

trovýérsiaI zeal for the honour of his Church.
"' Neýrly eighteen hundred years'.,9' replied Law-

rence.
Ae is the Catholie Church seventeen hundred

years oulder tban the Methodid ? Well, I'm
tbinkin' III iest wait tiE yeurs cakhes up to mine
afore 111 jine it"

Lawrence, more 'n*ous to have the man be-
come a Christian than to, have lhiirn become a

Methodist, waived further argument, knowing
thit the breath of controversy often withers the
tender flowers of religious feeling in the souL

TI-R MINGS MESSENGER.
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CHAPTER VIII.-TRE LUMBER CAMP IN WINTEIL

All night the s*now came down, all night,
Silent and soft and silvery white;
Gently robing in apôtless folds
Town and tower and treeless wolds
'On homes of the living, and graves of the élead,

Where each sleeper lies in his narrow bed
On the city's roofs, on the marts of trade,
On rustie hamlet and férest glade.

When the morn arose, all bright and fair,
A wDndrous vision gleamed through the air
The world, transfigured and glorified,
Shone like the blessed and holv Bride-
The fair ne* ea h, made free from. ùU4
All pure witho and pure witbin,
Arrayed in rob of spotless white
For the Reavenly Bridegroom. in glory dirrht

TiuAT beautiful season, the Canadian autumz,
passed rapidly by. The air was warm and sunny

auýd exhilaràt*incy by day, though cool by night.
The fringe of hardwood trees along the rivefs
bank, touché d -by the early frost as if , by an en-

chanter's wand, was changed to, golden and scarlet
and crimson, of countless, shades, and, in the

ght, gleamed with hues of vivid
transmitted siifflig
brilliancy. The forest looked like Joséph in his
coat of many colours, or Eke a mediSval, herald,
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the vaunt courier of the winter, with his tabard
emblazoned with gules and gold.

Then the autumnal grusts, careered like wild
bandits through the woods, and wrèstled. with. the

gorcreous-folia,(Yed trees, and despoiled them of
their gold, and left them stripped naked and bare

to shiver in the wintry blast. In their wild and
prodigral glee they whirled, the stolèh gold in

lavish largess throucr4 the, air, and tossed it. con-
temptuous1y aside to accumulate in drifts in the

forest aisles., and in dark eddies by the river side.
Then the gloomy sky lowered, and the sad ra-ins
wept, and the winds, as if strièken with remorse,
wailed a requiem for the dead and perished
flowers.

But thàfe came a short season of ieprieve be-
fore stern winter asserted his sway. A soft
golden haze, like theý aureole round the head of
a saint in Tintoretto's pictures, filled the air. The
sun swung lower and lower in the sky, and viewed
the earth with a pallid gleam. But the glory of
the sunsets increased, and the delicate intricacy
of the leafless trees was relieved against the glow-
ing western sky, like a coral grove bathii4g its

branches in a ermson sea.
Clouds of wild pgeons winc?éd theïr way In

wheehng squadrons throuoph. the ai4 at times
almost darkening the sun. The wedge-shaped
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fleets of wild geese steered ever southward, and
their straiige - wild clana feU from the clouds by

night like the voice of spirits from the sky. The
melaneholy cry of the loons and solitary divers

was heard., and long whirring flights of wild ducks
rose from the water in the dim and misty dawn to
continue their journey from the lonely northern
lakes and far off shores of Hudson's Bay to the
genial Southern marshes and meres, piloted by
that uùerring Guide who feedeth the young ravens
when they cry and giveth to the beasts of the
earth their portion of meat in due season.

The squirrels had laid up their winter store
of acorns and beach nuts, and could be Éeen
ýwhisking their bushy tails around the bare trunks
of -the trees. The partridges drummed in the
woods, and the quail piped in the open glades.

TIÈe profusion of féathered game gave quite a
flavour of luxury to, the meals of the shanty-men,
and was a temptation tÉat few resisted, to, spend
the hours, of Sunday beating the wdods, or lurk-
ing on the shore for partridge or duck.

One morning, Irowever, late in November, a
strange stillness, seemed to have fallen. on the
camp. Not, a sound floated to the ear. A deep

muffled silence brooded over all things.-- When
Lawrence rose and flung open the door of the

shmty the outer world seemed transfiguect The
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whole earth was clotbed. in robes of spotless
white, « so as no fuller on earth can white

them," like a bride adorned for her husband. Each
twicy and tree was wreathed with "« erinine too

dear for an earL" The stables and sheds were
roofed as with marble ot finest Carrara, carved
into curvincy drifts with fine sharp ridores by the
delicate chiseling of the wind. A s3peU seemed
broocling over all,

Silence, silence everywhere-
On the earth and on the air

and out of the infinite bosom of the sky the
féathery silence continued to float down.
But, alas ! earth's brightest beauty fades, its

fairest loveliness is oftentimes defiled. Soon the
trampling of teamsters, and horses, and lumber-
men besmirched and befouled the exquisite white-
ness of the snow. But the untrodden fore-t

aisles, and the broad ice-covered river, and the
distant bill retained their virgin purity all winter
long.

The lumbering operations were carried on witb
increased, vigour durin the. winter season. Wai
was wagred with redoubled zeal upon the forest

veterans, which, wrapping their dark secrets in
their breasts and hoary with their covering ol
snow, looked venerable as Angelo's marble-limbed
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Hebrew seers. When beneath repeated blows of
the axe, like giants stung to, death by gnats, they
tottered and fell, the feathery flakes flew high in
air, and the huge trunks were half buried in the
drifts. Then, sawn into logs- or trimmed into

spars; the were dragged with much shoutincr and
commotion'by the straining teams to the river

brink, or out on its frozen surface, as shown
in the engraving preceding this chapter, to be
carried down by the spring freshets toward their

distant destination.
One night, when the snow lay deep upon the

ground and a biting frost made the logs of the
shanty crack with a report like a pistol shot, quite
an adventure occurred in the camp. It was long
after midnight, and the weary lui mbermen were

in their deepest sleep. The fire bad smouldered
low upon the hearGh, and bad become a bed of

still burning embeis. Suddenly there was heard
a tremendous commotion as of scratchincy and
clawinc; on the roof, then a heavy thud on the
hearth as from, some falling body. This was

immediately followed by a deep growl that ýtart1ed
out of sleep everybody not already awake. A
smell of sin«ed hair filled the shanty. A large

black object was dimly seen in the faint light
roffing on the hearth, frantically scatterina the

red hot coals with its paws. Presently the strar)ge
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object rolled off the élevated hearth and rau
furiously round the largge room, and finally at-
tempted to, élimb one of the bunks. The occu-
pant of the latter, a profane man, and a bully
among his comrades, was at heart au arrant

coward-as bullies always are. He thought that
his last hour had arrived, and that the arch-
enemy of mankind had come for his victim, and

roared lustily for help. Lawrence, whose bunk
was near, although the fellow had been foremost

in the persecution of himself,-ran to, his assist-
ance.

Leaning against the wall was a cant-hook, au
instrument miich used by lumbermen for roUing
logs. It consists of a stout wooden lever, new
the end of which is attached by a swivel a strong

curved iron bar with a hook at its extremity.
Seizincr this Lawrence fluncr it over the bear'"
head, for bea'r it was, and held him pinned to
the ground by means of the hook. Ris friend
O'Neal now ran up with a gun which, he had
hastily snatched from, the rack above his bunk.
Placincr the muzzle close to the bears head-he

pulled the trigger expecting to, see the animal roll
over on the floor. The cap snapped but no fluh
followed.'-'

«C Och, murthdr," exclaimed Dennis, «« its not
loaded at all. shure 1 Didn't I draw the charge



last night not expecting a visit from a beair before
-finding the constraint of bis posi-

Here Bruin, in
tion irksome, made a violent strugggle and burst

away from Uwrence. He went careéring round
the shanty amougr the half-dressed men, upsetting
benches and tables, sinapping and i;narling all
the while, vicyorously belaboured b the shanty-
men with clubs, crowbars, an(!-sled-stakes. At
last he was driven to, bay in a corner. A gun

was brought, to bear upon him. He received ita
dischargre with a growl and was soon despatched

-with an axe.
It wu found in the mornincr that, attracted
probably by the smell of the ""bacon that had

been cooked for supper, whose savoury odours still
filled the shanty, he had climbed, on the roof by

means of a "" lean to " reaching near the ground.
The crust of snow near the central opening break-
ing under his weight, he was precipitated, greatly
to bis owin consternation, as well as that of the
in.mates of the shanty, plump into the Middle
of the hearth. His fat carcase made, however,

some amends for bis unwelcome intrusion, and
many a laugh the shanty-men enjoyed over the

-tender bear-Gteaks, as they recounted the adven-
tures of the night. To Lawrence, by univerwl
assent, was awarded the skin, which proved a
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comfortable addition to, bis bed, as weU as en-
ablina him to fulfil the partincy injunetion of bis

brother Tom.
Poor Dennis did not soon hear the last of bis

exploit in shooting the bear with an empty gun,
but he good-naturedly replied,

,,« Shure, who expected to see a baste like that
come in the door throuçrh the roof without so

much as « By yer lave V or even knockin' 2 "
The pluck and coolness and daring exbibited

by Lawrence on this occasion found him much
favour in the eyes of the motley community of -
shanty-men, as phy'sical courage always will, even

with those who had not appreciated the far nobler
quality of bis previous exhibitions of moral

daring. They saw that the «« gentleman," as
they had resentfülly called him, on account of
bis quiet personal dignity, was no milksop, at all

events., and bis boldness in the hour of conftision
and danger was contrasted with the craven fear of
the bully and pugilist of the camp.
«« The Chevalier de la Tour.." exclaimed Bap-

tiste, ýI" could not have been braver." '
"' He was quite a CSur de Lion," chimed

Matt hvanb.
«« What's that asked one of the men.
« It' means he haf de heart of a hon," eaid

Baptiste.
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'E ivot the 'eart of the bear any 'ow," remarIzed
a burly Yorkshireman, not seeinçv the force of
the metaphor, "and uncommon good beatin' it
were.py
Durinir'Q-the cold weather the men no lon(ver
wandered in the woods on Sunday, but louncred
around the camp, some firing at a niaf«-, otherg

snow-ballincr or indulging in rude lorse play.
Dennis O'Neal had completely abandoned his

Sabbath-breaking practices, and Lawrence read
the Bible to hini and some others whorn he in-S
vited to join him. A few loiiijçyiiioly assented,-and
listened indifferently for a while, and then saunt-
ered away. It niight be called a Bible-class, only
Lawrence answered all the questions, and he bad
the only Bible ir, the class. laboriously

endeavoured to learn to. read the largre type ad-
vertisements of au old copy of thé, Quebec Chroniclé.

He said it was barder workthan choppinà. And
so it looked, to see hini crouclied with cotitractcd

brow and pursed up mûuth -'over the paper, fijl-
lowinct the-letters with his clumsy finc rs.SOne Sunday he said to Lawrence, " Couldn't

ye ip ur bit of a sarmint, my boy -Ye seem
a C lip o' ti.e ould block, an' ye ought to have

praîcher's timber' in ye, if yè,'re a son o' yer
fayther." 1 .

Lawrence wu somewhat star4-led at the stir---
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ID , but he modestly disavowed any ability to
teach much less preach to his' fellow labourers.

" Here we are all livin' Jike a lot o' haythens,
and sorra a bit o' différeuce, betune Sunday and
Monday, except that the men smoke, and swear,
and play cards more. Shure can't ye talk to us
al]., as ye talked to me, out o' the Good Book, d'ye
mind, that time I was hurted ? "

A great qualm came over Lawrence's soul at
tbese words. He promised to give an answer be-
fore niçrht. He then went out into the wintrv
woods , to think and pray over the matter. Thý

spruces and pines stretelied out their snow-laclen
armei as if waving benedictions upon him.*

Into the blithe and'breUthing air,
Into the solemn wo6d,

Solemn and sileât everywhere
Nature with folded hands seemel there
Kneeling at her evening prayer,

As one in prayer he stood.

IIe had endeavoured conscientiously ýo dis-

See this idea beautifally expressed in Longfellows sonnet
.on The Benediction of the Trees.

Not only toingue8 of the aposties teach
Lessons of loqe and hght, but these expanding

And sheltering boughs with all their leaves implore,
And say in language clear as human speech,

«« The peace of God that passeth understandin&
Be and abide with yon -forever more."
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charge every duty, and believed himself w1illing,
as he bad told his mother, if God and the Church
called him, and Providence opened his way to
-preach the Gospel. But be had thought that
such a call must come in a regular way througgh
the ordinary channel-through a vote of the quar-
terly meeting puttincr his name on the circuit plan

_aS exhorter and local preacher.
But here,-by the mouth of this illiterate Irish-

man, amoncy rude men and far from Christian
s7mpathy-7,.i-could this be a call from God to bear

this heavy çMss He knelt in the 'snow agd
prayed with such sense-absorbing earnestness that

he did not féel. the biting wind blowincy on his
bare forehead. He rose from his knees with the
resolve that he wéuld be *illing to do God's wül

whatever it might be, but still, without the con-
viction that this was the wiR of God for
The doubt was to be 8olved for sooner than
he thought

T-1-9 XWeS IMSM;GM
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CHAPTER IX.-THE BEECH WOOI)S CAMP-MEETIYGe

The groves were God's first temples, Ere man learned
To hew the shaft, and lay the architrave,
And spread the roof above them,-ere he framed
The lofty vault, to gather and roll back
The sound of anthems : in the darkling wood,

Amidst the cool and silence, he knelt down,
And offéred to the Mightiest solemn thanks
And supplication. BRYANT-Forest Hymn.

W«HFN he reached the shanty Uwrence féund
that Dennis, with characteristie impulsiveness,

bad interpreted bis promise in the sènse that he
himself had wished, and had announced that
Lawrence would preach that Dight. The announce-
ment was received with au amount of criticism

which, convinced the generous-hearted,, Irishman
that few of the company shared bis enthusiastie

feelings on the subject. Matt Evans volunteered
to read the Chùrch service, on the ground of

havin(y been au Oxford scholar, who «« might now
have been in holy orders if he hadn't been
rusticated from old Brasenose."

There were, however, two difficulties in. the
way. In the first place the audience did not seem

to appreciate bis, offer, some of them, with a rude
backwoods sense of the fitness of things, threaten-
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incr if he attempted such a mockei-y of religion
to give him an opportunity of preaching from ,
rail pulpit, meaning tlièreby that they would grive

him a gratuitous ride on that uncomfortable
species of steed. The second difficulty was still
harder to surmount: there was no Book of

Common- Prayer in the camp, and no one, not
evca this Oxford scholar on whose education

the resources of the great university of the
Established Chtirch, with its host of clerical

professorsand vast endowments, had been ex-
hausted, knew more than fraçrmentary snatches of
the order of prayer.

When Lawrence entered the shanty therefore,
he was met by Dennis with the startling informa-

tion that he must preach to them, and that his
congreggration \ was all ready. Indeed nearly half
of the company present, most of them in the
expectation of haviiig some fun at the expense of
the boy, as they called him, had gathered in one
end of the large room, and 'were loungincy oà
benches or tables or reclininc; in the bunks. It
was a rou,Yh-lookiný group-red-shirted almost to
a man, bepatched, unshaven, and almost as shaggy
and unkempt in appearance as'the bear which
had so unceremoniously entered the câmp a few
nights before. A couple of Indians stood in the
background, silent and stoiedl, smoking their pipe&
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In other parts of the room, were men playing
cards, talking or smoking, one makiiig an axe

helve, another repa**ng a snow-shoe, and W third
cleaning a gun.
. Lawrence had never studied rhetorie, but he

began with a good rhetorical stroke.
ý" Gentlemen," he said, «« 1 never attempted to, 'preach in my life, and I don't think I could if I

tried; but, if you wish it, I will be happy to
read you a sermon a great deal better thau any
I could make."

The modesty of the lad pleased the fellows, but
especial1y the complimentary title by which he

addressed them. He had called them gentlemen,
rough and raa"ed as they were, and they felt

that they 'miist not belie the characte-r he had
given them. thore was therefore a murmur of
applause, and he went to brincy from his little
kit his Bible, hymn-book, and an odd volume'of
Wesley's works containing half-a-dozen of his
sermons. He opened by-accident at the hymn, or
was it accident?-it seemed so strikingtly appro.
priate to the soul-wants'of his audience,-

0 all that pass by, to, Jeaus draw near
He utters'His cry, ye sinners give ear

From hell to retrieve you, He spreads out His hands
Now, now to receive you He graciously stands.
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If any màýn thirst and happy would be,
The vilest and worst may come unto me;
May drink of my spirit, excepted is noneq
Lay claim to my merit, and take for his own."

The hymn was sung to a fervid liltincy tune,
and befère it was through. everybody in the group

was singinry and several from the other enà of the
room bad joined the company.

Lawrence then said siuaply "Il Ut us pray," and
kneeUncy down he fervently uttered the common

needs of all human souls to the common Saviour
of mankiýnd. Re seemed to'forgret where he was,
and talked with God, not as to a Beinor afar off
in the sky,, but as to one near at hand, who
would hear and answer bis petition.

They then saiig again, aud Lawrence quietly
read Mr. Wesley's grand sermon on Salvation -by

Faith. When he had got through, Evans, Who
during one of the intervals of sincrin" had
examined the'book, said,

'« Ies all r'ght, boys. That's sound doctrîné.
That old don was a clergyman of the Chùrch of
Enc,,Iand, and a Fellow of -Oxford 'University, and
he must havebeen aý pretty good scholar to, bave

been that, Soie, here he is, gown and bands and
all the rest of'it," and he held up the historie
portrait that ha,ý been familiar to successive genera-
tions oÈ Metho4 ts throu<yhout the worl4.
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cc He mought ha' ben a great 1 schélard," said
Jim Dowler, a raw Canadiau youth, Il but he

-talks jist as plain as Parson Turner, the Methody
preacher, up to our village, and he never wuz to no

'varsity'xcept Backvoods Collecre, as I knows on."0
What for is a man a scholar(V' asked Dennis

O'Neal, very naturally, "' unless to make hard
thin(ys plain to unlarned folk ?

« Wal, Fve seed collerye-larnt men tlia't talk-ed
as if they'd swallered the dictionary an' it didn't

agrree with 'em-'t was so liard to cret the liancy
0' their lincro said our Canadian lad who
evidently had not acquired his vernacular from
the dictionary.

Did you know 1ýfr. Tùrner," asked Lawrence ?
«'Walyaas."saidDowler. "Therwuzn'tmany

folks in our parts as didn't know kim. Mighty
peait preacher, he wuz, I 'low. Had a great
pertradted meeting up to Brian's Corners, and
Jim Collins and Jack Scoresby, they fit to see

which on'eui 'd go hum with Samantlia Cummins,
old widdér Cummin's darter. Au' 'tworn't three

ghts 'fore both on 'em got convarted, they did,
> y &-an stead 'o figlitiW 'bout Samantha Ctimmins

they wouldn't nuther on'em cro with her 'éause
she wore artificials and went to dancin' schooL

)id you ku-ow him. ? "' i'
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« Yes," said Lawrence, cý1 he was on the Thorn-
ville Circuit last year."

Blest if these Methodists aint everywhere,"
said Evans.

cc Wal, yaas," said Jii-n, « I've bin whar ye
couldn't see no honsen in five iftiles, 'way up the

Otonabee River. Tliar's whar 1 first seed Parson
Turner': coin'd all the, way from. the Bay ir-i'

Qainty, roads so, -bad couldn't ride, bad to walk
good part o' t'ho way. I've k-now'd people walk

five miles bar'foot to hear 'im preoLcl?,.àùd brina
their own candles, too; an' he never wuz to, no

college niitlier" bc concliided triumphantly, as
thouah he thou(yht, havincr been to collerve was în

some respect a disqualification for ministerial
.work.

'« Let us 'ave some more de m u.*--ýique," said
Baptiste, whose fine tenor voice was heard to
advantacre in the singing "or I vill 'ave to gif
vous de " Roulant ma boule."'

Lawrence no - a out in succession several of
w t> a 

1
Charles Wesley's nirtchless, lyrics,,,whosé,ýVarmth
of sentiment, vivid imacrery, and hearty musie
strangely captivated the taste of these rude men.
In this pleasant and profitable manner a portion
of each Sunday and sometimes of a week evenincr
was spent- in the lumber camp.
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As the stock of sermons in his preclous volume
lemme nearly exliausted Lawrence felt a good
deal exercised in mind as to what he should do

vlien he had gone through them al]. This féeliiig
was increased by the reraark volunteered one

Sunday by Dennis: '
«' That readin' 's all very well when ye can't get -

anythin' betther; but couldn't ye jist tip us a
sarniint o yer own, wunst in a while by way of a
chaucle

Yaas." said Dowler. It don't seem to come
hum to a feller like wliat it doos when ve speak it

g t outen your head, ye know.' I see a collecte-
larnt feller couldn't preach a sarmin no ways
without his writin' afore 'im. Couldn't even say
his prayers 'cept he read 'em outen a book. Guess
he'd found it a hard siaht preachin' at the camp-

meetinry at the Beech Woods on the'Otonabee
Cire-uit. Old Elder Case wuz thar, his white hair
a-streamin' in the wirid while he exhorted the
sinners-powerful hand to exhort, he wuz-an'
a-balf-a-dozen prayin' at wunst, an' as many more
shoutin" ' Halleluyer l' and l Hosanner-) ) an) P Yaps
a dozen fellers laughiia,' moc-in' an' crackin' their

whips -among the trees. Takes a pretty peart
preacher to keep his head in a meetin' like that.

'Il But Elder Case, he kep' 'em well, in hand.
ùé'd run a camp-meetin' jes as easy as I'd drive
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a yoke o' breachy staers, an' I don'tknow but a
great sicyht easier. I see him wuiist when Jim
Crowther and them fellers from Cavan, I Cavan
Blazers,' they -üsed-to 'caU 'em, ane pretty rough
fellers they wuz, swore they'd break up the camp-

meetin'. Well, Jim Crowther, he wuz t« he ring-
leader, au' he was &-cussin' an' a-swearin', an' he

says, " Wait, boys, till I give the word an' then
make a rush for the stand an' we'11 clar the ranch

0) j em-white-chokered fellers! An' the old Elder,
he kep>--Eîs eye on 'em', an' he jes' kep' OD Z-

prayin'; an' he ast the Lord to smite them that
troubled. Izrel and Jim Crowther he becran to

,.tremble, an' soon he feU right down, an" the Elder
came au' prayed-for 'im an' talked with 'im, an',
what d'ye think ? that Jim Crowther that used to
bully the hull neighbourhood, he got con-varted,-
an" he used to, pray an9 siDg hymns as loud in

meetin' as ever he swore an' s'ang soricys at the old
Doçy an' Gun tavern at Slocum's Corners.'-'

Oui.$ oui," said Baptiste La Tour, « ze preaching
all vere weil, but me like ze muzique."

Ye'd oughter heered the sin crin' at the Beech
Woods camp-meetin'," continued Dowler, to whom
his experience on that occasion had been O-ne of
the chief events of his life. " Whon the meeti2

got so noisy he couldn't exhort no longer, then
old Elder Case, he'd sing an' a powerful, sweet
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singer he wuz, too. Au' ther wuz a band e
Christi9;ý*-fnjui1s used to come to the meetin', au'
it wuz the to-chin'est thinry to hear those poor

creeters a-sinclrïil'-eouldn't tell a word they said,
ye know ; but the tunes wuz the same, an" their
voices wuz that sweet-well, I never heered nuthin'
like it. ý J&

Miahty solemn,,the sincrin' wuz too some-
tirnes made yer feel wuss -nor the preachin'. 1

member one nicht there'd ben a dreffle powerful
sàrmin by a tall, dark man, Elder Metcalf wuz

bis name. - P'r'aps some, on , ye, know'd 'im. It
y 'à e'en a-mcs- make yer hair stan' on end to,-U U

listen to 'im. Then they sunop in a wailin' sort
0' tune,

Oh therell be mournin, molirnin', mournin% Mour iny,
Oh thereài be mournin' at the Jedgment-seat o' chlst.

1 -

I never felt so, bad as I did thât nicyb.t. I
ývanted as much as could be ',.-Io go for-rad to, the
penitCDtbench ;. bi± Bill Slocum he wouldn't, an' -

he made me come away, au' the road through the
woôds wuz awful dark, black as a wolf s j aws ;

wm..Pn't no housen for two miles, an' far behind us
the bright light. -shinin' in the trees; it

g 
_ s wuz

seemed like heaveù a-most, au' wie seemed in the
outer da'rkness, where theres a-wailin' an' guashin'

0' teeth; ad we could ilear a-sinkill' au' a-swellin'
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a n the distance, as the nfight, wind blowed an-'-
moaiied like evil sperits through the tops o' the'

pines, them awful words o' thaf hymn,-

0 ! tbereIl be mournin' at the Jedgment-seat o' Christ

-I'l Diver wuz-iý-skeart in all my born days.
Eût Bill SIOCUM> he coaxed me inter the tavern.-
an' he drinked, ane he made me drink, an, 1 got

drunk for tha first time in my life. It 'pears
ever since then that preâchin' doù't have no effect

on me; gol- past féelin', kinder, I 'low. Many's
the time I've wisht I'd crone to the penitent bench
that niçrht. But, now I'm aféared it's too %te,
even if I had a chancej) and the poor boy heaved
a deep at-id troubled sigh.

Lawrenpce tried to, encourage the, poor fellow
with the promises of Scripture, but nothing seemed
to give bim so much comfort as sin(-rliicr the

hymn,

«I Comet ye sinners, poor and needy,
. Weak and wounded, sick and sore
Jwus ready stands to save you,
Full of pity, love, and power."

That's one o' the hymns I-hey used to sin g at
camp-rneeýtin')" said Dowler. It'nd be nicë now
ef I could oply b'lie-ý;,e that'ar. Wish-to goodness
I could, but 'Pears I cau't -Vlieve Iù nuthid no
more.)j
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CHAPTER X.-FINDING THE FOLDO

Thcre were ninety and nine that safély lay
In i b e sh el. i er of tLe fc1d, ;

And one was out, cn the hi*û's away,
Far off frori thE; gates of p1d ;

Away on the mountains wiÏd aüd bare-
Away from the tender Shephçrd's care.

Lord, thou hast here the ninety and nine-
Are the not enough fur thee

But the Shepheid made answer, This of mine
Has wanderaYýâ-r away from me

And, ait'houch th-. road be rough and steep
I go ta the desert ta find. my sheep."

And âH thrcugh the mountains thunder-riven,
And up from the recky steep,

-%ere rose a cry tc) the gates of heaven,
Rejeice, 1 have fz)und my sheep 1

And the arg--la echoed, around the throne,
&joice, for the Lord brings'back His own

-The Lost Sheep

LaW RENCE took the poor lad outside of the
lumber shanty, and walIL,*ng beneath the frosty

stars he talked to him out of his own experÏence
the surest way of gaining access to a barred and
bolted heart, and of meeting the difficulties of a
sincere and seeking souL SUR the clo'*lû'd of dark-
ness seemed to brood over the mind éf this poor
raw lad, who was yet dimly conscious of the deep
mmortal need of his nature-the hunger and thimt
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of Lis soul. Lawrence, about to, bid. him good-
nicerlit) shook him, warmly by the hand and promised

to pray for him.
"' Will yer now ? that's very kind o' yer, what's

such a scholard 4k-;) pray far a poor, ign'rant feller
like me; 'pears to me it's time I wuz prayin' fur
myself."
- "" Do.,» said Lawrence. If any man lack wisdom

let him, ask of God.' He will cruide and teach you
and brinçy you out aU ri(rht ; if you wiU only ask
in the name of Jesus and trust in Him."

" But I don't know no prayers," said. the poor
fellow> " ain't said none since 1 wuz a little chap

at my mothers knee, long ago I kin reàember."
But you remember the Lord's Prayer, don't

you said Lawrence, in a sympathizing tone.
I don't know," said the poor fellow what is

it Ifke ? )y

gý,A1 t appalled at ýsuch deplorable ignorance
ehristian land, Lawrence repeated that Litany

of the Ages in which are voiced the wants ot
God's',oTeat family of sufferincy and sorrow-ing
humanity. 1 1, 1

«« Seems to Me I have heered that afore, at
meetin', or somewheres. But I aint a boss hand
at rememberin'. It doos sound nice, th'ug

0 gh: 1 Our
Father;' that means everybody's father, dont it 1

no matter how poor or iga'rant or ragged, don%
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it «VVCII> I aint never had no father 'cept to
cuss and swear at mother and me, and Pr'aps to
beat us when he wuz drunk I guess God must
be somethin' like what mother wuz. She wuz

amazin'good, I tell yer. I've know'd her, when
there wuzn't bread enouch for Martha an' me to
stint-herself an' pretend to eat, and give it nearly
all to, us. An' when father wuz banain' things

around, I've know'd her to run between us an' him
when he wuz goin' to beat usý-jest like a ben
kiverin'her chickens when a hawk wuz aiter them.?'

Happy he who rises to his hiorhest conceptions
of the love of God from its sublimest earthly type-
the unwearyiner, utterly self-sacrificing love of a

mother for her babes.
Deeply touched at the simple pathos of the poor

lad's memories of his neçrlected childhood, Lawrence
replied, "' Yes, that's j ast jike God. 1 « As one whom

his mother comforteth so will I comfort you,' He
says, and " as a hen gathereth her chickens tinder
her winas,' so Jesus said He would gather His

human creatures, if they would only let Him."
Did He, now? Why, I allers wuz aféard o'

God, an wanted' hide away from Him - ye know.
Yet many's the time, whel-'I've been a-huntin' in

tlie woods, Pve felt that lonely . I didn't know
vliat to do. An' it wuzn't company like Bill

Siocum 1 wanted, but some one like mother, only
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stroncrer, some one that could help me keep away
from the taverns. An'when I've seed the wood

pigeons in their nests a-cremlinunder the wIngs
of the old bird, I jest wisht 1 could creep some-
wheres and be jest as safe an' as happy as they
wuz. But then I'd cro back to the taverc, aný

play cards-with Bill Slocum., an' arf-erwards VJ,
féel wiiss than ever.l'

"Mv brother," said Lawrence, solemnly, ', God
was calling you to Himself; His Spirit was

striving with ours; He was saying, "'Son, give
me thy heart."'

"' An"stead o'listenin' to Him and obeyin' Him
1 listened to the Devil,, and minded hün, and took
to drink, although I know'd it killed my mother,
and ruined my father. Oh ! what an awful sinher
I've been ! D'ye think God 'ud forgive me after
aU ? " asked this awakened soul with deep agitation
of feeling, and with an ea,( Ter, lim' loring look in
his eyes.

«'Yes, my brother, I am sufe of it," replied
Lawrence, with a quiet confidence that greatly
reassured his faltering heart, bowed down. beneath
the weight of sins, now felt for the fIrst time. " I
am sure of it, for God, for Chrisfs sake, forgave
Me.1)

I' But you never wuz such a sinne-:ý as I am,"
objectéd this despoLdent souL
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" Yes," said the minister's son, born and nurtured

in the vcry 1 q-p of piety, 'I I never drank- nor swore.,
it is true but with brirrlitér lirrht and clearer
knowledge, I long resisted God, and was thus, I

believe in In- y heart of hearts, a greater sinner in
His sight than you. But no matter how great nor

how lany your sins may have been, still the love
of God and the blood of Jesus Christ can outweigh
them all!

I think I iinderstand what you mean," said
Dowler. "" 1 renteriber wunst when I wuz quite,.
a little chap, mother left me to take care of 1frartha,
while she went to milk the cows in the fur ruedder.

An' she told me not to eyo into the woods for fear
I'd get lost. An' when we wuz a playin', I see
such a purty biitterfly, al! purple and black and

gold, an' 1 ran after it and Martha ran after me;
an when we came to the woods we saw such lots
of flowers : the -blue gentian and yellow golden 41

rod, an' one splendid cardinal flower, they caU it.
An' we wandered on and on, and all at wunst we

didn't know where we wuz at all. An' little
Martha began to cry, an' I got so'hungry, an'it

got, dark, an' we knew thère wuz wolves in the
woods, for wé had often heerâ them ct-howlin' at
night. But I felt wust of ali 'caitbe motherd
come home an' find us gone, wheu she told us to
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'Well, Martha, she clean tuckerel out, and
aq, 'çln't go ne fùý-der, au' fell rigrht down on the
in id- leaves. An' I sot do ' wn begide her, an' we

waited there, oh, it seemed like all niolit; an!
Nfaitha went asleep, but 1 wuz aféar'd to shut my
cCyes for fear the wolves 'ud come and eat us. It

wuz Li-%vftil dark, 1 tell -yer; - and the wind wuz
a,-moanin' in the tops o' the pines so slceary-like.
Bime-b-v I heord a shoutin'--an' hollerin' in the

çvoods, a.,t' horna a-blow*n', ad men a-beatiii' the
Drush as if they wuz huntin' patridge.,

" But 1 woulddt leave little-Martha for fear I
ý%.oulddt find her acyain an" when one of the men

3,01n'd neàr I shouted as loud as 1 could, an' the
man runn'd to us with a great flarin' torch in his

àand. An' who should, it be but father 1 an' he
tiuacred us and danced and shouted-I never- see

âim so glad in aU my life. An' he took Martha
in his arins,- and the men all co''d where we ivuz,,
>âd we went home together. Aný there wuz -mother
an her knees a-readin,,r of the Bible, au' she jest
iumped up and diddt say nothin', but hug(fed us
to her lauzzum, the tears a-runnin' down her face

like rai'n. Father went off to the tavern to treat
the men; ad ilex' mo rinin' mother went intô her

bedroom with Maitha-and me, ad knelt down an'
thanked God weed beèn saved from, the wolveg.

Ad, she askepmd me if- I didn't, think I ought th-
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be punislied for takin' little Martha into the
woods ? And I said « I know'd I sliould.' An'she

14ssed, me, an' cried, an' gave me a good whippin',
an' 1 never cried. a bit, thoucrh it hurt awf-al, 'cause
I didn't-want mother to feel any wiiss than she
did. D'yé suppose I -didn'tknow mother loved

me aU the time, an' d'yý think 1 went to, them,
woods acfain? No, sir-ree, an' it wuznt the whip-

piW kep' me, neither. I didn't want to make
mother cry acrain.'-'-

It is jûst so with God," said Lawrence, who
had not interrupted this loing reminiscence. No
mother is7-so glad to recue her'child from, death
as He is to welcome wandering sinners whô return
to, Him. Though He hates theïr sins He loves

their souk' And that they might be saved, and
at the same time their sins i;ot go- unpunished,

He gave His Son to suffer in our room, and stead,
and Jesus bare our sins in His own body- on the-
crosS.Y>

«I Yes, I heer'd that afére, but I never seemed
to understand it, like. But those awful sins : that

drinkin', an' swearii2, ai-.' profanin' the name of
Lhat Good Bein' that's been a-loviW me aA the

time; oh, how I hate them 1 aný God bein' my
helper, -I won% neve' do thîýiùý- again. But that

won% make amendé for fiie past
Patiently and lovingly Lawrence explained to
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this untutored ' soul the way of salvation by faith
in Jesus.. ' Retirincy into the shadow of the trees

they knelt down in the sùow'beneath the silent
stars, and wrestled with God in prayer. Lawreke
used, as the language of his petition for' this

strurrctlina, soul, that cry of a penitent heart, the
fifty-first Psý, to ever clause of which the sin-

,convinced supplixe groaned assent. As Lawrence
uttered'the verse, " Crèate in me a clean heart., 0

God, and renew a right spirit within me," the
other sprang to his feet wÎth the shoute' I've. got
it Halleluyer !- Fve got it." As he afterward
explained, when able to express his feelin-,cys more
calmly, while he knelt with fast-closed eyes in the
snowp his whole soul concentrated in prayer, he
seemed tobehold, by the eye of his mind, the Lord
Jesus hanging bleedincy, interce.diÉg on the cross.
As He gazed, witli a look of -infillite compassion in
His eyes, He seemed to utter, in a tODe of tenderest
love, Il Son, be of arcod cheer, thy sins be forgriven
thee," and instantly atide of light and -peace and
joy seemed to flood the earnest seeker's soul. Rê,
grasped. the, hand of Lawrence and'shook it w1th
vehemence, while tears of gladness flowed- down
his cheeks.

His sympathizing friend gâve ventio his feeL.-*ngs
in that graad, exultant strain of Charles Wesley's
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My Jesne to know,
To feel Himi bloocl flow,

It is life everlasting,
'Tis heaven below."

In th.,*.s glad doxology the young convert joined,
and the long-drawn. shadowy férest aisles rang

wi*the music of the strain, while angels in heaven
struck their harps me a more rapturous measure
as they rejoiced over the conversion of a soul, the
return to l'he Fatn'er's house of a prodigal lona
lost, nov.- frund zetizi, cvce dead bit, now alive.

As tbey train walked together to, the lùmbýor-
camp all -nat-ure seemed transfigured. The silve

moonlic,,rat glistened on the saow like the glorified
garmer ts oi the saints in heaven. The stars -

seemed to ýýhr!:)b with sympathy and to burn with
a tenderer and more lambent lighV, The snow
laden branches ot the spruces seemed stretched

benediction over theïr headis, and the whisper of the
night-winl among the pines seemed to breathe a

blessi%Y as it passec«L Even the prosaie lumber
shanty, with its squalid surroundings, seemed
ennobled and dignified, and in some sense rendered
a ývfuý as being the arena in which immortal beings
were working out their eternal destiny.
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CHAPTER XI.-THE MAIDE.ý SERMON&
0

In doctrine uncorrupt, in language plain,
And plain in manner; decent, 8olemn, eliaste,
And natural in gesture ; much impressed
Ilimself, as conscious of his awful charge,

And a--x;otis mainly that the flock he féeds
Mar féel. it too ; affecticnate in look,
And tender in addiess, as well becomes
A messenger of graèe to guilty men.

-Cowp=-7%e Tcuk.

LïWRENCE was greatly checred and enbraved
by this trophy of -Divine grace vouchsafed to his
humble efforts. He no loncrer therefore hesitated
to, take up the cross of týyiu(7 to preach Christ to
bis fellow-men. On the following Sunday evening,
accordiiagly, a tolerably nuinerous group were
gathered in the shanty to bear his maiden sermon.

Some were indidèrent, some criti%---%.al and soma
sympathetie, for the lad was Ilic-el in the camp,
Ris face had a rapt expression as he came in

from hîs forest oratory, N- hi- her he had retired to
seek stréDgfin -rom God in prayer.

He wished to talk tc thosr,- hard-handed, ýD
men, in such a £Laurer'as to eLlist their interest
and sympathy. He therefore selected as his text
that Scripture in which the kiiacrdom of heaven is
likenedto a householder who went into the market-
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place to hire labourers. He gave out the exceed-
ingly appropriate hymn-

Are there not in the labourer's day
Twelve hours in which he safély may

His calling's work pursue?-

He bad the attention of his humble audience
at once. And, what is more, he kept it to the
end. He spoke to these, his fellow-workmen in

his daily toils, in a manly, simple, straight-forward
manner. He made no attempt at eloquence, au

attempt that is almost certain to deféat, its object.
Like Mark Antony, he only spoke right on what
tbey themselves did know, and compk4-eýýeýýý-

with him the convictions of their judgment and
the assent of their wills-and this, we take it, is
the true object of the highest kind of eloquence.

He spoke to them of -lge ' as the day of their
work in God's, world, of Hi-S élâims upon their
love and labour, of the grand opportunities and

glorious reward He offéred them. And as he gazed
upon that company of strong and stalwart, although
uncouth and uneultivated men, he beheld not
nierely the rough red-shirted lumbermen, but the
candidates for an immortality of weal or woe, who
should in a few short years stand 'W*th himself
befère the Judgment seat of Christ to receive the

-wagre of their labour-the ý" Come ye blessed » that
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should welcome them to the joys of heaven, or the
«ýe Depart ye cursed," that shéuld banish them, to
the doom of the lost. On this subject he held
stronci clearl, intense convictions. The thou(rht
fired his soul. It gave a burning vehemence to
his woids, a pleadincy earnestness to his tones, a

yearning tenderness to his countenance, and made
his eyes glisten with unslied tearq-. He spoke out

of a full heart and as "a dying man to dying
men.e)
I-Iis rude auditors listened with more and more
absorbed interest. Presently one ceased to whittle
the stick he held in his hand, another unconsciously
let his pipe which he held in his mouth go out,
another let the tobacco that he was cuttiDci fall onrD
the floor. Now sundry ejaculations of approval,

were heard, as "' Thats so," "« True for ye," «'You
bet," and still stronger expressions than these.
But they caused no feeling of interruption or incon-
gruitv any more than the Amen," or "I Hallelujah"
of a Methodist camp-meetinop

After au urgent appeal to, accept the service and
salvation of Christ, Lawrence gave out the hymn

Ye thirsty for God, to, Jesus give ear,
And take, through Ris blood, a power to draw néar

His kind invitation, ye sinners, embmce,
Accepting salvation, mivation by grace,

He was fond of those long Iiltincy tunes, which
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had a nieasured cadence in their swell, Eke that
of an occan wave. The hymn was sung with, a

ricrht good, will, and after a fervent prayer Lawrence
disappeared from, their midst. He souaht the dîm

recesses of the forest, and fall:na on his knees
gave vent to his feelings in a clush of tears-tears
of' holy jc)y that he had been permitted to preacli
the alorious Messact of -11,he King, the Gospel of
salvation to his fellow-mon.

Every Sunday e-,-ening for the rest of the season
was similarly employed. Even the most reckless

voted that it was «l better than playin' cards, an'
didn't rile the temper so much either; t«rc)utYh it
did. mak' 'em féel, kinder bad sometimes, ali' no
mîsý..ak-a.." ' -

Jim Dowler, with, the characteristie enthusiasm
of a young convert, enjoyed these services im.-
mensely. 1

el That's the sort o' preachin' I like," he would
say. Il None o' yer readin', outen a book. Mr.
Wesley's sermonts may be all very Étood but I

like to look inter a man's eyes when he's a-talkin',
now this preachin' makes a body's soul, féel. good
all the way down to his boots." Il

Il Guess all the soul, you lb ve gofs in your boots,"
snèered, the Oxford scholar, who among other
accomplishments had acquired at that great seat
of learnincr an accent of skeptà*.cism and a tendenc
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toward punning. «"That kind of talk,» he gracious1y
admitted, 'I« is not bad for a lumberman, and may

do for the backwoods, but it would never do for
old Ikusenose.'-*

"Who is ould Brasenose, any way inquired
our friend Dennis UNeal, who was greatly puzzIÉd
by Evans' frequent refèrences to, his alma mater.
16 0 uld brazenhead, he desarves to- be called if that
prachii2 wouldn't suit hira."

CHAPTER XIL-CHRISTMAS AT THE LUMBER
CAMP.

Shepherds at the grange,
Where the Babe was born,

Sang with many a change,
Christmas carols until morn.

Let us by the fire
Even higher,

Sing them till the night expire.

Carol, carol, Christians,
Carol joyfully,

Carol for the co, Ing
Of Christ's Nativity

And pi ay a gladsome Christm
For all good Christian men,

Carol, carol, Christians,
For Christmas come again.

Carolt Carol.

A OÙ GliT break in the monotony of the wiùter
waz-made by the festivities ýf Christmai and-New
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Year. The French cook., Antoine La Croix, ex-
hausted his profession«al skill in preparing a sump-

tuous dinner, and, truth to tell, the material ele-
ments of a substantial féast çýere not wanting.

A pair of superb wild turkeys graced each end of
the long table which was erected for the occasioiL
A haunch. of venison had the -place of honour in
the middla A ham of Lawrence's bear, whieh
had been kept frozen in the snow, was boiled in
the soup kettle. eeaver's tails procured àom the
Indians, wild ducks, a few of which still lingered,
and wild pigeons also garnished the board.

Dennis regretted, however, that the, modicum of
potatoes was so meagre, and Yorkshire John

availed himself of his national privilege of'
grumbling at the absence Of the "" roast beef of

hold Hengland." lie was mollified, however, by
the appearance of a plura-pudiDg Of magnificent
dimensions which was turned out of the flour baçy
in which. it was boiled-irttçre huge wooden platter,

deftly shaped with an axe for its reception. He
«'Ifouncl fresh cause of complaint, neverthelees, in

the circumstance that the short allowance of
de plums " was supplemented by a quantity of

cranberries from the neighbouring marsh. '«« What for do ye call them plums -gnyway
when thefre only raisins afther all " queried

De î Shure even à blunderin' hman like
me knows betther nor that.o



THIE KWG'S MESSENGEIL 103

Out of defèrence to Lawrence, who bad become
recognized as a sort of domestic chaplain, he was

requested by the c'boss " of theshanty to, say
grace at this first meal to which the company had
sat down together.

"" Stop," exclaimed Evans, "« I'11 give you the
Christmas chant they sincr a-t Old Brasenose and
he réared out the ancient stave.,

64 Thé Boar'a head in hand bear 1,
Bedecked with baya and rosemarye
And I pray yon, my masten, be merrie,

Qzwt atis in convivio,
Caput apri dtfero
Redclens laudes Dtnnino."

"«,Wbere',9 ye're boar's head. ? » interrupted
Dennis. " Whativer langwidge is that ye're spak-

ing? It sounds like Father O'Brady sayin! mass,
an' if its the howly Roman tomme it's not fit for
the likes o', ye to spake it Come, Lawrence,
darlint, dont let the praties be gettiný could,
what there is of thera. Sina us somethin' we all
can understand,"

Thus adjured, Lawrence gave out that metrical
grace which has inaugurated. so, many Methodist
festivals.,

Il-& Be Present at our table, Lord,
Be here and everywhere adored ;

Thefie matures bleu and grant that we
May feut in paradise with thee."
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The valiant trenchermen then fell to work, and
did ample justice to Antoine's cookery. His
doughnuts and pudding eheited the heartiest com-

mendation. Many a good-natured joke and jest
and laugh went round the board-literally a board-

supported upon wooden trestles. Lawrence sat
mostly silent, thinking of a little group of loved

ones three hùndred, miles away that lie knew were
thinking of him. as they sat down to their humble
Christmas fare.

When dinner was over, Jean Baptiste, who
always embraced an opportunity of exercising

his -skill, brbught, out his violin, and after sun-
dry serapings and tunings accompanied himself

while he sang a French Christmas carol, or
1« Noel " as he called it, in the sweet wild beautiftil
refra*Af whieh every one soon joined, even with-

out knowing the meaning of the words.
Yorkshire Johin seemed to, think the reputation

of his country were gone if he could not cap the
Frenchman's «'outlandish ditty," as he called it,
with an honest Engglish stave.

dit Ah! " he grumbled -out with a sigh at the
remembrance, «'hold York's the place where

they knaw hoo to ke-ap Christmas. Hoo the
chimes 'ud ring oot oor the woald an' the waissail
bowl 'ud go roond, an' the waits 'ud sincr 1 Would

ye loike to 'ear it and without waiting for an
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answer he rumbled outof his capacious chest the
ancient carol

God rest you, merrie gentlemen,
Let nothing you dismay,

For Jesus Christ, our Saviour,
Was born on Christmas day,

To save ne a] 1 from Satan's thi aU,
Whose souls had gone astray.

C7wrus.-God bless the master of this house,
God bless the mistress too,
And all the little children
That round the table go."

Oi thinks Oi 'ears 'em noo," interrupted Long
Tom of Lancashire. " Apoother one they used to,
sing in the West coontree wu this and he
trolled out the f ollowing :

'I A fi Joseph wu a-walking, he heard an augel sing,
This night fihall be born our fleavenly Ki-ncr ; 1

He neitber shall be born in housen nor in hall,
Nor in the place of Paradise, but in an ox's staIL

"He neither 8hall be âothèd in purple nor in pall,
But in fair linen as -were babies all
He neither shaU be rockèd in silver nor in gold
But in a wooden cradle, that rocks upon the mould.

« Yon moinds me,-" said Penryth Pengëlly, a
Cornisb m'iner, who bad been brought out to,
prospect for copper, a bootless task for him, « o'
the toime when Oi wor a lad an' ' used tÔ go a-
Chris'masiW, aný good yaale an' cakes we used to

getten toê, aW one o' the carois the fis,'..-ler lads
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doon in oor parts-at St. Ives and yon ways-used
to singg was thk :

I saw three ships come sailing in,
On Christmas day, on Christmas day

I saw three ships come sailing in,
On Chrietmaà day in the morning.

And whaf was in those 8hips all three
On Christmas day, on Christmag day

Our Savioùr Christ and His Ladie,
On Christmas day in the morning.

And ail the bells on earth shall ring,
On Christmas day, on Christimas day,

And all the angels in heaven shall sing
On Christmas day in the-morning."

We didn't have thim. haythin carolin's *in
ould Wicklow," said Deiunis. "" But W'e wint to

chapel at midnight loike dacint Christians, any

moighty purty it luked, 1 teU yees, to see the altar
all pranked wid flowers, an' the stall, au' the oxen,

an" the Howly Vargin, an' the Blessed ' Babe an$,
St. Joseph., all as nat'rel as life. - An' it's mesilf
was one of the altar boys, no less,.Ibat used to

làelp Father O:Shaucrhnessy. An' I "member he
had moighty hard work to tache me the office for
Christmas Eve. Whaes this it was now ? - " he
continued, seratching his head, screwijug up his
mouth, and squinting with one eye* at the roof.

'Dade au' it's all clane gone but this bit,

1 Acleste fiàelêo, lSti triumphant«
Venite, venite. in Bethlehem'
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Though - what 'twas all about 1 know'd no more
than the, Blessed Babe in the manger."

- "" They tell a cur'us thing in thim parts. I
niver saw it mesilf, though I often watched, but

Father O'Shaucrbnessv. he was the parish praste
of Inniskerry, à'ye moind, he sàld it was so; an'
so it hacl to be so even if it wuzzen't, so. I'd belave
'bis word acrainst my own eyesight, any day.

D'ye -think I'd. be settin' my eyes agiainst the
Praste's ton crue that talks Latiný loike -a book ? Not
I. indade! I've larned my manners betther."

«'Mat is it, any way," «I Ont with it, man,"
What's your story," interrupted several of his

impatiént, auditors.
"« WeIljý his riverince declard," said Dennis

solemnly,, " tbat when he went to the stable to
get his pony late- en Christmas Eve to come to

the sarvice, that the baste was down on his knees
and the cows and the donke - all a-Dayjn'
9baysince to the Blessed Bab1eý in the manger at
Bethlehem."

cc 1 suppose they were aeleep,"' remarked the
skeptical Matt Evans..
«'Slapin', is it ye s.n-- ? ye unbelavin' heret*c,"

retorted Dennis, who had not yet shaken off his
native superstition, with a most contemptuous
« fin eeir at the bare su cruestion. «I Plraps ye'd say
the praste was elapin' whin he saw on the flure
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all around his lanthern a-bright light j ust like the
glory round the head o' the Varrrin

66 Shouldnt wonder," said Evans, givincy a ra-
tionalistie explanation of the phenomenon, «'Does
not the immortal William say that then

'The bird of dawning singeth all night long
No fairy takes, nor witch bath power to charm,
So hallowed and so graclous is the tùne.

Is it William of OraDge he manes ? " as«ked
Dennis in a loud whisper as he nudged Lawrence;
It's him, these Cavan fellows caU Immortial,"
Evans proposed to give, in contrast to the

vulgar folk-soncts to which they had been listen-
inc the classic legend of 1« Good King W-enceslas

as the used to SiDcr ît at Brasenose. To his surprise,
however,- it fell as flat as the chant of the '« Bear's
Head."

"( When 1 lived up to Kingston," here remarked
Jim Dowler, who had hitherto kept silence, 'I' I

went a few Sundays to the Methodis' Stinday-
school there. I wuz a canal. boy ridin' a boss on

the tow path then, and oftens 1 wuz that tired I
went asleep on the hoss"s back. Wen, one
Chris'mas time the teacher larned us some verses.
'Twas the only thing I could laru. 'Stonishiný how
these things do stick to yer-wuss nor burdoeh-s

-in a hosss mâne. Can't get rid on 'ern no ways.
aUt much of a i idcre o' Po'try, but 1 thouzht they
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wuz rale purty then, when I didn't know their
hull meanin; an' now that I doos, I think they're

Purtier stil.V' And he sang the sweet old hymn,

Il' Hark! the herald angeb sing
dlory to the new-born King,
« Peace on earth and mercy mil

Goël and sinners reconciled.""'

Lawrence took advantage of the o *portunity to
say a few kindly and seasonable words àbout
e0d's great Christmas gift to man andthe duty

'of living to, His glory and in good-willio éne
another.

After dinner there were out-of-door games-
lacr'sse, which th-ey learned '0 from a band of

Indians camping near; snow-shoeinop the trips
and falls occasioned by which occasioned much'

merriment; snow-balling, shootin-g at a mark
and the like. The day passed very pleasantly,
and, as a result of the absence -of intoxicating

liquor from the camp, withouýý of those de-
gradingy scenes of, drunkenness which too often

cQnvert a Christian festival into. the semblance
of a heathen bacchanalian orggy. - -New Year"s Day had no very spèciÎà célébration.
On New YeaËs Eve, however, Lawrence held -a
sortof watch-night prayer meeting with a number
of the more seriously inclined 2hantymen The
more boistercrur niembm of the camp wenu-cüt ci
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doors to welcome, the New Year with cheers and
the firing of guns. Those that remained were
more impressed il. y the solemn silence in which
the death of the Old and advent of the New Year

were awaited tehan even by the spoken prayas.
It seemed as though the trickling of the ý?ýlden9

sands of time was heard, amid . the hush, as God's
hand turned the, areat glass of eternity in whichýI

the years are but as bours and the days as mo-
menta.

CHAPTW XIII.-ANADVFNTUIR WITII WOL-V.ESO

Fearfully fares
The Fenris-wolf
Over the fields of men,

When lie is loosecL
-THE YOUNGER EDDA.-27u Lay of HaXkM.

TIIE remaÎnder of the winter passed rapidly
away M the daily routine of labour. In the
mont]W«oLMarch, when the snow lay deep upon the

ground,'Iýwrence was despatched by the cc boss PIP

lumberman to Ottawa, a distance of some two
hundred miles, to report to the ageneof the Com-
pany the « quantity of timber that had been got out
and to br*ng back from the ý bank a sum of money

to PaY off a number of the lumberraeiL Several



'Z'Il EMG98 MESSENGEL

of these were about to take ' up land in the new
townships whieh had been recently laid out on
the 'Upper Ottawa, aud as Lawrence had won the
confidence of the Company, he was commîssioned

to, bring back the money required for makincr the
payments. Owincr to a prejudice on the part of

the ffien acrainst paper. money, he was directed to,
procure gold and silver. He was to, ride as far as
the town of Pembroke, about half way, and leav-
ina his horse there to rest was to cro on to Ottawa
in the stage. He selected for the journey the best
animal in the stable-a tall gaunt sinewy mare
of rather ungainly figure but with an immense
amount of go in her.

He reached Ottawa safély, mailed to, his mother
and sister8 a bulky epistle on which he had spent
several evenings, and transacted his business
satisfactorily. A couple of evenincrs were spent
very pleasantly with his friend, Mr. Daily, who
was overjoyed to hear of his welfare.

"' I knowea that blood would tell," that person
asseverated, 'le and that the son of John Temple
would come out all ricrht."

Havincr draw'n the money from the bank,
chiefly in English sovereigns and Mexican dollars,
Lawrence 'set out on his mern journey. At
Pembroke he mounted again hi4 faithfal steed for
bis ride of over a hundred miles to, the camp.
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The silver he carried in two leathern bags in t'ho
holsters of the saddle, and the gold in a belt

arolind his waist. He also carried for defence one
of the newly-invented Colt's revolvers.

The weather was bitter cold, but the exercise of
riding kept him quite warm The entire winter
had been one of unprecedented severity. The
snow feR early and deep and remained all through
the season. Deer were exceedingly numerous,
even near the settlements; and at the camp fur-

ed no inconsiderable portion of the food of
the men, varied by an occasional relish of belar's
meat

Toward the close of the second day he was
approaching the end of his journey and in-

dulging in a pleasant anticipation of the féast of
venison he should enjoy, and of the refreshing
elumber on the fragrant pine-boughs, earned by
continued exercise in the open air. The moon was
near the full, but partially obscured by light and
Ileecy clouds.

He was approaching a islight clearing when heobserved two long lithe animals s *
Prmg out of the

woods towards his horse. He thought tlhey were a
couple of those large shaggy deer-hounds which
are sometimes employed nearthe lura*ber camps for

hunting cariboo-great r.,owurful animals with im-
mense len&rtà of limb and-depth of chest-and



T-HE RLG'S MESSENGM lia

looked aroand for the appearance of the hunter,
who, he thought, could not be far off. He was
surprised, however, not to hear the deep-mouthed
bay characteristic of these hounds, but instead a
guttural snarl which, nevertheless, appeared to, af-
fect the mare in a most unaccountable manner. A
shiver seemed to convulse her frame, and shakincy

herself together she started off on a long swinging
trot, which soon broke into a gallop that got over
the ground amazingly fast,

But eer best speed could not outstrip that of
the creatures whieh bounded in lona leaps by her
8ide, occasionally sprinûrincy at her hams, their0 JD
white teeth glistenincy in the moonligght, and snap-
ping when they élosed like a steel-trap. When
he caught the first glimpse of the fiery tlashing of
their eyes there came the blood-curdlinop revela-
tion that these were no hounds but hungry wol ves
that bore hirn such sinister company. AU the

dread hunters' tales of lone trappers lost in the
woods and their gnawed bones discovered ' in the

epring beside their steel traps, flashed throuçrh
his mind like a thought of horror.

TE only saféty he knew was in the speed of
his mare, and ehe was handicapped in thiss.-ace for
life with about five-and-twenty pourids, of silver
in each holster. Seeing that she was evidently
flagging under this tremendous pace, he resolved
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to abandon the money. 'It Skin for skiu, vea, aU
that a man hath will'he give fer his life so, he

dropped both bagrs on the roacL To his surprise
the animals stopped as if they had been highway-
men seeking only his money and not his life. Re

could hear them snarling over the stout leather
bags, but ligghtened of her load the mare sprang

forward in a splendid hand gallop that covered the
ground in gallant style.

He was begginningm to, hope that he had fairly
distanced the brutes, when their horrid yelp and
melancholy long-drawn howl grew stronger on
the wind, and soon they were again abreast of the
mare.

He now threw down his thick leather gauntlets
with the hope of delayincy them, but it only causeî

a detention of a few minutes while they greedily
devoured them. He was rapidly nearincr the0 1camp; if he could keep them at bay for twenty

or thirty minutes more he would bé safé. As a
last resort he drew his revolver, scarce hoping in

his headloncs pace to hit the bounding, leaplna
objects by his side. Moreover, they had both
hitlierto kept on the left side of the mare, which
lessened hîs chance as a marksman. The mare,
too, who was exceedingly nervous, '*could never
stand fire ; and if he should miss ane in the move-
ment 'Ge dismounted, he kucw that in five minute&

i', -
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the maw of those ravenous beasts would, be his
grave.

One of the brutes now made a sprincy for the
mare 9 throat, but failing to 7a.3p it, fell> on the
right side of the animal. Gatherincy himself up,
he bounded in front of her, and made a dash at
the rider catchinrr and clinairirr to the mare's right
shoulder. The white foam fell from his mouth
and flecked his da'rk and shaggy bieast. Lawrence
could féel bis hot breath on his nàked hand. The
fiendish glare of those eyes he never in all his life
f à rgrr o t. It haunted him for years in midni,,orht
slumbers from which he awok.et tremblincr and

bafflied in the cold perspiration of terror. , He could
easily have believed the weird stories of lycan-
thiropy in whieh Satanie agency was feigned to
have changed nien for their ciimes into, were-
wolves-ravenotis creatures who added human or

Iiendish, passion and malignanc ' y of hate to the
beastial appetite for human flesh. If ever there
was murder in a glance, it was in that of those

demon-eyes that glared, into those of Lawrence,
and which seemed actually to, blaze with a
bWeful greenish light-a flame of inextinguish-
able ra(re.

Lawrence felt that the supreme moment bad
come. One or Cher of them must die. In
five minutes more he would be safe in the caijýp,
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or else be a maDglecl corpse., He lifted up his
beart in prayer to, God, and then felt strancrely
c and collected. The muzzle of his revolver
almost touched the brutes nose. Re pulled the
tria er. A flash, a crash, the green eyes blazed
with tenfold fury, the huge form fell heavily to,

the ground, and in the same moment the mare
reared almost upright, nearly unseating her rider

and shaking his pistol from his hand, and then
plunging forward rapidly covered the road in her
flight

As Lawrence had expeted, the other fami g
beast remained to, devour its fellow. He galloped.
into the camp, almost feU from his mare, which
stood with a look of human gladness in her eyes.

and staorgered to the rude log shanty, where the
blazing fire and song and story beguiled the

winter night, scarce abl e to narrate his peril and
escape.. After light refreshmenj.. fpr he had lost
aU relish for food, he went Èýýed to, start up often

through the night under thee glare of those
terrible eyes, and to renew the horror he had
undergone.

In the morning, returning with a number of the
men to look for the money, he found the feet, tail,
muzzle and scalp of the slain wolf in the midst of

a patch. of gory snow, also the qkuU and part of
the larger bones, but gnawed and split in order to
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get at the marrow. And such, thought Lawrence,
would have been his fate but for the merciful
Frovidence by whieh he was preserved. They
found also, some distance back, the stra-ps and

buckles of the money bacy and the silver coins
scattered on the ground and partially covered by
the snow.

CH-AMR XIV. -WEST WIND AND RED FAW.%T.

Then the Black-Robe chief, the prophet,
Told his message to the people,
Told the purport of his mission,
Told them of the Virgin Mary,
And her bleased Son, the Saviour;

How in distant lands and ages
He had lived on carth as we do;
Ilow He fasted, prayed and laboured

How the Jews, the tribe accumèd,
Mocked Him, iscourged Him, crucified Him:
Ilow He rose from where they laid Hi

Walked again with Hia disciple%
And ascended into Heaven.

LoNGYZI.WW.-HiaWatha.

TowAnDs the close of the winter, when the
lengt'hened days and warmer radiance of the sun
caused the sap to stir beneath the bark of the
trees, like the returnincy, puise of hfe in a body
restored from sueepended, animation, a band of

Indians pitched their cajÈp mi a belt of sugu



maples that grew alongside the banks of. the Mat-
tawa. They soon stripped great sheets of beitk

from. the white-skinned birches, leavincy the crapi*ng-
wounds bleedinar and raw, like sôme half-flayed

creatures of the woods. Birchen vessels were
soon sewn touether b the deft finçyers of the
sq'uaws. Deep incisions were made in the I-Tunks,

of the maples with a hatchet and the escapina,.
sap collected in the troughs. The kettles were
swuncy and the procesà of sugar-making was soon
in full operation.

Lawrence found his way together with Jim
Dowler to, the camp one Sunday afternoonjrapelled

by an ardent desire to tell these poor wùnderers
of the woods of a fairer land than tbe fabled

huntimg-grounds of their fathers in the spirit-
world-of the gpeat All-Father of thé red and
thewhite alike, the true Great Spirit who will.

have men to \worship Him in spirit and in truth.
They expected to find the Indians eiigaged at
their usual work-boiling sugar, ' akinor snôw-
shoes and the like,-taking no note of the Chris-
tian Sabbath. To his surprise they found every-
thing quiet in the camp, the only exception being

two little Indian lads with their dog digging
out a badger from under the root of an old hem-
lock.

They approached the largest wigwam, a conical

118 TIIE KING'S MESS.ENGEIL



T-IR KÈNG9S MESSENGFAL 119

structure of birch bark stretched over tent poles,
a-nd drew aside the blanket that covered the open-
ing which served as a door. A fire smouldered in
the midst, its punprent smoke slowly escapinevout
of the opening at the peak of the wi(Twam.
CrourGhed or squatted on mats, or on bear or deei
skins, were a number of Flidians and squaws,

y.cruncy and old, with some children.
Throu,,;h the smoke, at the further, side of the why-

wam., Lawrence saw the chief, a venerable old man
with stro-ncrly marked féatures which looked as if
çarved in mahogany or cast in bronze. His iron-.
grey hair was bound by a wampum, fillet about his
brow. ]Efe wore a blanket coat, deer skin leggincrs.,

frincred with beads, and moccasins. On his breast
was a silver medal which, Lawrence had never
seen befère. Most of the squaws sat with their

bright-coloured shawls drawn over their heads and
wore elt or glass beads around their necksa. A
tame raven hopped about and eyed the intruders
with a -grave and somewhat supercilious air. He

gave a loud croak as if to call attention to their
presence, of which -no one had yet taken any
notice. Àn Indian near the door made roora tor

them. beside him and motioned to, them, to, sit
down., They did so in silence wondering what

tbis stranae conclave meant,
The old chief bad on his knee8 a large leather.
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bound book,-the last thing Iawrence- expected to
fina in an Indian wigwam-and was apparently

reading from its pages. In a deepguttural, yet not
unmusical tone he went on, bis voice rising and

falling like the voice of the wind among the
pines. Once or twice Lawrence thbught he caught
the words "Gitcke Maititoit ".the Indian name for
the Great Spirit or God, but he was not sure. At

lengoth, to his surprise and delight he recocynized
the fam'iliar, names «Jesim," and ','Mary," and

ý'lMarthaý," and "'Lazarus."' Thisthenwas an Indian
translation of the New Testament, of the existence
of which Lawrence had never dreamed, anci this,
must be, a band of Christian- Indians, and the
venerable chief was readiDg the touchina story of
the resurrection of Lazarus.

iWhen he was done readinc.1, the old man looked
significantly at one of the youDger squaws, who

thereupon began to sing a sweet low plaintive
strain, in which she was joined by all present.

Lawrence did not, of course, understand the
words but the tune was the familiar 'Il OldHun-

dred.yp
«I Thaes the Doxology," sai& Dowler who

had often heard it at camp-meeting, and they
jéined, in English, in singing that anthem of
praise which ascends to, the God and Father of

us all from every land and in almost every
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The old man then rose and kneeling reverently.,
as did all the company, prayed devoutly, conclud-

incr with an earnest «« Amen," in whieh his white
visitors heartily joined.

When they rose the chief with a frank smile
gave his guests the usual salutation, "Bo' jôu'," a
corruption of the French « Bon jour," which has
passed into the Indian language-a strikin illus-

tiation, as are the French names of lake and ziver
all over the continent, qf the widespread influence
of those intrepid explèrers and pioneers. Keway-
din or West-wind, such was the Chiefs name
made room for Lawrence and Dowler on the img
beside him and courteously offered them a cuni-
ously-carved pipe of tobacco with a red stone

bowl and ornamented with brilliantly-dyed,
heron's and wood-pecker's féathers. Lawrence
politely declined the honour, having, from respect
to his fathes example and his mothers well-
understood wishes, never learned to, use the vile

weed. Dowler, however, accepted it, and was soon
vigoroussly puffing away.

Lawrence picked up the Bible, which bore, he
saw, the imprint of that noble institution, the Brit-
ish and Foreign Bible Society, whose varions ver-
sions of the Word oi God are"found alike in the In-

dianwýigwam, the Caffre's kraal, the Rindoo bazaar
or bungalow, the Tartais wandering tent, and the
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Esquimaux stone caDin, and which spealçs to t'ha
tribes of men the unsearchable wisdom, of God in
almost all of the babblinçy tongues of eartb.

Where did you get this asked Lawrence in
wonderinçy tones.

« That," said the old man., who spoke Eiicrlish
with tolerable facility, " was the parting gift of

the best friend that Kewaydin, and many anothe;
poor Injun, ever had-good old Elder Case-. God
bless him."

" Did you know Elder Case?" exclaimed Dowler.
I've heared him. at the Beechwoods Camp-meet-

When 1 foiget him. I'11 forget to breathe," said
the old man fervently. " 1 owe him everythinir.
He found me a poor miserable pagan, a-:drinkin'
fire-vater, and beatiW the conjurer's drum and,

sacrificin' the white drr, and he made me what I
ara.

Lawrence was overjoyed to meet this unexpect-
ed result of Methodist labour in an Indian wia-

wam. They talked together long and lovingly
of the zealous apostle to the Indian tribes of
Canada, and Lawrence ventured on a few practical

reflections on the story of the raising of Lazarus
which had been the subjéct of the reading, and on

the glorious inspirations it imparted. These were
translated by the chief and the company mani-
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fested their approval by sundry ejaculations and
commente in their own language.

Whar did ye crit this ?" inquired Dowler laying
his fincrer on the silver medal that decorated the
chief's broad breast.

That," said the old man, his eacrle eye flashinc
proudly, «'was fastened on my breastý in fuil
parade before all the red-coats by Major-General
Sir Isaac Brock See, that is Kinûr Georc,,Ye"s
head. - I always wear it on Sundays. It minds
me of old time,3."

Tell us aU about it said Dowler eagerly
«« My father fit with Brockat Queenston Heights
ane arterwards cyot wounded at Lund 's Lane.l'

Did he said the chief. Well, I don't talk
much. of these things, but I don't mind tellincy the .

son of an old soldier. I entered Fort ]Detroit side
-lay :-side with General Brock. It . was for that 1

got the medaL Nine weeks after, I sawlim faLl
at the BiorRapids (Queenston Heights). I helpea
to carry his body down the hill to the old house,
where it lay-that great warrior just like Indian"s
dead papoose. I stood beside his grave and helped

to fire. the lut voHey over his body. But I helped
to avenge his death, as we drove the 'Merican-

blue-coats over the cliff," with sudden energy ex.
claimed the veteran brave.

But with a tone of compu'nctiou he Continuel
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«I God forcrive me it was in my pagan days, whent) 1 kD
1 seemed to thirst for blood. It was dreadful to
see blue-coats and -red-coats strugalina tocyetber
like catamounts, and to see the 'Merican militia
rollincr down the rocks, torn by the jagygred spruces
and soine of them structrrlinçr in the boiling eddies
of the river. One mzcn was just goincy to shoot a
British captain when I flung my tomahawk right
in his face. He -went crashinor over the bank,
clutchincr at the -"spruce boughs, an" he looked
right into my eyes with si.-Ich a dying arrony-it's
thirty years ago, but I often see it stil] -%vhen I

close my eyes at niçvht, and sometimes even when
I try to, pray. I used to ggloat on it in my heathen
days, but ever since Elder Case taught me of thé

Blessed Lord who prayed for His murderers and
said « Love your enemies,' 1 have wished 1 could
ask that man's forgiveness befère 1 meet him. at
the last great review day when all the soldiers
and braves-English, 'Mericans, and, IDjUns
must stand befère the great Captain, the Lord

-Jesus. He may have Lad little papooses and a
white squaw who wept for him just as mine

would weep for me. But, thank God, 1 saved
other lives that day. My braves were mad with

slaughter, ' just as if they were drunk with fire-
water; but when the victory was fairly won I drag-
cred them off the P'risoners they were going to,

1 ;--# -P
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scalp, though it was like tearina Yle from a
heron he has struck, or the dogs off the haunches
of a deer. This killing seems to come natural to,
the pagan Iiijun of the woods, but for white men
and Christians it seems strangé work-.Yt

Yet thef wuz Chris'n men that fit th ar," inter-
rupted Dowler. "' I heard father tell on a

Methodis' preacher-a local, ye know, not a rerr'lar
-who used to preach, au' pray, au' sine like

thunder in barracks ; an' he fit like a ti crer when
the guns was a-rattlin', an' kep'on praying all the

time. Yet he wuz gentle as a lamb arter the fight
and used to nuss the wounded-even. the 'Meri-
kers, too, jîst as lovin' an' tender as a woman."

In answer to the inquiry of Lawrence if the
Christian converts among the Indians received
much opposition from their paggan relatives the old
éhiéf - told the féllowing story :

" Did you notice that girl with the great scar
on her forehead that sat yonder " pointing to
near the door, where had sat an Indian maiden
lithe and graceful as one of the mountain bâches,
with eyes as deep and dark as a forest lake.

ciWell, she's Bic Bear's daughter. Re had a
streak o' luc- winter before last and bad two big

moose to'spare. So he hitched up the dogs ýand
drove down the river on the ice with them and
some otter and mink furs to Oka, where the
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priests have a seminary and a convent. Mere
Marie at the convent was buying? some mink
skins, and asked him if he wouldn"t let his pretty
daughter, Red Fawn, come and wor- in the
kitchen and she'd teach her to cook and sew. Re
wanted to, please the nuns, so, ho let her go.

WeR, the nun's taught her to say the Ave and
Credo and to, dress the altar of the Virgin. I know

their ways, I've lived among the Catholies. Very
loving the nuhs are when they like, -and the poor
girl never had any Icindness showed her befère.
So they taught her the catechism, then the piiest

wanted her to be baptized. They get lots of ILjuii
els that way, mighty cunnincr them priests are,

beat even an Injun for that And they called her
Marguerite des Anges, which means in the
Indian language Il Pearl of the aucteis.'-' And
they gave her a pretty gilt crucifix to wear on
her neck 1

« Well, next fall Big Bear was camping down
the river, and he went to see Marguerite. Re
met her in the woods gathering the late autumn

flowers to, dress the altar. Shed-grow'd so tall aW
handsome he was quite proud of her.

11, 1 Come back, Ahduk, aW share my lodge,' ho
&aïd, but she said she couldWt leave the kind
good nuns.

You must leave thesa Christian doo,;s,' ho
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-ehouted, e or the wily Black-robes wM make
you a woman-worshipper like themselves! ,

11, ý1 Nay, father, I like not the wild hunter's
life said'Marguerite, and crossiiag herself, she
went on, « I have already vowed to live the band-
maid of Christ and His blessed Mother, whom, 0

father! I beseech you blaspheme not,'
"' « Wilat ! a daughter of mine become a sister

of those pale-faced nuns !' he cried. ', Why did -,
leave you among them, 1 mioht have k-nown they

would teach you to despise the crods of your
father!

But those be no gods, father,' she replied,
'but evil spirits, says the, priest, becuiling the
souls of men to perdition."

Good enouah gods for your old father,' he
passionatel answered, "and crood enourth theý

must be for his stubborn child. Know crirl
j ýD J, I have

promised that when the next snow comes, you
shall keep the lodge-fire of Black Snake the bravest
warrior of our tribe!
"« " Nay, father,' exclaimed the girl with a sh-ud-

der, 'that eau never be: I shrink when I see his
glitterinom eye and gliding step, as though he were
indeed a poisonous snake!

' he thundered « Big BearIt shall be, girl., y C
has said it, and the word of Big Bear was never

broken.'
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"'Father, it cannot be,'said the brave girl; II will
die first,' and in ber firm-pressed lips and flash-
ing-eye Big Bear saw that she had all his own
determination in ber sIender frame.

Then die you shall if you obey not my com.- t
mand,' he hissed. Snatchincy the cross from, ber

neck he stampedl*tbeneathhisfeetexclaiminct'Th-e
accursed medicine-charm, you love it, do you, then

you shall wear it in your flesb,' and seiziincr his
scalpiD cr knife he gashed the sign of. the cross

upon ber forehead, and dragged ber off bleeding
and faintinry to his wigwam.

A few weeks after, Mère the wound was- well
heaIed, when he wanted to give ber to that scoun-

drel BI ack Snake, she fled througgh the wintry
snow to our camp and besought my protection,

and my protection she shall hâve as if she were
my own danghter-the are all dead now-so

long as this gun can shoot game in the woods," he
ended, pointincy to his trusty fowliincr-pl*ece.

Is she still a Catholic?" asked Lawrence., who ÏM
had been a deeply-interested listener to this
traaie recital.

She bas mostly forgotten the »Aves and Pateris
that she didnt understand.,ý" replied Kewaydiny
'19 but instead, she sings in our own tongue the
sweet hymns,

When I survey the wondrous cross,'
There is a foantain fLUed with blood,"
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and ï-nany Chers. And one day when 1 was read-
iiaor in the Good Book the words of Paul ýI bé3ar

in my body the marks of the Lord Jesus,' she
smiled and laid her fincrer on the cross-shaped

scar on her forehead and said, « I too bear- His sign
in my flesh.' And she is so, good, î3nd gentle, and
patient I soi-netimes think she is like the saints

spoken of in the Revelation, who, have come out
of great tribulation and have been sealed with the,,
seal of God in their foreheads."'

CHAPTER XV.-TIIE IITIMBER JAM.2'

Now suddeuly the waters boil and leap,
On either side the foamy spray is cast,
Hoarse Geilii through the shoutinu ral)id sweep,
And pilot us unharmed adown the hissing ateep.
Again the troubied deep hcaps snrge on burge,
And howling billows sweep the waters dark,
Stunninrr the ear witli thcir stentcrian dirge,
That loudens as tbey strike the rock's resisting verge.

SANGSTER.-The St. Laurrence and the Saguenay.

AT last the Sprinçy came to the lumber-camp.a
The days grew long and bright and warm. TheýD 0 0
ice on the river became sodden and water-locycyed,
or broke up into great cakes beneath the risincy
water. The snow on the 1-ipland rapidly inelted,
away, and the utmost energry was emp'oyed in

gettina down the lorrs to the river before it en-
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tirely ctisappeared. The harsh voice of the blue
jay was heard screaming in the férest, and ita

bright form was seen flitting about in the sun-
lit"ht. The blithe note of the robin rang throûgh
the air. A green flush crept over the trees, and
then suddenly they burcgreoned out into tender

ALOG J 0 t. 1

leafage. The catkins of the birch and mapleel-
showered down upon the ground. A,ýrarm south0 a

wind blew,, bringing on its wings a coplous min.
The river rose several feet in a single night One
timber boom above the camp btoke with the
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strain, upon it, and fbýusauds of locys went racinor
and, rushinct like maddened herds of sea-horses,

down the stream. Happily the heavy boom
bâow held firm., and they were all retained.

About a mile above the camp was a steep and
heavy rapid of. many rods in lenath. Above it a
large '"drive " of loirs had been collected. It was
a grand and excitincy sigght to, see them shooting
the rapids. As they alided out of the placid

water above, they were drawn gradually into the
swifter rush of the-riyer. They approached a
ledcte where, in unbroken glassy entrent, the

stream poured over the rock. In they rushed,
and, tilting quickly up on end, made a plunge
like a diver into the seething gulf below. After

what seemed to, the spectator several minutes
submergence, they rose with a bOUDd partially

above the surgesý struggling " like a stroinor swim-
mer in his agony " with the stormy waves. Now
they rush full tilt against an iron rock that, mid-
stream- -challenges thýýëir riçvht to pass, and are

hurled aside, shudderinor bruised, and, shattered
from the enéounter. Some are broken in twain.
Others are shivered into splinters. Others glide

by linscathed.
Now oné lodcles in a narrow channel. Another

strikes and throws it athwart the stream. Then
another and another, and still others -ý in quick
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succession, lodcre and a formidable 'cjamp> is
formed. Now a huge log careers aloucr like a

bolt from. a catapult. It will surely sweep away
the obstacle. With a tremendous thud like the
blow of a batterincr-ram, it strikes the mass, which

quivers, ori nds, groans, *and apparently vield s a
moment, but is faster, jammed than ever. The
water rapidly rises and boils and eddies with ten-
fold rage.

The «" drivers above have managed to, throw a
loct across the entrance to the rapid to prevent a
further ruii., and now set' deliberately about

loosenin(y the, " jam." With cant-hooks, pike-
poles, levers, axes, and ropes, they try to roll, pry,
chop, or liaul. out of the way the lorrs which are

jammed torrether in a seemingly inextricable
mass. The work has a terribly perilous look..
The jam. may at aDy moment give way, carryinct0
everything Mère it with resist-less force. Yet

who appear almost like 'idçrets asthese men, C
compared with its immense mass, swar-m over it,pulling tu(ycrinor, shoving, and shoutina with the

0) oc ýD im

utmost coolness and daring. Like amphibious
they wade into the rushincr, ice-cold

animals, C
water, and clamber over the slippery logs.

Now an obstrùctive "' stick " as these huge loris
are called, is set free. The j,,,,m creaks and amans
and gives 'a shove, and the men scamper to, the
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shore. But no; it again lodçres apparently as fast
as ever. At work the men -oro acrain, when, lo
a sincyle well-directed blow of au axe relieves the

whole jam, exerting a pressure of hundreds of
tons. It is sauve qui peut. Each m-,in springs

to, escape. The whole mass goes crashing, grind-
inçr ý!roaninçi over the ledcre.

Is everybody safé? No, Evans bas almost cyot
to the shore when he is caught, by the heel of
his iron-studded boot, between two arindincy locs.
Another moment and he will be swept or draçrf!ed

down to destruction. Lawrence, not without
11nminent personal risk, springs forward and
catches hold of his outstretched bands. Dowler

throws his arms around Lawrence's body, and
bracing himself arrainst a rock they all-give a

simultaneous pull and the imprisoned foot is
freed. And well it is so, for at that moment the

whole wrack cyoes rushing by. The entire occur-D z1>
rence bas taken only a few seconds. These lum-

bermen need to have a quick eye, firm. nérves,
and stroDor thews and sinews, for their lives seem
often to hana on a hair.

But what is that lithe and active figure dancing
down the rapids on a single lo(r at the tail of the

jam. ? It is'surely no one else than Baptiste la
Tour. How he got there no one knows. He
hardly knows himself. But there he is, glidijng
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Idown with arrowy swiftness on a lo« that is spin-
ning round under -his feet with extraordinary
rapidity. With the skill of an acrobat or rope-
dancer he preserves his balance, by keeping his

feet, arms, le(ys, and whole body in constant mo-
tion the spikes in his boots preventiiicr his slip-

ping. So long as the loop is in deep water and
keeps clear-of-fêcks and other logs, he is com-
puatively safà'

But see 1 he Wll surely run upon that jutting
crag1 Nearer and nearer he approaches; now

fora crash and a dancrerous leap 1 But no! he
veers off, the strona back-wash of the water pre-
ventiincy the collision. Now the Iocr pluncres
partlv.beneath the waves, but by vigorous strucy

gles he keeps his place on its slippery surface,
Now his locr runs full tilt acyainst another. The

shock of the colli sion shakes him, from, his feet;
he stacrcrers and slips into the water, but in a
moment he is out and on his unmanageable steed
again.

As he glides out into the smooth water below
the rapids, a ringing cheer goes up from his
comrades, who had been watchinçf with eager eyes

his perilous ride. They had not cheered when
Iýe jam gave way, ending their two hours strenu-

Ous\effort. But at Baptiste's saféty, irrepressibly
their'shouts burst forth. With the characteristic
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grace of bis countrymen, he returned the cheer by
a polite bow, and seizincr a floatinu handspike

that had been carried down with the wrack, he
paddled toward the sliore. As he neared it, le
sprang from locy to log, till he'ýStood on solid ground.
Shakinci himself like a Newfoundland doçy,'he
strode up the bank to, receive the congratulations
of bis comrades.

" That's wuss than breakin' in the breachiest
hoss 1 ever see," was the comment of Jim. Dowler.,

who spoke from experience of the latter per-
formance.

"« I'd as soon go sailin' on a broom-stick wid a
witch, throuçyh the air said Dennis O'Neal, ýWho

spoke as if he had'tried that mode of travelling.
« It's better than beincy caught lik-e an' otter

in a trap, as I was," - said Evans. I'm like
Apollo," he went on, recalling the classic lore he
learned at Brasénose, et vulnerable in my heel.
But there, I'm. soi-ry to say, the resemblance ends,

so, far as I can see," and he laughed a bard
bitter. scornfül lauah against himself.0
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CHAPTELR XV.-" THE WORM OF NILUS STINGS
NOT SO.

At the last it biteth like a serpent and stingeth like an
adder.-P.Rovic.i§.q.

This à an UpiC,'a trail.-SHAKESPIRAIRIC-Ant. and CZéop.

Death's harbingers lie latent in the draught,
And in the flowers that wreath the aparkling bowl
Fell adders hiss and poisonous serpents roll.-PitiioR.

LAWRENCE pitied from, the bottom of his beart
this solitary, cynical, broken-spirited man, who

had'made shipwreck of. such fair prospects, and
wasted such golden opportunities, and bad sown
such a crop of bitter memories., whose melancholy

harvest he must now reap. He therefère took an
opportunity of quietly eGnversincr with him and
endeavouring, to, inspire hope in his hopeless
heart. Ele referred especially to the good Provi-

dence, by whieh hé had been rescued from immi-
nent peril, as a reason why he should endeavour
to live -a nobler life, and devête his gifts and

attainments to, the -service o f God.
It is very lind of you to care for a poor forlorn

wretch whom nobody else cares for; but it's no
use, I tell you," said Evans. ý"I know all you

would say, and I know it's aU true but it's too,
late-too, late," and he gave a heavy sigh. Fve

had to make shipwreck of aU that a man should
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hold dear to, be what 1 am. There was a noble
woiuan loved me once and I hoped to caU her

wifé, but even her holy influence had not power to
keep me from, the wine cup." And his féatures

twitched convulsively, and his eyes, though teay-
less, wore a look of hopeless agony.

Do vou see tbat lory . " he asked, pointing to
a bruised and battered trunk driftincr helplessly

down the rapids. «" Well, I am that log, battered
and bruised with knockincr about in the world
driftinc without hope on the stream of chance.

Noth -in" on earth can stop me or help me. IVs
too late, I tell you," lie repeated, with an impa-
tient and almost angTy gesture.

It is never too late, my brother," said
Lawrence, layinor his hand affectionately on his
arm. «" It is never too late, if you will but put

your trust in God and look to, Rim for help.'-'
cc «YO -« It is, for me » said Evans, dejectedly. Una

man, you don't know the overmastering appetite
that drives me to drink, as the devil drove the
swine into the sea. Here I can% get it, so, I
keep pretty strairrht though an unsatiable craving

gnaws at my vitals all the time. But when I
go down to, Quebec with -the raft we are building,
I eau no more withstand the temptations of the
scores of taverns in Champlain Street and Rue d,,u
Matelots than that log eau help, goina over those
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faUs," and as he pointed it disappeared with
plunue in the foam.

«" Why, the very smell of the liquor coming ont
of those low shebeens.," he went on, «" burns up all

my resolutions, as flax is shrivelled in the flames,
and 1 go to my fate like an ox to the slau,(Yhter.

Even while I think of it the thirst kindles like
a ticrees that has tasted blood. You see those

boiliuor rapids ? Well, if there was liquor on the
other side, I'd go through them to, get it."
"" Oh! don't talk so dreadfully," exclaimed

Lawrence, with a shudder. It is wicked. Try*0
to give it up. Ask God to help you."

«« Do you suppose 1 haven't tried, and vowed,
and prayed ? " asked Evans, bitterly. God onl3

knows how I've tried. But

The limècl soul that itruggles to get free
Is but the more engaged,

as the immortal Shakespeare has it; and liquor
is the devil's bird-lime, by whieh he catches more

souls than bý anything else. Youner man he
said, solemnly, grasping Lawrence by the hand
«" I'm on my way to hell, and I can't. stop ;'but
for--Godýs sake,--for your friends' sake, for your
soul's sake, I adjure you, never touch the first
glass. Would to God I never had," and he buried

his face in his hands.
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never have, I never wilý" said Lawrence.
«« My father tauaht me when a boy to vow eternal

hatred to it, as Hannibal did against the eneniies
of his country."

« Your father was a wise man," said Evans,
raisin(y his head, «and my father was a - , but

III not upbraid bis memory. Yet, when I was a
childy be used to have me brougght in after dinner,

and set me on bis knee, and let me sip bis wine,
and showed me off to his gruests, he was so proud
of me. IFIe lived to be ashamed enough of me,"
he added, bitterly.

« And my mother-one of the kindest of
mothers, 'but what mistaken kindness!-when I

was studying, used to, bring me up wine and cake,
and kiss me uood-niaht. I think 1 see her yet 1
And, 0 God! I broke her heart, and brougght

down my fathers grey hairs with sorrow to the
grave." And he shuddered through all bis frame
with a convulsive groan, as he again buried bis

face in bis hands.
Lawrence wept tears of sympathy for this un-

happy man, but in the presence of this bitter
sorrow, this* appalling past and hopeless future,
he was dumb.
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CHAPTER XVI.-RAFTING.

The brain grows dizzy with the whirl and hiss
Of the fast-crnwdiuop billows as they roll,

Like struggling demons, to the vexed abyss,
Lashinor the tortured crags with wild demoniac blis.%

-SAX.GSTER.

Y Tiir,ý glorious summertide had come. The leafy%n
luxuriance of June robed all the férest in richest
verdure. Triliums and sweet wild violets filled
the woods with beauty and fraçy-rance. The river
had fallen to its normal heicyht, and most of the
locys had been run down to join thousands of
others on the mirfhty flood of the Ottawa. Each
bore the brand of its owner, and they floated on-
to(yether to be arrested by the huge boom, and

there sorted, out to their several owners. The
Longm spars and square timber intended for expor-

zation were made up into "' drains," as they are
t'allecl. These consist of a number of "sticks "

4 pine, oa«k, elm, or ash, lashed side by side.
"'hey are kept together by means of traverses
or cross pieces, to which the "' sticks are bound

Ï)y stout withes of ]ÎL-ronwood' or hickory, made
supple by being first soaked in water and then

twisted, in a machine and wound around an axlej
by which means the fibres are crushed and

ilendered pliable. The 1' drams " are made just
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wide enoucrhgl. to run through the timber slides.
On the lon(y, smooth reaches of the river they are
fastened together so as tô make a large raft, which
is impelled on its way by the force of the current,
assisted by hucre oars, and, when the wind is

favourable, by sails. In runnina the rapids, or
goincgr throuc,,rh the slides, the raft is aggain separ-

ated into its constitueùt " drams."
By the end of June all was ready for the final

bréaking up of the camp. Many of the men had
already gone, some to take up land; others to,

drive the teams througgh the forest trail. The
last meal was prepared, the perbonal kit of each

man was packed and piled on a raised platform. on
the raft, and the whole - covered with a tarpaulin.
On the ,« Cabin Dram " was built the cook's
shanty, with its stores of pork, bread, and biscuit,
ThS raft was loosed from its moorings, and, with a
cheer from the men, glided down the stream. and
out into the Ottawa. It was steered by huge
"Il sweeps " or oars, about twelve yards longý Bap.
tiste and the Indians assumed command of the
oars and piloted the raft.

The crew, with but one exception, seemed
delighted at the prospect of returniug to the

precincts of civilization, though to many of them
tbat meant squanderinor their hard-earned wages
in prodigal dissipation and riot. That -exception
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was Matt Evans, who wore the air of a doomed
man going to his death.

1« 1 know,-" he said to Lawrence, « that in a week
after we reach Quebec I shall be, a drunken

vagrabouël, and not draw a sober breath while my
money lasts. 1 think l'Il ship on a two years'

whaling voyage. I woWt be waylaid by taverns
at eyery turn among the icebergs!'
Lawrence was full of eager longing tû reach

home. Re was to leave the raft at Ottawa.
Most of the others were to accompany it to
Quebec.

The voyage d wn the river was uneventful but
not monotonous. The weather was glorious.
The bright sunlight and pure air seemed to
exhilarate like wine. The raftsmen danced and
capered and sang-n En roulant ma boule," and

8 6 Ah! quThiver ut long 1
Dam les chantiers, nous hivernerons!"

Baptiste meanwhile furni g the music with his
violin.

Lawrence enjoyed running the rapids exceed-
âg1y, although it was not devoid of a spice of
danger. With the increasing swiftness of the
current the water assumes a glazed or oily appear-

ance. Objects on the shore fly - backward more
rapidly. The oaxis at bow and Pàtern are more

-heavüy manned. Right aheadare seen the white
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seethfing « boilers 'l of the rapids. With a rush
the dram springà forward and ]ý.unges into the

breàkers which roars like sea monsters, for theïr
prey. over in snowy foain.

- The waves break

T4e shock knocks half the men off their feet

They catch hold of the traverse to avoid being

washed overboard. The dram. shudders throughout
all its, timbers, and the withes groan and creak as

g they would burst asunder under the strain.
The'brown rocks gleam through the waves as they
flash past. Soon the dram glides out into smooth
water. The white-crested billows race behind like

horrid monsters, of Scylla, gnashing their teeth in
rage at the escape of their prçy.

The great caldron of ' the Chaudiere, in which-
the strongest drani -would bè broken like match-

wood, was passed by means of the government
timber slides-long sloping canals, with, timber
sides and bottoms, down which thé drams glide
with immense rapidity. Sometimes they jam. with
a fearful collision. But'such accidents are rar;e.

This is the way in which Canada7s great timber
barvest seeks the sea. At Quebec the rafts are

broken up and the cu sticks " -are hauled. througb
timber ports in the bows of the vess&s that shall

bear it to the markets of the Old World.
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CIJAPTER XVIL-di, IIOME AGAIWer

Where'er 1 roam, whatever realum to see,
My heart untraveUed, ever turna to thee.

-- GoLDsmrm

AT Ottawa, Lawrence took leave, not wîthout
mueh emotion., of his winter comrades and friends,
for such, with scarce an exception, they haël
become. He wrung Evans long and warmly by
the band, and adjured him to, avoid the taverns at
Quebec.

Evans shook his band and said, " I guess the
only safe place for me is at the North Pole, or

semewhere else which. the liq7aor bas not reached,
and such places are bar& to find."

O'Neal took both Lawrence% bands in his own
and shook themwhile the tears ran down. his face.

Never féar," he said, " I've drinked my last sup
av whisky, aný rU go aný see the Methody pracher
as soon as I get to Quebec, an' put meself under
his care. I féel as wake as an unweaned child,
not able to walk alone," which, to, one who noted

his huge bulk and interpreted him. literally, would
seem, a rather astoundincy statement.

Lawrence received his winters wages from the
agent of the lumber cempany at Ottawa, and found

'himself the possessor of more money thau he had
ever ownéd in his life. He felt an honest, manly
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pride in the fact that it was earned, every dollar,
by his own hands. He knew what bard toil it

Cost, and he determined to make it go as far as
possible in carrying out his cherished pur-pose.
The free gift of three times the amount would have
been a less valuable possession, without the lessons'
of thrift, economy, and self-denial that to well-
balanced ds hard-earned money brings.
. At the camp, on account of his superior educa-

tion, Evans had been employed much of his time
as clerk, accountant, and keeper of the stores.
After his accident at the "' timber jam," which,

proved more serious than it seemed at firsti-
Lawrence, relieved him of those duties, and had,

from his trustwôrthy character and obliginà manner,
discharged them greatly to the satisfaction of the

foreman and of the entire camp..
Mr. MeIntyre, the company's agent, to whorrà

his fidelity and skill. had been reported, offered
him. for three years the post of clerk, which would
relieve bim. of much of the bard work of the camp,
with the promise -of a hundred dollars inerease

of salary each year, and the chance of further
promotion at the expiration of that time.

I am much oblicred, Mr. MeIntvre replied
Lawrence, " but I cannot accept the situation."

IE[ae ye onythincy else in view, lad î " asked
the kind-hearted Seotchman.
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With some hesitancy, Lawience told him, hie
purpose to use his hard-earned money to pay hie
way für a time at college.

""Vera guid; 1 was twa winters at auld Mareschal
mysel'. But what then 2. «Ye'll be ganain' into

the law or pheesie belike; and enjyin' genteel
starvation instead o' earnin' an honest leevin' in
business."

Lawrence modestly explaîned his further hope
of preachig the Gospel.

«« An' what'Il ye get for that, gin I may speer
asked the a,,-,>nt.

&'Perhaps a hundred dollars a year for four
years," replied Lawrence, " and then three or four
hundred. more."

Au' here I offer as much as tbat at the vera
start, and before, four years double as much."

«" If you were to offer me ten times as much, I
dare not take it," said Lawrence firmly,- yet
respectfülly. I foel bound as by a promise to
the dead, a daty to the living, and au obligation
to, my Maker."

In that case there's nae maix to, be said,
replied Mr. MeIntyre. If yere bouný tù starvé,
ye're gaun to do it on high prçenciples, I see. 1'11
no say ye no richt.. Faur ye weel an' guid luck

to ye,," and he shook him. warmly by the hand.
At the truly «« general storer of Father Daily,
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Lawrence boucrht a new suit for himself, stuff for

a dress for his mother and some bright ribbous
for little Nell. In spite of himself, he got a very
good bargain out of Mr. Daily, who crav-.,, him a

very upbiisiiiess-like discount. At the village
bookstore, he bouaht Robinson Crusoe for Tom
-a book he bad len(y been wantincy and a copy

of Mrs. Hemans' Poems for 1-i-9 sister Mary.
In ordez to enjoj>r a day 'longer the company

of Jim Dowler, to whom he felt his soul knit by
tender ties he took passage in a barge on the
Rideau Canal. The little cabin was a mere box

where ye etidn't swine a cat," as Jim remarked.
But, then, nobody wants to.," he added, "'an' so, as

we can double up at night, what!s the odds ? "
While the barge was going through the locks,

the two friendz strolled along thm, bank of the
cang Lawrenc,3 givinop much crood counsel, and

Jim thankfully drinkiW it in.
"" I used to think that nobody cared for Jfin

Dowler'ssoul., but'now I know better, aW 111 try,
God helpiW me, to save it. for yer sake W my

sainted mother's, whos an angel in heaven, an'
for my own sake."

At night, they bad literally to « double up,»
so «I cabined, cribbed, confined werc they in
the berths of the berge. Nàt mornina they

parted, Lawrence taking the stagae for Northville.

147
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His emotions, as he drew near home, we ehall not
attempt to describe. It was after dark when he

arrived. His coming was not expected, for no
letters could be sent from the Mattawa.

He walked rapidly up the garden path, in-
tending to surprise the inmates; but the love-

quickened ear of his mother recognized his foot-
step, and with the cry of delight "«Thafs Law-
rence she rushed to, the door, scattering spools,

thimble, and work on the carpet,-a home-made
one of raçys. A moment more and the brave boy
was in his motbees arms, and a long lôvina em-

brace, holy as any ever ]ýnown on earth, was
his. His sister Mary claimed, ber turn then
little Nell and Tom, who -varied the performance
-by dancina around thé floor with delight, and
then returning -to hug and Idss theïr brother
agrain.

Thank God to be home again, niother dear," le
said. 1« 1 want to embme you all at once,"', and
he tried to fold fliem all in his loua, strong arms.

God bless you, my son; your mother'. prayers
are answered at last.»

Row handsome Mary bas grown," isaid Uw-
rence, after aU enqu*r*es as to enh othefs welfare
were over. Why, Mary, -you9re almost as hand-
3ome as mother."

Thank you, Lawrence dear; thaVs the highest
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compliment you could pay me," said the affection-
ate girl.

And tbese children, how theyve growii," hE

went on foldinry one in each arm. And a very
pretty group they made, the great bronzed fellow,
the two fair children and the lovinrr mother and
sister hangincy on his shoulder and strokina his
hair.

« But we must give yon more substantial wel-
come than this." said the housewifély mother, and

soon the snowy oloth wu laid, and furnished with
white bread, sweet butter, and rich strawberries and
cream-1" A féast fit for a king," Lawrence de-
clared., While he did ample -'uticq to this dainty

purvéying Tom'broucrht his slate to show how he
could do long division, and Nelly her Christmas

Sunday-school prize, and Mary her elegant gold
watéh----ý'so useful at school, you know," she said,
-a present for playing the organ in church; and
the mother bpught,--well, she had nothing to,
bring but the great mother-love beaming in her
rich dark eyes, with w1àch she féasted proudly on
her boy, and he baskecI in their liç,,rht with a féel-
ing, of infinite centent.

Then'the presents were distributed, amid great
glee and fresh caresses-amongst the rest, a pair
of embrýidered mocessins from, Red Fawn for his
mother and tiny bark baskete of znaplesugar for
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the children. But the bearskin rug made the
greatest sensation of all, and the story of Bruin%
capture had to be told, with all its details, the
mother's cheek'paling, and Tom's eyes flashing
from, time to, time at the crisis of the tale. The
wolf adventure, Lawrence did not tell for some
time after.

Great gladness filled their hearts that night as
Lawrence read his favourite psalm, the hundred
and, seventh, 111 0 give thanks unto the Lord, for
Re is good; for Ris mercy endureth for ever,"
with its exultant reftain, 0 that men would,
praise the Lord for Ris goodness, for Ilis won-
derful worlS te the children of men." And sound

was his, sleep and sweet his dreams as he sank
into his pillowy nest in his, little attic chamber,
for whieh he had so, often longed as he lay upon
the spruce bougbs in the lumber shanty on the

Mattawa. As he lay in the dreamy border land
between sleeping and walemg, he was aware of

a saintly face bqnding over him, and, a motheis
kiss falling, lightly as a ' 'rose leaf on his forehead,
and a mothers tear, not, of sorrow, but of joy, fâll-
ing on his, cheek, and he seemed to be again a
little child in his crib., watched over by a mothees
love, and his soul was f!Ued with a great content.
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GR4PTER XVIIL-OLYMPIC DAYS AND COLLEGE
HALLSO

I passed beside the reverend walle
In which of old I wore the gown; 7.
I roved at random through the town,

And saw the tumult of the balla.tý
TxNyysoN. -lu Nemorian.

Forhim wu lever han, at hie bedd«head4
Twenty bokes clothed in black and red,

Of Aristotle and hie philosophie,
Than robes riche, or fidel, or sautTie:
Of atudie took ho most cure and hecle.
Not a word spake ho more than was nede;
Souning in moral vertue was hie %)eche ;
And gladly wolde ho lerne, and gladly teche..

CnAýuczp.-CanUrbury PikHms.

Tnis peaeeful episode in hislifé, lawrence re-
garded but as the arbour on ' the HiU Difficulty, in

which he might rest for a while to bmee his
energiea for future toil. He resolved, therefore,
that its déEghts should not enervate hissoul. He
wrote accordinçyly the very next day to the Rev.
Dr.'Fellows, the President of Burgbroyal College,

asking for the ý1" course of study "' and such advice
as he might be able to eve. Meanwhile, be

hunted up amoncr bis-fathers books those that
he thougght would be useful, and aýpp1ied elf

with renewed zeal to his Greek Testament and
grammar. He won golden opinions from the
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Northville farmers by going into the haying and
harvest fields and earning honest wage for honest
work.

In a few days came a kind letter from, Dr. Fél-
lows, giving -the desired information, alid some

wise counse4, not unmixed with, the Attic salt of
wit 'Lawrence had learned to do what he did
with bis iricyht-the best lesson, tbat any young

man can learn-the key that will unlock aU
difficulties and open every avenue to, success.

Ile therefore worked hard at bis books and in the
field) with swéat of brain and sweat of brow, tfll
the time approached to, leave home for college.
Thieparting was a comparatively easy task,-for,
could he not write home every week ? and retuirn
at Christmas, or in a single day, if need were

The Burghroyal College is the mental Mecca
of many an ambitiousý.Canadian youth-the objec-
tive pointio whièh, like Lawrence Temple, they
struggle through many difficulties. It bas been
the Alma Mater, tender and beloved, which bas
nourished and broulght up man sons, who in aR% y q,
parts of our broad Dominion rise '.up and call hçr
blesseëL As Lawrence approached this venerable
seat of learning-venerable in iL dignity and
high character, as weU as, for a young country,
venerable in point of age-his heart beat high

with hope. He bad reached the goal of long
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months- almost years, of Qtrua,.ctle,-the starti g-
place, alse, in a new race for knowledge and wi er
range of usefulness.

As he approached thé town, the settincr sun
shone briorhtly on the -conspicuous cupola of the

college, which beamed like a star of promise in
the beavens, beekoninçr him qnward, as it seemed
to him, to a hic,,rher plane of beingr. As he
ascended the massive stone steps and passed be-ý-
neath the lofty and pillared portico of the build-
ing, he felt like a Greek néophyte entering'the
temple of Pallas Athene.

The followin' day, he presented himself to Dr.
Dwic,rht, who had charge of the domestic and

moral government of the institution, as Dr. Fel-
lows had of its literarydepartment. Re was a
man to arrest attention anywhere-taU, straight
as a Norway pine, with clear-cut features, expres-
8ive of great promptness and energy of character,
and, with'an alertness of manner- and action that

seemed to, beloncy to a'younger man than he ap-
peared to be. ljawren'c,-e.felt a little awedas he
stood in his présence, but the Doctor frankly held
out his hand and said,

Alh, Temple, I'm glad. to see you ; 1 beard you
were connnorl," Re &Iwa» seemed somehow to
hear everythîng and to, know everythiag per-
taining to the wIIe§Ye---ý
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The Ductor looked sharply at him, for a mome
with those keen eyes that seemed to read his very
thoughts.

I knew your fatber, Temple, and respecte.d
him highly," he continued: "" you are like him in

person : I can wish nothibg better for you than
to be like him in chargeter.ý"

These words made Lawrence thrill with plea-
sure -he resolved more firm.1y than* ever to
be worthy of that father's memory and reputa-

tion.
The Doctor then inquired kindly as to the

young studenfs planil; and purposes, in which, he
evinced a fatherly sympathy and interest,

Where have you been durincy the year?" ho
asked in his alert manner.

Lawrence briefly recounted his adventures on
the Mattawa.

el Good ! I admire your pluck " said the Dôctor:
I congratulate you on baving to depend on ýour-

self. It is worth more than a fortune to you.
Hew your way for yourself here, as you did

among the big trees on the Mattawa, and it will
develop a strength of character that wiU carry you
anywhere and enablâ you to do anythiû" it is
well for a man tô bear the yoke in his youth. It
will give him the shoulders and strength of Atlas.

show Mr. Temple fo hs iuiom, Please,"
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and turning to that functionary, he de,
the apartment which Lawrence was to occupy.

What a general he would make," thoucyht
Lawrence as he left the Doctors présence : tci

could follow tbat man anywhere." He already
felt the inspiration of his character. But 1 would
like to be sure that I was always ricrht," he fùrther

reflected., as he rémembered the keen scrutiny of
that commanding glance.

His room, was a pleasant apartment, affording a
ornificent view over the broad lake and -thé'

pretty town in which the college was situated.
A bed, table, chairs, and washstand constituted it3
simple furniture ; but when his books were un-
packed and placed on shelves, their familiar faces
made it look quite homelike.

Soon after, he called on Dr. Fellow' for advice
n his studies, and was very courteously received.

The Doctor.was a very noticeable sort of man,
who somehow put Lawrence in mind of pictures

he had seen of Andria Dandolo, one of the doges
of Veliice in the days of her mediSval prime. He
had the same lofty brow, handsome face, clear
oIîýe complexion, quick insiçrht of glance, and
général scholarly air. % In his brief donversation
with Lawrence, he seemed eqûàlly at home in
incient and in modern lore, in pcetry and phil-
osophy. He impressed the young student as hÙ
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ideal of a scholar,-thoucrh learned, simple, and
unaffected, his words thou,,Yh weiglited, with wis
dom, :flashiD(y ofteiitimes with wit, like a robe of
rich textare bejewelled with sparklinor gems.

In the crLeat dinina-room, filled with eaatur
active, hungty youth-for college boys have Most
portentous appetites-Lawrence felt more lonely

thau even amid the férest solitudes of the Matr
tawa. One is often tiever soi much aloine as in a

crowd. It was a severe- ordeal to, his retiring dis-
position to encounter the enquirincy glanceg, and
sometimes critical stare of so many youncr men,

all of whom, he thought, knew so much more than
hiraself. The acquaintance formed with his table
companions somewhat reassured him, by showing
that they were very much'like ordinary mortals,

-that human nature. even in collecte halls differs
hot very oT'eatly from human nature in a lumber
camp.

Nothing so breaks the ice of formality as a
and this éxperience Lawrence eDjoyedg od lauçyh,

at his first collecre meal. It was the usaae for
the whole company t6 wait for the slowest eater
toi finish bis meal-sometimes a liitle impatiently,
for college boys are too apt to bolt their food and
hurry back, to, ball or cricket. On this (fecasion
an unlucky individual, who was « slow but sure,"
zept the tables waiting an undue time. As he
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finished his dessertAhe wag of the coUe,(Ye, who
was sittincy nèar him, a tall, shamblinom, awkward-

lookincr fellow with ill-fittina elothes, but with a
merry twinkle in là eye that made U%«m a

general favourite, assumina a dicynified, forensic
air, sliry.,htly accommodating to the occasion the
meniorable reply of Pitt to Horace Walpole,

asked,
'« Is the gentleman done Is hé quite doue

He has been voraclous from begin'*ncr to enÈV'
It was not very much of a. jokés but Lawrence

found it impossible to, avoid j'ol*nm*a in the 1 ygh
*hich it caused.

It was notIlon before he also bad experience
of the supreme d dain and lofty, supercilious airs

with which, gentlemen of the sophomore
year regarded the newly-admitted freshmen,

assumina far more dignity than the graduating
class. He felt greaý1yý abashed at this, till he dis-

covered that their lénowledge vu not quite so en-

cyélopoêdic as they thought, althoucvh they seemed
to know so muèh more thau the professors theuà-
selves. Some of the city lads, too, put on some-
what extensive airs on account of the 'more dandi-

fied eut ot their coats as compared with , their
country, cousms.

But aý'),collecre class-room iis a great leveller.
Nowhere are %vindbag,,s more easily pricked, or do



158, THE ]KINes MESSENGER.

they more suddenly collapse. À professor is no
respecter of -persons. Money gives no monopoly
of brains, and the poor students, for the most parý

in the prizes by virtue of the energy of char-
acter developed by the very effort they have to

make to, gain an education.
In the Greek class one day, one of these dainty

gentlemen was most effectually taken dowa
Professor Nelson, a mild-mànnered. gentleman,

wh* sat quietly behind his gold glasses and see-med
to take little note of aught but the text book
before him-but those who attempted to take any

libericies would find out their mistake,-called on
Mr. Adolphus Fitztomkyns th recite. That gen-
tleman startfd, hesitated, stopped, and fumbled hà
gold chain, amid the sustained silenýe of the
Professor.

At length, i« I do not know what -nxaxa is from."
he said. 9

,,,, It is from &)%avpw"' said the Professor.
Another pause. 1 don't know what part it

is, said the embarrassed youth.
«« The future," replâed Dr. Nelson, without the

least accent of asperity in his tone.
Another long pause of awful solemity, in which

the beaded sweat stood on the youths, férehead.
At lut in desperation he made the honest confes-
sion, il I know no about it," and sat down.
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Not à word was uttered, but the unhappy lad
felt the unspoken reproach more keenly than the
steipest reproof.

Professor Ptexton, however, who had an utter
abhorrence of sham, seemed to take a specialý
delicylit in displacing fools from their pedestal of

conceit. Ris department, too, - that of mathe-
matics, supplied sometiffies salient opportunities
of doija(y tbis. There was no rooiýi for im erfect
recitations or illogical reasonigg there. The
habits of ricrid accuracy acquired by this means
were invaluable in their result, The lofty pria-

ciples of mathematics and their sublime appli-
cations in astronomy were a keen delight to
Lavnence.

Ris greatest p'leasure, however, was to, wander
through the woods or by the ý shore of the lake,
with its remarkable geological outerop, with Pro-

fessor Washburn., the young and enthu.%iastie in-
structor in natural science. Breakincr off twias
from the trees as he walked, the latter would poi -nt

ont the beautiful morphology of the leaves, and
their wonderfül pbylgtaxis-the mathematical
exactness with which they are arranged in ýspirals
aroulid theirstem. Or, knocking an encrWlte or
coral out of the, corniférous rock, he would dis-
course luminously of the bygroue crc-olaie ages.
Then he would advance to the constUution and
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genesis of the un'verse, and, risinor from, Nature
up to Nature's God, would reason on the lofty

themes of
«I Fixed tâte, foreknowiedge, and free-wiil,"'

and the glorious truths of atonement and re-
demption.

Lawrence seemed to hiuàself to drink in know-
ledge at, every pore-to, acquire it by all his
senses. He seemed to féel new faculties develop-

ing within, as the duU chrysalis may feel the
wings of Psyche forming under its coat, In the

Buorhroyal College, learning was not divoreed
from, religion, nor science made the handmaid of

skepticism. All the resources of knowledge were
brought to the illustration and corroborat",-on of

*God's revealed truth; and every effort was made
to cultivate in the young men a 'anly rational
piety which would enable its possessors to give a
reason for the hope that is in them.

The influence of our colleges on the future of
our country is of incalculable importance. They
will either curse it with skepticism. or bless it

with piety. In those collegre halls are assembled
at the most impressible and formative penoël in
their history, the most eagrer, active, energetic, and
ambitious young men of our country,-the future

legislators, judges, lawyers, physicians, professors,
editors, teachers, and preachers ot the future.
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'Upon what they shall be depends the destiny of
our country.

If the majority of thein become materialistie
skepties, denyincr the God who made them, the
Lord who boucylit them, and the spiritual nature
with which He endowed tliem, the age sball be
a coarse, vulcrax, venal, and sensual one. Know-
ledge shall be a bane, not a blessiuct-a power

j,indeed, but for evil, not for good. If, on the con-
tr'a-ry, they be men of faith in God and His Word,

of hicyh-souled principles and of spiritual instiDets,
then shall they guide the a;re as a ski] ful rider

g 'des his steed mp the heights of progress to aui
higher plane of béirirr3 a wider ranrye of thouaht

L- 0 0 0 y ,, i'
a purer moral atmosphere, and a nobler type of ý UrýV
li fé.

CRAPTER XIX.--ON THE TREESHOLD.

LAwuENc, found bis religious advantaaes and
helps much greater than he had anticipated, if we

may judge from the following extract from a letter,
which about this time he wrote home: ïV.

I am agreeably disappointed in more than one
respect with the college, and especially with the
religious atuiosphere which, seems to pervade the

institution. I thought the reverse would be'the
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case, from the stories that Tom Brown, who wu
rusticated two years agro, used to tell us about

the pranks that he and his chums used to play
on the religious students-knocking down the
blackboards and putting out the lights at their

rayer-meet;incrs, lockincr them in their rooms, and
then stopping up the chimneys so as to, smoke

them out.
Tom Potter, my élassmate, and a first-rate

fellow, says these are aU traditions of the pre-
historie age Nobody here knows anythincy about

them; and that story about takinry the cow upî
the stairway and fasten*'g her to the bell-rope,

whichabe is said. to have kept tollincr all night, I
believe is a sheer fabrication of Browns. 1 cannot

find any foundation for it in fact.
«I The professors are very kind-more like frietids
than teachers. I thought 1 would have more per-
Secution to encounter from the wild.collerrians than
1 had amonci the lumbermen on the Mattawa.j
But I have had noue at all but, on the contrary,

mùch sympathy from reli ious students and much
helpfrom the professors. . Dr. Nelson bas a Bible
Ciâs every week, and briup aU his classie lore to
the explanation of the Scriptures. Then I read
the Greek Testament with him-, and have begun
Hebrew. , Dear Doctor Whitcombe is almost like
a father. Re introduce. me very kindly to the
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class and they aU rose to receive me. And he
bows so politely-to, each student as they enter the
élass-room. He is a wonderful olcl philosopher-
a sort of Friar Bacon amon(y his retoits and
alembics. He talks as familiarly about molecules,
and atoms as if he had been handlin(y them all
his life.

6C 1 seë'almost jas little of tËe fair sex here as at
the Mattawa. Good old 1-ha McDonnell, the
matron, is the only one I have spoken to. She

is a stately old lady, but a kind, motherly soul.
She came to, see ine when I was confined to, my
rooin with a cold. I Am a recrular heimit. I
bury myself , in my books, and '-111 not finish
the quotation; Mary may look for it in Tenny-
son s ý'Maud,' if she likes.

We have grand weetings -on Satýrday night
- -the students by themselves-thoucth sometimes
some of the professors look in. Vien we have

such singing. There are several young preachers
here-the finest set of young fellows y ou ever

saw-and instead of e-Dlle,(Ye life killina their piety,
as old Squire Jones says it will, it seetns to
kindle it into Sbrig o many burnincr

ghter flame.
embers together make a hot fire.'* One of them,

Jame.î Thompson, is my class-leader-a dear, good
soul. The tears will stream down his cheeks when

he is talkingr to us.

ýj
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ci The Gieeks, when they were very fortunates
used to sacrifice to N, emesis, to deprecate ber anaer.
If I were a Greek I miciht do so too for truly
the Unes have fallen to me in very-pleasant places.
But I will fear no evil in the future, but give

thanks to God for His great goodness.
Ever your lovinop

L&wRýELc«E.

Lawrence did npt encounter much persecution
it is true, but he was not without sundry petty

annoyances. 0 do

Where did you learn to, swing your axe so
scientiÉcally asked a dandified city vouth who

was alwavs grumbling at the mle whieh required
the students to eut their owa fueL

Il Where they uncler,,çtand the science, in a lumber
camp on the Mattawa," said Lawrence, civilly.

Il The Mattawa 1 where's that? " asked bis inter-
locutor, whose knowledcre of the geography of bis

own countr y was rather at fault.
Lawrence "Ood-naturedly explaineý
« So youre a common lumberman!' sneered tho

ill-bred rowdy-for such he was, despite bis fine
élothes. What right have the like of you to come

to, colleile amour; gentlemen? I suppose its to
pay your board vou ring the bell at six o'clock on

'0 
0

winter mornlnçrs."
4,1 Precisely so," replied Lawrence, calmly, Il and
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I am not ashamed of it either. Poverty is no
crime, but rude insolenS is," he added, with some
asperity.

He felt stuna by tbe impertinence from one-who
wore the garb and élaimed the ebaracter of a

gentlemai-). But no bully is more brutal tbàn your
aristocrati.-b bully. He felt vexed at himself for

lettinom suý_,h a creature have power to sting his
feelings. He

««Scorned to be scorned by one tbat he scorned,»

but he remembered the worde of Byron, '« The
kick of -an ass will give pain to one to whom its
most exquisite braying will give no pleasure."

« Temple," said Dr. Dwicrht one day, in his brisk
manner «" I wish Y" uld take charge of that

boy, yaung Elliot. I forewarn -you, he is a little
wasp. Nobody else will room- with him, but I

t1iink you eau. I believe you will do him crood,
and I am sure he will do you good. Let patience
have'her perfect work,' you know 1

I'11 try, sir," said Lawrence, flatte y the
good opinion expressed, but not very confident of

success.
The little urchin had gone the rounds of the

rooms of aU the older students, à-hd, worn out their
patience in succession.'He deliberately set himself,
like a young monkey, by all kinds of mischievous



pranks,'t 'exhaust the pait -ience of Lawrence. But
that commodity* might in this case be fitlyrepres-
ented by the uiknown quantity It seemed

literally inexhaustible.
The poor boy was a 11 mitherless bairn," brougiht

up amonci hirelings, and he haël consequé'ntly
grown up into a petty tyrant. Lawrence pitied

-yearned overthe lad and secretly prayedhim Re helpedhim, in his alï,ébra and Latin
exerclises, gave him pence to buy marbles, broucrht

him ftuit- from the country, and, in fact, overcame
his M temper with kinduess. Before long he
had na more ardent- champion than the young

scapegrace, as he was considered, Tom Elliot. He
would fetch and carry for Lawrence like a dogy, and
demonstrated the grand fact that under the warmth

of lxuman loving kindness the iciest nature will
melt-the sternest zlod will blossom, with beauty
and âffection.

Lawrence was anXious to do sQme -good in the
commiinîty in wbieh he lived; so he or,(Yamzed a

je stematic tract dLsy çoiàbution from house to house
ln. the town, omitting none. He was generally

very favourà1bly receiveéý espe.cially among the
poor fishermen, and felt geat-pleasure in his work

and in the opportunity of speaking la word for the
aster to qome toil-worn woman or disheartened

man, and of gathering the little childreil into his

166 Ta KING% MUSENGER.
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class in Sanday-school Oné surly fellcpw, however,
passionately tore his tract in two, and lit his pipe
with it, fiaying:

lnok-a-7here, mister, I don't, want none o yer
trac's about yer, except those you make right,
straicrht away from this house. Ef ye come 'round
yer aggrin IT ut that, dog on toi ye," pointiacr tu
un Ugly bulldog. He can figght anytbin'his heg
in the country, an'he'11 tear ye wuss, nor I tore yepr
trac'. So make traclS now-Clear 1 vamose 1 1
tell yeý

Lawrence bade him a polite good-mornin and
passed -on.

More disbeartening, however, was the stony,
goromonmiia stare, and the icy politeness that he

enconntered from a fine 1adyý at a grand bouse in
the «I swell " part of the town. Resolved, how-
ever, not, týo be deterred from his, dutv, he caHed
again at both bouses on the next Stiifàay.'

You here agin said his, burly antagonist.
What did I tell yer Well, yer et, I must, say.

May W'yer leavé a trac'? I Spose ther',ct no denyid
yçr. - Give it to, , the 'ooman thar," and Iawrence

g1aý1y left a messagre of consolation to, the poor
dracraled-lookin g mature in the cabin.

At the grand hýuse the stare was less stony, and
the iée somew thawed. -In the course of time J

it, melted--éntirely away, and the stare relaxed into,
mile.
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The quarterly meeung of the Burghroyal Chiirch,
of which Lawrence proved an active member,
mon placed him on the local preachers' plan, and

he bad frequent opportunity of exercising bis gi%
and graces in preaebine at numerous outposts of

Methodism in the beautifully undulating and
ýriëh farming country in the vicinity of the towne
Such evidence of success, adaptation, and Divine
call to, this work did he manifest, tbat Le was

unanimously recommended by the Board to, be
a-en on trial as a Methodist preacher.
Though he would eladly bave remained lonaer

at collecre, the demand for young men tu enter'
opeuing doors of usefulne'ss in the newer parts of
the country, bis own burning zeal to, wùrk for the

Mastet and ihe inadequacy of bis purse to, defray
coRege expenses, without being'a burden to loved

oneÉ at home-one which they woùld gladly beâr,
but wýich Uwrenèe would not suffer tô be imposed
-all 'these conspired, to, make it desirable that

he should gro, out intý the work if accepted, im-
mêdiately after the following Conferenée.

The, last night of the session had arrived, the
ex ations were ended, and the busy scenes of
the 'ý,Convocatio,ù week were over. The latter wu.

ther pmf
quite a brilliant and, to Uwrence, a novel occasion.
The acultT, wearing orial robes, with
the tincqùshed visitors, fdled the daù. -The
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gownsmen and spectators throncred the floor-the
ladies raining sweet influence from their eyes on
the youncy aspirante for fame. The Latin oration,
the Greek ode, the Ençrlish valedïctory were all

given with great eclat. Dr. Fellows, looking like
a 7cnetian Doge in bis robes of state, had conferred
the degrees on the Baccalaurez and Jlagistri-

Ariiitnt. Each on bended knee Èlaced. bis hands,
pre-ssed. palm to palm, between those of the

President, in pledgre of fealty to bis alma mater,
aud received the investiture of his Bachelor's or

Master% hood,\Iike' a youtliful knigght of olden
time beincr girded with bis sword for chevalric

devoir for the right aggainst the wrone
Lawrence would gladly have pursued, like a

younor athlete, this classie cursu.% but., at the claims
of what he considered to be a hicrliet duty, he

was. content to forego it, Nevertheless, he declared
that he would not ta-e a- thousand. 'dollars-more
money than he had ever' seen, poor fellow-for

what he bad already learned. And he was rigght.
Re had, at least, Idid the foundation for building
thereon the goodly structure oi. asound and com-

prehensive educatl*on-whieh is the work of g
âfetime, always advancing never completed.

On this last t Lawrence walked beneath the
trees in the moonfight and the starlight with
bis room-mate and devoted chum, Tom Effiot,,

và -fflm,-
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exébingincy vows of mutual affection and pled"es
of eternal friendship. The old colleçre wu bril-
liantly ligÉted up. A ban' à of music was discour-
sing classie strains on the lawn. A supper of
an mýusually fes-ive character was spread in
the ample dinina-roorm' Exchancres of cards and
farewells were taking place. A tinge of pensive

melancholy blended with the joyousnes. of the
occasion. 0 golden time, when youtbs, trained by
literary culture and Christian influences, etand, on
the threshold of life-lookinçr back on the briryht
and happy boyhood that is passed, looking forward
to the duties and joys of manhood that are beforé
them-eager to

Drinkderight of battle with theïr peers

in the conflict of life into which, like gallant
knights fresh from'the accolade, they long to, rash.

The next day they were all scattered far and
wide, and the college halls, so, iately vocal with

the din of eager, happy voices, were silent almost
as the ruins of Nineveh.

Lawrence abode quietly at home, awaitina
trustfully the dèci*.4i*oti of Conférence as to bis*
future destiny, He accepted bis three weekd

furlou gh, like a soldier on the eve of a campaign.
Tu bis mother it was a great delight to, have him
home again. The Augustine and konica com-
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munincrs were renewed, and a proud joy was it
for t1iat bi py mother to walk to church leaning
On ber Son'.-j strong arm, and to listen to bis voiëe
as he, - occupied the pulpit in the place of the

inistel. Who was absent at Conference. It carried
her back' to. the early days of her marriage-he

lookei so like his father in his yoùtll-and -if
she closed her eyes, she could hardly resist the

iUus..on that it was that voice, so long silent, that
she lieard.

The kindly neicibbours, at the close of the
service, greetéd them both with greàt warmth.

A peart boy that o' yourn said old Squire
Jones to the widow. 1'm ý poweiful glad io, see
that co1lege-týanin'haqn't spilt him. He's jes' is
plain-talk-in as his father afére him, that never fl
see'd the insi4e of a collegge. A chip o the old
blocky hè* is; got rale preachers timber into him
aný no mistake.»

Du-iner the w-eek came a letter from Mr. Turner 9j
his e Chàirman," stating that he had been duly
received by the Conforence and appointed to a
mission in the Muskoka region, then newly opèned

,to settlenient "Its à rather roucgh. re(rion"'
wrote Mr. Turner, " but ies not worse than many

a circuit your father had, and I knew that his' son
would not afirink from the task."

When I gave myself to, the Methodist Chureb,"

VÉ,
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was Lawrence's comment to his motherýe 1
myself to it for life, not to pic)c and choose for
myself, but to go wlierever the voice of the

Chureli, which, to, inr is the voice of C0d, sends
me. I can o out lilz-1. Abraltam, not Lnowir(l

,%y4itlier I go, but knowiné; that God will go with
me and prepare my way-. before me."'

That is -the way 1 married your fatherýý Law-
rence) Po said his -other, pressing her lips to his

forebeadi ýIII for bâter, for worse,-'for richer, for
péorer; and, amid all out trials', I.never for a

moment bad cause to recyret it. The God of your
father will be -also your God, my son."

Duringthe few clays that remained before his
departure, the brave mother kept up ' her hea-rt in
hiý presence, though she often retired to her little

chamber to pray, and sometimes to weep-to weep
mir),gled ttars of joy and regret-of joy that the

vow of censecmtion at his birth was fülfilled, that
sbe was permitted to give him to, the hohest work
on earth-of natural regret at losing such a son.
She followed him about with wistfal eyes, which

were sometimes filled -- with team But her time
was fully occupied in finishincr a set of ýshiits

fù-ý her boy, at which his sister Mary diàrpently*
helped. Even the irrepresele Tom and froliesome

Kelly seemed as if they never could do enough
for him. 1
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As he parbed from his mother in tbe porch.
he whispered, «I.&ýemember me, dear motber, at
the throne of grace, èspecially on Sunday morning.
I shall go tomy appointments more full of faith
if I know that you are -praying for me,

I wül, my son. I always did for your father,
and he said it helped him. God bless you, my

toy) and she kissed him. goodbye. As be departed
with the seal 'of that mothefs Iciss upon his brow,

and the peace and joy of God in bis heart, he
felt that life's highest and holiest ambition was

reached-that he was indeed the c'f King's 1 "e
senger,9' and that he went forth a berald of Il? Pl

salvation, an ambassador of God, to declare to

P erishina men the glorious tidings of the Gospel
of Ris grace.
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CHAPTER XX.-IN THE FIELD.

How beautiful upon the mountainé are the fect of them
that bring good ti '-IsAiAu U 7.

Oft diel the harvest to theýr sickle yield,
Their furrow oft the atubborn glebe bas broke;
How jocund did they drive theirteams a-field 1

How bowed the woods beneath their aturdy atroke 1

Let not ambition mock their useful toil,
Their bomely joys, and destiny obscure

Nor grandeur hear, with a disdainful amile,
The short and simple annals of the poor.

-Gray"s Elégy.

Lawrence took the steamer to, Toronto, in which
city he spent a day. The wide streets, the moving
Mill the number and ele(yance of the

c hurches,-were to him a novel spectacle, briner-
ing a stronçygr-sense of the bigness of the world
than even the wilderness of the Mattawa. While

making his frugal purchases of bo6ks at the
Wesleyan Book-?Oom., in whose puilieu the

preachers most do congregate, and which' con-
tained more volumes than he had ever seen Mère,
the minister of one of the city churches claimed

him, as a lawful prize, and carried him off to share
his hospitality and preach in the evening.

The next day he proceeded by railway to
Barrie, and thence by steamer agrain to the pretty

if viUaere of Orillia. Here he took the stage fur
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Muskoka. He had an ominous initiation intohis
work. The road was of fricybtful ruggedness.

TÊe old earth showed her bones in a hu out,
crop of primeval granite, with scarcely soil

enough to decent-Y cover her nakedness. Law-
rence had to clincr to his seat as the rough stroncy

sta(ye climbed the rucrued ridçyes and rattled down
the other side, like a landsman. in a ship on a
stormy sea. At last, in descending a steep hill,
the horses could no longer hold back, and the

starre, rattlincy to the bottom came to grief acgrainst
a huae st6ne.' There was nothincy for it but to

walk, to his destination, some half-dozen miles
further, carryincy his valise in his hand. The road

became less rugnd, but the heat was excessive,,
and the black-flies and mosquitoes a perfect plapue.

Be you the noo preacher asked an houest-
fâced. Sun-burnt, tan-freckled man, as Lawrence

wearilv trudged up to the post-office, store, and
pnncipal building generally. of -the little village

of Centreville,-though it was not very apparent
of what it was the centre. The speaker was
dressed in greyhomespun trousers, which looked

very warm for the season, a grey flannel shirtý
coarse boots, and a broad-brimmed istràw hat, with
ample means for ventilation in its crown. A
frincre of sandy hair surrounded his broad, honest
face, as he beamed welcome on the new comer.
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Oi'm the carcuit stooard," he went on, when
Lawrence owned the soft impeachment; jes"

come aloing with m3. We wuz expectW of yer.
-*-ýJes' let me have yer baggage I see the black-CC Z5 Il

flies 'W been oiviný yer a Muskoka welcome," call-
ing Lawrence'F& attention to the fact that the blood
was streaming down his neck from. their bites-

a circumstance of which he had not been aware.
Soon, however, he was very pginfully reminded
of it, fôr the bites becran to, sweU and to become
excéeffinaly inflamed.

«They allers do take to, strangersj" said the
circuit official. «'Ye'Il hev to get some ile and
smear -your face with it-fish ile's the best."

Are they so, bad as that ? " inquired Lawrence,
in some trepidation, for he had a coinstitutional
aversion to the touch of any kind of oil.

«& Well, they do say they killed a man out north
here; but 1 guess that'wuz a kind o' drawin' a
long bow. Sometýiný like the'story 'bout our
iýuskeeters. Yer know, they say many on 'cm
will weigh a pouùd."

"-They don't say how many, thou,ý,-h,"said Law-
rence, who saw through the joke.

'11 do for Muskoka 1 rEckon if yer
allers as cute as that," said the steward admir-

ingly. -«' We want a pretty peart man in here, 1
EU yer. 'Amost any body 'R do for outside, but

it takes a man to cyet aloncy in here, it cloos."lit
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« Excuse me, 1%fr. Steward; I bave not the
pleasure of knowing your naïfe. saild Law-
rence.

Hophni Fer-in-s, at yer sarvice,ý1I replied that
functionary with a alvanic attempt at a bow.

«'Hophni 1 what a singular name. 1 neýýer
heard it out of the Bible befère."

«'Well, yer see," explained Mr. Perkins, "« father
and mother they wuz old-fashioned Methodis'
out to, the front,, and they wuz cyreat on Scriptooral
names. So they called my twin brother, Phinehas
-he lives jes' over the swale yonder-and they
had to call me Hophni, to keép up the balance, 1
S'pose. They mought a" chosen more respcctabler

namesakes for us thouorh. Hows'ever that don't
make no odds. It's somethin' like oii(ýin,tl sin,

I 'low. A 'Man ain't jedged fer the n,,,.me he
bears: un' I won't be punished fer Hophni's eins,
but fer my own, unless they is washed away in
the blood o' the Lamb. An'., praise- the Lord,
miner is. Fve got the assurance every day. But

here we are, he continued, as they reached a
small loc cabin standin(7 near the roaclside. The

chimney was built of sticks and clay, but the
eveninci meal was beiincr cook-ed out-of-doorf,
gipsy-fashion, a&was the gypneral custom in hot

weather.
«« Jerushy, heres CL.11C noo -x)réacher,"' he said
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to a toil-worn, weary-looking woman in a woolsey
petticoat and linen upper-garment of no distinc-
tive name.

'Yer weh ome, #.z.hure she said, risinct from the
frying-pan where she was cookiug a savoury
meal, a k*...ndly,gmile illuminatiner her plain féatures.

Yer to malze this yer home till quarterly
meetin'," said Mr. Perkins,"' then theyll arrange
where yer to, go. It'11 be month about, I guess,

beginnin' at Brother Phins over there. We call
him that fer short,.yEeý know. Yer may find some

places better'n this, but yer'11 find more wuss.
Set down, set down. Yer must be hungry.

Jerushy, what have yer got? Whei:e's the
childer

'Tom caucrht some bass in the lake said. that
woman of few words but of kind heart and acts.

The children, brown as young Indians and timid
as fawns, were hiding around the corner of the
house, reconnoitering the new' comer, but the
attractions of the supper brought them one by one
to the table. As this was the new preacher's
first meal, a table-cloth, clean but coarse, was
spread-a luxury not always thought necessary
on subsequent occasions. The, fish was delicious.
The same could hardly be' said of îhe chips' off pork floating in a sea of fat. The butter and
milk were fresh and rich but the tea was net of the
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£,-.est aroma. The wild strawberries and cream,
however were 111 fit for a k-incy " said LaNvrence.
After pinayer3 wiàt-h this kind faiuily, hospitable

to tbe extent of their means,-and a kincy could
be no more,-Lawrence was shown to his sleeping

apartment. It was a loft under the roof, to which
access was had by means of a rude ladder in

the corner.
We go to roost with the fowls and get up

with the fowls here said Mr. Perkins.
«'Look out fer ver head," he added, just after

Lawrence had brought that important part in con-
tact with the low rafter. A faint light came
throucrh a small four-pane window, whieh was open
for ventilation. The fu-Miture of the loft con-
sisted of a flock bed a spinnincy-wheel, a quan-
tity of wool which. had a strong greasy smell,
fied up in a blanket, and a quantity of last year's
corn in thecob, lyin(y On the floor.

léWrence sle t the sleep of youth, of peace ofMW p
min-1 and of a weary body. He woke early, but
found that the household were stirring before him.
For want of other means of makinor his ablutions,
he washed in a tin basin set on the end of the

largie, trough out of doors, although it was raininor jl

slirrhtly, and dried his hands and face on a roller
towet behind the door. Havincr forgotten to pro-
vide'him el with a comb and brush, which r-eful

'A



180 TIIE KNGIS MESSEINGEIR.

articles bc procured on bis first visilt to t1le store.,
he tried to arraDçy-e, his dishevelled locks with a
lead-pencil-not, ho-swever, with a very hirrh.
deçyree of success. Looking-glass, that luxury of
civilization, there wîas noue, except a sniall dise
not much larçvIer than a watch hançyinor on the
wall, before which Mr. Perkins performed h 13

weekly shavincy operation. To get a view of bis
broad face in its small surface, he was obliged

to twist là féatires as thouçyh he were makiinu
faces for a waprer, and to squint sideways in a
manner that threatened permanent strabismus.

Notwithstandinci these efforts, or perhaps in con-
sequence of them, he sometimes nicked bis

féatures in a manner by no means ornamental,
especially as he employed as a styptic a film of
cobweb which, contrasted strongly with bis ruddy
countenance and snowy but unstarched expansive
shirt collar.

Next day Mr. Perkins accompanied Tawrence
cross lots to introduce him, to Jeremiah

Hawkins, or Jerry Hawkins " -as he was gener-
ýally called, the class-leader of the Centreville
appointment. They found him pleughing in a
field with a lean horse and a cow yoked tocrether.
He was a little meaçyre old man with bri ht eyes
like -a ferret.

Brother Hawkins, this is the noo preacher,»
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said Mr. Perkins, makincr the introduction with
the verv essence of true politeness, tho-%,.uh with-
out some of its outwardforms.

The old man took from his'head a well-worn
musk-rat fur cap, in places rubbed bare, which,
notwithsta"nding the intense heat of the -weather,

he wore, and pullind his -iron grey forelock made
what mi crht be described as a strongly accen ted b ow.

"Put on your cap, Father Hawkins," said Law-
rence, warmly shaking his hand. 1 never like
an old man to uncover to, me. I féel that I

ought rather to take off my bat to him.-"
An' thoo be the noo praîcher, bless the Lord

said Father Hawkins leaning against his plough
handle. Oi wor 'aféared the Conférence wouldn'
send us none-we'me raised so little for the last.
But we'me did what we'me could, didn't us,
Illophni

«'Yes, but the times wuz bad. We'll do bâter
to year," said that hopeful individual.

"« Oh 1 the Conférence will not throw you over
because you're poor," said La,ýrence cheerily.
«'And the Missionary Board will do çvhaù they

can. ThaVs what the Missionary Society is for,
to hel those that can't help themselves."

It would al-to-break we're hearts to hbave no
praiebin' nor. ordinances, wouldnt it, Hophni î
fiaid the old man.,
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Th-are it would said Mr. Perkins. When I
com'd in here, an' my little Isaac wuz bora, ther

wuzn't no preacher to baptize him, an' when he
died ther wu.-.n't none within forty miles to bury

him. Au' my Jerushy, she took on so 'cause the
poor child had never been christenÊd. She wuz

Tiscopalian, yer know, an' they mal-es great
account o' that. But we diaored a grave in the
corner o' the lot. AnI Father Hawkins here, he
said a prayer aW - exhorted a bit over the little

coffin) au' then we carried him out W buried
him; anI 1 believe the ancrels wateh his sleetp jes'

as much as tho-agrh it wuz in ever so consecrated
groun.

Not a doubt 'of it.." said Lawrence, " theïr
angels do always behold the face of our Father in
Heaven."

Youre from Devonshire he continue& to
Father Hawkins knowing that one can always

draw people out by speaking of their native place.
Yes. Be thoo said the, old man briahten-

iiocr up. But thoo hast na getten they speach."
No;>? mid Lawrence, with a p&t.riotie emoti'Ony

I'm from a better place, Illm a Canadian."
Na. na, lad, s t-, na be frae a better

place, though, we'me na runninI doon Canada.
But thoo've never see-a they green lanes of
Devon, au' they orchards,,aný they hop-fields, au'
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thev rich lush past-ar', an' they Devonshire
cr'eam. Hav' 'em, Hophni and tlie old man

sicthed as lie contrasted the rich culture of that

garden county of« the old land - with the raw

newness of the rocky region to, which in his

old age lie was transplanted, like one of the hop

vines of his native shire, torn up by the roots
and planted on a rock.

«" Canada's not such a bad place to be born in
after all said Mr. Perkins.

The best in tha world," interjected Law-
rence.

When father com9d to York toNuship, on the
ffonti fifty year acrone, there wuz no roads no
more n litre. - An' the mud wuz that bad cattle

got mired evoary Sprincr. An' now we'll soon
have the railroad an' steamboats an" the market
brouctht to our very doors."

Father Hawkins proceecled to, give Lawrence
a list of the names and residences of the mem,ý- 1.0
bers of the Centreville class, which he kept in
his head, because, poor man, he couldn't " read
writincr, or r-eadincy either for that matter." It

for thisýýpurpose, indeed, that the latter called 1,J

UpOý ÈinL_
There was o1d «,, Widdàh Beddoes " up -the

river;' and her son - and- his wife, they lived on
the lake r6ad and Squire Hill, «' kep the store

JC.
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and Pos' Office; " and Brother Jone-s, the local
preacher, lived above the Big Falls.

ý "' Good fishin' up thar ef yer that ways in-
elined,-" remarked Mr. Per-ins.

Lawrence"aclmitted that he was not much of a
sportsman. 1
"' No more ain't I." replied his host. Fishin'

only fit for boys. Men's time's too precious. I
iin arn mo - re in a day on the farni- thau I could

catch fish in, jo, week. - It may do for city gents
whor eau afford to ceme out yer with all their

Lacy tackle -an' catch fish that cost 'em 'bout, four
dollars a-pieco; but a man ag works for his livin'
aWt affoid it.''

We imarrine -that our forest philosopher spoke
with a good deal of truth.

«" Thoo kin 'ave ma boaat for visitin' they foaks
up t' river an' aloncr t' lake : au! fer the upper

'pintment, Squire Hill Il lend thoo his nýeer,
when hers no woakin'. But fer the rest, Oi

suspect thoo'll 'ave to use shanks' meer, as we'me
used to call it in oor parts."

This good old man had been selected for the
important office of class-leader and guiding souls
to heaven, it was evidênt, not for his wealth or
social influence or learning, but on account of
his possession of the hiçvhest and most essential
qu cation, his sincere and fervid piety. Al-
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tbouryb. he could -not read a W'ord,'Iiis mi n-d wai§

stored with Scripture and with Wesley's hymns.
lu clàss he would bring out of his treasitry things

new and old, exhorting, warnin'r encouraging re-
proving', in the spirit of meekness and love. And

-he would pray with such fervour that all hearts

were first melted and then kindled to a glow uf
holy zeaL

'Two men 1 bo-our, says »Carlyle-we quote

from memorya--"« and no third. First, the man
that with eartb-made implement conquers the

earth and makes hei mans. Venerable to, me is

the bard -band, croôked and coarse. Thou art

in the path of duty, my brother, be out of ît Who
ay. Thou art toffing for the altocrether indis-ý

pensable, for daily bread.
"«Another man I honour,» he continues, «« and

still more highly-him, whô toils for the spiritually
indispensable, for the bread of life. Unspeak.

ably touching is it when both these digrnities are
uulted; when he Who is toilinom outwardly for the
lowest of men's wants is toiliiag inwardly, for

the, highest. Sublimer-tnow I notbing than keh
a peasant-saint, could such- now anywhere be met
with."

Such, we make bold to, assert, are many of the îlî
humble toiling class-leaders and local-preachers 01,
of the Methodist Church, who imitate'in their

185
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daily wàlk the Blessed LiLxà which was lived in
Galilee, amid

Those holy fields,
Over whose acres walked those blessed feet

Whieh eirrhteen. hlindred years ago were nailed
For our advantage to the bitter cro"

CHAPTER XXI.-WITH THE FLOCIL

Rejoice with them that do rejoice, and weep with them that
weep."-RomANs xii. 15.

I must go forth into the town,
To visit beds of pain and death,
Of restless limbs, and (-.1-,uivering breath,
And sorrowiiirr hearts, and patient eyes

That see, throucrh tears, the sun go down,
But neverraore shpU see it rise.
TÎhe poor in body and estite,
The sick and the disconsoila-te,
Must not on mari's conveý_,1enco wait."'

LoNGFELLOW. -Golden Legend.

LAwRENCE went right among the people-sym-
pathizincy with their sorrows, rejoicirg in their
simple joys; sitting with the harvesters, as they
partook of their frugal meal beneath the beech

trees' shade; walking with the ploughman, as he
turned the furrowis in the tield; talking Nvith the

blacksmith at his, forge; Eitting with the shoe-
maker in his little stall; snatchii)g a word Nvith
the stable-bo at, the inu; taking souae fish, caught
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with bis own hands, to old Widow Beddoes; and-
reading the Bible and Wesle 's hymns to old
blind Father MayDgrd.

One of bis most difficult tasks was answering iý
the catechism of questions which Father Hawkins'

8brewd intelligent wife Pecr(Yy asked him every
week concerning what was going on all over the

world. An elert, brisk old body she was, with a
cheek like a peach, an eye de a sloe, a frame

that seemed M*ade of steel springs- that never
got âred and never wore out, and a tonggue-
but here all comparison fails us. And her mind
was as active as her body. The Ckrùtiar., Gitar-
dian made its weekly visit to their cabin, for,

thougrh. Father Hawkins could not read, bis wife
could, and that to better purposé than many who

read more. Like a window opened out of a
prison into the great busy, bustlincy world was the
weekly visit of that apeculum of the world's and
Church's progress-the much-prized housabold
friend.

Cotild weary, hard-worked, editurs but know the
joy, the deep delight, the food for the insatiable
craving of knowledge of many who have no other
means of gratifying it tha-n theI weekly paper, that
they have the happiness to impartý they would

féel. a coiul)eL.sation for aU the sweat of brain that
they have undergone.



There were no churches as yet on the Cen-
treville mission. The preaching was in school-
houses, barns, or the shanties of the settlers.
The concyrecrations came from near and far, mostly
on foot., a few on herseback, and -Qometimes a
fa'Mily in a lumber waggon ,-no other vehicle
could stand the rocks and corduroy roads. The
school-house at Centreville was always crowded
-one would wcnder where aU the people came

from. The women, in all sorts of toiles, fre-
quently with straw bats or poke bonnets, sat on

one side. The men often in their shirt sleeves,
on the other. The bard, backless seats were

a-Pro-ph lactie aaainet sleep, and happy was he
who got one next the wall -%vhere he could sup-

port his weary spine. The young men and boys
hun" around the door, 4iiýcussing the points of

the few horses that drove u , and elusterincr
around outsicie the open windows as the sinçvincr
berran.

It wu an excellent school in which. to learn
extempore preachincy There was no desk to sup-

port notes or manuscript, and unless the speaker
could keep the attention of his audience, those

about the windows would stroU off to the woods,
and sometimes, even those insidi, of the door.

The preacher was also obliged ïo ldarn 'self-
PossesslOIL Ile must not be put out by trifles,

183 THE KING S MESSENGEIL
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A commotion among the hbrsés that took balf of
the men outside, or a little disagreement among
the docrs under the seats that céuld net be iettled

till both belligerents Were'kickëd oùt, must not
distîirb him. Nor must the pregence of a dozen
children, more or less, some of them. of a very
tender agè. Two or three "nderind about the

floor, occasionally élimbing on the preachers plat-
form, and as many crying at once niust not thrôw

him. off his mental balance. In this school many
a Methodist preache' has learned'the art of sacted
oratory. It is better than puttincy pebbleg in
one's mouth and barangui7dâ the 0--èan waves,
after the Demostheniè example.

The singing was' au important featÙre at these
services. At Centreville Brothet O'rton, a talI
man with a larg.,e nose, a smàUý mouth, a weak,

irresolute chin, and glassy, eyes, but with a sweet
and powerful voice, led the s*noï-n,,, He waà

assisted by Squire Hill, a màn of intense] floridy
complexion-indeeù, of a1moàtý a biick-dust éÔlour

-with a black tie wound arourid hi si nèck almost
to the point of strangmlation; who pitched the
tunes on a high-keyed flute, whièh he carried in
a areen bÈze bég As he manipù1ated Ahis, M**'-

,strumen4 which 1 seemed to réquire an immense
quantity of wind,'-theý géod' brôther seèined-at
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times in danger of apoplexy, so red in the face
did he become.

Yet th-Pre was nothincr grotesque or indecorous
in these services. Indeed, the spectacle was one
of great moral sublimity. Here were a number
of toil-worn men and women, bowed down by
daily labour and worldly care, wresting a living

with much difficulty from a rugýcred, if in parts a
fertile, soil. But for these elevating, ennobling,
spiritual services, which lifted their thoughts
above the thiings of earth and time and set them,
on things in Heaven and eternal, they would
sink into utter materialism., almost like the oxen

drove. But now, through these religious
influences, they were raised to the cliçmity of men
and, in many cases, to, the fellowship of saints.
Such bas been, and such is still, the mission of

Methodism in mauj parts of our country.
The week-niorht preachings, at 1' eaxly candle-

Hghtý" in schools or private bouses, were much
less formal than the Sunday services. Men and

women came in their working clothes, the former
sometimes barefoot, the latter with a shawl over

their heads. Several brought lanternb- or pine
knots by which to find their way home tbrouggh

the woods. Others brought candles inserted in
the half of a potato or turnip or in the neck of
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a bottle-the latter kind of candlestick was w
precious as to be rather rara

Full of pathos were the humblEs rustic funerals,
-which always called forth. the deepèst sympathy
of that simple rural community. One took place
not long after lawrence arrived. It was that of
a poor widow, the mother of a number of young
children. Her great concern in her last hours
was for them, and she prayed God with great earn-

estness, to, be a Father to, her fatherless and
motherless babes. Lawrence becr"ed her to lay

aside her apprehensîors, and -althoucrh not know-
incy how it would be accomplished, yet full of faith

that sum,ç way would be found, he promised her
that he would see them. cared for. With that pro-

mise as a pillo _ under her dyincy bead, and tne
hope -of meeting them in a better world in her

heart., the loving mother seemed té die content.
The neighbours, poor as they were, were very
kind. Father Hawkins, rich in faith, if poor in
this world's goods, took two of the children.
"" Peggy au' Oi be lonesome by times when us

thinks of oor oan prettyý bairns buried long years
sin' in the green churchyard, o' Chumleigh, in

dear old, Devon. - They'll be like gran'childer to
us Iri _ODT olifeage in this strange land. AW the
-good Lord, that never forsook us yet, 'R send us

féod," and-the old man wiped a tear from his eyes,
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as longing ýér the better, country, even the
Ileaveuly.

«' Our house is Purty full o childer,"' said cheery
Hophni Perkins, " like a prqýs. bustin' out with

noo wine, as the Seýiptur says; but. 1 guess we
can take one o' these,,poor liffle motherless cree-
turs. ' CaWt us, mGther?

tg YCour,4,> we can,", said his wife Jerusha, her
great motherly heartalregdy enfoldi' the little

orpban in As wealth of love.
«g Motharliest woman, that 1 everl- see.,"' said

Ilophni proudly. She nusses aU the sick lambs,
an',raises chickens thatther owp ýgqther gives up.
Even the calves an) pigs tbxives better under her
than anybodv else. Powerful smart woman
she is."

So Ahe poor children all founâ homes among
these humble but brave-souled people. Even tha

baby was adopted by a young mother who had
just lost hçr own tt pretty Üttle Izre4" and ", who

kaows but the Lord had sent her this in his
stead," she devoutly said "On the day of the funeral, although it was the
height of the wheat harvest, the whole neigh-

bourhood assembled frem near and far to pay
their last sad tribute, of respect to the mother

of the childrén thus adopted. After -reading the
Script-ures and p'ayer amid the solemu, hush., that



always falls upon a house in which lies the un-
buried dead, the plain black-stained coffin, amid
the -sobs of the children, was carried to, a rough

waggonand borne to the school-bouse, which was
near the little «" God's Acre " already set apaeu u
the seed-plot of the sowing for the harvest of the
resurrection morn.

"In the seats near the desk sat the motherlesa
children, the younger ones with a look of woni.er-,
in(y curipsitv on théir faces, and other relatives of
the deceased. It was touchinor to notice their
attempýs to provide symbols of berea«%;ement-
the faded and threadbare mourning dress, the
meacrre black ribboi, and the little whisps of
crape.

In the solemn presence of the dead, Lawrence
faithfully addressed the living on the momentous
lesson of the occasion-a lesson which, in this
simple community, had not lost its force through
frequency and familiarity. As he prayed for the
bereaved ones at the close of his sermon and for
the orphaned children, hearty aniens went up from
many lips, and, we doubt not, from, every heart.

The relativ*9 of the departed then a proached
the open coffin to take their last lon lingering u;
fàrevýel1 of the beloved form tWat they should see
no more. Serené and eaceful was now that toil-
worn face wit-h- the h calm which comes wheu liq

lfi
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God giveth Ris beloved sleep,-a beam of sun.
liçyht glinting through the window lighting it up
as with the halo of a saint. The thin and waked
bands that had ceased from their labou. r for ever,
were folded on the pulseless breast, and held in

their cold death-élasp a cluster of ripe wheat ears
and blue-eyed fiax flowers-symbols of the resur-
rection'unto everlasting life.

AR wa8 ended now, the hope and the fear, and the sorrow,
All the aching of heart, the rutleu unsatisfied longing.

Life's weary wheels at last stood still.
As. the children'-8 kisses fell on the pale cold

lips of the unanswering clay, their heart-rending
sobs filled tbi room, and many a mother wept in

sympathy, and even hoary headed men fLirtively
wiped the tears from their eyes. Lawrence

though accustomed to restrain his féeliiigs, fairly
broke down and sobbed his sorrow with those
motherless children.

Little Mary, three years old, uncomprehending
the awful mystery of death, broke the silence
with the artless question, " Why don't mother

wake up? She always did when I touched her
face. Won't she wake any more

And the baby, in the arms of its new mother,
laughed and crowed, as unconscious of its loss as
the humming-birds, flitting like winged jewels in
the.siinlight without.
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Slowly, tenderly,.reverently, devout men 'bore
the dead to her burial, lifting the coffin as soffly
as if tbey feared to, awake the sleeper within.
As they walked to the little graveyard, not far
off, the rustie congregation followed, reverently

sinaing those words of holy consolation

Ilear what the voice from Ileaven proclaim
For aU the piQus dead!

Sweet is the savour of *,heir names,
And soft their dying bel

As Lawrence for the first time read the sublime
burial service of our Church, hallowed by the
pious associations of centuries* ýof use in crowded
churchyards in the dear old motherland, or by
the lonely graves of the English-speaking race
throughout the world, a solemn awe came over
his soul. At the words " earth to earth, dust to
dust, asbes to ashes," as the clods fell with hollow
sound on the coffin lid, they seemed hke a warn-

incy knell to, man a heart, and by more than oney 1'q
$OUI, by- the side of that open grave, was the

solemn vow recorded to serve God in newness
of lifè-to, walk ais in the shadow of eternity and
on thé very verge of the other world.

As the grave was filled up and gently and
s1noothly sodded over with many a tender pat of wil

It in substantially that of King Edward VIth's Prayer
Book.

09, A
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the spadç, as if to, shelter the sleeper from, the
approaching winter storms, even little Mary
seemed to realize the iitterness of the parting, and

wept bitterly for her «c dear mamma, covered up
in the cold daik ground."

But tbe birâ sang-on, and the flowers bloomed
SUR, and the lengthening shadows crept across
the ripened wheat fields, and the great world
whirled on as it will stiU when aU of us are

folded in its bosom. forever.

CHAPTER XXTL-A BACKWOODS OASIS,

Wide was his parish, and houses fer asonder,
But he ne left nougtit for no rain ne thonder,
In sicknesse and in mischief to, visite
The ferrest in his parish, moche and lite,

'Upan his fete, and in hie hand a staf
Ciuueza-Cant£rbuj Pilgrims.

Om of Lawrences week--n-ight --appointmeuts
was some twenty miles up the shores of ihe lovely
Lakes Muskoka and Rossèau. During the sum-

mer he went in Father HawkinWs boat, and greatly
enjoyed the trip. The pure airbricpht, sky, and
swift motion of the bnat bounding over the w. aves.,

before a brisk breeze, seemed to exhilarate like
wine. The picturesque scenery, bold rocky shores,

cool-grey lichen-coveréd-- craggs, and ùMumerable
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islets of every -size and sha e and 01 surpasswg
loveliness, gratiQ his fine taste for beauty ûf

landscape. Mis welcome from the simple settlers
was of the warmest character, although bis ac-

commodation was often of the scantiest,
Almost everywbere a log schoolhouse'Was avaîl-

able for worship for in this favoured land of ours
the schoolmaster and the missionary arc the twin
pioneers of è1vilization, and the remotest hamlets
have their temple of learning, which is also fre-
quently the temple of God. The veteran hero
of the conflicts of early Methodism, in this land
for- the equal rigbts and privilezes which. it now
enj'ys, by bnvlncr his ripest years to the upbuild-
ing of a camprehensive common. school system,

has erected for himself a monument more lasting
than brass., and has conferred upon his country a

boon more Precious than gold. In this remote
region the strong pulsations of the vigorous per-

sonal, i nfluence of DR, RmsOYîý-a name never
to be mentioued in Canada without loving rever-

ence -made itself stronggly felt in diffusina the
élements of that inteUectual'ýand moral education
which alone cm, Make a nation wise and strong
and great

Lawrence-visited the school on tbe first day
of his visitý to, OweWs Corners, as the neighbour-
hood was SMed, and was warmly gTeéted by the
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teàcher, an exceedinggly intelligent gentleman. On
the walla were maps and -éharts, and all tlie essen-

tial apparatus for conquering that glorious -inçydom
of knowledge, which, like the kin"dom of Heaven,
is entered only by becoming as a little child.*
The key of all knowledge was placed in each of
those little hands. On the seats were a numberof ' brig J,ght-eyed, bue-footed boys an irls as
quick-witted as any that will be foungoin Our

most favoured cities. Lawreüce, at the invitation
of the teacher, talked for a few minutes to the

villa"e :Iampdens," and, as yet, "mute, inrrlorioiis
Miltons " of the school, in a way that made their
eyes snap and sparkle.

Now, boys," he said, « I want you to play wi.h
all your might when you are at it." Cunnirg

fellow 1 he knew the way to a boy's heart. Ile
Lad their ears at once and the thouerht him an
exceedingly orthodox preacher.

B-at," he went on, infixina the barbed trtith
he had so deftly wincred, when you. study I want
YOU to Study with aU your might, too; as if you
would bore a hole through. the book with your
eyes, you know.-» With this intensefigure a lesson

%,ýYas burnt Ù4 as it were, into the min of these

* Tbie -exprc&qion, or one nometMng like it occun some»
where in Lord Baegdis writings; we thinlk in his Imtauratio
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boysr-a lesson, of incompai-able importance foi
winniDry the victory in the battle of life.

Mr. Norris the teacher, insisted on makincy

Lawrence bis guest. His abode was humble, but
bore evidence of refinement. Flowers witbout and

within, snowy curtains, spirited pencil and crayi-*rl
sketches on the wall, and the tbousand. na-meless
indications of female taste-felt ratber than seen
-ý-made the little cottage seem to, Lawrence like
au oasis in the wilderness.

Blessed is he that cometh in the name of the
]ýord," said, the schoolmaster's kind, motherly wife,

wheu Lawrence was introduced. His daughter,
tail, graceful, with soft brown eyes and a wealth

of clusterinry curls, received the stranger with a
dignified courtesy that, thought- Lawrence, would

have become a cluchess. Books, comprisinor the
best Enorlish classics and Poetry, a volume of Cor-

neille and Dante in the original, music, a cabinet
organ, and drawling Materials, îndicated. the culti-
vated tastes of the inmates of that 'backwoods-
shanty, as it mictht almost be called.

You Ùiust inake this your home," sa'id. Mrs.
Norris «Iwhenever you are at Owen's Corners,"

an invitation which Laverrencè very gladly -acSpted.
I féel. as if you belonged, to us," said her

If ahospitable husband.-.ý.--Was it an unconsclous
prophecy î My father was a Wet-leyan minister

0j
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in Engrland, and I was au old Woodbouse GrOV6
boy, so tbat 1 almost belong to, the fraternity
Myself.st 1%,

Very pleasant was the evening talk about Dr.
Dixon, Dr. Bunting, Dr. Beaumont, and other great
lights of the English pulpit; of Francis Budgett,

that merebant prince of Methodism, in whose
great establishment Mr. Norris had been a con-
fidential clerk ; and of boyîsh pranks and school-
day adventures at Wood-house Grove,----,« the ori-
ginaý" said Mr. Norris, «'it is claimed, of Dickens',s
Dotheboys Hall, but travestïed by his exaggera-

tions." Pleasant was the converse with the hostess
about the lovely scenery of the winding Avon
and the Mendip Hills; of the courtly society of
those ancient cities, Bath and Wells; of the
strauge, sad story of Chatterton, Il the marveUoÙs
boy; »P and of the forged poems, "' wroten by the
gode prieste Thomas Rowley, of Bristowe." But
more pleasant still was the time sp,,%nt over the
cabinet organ with the fair Edith, and in sym-
pathetie converse on music and the reéent poetry
of Tennyson and Longfellow, which lay upon the
table.

This refined family, apparently buried in the
woods, seemed yet content. The father was able

to procure farms for his boys' -an Englishman"o
ambition, but scarce possible to gratify in the
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crowded old country; and he could raise and edu-
cate Iiis large family cheaper in Canada than at
"home," as he still called the dear old land. Re
was fond of gunnin(y and fishîng, and here he bad fil
it of .-the finest at his door. Home is woman 8

l-,ii)rrdom, and the house-mother found ample em-
ployment theiein. And Edith,.assisting her father

in the school, was saved from the ennui and aching
vacuity that curses an idle life ; -and developed

and strengthened both intellectual and moral
character by enthusiastic zeal in teaching and in
study. The visits of Lawrence were a mutual
pleasure. He was always cordiâly welcomed, and

may be surmised, that he did not neglect to
visit repilarly his appointment at 'l« The Corners.

One nigght at the close of the service in the
schoolhouse a sturdy fgure strode forward from,
the shadow, concealed by which, it bad been un-
noticed, and grasped Lawrence warmly by both
hands, es if it had laid hold, on the handles of a
plough.

But I be dreadful glad to see ye,"' exclaimed
cur old friend Jim Dowler, for it was no other

than be, as he vigorous1y shook Lawrencé's hanck
'I knowed it must be you from thé description,

though tlhey coulet ten youx nam& , rd a-walked
fifty miles to hear ye
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"' However did you get here ? " asked Lawrences
warmly returning his crreetin,.

:'Didn't ye know that F'd tuk up land on the
Se(yuin. Two hunDerd acres, lialf of it on the

intervale by the river, as good land as ever ye
see, an' the rest will make capital stun pastur.
An' I've cyot a house an' wifé, au" two cows àný a

hoss-rid him over to, see ye-it's only 'bout a
dozen miles north of this-blazedpath most o' the
way-an' I've. got jest the cheekiest young un ye

ever did see," a*nd with each clause of the enu -
meration he gave Lawrence a poke in the ribs of

a very emphatie ebaracter, as he fairly cliuckled,
like a schoolboy, with delight, Au' I owes it
all to you, as I may say."

" How is that " asked Lawrence.
" Why, I owe to, you au' Methodism all. 1 am

aný all I've got Ef you hadn't tuk hold o9 me,
I'd 'a' been a poor drunken sot hancrin'* round

Slocum's tavern. Aný now, bless the Lord, I'm
happy as the day is loncr." And he looked like
it, his rudd countenance beaming with joy.

'You must come an' see me," he said, " an give
us a preach. They's some Millerites got in thar.,
an' they kind o' stumbles some folks as aint got
the root o' the matter in 'em. They don't stumble
me, hows'ever, though I don't understand all'bout
the number o'the beast, an' thé, suven heads, aW
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ten borns, an' all tb e rest o' it. I doWt b'lieve,
fer my part, that the world's agoin' to, everlastin'
smash, jes' as things is a-gettid fairly into, gear
an good runnin' order. Its gettin' better every À,
day, I bleve said this happy optimist philoso-
pher. Leastways," he devoutly 9:dded, " its bettei
for me 1 know, than afore I know-d you, au' it
may*be better for every one if they likes.'-'

Shortly after, Lawrence started to visit Dowler's
Neighbourhood, as it was called. He took a bark
ano , with which, in this land of lakes and streams,

one can go almost anywhere, and, after paddling
throucth a couple of lakes and crossing as many
portagges with his light canoe, Dot more than
thirty pounds' weight, on his back, he struck the
Ibead-waters of the Seguin. Down the swift cur-
rent and arrowy rapids of that river he glided, and
soon came to, a small clearing and locy-house.

Warmer welcome man never had than he received
from bis kind host.

Mary, heres Brother Temple, as ye've often
hearn me tell on-my spiritooal father, God bless

'im. Yes, sir, this is my Mary, as I tell'd ye about;
aint she i es' as. handsome as a pictur, now ? An'

what d'ye think o" that fer a boy ." rattled on
the happy man, as he snatched a chubby baby,
like one of Perugino's rosy cherubs, from his

cradle-a sap tr gh on rockers, with a ipillow in
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it-and tossed it as high u the rafters of the
ceilingý

" We call 'im Lawrence, ye know fer who; an'
whd knows but the Lord 'Il make a preacher of

'im yet. He's got voice enough when he cries,,
hasn't he, mother ? " he said, addressing the blushS
ing young mat-ron, who laugbed. assent.

While the hired boy was sent to summon the
neighbours far and near to preaching, " at early

candlelicrht " Lawrence walked over the farm with
his host, and admired the growing crops in the
tiny clearingý

" Are you not rather far from market here
he asked very naturally. What do you do with
your crops ? "

" What do we do with "em, Why, we eat 'em,
of course. Got market near enough for that, I
'low. I takes the wheat down in a sccw to
Beattie's Mill, downihe river 'bout eighteen m 11es,

and gets it ground, an' dickers some at the store
for tea an' sugar an' boots an' stuff for clothes.
DrefRe smart fellows them. Beatties is. They

runs the hull consarn at the Sound-Parry Sound,
ye 1 now-theirselves jes' about AW they won't

'low nu liquor sold in the village, neither. Boun'
to be a bi-Y place, that. Thar wuz a great camp-

meetiW down thar, too, au' hunnerds of Injuns-
the purtiest place ye ever see-a rewlar wall o'
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rock all around, a"most lik-e the mountains round
about Jerusalem, ye knowIl

""You never heard anything of O'Neal or Evans,
or any of the lumbermen, 1 suppose? asked
Lawre4ce, as they talked, of old times and camp
life.

Didn't I, though ? " replied Jim. 1 wuz into
Beattie's stc)re when I wuz down the river with

a grist last week, when who should I see thar
a-buyin' a sou'-wester an' an oil-cloth pea-jacket,
blit Dennis O'Neal 1

Is it meself I am, or am I draminý V says he.
This is me, anyhow,' says I, an' with that he

shuk me fist as if he'd got hold o' the boat's tiller.
Au' I walked down to see his vessel-the Betsy

iane-loadiný at Beattie's mill for Oswe(yo an' he
showed me his Bible, an' he tell'd me he had a fj
Bible-class in the focas'l' every Sunday."

That's good news," said Lawrence, «" 1 wish 1
could know how Evans got on."

l"Small joy therd be in that," said Dowler,
with a sigh. le Dennis, he jtell'd me all- about it,

an a sad story it is. Soon as he got his wages at
Quebec, he got en the biggrest kind o' 8pree, an'

drinked an' drinked, as if to make up for the time
he'd lost in the camp, when he couldn't get none.
AU' Dennis, he tried to look after him, but when
ho wuz drunk he wuz awful 'busive-larned to
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box at Oxford, ye know-dont, think ho larned,
much else, tho'-an'the crimps and land-sharks

got, Ihim into one of the low taverns on Champl î
Street and robbed him, and then they wuz a-

shippiW him as a hand on a vessel bound fer
Jamaiey, aW ho wuz so, drunk that ho slipped
between the wharf aW the boat; aW the tide wuz
runnin' fast, an' ho got drownded afére they could
get hold of him.

«'Next day the river p'lice got his, body on the
ebb tide, and the crowner found his right name

sewed inside his vest-Fitz de somethid-a
mighty aristocratie name=aný the port chaplain
writ to his folks at some Park or other in Sussex,

aný ho wuz burried in the strangers' graveyard
at the cost d the city-him that wuz a lord's son
ae had the chance o" sich good eddication at that
old Brasenose ho talked on."

Lawrence felt profoundly sad over -the tragie
ending of this misspent life. He could, not, help
contrasting its, utter shipwreck of all its advan-
tages with the manly usefulness of the humbly

born and utterly negglected Jim Dowler. The
latter, ho leamed, in thG absence of the circuit
preacher at ý"Dowlers Appointment," sometimes,
read one of Wesley's sermons,,with comments of
his, own, the rude vernacular and shrewd sense
of which, blended without any suggestion of in-



207 îýTII RINGS MESSENGERO

congamity in the minds of his hearers with the
plain and nervous English oî the learned Fellow
of Oxford. Thus does Methodism, with mar-
vellous adaptation, employ the humblest as well.
as the bighest abilities for the glory of God and
the-salvation of souls

CHAPTIER XIÉ IL-TEIE FOREST FI ,x-FIGHTING
THE FLAMES.

This noble ensatiple to, hie shepe he yaf,
That fint he wrought and afterwards he taught.

Out of the Gospel he the wordes caught.
Ciuuc=-Canterbur7 Pilgrims.

As Lawrence sailed homeward- on the lake in
the soft light of a September day, he became aware
of a pungent- odour in the aii., and mon after of
a dense smoke drifting from the land. He thought
nothing of it, however, but next morning Mr.
Perlkins remarked:

"The fires a-gettid nearer; I wish the wind
'ud chauge-been burniW in the woods nc;rth

there bettern a weekm
All day the smoke grew denser, darkening the

sun and îrritating the eyes. During the night
the flames could be seen leaping from tree to
tree in the forest that engirdled the little clearing,
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and running rapidly along the ground in the dry
brushwood. The tall pines could be seen burning
like gigantie torches in the darkness, and then

toppling over with a crash, scattering the sparks
in a briffiant shower far and wide, to extend the

work of destruction. Great tongues of flame
hissed and crackled like fiery serpents enfolding
their prey. 'I

No human effort could avail aught to withstand
or avert this fiery plagué. OnIv the good provi-
dence of God, by sending rain or turning the wind,
could stay its progress. The next day was in-
tensely hot. The earth seemed as iron and -the
keavens as brass,

AU in a hot and copper sky
The bloody aun at mon
Rigbt up above the trm did 8tand

No bigger than the moon.
» 1

Tt seemed like the terrors that fbUowed the
trumpet of the fifth angel in the Apocalypse

ý" There - arose a smoke out of the pit Eke the
smoke of a great furnace; -and the sun and the

air were darkened by reason of the smoke of the
Pitqil

On came the flames, roaring like a hunicane.
The heat became ulendurable, the smbke almost

stiflingý The cattle fled to the streams aiÀ stood
the deepest pools, sniffing the heated air. The
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water became gradually warm as it flowed over
the heated rock and througrh, the burning woods;
and the fish that were in it floated on the surface
in a dead or dyingr state. Fences were torn down,
and broad spaces of earth were turned up by.the
plough, to break the progress of the delucre of fire
-before which stacks of hay and , straw were
licked up like tinder. -% ,

Many of the villagers, stored their little valu-
ablés, and as much of their cyrain as they could,
in the undergground roothouses, and banked them
up with eart b- Many had abandoned everything
and fled to the islands. Lawrence, with most of
the men, rema'ined to fight the flames till the ýast
moment. Wheu compelled to fly, they sought the
shore, where they had moored a boat as a means
of escape at the last moment, But, 0 horror 1
the lapping of the waves and the fierce wind-
created B'y the. fire had loosened the boat, but

mmecurelv fastened, and it was rapidly drifting
away. AU hope of escapý seemed eut off-the
men were aboutto plunge into the water, as pre-
ferring death bý drowning to death by fire.

Let us die like brave men, if die we must,"
said Lawrence, 'l« trusting in God. He will be with
us as He was with His servants in the fiery
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,,,, Father,» cried Tom Perkins, a boy of tllirter:4
I know a cave where we canhide.':

Quick, my son, show us the way,» was the
eager reply-

ý«,I This way, up the stream a bit.near that
cedar root The bears used to live in'it; " and he
pointed out aconcealed. entrance, through which

they crawled into a small, grotto, caused by P. dislo-
cation of the strata.
'I« God hath opened -for us a cleft in the rock,

He will keep us -as in the hollow of His hand,"
said Lawrence, with a feeling of religious exalta-
tion he had naver felt in moments of safety.

On came the flames, roaring loider and louder.
The crackling of fagots and falling of trees were
like Che rattle of musketry and firinry of cannon
in à- battle. The smoke and heat peneârSted the
grotto. They were almost perishing with thirst.

« 1 hear the trickling of water," said Lawrence.
«« I will try to find ît' Iie low on your faces so,
as not to inhale the smoke. Here is the water,"'

he cried., as he'found it; "nowýwet your band-
kerchiefs and tie them oýrer your beads," he said,

as he did the same himself, ýnd they all fouaI
the greatest relief therefrom.

At last the fiery wave seemed to have passed
away. They crawled forth from their refuge to,

view the desolation"' the fire had wrought, The
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grouný was still hot and smoking many of the
trees were still burnin or, and everythincr was scathed

and scarred and blackened with the fiames. Per-
kins's house was burned, but his barn, which, he
prized more, was,'with it-s contents, spared-saved
by the adjacent clearing and fallow.

By a special providence, as it seemed to these
simple-minded men, unversed in the skeptical

objections to the efficacy of prayer, the wind had
veered so as to blow the flames away from, the
village. This they devoutly attributed to their
prayers in the cave. That night a copious rain

fell, and further danger was averted.
Mr. Perkins's neiglibours made a « bee " to help

him, rébuild his house, and turned out in full force
on tbat important occasion. Lawrence, a fine
athletie specimen of muscular Christianity, turned
Lo with a will, and swung his axe and rolled his
logos with the best of them, as « to, the manner

born.'ý' He won thereby the profound respect of
several of the young men, who were more impressed

with his prowess with the axe than by his elo-
quence in the pulpit.

Soon a larger and better house than the one
destroyed was erected, so that Hophni said «« the

firè wuz a sort o' blessin' in disguise." He «" féared
he *uz a-ta]dW better keer o' his crops and beuts
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than of his wife and ehà-l'en, so the Lord jes' gin
'im, a hint to make them. kind o'comfortable, too."

Lawrence was very anxious to have a church
built at Centréville, the head of the circuit, for the
purpose of holding quarterly meetings and the
like, as well as to accommodate the growing con-
gre(yation. Some of the wise men of the villaore

gravely shook their beads and said it was impos-
sible after the fire. But the zealous youncy preacher

was determined to, try. He therefère went round
with his subscription book for contributions. These

were mostly in "' kind " or'in labour.
Squire HiR gave a lot in the village, which

dïd not count for mucb, as land was, plenty and
real estate., even on the front street of Centreville,

was not worth much more than that three -miles
distant. But he promised, moreover, all the nails,
glass, aDd putty required,- Which, counted for a

great deal, as these articles were not so plenty as
land in Muskoka.

Hoplini Perkins gave all the pine wanted for
the frame, as a "" thank offèrin"' to the Lord for'

sparing his barn and crops, and a liberal subseilp-
tion besides. Sis brother Phînehas, who owned
a sawmill on the etreek, gave all, the sawn lumber
required.

Father HawIdns could not give anything else,
so he promised to make the shingles during the
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winter. The village painter promised to do the
painting if the materials were provided, which was
soon done by subscription.

A grand 'l' bee " was accerdingly made to get out
the material. Axemen felled the tallest, straightest
trees for sills, frame, plates, joists, rafters, purlines,
and all the appurtenances thereoit

It reminded him," said Tather Hawkins, 'Il of
Hiram and his workmen getting out the timbers
for the houàe of God at Jerusale'M'." -Teams of

oxen and horses dragged them to the site of the
bufldin(y. Others drew stone for the foundation

sand for the plaster, and boards to enclose the
buildine

Lawrence was the movina spit of all these
activities-the wheel within the wheel-the main-
spring of the whole. He it was who' drew the
plan, got out the estimates, made all -the caleu-
lations, and was-a whole buildin commi e Mi
himself. Nor was he content with directing. He

worked with the strongest and most diligent. Ile ý1î
Morticed sills and plates, and tenoned studs and

beams; and another great " bee " was made tor
putting together and raising the frame.

It was like maggic. In the morning the ground
was strewn. with beams and timbers--the disjecta

VWMbra of a houm In the evening they were
all in their places, and the complete skeleton

IL

fil
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of the building stood erect in its gaunt propor.
tions, the admiration of not only the village but
the entire country-side. Almost, thought Law-
rence, might be ' applied the words of Milton,
descriptive of a structure of far. other character:

le« Ânon out of the earth a fabrie huge
Rose Ue &n exhalation. "

But this was only the bony framework It had
yet to be indued with the flesh and skin, 80 to

speak. Everybody who was skilled in carpentry
-and in the bush almost everybody learns to
be so skilled-gave one, two, or more weeks' work,
and before winter the churéh was covered in, and
by spring it was nearly finished. Although not
of very elaboiate architecture, it was an object of
great complacency to the entire community, and

especially to, those ' who had wrought upon it
Among these were several who had never pre-
viously shown any interest in Church matters,
but who now became quite zealous in its secular
concerns. They soon became more interested,

also, in its religious worship, and were brought at
last more immediately under the influence of the
Gospel. Get a man to, give or work for any
object and you have quièkened his interest in
that object forever.
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CIRAPTER XXIV.-PERIL AND RESCUFj--TEIE
GUIDING STAR.

It comes-the beautiful, the free,
The crown of an humanity,-

In silence and alone
To seek the elected one.

-Ido.-iGimLLew-Endymion.

A being breathing thoughtful breath,
A traveller between life and death ;
The reason firm, tbe temperate will,
Endurance, foreaight, etrength, and ski1l
A perfect woman, nobly planned,

To warn, to comfott, and comirnand;
And yet a spirit still, and bright
With something of an angel light.

-Womswo]RTM

L&wR&xc, did not, neglect during the winter
to keep up the round of his appointments, far and
near, especially, as may be supposed, that at

OweWs Corners. On snow-shoes, or on horse-
back, or in a rude jumper, how bad soever the
weather or the road, he was always at his post,
On one occasion wheu the drifts were so deep that
his horse fell down., unable to proceed, he un-
hitched the out-done anirna4 left, his " jumper " in
the snow, and led his horse to the schoolhouse,
where a large company were awaitincy patiently
his confidently expected appearance.
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When possible, the froz" n lake was chosen as
offéring a smooth and level road. One night-it

was toward sprinct and a thaw and rain had weak-
ened the ice-he was overtaken by niçyht some

distance from, the landin& As it became dark,
he huggged the shore pretty closely in order to

avoid gettincy lost on the ice. At leDgth he saw
orleamincy in the distance a well-known li
was that of the room, in which, the fair Edith

Norris sat and read and sewed or sketched. Ilad
he been sufficiently familiar with Shakespeare, he
would probably have said with Romeo

'I « Yonder's the Eut and Juliet is my aun,

but he simply thought, ýI'I Is that fair creature to
be the loadstar of my life

These pleasant reflections, however, were soon
ended. Suddenly, in a moment, his horse disap-

peared, as utterly as if he had been annihilated.
Lawrence sprangor instantly from, the back of his

"'Ijumper," but was immersed in the water up to
his waist. He managed to seramble'out on to, the
ice, however, and crept carefully around to the

head of his horse, which was struggling -in the
water. IE[e tried, after the backwoods' fashion, to

bring the animal to, the surface by twisting the
" Unes " around his neck and then to, drag him.
on to, the ice. But the ice kept brealdng arou&
the edge as often as he attempted this féat.
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After strucralina alone in the dark with the
drowning horse for some time, he resolved to, seek

help at the landing, more than a mile off. He
first drew the points of the shafts well. up on the

ice.9 so as to, support the animal ' and then started
for the shore. But he had now lost
his bearings and he could not 'Orm the least idea
where the landînor was. He eagerly scanned the

horizon, but could ouly see, loomincy through the
darkness, the shadowy outline of the shore. At
lencyth oh joy 1 there, far to the left, cyleamed the

isolita - light which had previously crladçÀened his
vision. It became his loadstar in pr-ril sooner

than he had thoufyht. Would its fair mistren
also ? He hurried, with sturdy strides, to the
shore, the chill wind piercing his wet clothin&

Reaching the landing he entered the village
tavern., the nearest bouse, and cried, 11« My horse

is in the lake. Fll give ten dollars if you'U get
him oùC

Four or five sturdy fellows ùurnediately set out
with ropes and a lantern. They spread out in

sk'rin*shiLg order over the lake, so, as to sweep as
much of its surface as possible. The rising wind

blew out thelantern, and much time waý lost in
relightingg it-
«"Tbis'way,'ý' shouted Lawrence, who had run
ahead. The poor animg struggling hard in the
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ice-cold water, heard bis voice and faintly whinnied
a reply. Lawrence hurried on, and supported the

faithful creature's head till the men came up, when
by main force they dragged- him out on the ice.
The benumbed animal was able to walk to the
shore. apparently not-much the worse for bis icy
immersion.

«Gentlemen, you have my warmest thankst"'
said lawrence when they were re-assembled in the

bar-room, and he took out bis meagre wallet to
divide among them the promised reward.

cc Dye think we want your money?-not if I
know myself and these jolly fellows." said the

landlord, a burly, good-hearted man, though en-
gacred in a very nefarious callin& But often-
times, alas!

Evil is wrought by want of thought
As well as want of heart.

cc Of course we don't.." «« Not a cent.." 'f D'ye
think we'd resk we're lives -for money ? " chorused

the entire group.
One pitiful-looking sot, however, who haëL

boozed by the fire while the others were on the
ice, hiceupped out, " «Ye moight treat us to sum-

mat., noo ye've getten yer 'orse as were as good as
droondecL"

cc Gentlemen," said Lawrence, «I it is contrary to
my principles to treat or be treated, to liquor. But
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1 will be obliged, Mr. Landlord, if you ýwill pre-
pare for those gallant men the best coffée supper
you can get up."

"« Hurrah for the preacher He's a brick 1
echoed the group, the latter expression being the
very quintessence of a backwoods' compliment.

Lawrence had been wet for over an hour and
was shivering with the cold. He forwent bis

purpose of going to the Norriss hospitable house
in bis then plight, and asked for a bed at the
tavern, at the same time ordering a quart of spulits
-to be taken up to bis room that ho might bathe
b's benumbed 

limbs.,"" It's good. sometimes externally, gentlemen," ho
said, l" and that is the ouly way it is good.»

E wants to bak. a soop on the sly," said the
élîsappointed toper.

Landlord," said Lawrence, not deiganiner to
notice the insult, "' havent you some strychnine
that you use for killing foxes ? "

«'Yes. What do you want with it ? " he replied,
as he broucvht a small package from the clock
case, in which, for safety, it was hidden.

ý" Only this," answered Lawrence, as he poured
it all into the vessel contalning the spinîts. 'Il Now,,

gentlemen," he went on, Im not likely to take any
of it i on the sly,' nor any other way. But its
poison is po more deadly now than it was before,
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only a little quicker 'in its operation, that is
all, " and he bade them. a courteous pcood-night.

"" He's a trump," said the landlord, «I anyway, for
all his notions. Pity he's a preacher. What a
politician he'd make with that manner of his'n.
He's.nobody's fool, niither='cute as a weasel, he
is. If he was only runnin' for parliament now,

-he'd scoop UD the votes at the Corners wholesale."

So oreat was that worthys admiration of his
unusual guest that he refused next morning to

accept anything for his entertainment over night.

«« The men preferred drinks o' whisky all round
to any of yer coffée stuff," he said ; "« an' I won't

ask ye to pay for what's agin yer principles." Ane
as fer your bed, you're welcome here any time."

Very warm. were the congratulations of the
Norris famlly, who, in consequence of the celerity

with which. news travels in the country, even
without telegraphs or telephones, had already
heard of his adventure.

.AsLawrence told the fair Edith that it was the
light of her lamp that bad been the guiding star
that rescued him, from the peril in the dark, her

eyes were suffused with a sympathetie motion.
A great, hope dawned like a brighter star in the

young maWs soul ; ýut he strove to put the thought
aside as a temptation that might come between
him, and the çrreat life-work to which he was
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espoused as to a brider-that of the humble and
ill-remunerated toil of a Methodist preacher.

The winter passed rapidly by. Successfül
revivals had tàken place at several of the appoint-
ments, and the membership was largely increasel

With the spring thaw the roads broke up and
travel was almost impossible. To Lawrence's

efforts tô reach his appointments might almost be
applied the words of Milton descriptive of the

proggress of a far different character on a far
different mission.

Oer bog, or steep, through dTait, rough, dense or rare,
With head, hands, winge or feet pursûes his way,
And swims, or knks, or wades, or creeps, or fliu.""

But still he bated not a jot of energy* or hope-
fulness. As the bright spring weather came,
and it comes with an almost magical transform-
ation in these northern latitudes-the church was

approaching completion. 'Lawrence expected that
that venerable, highly-honoured and much-beloved

friend of missions, Dr. Enoch Wood, who has
probably opened more churches for the worship of
God than any other man in Canada, would cou.

duct the dedication service. But that could not
take.place till afte* Conférence, and so probably
he would not even have the pleasure of witn'essl*ng
the consecration of the building in whose erection
he had toiled so, earnestly.
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There, is probably no class of men in the world
who more completely solve by their life of labour

the Virgilian riddle,

Sic vos non vobis niffificatis ave&
Sic vos non vobis vellera fertis oves.
Sic vos non vobis meffificatis ".
Sic vos non vobis fertis amtra boves.

They labour and another enters into their
labours. Yet none are 'more zealous for the up-
building of the cause of God than they, even in
a neighbourhood which, they expect soon to leave,
prébably never to see it again. In no Church is
the unselfish, wide-hearted, comprehensive con-
nexional spirit more grandly developed. Their

aympathies are not circumscribed by any local
limits. The progress of God's work at Gaspe or
Red River, nay, at Fort Simpson, on Pacifie,
or in Japan, causes the same thrill. of happy

emotion as a revival on the adjoi î circuit.

So Lawrence toiled among these people ais
though he was to live with them aU his life. Or
rather, he toiled harder, for he felt that whatever
he would do among them he must do at once, for

he ht never have another opportunity. The
people were exceedingly anxious for his return, and

requested -his 're-appointment. But they could
offer him no inducement-beyond a hearty welcome,

glad, co-operation, hard toil and plenty of itpoor
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faxe, and scanty remuneration. But for just such
rewards hundreds of biive, great-bearted men are

«willinci te spend and be spent in the most blessed
service of the Divine Master.

CHAPTER XXV.-THE ACCOL&DZ

Christ to, the young man said, Yet one thing more;
If thou would'st perfect be,

SeIl all thou hast and give it to, the poor,,
And come and fonow me."

Within this temple Christ fflin, unseen,
Those sacred words hath said,

And His invisible hands to-clay have been
Laid on a young man's head. "

-LoxGF.LLow-Ordinat" Hymn,

0 blessed Lord 1 how much I need
Thy light to guide me on my way 1
So many hands that, without heed,

Still touch Thy wiounds and make them, bleed 1
So many feet that, day by day,
Stül wander from, thy fold astray 1

«UnIess Thon ffil me with Thy light,
1 cannot lead Thy flock aright;
Nor, withoùt Thy support, cau bear
The burden of ee great a care,
But am myself a c«t&WýY- IF

As the Conférence was to be held not far from
NorthviIk,--ý-- Lawrence yielded to, the combined,

inducement of paying a visit to, his home* and
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attending as an interested spectator the meetings
of that august body, which he regarded as en-
trusted with the most important interests in the

world,-and we are not sure that in this he was
v.ery greatly mistaken.

The home-greetinry was of the warmest There
was much to hear and much, to tell, notwith-

standin(y that almost weekly letters were exchancred
between mother o"isters and the absent one.

Mary was blossorning into lovely. womanhood,, and
proud was Lawrence as she gave him her sisterly

greeting among the June roses,, hérself more
bloomincy-fair than they. The saintly mother

looked more saintly still, wan and worn with
care and toil, and the streaks of silver were more
abundant in her hair. But the same hallowed
light was in her eyes, the same calm peace-the
peace of God that passeth all understanCUDg-was
')n her brow.

The period of the visit wâs a continual. holiday.
It was a short drive to the Conférence town, and
every day Lawrence took his mother or sister to
the sessions of tliat body. It soon assumed a
môre important relation to him. than he had antic-

ipated. On his arrival, he was înformed by the
chairman of his district that the Stationing Com-

mittee had put him, down again for Centreville
sion; and, furthermore, that in view of the
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remoteness and isolation of the field and bis own
success and maturity of character) beyond bis

years,-.'Liere I..,awrence blushed and bowed.-they
had resolved to recommend bis ordination "" for

special purposes,"-that is, in order that he might
administer the sacraments and celebrate marriaae.

This was unexpected, almost startling news ; but
as he looked into bis heart, he fotind a feeling
neither of exultation, nor of shrinkincr from bis

iucreased responsibilities, but of acquiescence with
the will of God, whatever it micrht be. The Con-
férence assented to the somewhat unusual proposal,
on account of the special circumstances of the
case; and LawreDce was directed to, present him-
self with the class of probationers whose reception

was to take place on the Friday eveningg, and who
were to, be ordained on the followinçy Sabbath. He

sought, skitude as much as possible during the
'interval before these solemn services, that he

might commune with his own heart, and afresh
dedicate «himself to God.

That important service, to him one of the most
soleinin. of bis life, when he, so, young. ço retiring,

so, almost morbidly shrinkincy in bis disposition, in
the presence cf. a vast multitude, ineludincy some
hundreds of ministers, was to make bis confession
of faith and tell the story of bis call to, the work
of the * * try, at length. arrived. At first he had

f 1
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sbrunk from the ordeal, but as the time drew nigh
lie felt strangely calm and sustained by the

presence and power of Goël. Ris mother and

sister, of course, were in the audience, and their
magnetic eyes drew the gaze of his and inspired

him with their sympathy till he seemed to forgQt
the presence of all others than they. When

caHed upon, he spoke as simply as in a quiet

class-meeting in Muskokà, yet with a suppressed
emotion that touched every heart

He did not wonder, he said., that he was trying

to serve God. He wondered that he was not try-
-P g to serve Him better. As he spoke of his early

consecration to, God, of the hallowed spell of his
mother's influence on his yoiing We, in moulding

0
his character, and in leading, him to the Saviour.

bis voice faltered and many an e e was suffused

with tears. But that mothees e eZýllt-O-WÊ-Oýe
depths he gazed, lit up with -a starry splendouri,

seemed to, give him control over his emotions.

Then he spoke of the moulding influence of the
Satbath-school, of the early strivinasl,,,cf God's

Spirit with his soul, of his yielding to HJsîýlessed

influence.

As he spoke of bis father as the ideal hero oflis
«boyhood, of his brave example, of the white flower

of his blameless life, of lis triumphant death, ai4
of the promise made to, fbUow in bis féotsteps aà
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he bad been a follower of the Lord Jesus, many
,if the ministers present, who had known and
loved the man, carried away by the fervency of
their feelings, cried out Hallelujah, «'God

bless the lad!" '« May the father's mande rest
upon the son ! " "" Aynen 1 " "" Praise the Lord."

Then he spoke of the great help he had received
from his fathers in the ministry, and especially
from. the professors of the college, his brief season
at which was an unfading memory of gladness
and perpetual impulse to the culture'of all his

prwers. But wheu he spoke of the great joy
of gathering in the first haÊvest of souls in his
far-off mission, his voice deepened and his form

seemed to dilate as he ' rejoiced before God with
the joy of those who bring their sbeaves wiih
them.

When he, with the other probationers, had sat
down, he listened with deep motion and delight

to, the wise counsels, the fatherly and brotherly
utterances of the senior ministers who moved and
seconded or supported their reception. The names

oý some of these had been for years as familiar to,
/,']ýis ears as " household words." and he now saw

them and heard their voices, and felt that he was
welcomed by these veteran Ïors, who had

bornethe brunt of . many a conflict with sin and
wroing, -to, the same holy brotherhood to which
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they belonged-a grander knighthood than the
mail-clad chivalry of arms.

But on the Sabbath his emotions were even
deeper, as he listened to, the solemn charge of the
President of the Conférence, and was set apart-
as a beinar consecrated to God forever-by the,
laying on of hands of- the presbytery. Never did
he à - féal how high was the dignity, how weighty
the office to which he was called, how precious
the treasure committed to his care, and how grave
the responsibility which he bore. He therefore,
while ha almost trembled beneath the vows which,

lhe took, put bis whole soul into the words he'
uttered in answer to, the questions of the Presi-
dent, looking up to, God for strength to k-eep these
solemn vows.

As he repeated wiîth the others that sublime
hymn of the ages, the Vený Creator, Spi7ituç, he

reahzed in his soul the blessed unction frora above
of the Anointing SpMÎît and the impartation of
His sevenfold gifts. As he received in bis h-Aýs
tlie Holy Bible which was to be the charter of his
authority to preach the Word of God and to,

administer the sacraments in the congregation, he
fervently kissed the sacred book, and then pressed
it to his heart as his guide and coansellor"throuagh
life, trusting in whose blessed.teachings he hoped
at lut to go home in triumph to the skies. Ile
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grasped it in his hand as the sharp two-edged
sword of the Spirit which he was to, wield as his

battle-brand; and he cried in his heart, as did
David when he grasped the mighty sword of

Go]Liath----ý'I Give it me; there is none like it."
During the Conférence sessions Lawrenée took

especial delight in sittincr in the gallery of the
church with his mother or sister, and listening to,
the debates. From, his chairmau, who iêmetimes
joined them, he learned the names of most of the

ministers, and sometimes sketches of their often
remarkable history. They seemed to, him like the
warriors of a Homeric battle-field; or rather, for

that simile degraded their éharacter, tbey were
the plumed heroes of a nobler chivalry than that
of the steel-clad. warriors of old-the true Chrisýlýa'

hthoold,

6l' Whose glory wu redressing human wrong,
Who reverenced their conscience as their king,
Who spake no alander ; no, nor listened to it ; "

whose trophies were not garments rolled in blood
and brazen helms all battle-stained and dinted, but
a world redeemed, regenerated, disenthnIed by
the mighty manumission of the blood of Christ.

At last came the élosing hour of the Conférence,
and its crowning act, the reading of the statiom.
The scene rose to the dignity of the morally sub-
lime. The galleries, were filled with interested
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spectators. Every minçqter was in his plam
Several of them were, for thefirst time, to learn
tbeir destiny for the year-often involving the
sunderinir of tender ties, a long and tedious
iourney, and the seekiDg of a new home amoDg

erfect stranaers. The President took the chair
ith unusual gravity of mien, The grand inspiring
attlè-hymn was sung-

Soldiers of Chrîst, arise,
And put your armour on.

A hero-soul looked out of each man's eyes. There
was no falteriu& no Ilinching. Each one was ready

to accept, his, fate and go forth
Strong in the ab-ene which God supplies

Through Ris EtenW Son.

The Secretary read with a char, distinct yoice
the decrees of the Book of Fate which he held in

his hands. Every eye was fixed on the speaker.
Every sound was hushed. The very tiéking of the

clock smote with unusual emphasis upon the ear.
As Lawrence heard his name read out for Centre-
ville lEssion he bowed his, head. upon the rail
before bïm and lifted up his heart to God, and

when he raisèd, it, by the glad light, in his eyes
it might be seen that his prayez had been
answered.

Not, a murmur arose, not a protest was heard in
all that assembly against the decisions of that



day, altbough they vità1ly affected these men in
their most intimate and personal relations. Has

the world ever witnessed a sublimer spectacle ?
Then they sang again, each man making the

words, the utterance of his own soul,

411 Forth in Thy name, 0 I»rd, j go;
My dafly labour to punue ;

Thee, only Thee, resolved to, know
In aJI 1 apeak, or thin1r. or do.

41 The tuk Thy wiedom hath awigned,
0 let me cheerfully fulfil 1

1
In all my works Thy presence find,

And prove Thy acceptable will.

","For Thee delightiuRy employ
Whate'er Thy bounteous grace hath given;

And run my coume with even joy,
And closely walk with Thee to Heavén.

With this as their sublime marching song and
battle-hymn, they went forth again on their sacred

crusade-the army of the holy cross-7au,,ainst the
embattled legions of the Prince of the power of the
air-to know no truce nor respite till the Great

Captain of their salvation should say to each
warrior---ý« It is enotigh; enter into my joy and

sit, down on my throne."
The few days that Lawrence spent at home

were days of hallowed enjoyment. But although
they were to him. like au oasis to a weary traveller,

he was eager to be af, his field of sacred toiL I
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am the Kings messenger," he said -when hà
mother asked him to stay a little longer, 1« and the

King's business requires haste."
'19 Go, my son," replied that nobler than Spartan.

mother. «« Had I ten sons, I would give them all
to be the messengers of such a Kin&'-'

The next day, -therefore, Uwrence departedý
impired with fresh zeal and courage, to labour for

the glory of God amid the rocks and lakes and
wilds of Muskoka. Here, for the present, we must
leave him. The story of his trials and his

trium'phs, of bila discouragements and-successes, of
his varied adventures on various fields èf labour, in
the wide waste and in the citý full, and the

,blending of his fortunes, after many strange and
providential vicissitudes, with those of the fair-

Edith-this story may be hereafter tolcL For the
present we bid «c Farewell " to, our kind readers,

and " Farewell and God-speed "-' to I:àwRmc»
TEMPLE, TIIE KING'S MESSENGER.
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