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OCTOBER, 1895.

A HEAVY SEA ON NORTH PACIFIC.

Leavine Viectoria, B.C.. we pass
through a congeries of islands, like
the Thousand Islands of the St. Law-
rence on a greatly magnified scale,
when we enter the Gulf of Georgia,
one of the widest portions of the In-
land Passage. Some forty or fifty
miles farther on, and we reach the
first typical waters of the Inland Pas-
sage—Discovery Passage—a narrow
waterway between high, mountain-
ous banks; an extended salt-water,
river-like channel, about a mile in
breadth. At Seymour Narrows the
<hannei is not much over half a mile
wide, where the tides rush through
with the velocity of the swiftest
rivers (said to be nine Kknots at
spring tides). The shores now be-
come truly mountainous in charac-

ter, ridges and peaks on the south
side bearing snow throughout the
suminer on their summits, four thou-
sand to five thousand feet high.
Queen Charlotte Sound is one of the
few openings to the Pacific Ocean.
Where Magellan sailed over the
Pacific Ocean it well deserved the
name; but along the rough northern
coast the amount of stormy weather
increases, and a voyage on this part
of the Pacific is not always calcu-
lated to impress one with the appro-
priateness of the great ocean’s name.
The full sweep of the Pacific is en-
countered and the steamer is often
exposed to a very heavy sca. Itis
very impressive to look from some
rocky headland over the vast Pacific,
and to realize that for four thousand

* Abridged from Lieut. Schwatka’s volume on Aluska, and other trustworthy authorities,

by the Editor.
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miles these waves roll on unimpeded
till they break upon the shores of
the distant Empire of Japan. Espe-
cially impressive is this at the set
of sun, when the shadows of night
mantle sea and land. The Rev.
Dr. Sutherland beautifully deseribes
such a scene as follows:

« A few years ago, while on a visit
to our missions in British Columbia,
one cvening, in company with a few
others, I climbed a hill whose sum-
mit commanded a view of the Pacific
Ocean. Before us lay a vision that
will be treasured up in memory’s
chambers through all the coming

The Methodist Magazine.

sparkled like burnished jewels sct
in a sapphire pavement. And then
as the sun sank still lower, and
touched the ocean’s distant rim, the
glowing tints all merged into one
long trail of splendour that stretched
from the shore above which we stood
all the way to another shore that
seemed to lie just where the sun
was setting, as if God’s angels had
bridged, with beaten gold, the sur-
face of the gently heaving sea, mak-
ing a pathway of light over which
departing souls might pass to the
other side. But a little longer and
the golden glory softened into

SUNSET ON THE PACIFIC.

years. Behind us was the gloomy
forest and the toilsome way over
which we had journeyed, but before
us the broad Pacific lay unrolled, so
near in that transparent atmosphere
that we could see the ripples on its
bosom stirred by the evening breeze,
and yet so far that amid the solemn
stillness there came to us no sound
of the wave that broke upon the dis-
tant reef. In the western sky dap-
pled clouds were anchored in the
blae, through which the rays of the
setting sun streamed upon the sea
in ever-varying tints of purple and
gold and amethyst, till every ripple

almost silvery whiteness, which,
when the sun disappeared, merged
in the neutral tints of a quiet sea,
lecaving only a reflected splendour
in the sky to tell of the brightness
that had been there.”

The mainland is flanked through-
out nearly its entire extent by a belt
of islands, of which the majority are
sea-girt mountains. Most aptly has
thiswave-washed region been termed
an archipelago of mountains and
land-locked seas. In this weird re-
gion of bottomless depths there are
no sand beaches or gravelly shorces.
All the margins of mainland and




Alaska.

islands drop down plump into inky
fatlioms of water.

Along these shores there are nu-
merous Indian fishing villages. One
of the most remarkable of these
was Metlakahtla. A few years ago
it was a flourishing village. The
story of the reclamation of the In-
dians from savagery and pagan-
ism to civilization and Christianity,
through the labours of Mr. Dunean,
a lay missionary of the Church of
Ingland, is one of intense interest.
But on account of dissensions be-
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are in ruins, gaping windowless on
the sea, the church mocks with hol-
low echoes its scanty services, the
cannery and sawmill are broken
down, there are no children in the
strects, no gatherings in the publie
place, the guest-house that was once
thronged with many travellers has
no path to it, and all the gardens
are overgrown and waste.” A few
of the exiled Indians are, it is said,
straggling back to their old home.
Port Simpson is twenty miles
farther north, near the borders of

NATURE'S MONUMENT, PACIFIC COAST.

tween Mr. Duncan and the officers of
the society, the mission was broken
up, and Mr. Duncan and his Indians
removed to Alaska. A recent visitor
to this spot says: “There is a cer-
tain pathos about Metlakahtla. It
was a village of two-storied houses,
with street iamps, gardens, and shell-
strewn paths, where fruit has un-
cqualled luxuriance, whose harbour
has efficient shelter, where there is
a cannery and a sawmill for the em-
ployment of the people, the largest
church in the province, and a fine
mission house. But now the houses

Alaska. Of it the writer last quoted
says: « Fort Simpson is perhaps more
attractive than even Metlakahtla.
The houses are more numerous and
better designed, and the place looks
prosperous. At the Methodist mis-
sion, which has a good church, is an
Industrial School, wherein twenty-
five Indian girls are sheltered from
impurity and taught to keep house.
Fort Simpson has an important Hud-
son’s Bay Company’s post dating
from 1830, and the log buildings,
although defaced in part with mod-
ern clap-board and paint, have a
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little of the natural frontier dignity
which pervades the true Hudson's
Bay factory. One of the bastions,
and even some curtailed parts of the
old stockade, still exist. There are
naw nine or ten whites in the vil-

lage. The houses occupy u point of
lang and a little island forming part
of the breakwater of the fine circu-
lar bay, cited officially as the best
of the British Columbian harbours.”

Here the Rev. Thomas Crosby and

The Methodist Magazine.

his devoted wife have been the
means, in the hands of Providence,
of working a moral miracle in the
habis or tne natives. The commo-
dious church was crected almost en-
tirely at the expense of the natives
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SITKA,

and numerous outlying missions at
Bella-Bella, Bella-Coola, Naas River,
Port Essington, Queen Charlotte Is-
lands, and the Upper Skeena. For
many years Mr. Crosby traveiled up
and down the wild west coast in a
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native dug-out canoe; but now the
Glad Tidings, mission steam yacht,
furnishes a readier means of access
to the scattered mission stations. In
this heroic work he is nobly seconded
by the Rev. Messrs. Green, Jennings,
Bryant and others, and by several
native assistants. The history of
Christian missions on this coast is a
chapter of strangest romance and
heroism.

Alaska is sharply divided from
the Dominion of Canada by the 141st
degree of west lopgitude, from the
Arctic Ocean to Mount St. Elias,
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whole territory to the Russo-Ameri-
can Far Company, who established
forty stations, and conducted a flour-
ishing trade for more than sixty
years. In 1867 it was purchased by
the United States Government for
$7,200,000. The greater part of the
country is unknown, but enough of
it has been explored by traders,
scientists and sportsmen to show
that one of the world’s greatest won-
derlands lies within its boundaries.

The climate of Alaska is phenom-
enal. The warm waters of the ocean
give off a copious moisture, which is

ey

thence by an irregular line seldom
more than thirty miles from the sea
to the 55th parallel—a farther dis-
tance of six hundred miles. It is
eleven hundred miles long and eight
hundred miles broad, and has an
area of five hundred and twelve
thousand square miles. Discoveved
in 1741 by a Russian exped. 'on
under Behring, at the cost of tae
great navigator’s life, it came under
the control of the Czar, who encour-
aged the planting of various inde-
pendent settlements until the year
1799, when Paul VIII. granted the

ALASKAN CLIFFS.
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thrown by the winds against the
snow-clad mountains and glaciers,
and is precipitated in thick mists
and torrents of rain. At Sitka the
mean temperature is 49°.9, and the
average rainfall eighty inches.:

Yor about one thousands miles
from the southern extremity of Van-
couver’s Island northwards there
stretches a vast archipelago, in the
midst of which is the Inland Pas-
sage above described. On reaching
the Alaskan territory, snowy moun-
tain peaks begin to appear; and
higher still, erowns of ice debouch



248

in the shape of glaciers right down
to the water's level; and, tinally, all
the wonders of the Aretic regions
The

are seen on a reduced scale.

Inland Passage terminates jus' be-
yond Sitka, which, as New A.c¢h-
angel, was the capital of Russian
America. It is now the headquar-
ters of the United States authorities,

The Methodist Magazine.

and one of the three principal settle-
ments. It contains fifteen hundred
inhabitants, and is the residence of
a Greek bishop. The surrounding

THOUSAND ISLANDS, LOOKING SEAWARD FROM SITKA.

scenery, as shown in our cut, is
magnificent. So mild and moist is
the climate that the grass here grows
five feet high, dandelions are as
large as asters, and buttercups twice
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the usual size. On the forest-clad
mountain slopes the spruces grow to
an enormous size, with remarkably
dense foliage, and the rocks are
covered with beds of moss of great
depth.

Round the coast-line from Sitka In-
let an immense wall of ice stretches
for hundreds of miles, broken only
by the estuaries of considerable
rivers. Farther on, Mount St. Elias,
an active voleano, rises, a mass of
snow and ice, twenty thousand feet
sheer from the ocean’s edge which
thunders at its base. Near Mount
St. Elias is the greatest cluster of
high mountains on the Western
Continent—Lituya Peak, ten thou-
sand feet high; Fairweather, fifteen
thousand five hundred ; and Crillon,
still higher; then, beyond, Cook and
Vancouver cluster near sublime St.
Elias, whose jagged top may be seen
a hundred and fifty miles to sea.
How disappointing are the Colorado
peaks of twelve and fourteen thou-
sand feet, for the simple reason that
they spring from a plain already
six to eight thousand feet above
sea-level, and seem, as they are, but
high hills on a high plateau. How
like pigmies they appear to Hood,
Tacoma, Shasta and others, whose
every foot above sealevel is in
mountain slope. On the eastern
side of Su. Elias the coast curves
slightly to the south. A long prom-
ontory, cut up into innumerable
forest-fringed bays, and protected
by a maze of rocks and islets, reaches
out into the Pacific, and tapers off
into a grand chain of islands which
stretch half-way across to Asia, and
are covered with woods, prairies
and voleanoes.

Alaska is a land of mountains. -

Vast fcvests run up their slopes,
often to an altitade of two thousand
feet, and are rich in cedar, spruce,
alder, larch and fir, some of which
develop colossal proportions. The
rivers swarm with salmon and trout.
The king salmon sometimes reaches
alength of six feet,and weighs about
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ninety pounds. It is for its sea-fish-
eries, however, that Alaska is most
famous. Enormous quantities of
halibut, cod, smelt, flounders, etec.,
are caught on its coast. The adja-
cent Aleutian Islands are the home
of the fur seal. The Yukon River
is two thousand and forty-four miles
long, in two places upwards of
twenty miles broad, fed by innumer-
able tributaries of unknown length
and capacity, and discharging, it is
alleged, a greater volume of water
wnan any other river in the world.
This great lonely land is said to
have only thirty thousand inhabi-
tants, mostly Indians and Eskimo.
The constant life of some of the In-
dians on the water has produced a
most preponderating development of
the chest and upper limbs over the
lower, so that their gait on land is
like that of aquatic birds. Stern
experience has given the trading
Indians a keen eye for business, and
they are at length discovering the
value of the products of their coun-
try. Once, when an Indian wanted
a gun, for example, an old flint-
lock was produced, and he had to
pile skin upon skin until the heap
reached the muzzle, and in return
for three or four hundred dollars'
worth of furs he would receive the
antiquated but coveted weapon.
The Hudson's Bay Company em-
ployed, it is said, remarkably long-
barrelled guns in this traffic; but
now the Indians understand the
value of furs as well as the pur-
chaser. Some of the Indian houses
are quite respectable, being made
with cedar, with a polished floor,
and bandsomely adorned. Most of
the habitations, however, are squalid
beyond measure. The dense resin-
ous smoke blackens the walls and
fills the house with fumes which are
sufficiently disagreeable without the
odour of decayed salmon, with which
they are usually impregnated.
After crossing the International
boundary the first settlement reached
is Wrangell, which is a tumble-down
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dilapidated-looking town, in a most
beautifully picturesque situation. It
is the port to the Cassiar mines in
British Columbia, reached by the

Stickeen River, a most picturesque
stream, which pierces the Coast
Range through a Yosemite valley
more than a hundred miles long,
from one to three miles wide at the

The Methodist Magazine.

bottom, and from five thousand to
eight thousand feet deep.

Sitka, the capital of Alaska, is
most picturesquely located at) the

SITKA.
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head of Sitka Sound ; its bay is full
of pretty islets. The steamer, after
winding its way through a tortuous
channel, finally brings to at a com-
modious wharf, with the city before
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you, which is in strange contrast
with the wild, rugged scenery
around. In front streteh the white
settlements of the town. The Greek
church is the most conspicuous and
interesting object. It is built in the
form of a Greek cross, and is sur-
mounted by an Oriental dome over
the centre, which has been painted
an emerald green colour. One wing
is used as a chapel, and contains, be-
sides a curious font, an exquisite
painting of the Virgin and Child,
copied from the celebrated picture
at Moseow. All the drapery is of
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ates, and the general effect is rich
in the extreme

A few old Russians, or «Russian
Creoles,” present, had an air of being
Tolstbi's peasants, and entered into
the service with great earnestness.
The Indian converts were notice-
able for their stupid looks and per-
functory motions, cvidently under-
standing little of the service, which
was in Slavoniec. The candles in
the hanging silver lamps (similar
to those seen at the Greek altars in
the Holy Sepulebre at Jerusalem)
scemed to attract them, and in many

AN ARCTIC FJORD IN WINTER.

silver, and the halo of gold; of the
painting itself, nothing is seen but
the faces. Through the opening
left for the bead shows the face of
the Virgin, of marvellous sweetness
and exquisite colouring. The pic-
ture is worthy of a place in the
world’s great galleries, and it scemed
a matter of regret that it is in such
asecluded place. The life-size paint-
ings of St. Michael and St. Nicholas
on tue doors of the altar heve elabo
rate silver draperies and gold halos,
The ornaments and the candelabra
are all of silver, the walls are hung
with portraits of princes and prel-

of the Indian houses we saw «icons"
with a light burning before them.
This Greek chuarch claims to have a
thousend adherents.

Next to the ehureh in interest is
the old Muscovite castle. Here the
stern Romanoff ruled the land, and
Baron Wrangell, onc of Tussia’s
many celebrated Polar explorers,
held sway. The old baroniui ctruc-
turc is imposing solely because of
its commanding position on the top
of a great rock, and is intercsting
on account of its history and the
romantic stories that cling about
the vestiges of its fast-decaying
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grandcur. Its great timbers are
put together in that solid, heavy
fashion that rcealls the days when
this now peaceful settlement was
ravaged by Indian wars, and stout
walls were a necessity as a defence
against attack.

At Sitka the American Presby-
terians have a prosperous mission
with a school and orphanage, estab-
lished by Mrs. McFarlane, a devoted
American lady, who was for some

T as

parable to these Alaskan glaciers,
where the frozen wastes rise straight
from the sea, and a steamer can go
up within an eighth of a mile, and
cruise beside them.”

Lord Dufferin has pronounced the
scenery of Alaska to be the sublimest
he has witnessed in all his travels.
He says: «While its glaciers and
mountains are five times as large as
those of the Alpine regions, Alaska
possesses, in addition, the ehangeful

A TYPICAL GLACIER.

years the only white woman in the
country—a region larger than the
whole of France.

At Glacier Bay, near Mount St.
Elias, the grandeur culminates. Muir
Glacier exposes a glittering wall of
ice from five hundred to one thou-
sand feet in height, four or five miles
across the front, and extending forty
miles back. From one point thirty
huge glaciers may be seen.

«In all Switzerland,” says Lieut.
Schwatka, “there is nothing com-

beauty of the sea; while the Alpine
mountains attain their grandeur
slowly, rising from the level by a
succession of foot-hills, these peaks
of the northland rise abruptly from
the sea to a snow-crowned, ice-
crowned height, not surpassed by
the loftiest peaks of the Alps.”
Alaska is par excellence the scenic
store-ground of the world, its inlets
rivalling the fjords of Norway, and
its glaciers far surpassing those of
Switzerland.

GET leave to work
In this workld,—’tis the best you get at all.

~—FE. B. Browning.
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SALVATION ARMY

AT WORK.

BY EDMUND K. ALDEN.
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GENERAL BALLINGTON RBOOTH.

A BODY of men and women hard
at work is the characterization which
the Salvationists would probably
prefer for themselves, Everybody,
from commander to the last night's
recruit, is supposed to labcur. The
methods are partly preseribed and
partly at individual discretion. The
main object is, to put it bluntly,
“get saved, stay saved.” The
mottoes and epigrams of the Army
remind one of the pithy exhorta-
tion of Suvaroff to the Russian
soldiers: «The bullet is a fool;
charge with the bayonet!”

The general principles of the or-
ganization are familiar to the mass
of readers, but it may surprise many

to learn how striet is the disci-
pline, and how numerous are the
regulations ordained for the con-
duct of the officer. Xach one has
his appointed duties—ecadet, lieu-
tenant, captain or ensign, adju-
tant, stafi-captain or major, briga-
dier, colonel, and commander.
On inspecting the « Rules for Offi-
cers in the Slum Work,” we find
that to each is assigned the task
of spending six hours a day in
meetings or in visiting the poor,
and, further, « No slum officer to
leave her post without permission
from thestaff-officer in command ”;
« 8 a.m., breakfast, Bible readings,
and prayer”; «9.45-10.15, private
prayer”; «5.30, supper.”

Some of the stipulations seem
rather binding to a non-military
Christian: #“Never go in debt
without permission from head-
quarters.” «Alwavs have #wo
persons to count the collections.”
«No marriage can take place
without the consent of Headquar-
ters.” Note this also: « What is
the rule of the Army with re-
“gard to courting? (1) Those who
flirt, and are found out, which
is usually the case, are sent home
again. (4)If . . . any engage-
ments are formed, information to
this effect must be forwarded in
confidence to the General-in-chief,
who, if he approves, gives consent
to such engagement” Again, on
miscellancous topies: “What advice
does the Army give about reading?
It is better nof to vcad sccular—
that is, the ordinary—newspapers.
Of course you will not read any
novels. Avoid all the ordinary
religious books” «How can you
best attend to vour health? Iat
moderately. Don't eat suppers. Keep
your feet dry. Ieep off all doctors,
if possible” «What is the Army
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rule with regard to going out to
dinner, tea, and the like? By all
means avoid everything of the kind.”
«Sugszestions codcerning your own
spiritnal life . . . (5) Resolve
that you will instantly resist the
very appearance of cvil. Be a
clean Salvationist. N.B. IFasten this

up in a prominent part of the
officers’ quarters.”

Where salvation is the motive and
the name, and great attention is
given to minutiw, there is of course
a kind of registry of converts. We
ask the adjutant for information

THE ARMY HEADQUARTERSN.

touching New York City during a
certain period; he consults a clerk,
who turns to a ledger and reads
with somewhat startling plainness
the number saved at station one in
July, 1892, the number at station
three, and so forth for the six sta-
tions—+ total souls, 120.” While in
the statistical burecan we will copy
a few items concerning that city.
In seven months of the current
yvear the «slum sisters” visited 7,801
families, 7,186 saloons, held seventy-
eight meetings in tenement houses,
scrubbed seventy-eight rooms, and
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«laboured ” with 20,307 persons in
and about saloons Striet account
is kept of the attendance at meet-
ings, and of the number of persons
who come to the «penitent form.”
The Headquarters is the foeus of
inspiration and assistance. To it
go officers who are leading the for-
forn hope somewhere on the Iast
Side, and there they receive cn-
couragement and proffers of help.
It is to the Salvationists a denom-
inational house and war department
combined. Contrary to what is pro-
bably a prevalent impression, only
a small pro-
portion, about
ten per cent.,
of the workers
in the United
States are of
English na-
tionality. The
same phenom-
enon is notice-
able abroad :
in Switzer-
land, in France, in Ger-
many, in India, foreign
helpers are dispensed with
as soon as possible, the aim
being a paraphrase of the
old war order, «Put none
but natives on guard.”
The casual observer is acquainted
with the tambourine and bass-dram
features of the Army work, but not
with the self-sacrificing house-to-
house labour of some of these men
and women. A «slum sister,” ap-
pearing—apart from her uniform—
very much like one of the tene-
ment house dwellers, in apron and
cotton dress, enters the homes of
the «Bend,” or + Hell’s Kitchen,” or
places in the West Side which we
never think of invading, and mends
clothes, helps the old people, nurses
the sick, procures medical care for
the children, sells garments, in short,
regards no helpful work as degrad-
ing ; she dees about everything ex-
cept giving money outright; this is
reserved for rare cases.
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l.et us visit a meeting, one which
the staff-captain calls “one of our
respectable meetings” A glance
on entering the building shows that
his remark is true. There is de-
corum, & grand piano, and an air of
comparative prosperity among the
auditors. It might almost be a
«neighbourhood prayer- meeting”
somewhere in the country, we think,
as acquaintances greet one another
before the hour of opening, as
women bring their families, as girls
enter with their hymn-books and
reverently bow in silent prayer.
Iividently this Army station is an
institution of long standing. A
policeman is seated at the door, but
his presence is merely ornamental.
Soon the leaders, four men and seven
women strong, file in and take
places on the platform, aud the il-
lusion of the neighbourhood meeting
is dispelled. No pillars of a village
church ever demonstrate so striking-
ly the fervour of their religious
feelings. The leader of the gather-
ing makes a short address of wel-
come, alluding to her recent absence,
after which follows the usual variety
of short addresses, short prayers,
and songs, prominent among which
is « He’s the Lily of the Valley, the
Bright and Morning Star.” This
old Salvation Army favourite is
rendered about twenty times, in
almost all possible ways, by the
leader alone, by the choir, by all
standing, by the seventy-five mem-
bers of the audience alone, with
accompaniment of tambourines, of
handkerchief-waving, of hand-clap-
ping, in groups and in unison, with
a continual crescendo ecffect. A
young man testifies that he has
been tighting the devil all the morn-
ing, and is greeted with “amens™
and cries of encouragement. A
young woman on the platform tells
how she broke away from her evil
life. An ®auxiliary” rises, looking
a little out of place in his semi-
clerical garb, but he is not at all out
of place in the timeliness and ex-
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cellence of his words, which are
cordially appreciated. Again the
leader rises and sings, “There'll
be no more sorrow there,” and «I'm
going to meet Jesus up there,” each
time more plaintively and tenderly.

Now come to another meecting in
a widely different quarter of the
city. But it is well to leave our
watches and valuables at home, to
don our old clothes, and to appeatr,
not exactly disreputable, but a little
more “in harmony with our envi-
ronment.” In streets of whose very
names we were previously ignorant,

THE SLUM BRIGADE.

where members of various national-
ities eye us suspiciously as we
stumble along in the gloom, among
saloons wide open, old rookeries,
blind alleys, and places of evil resort,
the Salvationists have established
some of their stations. The barracks
are, perhaps, on the upper floor of
an old house, in appearance pre-
cisely like its neighbours. We enter.
A well-dressed visitor would attract
instant attention and comment in
this audience. In assemblies like
this the policeman is not a useless
spectator. The piano is replaced
by a heavy drum. Some blear-cyed
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individuals have wandered in—out
of the sin and darkness—to the back
seats. The auditors are not enthus-
iastic, nor always attentive. But
the «Ilallelujah lassie” is cheerily
trying to sell her stated number of
«War Crys”; the young officer in
charge is earnestly singing, «I am
happy all the day, sinee Jesus camic
to stay’; a hoy eighteen yeurs old
rises to say, «I was saved last Mon-
day night at Woodside Park. I
have never felt so happy in my
life as I have since. You fellows,
and you girls too, ought to come
and get saved.” The instant the
meeting drags, the conductor starts
a hymn, perhaps to the tune of « The
0Old Kentucky Homé,” and several
listeners join in the refrain.

Not very far from the centre of
the old village of Greenwich, now
imbedded in the great West Side,
was the ancient Berean Church.
This has been converted by the
Army into a food and shelter sta-
tion, and rechristened the «Light-
house.” The upper audience-room
now forms the hall for meetings;
the basement is divided into a res-
taurant, furnished with tables and
a long counter, a Kitchen, and a
sleeping-room equipped with fifty
beds. For seven cents the way-
farer procures a lodging ; the bed is
a plain wooden frame, on the floor,
ihree and a half by seven feet, pro-
vided with an excelsior mattress
and an oilcloth covering. The room
is lighted, clean, and far more com-
fortable than the typical « Bowery
lodging-house.” We sample the
bill of fare in the restaurant, and
we buy a good plate of soup for two
© cents; a plate of beans costs two
cents; tea or coffee the same. The
more elaborate dishes of beef stew,
or corned beef and cabbage, are
served for four cents, and meat pie
costs five. In fine, supper, lodging,
and breakfast can be obtained for
fifteen to twenty cents. «If you or
vour friends are poor, or if you are
in bad luck, or if your work does
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not give you time to cook your
meals, we can help you”; and again,
«You can buy what vou wish and
eat it in the building, or take it to
your home.” Such is their pro-
gramme.

The shelter officers have been at
work in this place for seven months,
and very rough treatment they ex-
perienced at first, and considerable
physical violence was offered. Bug
the pleasant-faced captain does not
secem discouraged; nor the waiter,
as he sings a snatch of an Army
song: he has had an extraordinary
history, as student in a great Ing-
lish university, as private secretary
to a noted statesman, as wanderer,
outcast, and drunkard on the streets
of New York.

During these seven months the
shelter has supplied thousands of
meals and lodgings and found em-
ployment for hundreds of men. Com-
paratively few of the visitors thus
entertained were unable to pay
their way. How did these latter
fare? Come with us down a very
doubtful flight of stairs into the
cellar of the old church. Observe
that large pile of wood, saw-horse
and saw resting suggestively near,
and you will understand that able-
bodied drones are not welcomed
when they apply for free meals and
lodgings.

It is doubtful whether theologians
have devoted much attention to the
dogmatic side of the Army. The
creed lays great stress on the per-
sonal experience of cach believer.
The authority of the Bible is em-
phasized. The catechism is quite
full upon the topics of the atone-
ment, clection, the perseverance of
saints, and sanctification, and some
space is devoted to combating what
are stated to be the errors of Calvin
and Calvinists. A few extracts from
this catechism will afford an idea of
the official teachings of the Army on
some theological points:

«Did God make men sinners?
Ans. Oh dear no! God made Adam
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and Eve, our first parents, perfectly
pure, and pronounced them to be

good.” «What is the meaning of
Redemption?  Ans. Redemption
means . . . togetout of pawn

by payment of a price.” «If a debt
is paid, it is paid, and the sinner's
unbelief does not in any way affect
the fact.”” «Then if a man goes
to Hell, it is his own fault? Ans.
Yes” « But how about the heathen
who have never heard the Gospel ?
Ans. We leave them to the mercy
of God.” «When talking about the
forgiveness of sins, is it wise to avoid
such terms as regencration, justifi-
cation, and the like? Amns. Yes.
Use the plain words pardon
and conversion; everybody will then
know what you mean.” «In this
age, specially in the Army, few, if
any, can smoke or drink without
feeling both to be wasteful, inju-
rious, and unclean habits.” «What
are your views on the subject of
backsliding? Amus. 1 believe it is
possible for those who have been
17

T e .

truly converted to fall away and be
finally lost.” «Whatever is con-
trary to the teaching of this book
(the Bible) must be considered false
and thrown overboard.”

In a short sketch like the present
there is space to touch on a few
things only. Some of the most
suggestive efforts of the Salvation-
ists are being prosecuted abroad,
and among the fields of operation
we may instance India. There is
one man whose services in that
country are regarded by the officers
as of the highest value. To him, in
his early experience, it occurred
that a first step was to diseard his
Luropean hat, boots, and trousers,
and to adopt the turban and the
native dress. He followed up this
plan by conforming to the native
mode of dwelling. He abandoned
chairs, sat on the floor, and slept on
amat. Further he made use of the
distinctive Buddhist colour—a tan—
in his uniform, and transformed
himself into a fakir. Like a local
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holy man, he begged bread from
door to door. By these methods he
aroused a storm of opposition from
certain government authorities and
missionaries. He «did a month’s
time"—so his biographer remarks
—in gaol. But he persevered, and
his system has been the model of the
local Army in India. About five
hundred officers are at work. They
acenstom themselves to local habits,
and reeruit the ranks from the
natives. To the believers in Islam,
Hinduism, or Buddhism they offer
at first no direct attacks on faith or
tenets, but say, « We have got some-
thing better.”

That the Army should have star-
tled the religious world was inevi-
table. That it should have shocked
many was also inevitable. But that
a thoughtful observer should dis-
miss the whole movement as a latter-

The Methodist Magazine.

day freak, as a sort of parallel to
the wild sects of the Middle Ages, is
surelyirrational. Painstaking search
ought to dispel the illusion that
there is nothing beneath the voll of
the drums and the blare of the
trumpets. The Auxiliary classisa
proof that outsiders are recognizing
the unique value of the Army’s
services,and that Salvationists admit
the great worth of the moral and
physical aid thus received. The
methods often appear to us incon-
gruous with the aims. Results are
the goal and the glory of the officers.
They have taken a large contract
—the moral, spiritual, and, to a
certain degree, physical reclaiming
of the « submerged tenth,” the fourth
estate, the non-church-going masses.
But they have, apparently, no doubt
of ultimate success.—7The Christian
Union.

“YE ARE MY WITNESSES™

‘TELL me, pilgrim, faint and weary,
Travelling o’er this pathway dim,

Are you shedding light around you?
Are yon witnessing for Him?

Do you try to tell the story
07 the precious Saviour's lo e ?
Are vou hungering and thirsting
Evermore your love to prove?

Are you secking out the lost ones
Whom the Master died to win?
Are you showing them the fountain
That can wash awity their sin?

Are you looking by the wayside
For the weary ones who fall?
Do you take them to the Saviour,

Who has promised rest for all?

Do you love to read the Bible?
Is it precious to your soul ¥

Are its treasures growing richer
As you travel toward the goal ?

Do youlove to talk of Jesus

More than all the world beside ?
Does it bring a holy comfort

With His people to abide?

Have you made a consecration
Of your time and earthly stove?
If yourall is on the altar,
Then the Master asks no more.

Thus, O pilgrim, should we journey,
Showin ¢ forth the Master’s praise,

With our tamps all trimmed and burning,
That the world may catch their rays.

LIFE'S

I save no wit, no words no tears:
My heart within me, like a stone,

Is numbed too tnuch for hopes or fears
Look right, look left. I dwell alone;

1 lift mine eyes, but, dinued with grief,
No everlasting hills I see,

My heart is in the falling leaf ;
0 Jesus, quicken me !

AUTUMN.

My life is like a faded leaf,

My harvest dwindled to a husk ;
Truly my life is void and L. ief

And tedious in the barren dusk.
My life is like a frozen thing,

No bud or greenuess can [ see,
Yet vise it shall ~the sap of spring

Q Jesus, vise in me!

~Christina Roselty,




THE CONGO AND ITS MISSIONS.

BY ADELINA M.

TESKEY.

¢ Still humanity grows dearer
Being learned the more.”

—Jean Inyelow.

STANLEY’S EXPED(TION —DRAGGING BOATS OVER PORTAGE ON THE (ONGO.

Ever since Stanley completed
his work in 1877 of tracing the
Congo River, the attention of all
Christendom has been attracted
toward this great highway into
the heart of Africa. In 1484, Dogo
Cam, a Portuguese navigator, sight-
ed the mouth of the Congo, but not
until 1877 was there any definite
knowledge concerning it. The cat-
aract region issaid to be the obstacle
which kept so long seeret this great
highway, but, that passed, there has
also been discovered one thousand
one hundred miles of navigable
river, and beyond the Stanley Falls
another two thousand miles of river-
way.

The Congo varies greatly in
width, and flows with great velocity
in places, eroding the banks to such
an extent that granite rocks, schist,
mica, gneiss and quartz are exposed.
In such localities the vegetation is
scarce and stunted. In the more
level regions, where the river has

formed itself intc quiet pools or
lakes, the banks are forest-clad, rich
soil has acenrmulated, which is culti-
vated by the natives for raising
ground nuts, sweet potatoes, Indian
corn, cassava bushes, and all garden
produce. In places may be found
some of the richest soil in the world.
As might be expected in such a
soil, the vegetation is of tropical
luxuriance and endless variety.
Beautiful creepers, ferns and palms
lend their rare grace to the scene,
and wild flowers, from the purest
white to the most gorgeously col-
oured, embroider the landscape.
«The beauty of the leaf-forms
alone,” says a traveller, «is a plea-
sure, while the tints, from the dark-
est green to soft yellow, delicate
pink, bronze, chocolate, and bright
crimson, are imysteries of colour.”
The grass even, like othicr things, is
of gigantic proportions. Stanley
gives us a passage descriptive of
the country through which he trav-
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clied while following up the course
of the great viver:

“Qver the whole Nature has flung a
robe of verdure of the most fervid tints.
She has bidden the mountains loose their
streamlets, has commanded the hills and
ridges to bloom, filled the valleys with
vegetation breathing perfume, for the
rocks she has woven garlands of creepers,
and the stems of trees she has draped
with moss ; and sterility she has banished
from her dominion. Yet Nature has not
provided a soft, velvety England in the
midst of Africa. Far from it. She is
here too robust and prolific. Her grasses
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of a square toot,” wrote Mr. Stanley,
“an entire chapter might readily
have been filled.” Game is most
abundant. Ilephants are numerous,
and leopards are found throughout
the country, There are two species
of buffalo on the Ypper Congo, and
many monkeys inhabit the woods.
The lion has'disappeared from cer-
taindistricts Hippopotamiand croco-
diles abound in the river. TFish are
plentiful, and are largely caught by
the natives.

It has been said that the climate

g e

STANLEY’S CHIEF CARPENTER POUOCK CARRIED OVER FALLS
ON THE CONGO.

are coarse, and wound like knives and
needles, her reeds are tough and tall as
bamboos, her creepers are of cable thick-
ness and length, her thorns are hooks of
steel, her trees shoot up to the height
of one hundred feet. We find no pleas-
ure in straying in search of wild flowers,
and game is left undisturbed, for once the
main path is left we find ourselves over-
head among thick, tough, unyielding,
lacerating grass.”

Bird and insect life are as prolifie
and varied as plant life. «If 1
were tc enter into the details of the
insect world I saw within the area

of Africa has been unduly vilified.
But while its malarial fevers have
claimed many vietims, missionaries
have proved that it is possible to
live on the Congo. Wild winds,
torrents of rain, thunder and light-
ning, make the stranger think
at times the world is going to
pieces. But notwithstanding the
intensity of the electric storms, ac-
cidents by lightning are rare.  °
Amid all this wildness and var-
iety of the vegetable and animal
world there exists a similar wild-
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ness and variety among the tribes
of men which inhabit the unknown
continent. “TFierce, wild savagery,
loathsome cannibalism, cruelty, the
densest darkness and degradation

KING OF THE CHUMBIRI,
CONGO COUNTRY.

of heathenism—such was the aspect
as the white man, with some one
hundred and fifty followers, en-
deavoured quietly and peaceably to
paddle in mid-stream past their vil-
lages.”

Well might Stanley exclaim as
he rowed up the majestic river,
among the surrounding Iuxuriance
of vegetation,

“ Every prospect pleascs,
And only man is vile !

Until the missionary explorations
of Dr. Livingstone, nothing could be
done toward the evangelization of
the interior of Africa. All efforts
were confined to the coast. He
drew attention to the peoples and
their needs. On his first return
visit to England, in 1856, he said to
his countrymen: «I go back to
Africa to make an open path for
commerce and Christianity. Do you
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carry out the work which I have
begun. I leave it with you.”

As to the missions on the Congo
River, the Baptist Society appear to
have made the first step in that
direction. Mr. Arthington, of Leeds,
wrote to the Baptist Missionary So-
ciety, offering them one thousand
pounds if they would undertake
mission work in the Congo country.
The society accepted the offer, and
sent word to two of their mission-
aries to prepare for a journey to
that region. About this time Mr.
Stanley had arrived at the mouth
of the Congo, having traced the
course of the river,

Shortly after this a party arrived
on the river to found the Living-
stone Inland Mission—undenomina-
tional.  Mr. Crudgington of this
party, according to Mr. Stanley's
advice, returned home to get a
stecl sectional boat, the Plymouth.
He hoped to be able to navigate the
cataract region.

Great progress has been made
since that time in the opening up
of thecountry. Trading houses have

ANNYAMWEZI PAGAZL

pushed far into the interior, and a
railway is in course of construction
to connect the upper and lower
river, and transport merchandise
past the cataraet region.
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Mission work has been pushed
forward one thousand miles from
the coast. The Iinglish Baptist
Mission have now eight stations in
active work. Two steamers, the
Peace and the Goodwill, supply
the upper river stations. The Liv-
ingstone Congo Mission became too
large for the management of Dr.
and Mrs. Guinness, and was by them
handed over to the American Bap-
tist Missionary Union. Their steam-
er, the Henry Reed, supplies their
upper river stations.

The Congo Balolo Mission have a
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Episcopal Church, began a mission
on the Congo in 1886. He has been
eminently successful in other mis-
sion fields, and felt his great heart
fired with a desire to carry the
news of salvation to Centzai Africa,
His plan is to carry on self-support.
ing missions.
* He went in the strength of dependence
To tread where his Master trod,
To gi'o.tsher and knit together
The family of God.”
The reports of the success of this
self-supporting scheme are somewhat
conflicting. The Rev. Holman Bent-

THE ‘‘STANLEY” AND ‘‘ LIVINGSTONE '’ CANOES,

staff of twenty-three workers, and
seven missions. The Southern Pres-
byterian Church of the United States
have four missionaries on the Congo.
The Evangelical Missionary Union,
in connection with Mr. Simpson's
tabernacle, New York, is also at
work.

The African is a great lover of
musie, s0 much so that someone
has said a London organ-grinder
could go in perfect safety through
the heart of Africa unguarded; so
the singing missionary will gain the
ears of the people, if not their hearts.

Bishop Taylor, of the Methodist

ley, of the English Baptist Mission,
in his work, «Life on the Congo,”
condemns, with undue asperity, it
seams to the writer, the proceedings
of the bishop, and gives a harrow-
ing description of the « terrible time
of starvation, privation and death”
which followed the arrival of the
bishop’s party in Africa. If cre-
dence can he given in any measurce
to this veport it shows in an eminent
degree the necessity of “strategy in
missions.”

A great deal has been said about
the Christianization of Africa, and
very different have been the views
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entertained. The following appeared
in the Missionary Herald :

“CIVILIZE THE AFRICAN AND THEN
CunistiaNize Him. —This seems to be the
order some celebrated African explorers
would have missionaries observe. Sir
Samuel Baker says : * The philanthropist
and missionary will expend their noble
energy in vain in struggling against the
savage herdes until the first steps toward
their gradual enlightenment shall be made
by commerce.” He advises the mission-
ary to wait awhile till the Africans have
been humanized.

«* Alvan S. Southworth, in an address
before the American Geographical So-
ciety, said: ‘Y have roughly computed
that the Christian world has spent on
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as the moral life-power in his nature.
We may apply this to the lowest of our
race in heathendom as well as in Chris-
tendom. The Gospel meeting the soul’s
needs, its greatest want, dispels its dark-

ness.  ‘The entrance of Thy Word giveth
light." God’s Spirit working through the

truth and the preacher effects a change
without which all benevolent efforts are
in vain.

‘¢ Attending this change and springing
from it, as naturally us & stream from its
fountain, there springs up in the heart of
the hitherto unclad, filthy, and lazy hea-
then, a desire for clothing, for soap to
cleanse it,and for some industrial pursuit,.
Then follow neat and comfortable dwell-
ings, schoolhouses, sanctuaries, improved
methods of cultivating the soil, and

SEVENTH CATARACT OF THE CONGO, STANLEY FALLS.

missionary labour in Africa, since the era
of railroads and telegraphs began, an
amount suflicient to have built a railroad
along the line of the equator. Let us be
practical with the negro, for in his abo-
riginal state you cannot spiritualize him.’

 He rejoices thai such missionaries as
the railroad and steamboat are getting
into Africa. What are we to infer from
these and similar statements? Evidently
that those who are devoting their lives to
the clevation of Africa are mistaken, for
their modus operandi is to evangelize
Sfirst, in accordance, as they maintain,
with the divinely-appointed method—
‘ Preach the Gospel to every creature.’
It has been truly said: ¢ As there is no
philosopher too wise, so there is no child
too simple to take in God, through Christ,

other proof of the civilizing power of the
Gospel. . . The writer can speak
from experience. Ten long years of toil
among Africans, almost as wild as the
beasts which nightly prowled around his
dwelling, witnessed no desire for either
a shirt or a plough until there were con-
versions to Christ.”

Perhaps, as with some of the
reforms which are being made in
our own country, more is to be
expected from work among the
children of the dark continent than
from any other quarter.

“‘There ig a peculiar charm,” said one
of the travellers, *“in the associations



264

with children in this land of hardened
hearts and savage natures ; there is a
time in the life of the most savage when
infancy is free from the fierce instincts of
race, even the lion's whelp will fondle
the hand thatit would tear in riper years:
thus, separated in this Jand of horrors
from all civilization, and forced by hard
necessity into the vicinity of all that was
brutal and disgusting, it was an inde-
scribable relief to be surrounded by those
who were yet innocent.”

And these little innocents are the
subjects of the most cruel barbarities
of a eruel people. The cannibal
prefers the tender flesh of a child to
that of an adult. The cannibals
known as Makkarikas, the Arab
traders declared, were bad associates,
as they insisted on killing and eat-
ing the children which the party
wished to secure asslaves. Truly,
« the dark places of the earth are fuall
of the habitations of cruelty.”

WELLAND, Ont.
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The missions are establishing
schools, and Africa’s children are
being won for Christ. We would
not by the above remarks wish to
lead any to believe that the work
of the missionary was without effect
among adults. They too are being
reached, and the mighty miracle of
conversion has been wrought in
many souls. There has come at
times a simultaneous awakening at
several mission stations many miles
apart, showing that the almighty
power of God produces the same
glorious effects in working on the
hardened hearts of the sons and
daughters of Africa.

¢ Nor hounds, nor clime, nor creed Thou
know’st,
Wide as our need Thy favonrs fall ;
The white wings of the Holy Ghost
Stoop, seen or unseen, o’'er the heads
oz all.”

POWER FOR

Wairina for Him in the darkness,

Watching for Him in the light ;
Listening to catch His orders

In the very midst of the fight.
Seeing His slightest signal

Across the heads of the throng ;
Hearing His faintest whisper

Above eartlt’s loudest song.
Dwelling beneath His shadow

In the burden and heat of the day ;
Looking for His appearing

As the hours wear fast away.
Shining, to give Him glory ;

Wor ing to praise His name,
Bearing with Him the suffering,

Bearing for Him the shame.

Art thou afraid to trust Him,
Sceming so far away ?
Wherefore, then, not keep closer —
Close as He says we may ?
Why, then, not walk beside Him,
Holding His blessed hand ;
Patiently walking onward
All through the weary land?

VICTORY.

Passing safe through the mazes,
The tangle of grief and care;
Safe through the blossoming garden
Where only the world looks fair ;
Crossing with Him the chasm,
As it were by a single thread ;
Fording with Him the river-—
Christ leading us He had led.

Then up the heights of glovy,
Unfollowed by death or sin ;

Swift through the pearl-white portal
Thy feet may enter in.

Into the realm of music
Where not a note will jar:

Into the clime of sweetness,
Which not a breath will mar;

Where sighs ave all out of hearing,
And tears are all out of sight;

And the shadows on carth ave forgotten
In the heaven which has no night;

Where loss yields its long-lost interest,
Aund bitter its long-hid sweet ;

And they sing, “‘Unto Him thatloved us,”
And lay down their crowns at His feet.
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THE

NEW ASTRONOMY.

IL—~THE PLANETS.

WHEN we look up at the heavens
we see, if we watch through the
night, the host of stars rising in the
cast and passing above us to sink in
the west, always at the same dis-
tance and in unchanging order,
each seeming a point of light as
feecble as the glow-worm’s shine in
the meadow over which they are
rising, each flickering as though the
evening wind would blow it out,
The infant stretches forth his hand
to grasp the Pleiades; but when the
child has become an old man the
«Seven Stars” are still there un-
changed, dim only in his aged sight,
and proving themselves the endur-
ing substance, while it is his own
life which has gone, as the shine of
the glow-worm in the night. They
were there just the same a hundred
generations ago, before the pyramids
were built, and they will tremble
there still, when the pyramids have
been worn down to dust with the
blowing of the desert sand against
their granite sides. They watched
the earth grow fit for man long be-
fore man came, and they will doubt-
less be shining on when our poor
haman race itself has disappeared
from the surface of this planet.

Probably there is no one of us who
has not felt this solemn sense of their
-almost infinite duration as compared
with his own littlc portion of time,
and it would be a worthy subject for
our thought if we could study them
in the light that the New Astronomy
sheds for us on their nature. ButI
must here confine myself to the de-
seription of but a few of their num-
ber, and speak, not of the infinite
multitude and variety ot stars, each
4 self-shining sun, but only of those
which move close at hand; for it is
not true of quite all that they keep
at the same distance and order.

Of the whole celestial army which

the naked eye watches, there are
five stars which do change their
places in the ranks, and these change
in an irregular and capricious man-
ner, going about among the others,
now forward and now back, as if
lost and wandering through the’sky.
These wanderers were long since
known by distinet namcs, as Mer-
cury, Venus, Mars, Jupiter and
Saturn, and believed to be nearer
than the others; and they are, in
fact, companions to the earth, and
fed, like it, by the warmth of our
sun, and, iiks the moon, are visible
by the sunlight vshich they reflect
to us. With tixe earliest use of the
telescope it was found that while
the other stars remained in it mere
noints of light as before, these be-
earic magnified into disks on which
markings were visible, and the
markings have been found with our
modern instruments, in one case at
least, to take the appearance of
oceans and snow-capped coniinents
and islands. These, then, are not
uninhabitable self-shining suns, but
worlds, vivitied from the same fount
of cnergy that supplies us, and the
possible abode of creatures .ike our-
selves.

«Properly speaking,” it is said,
«“man is the only subject of interest
to man”; and if we have cared to
study the uninhabitable sun because
all that goes on there is found to
be so intimately related to us, it is
surely a reasonable curiosity which
prompts the question so often heard
as to the presence of life on these
neighbour worlds, where it seems
not impossible that life should exist.
Even the very little we ean say in
answer to this question will always
be interesting ; but we must regret-
fully admit at the outset that it is
but little, and that with some plan-
ets, like Mercury and Venus, the
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great telescopes of modern times
cannot do much more than those of
Galileo, with which our New As-
tronomy had its beginning, though
perhaps it should be added that
Schiaparelli’s late observations of
these two planets seem to show that
they always turn the same face to-
wards the sun, just as the moon does
towards the earth. Let us leave
these, then, and pass out to the con-
fines of the planetary system.

The outer planets, Neptune and
Uranus, remain pale disks in the
most powerful instruments—the first
attended by a single moon, the second
by four, barely visible; and there is
so very little yet known about their
physical features that we shall do
better to give our attention to one
of the most interesting ohjects in the
whole hcavens—the planet Saturn,
on which we can at any rate see
enough to arouse a lively curiosity
to know more.

In all the heavens there is no more
wonderful object than Saturn, for it
preserves to us an apparent type of
the plan on which all the worlds
were originally made. The planet,
we must remember, is a globe nearly
seventy thousand miles in diameter,
and the outermost ring is over one
hundred ana tifty thousand miles
across. The belts on the globe show
delicate tints of brown and blue, and
parts of the ring are, as a whole,
brighter than the planet; but this
ring consists of at least three main
divisions, each itself containing
separate features. First is the gray
outer ring, then the middle one, and
next the curious *crape” ring, very
much darker than the others, look-
ing like a belt where it crosses the
planet, and apparently feebly trans-
parent, for the outline of the globe
has been seen (though not very dis-
tinetly) through it. The whole sys.-
tem of rings is of the most amazing
thinness, for it is probably thinner
in proportion to its size than the
paper on which this is printed is to
the width of the page; and when it
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is turned edgewise to us, it disap-
pears to all but the most powerful
telescopes, in which it looks then
like the thinnest conceivable line of
light, on which the moons have been
seen projected, apparently like beads
sliding along a golden wire. The
rotation of the ring has been made
out by direct observations; and the
whole is in motion about the globe—
a motion so smooth and steady that
there is no flickering in the shadow

‘“Where Saturn’s steadfast shade sleeps on
its luminous ring.”

What is it? No solid could hold
together under such conditions; we
can hardly admit the possibility of
its being a liquid film extended in
space; and there are difficulties in
admitting it to be gaseous. But if
not a solid, a liquid, or a gas, again
what can it be? It was suggested
nearly two centuries ago that the
ring might be composed of innumer-
able little bodies like meteorites, ¢ir-
cling round the globe so close toge-
ther as to give the appearance we
see, much as a swarm of bees at a
distance looks like a continuous
cloud; and this remains the most
plausible solution of what is still in
some degree a mystery. Whatever
it be, we see in the ring the condi-
tion of things which, according to
the nebular hypothesis, once per-
tained to all the planets at a certain
stage of their formation; and this,
with the extraordinary lightness of
the globe (for the whole planet would
float on water), make us look on it
as still in the formative stage of un-
condensed matter, where the solid
land as yet isnot, and the foot could
find no resting-place. Astrology
figured Saturn as «spiteful and
cold—an old man melancholy”;
but if we may indulge such a specu-
lation, modern astronomy rather
leads uws to think of it as in the in-
fancy of its life, with every process
of planetary growth still in its future,
and separated by an almost unlimit-
ed stretch of ycars from the time
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when life under the conditions in
which we know it e¢an ever begin to
exijst.

Like this appears also the condi-
+ion of Jupiter, the greatest of the
planets, whose globe, eighty-eight
thousand miles in diameter, turns so
rapidly that the centrifugal force
causes a visible flattening. The
belts which stretch aecross its disk
are of all delicate tints—some pale
blue, some of a crimson lake; a sea-
green patch has been seen, and at
intervals of late years there has been
agreat oval red spot, which has now
nearly gone. The belts are largely,
if not wholly, formed of rolling
clouds, drifting and changing under
our eyes.

Photography, in the skilful hands
of the late Professor Henry Draper,
gave us reason to suspect the possi-
bility that a dull light is sent to us
from parts of the planet’s surface
besides what it reflects, as though
it were still feebly glowing like a
nearly-extinguished sun. On the
whole, a main interest of these fea-
tures to us lies in the presumption
they create that the giant planet is
not yet fit to be the abode of life,
but is more probably in a condition
like that of our earth millions of
years since, in a past so remote that
geology only infers its existence,
and long before our own race began
to be. That science, indeed, itself
teaches us that such all but infinite
periods are needed to preparc a
planet for man’s abode, that the
entire duration of his race upon it
is probably brief in comparison.

ITI.—MARS AND THE MOON.

We pass by the belt of Asteroids,
and over a distance many times
gcreater than that which separates
the earth from the sun, till we ap-
proach our own world. Here, close
beside it as it were, in comparison
with the enormous spaces which in-
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tervene between it and Saturn and
Jupiter, we find a planet whose size
and features are in striking contrast
to those of the great globe we have
just quitted. It is Mars, which shines
so red and looks so large in the sky
because it is s0 near, but whose di-
ameter is only about half that of our
earth. This is, indeed, properly to
be called a neighbour world, but
the planetary spaces are s0 im-
mense that this neighbour is at
closest still about thirty-four million
miles away.

The cause of the red colour of
Mars has never been satisfactorily
ascertained. Its atmosphere does
not appear to be dark enough to pro-
duce such an effect, and perhaps as
probable an explanation as any is
one the suggestion of which is a little
startling at first. Itisthatvegetation
on Marsmay be red instead of green!
There is no intrinsic improbability
in the idea, for we are even to-day
unprepared to say with any cer-
tainty why vegetation is green here,
and it is quite easy to conceive of

" atmospheric conditions which would

make red the best absorber of the
solar heat. Here, then, we find a
planet on which we obtain many of
the conditions of life which we know
ourselves, and here, if anywhere in
the system, we may allowably in-
quire for evidence of the presence of
something like our own race; but
though we may indulge in supposi-
tion, there is unfortunately no pros-
pect that with any coneceivable im-
provement in our telescopes we shall
ever obtain anything like certainty.
‘We cannot assert that there are any
bounds to man’s invention, or that
seience may not, by some means as
unknown to us as the spectroscope
was to our grandfathers, achieve
what now scems impossible; but to
our own present knowledge no such
means exist, though we are not for-
bidden to look at the ruddy planet
with the feeling that it may hold
possibilitics more interesting to our
humanity than all the wonders of
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the sun, and all the uninhabitable
immensities of ais other worlds.

The study of the moon’s surface
has been continued now from the
time of Galileo, and of late years a
whole class of competent observers
has been devoted to it, so that as-
tronomers engaged in other branches
have oftener looked on this as a field
for occasional hours of recreation
with the telescope than made it a
constant study. I can recall one or
two such hours in earlier observing
days, when, seated alone under the
over-arching iron dome, the world
below shut out, and the world above
opened, the silence disturbed by no
sound but the beating of the equa-
torial clock, and the great telescope
itself directed to some hill or valley
of the moon, I have been so lost in
gazing that it seemed as though a
look through this, the real magic
tube, had indeed transported me to
the surface of that strange alien
world. Fortunately for us, the same
spectacle has impressed others with

more time to devote to it and more:

ability to render it, so that we not
only have most elaborate maps of
the moon for the professional astrono-
mer, but abundance of paintings,
drawings and photographs, which
give the appearance of its surface
as seen in powerful telescopes.

Let us remember that the moon is
a little over twenty-one hundred
miles in diameter; that it weighs,
bulk for bulk, about two-thirds what
the carth does, so that, in con-
sequence of this and its smaller size,
its total weight is only about one-
cightieth of that of our globe; and
that the force or gravity at its sur-
face being only one-sixth of what it
is here, eruptive explosions can send
their produects higher than in our
voleanoes. Its area is between four
and five times that of the United
States, and its average distance is a
little less than two hundred and
forty thousand miles.

This is very little in comparison
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with the great spaces we have been
traversing in imagination; but it is
absolutely very large, and across it
the valleys and mountains of this
our neighbour disappear, and pre-
sent to the naked eye only the vague
lights and shades known to us from
childhood as «the man in the moon,”
and which were the puzzle of the
ancient philosophers, who often ex-
plained them as reflecsions of the
earth itself, sent back to us from the
moon as from a mirror. It, atany
rate, shows that the moon always
turns the same face towards us, since
we always see the same “man,” and
that there must be a back to the
moon which we never behold at all;
and, in faet, nearly half of this
planet does remain forever hidden
from human observation.

The “man in the moon ” disappears
when we are looking in a teleseope,
because we are then brought so near
to details that the general ivatures
are Jost; but he can be seen in any
photograph of the full moon by view-
ing it at a sufficient distance, and
making allowance for the fact that
the contrasts of light and shade ap-
pear stronger in the photograph than
they are in reality. The best time
for viewing the moon, however, is
not at the full, but at the close of the
first quarter; for” then we see that
the sunlight, falling slantingly on
it, casts shadows which bring out all
the details so that we can distinguish
many of them even here. Most of
the names of the main features of
the lunar surface were bestowed by
the earlier observers in the infancy
of the telescope, when her orb

¢ Through optic glass the Tuscan artist

‘viewed,’
At evening from the top of Fiesole

Or in Valdarno, to desery new lands,
Rivers or mountains in her spotty globe.

The signs of age are on the moon.
It seems pitted, torn, and rent by the
past action of long-dead fires, till its
surface is like a piece of porous cin-
der seen through a magnifying-glass
—a burnt-out cinder of a planeg,
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which rolls through the void like a
rnin of what has been; and, more
significant still, this surface is wrin-
kled everywhere, till the analogy
with an old and shrivelled face, or
hand, or fruit, where the puckered
skin is folded about a shrunken cen-
tre, forces itself upon our attention,
and suggests a common eause,—:i
something underlying the analogy,
and making it more than a mere re-
semblance.

The moon, then, is dead; and if
it ever was the home of a race like
ours, that race is dead too. I have
said that our New Astronomy modi-
fics our view of the moral universe
as well as of the physieal one; nor
do we need a more pregnant instance
than in this before us. In these
days of the dceay of old creeds of
the Eternal, it has been sought to
satisfy man’s ycarning toward it by
founding a new religion whose God
is Humanity, and whose hope lies in
a future existence of our own race,
in whose collective being the indi-
vidual who must die may fancy his
aims and purposcs perpetuated in
an cndless progress. -But, alas for
hopes looking to this alone. Weare
here brought to face the solemm
thought that, like the individual,
though at a little further date, hu-
manity itself may die!
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Before we leave this dead world,
let us take a last glance at one of its
fairest scenes—that which we obtain
when looking at a portion on which
the sun is rising. Its- nearly level
rays streteh elsewhere over a surface
that is, in places, of a strangely
smooth texture, contrasting with the
ruggedness of the ordinary soil,
which, gathered into low plaits, with
the texture we have spoken of, look

¢ Like marrowy crapes of China silk,

Or wrinkled skin on sealded milk,™

as they l:w, soft and almost beautiful,
in the growing light.

When its first beams arc kindling,
the summits cast their shadows il-
limitedly over the darkening plains
away on the right, until they melt
away in the night—a night which
is not utterly blaek, for even here a
sutbdued radiance comes from the
earth-shine of our own world in the
sky.

Let us Icave here the desolation
about us, happy that we can come
back at will to that world, our own
familiar dwelling, where the mead-
ows are still green, and the birds
still sing, and where, better yet, still
dwells our own kind—surely the
world, of all we have found in our
wanderings, which we should our-
selves have cliosen to be our home.

A SOUL.

Savy not I have asoul: Tam asoul,
And have a body builded for my need,
That I, : soul, way in this great world-sehool

Study the Master's works.

My earthly house

Has wondrous windows ; mimic galleries lead
Divinest sounds to me,—deep lessons spelled
By loving lips, aud vast world-meladies.

I am a soul, sct in & sphere compact

Of traunsient clements.

Of these, a little hamlful serves for home,

For medium of touch “twixt me and carth,
The while I stay—gives fire and food and rvest.
Shall the base stuff strike into me a stain,
feave pungent, carthly odour?  Soul of all,
Attract e, lest the body should

Transcend a dwelling’s use.



MISSION WORK IN LABRADOR.

BY THE REV.

J. NEWDMAN.

“ To-day one wild, neglected race
We fervently commend
To Thee and to Thy word of grace ;
Lord visit and befriend. .
A people seattered, peeled and rude,
By land and ocean solitude
Cut off from every kinder shore,
In dreary Labrador.”

Tue work that has been done to
establish and extend the kingdom
of our Lord Jesus Christ on this
coast of the great American conti-
nent is not as fully known as it
ought to be. Other more inviting
ficlds have claimed attention, and
this tield, with its magnificent dis-
tances and great disadvantages, is
as yet comparatively little known.
Of late Dr. Grenfel, of the Deep Sea
Mission, has brought this coast be-
fore the world; and whilst we re-
joice in all that he has done, it is
only just that the Christian Church
should know what has been done by
others. No writer professing to give
an account of missionary work on
the Labrador coast can do so fairly
and fully unless there is the most
reasonable recognition of the work
done by previous labourers on that
rough, bleak coast.

Foremost among the Iatter stand
the brethren of the Moravian Chureh.
From personal experience after two
vears' residence on the Labrador
coast, I can testify to the far-reach-
ing influence of their work, not
simply as it respects the Eskimo,
but alse some of the Indians of the
interior, as well as thousands of
Newfoundlanders who in the sum-
mer time have visited their stations.

Before giving a description of my
own labours and travel I will en-
deavour to give a brief résums of
previous missionary work done
amid untold discouragements and
difliculties. The words of Jesus

—James Montyomery.

seem specially appropriate in this
case, “And herein is that saying
true, One soweth, and another reap-
eth. I sent you to reap that whereon
ye bestowed no labovr: other men
laboured, and ye are entered into
their labours.” (John iv. 37, 38.)

While the British Government was
extending its power under Robert
Clive in India, and struggling to re-
tain her hold on America, and fight-
ing bravely against the French to
gain Canada, the brethren of the
Moravian Church were nobly en-
deavouring to plant the flag for
Christ on this coast, and claim it for
Him in whom all the families of the
carth shall be blessed. Thisstruggle
continued for twenty years, viz., from
1750 to 1770. This mission is com-
prised within Lat. 55° 60" N. and
Long. 60° 65' W, extending from
Cape Webeck in the south to Cape
Chudleigh in the north.

The first proposal to commence
this Mission was made by a poor
sailor, John Christian Ehrhardt, who
was a member of the Moravian
Chureh, in 1750. The proposal was
taken up, but did not receive the
warmest support, by Count Zinzen-
dorf, at Herrnhut. They attempted
to gain access to Labrador through
the Hudsons Bay Company, which
for over a century previous had oc-
cupied trading posts on the coast.
Their request for permission to send
missionaries to the Company’s post
was not approved of.

A merchant in London named
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Nisbet then offered to help the
Brethren. He formed a company
with two others named Grace and
Bell, fitted out a vessel, and Ehr-
hardt had charge of the expedition.
They sailed from London in the ship
Hope, on the 17th of May, 1752, On
the 31st of July they reached a bay
in Lat. 55° 30" N,, and in grateful
remembrance called it Nisbet Har-
bour. Afterwards they continued
their journey up the shore, and a
company of Eskimo were seen on
the 13th of September. Ihrhardt
went ashore with the captain and
five of the crew in a boat full of
articles for barter. Not one of these
ever returned to the ship. After
several days’ waiting without seeing
any trace of the missing men the
ship returned to Nisbet Harbour.
In the course of the following year
an Amecrican captain found some of
the provisions and the remains of
the seven men. Jens Haven and
Christian Lawrence Drachart after-
wards succeeded in establishing
friendly relations with the natives.
In 1769 Commodore Sir H. Palliseer
brought three natives from Labrador
—Mikak, whose busband had been
killed in a fight with English trad-
ers, her little son six years old, and
a youth of fifteen called Karpik.
During Mikak’s stay in England she
was shown great Kindness, the
Dowager Princess of Wales and other
persons of rank being greatly in-
terested in her. She was taken
back to Labrador in a man.of-war,
and after her return she married
one named Tuglivina, and they
took the name of Palliseer, after
the Commodore. Mikak had fine
robes, a dress of white cloth, deco-
rated with gilt ornaments and lace,
and a gold medal with the likeness
of the king of England. She had
also a fine Jarge tent, the gift of
Comimodore Palliseer. Attired in
her robes she received the mission-
aries, and placed tbe tent at their
disposal. Meetings werc held in it,
and the Gospel message faithfully
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proclaimed. I spent my first New
Year's Eve on the coast in the house of
Mikak’s great-grandchildren. Ier
descendants arec numerous also in
Hamilton Inlet.

In the same vear that Mikak
visited kEngland His Majesty King
George III, by an order-in-council,
gave the Brethren a Dblock of land
containing one hundred thousand
acres, to be selected in the vicinity
of Iiskimo Bay. Since then the fol-
lowing stations have been formed,
viz, Nain, 1771; Okak, 1776 ; Ilope-
dale, 1782; Hebron, 1828; and Zoar,
1865. X¥rom the commencement of
these missions the missionaries have
carried on a barter trade with the
natives which has met almost the
entire expense. The missionary
ship takes out supplies each summer
for the natives, and brings back
their fur, fish, oil, ete.

Much might be written respecting
these missions, which like beacons
flash their cheering light on these
inhospitable shores. I will leave
the narrative of the glorious work
done by these heroic servants of God
during the last century and a quar-
ter to some abler pen than mine. I
have adduced it as a link in the
chain of events which, under God,
have done great things for this once-
benighted coast.

Next to the Moravian Church the
honour of attempting to establish
a permanent mission on the Labra-
dor coast belongs to the Methodist
Church. Some time between 1825
and 1830 the Wesleyan Methodist
Chureh in Newfoundland made an
cffort in this direction. The follow-
ing ministers successively were sent
to HMamilton Inlet, viz, Revs. I.
Hickson, Dr. R. Knight, G. Ellege
and C. Bates. Two of them re-
mained for the summer only, and
two, I am informed, stayed winter
and summer. The missionaries met
with much opposition, and one re-
tired from the station disheartened
at the manner in which he was
treated by the whites, and at the
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effeets of their bad example on the
natives *

The Rev. Mr. Ellege resided at
Cul-de-Sae, and had a servant man
named King, who taught the chil-
dren to read. Among these were
two sisters, who became Mrs. Mishe-
lin and Mrs. Campbell, and lived
‘o a good old age. The latter has
written the story of her life, which
was published a short time ago in
the St.John'’s Herald. These women
have taught many to read their
Bibles. I found both of them long-
ing for the consolation of Israel.
Upon my first visit Mrs. Mishelin
produced the hymn-book given her
by Mr. Ellege, and we sang together
the songs of Zion. I found the name
of this man of God greatly beloved.
A stone was pointed out to me at
Indian Harbour on which Mr. Ellege
used to stand and preach to audi-
ences composed of Newfoundland
and American fishermen, and men
belonging to foreign vessels.

The seed sown by these earnest,
faithful men of God has sprung up.
After the missionaries were with-
drawn, a Canadian named Brown-
son, who was agent for Hunt &
Henly, used to gather the people
together and teach them to sing
hymns. As far as I can learn he
was a Methodist, and appears to
have been a very useful man.
Among other things he taught them
to bury their d~ad in graves. IFor-
merly they simply laid the corpse
on the ground, and then piled large
stones over it to keep dogs, wolves
and other wild animals from it. The
burying-ground at Moliae, where
rest the mortal remains of this man
whose memory is so revered by the
natives, is a beautiful spot in the
summer time. The people missed the
servants of God, and often longed
for their return.

In 1857, in responsc to an invita-
tion received from the chief officer
of the Hudson’s Bay Company, the

* See Prof. H. Y. Hind's *“ The Labrador
Peninsuly,™ Vol I, p. 195.
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Moravian Brethren sent the Rev,
Mr. Elsner, who undertook a sledge
journey to Hamilton Inlet, in the
hope that missionary operations
might be commenced. He was very
hospitably received at the factory
near the mouth of the North-West
River, but found that the population
was small, chiefly composed of In-
dians whose places of residence were
scattered over a wide tract of coun-
try and often in places difficult of
access. The natives were in a posi-
tion of complete dependence upon
the trader at the station, which
would seriously interfere with regu-
lar missionary work. Henece no
further steps were taken in this
dircetion.

In the spring of the year 1870
another Moravian missionary, the
Rev. Mr. O'HHara, made a missionary
tour of three months between Hope-
dale and Sandwich Bay. After
the Methodist Church withdrew its
missionaries it continued to send a
minister in the summer season to
visit the coast. The pious Methodist
fishermen who go to Labrador in the
summer season have always held
their meetings, and have done much
good in this way. The coast has
also been visited by clergyvmen of
the Church of England, but until
our mission was formed I am not
aware that one was resident on the
coast so far north as this.

In 1883 the late Rev. J. Embree
visited the coast and reported to the
General Board of Missions, and they
decided to occupy the field. The
Conference of 1884 appointed me to
take charge of the work on this
coast. The Red Bay Mission is in
the Strait of Belle Isle, on the Labra-
dor side. The Hamilton Inlet Mis-
sion is comprised within Lat. 53°
55' N. and Long. 55° 60" W. This
includes & number of large bays
and islands along the shore. Hamil-
ton Inlet forms the head of the Mis-
sion. It is also called Aivektok, or
Invucktoke Bay, meaning walrus, as
the walrus formerly abounded there.
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Fskimo Bay is the name given by
the Indians of the interior, from the
Cree words, <«Ashki,” raw and
«mow,” to eat—eaters of raw flesh.
Gross Water Bay was the namc
given to it by the French.

It is the finest bay on the coast,
being upwards of thirty miles wide
at its entrance, and thence decreas-
ing until at Rigoulette, about fifty
miles from the sea, it is barely a
mile in width. Beyond Rigoulette
it extends inland about seventy
miles, and varies from a hundred
yards to 2 mile in width. Above
Bskimo Island the Bay expands
into Melville Lake, a magnificent
salt-water lake extending upwards
of ninety miles, and fully twenty-
five miles wide in one place. Nu-
wmorcus islands lie at the entrance
and within the Bay. Several great
rivers flow into the Inlet, the largest
being Hamilton River. About one
hundred miles from its mouth are
the Grand Falls, which are said to
exceed in grandeur the Falls of
Niagara. From the south end of
the Mission to the north is about
one hundred miles in a direct
line. The coast is much broken up
into bights and bays. This is true
also of the shores of each bay. The
interior abounds with lakes and
marshes, which in the winter season
are frozen and afford good travel-
ling. - For six months each winter
I travelled the whole distriet with
dogs and comatique and snow-shoes.
In the performance of this the first
winter I had the assistance of over
sixty different teams of dogs.

The natives of the coast of Labra-
dor are called Xskimo, and are a
race distinet from the Indians of the
interior. They are, as a rule, small
of stature, and they have large heads,
which are thickly covered with
black hair. The forehead is low,
and the eyes are large and gener-
ally dark. The nose seems flat, the
lips are thick, and the mouth large.
The men possess only small beards.
Their complexion varies, for some
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have a bright colour in their cheeks;
but generally they are dark—spe-
cially so in the spring. The Eskimo
are a nomadic race, dependent for
food and clothing almost entirely on
their success in hunting and fishing.
In the summer time they used to
pitch their skin tents along the
banks of the rivers or on the shores
of the inlets, and fish for salmon,
codfish, ete. Now they have small
«tilts,” or huis, built of wood, and
some of them get salmon nets on
hire from the Hudson’s Bay Com-
pany or the traders. They have
also boats like the settlers, as well
as their own native boats, which
they call «kayaks” The latter are
about fifteen feet long, and are made
of wood whiech is completely covered
with seal-skins. They are about
two feet six inches wide in the mid-
dle and about two feet deep, and
gradually taper to a point fore and
aft. In the centre is a small open-
ing into which the Eskimo thrusts
his legs, and sits down to row. A
single oar is used, each end of which
is flatteneq and rounded. Itisdipped
in the water from right to left, and
vice versa. The speed at which the
kayak is propelled is considerable,
and it is surprising how it will ride
the «top,” or slush ice. In the win-
ter the Iskimo move to different
parts of the bays along the coast.
Those on my mission wintered at
two places principally, viz, Back
Run and Karawala. The water is
not frozen at these places in the
winter, and so they catch with a
«jigger” an inferior kind of codfish
which abounds in the bay. Besides
this they hunt foxes, rabbits, par-
tridges, bears, deer, ete. In the
spring they move farther up the
bay for the purpose of shooting, or
spearing scals on the ice. The bay
seals keep holes open in the ice all
winter, and they come up through
these to breathe and sport themselves
on the ice. In the spring they bring
forth their young on the ice.
Different methods are adopted by
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the Eskimo to kill the seals. Some-
times they stand at the hole in the
ice, and when the seal appears they
spear it. At other times the seals
are aslecp on the ice, and then the
Iiskimo puts on his skin clothes and
crawls over the ice. If the seal
should notice them they wriggle
and roll like a seal to allay its sus-
picions. The seal,sa‘isfied that there
is no foe, falls asleep again. The
Eskimo crawls nearer, and when he
thinks he is near enough he fires,
invariably killing the seal.

The skins of the seals are used in
making boots and clothes. The men
wear a coat called a cossack, and the
women wear a similar one with a
large hood for carrying the baby.
Polygamy formerly existed among
this race, and even now the mar-
riage tie with some is very loose.
Cases of immorality are found among
this people, and this is largely owing
to the crowded state of their houses.
Several families are often huddled
together in one hut. These huts are
rudely built of wood, and in the
winter time are frequently covered
with snow. If you want to find
them you can do so by observing
the dogs lying around the stovepipe.

On one occasion I descended seven
steps of snow in order to get to the
front door of one of these huts. This
covering of snow helps to keep the
house warm, but often the large
stove which is used melts the snow
and fills the house with water. For-
merly the houses were lighted by
means of a stone lamp, which was
filled with seal oil. I have seen one
of these ancient lamps, the stone of
which was most peculiar. It had
the appearance of slate, but was
much softer. The lamp was about
ten inches long, and a handle was
formed at one end and a spout at
the other, and in the centre a hollow
was cut to contain the oil. A wick
made of cloth or moss was placed in
this hollow, and one end was passed
along the spout and lighted. Tin
lamps with a long spout are now
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gencrally used. These are filled
with seal oil, and have a wick passed
through the spout. A needle or piece
of wire is tied to the spout, and it is
used to prick out the wick as it burns
away.

IFformerly intoxicating liquor was
sold in the Bay, and many sad
stories are related of those who fell
vietims to this «fire-water.” The
Newfoundland Government passed
a law prohibiting the sale or gift of
liquor to any Iskimo or Indian
uader a penalty of two hundred dol-
lars. If such a prohibitory law is
good for Labrador, why should it
not be extended to all British North
America?

The ILskimo are very fond of
musie, and many of the men can
play the violin. These instruments
were formerly called into requisi-
tion at scenes of revelry, but they
are now consecrated to higher and
better uses. Many pleasant hours
have been spent teaching them
Methodist and Sankey’s hymns.
Their language is a great hindrance,
because it is so unlike any ISuropean
tongue. So great were the linguis-
tic obstacles that exactly one hun-
dred years passed before an Eskimo
translation of the Bible was finished.
The Moravian missionaries declare
that it would have been better to
have substituted the German or Eng-
lish language for the Eskimo.

Each family is supplied with a
book containing certain chapters of
the Bible, and a few prayers. They
have also hymn - books. Most of
them can read in their own tongue,
having learned to do so at the Mo-
ravian stations. I could give abun-
dant evidence to prove my former
statement respecting the widespread
influence of the labours of the Mo-
ravian missionaries.

It is truly impressive to see onc of
these men conduct worship with his
family. When present with them I
would sing a hymn and read a
chapter in English, and then they
would sing a hymn and read a
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chapter in their own tongue. They
understand English very well, and
so had the advantage of me in that
1 knew little Iskimo. It was very
affecting to hear them sing their
favourite hymn, «Alas, and did my
Saviour bleed.” Through our former
missionaries they are acquainted
with Methodist hymns, We always
enjoyed a service with them,and they
were very regular in their attend-
ance when service was held near
them. As I spoke from the words,
«But he was wounded for our trans-
gressions,” the people wept. The
story of the sufferings of Christ com-
pletely melted them. Some were
led to find rest and peace in Jesus.

The number of the Eskimo is de-
creasing. Many were Kkilled in the
fierce wars with the Montagnais;
others have fallen vietims to rum.
A large number were carried off by
smallpox.

The Indians of the interior of
Labrador are called Montagnais, or
Mountaineers, and Nasquapees. The
former range the country between
Hamilton Inlet and the Gulf of St.
Lawrence. They are akin to the
Crees of the Gulf, and speak the
same language. The latter are no
doubt of the same race, but take
their name from the interior, called
Nascopiland, or Height of Land.
One of my interpreters was an
Abenaki called Joe Peter. A few
weeks after I settled in Hamilton
Inlet Joe visited me. I found that
beside his native language he spoke
French, Cree, Eskimo and English.
I kept Joe a few days with me in
order to learn a little of the Indian
language, sufficient to enable me to
greet them. Joe once procured a
Bible, and when the priest came he
asked to see it, and Joe innocently
gave it to him, never to see it again,
for the priest spoke severely to him
and kept the book.

Possessing o good stock of Bibles
which had been given me by the
agent of the Bible Society in St.
John's, I said, «Now, Joe, I'll give
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you one, if you will promise to read
it.” His face brightened as he as-
sured me that he would, and read it
to the other Indians also. I gave
him the Bible and a number of
tracts, In the winter I wus driving
with dogs and comatique over Moliac
Pond and found Joe camped by the
side of the Pond. Over the entrance
to his wigwam floated a piece of
canvas. Raising this, with a good
stoop 1 entered, and was greeted
with cries of «Theneitin,” which
means, “How are you?” In the
c¢entre, on a bank of sand, there was
a fire, and around this were spread
boughs of spruce on which Joe and
his two daughters were seated. We
were invited to take a seat, and so
we squatted in tailor fashion, and
then began to talk. I asked for his
Bible, and reaching over to a parcel
packed in the side of the tent, he
produced a small box which he had
made to contain the Book of books.
After answering a few questions for
him I read and explained the fif-
teenth chapter of Luke, and then
prayed. Bidding him «Yama,” that
is, «Good-bye,” I took my departure,
having a long distance to go that
day.

At North-West River I met a tribe
of Indians for the first time. They
are of average height and are very
lithe and active. Their features are
better formed than those of the
Eskimo, the profile being more even.
That which seems to arrest attention
most is the remarkable sparkle of
their eyes. The Indian women re-
minded me of the gipsy girls often
seen in England. They are fond of
rich and rare coloured ribbons, ete.

The Indians are a nomadic tribe
and live prineipally by hunting and
fishing. In the summer time they
travel from place to place in their
canoes. There is a complete canoe
route between Hamilton Inlet and
the Gulf of St. Lawrence, and also
between each of these and Ungava
Bay in the far north. In the winter
the Indians remove to the forest,
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where they hunt the marten, beaver,
otter, lynx, deer, bear, rabbit and
partridge.

They travel from place to place
on snowshoes, and will go a distance
of fifty miles in one day. when
travelling, the women carry the
loads on their backs. Small birch
sleighs are used by the men, and
their baggage is well and closely
packed and lashed on these sleighs.
In former times, when rum was
freely used among them, the men
would get drunk, and when drunk
they were violent. To keep them
from harming themselves, or anyone
else, the women would slip a seal-skin,
such as they lash up their things in,
over them and then lash them up,
and, binding themn on the sleigh,
haul them along. Thisis a splendid
straight jacket for drunkards.

Having reached the head of the
Inlet at Travaspene, some twenty
miles up the Grand River, I heard
of the illness of Louis, the Iroquois
interpreter, and resolved to visit
him. Joe Mishelin, the planter at
whose house I was staying, resolved
to go with me, so we harnessed up
the dogs next morning, and after a
drive of some sixteen miles reached
Goose Bay River. I found Louis
looking very ill, and I quoted the
tirst few verses of the fifth chapter
of Second Corinthians, and applied
it to his case. «Al,” said he, “me
feel it,” and putting his hand on his
chest he said, “My body weak.” I
told him of the home where the in-
habitants never say they are sick.

AsTexplained how Jesus had opened-

up the way to this home and had
gone to prepare a place for us, the
big tears stood in his bright eyes
and rolled down his weather-heaten
face. 1 read the fifteenth chapter
of Luke and explained it and then
sang a few hymns. Itwas now four
o'clock, and as a little snow was fall-
ing we agreed to spend the night
with them. After an earnest talk
with Sam he accompanied me on a
visit to the other Michewops. We
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visited some four tents, and talked,
sang and prayed in each. We were
very hospitably entertained at tea
time, and the best the camp con-
tained was set before us. After tea
all the Indians assembled in Louis’
house, and I sang and explained
hymns to them, and closed by read-
ing and explaining the third chap-
ter of St. John. The people expressed
their pleasure, and the interpreter
said, «That’s what we like to hear.”
Promising to see them the next
morning, they all retired about
eleven o'clock, and I lay down with
a bear-skin for a mattress, and the
best coverlet that could be found.
The loud murmur of voices engaged
in talking over what they had heard
kept me awake for awhile. O how
I prayed God to save them, and with
these thoughts fell asleep.

The following morning I made a
hurried call at each tent, and after
breakfast they all gathered on the
shore to bid me «Yama "—«Good-
bye.”

I never lost an opportunity to
speak with them, and to open to
them the Seriptures. A few weeks
before I left the coast a number of
them came and camped near my
place at Lester’s Point. Here in the
forest shade I sang, read. talked and
prayed with them. I believe that
some of these shall come from the
north and sit down with Abraham
and Isaac and Jacob in the kingdom
of God.

The most numerous on the coast
are the settlers who have intermar-
ried with the Eskimo. The Rev.
Mr. O’'Hara found the number of
these to be about cight hundred.
«There are,” he says, “Roman
Catholics, Wesleyans, Baptists, Pres-
byterians and Lutherans; and Ameri-
can, English, Dane, Norwegian and
Russian nationalities. To ecarry
on religious work is very difficult
owing to the immense distances
which have to be traversed. This
task was undertaken by the Meth-
odist Church, and entrusted to me to
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accomplish as far as I could. The
population comprised within the
Mission, including the Indians, was
about thirteen hundred. These are
the permanent settlers, but in the
summer season thousands of New-
foundlanders visit the coast for the
purpose of fishing.

I reached the scene of my labours
on August 12th, 1884, and was
kindly received by the chief officer
of the Hudson’s Bay Company at
Rigoulette. Through his kindness
I opened service on the Sabbath in
one of the Company’s stores. We
had a large attendance and enjoyed
the Master’s presence. Some who
did not attend were surprised to
learn that the preacher did not
dance and jump and knock the
table over. «He bain’t a Ranter,
then,” said one. «These Ranters
that comes on th’ shore mak’ an
awful n’ise.”

From this point I worked my way
around the Bay, visiting from house
to house, and holding services wher-
ever convenient. Leaving the Bay
I visited the fishing stations along
the coast. By means of the steam-
ship Hercules 1 reached the north
side of Hamilton Inlet and held
services among the Newfoundland
fishermen in many places.

After a fortnight’s absence I re-
entered the Bay, having held fifteen
services, all of which were well at-
tended, and some of them crowned
with divine blessing. The people
having invited me to visit them in
their winter quarters, and having
promised to convey me from place
to place with their dogs and coma-
tiques, 1 decided to go forth in the
name of the Lord. I could truly
say that I did not know whither I
went. I provided myself with every
requisite-—skin clothes, snow-shoes,
and sleeping-bag. The latter was
made with seal-skins, lined with un-
dressed deer-skin and blanketing.
I had also plenty of material in the
form of day-school books, ete, Bibles,
Sunday - school literature, and a
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latter were the gift of the late
Sparks Green, Esq., of Brigus. I
crossed the Bay to Double Mere, and
from that point travelled around
Hamilton Inlet—literally preaching
from house to house. I encoun-
tered some rough weather, but
reached home safely about ten
o’clock on New Year'’s Eve.

My plan was to gather the chil-
dren together and teach them. This
was difficult at first as the children
were so bashful and timid. Even
boys in their teens cried at first and
refused to stand up for lessons. All
this soon passed away, and they
looked and longed for the visit of
the missionary. After teaching and
catechizing the children a preaching
service was held. All these services -
were seasons of grace.

Travelling in the fall of the year
is attended with much hardship and
danger. Let one incident suffice for
many that could be given. One
morning three of us left the head of
Double Mere with & team of dogs
and comatique. We kept the south
side of the bay, and soon found the
ice bad. The shores were high and
the cliffs precipitous. We had to
chop with the axe niches for our feet,
and in this way climb around the
shore for a long distance. This de-
layed us, and caused us to be be-
nighted miles away from any house.
We cntered the forest and camped
for the night. The worst was that
we had nothing to eat, and not even
a kettle to boil water. 'We prepared
our camp and made a good tire. The
forest was dense, and through the
trees the stars peeped down upon us.
‘We made the best of our condition,
and joined in the hymn,

T sing the almighty power of God.”

After reading a portion of Seripture
we joined in prayer and found God
very near. I agreed to take turns
with the men and watch. I slept
soundly in my sleeping-bag until
midnight, and then lay awake to
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atch. During my watch a large
spark flew out of the fire and fell
on one of the men and set his clothes
on fire. It was soon, however, put
out. Next morning we were very
hungry, but as the weather was fine
we pressed on our way. 'The dogs
were the worst off, so I went hunting
partridges and got five. These were
soon dovoured by the dogs. At
length we reached a planter’s house
and were well cared for.

After this trip I remained home
but a few days, and then started for
Sandwich Bay. We had rough
weather during this journey, but
the presence of the Master in the
services more than paid us for all
the hardship by the way. On the
6th of May I finished travelling with
snow-shoes and dogs and comatique,
having covered in all over two
thousand miles.

On the 17th of June the ice broke
up in the Bay, and then I prepared
to visit the Newfoundland fishermen
on the coast. I held twenty-three
preaching services,—one on the deck
of a vessel, two in the open air, and
the rest in houses and stores. Visited
many vessels and the families of the
fishermen. Owing to the weather
being stormy we did not get further
south than Independent Harbour.

Here a painful event had hap-
pened. It appears that when the
men arrived on the coast it was the
Sabbath. Some of them, eager to
secure the best places, were tempted
to put out their killoeks for mooring
their traps. One young man, at
whose father’s house *prayers” had
been held every year, vowed that
because of this no #prayers”—mean-
ing service—should be held. Every
Sabbath he would push off in his
boat and go for a «cruise” to
one harbour or another. This boat
had now become his coffin, for it was
lost with him and another young
man and a little girl on board.
Never shall 1 forget the deep im-
pression which this made upon the
minds of the fishermen, and at the
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close of the service strong men wept
as they requested prayer to be made
for them.

A few days after I reached home
the coast was swept by a terrific
gale. It raged from Saturday
night until Tuesday. A large num-
ber of vessels were wrecked on the
shore of my mission and some sixty
lives lost. The stcamer was kept
busy taking the shipwrecked crews
off the coast. Many valuable cargoces
of fish were lost. The winter began
under a cloud, and owing to the
steamer not calling in the Bay I was
cut off from the outside world for
over nine months. This winter was
spent in travelling, teaching and
preaching as before. God was
pleased to own the labour, and at
several places souls were saved.
This cheered us amid the great diffi-
culties, discouragements and hard-
ships incident to this work.

During the second winter I had a
team of dogs of my own and hired
a man as driver. In the fall of the
vear we met with many severe
snow - storms. Two days before
Christmas Day, sceing the sky looked
dark and ominous, I feared a snow-
storm, and so resolved to force a
march. We reached Vally’s Bight
about noon and pressed on. We
found that the ice had been broken
up, and it was very rough around
Charlie’s Point. We had not pro-
ceeded far beyond this when we
were driven into camp by the storm.
We remained in camp until two
o'clock in the morning, when seeing
the wind had changed to the north-
west and fearing the drift, as we
were an a lee shore, we pressed on
again, and after a hard tramp for
six hours over rough ice reached
Lowlands Point at eight o’elock.
Here we breakfasted. Shortly after
we met with a large seal, killed it,
and buried it in the snow.

We found the travelling worse as
there was a crust on the snow. We
travelled all day and at six o'clock
in the evening—Christmas Eve—we
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were driven into camp again by
another snow-storm. We were now
ten miles or more from the house we
hoped to reach. Our provisions were
exhausted, and we had only ten
raisins and a piece of cheese. After
treading down the snow and chop-
ping off a few branches and spread-
ing them on the snow I lay down in
my sleeping-bag too weary to wait
for the fire to burn or the kettle to
boil. I had walked some thirty
miles on snow-shoes and had trav-
elled from two o'clock in the morning.

It was about seven o'clock in the
evening when we camped, and [
slept until eleven o'clock. When I
awoke I found myself covered with
snow which had fallen from the
trees. We decided to move on, and
at once left our camp. The place
where we eamped was a point of land
in Mulligan Bight, and so we named
the point « Raisins and Cheese.”

We found the snow deeper as we
entered the Bight and the cold was
very severe. It must have been at
least forty degrees below zero. It
was lower than that next day. We
reached the house of Mr. J. Campbell
at two o'clock on Christmas Day in
the morning. On our return trip
we were overtaken by another storm,
and in this case I had to set the com-
pass and steer our way through a
blinding north-east snow-storm. At
length we made land. My driver
was confidént that we had gone too
far. This is the way persons are
deceived, and many perish often
through making this mistake. They
imagine that they travel faster than
they really do. «Well,” said I, « be-
fore we go any further we must have
something to eat.” We opened the
comatique box, and after refreshing
ourselves we struck a match and
upon looking at the compass found
we were on our right course. Just
as we started the flash of a light was
seen and with the ery of «House,
dogs, house!” we threw ourselves
on the comatique, and were soon out
of the pitiless storm.
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Space will not admit of farther
incidents of travel. The travelling
in the spring is much easier and far
more enjoyable, A small team of
dogs will then travel a long distance
in aday. I became so familiar with
these dogs and their strange names
that I missed them very much when
I left the coast. For some eight
months I had travelled with them in
all kix s of weather and from place to
place around the extensive mission.
I can understand the attachment of
the circuit-rider to bis horse.

In drawing this imperfect sketch
of missionary work in Labrador to
a close I would commend this part
of the Lord’s vineyard to the sym-
pathy, support and prayers of all our
Methodist people. Whilst we do not
ignore what others are doing for the
elevation, education, and salvation
of the people on this coast, we claim
for Methodism the rightful share
of honour. Eternity alone will
reveal the result of the toil and
travel of those years, but the Lord
was pleased to give visible results,
and we rejoiced at the end of the two
years over some forty converted
souls. Shortly before leaving the
coast I climbed a mountain and sur-
veyed the coast far and near. O
how my heart went out towards the
people on these desolate shores! 1
looked upon the distant mountains,
with their ice-bound peaks flashing
back the light of the sun, and wished
for the time when the inhabitants of
the land of the Himalayas, and the
Andes, the Rockies and the swarthy
tribes of Africa, and the inhabitants
of all lands, with the tribes of this
shore, shall be all blessed in Jesus,
and shall call Him blessed. The
words of that inspiring missionary
bymn sprang to my lips, and leaping
on to the highest point of rock I
raised my hat and sang with all my
soul:

“Jesus shall reign where'er the sun
Doth his suceessive journeys run s
His kingdom stretch from shore to shore,
Till suns shall rise and set no more.”
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Dr. Milligan came in July and
visited the Bay. He visited several
places, preached and administered
the Sacrament. Ireturned with the
Doctor to St. John’s in August. This
work is being carried on, and in ad-
dition to the men resident at Red
Bay and Hamilton Inlet, one of the
Newfoundland ministers isappointed
each summer to visit and work
among the Newfoundland fishermen.
All this means hard work, as those
know who are acquainted with the
coast.

In conclusion permit me to bear
testimony to the good work done by
the MNewfoundland Government in
providing medical assistance for the
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large number of fishermen sent down
on that coast. It is no holiday task
either for missionaries or doctors to
labour on the Labrador coast. Great
risks are often run in going off from
place to place in boats. I gladly
bear witness to work done by those
gentlemen, whom I learned to esteem
highly for their work’s sake. Drs.
Skelton, Forbes and White I found
ready for every good work. In-
terested as I am in all that tends to
benefit the people of Labrador I re-
joice in the good work undertaken
by the Deep Sca Mission. This is a
move in the right direction. May
God bless every such effort and God
save Labrador.

METHODISM :

A LAYMAN'S

MOVEMENT.*

BY REV. E. A. SCHELL, D.D.

THERE is but one priest in Chris-
tianity—Jesus the great High Priest
who is passed into the heavens. All
we are laymen. Christianity is a
religion of the heart, not of the tem-
ple. We are its temples. The older
religions, Jewish and pagan, con-
sisted mainly of pompous ceremonies
administered by a priestly order;
they required a priest and a temple
and a set occasion for the elabora-
tion of cercmonies. Basilicas and
cathedrals have their model in the
Jewish temple and not in the ecclesia
held in the house of Jason, or Aquila,
or Gaius. His holiness the Pope, his
eminenece the ecardinal, and my lord
bishop with his swarm of prelates,
do not succeed to the twelve laymen
with which Christianity began, but
to the Jewish and pagan priesthoods
present in their gorgeous robes at
the funeral of faith in the year of
Rome 753. Christianity is not found
alone in splendid temples where
music and the arts captivate the
emotions, nor in an establishment

that maintains, as Lord Selborne
once said, “one gentleman in every
parish”; but it is enshrined in the
home, in the workshop, along the
marts of trade—wherever there is a
heart that is open there is the altar
of our faith. All are ministers and
laymen. There is no difference in
their relation to God or the chureh,
and there are as many of them as
there are Christian men and women.
The foundations of the church
were laid in laymen, in the apostles
and prophets. The apostles were
all laymen. From Simon Peter to
Judas, the brother of James, there
was not a priest among them. They
had, as you have, :* is trug, the high-
est and holiest commission for their
work, and had it from their Lord
Christ. But it is plain that they
had no valid orders, as validity was
measured in those days or in ours.
Early the ecclesia of Jerusalem
chose seven Iaymen of good report—
the deacons. Stephen and Philip
were among them—=Stephen, who

* From the North-Western Christian Advocate,
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first climbed the ladder of martyr-
dom, and Philip, the evangelist to
diseased and possessed and deluded
Samaria. Presently we learn that &
great company of priests were obe-
dient to the faith. Where did they
learn the faith? Why, from these
devout and enthusiastic laymen who
had a better understanding of the
truth of God than the priests had,
and were an example and inspira-
tion to the priests, as good laymen
have been upoun ten thousand ocea-
sions since that day. The church
at Antioch was founded by laymen,
and when Paul and Barnabas, both
laymen, set out on their great mis-
sionary tour they had none other
than a layman’s commission. They
took along John Mark to baptize the
converts, for Paul insisted that the
Lord's commission to a layman was
«not to baptize but to preach.”
When Mark failed them the two
laymen continued their missionary
Jjourney a2lone. Luther was nothing
in church history until a pope un-
frocked and excommunicated him;
made him, in faet, a layman.
Methodism was a revival by lay-
men.  As the mountains are up-
heaved by natural forces under-
neath, so the greatest upward move-
ment since St. Paul was given to
religion when John Wesley sent out
his glorious company of lay preach-
ers. In the heart of the masses lies
a deep religious sense, and those
early local preachers touched it.
The life and fire of aggressive Meth-
odism was like a revelation from
heaven to the rustic and the miner
and the squire. While the estab-
lished clergy hurried through the
service, or intoned «Submit your-
selves to all governors, spiritual pas-
tors, and masters,” these lay preach-
ers stood forth on the hillsides and
under the spreading tree. They
were friends and neighbours, worked
on the same shift in the mine, or in
the same field with those to whom
they spoke. Iow they startled the
world as they stood there with an
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eloquence born of zeal and faith and
testified to their experience. They
led the villagers in enraptured songs
that swept past the empty churches
guarding like sentinels a dreary
past. Methodism was not born in a
college. It was born in the streets
of London, out in the highways and
under the hedges of Old England.
American Methodism is of the sane
type.  Asbury organized only what
Embury, Williams, Strawbridge,
and Captain Webb had begun to
win. They had preceded him in
the school-houses and in the ficlds,
and, without sacraments or church
authorization, had kindled the re-
vival fires that leaped from valley
to valley, and from state to state,
like the leaping flames from the
Seaur of Lemmos to the watching
roof of Ithaca. Ministers in Mecth-
odism are lcaders rccognized by
Jaymen. Laymen vote them their
license in the quarterly conference;
laymen recommend their admission
to the annual conference; laymen
participate in their election to the
episcopacy. Methodism is one great
assemblage of laymen.

Four duties, to my mind, rest upon
the Methodist laymen. Before all
others, let me put lay assistance in
revivals. The minister by vote of
his brethren has been appointed
leader, and every pastor must at
some time or other become an evan-
gelist. It is the business of the lay-
men to co-operate with him. No
regiment ever won a battle in which
the colonel did all the fighting. Lay-
men can carry, as no one else can,
the revival fire into the homes and
occupations of the people. Paul had
his trade, and worked at it; but he
did not fill head and heart with it to
the exclusion of that great business
which brought him to Philippi,
Athens, Corinth and Rome. «This
one thing I do” did not mean with
him tent-making. The church ought
to double itself every year, yvet hun-
dreds have never won a soul. These
lavmen are to visit, and preach, and
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testify, and pray, and sing—not hire
other people to do their singing for
them, but to sing as in the days of
early Methodism, when the voices of
laymen wafted the hymns of the
church from the village green to
the vaulted heavens with a swell
and volume like the sound of many
waters. Compared to that magnifi-
cent psialmody, the modern quartette
choir is like an attempt to make a
Niagara with four buckets of water.

The political duty is as plain.
We owe it to the state and to the
church and to Ged to participate in
public matters. There is no place
under the stars where the laymen of
Methodism have a greater duty, save
in the revival, than at the caucus
and convention and voting booths.
We have a duty there as Methodists,
and we have a right there, and woe
to the state where high-minded Meth-
odist laymen forget that our patri-
otic duty is our Christian duty. The
timid and the spiritual and refined
must not shrink from this high privi-
lege. Freemen must have courage
enough and nerve enough to visit
every form of civie corruption with
swift, sudden and condign punish-
ment at the ballot-box. Liberty is
no liberty, and Methodism is no
Methodism, that shrinks from con-
tact and conflict with the ward heel-
er and the party boss. Methodism
has been in polities from the begin-
ning. Horace Walpole once sneer-
ingly said of Lady FElizabeth Hast-
ings: «The queen of the Methodists
got her daughter appointed lady of
the bedchamber to the princesses.”
One of the fortunate things about it
was that Lady Elizabeth Hastings
would not let the princesses play
cards, so Walpole could sneer once
more and say, “It is off again.”
Every Methodist ought to bea citizen
Christ.  Let him who doubts it read
Wesley'’s sermon on «Society for the
reformation of manners,” which will
absolutely disprove that vou can be
a Methodist, much less a Christian,
and keep out of politics.  All hail to
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the citizen Methodist; to the presi-
dent of this occusion; to the distin-
guished senator who has just spoken :
to his honour the mayor; and all
honour to the citizen church led by
Speaker Crisp, Premier Bowell, Rick-
ards, Pattison and McKinley.

The social influence exercised by
the laity is all important. Edward
Gibbon, in his famous fiftcenth chap-
ter, in which he assigns the reasons
for the rapid progress of Christianity,
gives, first of all, the zeal and social
spirit of the early Christians. Moun-
tains of difficulty and prejudice are
removed by social intercourse. Re-
ligion must touch the whole life, and
the Christian is needed in society.
Worldliness and extravagance, caste
and prejudice are there, and the
Christian’s duty is to be there and
cast them out. We need 2 majority
everywhere. By-and-bye, when real
Christians, and not scared Christians,
go into society they will reform it.
In that swift coming day a man with
a bad character will be treated like
a man with no coat and an unclean
face. Ever since Jesus came and
went to the wedding in Cana, so-
ciety has been growing better. It
is full of higher thinking and nobler
impulses. What glee the devil would
have if he could put a high stonc
wall between the church and the
world—a wall without doors or win-
dows, and then seatter broken glass
on the top of it so that no one could
climb over. In society are those for
whom Christ died. There are the
kings and millionaires, and keen
wits and bright intellects, whv only
wait for the cultivated and the re-
fined to come and win them to a
nobler life and a sweeter experience.
When our noblest go into society,
not as rominal Christians, but as
real ones, and go for Jesus' sake,
they will bring kings and million-
aires to the altars of the church, ask-
ing, « What must I do to be saved ?”

But the supreme opportanity is
for the JMethodist laymen to ally the
church once more with the masses




Methodism: A Layman's Jlovement.

Most of our laymen are enthusiasti-
cally disposed toward the working-
man. A few, from disposition, in-
terest, and from lack of knowledge,
are lukewarm. The Methodist Church
is the church of the people. In the
country districts our work has been
more under the charge of the lay
element, and therefore its democratic
leanings have been more pronounced
than in the large cities. Even there
the number of laymen who hold im-
portant offices, and the intelligence
and political courage of many of our
preachers, attest still the democratic
power of Methodism.

When Wesley and hislocal preach-
ers went to the miners of Cornwall
and Northumberland they made
Methodism the dominant faith in
those districts for five generations—
until this hour. A miner is a strong
personality. IIe has the physical
strength of the farmer and the as-
tuteness of the town mechanic; and
the miner found in Methodism & faith
in keeping with his own sturdy na-
ture. The miners of England now
toil under happier conditions, won
after many fierce struggles. Fut be
it ever remembered that in those
struggles for better conditions Meth-
odism sympathized with him and
helped him organize to win them.
The Methodist local preacher was
his leader. By preaching he bad
developed the eloquence of speech
necessary for leading the masses.
This same local preacher was skilled
in the art of organization, for he has
aided to organize classes and cir-
cuits. Name after name of those
who helped to organize the great
Northumberland strike of 1831 (and
men of all classes will justify that
strike), and were imprisoned for it,
were Methodist local preachers.
Memories of such times live long in
the minds of the people. Neither
the neglect of the Established
Church, nor the sympathy of Meth-
aodism in those long and weary
years, has ever been forgetten. It
sank deep into their hearts, and
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made the miners to this hour the
vigorous opponents of the one and
the valued disciples of the other.
Can any more striking tribute to
this Methodist influence perpetuated
among miners be given than to say
that of the five members in the
House of Commons all are Method-
ists, and four are local preachers;
that in the last Parliament there
were six; and that the first labour
member ever cleeted to Parliament,
Thomas Burt, was a Methodist and
the son of a local preacher? The
same is true of the agricultural
members. Joseph Areh, who organ-
ized the farmers of the jsland and
won a vietory for them against the
combined landlords of England, was
a Methodist local preacher, and was
sent to Parliament for it. Henry
Broadhurst and Charles Fenwick,
parliamentary committee for the
labour electoral union, are local
preachers.

Hon. Carroll D. Wright, in the
tenth census of the United States,
referring to the industrial revolution
of the last century, says that «the
religious revival work of the Wes-
leys was one of the most powerful
factors in the combination of forces
essential to the establishment of the
new industrial order.” That force
crystallized in the loeal preacher
and class-ieader.

Brethren, it is indifference, not
unbelief, that has laid hold on the
masses. They have always yearned
for a church that will preach and
exemplify the dignity of labour.
Methodism ought to be that church.
It is the part of denominational wis-
dom. They make their own fortunes
who serve the people well. Losses in
such a cause, greatly as they would
be deplored, would be infinitesimal
when coinpared to the nobility of the
duty, the lofty spiritual elevation
conscquent upon it, and the marvel-
lous gains. It would mean the ap-
plication of the religious principle
to social transformation, and that, in
the ever-memorable words of Mazzini,
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would be to “elevatedemocracy to the
dignity of a religious party and give
Christianity a world-wide victory.”
Often the laity has saved the
church. Who does not know that
many an old prophet who stayed
the decline of religion under the old
dispensation was not of the priest-
hood, nor even from the school of
the prophets? The laymen of Meth-
odism must likewise save the church
from the rarefaction that afilicts the
body at high altitudes, and the world
from the putridity which afflicts it
at its depths. No more powerful les-
son was ever conveyed in history to
the churches of to-day than by the
lay movement of Romanism in the
days of St. Francis. The church had
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come to be an assemblage of priests.
They denied the cup to the laity be.
cause they might spill it in receiv-
ing it. The church was the centre
of culture and the repository of
wealth. St. I°rancis, a layman, saw
the necessity of laying hold of the
masses, and persuaded the churel
to countenance his lay brotherhood,
the Franciscans. The members of
this brotherhood swarmed every-
where, and in two centuries they
embedded Romanism in Spain, Italy,
and parts of Germany, so that three
centuries of reforming zeal have
been unable to shake it. Wesley,
taught by experience, went to the
masses of England, and to-night the
world bears tribute to his service.

RETROSPECT.

*Thou shalt remember all the way which the Lord thy God led thee.”—~Deut. viii. 2.

HE was better to me than all my hopes,
He was better than all my fears
He made a bridge of my broken works,
And arainbow of my tears.
The billows that guarded my sea-girt path
But carried my Lord on their crest ;
When I dwell on the days of my wilderness
warch,
T can lean on His love for the rest.

He emptied my hands of my treasured store,
And His covenant love revealed ;

There was not a wound in my aching heart
But the balm of His blessing healed.

Oh! tenderand true was the chastening sove,
In wisdom, that tanght and tried,

Till the soul that He sought was trusting in

Him,

Amd nothing on earth heside.

He guided by paths that I could not see,
By ways that I have not known ;

The crooked was straight and the rough

made plain

As I followed the Lord alone.,

I praise Him still for the pleasant palms,
And the water springs by'the way ;

For the glowing pillar of flame by night,
Aund the sheltering cloud by day.

There is light for me on the trackless wild,
As the wonders of old I trace,

When the Gad of the whole earth went hefore
To search me a resting-place.

Never a watch on the dreariest halt
But some promise of love endears ;

I vead from the past that my future shall

e
Far better than all my fears.

INCOMPLETENESS.

EY JAMES CLARENCE HARVEY.

[ woNpER if ever a song was suny
But the singer’s heart sang sweeter:
T wonder if ever a rhyme was rung,
But the thought surpassed the metre.

I wonder if evera sculptor wrought

Tillthe cold stone echoed his ardent thought :
Or if ever a painter with light and shade
The dream of his inmost heart portrayed.

T wonder if ever a rose was found
And there might not be a fairer;

Or if ever a glittering gem was ground
And we dreamed not of a rarer.

Ah ! never on carth do we find the best
But it waits for us in the land of rest :
And a perfect thing we shall never behold
Till we pass the portals of shining gold.



THE MINISTER'S WIFE.

BY R. MURRAY GILCHRIST,

JANE BaTeEMAN drew the sombre
red curtains of the parlour window,
and lighted the reading-lamp. Out-
side the wind was sighing weirdly
over the frost-bound moors, and the
sky was heavy with the approach of
snow. Her husband was to return
before six o’clock; he had gone to
pray with an old local preacher,
who was dying at his homestead on
the hilltop, and Jane knew that he
would be tired with the rough walk.

After a while she went into the
kitchen to see if everything was in
order. A middle-aged woman, who
had kept Luke Bateman’s house be-
fore his marriage, was sitting near
the fire, hemming deftly the end of
a linen sheet.

«Is the minister's tea quite ready ?”
Jane said. «He will be cold and
worn-out.”

“ Ay, ay, ma'am, 'tis 2’ ready. Th’
kettle's just singin’ an’ th’ cakes are
hot.”

Jane thanked her and went away.
The woman watched her through
the open door and along the passage.

«If ever there was idiots i’ th’
woodlands, ’tis now,” she muttered
to herself. «She'’s the prattiest an’
th’ best-hearted lass as could be met
wi'i’a twenty-days’march. Ireckon
'tis ’cause she’s a foreigner.”

A light tap eame to the front door,
and Jane ran blithely to open it for
the minister. He was a tall, well-
made man, with a boy’s face and a
ready smile. He brought in a whiff
of the frozen moorland. When the
door was closed, he caught Jane’s
face between his cold hands and
kissed it tenderly.

«It’s like one's young ideal of
home,” he said. «The dearest woman
in the world to welcome me, and a
houseful of light and warmth!”

She drew him to the little parlour,

and took her place at the head of the
table. He stood for a moment warm-
ing his hands at the fire, and wateh-
ing her movements as she poured
out the tea. She was tall and slen-
der, with an admirably shapen face
and luminous eyes; her hair was of
a pale glossy brown; her long white
hands were strongly and beautifully
made.

«Sit down, Luke,” she said. «I
want to hear what you've heen
doing.”

He took his chair. «It has been
a very strange experience, Janey,”
he said. «I don’t think I ever
imagined anyone suffering such
agony. But the wonderful thing
ahout it was, that though his whole
body was contorted with pain, so
great is his trust in God that he
never let one word of complaint fall
from his lips....He told me of his
early struggles against doubt.. ..
His experience was not unlike my
own.”

A silence followed. Jane broke
it at last. «They are good people
here,” she said wistfully. «I never
dreamed of finding such true no-
bility as theirs. But they don't take
to me. Oh, Luke, I wish they did.
It's the biggest desire I have.”

«They only want to know you,
Janey, and then, I promise you,
when they once understand you it
will be all right. They are strong,
independent folk, and it takes them
a long time to accept anyone.

«I forgot to tell you, Jancy, that
the harmonium came to-day; it's in
the chapel now. I met Mrs. Olleren-
shaw as I came back this evening.
You know it's her son Joe whom I
want to undertake the music. He's
a clever lad, and from what I hear
is considered a very promising
player. Tasked her to step in with
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Lkim about half-past seven and let us
hear his performance. You'll not
mind, will you? Mrs. Ollerenshaw
is not very impressionable, but I've
heard of many good things that she's
done.”

Just as he finished speaking the
door-bell was rung sharply, and im-
mediately afcerwards the servant
ushered in a lean and tall old ma-
tron, who wore an antiquated coal-
seuttle bonnet, and a black shawl
that almost covered her silk gown.
She responded coldly to Janes ad-
vances, and refused to doff her out-
door things. The boy was about
sixteen, & brown-skinned fellow with
a large, serious forehead. Jane sat
beside him and began to talk about
music. She soon discovered that
his favourite composer was Handel,
and that he thought there was no
composition equal to the « Hallelujah
Chorus.”

His mwother sat talking to the
minister, ever and anon easting cold
glances at Jane. She was one of the
conservative hill-folk, who consider
nothing worthy that comes from be-
yond the borders of the Peak. “Vhen
Luke had chosen a wife from the
south she had been the first to com-
plain, and her barbed innuendos had
often torn the minister's flesh. She
had resolutely closed her heart
against the stranger, and of late
Jane had given up all hope of touch-
ing her affection.

Withal she was a tender mother,
and a woman whose hand was ever
outstretched to succour the poor and
needy. Sharp-tongued and bitter
she might be, but there were many
who spoke of her as a true helper of
her people. -

«1 dunnot suppose you'll care for
such music as Joe plays, Mrs. Bate-
man,” she said acidly. «They tell
me as London folk fancy operas an’
such like best.”

Indeed, no,” Jane replied, with
some warmth. «There is no music
I am fonder of than Handel’s. Your
son and I have just been agreeing
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about his excellence. 1le has prom.
ised to play something. This is the
piano, Joe.”

She lifted the lid and drew the
stool forward, and the lad, after sun-
dry ineffectual attempts caused by
nervousness, began to play. Jane
sat listening in the shade: with the
music she saw all the hardness of
the mother’s face disappear, and an
ecstasy, noble and beautifully ma-
ternal, take its place. The thin lips
parted ; it seemed as if her soul sang
to her son’s music. Jane's heart
went out to her; she smiled in re-
sponse, but so rapt was the other
that she took no heed. The music
continued ; she knew it well. It was
one of the almost forgotten snites,
and it brought to her visions of
the old home she had left. Her
eyves flooded ; tears rolled down her
cheeks; she leaned farther back into
the gloom.

When the last chord was stiuck,
Luke rose and shook the boy’s hand.
«You must come to the prayer-meet-
ing to-morrow night and play for
the singing,” he said. “«We shall
have some fine music now.”

Mrs. Ollerenshaw’s face had lapsed
into its ordinary sternness. Ay,
Joe Il be very happy to look after
th’ harmonium, on’y I'm afeard he'll
be nervous. 'Tis a different matter
playin’ here to playin’’i th’ chapel.
Howsoever, he’ll be like to try.”

They went away soon. In the
passage Jane thanked the lad for
his musiec.

«It has been a great pleasure to
me,” she said simply.

Mrs. Ollerenshaw replied, before
the boy could open his lips: «He's a
good player, an’ I know’t, Mrs. Bate-
man. But I dunnot think Handel's
works can be appreciated by foreign
folk. It's grand for us, you know—
we not bein’ used to operas an’
whirligig tunes.”

Jane held the lamp so that they
mi.ht see their way safely through
the steep garden. Luke clasped her
arm.




The Minister's Wife.

«Don’t lose courage, Janey,” he
said. It will be all right soon.”

She sighed heavily. «It's rather
hard work,” she said sadly. «I
want her to like me. 1 know she's
good. Oh, dear! there’s somebody
else coming—somebody with a lan-
tern.”

A stout little man with brindled
hair and a round glossy face came
panting up the walk. It was Dan
Willis, the chapel-keeper.

« ] bethowt myself as you promised
me some readin’, ma’am,” he said,
«an’ my wife an’ me were feelin’ a
bit lonely, so I ecam’ up for't. It
munna be aught high-falutin’—I
carcna for them London notions!
If vou've Pamela or The Farmer o’
Inglewood Forest, Tll tak’ 'em. It's
gettin’ on for forty years sin’ I read
oither.”

He came inside and sat by the
fire till she had found him two or
three volumes. Neither of those he
asked for was in her little library;
but she chose some stories that Luke
had sent her during his courtship,
and the man seemed half content.

«Thank you very kindly, ma'am,”
he said. «My wench an’ I'll look
into these. On’y I do trust there’s
naught in ’em ’bout wicked folk or
papists, or such rigmarole as is i’
Tk’ Arabian Nights, which I'm
shamed o’ sayin’ I onst read. Good-
night to you, sir. Good-night,ma’am.”

When he was gone, Jane went to
the piano and played with an exqui-
site and tender touch the music Luke
loved best. He sat gazing into the
fire and listening happily. It was
her wont to play to him when he
thought out his sermons, and many
of his finest ideas had come whilst
her fingers were drawing forth the
sweetness of the instrument. It was
nearly ten o'clock when she ceased ;
the sound of the old servant’s sterto-
rous breathing came loudly from her
comfortable corner in the kitchen.

“I've been thinking about that
boy,” Jane said. I believe if he
studied thoroughly he would malke
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a very fine musician. e has a
splendid forehead. I shouid like to
help him if I could.”

“Well, we shall see how he gets
along to-morrow night. I should be
terribly sorry if his mother were
disappointed in him.”

On the morrow Jane went down
to the chapel and saw that the har-
monium was in perfect order. It
was just a year since their wedding-
day, and Luke had bought some
chrysanthemums from a gardener in
the village. She put several of the
finest in a glass beside the musie-
stand. The minister was already
there, looking over some old papers
in the small vestry behind the pul-
pit; he came out to see what she
was doing.

«T'll tell you what, wife,” he said
playfully, #I'm half inclined to
think these people arent worthy of
you.”

«] am sure they are worthy of a
much better woman,” she replied.
«They are the honestest and most
generous I ever met. I am quite
determined to make them give in.”

Later on Joe came to the house
with the music—just the «Hallelu-
jah Chorus” and two hymns, «Miles
Lane” and ¢«Rockingham.” She
heard him practise them on her
piano, and then, when he prepared
to go, asked him if she could help
him in any way.

IIe blushed awkwardly. «ID've
been wishin’, ma’am, ever since last
night,” he said, with averted eyes,
“that you would sit beside me. ...
I'm awful nervous, an’ if I broke
down I don’t think I'd ever care to
touch musie again. Will you? I'd
take it as a great favour.”

«Certainly I will,” Jane said.
«T'll do anything I can.”

In the evening, when Joe came to
the corner where the harmonium
stood behind a green baize curtain,
out of sight of the congregation, he
found her waiting. The lad was
very pale and excited; his fingers
trembled curiously. She spread



288

out the sheets on the musie-stand
and waited until he was seated. The
little chapel was already filled; it
was the first harmonium that had
ever been used there, and all were
anxious to hear Joe’s playing. Draw-
ing aside a corner of the curtain for
a moment, Jane caught sight of Mrs.
Ollerenshaw sitting rigidly in her
pew; it seemed to her that the old
woman was breathing painfully.

The service was to begin in a few
minutes, so Jane suggested that he
should play the ¢ IHallelujah Chorus.”
He grew paler still; she thought
that he was about to faint; his hands
fell heavily on the keys. The har-
monium sent out a frightful discord :
one or two young girls giggled hys-
terically.

«] can’t manage it,” he whispered
huskily. «I'd best give in at first.”

«Hush! be brave. Nobody can
see us. Just move, and I'll play this
for you—they’ll think it's you, and
you’ll soon feel all right”

She sat down beside him on the
long stool, and the trivmphant music
rose and filled the place, and the
hushed men and women held their
breath. To some it suggested the
musie that is to be heard when—
The bright seraphim in burning row
Their lond uplifted angel trumpets blow ;
And the cherub host in tuneful choirs
Touch_their immortal harps with golden

wires.
Only when it was finished, one
woman who had hardened her heart
against the stranger was weeping
bitterly.

Luke climbed up into the narrow
little pulpit and prayed fervently;
then he gave out the hymn. It was
« All hail the power of Jesus' name,”
to the tune of « Miles Lane.”

Jane turned to Joe: he was smil-
ing bravely. «I am sure that you
can do it now,” she said. «If you
have any trouble, I'l] put you right.”
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He began to play faultlessly.
When he had time, he glanced up
inquiringly into Jane's face, and
saw it filled with a bright happi-
ness. The congregation sang with
zest: for many years it had been the
desire of all the Methodists in this
little moorland district to possess a
harmonium, and all there had sub-
seribed to the extent of their ability.

The mother’s tears were all dried
now: her eyes were sparkling as
they always did when Joe played,
and she was looking into space, as if
she saw there all manner of glorious
visions. ,

Then the praying began: member
after member rose to relate their
experience of spiritual trial and of
God’s crowning mercies. The chapel
was full of the sounds of tears and
sighs.

Towards the close an old farmer
leaned forward and touched Mus.
Ollerenshaw’s arm. She started as
if wakened from a dream.

«Ben’t ye goin’ to speak, Sister
‘Ensher,” he said. «It's been a rare
night—I doubt if I ever remember
a happier.”

She rose, and stood trembling at
her full height. Another woman
who was about to speak sat down,
filled with awe, for there was the
light of transfiguration on her face.

«0O God,” she began, in a sweet,
high-pitched voice, «I thank Thee
that Thou hast vouchsafed to open
my sealed eyes, so that I might see
the goodness of her Thou hast sent
among us. She was an alien, an’ |
did not understand. Forgive me, O
God, for my blindness as to a chosen
vessel. We are poor, humble folk
here, an’ we know not th’ world, an’
we thought her of ’t. I have seen
whatten she did for me an’ mine.
O God, keep soft th’ big heart, an
shower Thy tender mercies on the
head o’ Sister Bateman.”
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WHY JIM DIDN'T GO TO THE SHOW.

BY J. EDWIN FLETCHER.

She said in regard to heaven: “ We'd try to lewrn its worth
By startin® a hranch establishment and runnin’ it here on earth.”

Jim was a typical specimen of a
back woodsiman—tall, lank and thin,
hut well built and strong. He had
been reared upon the farm, and
most of his life had been spent in
in the rough »¢6le of a farmer's man
in summer and a wood-chopper in
winter. He had no set place of
abode called home, but boarded
around and shifted as best he could.
If he got off on a spree and lost his
place—which, by the way, was a
frequent occurrence—he would hunt
up another farmer who wanted a
man and hire out again, or wait
until chopping time.

He had a wife—a patient, pale-
faced creature—who followed him
in all his wanderings, and clung to
him despite his many sprees and
shiftlessness with the same tenacity
with which the ivy clings to the
wall.

Her real name I never knew;
when Jim addressed her it was,
« Het, get this!” or « Het, get that!”
The farmers with whom they hired
out generally called her « Het, Jim's
wife.”

They had two little boys, aged
four and six years respectively; the
oldest bore his father's name and was
called «Little Jim”; the younger
was called « Bobbie,” and was an
ideal of his patient mother.

Sometimes Jim found it rather
difficult to get a place upon account
of his wife and family, but he
would persuade the employer to
take Het as a maid-of-all-work.

“Het's smarter'n a whistle in
heusework,” he would say, “and the
boys ain’t no trouble—quieter'n
mice.”

Well they might be, for it had
been their unfortunate lot to be
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domineered over Dby erratie, fidgety
old women such as one can occa-
sionally find—those who have for-
gotten they alsu were at one time
mischievous children.

But I am going astray with my
tale. Just before the opening of
my narrative Jim had lost his job
through a spree, and accordingly
Het and the boys were homeless.

« Jim,” said Het, when he was
uttering loud imprecations against
the fate that had decreed him such
hard luck, “let's go to town, an’
perhaps vou might get a job on the
outside of the mines.”

Jim turned upon her like an en-
raged beast. «Go to town, eh; an’
work at the mines! Oh, oh, my
fine gal, an’ where’d you an’ the
youngsters go, eh?”

Het paled and cowered before
her questioner, great tears filled
her eyes and a heavy sob eseaped
her.

«Jim,” she said, lifting her tear-
stained face and looking steadfastly
at him, «I thought perhaps we
might rent a few rooms and have a
little home to ourselves.”

«Oh, go ’way, Het, what ye
dreamin’ about? Where'd a fellow
get brass enough to set up a-house-
keepin’?”

“But we have got to do some-
thing, Jim; and 1 do wish youd
get work in town. I so hate being
hired out, and always in another
family. I've done with it, so there!”
sobbed Het as she stamped her foot
and burst into tears.

Soon after this we find Jim
and et in town, house-hunting.
They soon found three rooms—
« plenty good enough for the likes
of we,” as Jim put it. The rooms



290

had formerly been attached to a
low drinking saloon, and were
sitnated upon an almost impassable
alley.

Jim purchased a make-shift stove
at a second-hand store and some
other articles they could nut well
get along without, paying for the
same with his back wages, which
he received when discharged from
his last place.

When the scanty stock of furni-
ture had been arranged in the
rooms, IIet busied herself in making
a fire, for it was a cold March day,
and Jim started out to bring the
boys to their new home. When he
returned it was quite dark; [Het
had the table drawn into the centre
of the room and the four chairs
placed one upon each side; upon
the table in the centre was a small
oil lamp, near by a large baker's
loaf and a knife, while opposite
each chair was placed a cup and
saucer or a tin cup apiece for the
boys; upon the stove a small iron
kettle was merrily singing. «Kind
o’ comfortin’ like, eh, old woman?”
ejaculated Jim, as he rubbed his
numbed fingers over the fire, and
the two little fellows were running
from one room into another, explor-
ing their new home.

Het smiled in spite of herself as
she carefully measured a scant tea-
spoonful and a half of the precious
black tea Jim had bought for her,
and deposited the same in a lard
pail, which was to take the place of
a teapot umntil favour or fortune
furnished a better. While she was
pouring the hot water from the
kettle upon the tea, Jim pulled
one of the chairs from the table
and scated himself near the stuve;
tilting his chair back, and placing
his feet upon the edge of the oven,
he pushed his hand into the depths
of his pocket and drew out his
knife and half a plug of tobacco.
After cutting off a “good chaw”
and depositing the same in his
mouth, he commenced :
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«Say, Het, there’s a show daown
taown ter-night. What d'yer say
'bout a-goin’, eh ? It's ¢« Uncle Tom's
Cabin, Het—a spiftin’ play.”

“The boys, Jim; what shall we
do with them? And then it will
cost so much, Jim, and we can't
afford it.”

«Pshaw! Ilet, what on airth
makes yvou so cverlastin’ skairt o
th’ chink ?  There’s piles o’ cash in
the country, ole ‘ooman, and I'm
Jest the chap what's goin’ in ter get
it. I am, now; true's I live, Het,
I'm a-goin’ to stiddy right down.
See ef I don’t! Say, will ve go,
Het? Put the young 'uns to bed.”

Het busied herself cutting the loaf,
while Jim continued his coaxing.
She knew Jim too well to be moved
by his grand aspirations, and his
promises of ¢stiddy right down?”
had grown to be as a tiresome tale,
without either a plot or moral.

The simple supper was soon fin-
ished, and the boys, tired by the
long walk, were beginning to nod:
Jim filled his pipe, lit it, and
smoked in silence while Het un-
dressed the boys and tucked them,
as snugly as she could with the
scant bedding, into a shakedown of
straw upon the floor. The dishes
were washed and laid away. The
clock upon the shelf—one that had
been given to Het just after her
marriage—struck the hour of seven.

«Het!” began Jim again, as he
emptied his pipe into the stove, and
carefully placed it upon the mante!
heside the clock. «Bay! ain't ve
a-made up yer mind yet? Come,
Het! le's go down and see the
parade; they’re a-going to have one
at half-past seven.”

After much persuasion Het agreed
to go and see the parade, but not to
the theatre; the fast diminishing
stock of cash in hand, and Jim'’s
natural shiftlessness, brought to her
mind dark forebodings forthe future,
and she determined that she would
hoard up all that she could. Het
donned her best, which indeed was
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very poor, and started out with
Jim toward the centre of the city.
Upon reaching the main street, Jim
again began to coax her to attend
the play, but ITet was determined.

They had not gone far when the
parade put in its appearance. Jim
was profuse with his remarks and
hets as to the grandness of the show.

Iiet once or twice feebly protested:
« Don’s talk so loud, Jim.” But Jim
was not so easily subdued; he was
bent upon persuading her to ae-
company him to the show.

Het lingered, and ventured every
excuse she could imagine; Jim,
with his ready wit, met each with a
crushing reply.

While standing upon the corner,
debating as to whether they should
go home or not. the lively strains of
a band of music coming up the
street caught and held their atten-
tion. «1 ‘clare them ’ere show
chaps are a-comin’ back agin,” ejacu-
lated Jim. «See, they are a-stoppin’
to play in the squar’; le’s go an’ see
‘em,”

Jim hurried across the strect and
through the square, Het following as
best she could. When Jim reached
the outskirtsof the crowd hestraight-
ened himself and craned his neck to
get a good view of the troupe. Het
soon was at his side. Jim, not being
satisfied with so distant a view,
clbowed his way through the crowd,
pulling Het after him, until his tall
form was alongside that of the bass-
drummer. Jim crowded and pushed
until he made room for Het at his
side. The good-natured drummer,
when he saw Het, moved forward
so as to give her plenty of room
outside the range of his drumstick,
bowing and smiling as he did so.
Jim enjoyed the music—it was
plain to be seen by his face. «IFine
wne they ar’ playing, Het; guess it
is another show.”

The merry drummer caught the
words just as the band was finishing
the piece.

«This is the Salvation Army, sir,”

he smilingly said as he turned to
Jim, and then proceeded to clap his
hands in unison with the chorus
which was being sung by the
soldiers and bandsmen.

Jim and et listened attentively
through the whole service, and
when it closed followed with the
crowd to the hall. It took some
persuasion to induce Jim to ascend
the stairs into the Army hall, but
Het had the saving of fifty cents in
view.

«This won’t cost anything, Jim,
‘cause the man with the spectacles
said it was free, and if we go to the
show it will cost us half a dollar at
least for the two of us.”

Jim yielded, and as they were
singing the first song Jim and Het
entered and took scats in the rear of
the hall. The opening prayer-meet-
ing did not impress Jim very favour-
ably. When the next song was
being sung and the brass instru-
ments were brought into full play
to the tune, « Tramp, tramp, tramp,
the boys are marching,”some soldiers
sang, some clapped their hands,
while those in the audience who
felt so disposed followed suit.

# Come,” said the spectacled young
man, who was apparently the leader,
“«you are not half singing; every-
body feel right at home, and help
us to sing. I will give you the
words,

¢ CWe'll all shout ** Hallelujah ™
As we march along the way,

We will sing our Saviour’s love

With the shining hosts above,

And with Jesus we'll be happy all the day.>”

Jim's enthusiasm roused itself.
«1 say, Het, this is grand, ain’t it?
I'm a-goin’ up to the front seats,” he
whispered. Before et could fairly
comprehend what he said, Jim'’s tall
form was half-way down the aisle.
Het quietly picked up Jim’s hat,
which he in his forgetfulness had
left behind, and followed him to the
second seat from the front.

As the service continued Jim and
Het became deeply interested; never
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before had they been in such a
veligious service. The jovial, free-
nearted nature of the soldiers, their
spontaneous and original “speeches,”
completely captivated Jim.

Het, when at home, had attended
the quict country churech with her
parents, but when she married Jim,
the hired man, her church days
ended. Jim would say, *The farm-
er what was pious driv’ his men
jest as much as them that wasn't,
and pious fellows are so plaguey
hard to get on with; if you get a
leetle tight, or happen to cuss the
cattle, then they come a.down on
ye like a hawk into the chicken-
yard. You don’t ketch me a har-
bourin’ an’ upholdin’ no secch non-
sense as piety.) Therefore, Het and
the boys were not allowed to induige
in anything «pious.”

In the after-meeting the captain
came and laid his hands upon Jim's
shoulder, asking pleasantly:

“«Areyouserving God, my brother?”

Jim was surprised at this andacity.
« Me,” he stammered, «me servin’
God? No sir; you'd better go an’
talk to th ole 'ooman.”

The captain, nothing daunted by
the man's apparent carelessness,
endeavoured to persuade him to
beecome a Christian, until, seeing it
was useless, he turned to Het, who
had been an interested listener to
the dialogue which had passed be-
twixt the captain and Jim. Could
it be possible that she could ever
become so happy as these people
said they were ? Could she become
as good ? Could Jim be made into
a good man—a sober man—an hon-
est man? Oh, how happy their
home would be! God had done
these things for these people, so
they said; why, then, could He not
do the same for Jim and her?
These thoughts, with hundreds of
others, kept passing through her
mind. Tired and sick of a life of
sin, not so much upon her part, but
upon Jim's part, she was trembling
when the captain spoke to her, and
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when she would answer, she broke
down and sobbed hysterically. The
captain waited near her until she
had somewhat composed herself,
and as she was wiping her tear-
stained face with the corner of her
old gray shawl, he asked her again
if she would not decide that night.
Het looked at Jim appealingly, but
he sat rigid as marble, his elbow
upon one knee and his chin resting
in his hand; secing Jim took no
notice of her, she replied in the
affirmative to the ecaptain’s repe-
tition of the question, and went out
to the mercy-seat.

Jim remained indifferent and stub-
born until the serviece closed.

When Het arose from the merey-
seat she was somewhat fearful of
what action Jim would take now
that she had openly avowed her
intentions of leading a better life.
A glance at Jim allayed her fears
for the time being, for he still sat
as one lost in deep thought, ap-
parently unmindful of what was
transpiring about him.

The walk home was a quiet one,
naught being said upon either side.

Jim, the next morning, as he was
preparing to go in search of work,
remarked, in an offhanded way, as
he stood in the door:

«Well, Het, seein’ you got re-
ligion, I suppose I got ter chirp up,
or I'll be gettin’ preached at.” Noon-
time brought Jim home, carrying a
few small bundles of necessary vic-
tuals. He brought no very en-
couraging report to his anxious
wife; he had earned a solitary half-
dollar by chance, but could find no
steady job. After a frugal dinner
he started out again, only to return
at dusk tired, unsuccessful and
despondent.  After the supper was
finished and the boys had been put
to bed Het ventured to ask Jim to
accompany her again to the Army
hall—a request to which he willing-
ly acceded, much to her surprise.

The Friday night service was not
as enthusiastic as was the meeting
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of the previous night. Het thought
that she had never in her life at-
tended a better meeting; the simple,
heartfelt words of the soldiers, the
Bible reading and the simple ex-
pounding of thesame by the captain,
was food indeed to her hungering
soul—food that brought life, hope
and encouragement.

Jim sat through the service, star-
ing vacantly into space, untouehed,
unmoved either by song or Seripture,
but beneath his ragged vest raged
a storm. ‘The Spirit of God had
moved upon the waters and said,
« Let there be light.”

And there was light.

The barriers cast up by the flesh,
years of darkness and sin could not
shut out that tiny ray. The dark-
ened soul saw the light, and com-
prehended it, hence the storm. The
troubled sea cast up the mire and
filth of past misdeeds, the sins of
years, his tyrannical nature and
loose habits. Never before had he
allowed his mind to wander upon
such themes; not even Het’s oft-shed
tears ever produced such a reflection;
he was a wicked man—yes, he was!
He was more than wicked, he was
cruel—eruel to his wife, his children
—ecruel to God and to himself.

The captain, also one or two of
the soldiers, spoke to him after the
service, but he only answered curt
and gruff or was reticent,

When he arrived at home he
stormed and raged as one heavily
intoxicated, grumbled because the
fire was out, swore at Het for taking
him to the Army, and vowed what
he would do if she ever went again.
He spent the night in restless
slumber, and when he left the house
in the morning to search for work
he was morose and sullen. Jim did
not return at noon; in vain Het
watched and waited, anxious for
his return, yet half dreading it, for
she feared that some saloon had
proved too strong an attraction.

Slowly the dinner-hour crept by,
but no Jim.

Het and the boys, tired of waiting
for the belated husband and parent,
ate their simple meal in silence.

Jim did not return until dusk,
but he returned sober, though still
cross and out of temper. Het did
not dare question him as to how he
had spent the day. After supper
she undressed and put the boys to
bed, singing softly to herself, while
Jim sat beside the stove and smoked
his pipe.

The clock upon the mantel struck
seven.

Het looked at Jim, but he took no
notice of her. She was on the point
of asking him to accompany her
again to the Army. The threat of
the night before flashed into her
mind, and rather than have Jim
grumble and probably wake the
boys, she resolved to forego the treat.
Silently she gathered up the boys'
clothes; seeing a rent in Robbie’s
coat, she got a needle and thread
and began to sew, occasionally glane-
ing at the clock.

Quarter-past! half-past! butneither
party spoke.

Jim had refilled his pipe, and was
sitting enveloped in a cloud of
smoke. He was trying to think but
could not. Not a sound broke the
stillness in the room save an oe-
casional rattle of a loose window
against which beat a cold, bluster-
ing March wind. Het had almost
finished her sewing when Jim
hastily rose from his seat and
walked to the door; opening it, he
peered out into the darkness, then
stood for a moment as though he
was listening for something.

« Whatever’s the matter, Jim?”
queried Het as she knotted the thread
and broke it.

«Well, T nover, Het! can’t you
hear the drum an’ music? Them
Salvation folks are out a-marchin’.
Guess I'll go down; want ter come
along? Wall, yes, I guess you'd
better; ’cause we got ter have some
vittles for ter-morrer; it's Sunday,
ye know, ter-morrer.”
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Surprised as Het was at the change
in Jim’s attitude toward the Sal-
vation people, she lost no time in
preparing herself to go with him
again to the Army hall. The Army
people had got a choice place in
Het’s affections—she felt at home
amongst them, their homely ways
and open hearts were as lodestones
drawing her to the great Magnet,
even God Himself.

She was willing to be drawn; her
heart had long yearned for sym-
pathy; for years she had gone the
ceaselesz round of daily labour as
mechanicaily as the clock fingers
travel around their allott.d cireuit.
Life was labour, continuous and
hard, with no recreation.

How many women, ay, and men,
too, there are who are carrying like
burdens, to whom life is only
drudgery and toil, whose thoughts
are continually upon this world and
how to exist, whose brows are fur-
rowed by wrinkles, ploughed and
deepened by brooding over the
future—the duties and needs of to-
morrow. These hearts are being
made callous, yea, being pertrified
for the want of—What? Money?
No! Jase?

No; bat for the want of Love; not
the sickly, sentimental love of the
novelist. nor yet the fickle love that
is human, but for that love—«all
other excelling "—the love that helps
us bear one another's burdens; love
that «seeketh not her own, is not
easily provoked, thinketh no evil.”

Jim and Het enjoyed the service
at the hall; it was one bubbling

The Methodist Magazine.

over with salvation joy, but before
Jim left the hall that night he was
counted one amongst the seekers at
the mercy-seat.

When Jim went forward Het was
almost overcome with joy. .Jim
was going to be good—yes, he was,
at last! Happy, happy thought—
now they would have a happy home!

Late in the summer [ again visited
N . My first thought as soon as
I arrived in the city was to cail
upon Jim and Het. I went to the
old place, but it was closed and
tenantless. I inquired of a neigh-
bour if she knew where the former
occupants had gone.

«Them folks what joined the Sal-
vationers, d’ve mean? Oh, them
folks got too stuck up to live
in & hole like that, and I dont
blame ’um nuther, seeing the man
kep’' sober; wisht my man wus.
They moved out onto C—- Strect
som’eres.”

After some more inquiry I found
them and received a cordial wel-
come. Their new home was poor,
it is true, and plain; but the sun-
shine that streamed into the room
through the white cotton curtain
that hung over the window seemed
to intensify the neatness of the
place.

«We are so happy,” replied Ilet,
when I asked her how she was
getting along. «We have named
our baby after Captain A ’s little
boy. Jim’s jest as good as he ean
be, and we go to meeting and the
boys go to school.”

“ALLS

Qur of the heart of the night,
Over the hillows™ swel
Rings the voice of the watch till the mom-
ing light
With the cheering cry, “* All's well 1™

And g0 on the sea of life,
When the way seems dismal and dark,

WELL.”

And the waves are raging in sullen strife
Around our human bark,

There's ever a wateh at the prow
Wiinse care shall lighten nor cease
Till <« Al's well '™ sounds from the homing
bow
In the happy harbour of peace.
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AIRLIE'S MISSION.

BY ANNIE S. SWAN,

Author of © Aldersyde,” “ Mailland of Lauricston,” cte., cte.

JANET BRUSHED OUT HER LONG FAIR HAIR.

CHAPTER VI.

Jack had a dozen questions to ask
about the different students who
had gone up for examination along
with Errol. And his face grew
rather sober when he heard some
of the questions; and he shook his
head dolefully and said it wounld be

a poor lookout for him next year if
the papers were as difficult. Errol
did not appear to be outwardly
elated with his success, but nonc
knew better than Airlie how signifi-
cant was the deep quiet light of
satisfaction in his fine éyve. Mrs
Keith secemed muech inclined to dis-
cuss the futuve, but Errol skilfully
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changed the subject every time she
broached it. It was «vident, both
to Airlie and Janet, that he did not
wish it to be settled in any way yet.

“ Do you know anything of Errol’s
plans, Airlie?” Janet asked that
night when they were alone in the
roctu shey shared together.

«No, Janet; he has not confided
them to me except in a vague fash-
ion. But I know that he will make
an earnest good use of whatever
sphere and opportunities are given
him,” Airlie answered.

«0Oh, I am sure of that, Airlie.
When mamma was speaking so
much about him beginning practice
beside us, I fancy he looked trou-
bled. Do you know, I should not be
at all sarprised though Errol were to
do something we don’t expect.”

« What kind of thing, Janet?”

Janet brushed out her long fair
hair, and did not a¢ once reply.

«Don’t you know where his chief
interests, apart from his studies,
have been centring of late, Airlie?”
she asked. “I would not grudge
one of my brothers to the mission-
field.” Her voice in the last sen-
tence was rather unsteady, and
when she brushed aside the golden
waves of hair, Airlie saw her eyes
wet with tears.

«That is a great deal for you to
say, Janet.”

« You have made it easy for me
tosay it. Errol will do a great gocd
work anywhere, but I do think he
has all the attributes of a suecessful
missionary.”

«“Would you really not think it a
pity that his splendid talents should
be devoted to such a cause?”

« Airlic! Show mie a better!
you growing lukewarm?”

«Oh no, Janet. Forgive me, I
only wanted to hear you say more.
It is so sweet to me to listen,” said
Airlie, through her happy tears.

Janet smiled—a tender and ex-
quisite snitle—which softened her
face into a rarer and more spirvitual
beauty.

Are
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«The trouble will be with mamma.
She dees not like the little home.
mission work I have been plananing
to begin after we return. She seems
to think it infra dig. for me to go
among the poor. What she will say
should Errol propose to go abroad, 1
am afraid to think.”

«If Lrrol's life-work 15 to be
abroad, the way will be opened up,
and all Aunt Marion’s scruples re-
moved,” said Airlie,softly, and drop-
ping her face on her hands, she gave
herself up for a moment to the sweet
and blessed thoughts which surged
upon her like the sunlit waves of a
summer sea. She had come to Scot-
land an exile, leaving heart and
love behind under tropical skies.
and lo! had not the desert blossomed
like the rose? Had God not done
great things for her, and given to
her a glorious antidote for her pain ?
Many things were made plain to her
in that quiect moment. She saw the
significance of the cross which had
been laid upon her; she knew now
the inner and hidden mystery of the
ministry of pain. By simply lying
still, bearing patiently what was
ordered, speaking a gentle word
as opportunity was given, she had
served the Lord in a way she knew
not of. In the early sunshine rext
morning Errol and Airlie went away
for a little stroll together along the
green lanes which skirted the shore.
Nobody wondered to sce them go,
for they had always been such
“chums,” as Jack had it: only
Janet, watehing from the drawing-
rooin windows, smiled a little tremu-
lously, and turned away, for her
eyes grew dim. Was it a prevision
of a double parting which might
come sooner than she or any of them
anticipated ?

Errol and Airlic talked a great
deal as they weng, chiefly, bowever,
of the beautiful coast retreat in
which Airlie had found the elixir
of health; the subject nearest their
hearts was farthest from their lips.
They came at length to a little shel-
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tered nook among the rocks, cluse
on the beach, and as the air was
mild and soft, BErrol suggested that
they might take a litile rest before
returning home.

«How well you look, Airlie! It
is quite true what Jack said, that 1
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well! Ishall never be able to thank
vou for placing me under Professor
Laurence’s care.”

« H{ush, Airlic, no more of that. I
saw Laurence asking for you yester-
day. Well, what do you think of
what my mother was saying last

THEY CAME AT LENGTH TO A LITTLE SHELTERED NOOK.

should hardly have known you,”
said Errol, looking down from his
tall height to the low rock where
his cousin sat. «Do you feel quite
strong ?”

“Quite. Oh, Errol, the jov of be-
ing free from pain; of feeling reallyv

night? It seems to be a settled
question in the family that I am to
begin practice in Edinburgh.”
«Your mother hopes for and ex-
peets it.”
«Jt goes against the grain, Airlie.”
“Duty very often does, until we
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aceept it as God-given,” said Airlie,
quietly.

«Then there’s Jack; mamma for-
grets him, I think. What will he do
next vear? Ie is not so well titted
to push his way as I am, and—"

«And what?”

«T will tell you by-and-by. How
long is it since you came to us?
Eightecn months, isn't it?”

#Yes, fully.”

“You are one of us now, Airlie;
we will never spare you from Errol
Lodge any more.”

Airlie winced a little, and for a
time there was nothing said.

« If I stand the winter well, Errol,

ad feel strong in spring, I must go.”

« Where ?”

“ Back to Tahai.”

«Oh, nonsense! What would be
the use of going back there, prob-
ably to fall into bad health again?
We will never allow it.”

Airlie looked up into his face, her
earnest eyes full of meaning.

“You will be the first to bid me
go, Errol, if I feel that I should, I
know.”

«J am not so sure of that, Would
a medical missionary be of any use
in Tahai??®

«Use! Errol Keith! There is
hardly a limit to the influence such
an one would have there. Papa
often regretted his lack of medical
skill. Ministering to the body so
often opens up the way for minister-
ing to the soul. I wish the day
would speedily dawn when there
would be a medical missionary in
Tahai.”

«Then you will really leave us
in the spring without a regret, Airlie
Keith? Weare nothing to you after
two years,” said Errol, with a strong
impatience.

Airlie arose, and turned her head
away from him. She was deeply
hurt, but she would not let him
see it.

«We are not agrecing very well
to-day, Errol,” she said, cheerfully,
at last. «Come, let us go home, and
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see if we can get up a pienice iz the
boat to the island.”

Errol Keith laid his firm, strong
hand on her arm, and bent his eyes
full on her face. Her colour rosc
under that look.

«You will leave us in spring on
one condition, Airlie.”

« What, Errol 2”

«That you take me with you.”

«In what capacity ?” asked Airlie,
trying to smile, but tears came in-
stead. «It's a long time till spring,
Errol.  Don’t let us say any more
about it to-day.”

But Errol bent from his tall height
and kissed her for the first timesinee
he bad given her that cousinly kiss
on the platform at the Waverly Sta-
tion. And I think it was all under-
stood then. And Errol knew that
Airlie loved him, and would be his
wife some day, if God willed that
they should spend any part of their
earthly life together.

CHAPTER VIL

«Never was woman tried as 1
have been with my children. If
my husband had lived there would
have been none of this! Janet, |
wish we bad never looked on the
face of Airlie Keith.”

« Hush, mamma! Thatis a very
hard thing to say,” said Janet, quick-
ly. «Whatever you may think of
this step Errol wishes to take, none of
us can deny that Airlie is worthy of
him. And after all, mother, I am
sure papa would not have grudged
him to the work.”

«How do you know what your
father would have done?” was Mrs.
Keith's sharp retort. «Talk of hea-
then; there arc plenty here in Edin-
burgh, I am sure, if Errol must act
a missionary part. buat to let him
go away to that terrible place, to
give him up forever, my noble boy!
Oh, Janet! Janet! vou know nothing
of a mothers feelings.”

Janet Xeith looked on in sad per-
plexity at her mother’s keen distress.
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She could not but feel deeply for her,
she looked so frail and worn, and
the thought flashed upon her that
there might be a duty for Errol
lying nearer home. And vet, as she
recalled his kindly eye and enthusi-
astic look when he had spoken to
her of devoting himself to the work
of the medical mission, a slight sigh
escaped herlips. It would be a trial
of no ordinary kind for him to give
up his ardent hopes; and then there
was Airlie. Nothing, Janet knew,
would keep her back now from the
mission field ; must they then let ber
go forth, a frail, solitary girl, to that
great lone land, where only love
and prayers could bind their sun-
dered hearts, It was the month
of November now, and after some
hesitation, for he greatly feared his
mother’'s verdict, Errol had laid be-
fore her all his hopes and plans.
And she had listened with a storm
of tears and reproaches, and had
shut herself in her own room for
two days, and resolutely refused to
see anyone but Janct. So, as may
be imagined, the domestic atmos-
phere at Errol Lodge that bleak
winter's day was about as dreary as
that out of doors. The silence which
had briefly fallen on the two, while
Mrs. Keith languidly played with
the breakfast Janet had brought,
was broken presently by a low tap
at the door, followed by the unex-
pected entrance of Airlie herself.
She was very pale, and there were
dark rims round the big pathetic
eves, which told of a heavy heart.
But there was no hesitation or falter-
ine in her look, but rather a dignity
and resolve which caused Janect to
look at her in amase.

Mrs. Keith, after the first glance,
continued her breakfast, ignoring
the presence of her niece. Janet
rose with flushing face, for she saw
Airlie wince, just as she had done
that summer day when Errol had
broken to her the verdict of Pro-
fessor Laurence.

« Would you lzave us for a little,
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Janet ?” she said very, very quietly;
«] should like to speak with Aunt
Marion.”

Janet nodded, but first put her
gentle arm round Airlie’s slim
shoulders, and Kkissed her on the
brow.

«We'l, Airlie Keith, what have
you to say to me?” asked Mrs.
Keith, the moment the door closed
upon Janet.

“«May I put your tray on the table
first, Aunt Marion?”

«No, 1 am not finished,” answered
Mrs. Keith as coldly as before. «Pray
go on.”

Again that strange pathetic wine-
ing look crossed Airlie’s face, and
she pressed her lips to still their
quivering. She was sensitive to a
degree, and her aunt’s manner cut
her to the heart.

“Are you so angry with me that
yor will not even look at me, Aunt
Marion? If I have hurt or wronged
you, it has been unintentional. I as-
sure you.”

«Yon cannot expect me to Say
what I ecannot think, that you have
made a good return for my kind-
ness,” said Mrs. Keith, calmly, for
with the persistence of a selfish
natare, she hugged her imagined
wrong to her heart. «You know
well enough that my eldest son was
my chief stay and support. Was it
kind, or right, or Christian, to tempt
him to leave me?”

« Aunt Marion, you have no right
to say such things to me,” said Air-
lie, quietly, yet with a certain proud
dignity which bheeame her well
«How can you attribute such a
thing to me? I have never sought
to influence frrol, and no one dare
say I sought to win his love. I
could almost wish I had died before
I left Tahai” ’

« It is all very well to say that
when the mischief is done,” said
Mrs. Xeith, quietly. <« Although it
might be a very good and suitable
thing for you and others to take
mission work on their shoulders, it
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was a different case with my sons.
If your religion were as real as it
is zealous, Airlie, you would have
urged them to fulfil their necarest
duty, rather than turn their backs
am their widowed mother in her
hour of need.”

Airlie bit her lips. Oh! this was
harder than all! What a stern con-
trol it needed to bear this with
meekness and patience. She trem-
bled under the ordeal in every limh.

« What I ecame particularly to say
is this, Aunt Marion,” she said, even
more gently than before, «I will
make immediate preparations to
leave Scotland. They will be glad
of my services in Tahai,and I am
perfeetly able now to undertake the
Jjourney.”

«People will say I am heartless if
you do that. I would rather pro-
vide the money for you to spend a
few months in the south of England
or France, and you could go out in
spring,” said Mrs. Keith, with selfish
eagerness. “Really you are quite
sensible, Airlie, and I am sorry if I
seemed to judge you hardly. You
must allow a margin for a mother’s
feelings. I believe that if the temp-
tation were removed, Errol would
soon come to his senses. We will
try and be as gay as possible this
winter, and try and show him all
the advantages of life in Edinburgh.
Well, Airlie, what do you say? I
could let Janet and Marion alter-
nately spend a time with you, if you
consent to go to some of the health
resorts. It would do you good, too.”

Up rose the warm red flush to
Airlie’s neck and cheek and brow.
What it cost her to keep a firm hold
of that meek and quiet spirit the
Master will give to all who prayer-
fully seek it, was known only to
herself and to Him.

«] don’t think you quite under-
stand me, Aunt Marion. I could not
do that. But T will go away just as
soon as I can make my preparations.
I love Errol so well,” she added with
a simple grandeur and pathos, « that
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I would die rather than give him a
moment’s pain, or do him the slight.
est harm. 1 cannot help it that he
has learned to care a little for me;
I never sought it nor encouraged it,
Aunt Marion. Nothing could have
been further from my thoughts. Bug
you need not fear, I will never e
his wife. But the other matter he
must scttle with himself and God.”

So saying, Airlie turned about
and walked with steady enough
steps out of the room. But when she
reached her own, and had locked
herself in, she stood in the middle
of the floor, and pressing her hands
to her temples, uttered a long, low
moan of intense pain.

She bhad been sorely tried, wound-
ed in the tenderest, most womanly
part; she could have cried out,
«Lord, if thou wilt, let this eup pass
from me!” it was so bitter to the
taste. But He willed that she should
drink it to the very dregs. Airlie
went downstairs no more that day.
Errol, who since the beginning of
the session had been assisting his
professor in the anatomy class-room,
came home to dinner as usual at
four o'clock.

«Where is Airlie?” was his first
question, as Janet and the others
took their places at the table.

« Airlie is in her own room, Errol.
She will not come down. I have
sent Ellen up witha tray. I knocked
at the door myself, but she asked me
to wait a little, she would see me
bv-and-bye,” said Janet, with trou-
bled eyes.

«What's up? That isn't like Air-
lie,” said Jack, his eyes round with
wonder; but Janet made no reply.
Errol, though evidently disturbed,
exerted himself to be as agreeable
as usual, but they were all glad
when dianer was »ver and they
could rise from the table.

« Airlie saw mamma this morn-
ing, Errol,” said Janet in a low
voice, detaining him in the dining-
room a moment behind the others.

«Did she? What occurred ?”




Airlie’s Mission.

«] don’t know. Oh, Errol, T am
afraid this is going to be a great
trouble to us all,” said Janet, burst-
ing into tears. «I am very sorry
for you, and most of all for Airlie;
mamma will never consent.”

Lirrol made no reply, but stalked
out of the room, and upstairs to his
mother's dressing-room door.

Mrs. Keith had now risen, and
was resting on a low lounge near
the fire. She sat up when Errol en-
tered, for she saw that he had come
to say something on the vexed sub-
ject. :

«“You saw Airlie to-day, mother,
Janet tells me,” he began without
preamble. «What did you say to
her?”’

« Much the same as I said to you.
She understands that I will never
consent, so there is no more to be
said.”

Mrs. Keith spoke with that un-
mistakable decision which is some-
times exhibited very strongly by
those who are weak in many re-
spects.

Errol leaned up against the man-
tel-shelf, and bent his gravely trou-
bled eyes on the fire. There was a
sore, sore struggle going on in his
mind at that moment. Whether
was love or duty to win the day ?

« Ajrlie is not quite so unrcason-
able as you were, Errol. She is
determined to leave us; and really
vou must admit that it would be
advisable. I cJered to send her to
the south of England or France, and
even to let one of the girls go with
her, but she resented that pretty
sharply, so I suppose she must just
go back to Africa. I am surel have
done my duty by her, and have
watched and cared for her as if she
had been my own child. No one
can attach any blame to me; and it
was quite understood that it was
only for a time she was to be with
us.”

«Did Airlie say she would return
to Africa?”

“Yes, immediately.”
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“And you will allow her to go
out there alone, mother ?”

#Really, Errol Keith, I wish you
would be reasonable. What am I
to do? How can I keep the girl if
she is bent on going ?”

«Then I am to have no say in this
matter, mother? I am justto give
up all my hopes because you wish
it?”

«Jt is surely not too much for a
widowed mother to ask of her cldest
son. I lay no commands upon you,
Errol. I have simply expressed my
opinions. You may do as you please.
Only if you marry Airlie Keith, and
bury yourself in the wilds of Africa
for her sake, you will do so without
my approval or consent.”

«Jt is not altogether for her sake,
dear though she is to me,” said Ervol,
with deep earnestness. «I feel as if
God were calling me to the work;
my whole heart is in it, mother.”

Mrs. Keith slightly shrugged her
shoulders.

«It is not easy to beiieve in reli-
gion so quickly put on. The proba-
bility is that it will be as quickly
and thoughtlessly laid aside. I like
Christianity which quietly and un-
ostentatiously does its duty, without
saying so much about it.”

Words of pleading rose to the lips
of Errol Keith, but the sight of his
mother’s calm, proud, determined
facc kept them back.

«You have given me a difficult
task, mother,” was all he said, and
walked slowly out of the room.

He met Janet on the stairs; she
had been iingering about, not know-
ing what to do. She loved them
all, and she was sorely vexed that
anything should have happened to
disturb the happy harmony which
seemed to have been inaugurated
in the household with the coming of
Airlie.

« Mother is inexorable, Janet,”
Errol said, in response to his sister’s
mute questioning. «I must see Air-
lic. Will you come up with me?”

Janet nodded, and they ascended
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the stair together. This time the
door was opened to Janet's knock,
and Airlie’s face, sweet, placid and
unruifled, smiled upon them, and
bade them cnter. It was the same
little sitting-room she had first en-
tered when she came to Iirrol Lodge,
and she had gathered her own books
and things about her, and made it a
little home for herself. Everybody
in the house, save, perhaps, Mrs.
Keith, loved to spend an hour in
Airlie’s room. Janet merely crossed
the threshold, then swiftly turned
round and fled with a bursting sob.
Under her cousin’s influence Janet
Keith had learned to feel keenly for
the sorrows of others; all that was
sweetest and best in her nature had
ot late come to the surface, and the
change in the proud Miss Keith was
observed by all who knew her.
When Janet left them, Errol shut
the door. and then these two, who
loved each other so dearly that it
would be almost like death to part,
looked steadfastly into cach other's
faces, without a word.

« Airlie.  Airlie!” fell at last
hoarsely from Errol’s lips, «tell me
what to do”

«There is only one course in the
meantime, Iirrol,” said Airlie, in her
quiet, peaceful voice. 1 will go;
and though we are apart we need
not forget. We can think of and
care for each other apart as well as
together, and we shall both have
our work to comfort us.”

«I cannot, Airlie! If vou go, I
maust,”said Errol, passionately. Then
Airlie folded her quiet hands on his
arm, and looked up at him with
shining, earnest eyes. Her battle
had been fought and was won, and
now she must needs help him.

“Errol, we would not be happy,
dear, we would not prosper, it we
acted in disobedience 10 vour mother.
1 think your first duty is to her.
So I will go, and perhaps in God’s
good time Aunt Marion mayv sece
things differently, and if not—"

« Whatthen ?” asked Errol, almost
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havshly, his new-born faith sorely
tried.

«Then we will labour on, you in
Scotland and I in Africa, and—and,
we will mect some day.”

Her voice broke, and in a moment
Iirrol's arms were round her, and
for a long time there was no more
said.

And it happened all just as Airlie
said; a fortnight more and Lrrol
Lodge knew her sweet, bright pres-
ence no more.

She went forth alone, yet not
alone, for the Master whom she so
faithfully served went with her,
shielding her with his everlasting
love. She had her recompense in
the welcome accorded her in that
far off land, in the certainty that
she was needed, and that her work
would be blessed. It was harder
for Irrol Xeith than for her to sacri-
fice love to duty, for he was but fal-
tering yet on the pilgrim way, and
his faith, perbaps, had a slacker
hold. Nevertheless, he manfully did
his part, and for his mother's sake
buried out of sight the sweet hopes
with which he had looked forward
to ecrown his manhoud. His self-
abnegation was blessed to himself
and all with whom he came in con-
tact; and while faithfully fulfilling
the laborious duties of his profession,
he did not allow any opportunity for
doing good slip past him. And there
are so many at our very doors lying
to our hand, if only our eyes be not
holden so that we cannot see.

Mrs. Keith is still a fretful, selfish
invalid, unhappy herself, and the
source of some unhappiness to others.
If there has ever been any touch of
relenting in her soul she has not yet
shown it, for Errol and Airlie are
still apart. But they are not un-
happy. Each knows the other true,
each knows that though there mav
be no meeting on earth, there will
be reunion beyond.

So Airlie’s Mission, though may-
hap fraught with some pain to her-
self, has borne its fruit, not in Errol's
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life alone, but in Janet's, now the
sweet, noble mistress of a happy
home; in careless Jack's, who has
graduated successfully, and is doing
a good work in his own sphere; in
Marion's, who is the light and sun-
shine of Errol Lodge. And Airlie's
recompense is sure. Knowing that,
she labours onj; and if at times her
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woman's heart fails her a little, she
has but to carry her cross to the
Master's feet, and leaving it there,
go on again in faith and hope Ior
the day wiLL come when all earth’s
mysteries will be made plain, and
when we will know, beyond a doubt,
that all things work together for
good to those that love Him.

THE END.

THE HOUSE ON TIIE BEACH.

BY JULIA M‘NAIR WRIGHT.

CHAPTER XVI.
SHE FOUGHT WITH DRAGONS.

Farrn Kewp thought that she
had a pretty hard battle to fight
in life. She daily found need for
all the patience and courage which
she could ecommand. It was hard
enongh to endure, and sometiies
enduring requires more valour than
doing. But the time came to Faith
when she had to gather up valour
for more than enduring, and instead
of foes without she had to encounter
strong temptation, foes from within;
and it is on these fields of inner
strife that we fight our hardest
battles and achieve our finest vie-
tories.

«1 wish,” said Letty one morning
to Taith, «that Mr. Julian would
stop coming here. The times when
he comes this summer are so ir-
regular, and father is so very un-
certain in his ways, too, that I am
in constant terror for fear a visitor
should come in and find our poor
father in one of his worst states. [
wish he wouldn't come!”

“You can't wish it any more than
I do,” said TFaith. «I have been so
mortitied and distracted by things
that bave happened here with father
that it seems to me as if I should be
one of the most thankful persons in
the world if we might be left here

in quiet and never see a human
face except each other’s.”

«And Hugh,” said Letty.

« Not Hugh either,” insisted Faith.
“I don’t yearn to have the poor
dear boy come here for misery and
mortification like ours.”

«I don’t think Mr. Julian will
stop coming,” said Letty. « He cares
more for you than as a mere friend;
I can see it.”

«Well, I don't care for him. I
don’t care for anyone but you,
Letty. T've been miserable and
ashamed until I nearly hate every-
one else in the world. It is dread-
ful to live in such an un Christian
frame of mind!” And Faith began
to ery.

If Kaith were in a un-Christian
frame and far from a temper of
holy charity, Kenneth, on the con-
trary, was more and more inclined
to love his neighbour fully as well
as himself, and this knowledge
pressed upon him; and, like the
divisions of Reuben in Deborah’s
time, it caused “great searchings
of heart.” When Kenneth pictured
to himself how happy he might be
with the charming Faith for his
wife, he would have desired nothing
hetter than to go to the house on
the beach and ask her to share his
fortunes. When he went up there
and saw Faith’s lovely face con-
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stantly growing sadder and more
weary; when he noted that the
stress upon her of her father’s ir-
regularities was making her nervous
and careworn; when he saw how
sordid were her surroundings and
the circumstances of her daily life,
while all her tastes were for what
was refined and beautiful and pure,
—he felt as if he must take her
far away from all that was so hard
and bitter, and place her where all
should be bright and pleasant. He
did not so much question whether
Faith would go; her position at
present seemed to him so distressful
that he did not see how she could
bring herself to endure it at all.

But when Kenneth looked at his
own situation he found much to
trouble him. The home where he
lived belonged equally to Patty and
himself. He hardly felt justified in
setting up an independent estab-
lishment at the beginning of his
business life. Ior twenty years
Uncle Doctor had had his home
with his wards, who had become to
him as his own children. To dis-
turb the old man and make him
unhappy in his home would be a
poor recompense for a life of faith-
fulness and kindness. Kenneth
felt that his home must be Uncle
Doctor’s as long as the good but
opinionated old gentleman should
live. He told himself that a house-
hold established on strife, injustice,
or ingratitude would not be & house-
hold that could rest under the bene-
diction of God. To think of setting
up a home where “father” should
be an inmate was impossible. What
should be done with «father™?
The idea of an asylum crossed
Kenneth's mind; that might be the
best place for him. And Letty?
Well, Letty could share Faith's
home; but Kenneth realized that
Uncle Doctor would rise in arms if
he proposed taking a wife and in-
augurating domestic life by putting
a father-in-law in an asylum and
bringing home a dwarfed sister.
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Uncle Doctor had a singular adora-
tion of bheauty, and Kenneth had
reiicd on that trait to make him
favourable to lfaith. At the same
time, until he had had experience
of the beauty of her character, it
would make him very unfavourable
to Letty. Uncle Doctor was stub.
born to a degree; he was full of
queer conceits. and at his first
hearing of Faith he had taken a
violent prejudice against all that
regarded her.

«“You tell me, and your aunt and
Patty tell me,” said Uncle Doctor,
“that you have taken a great fancy
to some fisher’s girl up at the beach.”

“] never said a fancy, uncle—I
love the girl sincerely.”

“«You think you do, no doubt;
but what have you to base love on
—a face that looks to you pretty
now, because it is fresh and young;
a pleasant day or two by the sea,
when you had everything about
you to make you merry and easily
satisfied ? That will not afford a
basis for a love that must weather
sickness, anxiety, age, possibly pov-
erty, and unusual trials. You would
bring to your home a girl without
education or cultivation or the
habits of the life you live, and you
would find her unfitted for that
life. When the first glamour of your
fancy wore off, you would find her
discontented, incapable of taking
an equal place among your friends,
and you would be ashamed of her
and blame her for yourmortification,
and your Jove would prove not
love but an idle fleeting fancy, and
would turn to weariness and dislike.
Do you understand the great injus-
tice you would do her?”

«You are all out, uncle; youdon't
understand the matter at all. Faith
is not only remarkably beautiful,
as Aunt Parvin can tell vou, but
she is admirably well educated and
well read, and very refined and
lovely and gracious in her ways.
I don’t know any young lady as
much so. As for her family, she is
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of good family—she is Hugh Kemp’s
sister and Mr, Tom Wharton’s niece.”

Kenneth had been driven to this
statement. Whereupon Uncle Doc-
tor took occasion to make acquain-
tance with Mr. Wharton and, not
mentioning his nieces, but turning
the conversation upon Hugh, he
was presently treated to a tirade
against Ralph Kemp, as a fiend in
human shape, a creature guilty
of the most enormous follies, the
most reckless and selfish, weak
and shameless of mortals. There
was no pity for Ralph Kemp in
Tom Wharton’s soul—no sympathy,
no comprehension of his temptations,
no understanding of his sufferings.
The two men had never in any
way harmonized, and Tom Wharton
had a deep rage cherished in his
soul, because of his sister’s sorrows
and early death, all of which he
charged, and no doubt very rightly,
to her husband’s account.

Now when Uncle Doctor had
heard this discussion of Ralph Kemp
and his misdeeds, he was more
resolutely opposed to Faith than
ever, and lectured his nephew
roundly upon meditating entangle-
ments with any such person.

Kenneth, being by no means a
headstrong or reckless young man,
took counsel with himself that
waiting patience might be the most
available aid he could secure. In
another year Hugh Kemp would be
free from his promise to his uncle.
Then he could shut up his father
where he would be safe from him-
self, and the two sisters could be
brought to the city. If they did
not live with their uncle, they
could have a home with their
brother, and Kenneth was sure that
when once Uncle Doctor saw Faith,
and realized the loveliness of her
character and manners and the
excellence of her education, he
would be well content.

«I feel that I owe to Uncle Doctor
all the deference that I would pay
to a father. He has acted like a
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father to us, and I've seen many
fathers quite as stubborn as he is,”
said Kenneth to his sister.

“Yes,”said Patty, laughing; “queer
as it may seem to us, parents do
sometimes hold opinions contrary to
those of their children! Why don’t
you inveigle Uncle Doctor to going
to the beach with you, and let the
acquaintance of the young lady
reconcile him to the affair?”

«I'd be worse off than ever, Patty,”
said Kenneth. «He would be as
hard on poor Mr. Kemp as DMr.
‘Wharton is, and then you know
Unecle Doctor’'s whims; he'd take a
dislike to poor little Letty, and she
is the dearest little soul.”

«Well, all right; wait awhile,”
said Patty, who, despite her sisterly
sympathies, was less interested in
the subject than her brother was;
«but whatever you do, Ken, don’t
forget that the Fifth Commandment
takes in Uncle Doctor, for he is all
the father you have.”

«] mean to remember it,” said
Kenneth,

And so he did. But sometimes a
very little affair overthrows our
best intentions. And, moreover, Keun-
neth might have held that it was
not a little affair at all to stroll up
the beach to see Faith, and nearly
an eighth of a mile from her house
to hear yells and vociferations and
vituperations, and to get sight
through the window of Letty, her
face hidden in her hands, weeping
miserably, and then, as he quietly
passed round the house, intent on
going to Kiah Kibble to ask what
this all meant, to find Faith crouched
down in the long grasses behind a
clump of beach-plum bushes, her
head bowed to her lap, sobbing as
if her heart would break.

When Mr. Kemp, locked in his
room, broke forth in a storm of
maniacal rage, extraordinary even
for him, Faith simply could not
stay in the house to hear it. If she
fled as aforetime to her grotto,
Richard or some other might there
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intrude upon her misery. No one
ever thought of crossing the tangle
on the dune, and so she fled there,
and, abandoning herself to her woe,
stopping her ears to shut out that
terrible din from the house, she
knew nothing of approaching foot-
steps, until Kenneth was beside her.

On his part, Kenneth had no idea
of seeing Faith, until, turning with
the little track about the bushes,
she was almost at his feet. He was
overwhelmed with sorrow and sym-
pathy, an¢ strong within him rose
the manly instinct of protection.
He knelt beside her:

«Faith, dear Faith, is this what
you have tu suffer? Tell me what
has bappened. Don't cry so, dear
girlt”

Here now was the last lrop of
bitterness added to poor Faith’s cup
-—that Kenneth should enter into
this scene of wretchedness!

« Nothing has happened more than
alwayshappens!” eried Faith. « Why
do you ask me? You can hear for
yourself. That is the way my poor,
erazy father always goes on, and
dear little Letty sits in the house
and endures it. But I am a coward
and I fly; and then people find me
erying, and ask useless questions,
I wish yen would go away, Mr.
Julian. I want to be alone, I can’t
bear people near me this way. It
is not fair of you to come here
and— Goaway, won't you? ” Thus
Faith, incoherent.

«No! I cannot go away and
leave you feeling like this. I am
not people, I am only Kenneth; and
I don’t see why I should not know
of your trouble and help you bear
it. Isn’t that Scripture, KFaith ?—
¢Bear ye one another’s burdens, and
so fulfil the law of Christ.’ Trouble
shared is halved, is it not, dear?”

«No, it is not!” retorted Faith,
angry in her mortification, for she
was an intensely proud girl. «Itis
doubled in this case. My Letty and
I bear one another’s burdens, and
that is enough; and we don’t want
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any other person to have anythiug
to do with it or know about it. Wil]
you go away, Mr. Julian? T want
to be alone.”

«No; Icannot go away just now,”
said Kenneth calmly. «I think
heaven sent me here to help you.
If I had not come here in this un.
expected way, I might never have
known of all you have to endure,
and I feel as if I had a right to
know, because I love you, IFaith.
You must know that I do, and that
your sorrow grieves me more than
I can tell, and that I would gladly
give my life to making you happy
and sheltering you from trouble.
It is not right, my dear, that your
life should be wrecked like this. Do
not allow it to be. I shall ask
nothing more good and beautiful
than to surround you with every
comfort and happiness. This has
been in my mind for a long while,
and I have not dared to say it to
you before.”

«I wish you had not said it now!”
cried the unappeasable Faith. «It
is the most impossible thing I ever
heard of.”

But suddenly to Kenneth it did
not seem impossible at all, He had
taken a resolution. The ways and
means of life came before him like
a vision. Why had he thought the
question so difficult? It was clear
enough what he could do. It was
wrong that the crotchets of Uncle
Doctor should debar him of happi-
ness and should leave this dear
Faith to such a doleful lot. Patty
could remain at the home and keep
house for the Uncle Doctor. What
more need Uncle Doctor ask? And
he could find some cosy little flat,
and furnish it prettily and simply,
and he and Faith and Letty could
live there in holy peace, while with
the margin allowed him in income
by this simple style of living, their
father could be taken care of in some
retreat, where he could damage
neither himself nor anyone else.
When Unecle Doctor came to know
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Waith well, he would be more than
satisied with the step his nephew
had taken; until then, why, Ken-
neth could be happy and wait,

All this passed before his mind
with the swiftness of a revelation—
a vision of a happiness he could not
forego.

«Listen,” he said, as Iaith, her
sobs having ceased, sat now beside
him under the thorny plum bush,
her hands clasped about her knees
and her face turned away, while
now and then her bosom heaved
with the subsiding tempest of her
emotion—¢ listen to me, dear. Ican
tell you just how things should be.
It is wrong for you and Letty to
live here as you do, and endure all
these troubles. Your poor father
is in constant danger of doing him-
self or you more serious injury. No
one has physical and mental strength
to stand sueh a strain as is here
put upon you. I am miserable
when I think of it! You must be
more just to yourself and little
Letty than to endure this longer. I
ask nothing better than to make a
home for you and your sister. It
will be a plain enough little home,
but safe and happy and always
improving. Letty shall be as cher-
ished and welcome there as my
own sister. Patty will live with
our uncle, but she will come and
see us often, and will love you so
much, Faith. Patty is one of the
best girls in the world. Your father
can be put in some retreat, where he
will be comfortable and well cared
for, and have all the books he wants.
He will find plenty of other edu-
-cated gentlemen there. There is, it
seems, no limit to that kind of
trouble in the world. You do not
know, it cannot enter into your
mind, how happy you will make
me if you only consent to let me
have the care of you all in this way.
I am not rich, but I am pretty com-
fortably off, and all that I have or
ever shall have, Faith, is yours, if
vou will take it.”
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«] cannot take it,” said Faith,
turning her sorrowful eyes upon
him. «I wish you would not offer
it any more or say any more about
it. I will not say what I might
have done or felt if I had met you
when I was situated as other girls
are, and free to choose my life as
others do. But I know what is my
part now. I must stand by my
sister and my father, and I cannot
leave Letty and she cannot leave
father. I never, never could marry
you, or anyone, and begin life by
having you burdened with the
support of my sister and the charge
of my father, in the state he is in, at
any retreat. When people have
that kind of trouble in their family
they should bear it themselves and
keep to themselves. You may think
me too proud. I know I am proud:
all the Kemps are, even if in father’s
sin we have fallen so low. It is a
right kind of pride, I think. I
know my poor little Letty would
feel just as I do. I am sure you
must care for me very much, Mr.
Juliau, or you would not heartily
ofer tu do all this for my family
for my sake; but I cannot take it,
and the very greatest kindness you
can do me is never to mention it
again.”

« Do not shut me off from hope in
that way,” said Kenneth; “and re-
member, if you feel that this plan
of mine would be burdensome to
you, in a year or so your brother
will share it with me. He and I
have talked of his plans more than

_once.”

«Do not say any more about it.
If Hugh cares for a dranken father,
that is part of the burden God lays
upon him, and he cannot neglect it
without sin. But no such burden
has been laid on you, and I will not
lay it on you. This is a foolish
world, and before long people would
credit you with having your own
father in a drunkards’ retreat, not
your father-in-law, and they would
be saying: ¢No doubt Mr. Julian
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will go as his father has’ Do you
think I could endure that? Some
things cannot be explained, and
people do well to keep clear of them.
I am going back to Letty now. It
is wicked to leave her so long, and
I beg, I entreat of you, do not come
up here any more. I live in terror,
thinking you may come, and find
things as you have to-day. Will
vou do me this favour? Say good-
bye, and say it finally.”

She held out her hand. XKenneth,
overwhelmed by her resolute dis-
missal, touched the nand gravely
and turned away, while Faith went
to her sister.

So miserable was Kenneth that he
won his aunt over to his views
entirely, and she undertook to go
and plead with Faith and expound
affairs more definitely than Ken-
neth could do.

But Faith was inexorable. She
would not burden a husband’s hands
and name with her family sorrow.
She and Letty had been called to
this path—they would tread it alone.

And yet how often a glimpse of
the rest, the freedom, the happiness
that might have been, came to her!
She loved the good, bright things
of life so well! It would be so
blessed to be free from disgrace and
reproach and fear! Sometimes she
was almost tempted to regret her
decision, to feel as if she could not
endure unto theend. In these hours
she fought indeed with dragons, and
she conquered them.

CHAPTER XVIIL

BY SORROW’S HEARTH.

About this time the honest heart
of Kiah Kibble ached at secing the
sad faces of Letty and Faith Kemp.
All the former sallies of mirth, the
reaction into happiness after grief,
had passed away, and there were
two maidens all forlorn, sure enough.
There was always good pretext for
sorrow in the behaviour of their
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father; but behind this ostensible
cause of trouble was other ecare,
Letty privately felt herself a very
helpless, in-the-way little body, with
no errand in this world but to
burden other people. She knew
that Faith was unhappy, and she
grieved accordingly.

Faith felt that she had put aside
the one great opportunity of happi-
ness that had ever come into her
life, and she in faney saw her future
stretching on and on in months of
rayless gloom. She did not regret
the course she had taken; she said
that no other was open to her; but
in taking that path she had turned
her back upon the sun of joy, and
cold and long the shadows fell
before her as she pursued her way.

Kiah Kibble was looking after
his young friends more closely than
usual, and he observed this gloom
for two weeks; then he considered
it time to go forth on a little mis-
sionary work to the house cn the
beach. It was Sabbath afternoon,
and Kiah put on his hest clothes;
then, eharging his boy to be serupu-
lous in refraining from fishing, and
bidding Nan by no means read
other than religious books while he
was gone, Kiah set forth to ecall
upon his tenants. Father was a-
sleep in his room; Letty was in her
usual low chair, reading; Faith had
taken her Bible out to the sand-line,
but she was not reading. The
book lay on her lap, and she looked
out over the sea in a sorrowful
dream. Oh, the long, long years of
the future! How they seemed to
pile up before her, like dark and
frowning peaks! Life seemed so
strong in her that she felt as if death
maust lie much farther from her than
other people, and the coming road
would be as long as dark.

Kiah Kibble was one of the very
few whom Letty had met to whom
she ever talked freely. The hearty
piety of the old man brought him
near to her. For six years he had
been their only friend and helper,
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here in their exile. When Kiah
now began kindly to question con-
cerning the added gloom that seemed
to hang over the sisters, it was not
long before Letty had told the whole
story. It was not only that father
was moving on to ruin with accel-
erated pace, but Letty had found
that she did not suffice for comfort
or companionship to her sister Faith,
and Faith, on behalf of Letty and
father, had made a great renuncia-
tion and was very sad.

« I know,” said Letty simply, «that
it must be a terrible trouble to love
anyone very much and send that
one away forever, as she has done.
I felt so wretched when we gave up
Hugh, and if I were obliged to part
with Faith forever, it wonld break
my heart! So 1 mourn over Faith,
knowing that she is mourning. And
that is not all, Mr. Kibble; I think 1
never felt so troubled about myself
before. I have always just taken
the fact that I am not like other
people, that my face looks old, and
that I am deformed and dwarfed—
1 have taken that as something that
I could not help and tkat I have
become used to. But now I feel
that trouble all the time; I fret
over it. I feel not only helpless,
but in the way, and one of the
stumbling-blocks before my sister. I
am one of the reasons why she
cannot be happy. Faith sees that
anyone whom she married would
have to take care of me, and 1
should be a burden to my brother-
in-law, and it is different from what
it would be if I looked like other
people. If I were gone, Faith could
not get along with father, and he
would have to be taken care of, and
Faith would be free,”

«Ay, ay,” said Kiah, looking at
his gnarled, knotted fingers; «how
much better you can plan it than
the Lord does! It is a pity, child,
but you had had the ordering of
your sister’s life: you would do so
much better for her!”

“0 Kiah!” cried Letty.
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«That’s what it amounts to, child.
You had nothing to do with this
deformity coming upon you. It's
true it was your father’s sinful in-
dulgence that caused him to drop
you, but many a man not at all in
liquor has dropped a child he was
tossing about in play; and many a
child has caught a bigger fall than
you had, and never was hurt a
particle. Often when I see the way
children fall I think of the verse,
«He shall give his angels charge
over thee, to keep thee: and in their
hands they shall bear thee up, lest
at any time thou dash thy foot
against a stone.’” For some reason
that is all dark now, the Lord per-
mitted this injury to come upon
you, which has set you apart and
made you different from other peo-
ple. The darkness, my child, will
not always lic upon His designs. It
is written, « What I do thou knowest
not now; but thou shalt know here-
after.’ When the end comes, Miss
Letty, you and all the rest of God’s
children will be able to say, like
Jacob, «The God which fed me all
my life long unto this day, the
Angel which redeemed me from all
evil.” You see, he did not mean
that he had Leen kept from all evil,
but God had made it all tarn out
for good in the end. You are one
of that kind, child, that you care
more for others than for yourself,
and so you can take some comfort
thinking that this misfortune of
yours may in some way be your
sister’s best help toward heaven. It
may do more for her spiritual life
than any other thing. You feel as
if you'd like her to have a nice
home and easy times and all that is
good in this world, but the word of
God is that ‘a man’s life consisteth
not in the abundance of the things
which he possesseth.” Life, in God’s
idea, consists in growing toward
eternal glorv. I mind that my
grandfather, who was a very godly
man and a deacon in the church,
said once of 2 man who had had a
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very great number of troubles and
much sickness and suffering, that he
had «been a pack-horse to carry the
rest of the family toward heaven,
because *t was only his afflictions
that turned their minds to religion.
When my grandfather said thit to
him one day, the old gentleman
looked about at him and said, ¢« All
right, deacon; so they get there, I
don’t care if it is over my shoulders,
for I'm like Paul: 1I'd be willing to
be made a curse for my brethren’s
sake, my kinsmen according to the
flesh.’ And so, child, you cheer up;
don’t go to desponding now about
the trouble you've borne bravely
for so long. Take the Lord’s will
concerning you and yours with a
cheerful face. The Lord loves sing-
ing pilgrims better than weeping
ones. *All things work together for
good to them that love God, to them
who are the called according to his
purpose.’”

These words gave Letty heart
again. She saw her life in a better
light, all radiant with the accepted
will of God. And then when Kiah
found that her heart was lighter he
concluded it was time to go and
give a little counsel to that other
maid sitting musing by the sea.
He went and sat down near Faith.

She nodded at him silently.

« And so, Miss Faith, you have
made your choice of a hard lot?”

«Did Letty tell you?”

«Yes; what did you do it for?”

“Because I ought. It was the
only thing I could do.”

«You don't repent of it then?”

“No. As long as things are as
they are it was my only course.
Let us not speak of it any more.”

“Yes, that is a good plan; it was
done because, on your best judg-
ment, it was right to be done, and
so best not speak of it. That is
right. But howabout thinkingof it?”

#One can’t help thinking, you
know, Kiah.”

“One ought to, if the thinking
leads to brooding and depresses the
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spirits and makes one unhappy. A
sacrifice, Miss Faith, when it is laid
on the altar ought to be laid there
with a smile. T've got a book at
home i like to read sometimes, a
history of those old-world countries,
Greece and Rome. It has pictures
in it, and one of them is of ancient
sacrifices; and the sheep and oxen
that are brought to the altar are
dressed out in ribbons and wreaths
of flowers. Those were sacrifices to
false gods, and the more is the pity;
but still, in the way of doing it,
they had the right of it; they made
the sacrifice free and joyful. You
know, Miss Faith, in the Law, Moses
ordered that on some of the sacrifices
a handful of incense should be
thrown. That is a type of prayer,
but also of cheerful prayer, a sort
of joy in the giving. It seems to
me, if you don’t mind my poor way
of talking to you, that when we
come to a place in life where there
are two roads which we can take,
and only one that we feel that we
ought to take, then when we turn
our feet into that one we should go
on cheerful and singing and not
looking back. Don’t you mind how
it says, ¢*No man, having put his
hand to the plough, and looking
back, is fit for the kingdom of God’?
I am not educated as well as you
are, Miss Faith, but I am older, and
I have gone further in Christian
experience, and I take it it is Chris-
tian counsel you need just now.”

«T believe I need something,” said
Faith, looking round at him; “go
on, Kiah.”

«I don’t mean to say you are
turning back as regretting that youn
did it; but you perhaps keep look-
ing back as sort of lamenting, and
contrasting what is with what might
have been. That is nature, Miss
Faith, but it is by no means grace,
and it is grace we ought to be all
the while stretching up to if we
mean to grow up to the staturc of
perfect men in Christ Jesus. I've
been remarking on you for a
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couple of weeks or more that you
have seemed very down-hearted.
Now down-heartedness bears heavy
on the bodily health. A cheerful
spirit is a continual feast, but a
wounded spirit who ecan bear? If
vou allow yourself to get into gioom
and stay there, my gir], you can no
more grow well spiritually than a
potato vine can grow well in the
dark. As long as you are in this
world you might as well be making
the best of yourself in the way of
growing up to glory. If you break
yourself down by indulging in
sorrow, you won't be as able to
endure the lot to which the Lord
calls you, and you'll have a discour-
aged, worn look that won't be any
credit to your Father which is in
heaven.

«Once T knew a man, Miss Faith,
that becamec pretty deaf when he
was about middle age. Now I
don't reckon that anyone would
prefer to be deaf; it’s a trial, sure
enough. This man I'm speaking
of had a comfortable home, a well-
behaved family, enough to live on
in comfort; but he took it into his
head that he didn’t want to be deaf
and couldn’t abide it. It was
trouble enough, and too much,’ he
said. So instead of counting his
blessings he spread them all over
with that one trouble of being deaf,
and he looked the most woc-begone,
mournful, down-at-the-mouth ecrea-
ture ever I set eyes on. I said to
him one day, ‘If you think your
heavenly Father takes any comfort
or satisfaction in a child of your
pining quality, you are very much
mistaken; youw're a disgrace to the
Christian family,’ I said, cand it
kind of disheartens your brethren
to look at you. If you can’t chirk
up on your own account, why don’t
vou do it for the sake of other folks?’

« Now, Miss Faith, I don’t mean
vou look that dismal, or are like
to carry on the way that man did.
It is mot in your nature: but I do
think you are yielding to sad feel-
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ings and discouragements, and ‘it
will be bad for you and hard on
vour poor little sister. She has
heavy burdens of her own, and [
observe when you look cheery and
talk lively and seem to feel fairly
contented, she seems just lifted up
into comfort by it. She's one to pine
over your troubles more than over
her own. Now, miss, let me remind
you that the Lord knoweth the way
that we take, and He has counted
up ali our tears and all our trials.
Is your father’s failing a burden?
The Lord knows all about that. He
knows just how far he is to go and
when le is to stop and what will
come after. He knows where help
is to come from; He knows whether,
by-and-bye, all this worriment will
séem like a very short time, and the
after good very long and great.
You cannot help these troubles that
are about you; but you can help
giving way to them and being
ruined by them. There is always
the good Word of the Father, if you
will listen to it, and there is always
His hand held out, if you will take
hold of it. Many a little child,
Miss Faith, walking in a rough way
gets a tumble because it pulls and
jerks free of its father’s holding
hand.”

«1 believe you are right about it,”
said Faith, turning to Kiah, to whose
plain discourse she had listened
attentively. «I have always said
that the best sense and the best
courage made the best of the hard
places of life, and here I was giving
way! I will think more of poor
little Letty and less of Faith.”

« Do so,” said Kiuah, « beeause that
will not only be good for you, but
it will take that extra sorrow out of
her face. Then, Miss Faith, if the
time comes when she is gone away
to the place she seems far more fit
for than for this world, you will

remember that you always did
your part to comfort her.”
Faith started. Yes, she must

consider Letty! «T've been wrong
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and selfish after all!” she ecried;
vand do you know, Kiah, that I
have been praising myself as a
very heroic and self-sacrificing
young person?” she added whim-
sically.

«No doubt; we all like to do that.
Well, I'm glad you don't take my
little preachment to you amiss. I
meant it well. But I have been up
here a long time, and I'm afraid
that things at my house may not be
going on just right for Sunday
afternoon. I kind of hear it said to
me as to David, ¢« With whom hast
thou left those few sheep in the
wilderness?’”

“But he was justified in leaving
them, you know, for he was out
after that big giant Goliath. You
have been up here slaying giants,
and vou found me and my Letty in
the dungeon of Giant Despair and
you have given us a key to help us
out.”

Kiah laughed. «Ay,’ay! that’s
a main good book, that ¢Pilgrim’s
Progress!’ I'll go home and read it
to my family.”

As Kiah went up the beach to the
path over the dune, he met Ralph
Kemp, and completed his mission-
ary enterprise by walking along
with him and taking a seat behind
a clump of juniper, for a little
reasoning with him on his besetting
sin. IIe could not take him on such
high spiritual grounds as Letty and
Faith, Kemp had no spiritual
yearnings; but he had some rem-
nants of family feeling and of per-
sonal pride when he was sober. He
was ready to agree with all that
Kibble said to him. Tears of honest
sorrow came into his eyes when the
old boat-builder pleaded the cause
of the daughters. He promised re-
form: promised it so heartily that
Kiah could not but believe in him.
Kiah had only known Mr. Kemp
for about seven years, and he did
not yet understand the futility of
promises so fervently spoken.

And now, when Kiah and M.
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Kemp were pacing slowly along the
dune together, Faith, who had made
new resolutions and had found
something better to do in life than
to dream and regret, an up to the
house to Letty. Self-scorn had
helped Faith to put on a brighter
bearing and take a more valorous
tone than she had used of late.

«Letty ! ” she cried, «I have been
down by the sea learning lessous.
They were good ones. too, and have
brought back my courage. With
such a dear little sister as you are
why should I not content myself?”

«Has Kiah been telling you what
I said ?” asked Letty wistfully.

«No, indeed! What where vou
speaking about? ”

“Nothing worth repeating. What
was he talking about?”

“ About my religious duty; about
serving God willingly and cheer-
fully, and I mean to do it! 1 sha'n’t
mope any more. There is nothing
to mope about. I am young and
healthy, and I know how to make a
living. I have a dear little sister,
and as for our little home, it is
comfortable, and many people would
be glad enough of as good a one. 1
have been counting up my mercies,
and I can say, ‘How great is the
sum of them!” Now, Letty, if I
cheer up, you will have to, or I
shall go to disgracing myself by
moping again, and you will be the
cause of my downfall. To begin
with, I haven’t been making it very
pleasant for father lately, I have
been so dull and self-absorbed. Let
us get supper, just such a supper as
we all like. Then after that we
will have a good sing; we will sing
all our best hymns. To-morrow I
mean to borrow Kiah’s violin, and it
may amuse father to play on that
for us while we work. What does
it strike you we should have for
supper? Say something easy now!”

« Welsh rarebit and potato salad,”
said Letty laughing.

Thus Faith at Kiah's suggestion
reconstructed her ways.
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CHAPTER XVIII.
TOO LATE ! T00 LATE!

Taith Xemp entered upon her
role of cheerfulness with much
vigour. She was a girl of great
force of will, and she was the more
urged to exercise this regnant power
of the soul by seeing how her father
had always been lacking in self-
government. Having before her a
daily spectacle of moral weakness,
in one of its most painful ex-
hibitions, she felt animated to rule
well her passions and emotions and
accustom herself to be dominated
by the sense of duty. Therefore
she was now all day busy and
cheerful, and at night did not
permit herself to lie thinking of
her troubles or of how much better
things might have been, but quietly
clasped Letty’s hand in hers and
commanded sleep, as healthy or-
ganizations are able to do.

Letty for some time watched her,
to see if her cheerfulness were
assumed in public and if privately
she were miserable; but Faith had
decided that there should be #no
backward thought, and no return-
ing,” and presently Letty began to
take comfort in her regard. Pri-
vately Ralph Kemp questioned his
elder daughter as to why Mr. Julian
was seen no more. Letty told him
the truth.

«Jt was then on my account?”
father questioned.

«Yes, father. He came up here
when you were at your very worst,
and Faith sent him away forever.”

«Then I have ruined Faith’s life
in one way, just as I ruined yours
in another,” said her father bitterly.

“ Yes, tather; butstill—you ne er
meant it.”

« And whatdid I mean? Nothing;
that is where the trouble lies. My
moral nature has been like a bit of
thistle-down swept about by the
strong wind of appetité. Such a
man as T am ought never to have
any children, Letty.”
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“Father—did you drink before
you were married? "

«Only a little, child.”

Letty worked in silence at the
train of a peacock.

«'The lesson from which is,” con-
tinued father, *that women should
never marry men who drink any.
They never know unto what that
taste will grow. ¢Behold, how great
a matter a little fire kindleth.” That
was what Tom Wharton held, and
he was opposed to our marriage,
znd that is one of the reasons of
his hostility to me. I don’t blame
Wharton ; I don’t blame anyone but
myself—and I blame myself for
being morally weak. I wish I
knew at what point I might have
begun the being stronger. Where
could a commencement of moral
vigour have been made? before I
was born?”

«Very likely,” said Letty; «and
then, as soon as you were born,
your parents might have helped
you to understand by their man-
agement and training that there
was an ought and an ought not,
and that people have to do what is
right, whether it is pleasant or no.
And so you would have come up
with a good habit to the years
when you were old enough to
know reasons and govern yourself a
little.”

«The Whartons,” said father,* were
all people with a tremendous sense
of moral responsibility and great
will-power. They were headstrong
too, on oceasion. I think your
mother was that when she married
me. We loved each other, and for
the sake of that love she resolved to
take a great risk. Now Faith in
her will-power must be a regular
Wharton, for I see she has taken a
step that must have cost her much,
and she is resolutely cheerful about
it. I'm sure I wish she had a father
more worthy of her. I'd reform if
I could, Letty. Sometimes I think
I will, if it kills me. Suppose I do
resolve!”
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Letty said nothing; what innu-
merable promises this man had
made, and they had all been to his
ungovernable appetite as the new
ropes on the brawny arms of Israel’s
giant judge!

«] sec you don’t belicve in it,
Letty, and I don’t; it is too late!
too late!”

IFaith had common sense to see
that in order to keep up her courage
and fulfil all her duty she must
maintain her physiceal strength.
Open-air life was absolutely es-
sential to her, and she daily per-
suaded Letty and her father to
spend some time with her out-of-
doors. An old sail of The Goblin
was stretched as an awning against
a background of plum bushes, and
sometimes they all sat there, and
sometimes at the grotto among the
rocks. It was a pleasant-looking
family party—the handsome Faith,
with her lace pillow on her knee;
Letty, throned on cushions, working
at some frame filled with gorgeous
designs; father busy at a net or a
hammock. No one would have
thought to sec them what a terrible
sin blighted all their lives, and from
what high and fair estate they had
fallen.

IMPRESSIONS OF
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The penitential mood is a painful
one, and father did not relish this
indulgence in it. He tried to lessen
the poignaney of reflections upon
himself.

“«I am sure Faith is not unhappy
or grieving. She is contented with
us, and didn’t care for Mr. Julian.
I rather wonder that she did not;
he is a fine fellow, but Faith evi-
dently took a dislike to him and
showed it very plainly.”

Daily these sisters grew dearer
to each other and came into closer
and more tender confidence, and
those weeks were to Faith's thoughts
in after life as a sacred time, a
swee. and blessed memory. She
learned at last to forget the shadows
that father cast into that autumn,
and recall only the hours she and
her little, gentle elder sister spent
in sweet sympathy. The father
was often away, they did not know
where. He now went so often that
they could not follow arrd rescuc
him as once they had tried to do.
No work would have heen done,
and no bread earned, and «Kemp's
daughters,” «the dwarf girl,” and
«the handsome one ” were becoming
more conspicuous than they could
endure to be.

A RECENT VISIT TO ENGILAND.

BY THE EDITOR.

Evex a hasty visit to the Old World
from the New forces upon the mind the
correspondences and contrasts  between
their different institutions and practices.
One cannot fail to find much to admire in
that Island Kmpire to which so many of
us look back with love and pride and
veneration, either as our birthland, or as
the land of our fathers.  The bulwark for
centuries of civil and religious liberty, it
has won the homage of all lands for all
time. Nevertheless the conservative in-
fluence of ancient use and wont has given
a rigidity, or at least a lack of flexibility,
to its institutions which is not in harmony
with the freer air and ampler liberty of
this Western World.  These institutions

in Great Britain may be likened to the
vaulted arches of her mighty minsters
and cathedrals, majestic in their strength,
glorions in their history, but rigid as the
everlasting rocx from which they were
hewn. Those of our own country are
more like the cverarching boushs of our
Canadian forests, flexible and yielding to
the influence of public opinion as the
elm tree to the passing breeze.

To the democratic denizen of Canada
the class system—it might almost be
called the caste system of Great Britain—
is felt to be repressive, if not oppressive.
The dominating preponderance of the
Established Church, and of the titled and
aristocratic classes in religious, politica
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and social life, creates a feeling of restraint
akin to the environment of the stone
walls and ramparts which still engirdle
gsome of its ancient cities.  Xven the Dis-
seuting Churches scem to some degree
to have yielded to these influences. They
do not, in our judgment, sufticiently as-
sert themselves. Many of the Methodist
churches of London, for instance, per-
haps all, use at the morning service the
liturgy of the Church of England, and in
other respects decline to emancipate them-
selves from its step-motherly influence.
Tt even regulates the cut of their coats,
the Oxford collars, and ultra-cierical style
of the hats of most Methodist ministers.
Small wonder that so many of the sons
and daughters of Methodismn have for the
sake of social prestige drifted away from
the Church of their fathers to the Church
of fashion as established by law.

In the provinces the Church of England,
with the aid of the squire and rector and
the lord of the manor, has, in the agri-
cultural regions especially, striven to
thwart or dwarf the growth of the Non-
conformist bodies, especially of Meth-
odism. These have thriven best in the
great manufacturing and industrial re-
gions, where has grown up a sturdy mid-
dle class independent of either squire or
rector.,

The divisions of Methodism, with their
numerous Little Salems and Ebenezers,
their chapels and conventicles, which they
do not venture to dignify with the name
of churches, have further conspired to
prevent the development of that strength
which union alone can give. Of this we
had an illustration in York. Like the
great minster, dominating the whole city,
whose massy tower rises like a cliff in air,
the Established Church seems to domi-
naie society. We saw in a very humble
shop window a meagre announcement, in
poor print on a small-sized placard, of a
social festival to welcome to his new
charge the minister of one of the minor
Methodist bodies. We would have in
Canada an aggressive announcement on a
broad placard, in bold type, challenging
the attention of the world. To speak
with such bated breath and whispered
humbleness seems to invite indifference
if not contempt.

Yet the Nonconformist Churches con-
stitute, we think, both in numbers and
in religious power and earnestness, the
greater part of the nation. The union of
the different Methodist bodies wonld
create a Church which the squire, and
rector would not venture to insult or
attack. Sir Henry Fowler's Bill for the
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organization of Parish Councils through-
out the realm will do much to overthrow
the reign of squirearchy in even the rural
communities.  Already the dissenting
shoemalker, weaver or farm labourer has
in many cases been elected to the chair-
manship of the Council over both parson
and squire.

1t is true that the spiritual power of a
Church consists not in its social status,
but that is no reason why Methodism
shouldnot vie in the beauty of its churches,
not with the great cathedrals which belong
to the nation, but with the smaller parish
churches throughout the vealm. The
homely character of such chapels as Great
Queen Street, in London, if it does not
repel, fuils to attract the passer by.

It is true that the movement inaugur-
ated by the late Dr. Punshon for the
erection of better churches throughout
the kingdom has introduced remarkable
changes in this respect. The old City
Road Chapel—the cradle of early Meth-
odisin — has also been greatly beauti-
fied and adorned in recent years. On
both occasions when we attended the con-
gregation was large, the preaching able,
and the singing soul-stirring. This last
was the result, we judge, of the labours
of Mr. Wesley, the organist, a grandson
of the sweet singer of Methodism.

The most active phase of Methodism in
London, Liverpool, Manchester, Leeds,
and other great cities is that known as
the Forward Movement. It seems a pity
that in London its centre should be a
public music-hall devoted during most of
the week to secular amusements. Buat,
perhaps, it thus touches more closely the
life and needs of the great pleasure-seck-
ing community in which the West Central
Mission is established.

We were pleased to note also the
agaressive spirit of Methodism in the
northern metropolis. The Synod Hall av
Edinburgh, an audience-room of magnifi-
cent size, was filled with an earnest con-
gregation. The singing, especially, had
o Methodist swing and fervour which we
heard not elsewhere in Great Britain.

We mean not to detract from the noble
work being accomplished by the Estab-
lished Church. Its great preachers and
scholars have laid all the Churches under
obligation by their bovks. Its devoted
parish clergy, many of whom, however,
ave strongly tinctured with FHigh Church
principles, are doing an incalculable ser-
vice in ministering to the poor, succour-
ing the sorrowing, visiting the forsiken,
and remembering the forgotten in the
lowly lanes of life. In this they have
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zealous vivals in the scarlet-liveried sol-
dier of the Salvation Army, and in the
gray-gowned Sisters of the People and
other Protestant Denconess Orders.

The great enemy of all righteousness,
of all social and religious reform, how-
ever, in Great Britain is the drink traflic.
One finds it intrenched in the high places
of the land. It occupies the strategic
position in all the towns and cities. On
the best corners of the streets, sometimes
on all four of them, lit up at night with
a blaze of light, the modern Moloch re-
ceives the homage of his willing victims.
To every lover of his kind it is heart-
rending to see the tide of humanity flow-
ing in and out of these open doors, over
which might be written the words on
Dante's Doors of Loom, **All hope
abandon, ye who enter here.” Worst of
all was it to see women, forgetting their
womanhood, sometimes with babes in
their arms, drinking at the bar with the
veriest tramps and drunkards.

In the godly city of Edinburgh, in the
High Street, uuder the shadow of St.
Giles and John Knox’s house, and in the
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great city of Glasgow, with its pious
motto, ‘‘Let Glasgow flourish by the
preaching of the Word,” this dram-driuk-
ing was more prevalent than we saw else-
where.

-Against this giant cvil all the Churches
should unite and every lover of his kind
should fight. Thank God, the Churches
are awakening from their lethargy in this
regard. The highest dignitaries in the
Church of England are among its strongest
foes. Methodism is awaking again to the
stern denunciation of this guilty traflic
by its honoured founder and is working
in the forefrent for the overthrow of the
liquor trafiic, which Mr. Gladstone asserts
has slain more victims than war or slavery
or famine.

We had not the good fortune to meet
the able representative of Canadian Meth-
odism to the Conferences of the sister
Methodisms of Great Britain, but we re-
ceived most flattering testimonies as to
the eloquence and ability with which Dr.
Dewart discharged his duties, and as to
the influenceof his stirring addresseson the
benefits of Methodist Union in Canada.

Religioas and Missionary Intelligenee.

BY THE REV. E. BARRASS, D.D.

WESLEYAN METHODIST.

The Conference, which is the 152nd,
met in the King St. Chapel, Plymouth,
England, Rev. Dr. J. Waller being
elected President. For many years he
had been an excellent Conference secre-
tary. Dr. Waller has long occupied a
prominent position in the ranks of the
ministry.  He is the fruit of village
Methodism and has grown up in the
ranks. At present he is Secretary of
Education and, with the exception of
Dr. Rigg, no man is better posted in the
legislative history of Wesleyan Methodism.
It was generally expected that he would
be elected President, but Revs. Dr.
Randles, H. P. Hughes, F. W. Mac-
donald, and T. Allen received a consider-
able number of votes.

The election of women as delegates to
the Representative Session was & burn-
ing question which was lost, so that no

Chairman of District can in future accept
any lady as a candidate to Conference.
Rev. H. P. Hughes spoke strongly in
favour of their admission. He reminded
the Conference how that John Wesley
admitted them to the pulpit and allowed
them to itinerate, and that the Rev.
Thos. Jackson, Robert Newton, and Mr.
W. Dawson were all converted through
the preaching of women.

Rev. M. Hartley, who has been well
trained under Dr. Waller, was elected
Secretary. He is a thorough business
man and has long been one of the mis-
sionary secretaries. Having also an able
staff of assistants, the business of Con-
ference will be faithfully recorded.

A portion of two sessions was occupied
with a_conversation respecting the work
of God. The increase of members is
4,372; deaths, 5,298 ; 490 circuits reported
an increase of 10,678 members, but, alas,
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295 reported an aggregate decrense of
6,306,

Arrangements were made for reducing
the debt on the Missionary Society, which
now amounts to $150,000. It is proposed
to raise $250,000 at once, nearly $100,000
of which was promised at Conference.

The debate on the Book-Room was
protracted and lively. The circulation
of unauthorized hymn-books, of which
there seems to be a plethora, hinders the
sale of the connexional hymn-book. The
profits were not equal to former years, as
the total amount was only $7,500, one-
fifth of which was appropriated to the
Home Missionary Society and the balance
to the Superannuation Funds.

The extension of the pastoral term
excited great interest. The number of
invitations for a longer term was increas-
ing every year. Two ministers were in-
vited to remain a fifth year. It was
ultimately agreed that there should be
an extension under certain circumstances.
A few were granted a lengthened term.

The number of candidates for the
ministry greatly exceeds the demand.
In seventeen years 768 men had been
added to the home work, and in the
foreign work 442 had been received in
the sume period. Circuits not able to
provide houses for married ministers
receive assistance from the Home Mission
Fund. Last year $7,700 were thus
appropriated. This year only twenty-
four candidates were received for the
home work, and eighteen for the foreign
work, forty-two in all, while there were
ninety-four candidates, so that more than
fifty were refused. Application for ad-
mission into the ministry was made from
ministers of other denominations, but
only one was accepted, Rev. A. Woolley,
from Newfoundland.

A great deal of time was occupied
respecting the central missions in connee-
tion with what is known as the ¢ For-
ward Movement,” which excites universal
interest and is doing much for the ex-
tension of Methodism in the centres of
population. At least ten thousand peo-
ple attend the missions in Manchester
alone, where there were only a few hun-
dreds some years ago, and $150,000 will
soon be expended in the erection of new
halls. At a meeting in aid of the London
Mission Rev. P. Thompson said that his
last week of work in East London was
the happiest in his life. The joy of the
mission and the miracles of grace he
described in glowing words. The plan
of work came through the gutter children.
On a bitter winter night the children
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had no shelter but the 240 public-houses.
John Jameson began the work. There
were now twenty thousand children in
the Enst End who had been through the
mission schools, He told of the muni-
cipal and social work, and of the open-air
work.”

Dr. H. J. Pope’s report of his visit to
Canada was very creditable to that gen-
tleman. He was greatly pleased with
his visit, and spoke in terms of com-
mendation respecting our Church and
the country. The Canadian representa-
tive, Rev. Dr. Dewart, was most cordially
greeted,and delivered an elaborateaddress
which was most favourably received. He
gave the English Conference a knowledge
of Canadian Methodism which could not
but be gratifying to them.

Besides the representatives from New
South Wales, France and Ireland, who
spoke at the open session of Conference
with Dr. Dewart, a lady from Austria,
Baroness Langenau, was introduced and
received a most hearty welcome. This
distinguished lady has rendered eminent
service to Methodism in her native Jand,
and richly deserves the honour which
she received. In her address she said,
““What I have done I have done for
Christ.” Bishop Abraham and Professor
Council, from the African Methodist
Episcopal Church, were introduced at
another session of the Conference. The
Bishop interested the Conference with
his speech. He said that he represented
a branch of the Church which had half-a-
million of members, 3,200 ordained
preachers, 10,000 local preachers, and
375,000 Sunday scholars. ‘¢ Eleven hun-
dred of the preachers,” said the bishop,
¢¢ are under my direction, and I make the
appointments myself '—a remark which
greatly amused the Conference. Then
came the startling statement, *Once I
was a slave, and sold for §6,000.” He
wound up a capital little address by
saying ‘‘they thought that when they
overtook the English people there would
be no other people on God’s earth to pass
by.”

The religious services were all more or
less characterized Ly great fervour. The
ordination of thirty-one young men who
had finished their probation, the official
sermons, the public examinations, recog-
nition of returned missionaries, ete., were
probably the most enthusiastic. The
memorial session was deeply affecting ;
twenty-four ministers died in England,
six inIreland, and six in foreign stations.

Rev. James Chapman was appointed
principal of Southlands College. Rev. .
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*
W. L. Watkinson, editor, is the appointee
to the Methodist Ipiscopal General Con-
ference to be held in 1896.

It is a matter of deep regret that,
wwing to the financial difliculties of the
Joyful News Mission, the Rev. 'I'. Champ-
ness has been compelled to recall sixty of
his ngents, though he hopes to keep
these employed who are in the foreign
work in India, Ceylon, China, South
Africa and West Africa, and probably a
few at home.

Tur Meruobist CHUren.

Newfoundland Conference. — Harbour
Grace was the seat of this Conference,
Rev. W, Swan was elected President and
Rev. J. T. Newman Sceretary. The
ex-president, Dr. Milligan, a most en-
thusiastic educationist, said that the
‘Government had set apart $10,000 more
for educational purposes than was ex-
pected.  This was joyful news.

There was only one death reported,
that of Rev. G. P. Story; five young
men were ordained to tlhe full work of
the ministry. The Statistical Committee
reported an increase of ten Sunday-schools,
104 teachers, and 642 scholars. The in-
crease in the membership is 991.

Jupan Conference. — This  Conference
gathering took place at Tokyo and was
m session six days. There were present
seven Canadian and nineteen Japanese
ministers. Three were ordained at Con-
ference, making twenty-nine inall. There
were three probationers recommended for
ordination. Dr. Macdonald was re-elected
President, an indication that the Doctor’s
popularity does not wane.

The ladies of the six Tokyo Methodist
churches gave a reception to the members
of Conference in a new Japanese house,
where they were regaled with fruit, ice-
cream and cake.

The Conference Sunday was similar to
those of Canada. The love-feast was en-
tirely in Japanese, but instead of bread
and water, trays with small cups of tea
and nice assorted cakes were served.
Rev. W. Elliott presided. The ordina-
tion sermon was preached by Rev. B.
Hashimoto.  Dr. Macdonald preached in
the evening and all present felt it a profit-
able waiting upon God.

The Gokyo is the Clristian Guardian
of Japan Methodism, and it will hence-
forth represent at least three branches of
Methodism.  Two committees were ap-
pointed, one relating to union and another
to co-operating in evangelistic and other
kinds of church work. There are now
2,070 members, an increase of eighty-nine,
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there is also n large increase in the number
of Sunday-school scholars.

Since our Jasy issue the mission pre-
mises in China have all been destroyed
by rioters connected with the Vegetarian
Socicty. Happily the missionaries have
escaped with their lives, though they en-
dured much sufiering. Some other mis-
sionaries and their families have heen
put to death. All the missions in West-
ern China appear to be in great jeopardy.

Mernopist Eriscorarn Cuunen.

During the month of September forty.
three Annual Conferences were appointed
to be held in the United States alone.

Bishop Foster passed his seventy-fifth
birthday very quietly. Ounly a few of his
friends knew of it.

Persecution has befallen the mission
in Mexico City ; school-teachers and con-
verts have been maltreated. A widow
and her two sons have been imprisoned
simply because the latter had been with-
drawn from the municipal, and sent to
the mission school. A Methodist school-
master also had been imprisoned.

In three weeks Bishop Mallalieu trav-
elled two thousand miles on hot, dusty
roads, preached nine sermons, delivered
seven special addresses, besides attending
personally to his large correspondence.

Bishop Walden recently purchased a
suitable lot in Honolulu, Hawaii, for a
tabernacle to cost $2,500, which will be
the first Methodist church in the island.
It will help the work in Japan.

Bisre Curisriax CONFERENCE.

This Conference met in Thorne Me-
morial Chapel, Barnstaple. JamesThorne
was one of the founders of the Connexion
and this was the year of his centenary.
His son, Rev. John Thorne, from South
Australia, came to England to take part
in the centenary services, and he was
elected President of Conference.

On the Conference Sunday services
began at seven o'clock, a.m. Dr. Dewart
preached in the evening and gave his
ofticial address the day following, which
was a great missionary day, when the
Chinese and Australian visitors also de-
livered earnest addresses. Dr. Dewart
greatly pleased the Conference.

The union question was the most im-
portant which came before the Conference.
Principal Watson, President of the Primi-
tive Methodist Conference, attended as
a fraternal delegate. Dr. Dewart spoke
first, and detailed the results of union in
Canada. Several members of Conference
took part in the discussion. A committee
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was appointed to confer with other com-
mittees which may be appointed, and it
is hoped that during the next year, by
reason of friendly exchange of pulpits,
the Bible Christian and Primitive Meth-
odists, at least, may be ripe for union by
the Conference of 1896,

REeceNT DEeATHS.

We regret to learn that the honoured
head of the long-established house of
Houghton, Mifflin & Co., Boston and
New York, has recently passed away from
time. Mr. Houghton maintained for
many years the best traditions of the
publishing trade. Under his auspices the
leading writers of New England were in-
troduced to the public. The imprimatwr
of his house upon any book was a guaran-
tee of its high-class character. 'The book
catalogue of the house embraces the lead-
ing contributors to New England litera-
ture for the last score of years. Mr.
Houghton was a member of the Meth-
odist Church, and for twenty-five years
held the position of superintendent of a
Methodist Sunday-school. We had the
pleasure of making his personal acquaint-
ance and were deeply impressed with bis
urbanity and Christian courtesy. We
doubt not that his surviving associates
will maintain the same high aims which
distinguished Henry Oscar Houghton
during his long career as the head of this
great publishing house.

Dr. Edward Beecher, brother of the
late Henry Ward Beecher, died last July
at the great age of ninety-two. He grad-
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uated at Yale when he was only nineteen ;
after being in the pastorate a few years
he became president of w college in Illi-
nois. He was one of the founders, and
for some yewrs editor, of the Congrega-
tionalist, and the author of some impor-
tant works. For a few yewmrs he was
assistant to his brother in Brooklyn, whom
he dearly loved. When Henry was tried
in the civil court some years ago Edward
was at his side during the whole trial.
When eighty-two years old he was again
called to the pastorate. A few years ago
he met with an accident, from the effects
of which he never fully recovered. He
was a mandeservedly esteemed, and served
his generation nobly.

Dr. John R. Alexander, a' well-known
Methodist in Montreal, was recently
called to his reward. He was a native
of the Province in which he died, and
was & man of great energy. Whatsoever
he found to do he did it with his
might. At one time he was in the Meth-
odist ministry, but voice failure compelled
him to locate. Having taken n medical
course, in due time he took his medical
degree. On retiring from the ministry
he became counnected with the Atna
Insurance Company, in which he rendered
most eflicient service. e was also
proprietor of the Turkish Bath Hotel, in
Montreal, and was an inveterate hater of
tobacco and liquor. Those who knew
regarded him as one of the noblest of
men. His death is a loss to Methodism
in Montreal. He was a member of the
General Conference in 1886 and 1890.

Book [Notiees.

The State: EBlements of Historicadd and
Practical Politics. A sketch of insti-
tutional history and administration.
By Woobrow WiLsoN, Ph.D, LL.D.
Author of *“Congressional Govern-
ment.”” Boston: D. C. Heath & Co.
Toronto : William Briggs.

The fact of government is one of the
oldest in the history of the race. The
scientific study of its theory is one of the
newest. The present volume, we believe,
is the first attempt to analyze the facts
and synthetize the principles of human
government. The subjects of constitu-
tional law and political and social economy
are now being studied in most of our

universities. This book is designed to
aid the instructor and students in this
important department. Of special in-
terest is the account of the historical de-
velopment of government from the times
of the Aryan patriarchs. The struggle be-
tween the democracies and oligarchies of
Greece ; the shrewd, practical and firm
administration of Rome; the evolution
of the feudal and monarchical systems of
medizeval times; the modern govern-
ments of France, the German kingdoms
and empire, Austria and Switzerland ; the
governmental system of Great Britain,
with its vast colonial empire, and of the
United States are outlined with luminous
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skill. This study of comparative politics
develops a wide correspondence of organi-
zation and method of government and a
unity of structure and procedure greater
than one was prepared to find. It
furnishes data for a science of govern-
ment in its wide national and interna-
tional relations. This book commends
itself to the study of all who make or ad-
minister the laws of the nation,

The Christian Consciousness: Its Relation
to Evolution in Morals and in Doctrine.
By J. S. Brack. Boston : Lee & Shep-
ard. Toronto: William Briggs. Price,
£1.25.

The author, in the preface, says: ** The
study of *Christian Consciousness’ is in
its infancy, but the study of it is an aid
to thedevelopmentofit. It seems strange
at this end of the nineteenth century of
the Christian era, that there should be an
undeveloped and unused function of the
Christian life ; a function which not only
accounts for moral and dogmatic phe-
nomena, but also makes God more real to
nmen.”

This book is an important contribution
to the development of the subject. It
comes at a time of need. It deals not
only with the literature that has hitherto
gathered round its central theme, ‘‘The
Christian Consciousness,” but it has also
to do with Professor Drummond’s ** As-
cent of Man,” and with Benjamin Kidd's
¢ Social Evolution.”

The placing of the ¢ Christian Con-
sciousness” along with the Bible, the
Church and the Reason as a source of
authority may seem revolutionary, but
by many it will be regarded as being the
formal statement of a position that has to
some extent been already granted.

The work is strong, scholarly and very
suggestive. It is certainly in the line of
religious evolution and will receive at-
tention from a very large number of in-
telligent Christians who are seeking to
reconcile the experience they have at-
tained in spiritual things with the faith of
their fathers.

The People’s Bible. Discourses upon Holy
Scripture. By Josepa Parxer, D.D.,
London. Ephesians-Revelation. ~Oc-
tavo, 463 pp., cloth, 81.50. New York
and Toronto : Funk & Wagnalls Co.

The distinguished minister of the City
Temple, London, Dr. Joseph Parker, com-
menced worl on his ¢ People’s Bible,”
now so well and favourably known in this
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country, over tifteen years ago, and it
has been a matter of surprise and admira-
tion to observe the marvellous progress
of his enterprise as each successive volume
made its appearance. The present volume
completes the undertaking. The entire
work supplies & unique Bible commentary
for use of pastors and preachers, as also
for every Bible reader. Not a critical,
verbal commentary in the general sense
of that term, it is full of distinctive and
particular features of great value to all,
The late Charles H. Spurgeon said : *Dr,
Parker condenses wonderfully, and throws
a splendour of diction over all that he
pours foxth, He secoms to say all that
can be said upon « passage. He is a man
of genius, and whenever he has anything
to say he says it in his own striking man-
ner.” The book of Revelation is treated
in the manner peculiarly his own, and is
as readable and as easily understood by
the young and unlearned as it can be by
readers of most mature attainments.

The Red, Red Wine. A Temperance
Story. By J. Jacksox WRray. Author
of ‘“Nestleton Magna,” **Matthew
Mellowdew,” ete. Toronto: William
Brigas. Montreal: C. W. Coates.
Halifax : S. F. Huestis. Price, 81.00.

Another charming book by a gifted
author whose pen is now silent in death.
Mr. Wray was a native of the East
Riding of Yorkshire, and though he left
the place of his nativity more than half
a century ago, he often returned thither
at the vacation seasons, so that he was
well acquainted with the everyday oc-
currences of the locality. There are many
still living who remember the building of
the railway between York and Hull,
when George Hudson was known by the
sobriquet of * The Railway King.” Those
who read this book will be able to recall
some of the occurrences of those days,
while others, probably, will think that the
author has overdrawn the picture. The
labours of temperance people have effect-
ed a great change for the better among
the social customs in England, though
there is much still to be dome. We
regard *‘ The Red, Red Wine,” as the best
production of Mr. Wray, and we strongly
recommend its perusal to all our readers.
Those who have read Mr. Wray’s other
works will be p'eased to see that ¢ The
Red, Red Wine ” containsa portrait of the
deceased author. The manner in which
the book is got up reflects the highest
credit upon the Methodist Book and
Publishing House, of Toronto.
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Special attention is drawn to Cowan’s Hygienic Cocoa, highly com-
mended by several of the most prominent medical doctors of the city.

Send for price-lists. All packages of 5 pounds and upwards sent free of
charge to any railway station in Ontario.

NOTE.—Our goods sold in the smallest quantities at wholesale prices.

ADDRESS : 36A CHURCH STREET,
TELEPHONE 2008. Toronto



HEADQUARTERS FOR

stationery and
e Supples

Aoount Books,

Full assortment, all descriptions.

Bookbinding,

Every style, moderate prices.

Leather Goods,

Great variety, unsurpassed, close
prices. :

AGENTS FOR
Caligraph Typewriter.

¢¢ Stands at the head.”

Wirt Fountain Pen.

¢ Get the best.”

Edison Mimeograph.

¢ Perfect Duplicator.”

BROWN BROS.

Stationers, Bookbinders.

MANUFAGTURERS OF

ACCOUNT BOOKS, LEATHER GOODS,

Erc.

64.68 King St. E. - TORONTO.

ESTABLISHED 1856,

|

THE MAN WHO DRINKS
LIQUOR TO EXCESS

LOSES HIS APPETITE AND INJURES
HIS STOMACH.

Restores the Api)etite, Soothes,
B Cleanses and Heals the Stomach,

B and allays that Burning Thirst.
B A test proves this statement.

FREE Samples to any address,
K. D. C. Co., Ltd., New Glasgow,
N.S., and 127 State St., Boston.

CAVEATS, TRADE MARKks
COPYRIGHTS.

CAN I OBTAIN A PATENT? Fora
Rromﬁt answer and an honest opinion, write to
IUNN & CO., who have had nearly fifty years’
experience in the patent business.

ommunica-
tions strictly confidential. A Handbook of In-
formation concerning Patents and how to ob-
tain them sent free. Also a catalogue of mechan-
ical and scientifie books sent free.

Patents taken through Munn & Co. receive
sgecml noticein the Ncientific American, and
thus are brought widely before the public with~
out cost to the inventor. This spiendid fpnpel'.
issued weekly, elegantly illustrated, has bi
largest circulation of any scientific wor
world, $3 ayear. Sample copies sent free.

Building Edition, monthly, $2.50 a year. Single
copies, 2.5 cents. Bvery number contains beau-
tiful plates, in colors, and photographs of new
houses, with plans, enabling builders to show the
latest designs and secure contracts. Address

MUNN & CO., NEW YORK, 361 BROADWAY-

A Popular Song Book for Social
Services and Revival
Meetings.

Songs of
Salvation.

EDITED BY

REV. H. T. CROSSLEY.

Limp Cloth, 25 cents, - Per dozen, 8%.50.

Thissplendid collection of evangelistichymns
has passed through several successive editions.
It formerly was bound in paper boards and in
manilla. Itis now issued in limp_cloth, and
that the sale may not be restricted the price
has been placed at the same price as the former
manilla edition.

WILLIAM BRIGGS,

WESLEY BUILDINGS, TORONTO.

‘(L W Coates, Montreal. 8. F. luestis, Halifux.
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©t The ... ...

Fredk. . Levey >¢ P
ﬂ“mﬂﬂﬂu e« ¢« « o High Grade
* . Letter-Press

Used by the : : : : : ® o INKS

Best Magazines and

Foremost Printers : *
in the United States ! 69 BEEKMAN STREET,
and Canada : : : : : . - . NEW YORK

THE BENNETT & WRIGHT Co., LTD.

Our SHow Rooms are now fitted with the latest and best

SANITARY SPECIALTIES,

Showing complete BATHROOMS in various styles.
85 INSPECTION INVITED. &g
MAAAAA

GAS AND ELECTRIC LIGHT FIXTURES

IN GREAT VARIETY.
THE QUICK-MEAL GAS STOVE
Is THE BEST.
The BENNETT & WRIGHT Co., Ltd.,
HEATING ENGINEERS, SANITARY AND PLUMBING,
72 QUEEN STREET EAST, TORONTO.




ESTABLISHED 1815, ASK FOR THE

PP  HOMBURG and SAVOY

, | LATEST SOFT FELT HATS
ROGERS IN THE MARKET.
10 5} IN ALL COLORS.

STy | SUITABLE FOR YOUNG AND OLD.

JAMES H. ROGERS,
Cor. King and Church Streets, = = TORONTO.

H. & C. BLAGHFORD

Canada’s Leading Fine Footwear Emporium—Have on hand
a splendid assortment of

Tan and Black Boots and Shoes for Ladies’, Gents' and
Children’s Summer Wear.

Lacrosse snoes,—h_m*T —THE LATEST STYLES AND PERFECT FITTING.
| o
Pootbatl Boote, otc, otc. 83 T0 89 KING ST. EAST, TORONTO.
NROS TR R WHOS YOUR
“Fatablishod HAT‘TER HAT‘TER

I F

J. & J. LUGSDIN,

Ladies’
Direct Importers and
Manufacturers of «+ . . SEAL Garments

= = FINE FURS A Specialty.

All the Latest Styles in English and American Felt and Silk Hats.

J. & J. LUGSDIN, 7he Leading Hatters and Furrlers,
N.B.—Highest cash price paid for Raw Furs, 101 Yonge Street, TORONTO.
Telephone 2575.



JUST PUBLISHED

The Red, Red Wie

A TEMPERANCE STORY.
BY

REV. J. JACKSON WRAY,

Author of ‘“ Nestleton Magna,” * Matthew
Mellowdew,” etc., cte.

Cloth, {™ Mustrasions, | $1.00.

“It is just the right sort of book for a prize
or present, and should find a place in every
Band of Hope and Sunday-school library.”
—The Abstainer's Advocate.

*“This, as its name implies, is a temperance
story, and is told in the lamented author's
most graphic style. We have never read any-
thing so powerful since ‘Danesbury House,
and this book in stern and pathetic earnestness
even excels that widely-known book. It is
worthy a place in every Sunday-school and
village library; and, as the latest utterances
of one whose writings are so deservedly popu-
lar, it is sure of a welcome. It should give
decision to some whose views about Local
Option are hazy.”—Joyful News.

THE GREAT DOJINION:

STUDIES OF CANADA.

BY

GEO. R. PARKIN, M. A, LL.D,

Principal of Upper Canada College, Toronto.
Paper, 75¢.3 Cloth, $1.25.

PRESS OPINIONS :

“In presenting to the public a well-written
and thoroughly interesting volume upon a por-
tion of the Empire of which the importance is
becoming every day more manifest, he has sup-
plied a want long felt.”—London Times.

‘“ Most interesting and valuable book.” —Lon-
don Daily Chronicle.

“Is likely to be the standard work on its
subject for some time.”"—Review of Reviews.

NEW BOOKS.

A

FOREIGN MISSIONS AFTER A CEN-
TURY. By James S. Dennis, D.D.... $1 50

THE CHURCH AND SOCIAL PROB-

LEMS. By A. Scott Matheson....... 175
MEDICAL MISSIONS : THEIR PLACE

AND POWER. By John Lowe,

FRSCE................i, 09
PIONEER LIFE AND WORK IN NEW

GUINEA, 1877-94. By Jas. Chalmers. 1 25
MOSES: HIS LIFE AND ITS LES-

SONS. By Mark Guy Pearse........ 125
THE EMPHASIS OF BELIEF. By Rev.

J. 0. Keene, D.D. ..................... 090

PLAIN PREACHING FOR PLAIN
PEOPLE. By Rev. Thos. Champness 0 90

MADAGASCAR OF TO-DAY. By Rev.
W. E. Cousinsg

CANADIAN SHORT STORIES.

OLD MAN SAVARIN

AND OTHER STORIES.

BY

EDWARD WILLIAM THOMSON.

CLOTH, - - s1.00.

CONTENTS; Old Man Savarin The Privi
5 —! rivilege
(O}todtfhe Limits—McGrath’s Bad Night—Greit.
Threghq Lament—The Red-headed Windego
_The Rlpmg Cross of Rigaud—Little Baptiste
i e (l}de by Night—Drafted—A Turkey
{ m%cet- randpapa’s Wolf Story—The Water-
a.og[:z me eran—John Bedell—Verbitzsky's Strat-

We have just placed on the rki -
dian Co y:z‘hgxlé't;x Edition of these {)nr?lli:r'x;tzt((::‘?eas,
sentiment and expression. We consi

of the most notable contributions I}?g (ga.itti: r{g

our country’s literature.
o opinigns. ure. Note the following

New York Times: *Hj
scarcely inferior to those lost Sé(;ﬁcig'”tales are

Boston Ideas : “Many of th i
ggl}c;rﬁtx}(l:l}llifar;a;iiandlife, and aﬁsfeaisttl?{:x?fygai!‘;g
¢ picture
presented elsewlmre."al5 We have never” scen

Boston Commonweaith : “Th
alth : e humour

pat'}‘xos of the Qanadjan village sketches :;,.ﬁ
several recent Scotch writers into mind—but
Mr. Thomson does not imitate any of them:
he and they have drawn directly from the same
abundant if narrow s'ream, He is more versa-
tile than the best of them, however.”

WILLIAM BRIGGS,

METHODIST BOOK AND PUBLISHING HOUSE, TORONTO.

C. W. COATES, MONTREAK.

S. F. HUESTIS, HavLrrax.



A Strong Rival of “ Bonnie Brier
Bush” from a Canadian Pen.

Etchi@g——l“_iom a
Parsonage Veranda

BY MRS. E. JEFFERS GRAHAM.

With illustrations by J. W. BexeovaH.

010‘.11, - & = . $l|00.

CONTENTS : The Parsonage — Solomon
Wiseacre—Two Women—Marion Fuller—
Jacob Whinely—Carlo—A Pensioner—Mrs
Taffety — The Knigh and the Dove — A
Cross—Under a Cloud~—Joy in the Morning
—A Supply—Only a Child—Miss Primperty
—A Temperance Meeting—A Dinner Pari)
—Au Revoir—Parting.

Into every Methodist parsonage whercve!
Methodism exists, this charming book of M's
Graham'’s should find a glad welcome. Scarccly
less warm should be ite welcome into othes
homes and of other denominations. The humo
and pathos of the sketches will win their way
into every heart. Their literary beauty will
commend them to the most cultured readcr.

FOREST, . . .
LAKE & PRAIRIE.

TWENTY YEARS OF FRONTIER LIFE IN
WESTERN CANADA.

By REV. JOHN McDOUGALL.

WITH 27 ORIGINAL FULL-PAGE ILLUS-.

TRATIONS, BY J. E. LAUGHLIN.
CLOTH, - - - - - $1.00.

MR. McDoOUGALL gives us in the 267 pages of
this book a narrative of the first twenty years
of his life, all spent on the mission flelds of the
M-+thodist Church. Born in 1842, in the then
frontier village of Owen Sound, at 17 our
author moved with his father, the noble, heroic
George McDougall, to the North-West.

Full of thrilling interest is his description of
the journey to Norway House. When they
landed at Fort Garry, en route, he writes: I
climbed the banks and saw the walls and bas-
tions of the fort, and looked out northward on
the plain, and saw one house. Where that
house stood nmow stands the city of Winnipeg.”
The succeeding chapters are alive with stories
of adventure by flood and field, and will be
eagerly devoured by the boys.

The illustrations—the work of & clever young
Toronto artist—add greatly to the interest.

—MR. CROSSLEY'S BOOK
—NOW READY.

Practical
Talks...

On Important Themes.

BY

REV. H. T. CROSSLEY.

Cloth, $1.00.

Those who know Mr, Crossley—and who
does noti—need not be told that his book is
terse, practical and spiritual in tone. It con-
tains 61 talks on lvmg questions, such ax
* Blunders About Providences,” ** Fasting,”
“The Lord's Supper,” ‘ Music,” “R ading,”
‘“Health,” * Temptation,” ** The Unpaxdunagle
8in,” etc. In the book will be found atair ard
full discussion of “ The Parlor Dance,” * The
Theatre,” *Cards,” “The Weed.” * Liquor,”
eto. In the last thirty-one address ‘simportant
ocounsel is given to young conv:ris and others
in the Christian life. The volume coutains 40
S&ges. is neatly bound, with a handscme

esign in gold showing portraits of Cro-sley
and Hunter on the cover, and is really a mar
vel of cheapness at one dollar. It i< bound to
have a wide circulation. Ministers and Chris-
tian workers should get it and recommend iL
to others.

106 Indians of Ganada.

THEIR MANNERS, CUSTOMS AND
TRADITIONS,

BY JOHN McLEAN, M.A, Pu.D.

With 23 Illustrations. Cloth, $1.00.

CONTENTS : Indian Customs —Camps and
Wigwams—Indian Heroes—Indian Traditions
—The Land of the Red Men—Frontier Tales—
Indian Languages and Literature—The Indian
Problem—Christianity and the Red Race—Do
Indian Missions Pay?

The author of this valuable work spent nine
years among the Blood Indians of the Cana-
dian Northwest, studying their language, cus-
toms, mythology and traditions, and has in-
corporated into this volume the results of his
observatiors and much of the mythology and
folk-lore gathered while among them. Dr.
McLean was a correspondent for years of the
British Association, the Smithsonian Institu-
tion, and other learned societies, to whom he
supplied much information of a nature akin to
th?.t given us in the pages of this interesting
volume.

WILLIAM BRIGGS, Wesley Buildings, Toronto.

C. W. COATES, Montreal, Que.

S. F. HUESTIS, Halifax, N.8.



CANADIAN COPYRIGHT EDITION

OF THE

POPULAR STORIES

ANNIE &. dWAN.

A BITTER DEBT. A Tale of the Black Country. . . . .
THE GATES OF EDEN. A Story of Endeavor. - . . . -
8T, VEDA'S ; or, THE PEARL OF ORR’S HAVEN. . . . .

SHELA. - - - - - -

BRIAR AND PALM. A Study of Circumstances and Influences. -

MAITLAND OF LAURIESTON. - -
AYRES OF STUDLEIGH. - .
WHO SHALL SERVE? .. .

THE GUINEA STAMP. A Tale of Modern Glasgow. . . . .

A LOST IDEAL. - - - - -
ELIZABETH GLEN, M.B. - .

75 Cents.
CARLOWRIE; or, AMONG LOTHIAN
FOLK.

A VEXED INHERITANCE.

60 Cents.

ALDERSYDE. A Border Story of
Seventy Years Ago.

COURTSHIP AND MARRIAGE, AND
THE GENILE ART OF HOME-
MAKING.

A FOOLISH MARRIAGE. A Story of
Edinburgh Student-Life.

50 Cents.

DORIS OKEYNB. A Story of a
Noble Life.

HAZELL & SONS, BREWERS.
WRONGS RIGHTED.
TWICE TRIED.

.

8$1.25

1.00

1.00
- - - 100
1.00
1.00
1.00
1.00
1,00
1.00
1.00

50 Cents.
SHADOWED LIVES.
SECRET PANEL,.

MISTAKEN, & MARION FORSYTH.
THOMAS DRYBURGH’S DREAM, &
MISS BAXTER'S BEQUEST.

SUNDERED HEARTS.
ROBERT MARTIN’S LESSON.
ACROSS HER PATH.

DORéO'Il"EPéA KIRKE; or, FREE TO

A DIVIDED HOUSE: A BTUDY FROM
LIFE.

URSULA VIVIAN, THE SISTER-
MOTEER.
A BACHELOR IN SEARCH OF A
WIFE, AND ROGER MAR-
CHAM’'S WARD.

AIRLIE’'S MISSION, 35 Cents.

FOR SALE BY ALL BOOKSELLERS,

WILLIAM BRIGGS,
Publisher,

29-38 Richmond St. West

Toronto.

pusr—



NOW READY.

tymn and Tune Book

People’s Edition.

Following bindings and prices:

Cloth, plain edges, - . - - 81 00
Roan, sprinkled edges, - - . 150
French Morocceo, yapped, gold edges, 2 00
Morocco, yapped, red under gold
edges - - - = - <+ 300
Sige, 7% x 51 Inches.
Choir Edition.
Cleoth, plain edges, - 81 50
French Morocco back, cloth sides - - 2 00
French Morocco boards, gilt edges, 2 50
Size, 83 x 63 inches,
. [ cas
Organists’ Edition.
In two styles of binding.
Cloth, plain edges, - = - #$330net

French Morocce, boards, giltedges, 3 50 *¢
Size, 10 x 7} inches.

We are much gratiﬂed with thereception our
new book is having. The largest choirs in the
Dominion are adopting it. The Metropolitan
and Broadway Tabernacle, Toronto, St. James’
choir, Montreal, and_other large choirs have
ordered it. One choirleader writes that it is
“Conspicuous for richness and harmony,” an-
other declared “The harmonies are splendid,”
a third afirms that ‘It is just the thing,” a
fourth opines that It will be hailed with de-
light,” a fifth considers it *“ A very choice
gelection of tunecs,” and a Toronto musician

ronounces the tunes a8 ‘‘Chosen with exocel-
ent judgment.”

TO PASTORS.

Pastors will find in this book, in each
edition, a coplous Index of the Mymns,
textual and topical, which s alone worth
the price of the book. Over 1,200 texts are
referred to, and suitable hymns attached,
(The present index in the hymn book has
only about 170 texts.) In the topieal index
about 1,300 topics and sub-topics are to be
found, as compared with 150 in the old tn-
dex.

Whatever may be the subject of discosutrse,
suitable hymns may be selected, by the heip
of this new index at a moment’s warning,

We would most earncstly request all pisa
tors to help the sale of ¢his book by bring-
ing 1t to the attention of their choirs and
oongregations.

|
t
|

Journal of Proceedings

OF THR

FOURTH GENERAL
CONFERENCE

METHODIST CHURCH.
PI'E::

Paper covers, - -« - $1.25

Cloth, - - - - <« L350

POSTPAID.

This year's Journal is larger than any of its prede-
cessors, i8 printed on better paper, and has a new
feature that will commend itself as exceedingly con-
venient—namely, marginal notes in black type
throughout the part devoted to the record of pro-
ceedings in the regular sessions of the Conference.
In view of these advantages, the slight increase in
cost over the Journal of 1890 should not be felt. As
only a few hundreds of copies bave been issued, those
who would possess themselves of a copy should order
without delay.

JUST ISSUED.
Japan :
The Land of the Mor-ing,

BY
Rev. J. W. SAUNBY, B.A.

Cloth, illustrate t, $1 vi.
ConTeENTS : The 1anti - Myth and T adition
In the Anci nv Days -The Scholar and the

Pricst—The Struggle for the Must ry—The
Samurai and His Lord-—The Trader and the
Missionary ~Tokuga va's Trinmph-—Daybreak
—3unrisc in Sunri-e Land.

“FPais i: tha be .t reeent book on Japan that
we have scen,  Mr. Saunby was a successful
missionary of our Church in that country for
several yewrs, Ile understands its history, its
institutions, its pe2ople. He gives a graphic ac-
count of the land, its myths and traditions, its
ancicnt condition and emergence into modern
civilizition, the advent of the Wes'ern trader
and missionary, and thoe recent causes which
have l=d to the wonderful national develop-
ment which has astonished the world. The
chiprers on “ Daybreak,” and *Suurisc in Sun-
rine Land,” :re of marvellous inspiration- a
<ort of new * Actsof the Apostics.” The book
has numerous engravigs and a very hand-
some symbolic:l cover.”—Metho +ix! Magazine.

WILLIAM BRIGGS,

METHODIST BOOK AND PUBLISHING HOUSE, TORONTO.

C. W. COATES, Mecatreal, Que.

S. F. HUESTIS, Halifax, N.S.
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Walter Baker & Co. Limited,

The Largest Manufacturers of

PURE, HICH CRADE

CoCoAS ad CHOCOLATES

On this Continent, have received

HIGHEST AWARDS

from the grest
Industrial and Food

EXPOSITIONS
\ IN EUROPE AND AMERICA.

H . In view of the
,7caut‘0“ * many imitstions
of the labels and wrappers on our

oods, consumers should make sire
that our place of manufacture,
namely, Dorchester, Mass.
is printed on each package.

L EAN

e

Tl

SOLD BY GROCERS EVERYWHERE.

WALTER BAKER & CJ, LTD. DORCHESTER, MASS.

—_ 1895-6. ——

The following books constiiute the Course of Reading for the
year commencing with October:

*Canadian History and Literature. WITHROW AND ADav .............. 30 60
The Industrial Evolution of the United States. Ilustrated. CoLoxw,
CarroLL D, Wricnt, U.S. Commissioner of Labour ... ... ... 0. 1 00
Initial Studies in American Letters (with portraits). H. A. Brkxs, Prof,
of English Literature, Yale University...... ..., 1 00
Some First Steps in Human Progress (illustrated).  Provessor Freperick
Starg, University of Chicago ............ ... .. . ..o 1 00

Thinking, Feeling, Doing (illustrateld). E. W. Scriervke, Director of Psy-

chological Laboratory, Yale University.... ............ ... .. cee e . 100
The Chautauquan, a mouthly illustrated magazine (Volume NX1L begins with
the number for October, 1893), one year ........................ U 2 00

* Canadian readers may substitute Judson’s «“ Growth of the American Nation ($1.00)
for the Canadian History, or may read both,

Canadian Students will please note that the books are supplied by the Canadi
at the American Publishers’ prices, no advance being made fo}“)pdn:y, c{(‘, lvﬂﬁ&i‘ﬂﬁﬁ"«j\\ngsm
will, therefore, find it to their advantage to order from the Canadian Agents, and save the dut)"
which they would have to pay if ordered from the States. ’

CANADIATN AGEINTS:
WILLIAM BRIGGS, - - - 29 to 33 Ricimoxn St West, TORONTO.
C. W. COATES, 2176 St. Catherine St., Montreal. N. F. HUESTIN, Halifax.




