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REV. HENRY PORE, DD,

One of the Fathers of Me'hodism in the Lower
Provinces, writing to the Hawker Medicine
Co., St. John, N.B., under date of March
21st., 1894, says:

‘“For several years I have suffered, almost
continuously, many of the distressing ills re-
sulting from sluggishness of the liver, realizing
from various medicines but partial and only
temporary relief. Nine months ago I deter-
mined to test the eflicacy of Hawker’s liver
pills. To-day I am happy to inform you of the
great benefit I have derived from their use.
In my case they have proved a decided success.

‘“ During this winter my family and myself
had a visitation of la grippe, which left usina
generally enervated condition. We obtained
your Hawker's Nerve and Stomach Tonic, and
after using it for a few days, as prescribed, so
sensibly and manifestly did we regain our
strength and energy that I can and do con-
fidently recommend it as one of the surest and
best invigorators of the age.

‘“ Wishing you the largest success in your
laudable enterprse.

*“T am gratefully yours,
‘“ HeENRY Pore.”

Hawker's Nerve and Stomach Tonie

Restores Nervous and Muscular Energy, Re-
vitalizes the Blood, Aids Digestion, Renews
the Appetite, and Promotes Sound Refreshing
Sleep.

Sold by all Druggists.

Price 50 ets. a bottle, six bottles $2.50.
MANUFACTURED ONLY BY

THE HAWKER MEDICINE CO'Y. LTD.,
ST. JOHN, N.B.

DEBATE

Baptism and the Book of Mormen.

BETWEEN

REV. W. H. COOPER, Methodist,
AND
ELDER A. LEVERTON, Latter Day Saint.

Paper, 50 cents,

HIGHLY COMMENDED.

REv. W. S, Pascog, D.D.: “I hope the
pamphlet will have a large sale.”

REv. R. J. TRELEAVEN : “The book will do
much good wherever read.” .

REv. JOHN LEAROYD: *‘ Mr, Cooper’s replies
are overwhelming.”

REv. WM. McDoNaGH: “Mr. Cooper has
presented his points clearly and ratisfactorily.”

REV.GEo. W. HENDERSON : ‘‘ Mr. Cooper has
packed a lot of solid, unanswerable argument
into & small compass.”

REv. 8, J. ALLIN : “Mr. Cooper's addresses
will be valuable to many. He did the work as
few would be able to do it.”

WILLIAM BRIGGS,
29 to 33 Richmond St. West, Toronteo.
O. W. COATES, 2176 8t. Catherine St., Montreal
&. ¥. HUESTIS, Halifax
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THE METHODIST MAGAZINE.

WAY, 1895.

OUR OWN COUNTRY.

THE FISHING STREAMS OF NEW BRUNSWICK.

Leaving St. John, the Canadian
Pacific Railway reaches the great
bend of the river above Grand
Falls and the network of tributaries,
that with their tiny lakes desecribe
delicate traceries over Northern
Maine, and intermingle with the
head - waters of the Restigouche,
Nepisiguit, Miramichi, and others of
upper New Brunswick. The regions
bevond these streams, and but a few
miles from the railway, arc essen-
tially an unexplored wilderness, full
of large game, and the wildest pos-
sible scenery.

The Tobique River, penetrated for
fiftcen miles by a branch railway,
has certain elements of the grand

Vor. XLI. No. 5.

and picturesque not possessed by
any other provincial stream. It
runs through a mountain group of
astonishing grandeur. A portion or
connection of the Alleghany system,
they seemingly assert their relation-
ship by appearing in abrupt and
striking forms. The Blue Mountain
range on the lower side attains an
altitude of eighteen hundred feet.

The next river of importance is
the famous Miramichi. This remark-
able stream is said to have over a
hundred tributaries, which would
certainly seem reasonable on study-
ing its appearance on the map.

In any other country than Canada
the Miramichi, flowing two hundred
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miles from the interior, would be
thought a large river, but here it is
only one among a number of such.
Its u: per regions have never been
fully explored.

They are still the

HUNTER'S LODGE.

baunt of the moose, caribou, deer,
bear, wolf, fox, and many kinds of
smaller game; while the streams
abound in the finest fish.

In 1825 the Miramichi district
was devastated by one of the most
disastrous forest fires of which
we have any record. A long

The Methodist Magazine.

Resistance was in vain and escape
almost impossible. The only hope
of eluding the tornado of fire was t
plunge into the rivers and marshes:
and to cower in the water or ooze
till the wave of flame had passed.
The roar of the wind and fire, the
crackling and crashing of the pines,
the bellowing of the territied cattle,
and the glare of the conflagration
were an assemblage of horrors suffi-
cient to appal the stoutest heart.
When that fatal night had passed,
the thriving towns, villages and
farms over an area of five thousand
square miles were a charred and
blackened desolation. A million
dollars’ worth of accumulated pro-
perty was consumed, and the loss of
tinmi*er was incalculable. One hun-
dred and sixty persons perished in
the flames or in their efforts to es-
cape, and hundreds were maimed for
life. The generous aid of the sister
provinces, and of Great Britain and
the United States, greatly mitigated
the suffering of the hapless inhabi-
tants, made homeless on the eve of a
rigorous winter.

We next reach the magnificent

drought had parched the forest
to tinder. For two months not
a drop of rain had fallen, and
the streams were shrunken to
rivulets. Numerous fires had
laid waste the woods and
farms, and filled the air with
stifling smoke. The Govern-
ment louse at Kredericton
was also burned. But a still
greater calamity was impend-
ing.

On the 7th day of Octo-
ber, a storm of flame swept
over the country for sixty
miles—f{rom Miramichi to the
Bay of Chaleurs. A pitehy dark-
ness covered the sky, lurid flames
swept over the earth, consuming the
forest, houses, barns, crops, and the
towns of Newcastle and Douglas,
with several ships upon the stocks,

FISHING TENT.

Bay of Chaleurs—one of the noblest
havens and richest fishing grounds
in the world—ninety miles long and
from fifteen to twenty-five miles
wide. I could not help thinking
of that first recorded visit to this
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lonely bay, three hundred and fifty
vears ago, when Jacques Cartier,
with his two small vessels, entered its
broad expanse and found the change
trom the cold fogs of Newfoundland
to the genial warmth of this sheltered
bay so grateful that he gave it the
name of the Bay of Heats, which it
bears to thisday. The Indian name,
however, «Bay of Fish,” was still

These waters are

more appropriate.
yearly visited by great fleets of
American fishermen from Gloucester

and Cape Cod. We in the West
have little idea of the value of the
harvest of the sea in those maritime
provinees, where it is often the best,
or, indeed, the only harvest the
people gather. It wasin these waters
that the misdeed of Skipper Ireson,



346

commemorated as follows by Whit-
tier, found its scene:

¢ Small pity for him !—He sailed away

From a leaking ship in Chaleur Bay,—

Sailed away from a sinking wreck,

With his own townspeople on her deck !

‘Lay by ! lay by 17 they called to him ;

Buck he angweied, ¢ Sink or swim !

Brag of your catch of fish again !’

And off he sailed through the fog and rain.
Old Kloyd Ireson, for his hard heart,
Tarred and feathered and curried in a

cart
By the women of Marblehead.

Fathoms deep in dark Chaleur
That wreck shall lie for evermore.
Mother and sister, wife and maid,
Looked from the rocks of Murblehead
Over the moaning and rainy sea,—
Looked for the coming that might not he !
What did the winds and the sea-birds say
Of the cruel capwan that sailed away *—
Old Floyd Irearar for his hard heart,
Tarred and {cethered and carvied in a

cart
By the wom~ of Marblehead.”

The Methodist Magazine.

]
majestic. The whole region is moun-
tainous, and alir)st nrecipitous

enough to be Alpine; but its gran.
deur is derived less from eliffs,
chasms, and peaks, than from far-
reaching sweeps of outline, and con-
tinually rising domes that mingie
with the clouds.

What a splendid panorama is en-
joved day by day by the occupants
of the loaiely farm-houszes on the far
hills looking over the majestic bay.
Steamer trips are made to Gaspé, that
bit of France where all the quaint
customs and dress of the Breton fish-
ermen are retained, to a large degree.

Campbeliton, an important rail-
way and shipping point, is situated
at the head of deep water navigation.
The river is here a mile wide, and
at its busy mills Norwegian vessels
were loading with deals for British

MILL STREAM, METAPEDIA.

For many miles the railway runs
close to the shore of this noble bay,
its blue waters sparkling in the sun,

And like the wings of the sca-birds
Flash the white-caps of the sea.

Around the numerous fishing ham-
lets in the foreground lay boats, nets,
lobster pots and the like; and out in
the offing gleamed the snowy sails
of the fishing boats. A branch rail-
way runs down the bay to Dalhousie,
a pleasant seaside town backed by
noble hills  As the bay narrows into
the estuary of the Restigouche, the
scenery becomes bolder and more

ports. Its situation is most romantic.
As I went to church on Sunday
night the scene was very impressive.
The solemn hills beguarded the town
on every side, waiting as if for the
sun’s last benediction on their heads.
The saffron sky deepened in tone to
golden and purple. Twilight sha-
dows filled the glens and mantled
over sea and shore. [ could not help
thinking, if you take the church
spires and the religious life they
represent out of Canadian villages
what a blank you would leave be-
hind. How sordid and poor and
mean the life and thought of the
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people would be. How narrow their
horizon, how merely animal their
lives.

The Restigouche isone of the greas
salmon streams of the world, and is
a popular resort, during the season,
of the devotees of the « gentle craft”
from the chief cities of Canada and
the United Staies. One
never knows the true taste
of salmon till he eats it
fresh from the sea in these
tide waters.

Before one departs from
Cambellton he should, if
possible, climb Sugar-loaf
Mountain, eight hundred
feet high, which seems at-
tractively near, The path
is very steep and rugged,
but the view from the sum-
mit well repays the effort.
One can trace the wind-
ings of the Restigouche
up and down among the
hills for many miles. Here
I saw the splendid speec-
tacle of the approach of a
thunderstorm across the
valley. The sun was shin-
ing brilliantly everywhere
except in the track of the
storm. It was grand to
wateh its approach, but when it
wrapped ore in its wet and cold
embrace, it rather threw a damper
over the fun. The trees were soon
dripping—and so was I. I got
down rather demoralized as to my
clothes, but having laid up a memory
of delight as an abiding possession.

Lake Metapedia, the fountain-head
of the river which bears the same
name, is the noblest sheet of inland
water seen along the route. All
lakes have a beauty which appeals

347

to the imaginative mind, but this
enshrined among the mountains
must impress the most prosaic nature.
About sixteen miles in length, and
stretehing out in
parts to the width
of five miles, its
ample area gives it

SUGAR-LOAF MOUNTAIN, CAMPBELLTON, N.I.

a dignity with which to wear its
beauty. Embosomed on its tranquil
waters lie isles rich in verdure, while
shores luxuriant with Nature’s
bounty make a fitting frame to so
fair a picture. He who has told us
of Loch Katrine could sing of this
lake that
*“ In all her length far winding lay,

With promontory, creek and bay,

And islands that, empurpled hright,

Floated amid the lovelier light ;

And mountains that like giants stand

To sentin »nchanted land.”

A sacreD burden is this life ye bear,
Look on it, lift it, bear it solemnly,

Stand up and walk beneath it steadfastly,
TFail not. for sorrow, falter not for sin,

But onward, npward, till the goal ye win.

—Frances Anne Kemble.
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EVERY-DAY LIFE

IN BIBLE LANDS.

BY THE EDITOR.

WATER, WELLS, AND IRRIGATION.

WOMEN OF NAZARETH CARRYING WATER-JARS,

«THE customs of the modern East,”
says Dr. Van-Lennep, “are the only
key that can unlock the sense of
many a valuable text of Scripture.
This has been proved by many
examples, and the more thorough
acquaintance with the Iast will

doubtless multiply these valuable
interpre tions.”

In few respects is this more truec
than in the numerous references to
water in the Bible. In an Iastern
and in large part arid country,
water is a prime essential to fertility
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ABRAHAM'S WELL, BEERSHEBA.

and prosperity,and even to existence.
Hence the many striking images
of Hebrew poetry and allusions of
Hebrew prose. In the land of Ca-
naan, especially in its northern
regions, water for the
most part abounds. It
is described as “a good
land, a land of brooks
of water, of fountains
and depths that spring
out of the valleys and
hills, a land of wheat
and barley and vines
and fig trees and pome-

often strove for
the possession of
the wells of water.
Genesis xxvi. 20.
and Numbers xx.
19.

Water is in the
Scripture notonly
the symbol of
abundance and
blessing, as Job
xx. 17, and Isaiah
xliv. 3, but also of
spiritual grace
and benediction,
Is. xii. 3::#There-
fore with joy shall
ye draw water
out of the wells
of salvation.” Says one of the
Rabbis, # He who has not seen the
Jjoy of water-drawing has never seen
joy in his life” See also Psalm
xxxvi. 9: «For with thee is the
fountain of life.”
Many of the re-
ferences to wells
and water are of
a most expressive
character, as Pro-
verbs xxv. 25: «As
cold waters to a

ANCIENT WELL AND WINDLASS.

granates, a land of oil, olive and
honey.” Deut. viii. 7. 8.

There also fell the latter rain,
producing exceeding fruitfulness.
Yet at times pure and fresh water
was scarce. llence the herdsmen

thirsty soul, so is good news from a
far country.” See also Proverbs xi.
25 and xxv. 14.

Fountains and wells were a most
valudble possession in a pastoral
country, without which the flocks
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The Methodist Magazine.

WAYSIDE

would soon perish. An excellent
spring of water often determined
the halting-place of travellers, and
hence the site of a village or city.
In our journeyings through Pales-
tine one of our first considerations
in selecting a camp was, of course,
the presence of water for our horses
and ourselves.

To protect the water from impur-
ity the well was often covered with
a broad and heavy stone, which
must be removed before the flocks
could be watered. This frequently

WELLS,

required the efforts of several men.
See Genesis xxix. 3 and 8. This
stone was sometimes secured with a
seal formed in clay. Near the pools
of Solomon I visited the identical
spring, in a subterranean chamber
reached by several steps, supposed to
be referred to as the «spring shut up,
the fountain sealed.” Cant. iv. 12.
«Such sealed wells were reserved,”
says Dr. Thompson, «till a time of
greatest need, when all other sources
of supply had failed.” This may illus-
trate the passage in Zechariah, «In

ENTRANCE T0 CISTERN,
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that day there
shall be a foun-
tain opened to
the house of
David and to the
inhabitants of
Jerusalem for
sin and for un-
cleanness.” Per-
haps this refers,
too, to the prac-
tice of the wo-
mentakingtheir
soiled clothing
to the fountains
and there cleans-
ing them.

The most in-
teresting well in
all Palestine,
and the spot
which can be positively identified
with the presence of the Master is
Jacob’s well, nigh unto Sychar, of
which we read the patriarch drank,
himself and his children and his
cattle. The more sacred memory,
however, is that of our blessed Lord
who, “ being wearied with his jour-
ney, sat thus on the well” and dis-
coursed with the Samaritan woman

CISTERNS UNDER TEMPLE AREA AT JERUSALEM.

concerning the Water of Life. The
Jewish Rabbis say thata Jew should
not give even a drink of water to
Samaritans, but this sinning woman
and the Good Samaritan of the par-
able were superior in practical mor-
ality to the bigoted religionists of
Isracl. Travellers generally carry
with them a leathern wvessel and
cord with which to draw water from

SOLOMON’S POOLS AND TURKISH FORTRESS.
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these deep wells, hence the wonder-
ing question of the woman of Sa-
maria, “Sir, thon hast nothing to
draw with, and the well is deep:
from whence hast thou that living
water?”

The life-giving and refreshing
influence of water in a thirsty land
makes it a fitting figure for that
fountain of divine grace which
quickens or restores the souls of
men. Hence the special foree of the

The Methodist Magazine.

through the effects of water: “Thou
shalt be like a watered garden, and
like a spring of water, whose waters
fail not.” Isaiah lviii. 11.

In cut on page 349 is shown one of
the most ancient wells of the coun-
try, at Beersheba, with its water-
troughs. In the curbstones of this
well may still be seen the grooves
made by the ropes or leathern cords
by which the water was drawn up.
Sometimes over the well was an

POOL OF HEZEKIAN, JERUSALEM.—2 KINGS X¥. 20.

Saviour's words: “Whosoever drink-
eth of the water that i shall give
him shall never thirst: but the
water that I shall give him shall be
a well of water springing up into
everlasting life.” See also His words
on the last great day of the feast in
John vii. 37 and 38.

With a propriety and beauty not
usually appreciated in our moist
climate is the happiness of the right-
cous set forth under figures derived
from the luxuriance of the vegetution

arrangement very like a Canadian
well-sweep, 2 long beam pivoted
near one end, its shorter arm being
weighted to counterbalance the
water at the other end. Frequently
a revolving pulley or wheel is sus-
pended over the well, as shown in
lower cut on page 349. One such
1 saw at the well in the so-called
house of Simon the tanner, at Jaffa.
It was alleged, with small show of
proof, that this was the identical
well at which the water was drawn
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WOMEN AT A FOUNTAIN IN PALESTINE.

for the tan-vats of Simon. Often
water was retained in large under-
ground cisterns, frequently built of
solid masonry, with a flight of steps
extending to the bottom, as in one
which I visited at Solomon’s Pools.
Beneath the surface of the Haram-
es-sherif, or court of the «Mosque of
Omar,” at Jerusalem, were very ex-
tensive cisterns hewn out of the
solid rock, which was left in the

form of pillars to support the root.
Such reservoirs must have been ab-
solutely necessarv for the perfor-
mance of the ablutions required in
the temple, and as a supply of water
for the <ity in the time of siege.

So also the pool of Hezekiah, of
Bethesda, and other pools of Jeru-
salem may have been designed
for this purpose. These would be
needed especially for the multitudes,
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numbering, it is estimated, two mil-
lions of people, assembled duiing
the passover and great feasts, and
for the vast number of lambs and
other animals brought for the sacri-
fices.

FOUNTAIN OF THE VIKGIN AT NAZARETH.

Analogous to this is the grotto of
a thousand pillars at Constantinople,
a vast underground cistern with
lofty vaulted roof, now partially
filled with earth and employed for
silk spinning. I visited a similar
one near Baiwe, constructed to hold
water for the Roman fleet. One
cistern of the Haram-essherif is
estimated by Captain Warren to be
capable of holding seven hundred

thousand gallons, and ancther he i
The :

considers to be still larger.
capacity of the whole Dr. Geikie
estimates at ten miliion gallous.
During her many sieges Jerusalem
was never once obliged to surren-
der for want of water. “The be-
siegers  without,” says Thompson,
ssuffered greatly from a scarcity of
water, but not the inhabitants with-
in the city.”

Solomon’s Pools, near Bethlehem,
were three great reservoirs cover-
ing several acres, from which the
city was supplied by means of aque-
ducts running for miles along the
slopes of the hills as well as to water

The Alethodist Magazine.

the extensive gardens in the King's
Dale.*  So pooris the present water-
supply of Jerusalem that hundreds
of peasants are employed in convey-
ing water from Job’s well in the vale
of Kedron, up the steep aseent of six
or seven hundred feet to the eity.
The duty of carrying water from
the fountain or well to a remote part
of the town beneath the hot sun s
an  exceedingly laborious one. as
well as that of gathering fuel from
the seanty resources of the country.
Henee the bitterness of the doom of
the Gibeonites condemuned to be
~hewers of wood and drawers of
water.”

Arrangements  are  now  being
made to restore some of the ancient
aqueducts so as to supply free water
to the inhabitants of Jerusalem.

When the canals get out of re-
pair, or the aqueducts are bhroken,
so that there is no longer asufficient
supply of water, the whole country

FOUNTAIN IN CANA

* Like this was probably the conduit of
Hezekial, mentioned in 2 Kings xx. 20:
“And the rest of the acts of Hezckiah,
and all his might, and how he made a pool,
and a conduit, and hrought water into the
city, are they not written in the book of the
chronicles of the Kings of Judah?™ The
broken aqueduct at Jericho once carried a
powerful strcam >f water from the fountain
at a height of sisty feet above the valley.
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lapses into barvenness. The water
may spread into a malaviad morass,
or the drifting sand bury cvery
green thing, This explains the doom
of the onee great cities of Babylon
and Ninevel, with the fair and fer-
tile gardens and vineyards by which
they were swrrounded.  © But Nine-
veh is of old like a pool of water.”
Nahum ii. 8.

Water is the enicef beverage of the
Oriental, and he beeomes quite a
connoisseur of its quality. This, and
perhaps the foree of carly assoeia-
tions, may explain the longings of
King David for a draunght from the
well of Bethlechem, his native city,
where as a child and shepherd lad
he had been accustomed to drink.
The benefit eonferred on the city of
Jericho by the healing of the foun-
tain of Elisha shows the value of a
supply of good water. The impor-
tance of an ample supply of water
for a besieged city is shown by the

NUBIAN WOMAN CARRYING WATER.

vast expense incurred in the exea-
vation of deep wells,  The so-called
well of Joseph, in the citadel of Cairo,
two hundred and cighty feet deep,
is a case In poiut; also another, three
hundred feet deep, which I saw in
the bhurg or castle of Nuremburg,
The village fountain is often cover-
ed with a stracture of mason-work,
more ot less costly and ornamented,
with a basin or trough for holding
the water, to save the precious ele-
ment from waste and to make it
more accessible.  Thither, onee or
twice a dayv. ecomes a woman from
every family in the town for a sup-
plv of water for domestie use. lHenee,
this is the favourite place for social
gossip while jar after jar is being
slowly filled from the trickling
stream. At Nazareth on Easter Sun.
PUBLIC DRINKING FOUNTALY, CAIKO. diy we siwomany scores of Women
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in their bright
kaster  dresses
come to the Well
of the Virgin, as
the mother of
our Lord and
the child Jesus
must often have
come wnearly
ninceteen hun-
dred years ago.
The wateriscar-
ried in ecarthen
Jars poised upon
the head or
shoulder. Some
of these T could
searcely lift.  'With creetand grace-
ful carriage these daughters of the
Orient climbed the steep streets of
the little town which for thirty years
was the home of Jesus.

The picture in Genesis xxiv. 11, is
true to the very life: « And he made
his camels to kneel down without
the city by a well of water at the
time of the evening, even the time
that women go out to draw water.”
The camels still kneel like Patience
in the arid sand; the women draw
water for their evening meal—the
men consider it beneath their dignity
to engage in such menial work., The
most they will do is to remove the
stone from the well’s mouth.,  Even
the courte=y of the messenger of Isaae
permitted him to allow Rebekah to
draw water not only for himself but
for his camels.  The action of Re-

SHERBET-SELLER,
CAIRO.
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GOATSKIN AND EARTHEN WATER-BOTTLES.
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bekah in removing the piteher or jar
from her shoulder to her hand is also
true to the life,.  'We have often had
the same service rendered by a
graceful Fatima or Zenobe-—dark-
eyed daughters of the desers. The
long files of graceful women, cach
walking like’a queen. bearing their
water-jars upon their heads is one
of the most picturesque features of
Oriental life. See page 348.

‘I'hese jars are for the most part
of porous carthenware, the exuding
of the water through which keeps
it cool. Often large stoneware jars
were employed for holding water,
oil, grain and fruit. In the neigh-
bourhood of Cana of Galilee many

WATER-SELLER, CAIRO.

fragments of these could be seen as
well as many larger ones alleged to
be the identical water-pots which
Jesus used when He began His mira-
cles by changing the wrter into
wine.

All day long in Fgypt was our
party accompanicd by lithe and
graceful damsels hearing upon their
heads, or palms, for our use, carthen
Jars, of course of mueh less size than
those deseribed. It was common to
have one of these smaller jars or
ernises of water near the pallet on
the floor at night.  This explains the
reference to David's carrying away
the cruise from beside the couch of
Saul, Sam. xxvi. 11-12,
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In the towns and cities of Jerusa- L. . _
lem, Damaseus, Cairo. and even at B e -//,m,:‘._./ e
Venjee we have seen water sold in ~ o ,%m ¢

the street by men who earry it on
their backs in large carthen vessels,
and make a constant jingling of the
brass cups from which it is drunk.
and ery out, «The gift of God.”
Semetinmes the water is flavoured
with anise seed or cooled with sher-
het. This practice of selling water
givesnew meaning to the expression,
« Ho, every one that thirsteth, come
ve to the waters, and he that hath
no noney ; cone ye, buy, and eat;
yea, come buy wine and milk with-

out money and with-
out priee.”

WATER-SELLER, DAMASCUS.

But these carthen vessels are very
fragile, and for conveying water for
any distance leathern sacks or « bot-
tles™ are used.  These are generally
an entire goatskin, the extremities
of the legs being tied up and a small
opening Jeft in the neck for pouring
out the water. At Hebron is a
speeial tannery where from  time
immemorial the « bottles” have been
manufactured. We saw many seores
of them distended with some tan-
ning liquor and looking like the
bloated  bodies of drowned beasts.
They are often smearved with il or
grease to prevent evaporation, and
have a particularly uninviting look.
The water soon heeomes tepid and
insipid, and makes the use of eooling
sherbet or flavouring extraet ex-
tremely necessary. These bottles
beeome weak with age and liable to
burst. henee the words of cur Saviour,
= New wine must be put into new
hottlex™  for its fermentation would

R i < burst old winexking, Hung up in
—~s Vet b .

- -~ the tents the =Kins often beeome

WATER-CARRIER, CAIRO, black as=oot. Henee the expression,

24
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Ps. exix. 83, «I am bheeome like a
bottle in the smoke.” The expres-
sion in Joshua ix. 4, shows clearly
the nature of these #hottles” which
should have been translated in
nearly all of these cases =skins”:
“The Gibeonites did work wilily
and took old sacks upon their asses,
and wine hottles, old. and rent and
bound up.” It was a skin «bottle ”

AN EGYPTIAN SHADOOF.

of water that Abraham gave to
Hagar, «putting it on her shoulder.”
Note also the curious expression in
Job xxxviii. 37: « Who can stay the
bottles of heaven?” that is, prevent
the distended clouds bursting into
rain.

In an arid climate, like that for
much of the year of Egypt, Palestine
and Syria, artificial irrigation is of
course necessary for the cultivation
of the soil. In Egypt this is to a
large degree superseded by the won-
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derful provision of Nature, whereby
the snows and rains of the far-off
mountains of Abyssinia cause the
annual flooding of the rainless Nile
Valley 2,000 miles distant., Thus
has been retained from the dawn of
historic time, and even far beyond
it, the marvellous fertility of that
strip of land redeemed from the
desert by the overflowing of the
Nile. The terrible visitation
of the plague of hail must
have produced the greatest
awe and consternation
among the inhabitants of
Memphis and Thebes from
its unprecedented charaeter.

The artificial Lake of
Fayoom, in Egypt, is at-
tributed to one of the Pha-
raohs who lived about the
time of Joseph. Its exist-
ence would, doubtless, have
prevented the terrible seven
veaars of famine, and it was
probably constructed to pre-
vent a recurrcnce of that
dreadful fate, just as the late
Khedive and the British
Government bhaveconstruct-
ed modern dams and reser-
voirs for the better irriga-
tion of the country. The
ancient canal which admits
the waters of the Nile int0
the Lake of Fayoom is called
by the natives to this day
“Bar Yusef"—«The watel
of Joseph.” During the
inundation of the country
the villages which rise like
islands in this inland sea are con-
nected by narrow causeways OF
dvkes. Between these lie pools
of water, in which rice is scattered
and is soon rooted in the rich ooze-
It is probably to this custom that
Solomon refers, «Cast thy bread upo?
the waters for thou shalt find it aftel’
many days.”

In many parts, however, water
must be raised from the river by #
series of terraces on which are 1B°
numerable shadoofs, an arrangement
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like a Cunadian well-sweep. where
a beam, weighted at one end, lifts to
a height of about eight feet a large
lenther bucket filled with water.
Bas-reliefs on ancient monuments
show that this process obtained dur-
ing the bondage of the Israclites in
Joevpt. Perbaps to this allusion is
made in the prophecy of Balaam:
~{Ie shall pour the water out of his
buckets,” Numbers xxiv. 7.

So cheap is human labour
in the Nile Vulley that
many thousands of these
shadoofs line the rviver
banks, and the half-naked
fellaheen are seen toiling
afl day long beneath the
sun, like bronze machines.

Where the Iland-owner
can afford it a donkey. ov
ox, or camel is employed to
mrn a rude piece of me-
chanism, known as a sak-
keiah. Thisis a wheel eight
or nine fect in diameter
over which passes an end-
less rope with earthen jars.
The constant travelling in
a eircle of an ox or an ass
causes the revolution of this
wheel and the continuous
elevation of jars of water.
This rude machinery is
never greased and its mo-
notonous creaking is the
dominant note in Egypt for
a thousand miles of the Nile
Valtey. One of these sak-
keiabs is described as 120
feet deep, and its water us
cool, sweet and inexhaustible. At-
tempts have been made to employ
windmills or steam-power, instead
of the rude sakkeiabs, but as their
machinery is apt to get out of order,
and there is no rieans of repairing
them, they have not been adopted
10 any extent.

Of course the fragile earthen jars.
wsed in the sakkeiahs and at the
fountains, often come to grief, which
lends a point to the phrase in Eccle-
~iastes, «Or ever the silver cord be

looscd, or the golden bowl be broken,
or the pitcher be broken at the foun-
tain, or the wheel broken at the
cistern.”

The water thus raised is conducted
in devious channels through the
ground to be irvrigated, led around
the roots of olive or orange trees
and through the gardens of gourds
and cucumbers. of lecks and onions,

EGYPTIAN SARKEIAN.

which form a favourite food in the
Orient. These well-watered gourds
are very quick-growing and give
point to the striking hyperbole in
the story of .Jonah of the gourd that
grew up and withered in a night.
The gourd-vine entered into the
architectural details of Solomon’s
temple. «“And the cedar of the
house was carved with knobs” (in
the margin gourds) «“and open flow-
ers” of the gourd-vine.

In guiding the flow of water into
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A SAKKELALL

its appointed course the ISustern
wardener will defily open a little
channel in the restraining bank of
carth and close another. To this
custom reference is made in the
promise that the Israelites shall no
longer dwell in a land, was the
land of Egypt, from whence ye
came out, where thou sowedst thy
seed, and wateredst it with thy foot,
as a garden of herbs” To this
custom is doubtless the allusion in
Proverbs also, “ The king's heart is
in the hand of the Lord as the rivers

IRRIGATING MACHINE,

of water: he turneth it whither-
soever he will”

Mueh of the legislation of anciens
and modern Iigypt has for its object
the prevention and settlement of
disputes about the use of the precious
water. This is still she ecase in
pastoral districts. «‘The herdmen
of Gerar did strive with Isaac’s
herdmen, saying, The water is ours.”
Gen. xxvi. 20. And in Genesis xxi.
25:« And Abrabham reproved Abim-
clech because of a well of water,
which Abimelech’s servants had
violently taken
away.”  The
patriarch was
obliged to sep-
arate from his
nephew Lot on
account of the
disputes which
arose about
water among
their herds-
men.

A still more
ceconomical
method of ir-
rigation was
that  adopted
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on the Orontes and other swift-flow-
ing streams in Syria. A large wheel
with boards or buckets like those of
2 mill-wheel is erected. The force
of the stream raises the buckets
which carries a large quantity of
water to i considerable height. One
such wheel is described as eighty or
ninety feet in diameter. It is affirm-
ed that no hydraulic machinery in
the world will raise so much water
ut so slight expense. This is said to
hmve been the kind of machine by
which the waters of the Euphrates

were carried to the “hanging gar-
dens " of Babylon.

Water carried in leather bottles
rises, under the burning sun, to
nearly blood-heat and acquires often
the taste of the leather or other
impurities. “The occurrence of oc-
casional springs in the desert helps,”
says Dr. Trumbull, “the thirsting
traveller to realize that it is God’s
love which has ¢ turned the rock into
a standing water, the flint into a
fountain of waters’; Ps. cxiv. §,
which makes in ¢the wilderncss a
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WATER-WHEEL ON THE ORONTES.

pool of water, and the dry land
springs of water.’” Is. xli. 18.
«One can never,” says Dr. Olin,
«appreciate the inestimable value of
pure. cool water, who has not felt
the want of it in the desert. The
eulogies pronounced on this most
delicious of a1l Dbeverages by the
zealous advocates of temperance re-
form are well merited. A scanty
supply ereates fertility, and affords
a laxury to the wayfaring man. A
few palm-trees and shrubs, and a
delicious grass-plot, flourish in the
little oasis which is cooled and fer-
tilized by the sparkling rill that soon
disappears in the sand. Who, after
ten days of almost ineessant thirst,
aggravated by tantalizing draunghts
from tepid, brackish springs, could
resist the strong temptation of a full
draught of codl, sweet, and tolerably
clear water? Seldom inmy life have
I experienced so much pleasure from
the gratification of the appetite.”
Warburton on returning from the
Dead Sea, came to the “Fountain Ain
Hagla,” which well deserves the name
of «The Diamond of the Desert.”
«Thecostliest wine that eversparkled
over the thrilled palate of the epicure,

never gave such pleasure to his
eager lip as the first draught of
that cold, shining water to our parch-
ed mouths. Even our escort forgot
all fear of the hostile tribes, and we
all—IFrank and Arab—flung our-
selves down by the brink of the
fountain, under the shade of the
green willows, and drank and bathed
our beards, and drank again, untit
the sheik’s entreaties prevailed and
seb us once more in motion.”

The extraordinary fertility of the
well.watered garden must be seen to
be appreciated. Of this the orange
groves and gardens around -Jaffa.
those in the « King’s Dale” and Vale
of Kedron,those on the rivers Abana
and Pharpar of Damascus, are
striking illustrations, The Jatter
especially, with their plashing foun-
tains and shady pavilions, are a
memory of delight which goes far
to explain the expression of Naaman
“ Are not Abana and Pharpar, rivers
of Damascus, better than all the
waters of Israel?”

Referring to the springs near Jeru-
salem, «There is a river,” chants the
Psalmist, « vhe streams whereof shall
makeglad the city of God.” Ps.xivi. 4.
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CHINESE TEMPLE.

WiatevER the Chinese may be
now, there was a time in their his-
tory when they were a most impres-
sionable people. It is doubtful if
they have outgrown to any consider-
able extent their childhood.

The exact seiences, which for half
a century have cast their electric
beams upon old accepted theories,
legends and myths of Western lands.
exposing to ridicule the supersti-
tions and beliefs of our forefathers as
foundationless in myriads of in-

stances, have not as yet
influenced, to any con-
siderable extent, the
land richest in mytho-
logical lore. There
have not been in China
any particularly Dark
Ages; all the ages have
been sombre and have
brought forth their fair
quota of superstitions.

To-day is as dark as,
and no darker than,
when Lao-Tsz and
Kung - Tsz retouched
their country’s philoso-
phies. Legends and
myths are as fresh and
crisp to the ordinary
Chinaman as before the
birth of seience. The
more marvellous our
statements to them, the
more ready of belief.
Should our teachings be
too plain and uncolour-
ed our hearers know
only too well how to
embellish them. Noth-
ing ever said will lose
in their handling, ex-
cept the truth.

I can see from my window, in the
temple of 'Tsin-Yin, two of the
sprightliest and purest torrents that
ever leaped from mountain sides.
They rush—not one hundred feet
apart—through deep fern-clad can-
yons, and pour their foaming con-
tents into a large pool at the foot of
the limestone eape, not four hundred
feet below.  The canyons, not above
five yards wide, are spanned by
ancient stone arches. Upon the nar-
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row ncek of land is a celebrated tea-
house, and at each end are stone
tablets, recording events relative to
this locality. One of the stones
claims the building of the bridges
to have been in the time of the
Three IKmperors, between 2852 and
2697 B.C. A book, claiming to be
an illustrated history and guide-
hook to the sacred mountain of
Omei, siys they were built during
the reign of llsien-Yiien, 2697 B.C,
Noah would then have been a mid-
dle-aged man.

This emperor is reputed to have
done much to clothe and civilize the
people. During one of his many
Journeys, he visited Omei, and came
to this delightful spot, where, in 1894
A.D, a party of Canadian and Ameri-
can missionaries were summering.
Then, 4591 years ago, the great man
walked the eastern cliff, presumably,
and finding he could not leap across
the chasms, ordered bridges to be
built. Iam not quite sure that these
are the identical bridges which the
emperor of that hoary age ordered to
be built. 1 like to put implicit trust
in guide-books and sacred annals,
but 1 fear archaologists would make
short work with the myth.

The modern iconoclasts sap all of
the romance out of ancient histories,
trying to arrive at exact truth.
Why should we try to discredit these
harmless legends? They rise out of
the misty past to relieve what would
otherwise be a dreary waste. Thanks
to the myth-makers, we can ill afford
to part with their beautiful phan-
tasms. This brings us to another
legendary myth, which shall serve
as a reason for requesting my friend-
Iy readers to ascend with me into
the more secluded canyons and cliffs,
nestling under the brow of the Giant,
peerless and beautiful among saered
mountsins.

The emperor continued his jour-
ney, and when he reached an alti-
tude of ahout 8,000 feet, he met an
old man at a cave's mouth, a recluse,
who had sought this sheltered place
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for religious purposes. Upon in-
quiry, the emperor found there were
nine very aged men living within
the cave. It is supposed that the
wonderful grotto, which up to that
time was known as the Lo-Ien
Grotto, became in Jater times the
« Grotto of the Nine Old Men.”

The insignificant period of 1600
years passes, when this far-famed
cave becomes again the scene of
religious conflict and vietory. The
stride represents all the mighty
events from the Deluge to Solomon.
In that age of conquest, before Rome
had been thought of, an ascetic
Jjourneyed from South Bell Mountain,
near Si-Ngan IFoo, the capital of
Shensi, to this sacred retreat, for the
purpose of abstract meditation in
seclusion from the world, and to hold
direct contact with nature’s recon-
dite powers.

Here for forty years, we are told,
he battled with cold and darkness,
with a rock for his couch and a
stone for his pillow. Shut out from
the busy and wicked world, with a
mighty mountain peak above his
head and a deep chasm at the mouth
of his den, this moral monarch
suffered and died, and was apothe-
osized upon his death by the famous
warrior and prime minister Kiang
Tsz Kung, 1122 B.C. He also re-
ceived by imperial appointment the
title of Golden Dragon. His family
name was Chao, and personal name
Ang. Tor centuries the empire has
accorded him the title of Tsai Shén
—(Gied of Wealth.

With these preliminary remarks
I am prepared to relate what proved
to be a most delightful trip. Our
ohject in going was to visit the cave
and see with our own eyes the mar-
vels in natural scenery spoken of so
enthusiastically by the priests of
the temple. Whenever 1 referred
to the locality the priests would
brighten up, their usnally dull eyves
would snap, and would say, «“Sen-
téh-hao-kan,” — «They were born
beautiful,”—referring to the moun-
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tains. I cannot promise to give you
any perfect description of the moun-
tains, of the gorges, of the rock for-
mations, of the forests, the temples,
the golden gods, and the living in-
mates of these misty heights. Every
step taken brings to the notice of
an observant mind some object of
interest.  The butterflies by our
shaded pathway are uncommonly
large and brilliant, the kingfisher
scems richer in hue than ordin-
arily, the colour upon rock and tree
brighter than burnished silver.
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well covered with swift swirling
water. The air was chilly and the
water more so; but one course only
was open to us, to bare our feet, voll
up our trousers as high as possible,
and leap from rock to rock. After
the first shock we did not mind the
water so much as the sharp pebbles
and grits in the bed of the stream
and on the banks, which we trav-
ersed in this fashion, supported by
strong staves, for half a mile. At
this point the wide and cultivable
gorge narrows to fiftcen feet in

COURTYARD OF INN; WESTERN CHida,

It was early dawn when Dr. Hare
and the writer donned our climbing
outfit and stole into the great hall,
and from the back door to the rocky
shoulder, at the end of the temple,
where a precipitous deseent of a
couple of hundred feet landed us
by the side of the spa.kling little
river. The priests wele ah’c(ld_v up
and preparing themselves by ablu-
tions for early worship. The stream
was greatly swollen by recent rains,
ana our fording-places were now

widtl, and the rocks on either side
rise almost perpendicularly to the
height of five hundred feet. It is
called by the priests Black Dragon
Grotto, more properly, river, and is
celebrated as a natural curiosity. A
bridge of slabs, laid upon shaky
poles, spans the chasm for three hun-
dred feet in length, when the canyon
ends as abruptly as it begins.
Leaving this dark and sinuous
grotto, which had become dear to
us during the preceding hot days, as
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a cool retreat from sun and glare,
we ascended rapidly to a uniquely
covered bridge (we had slipped on
our straw sandals ere this. where
the Indian cornfields cease and for-
ests elothe the mountain-sides down
to the little stream. The corn-fields
had been shorn of their golden ears,
and the grain carried to safe cribs
by the women and children. All
was quiet ax nighs, save the faint
echoes of a woodman's strokes in
the thick jungle above us ! could
not but query how this wealth of
natural glory, about and above us,
seemed to thuse long-ago mystics,
who trod thix same road, and looked
upon the samc towering heights that
were now bathed in floods of sunlight.

The air by the stream was de-
liciously cool, and the spray hung
in erystal beads from myriad shrubs
and vines that grew in tangled
masses over its sides.  The beautiful
became more beautiful at every step,
and ax we =tood upon an ancient
bridge, at the foot of Hung Chun
Pin, we could see a cascade tumble
from a high, shelving rock below
us, the lofty cones far above us, and
a nenmmoth archway pushing its
curious corners into the sualight at
the foot of a most famous monastery.
We found the climb to the monastery
cather severe, and the seats for pil
grims, in the broad archway, were
more inviting than usual.

The abbots, rather proprictors, of
these temples are sharp fellows, and
combine a good deal of business
with a little religious asceticism
The temples are fitted for hotels in
summer, and during the scason do a
thriving busines. Pilgrim~ come
from all parts of the Ewmpire, and
strive, if their moneyv holds out, to
visit every temple and shrine to
make offerings. The =<harp pro.
prictors prey upon them most un-
nmercifully, charging them two prices
for everything furnished, and every-
thing can be had to gladden the
heart of a jaded climber, from the
Kwan-Jin-Cha — goddes of Merey
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tea (wine), to Ya-Pien-Jin (opinm),
the first, at least, strictly prohibited
by their rules.

I have noticed that nearly all of
the pilgrims carey opium outfits
with them, and upon entering a
temple for lodging the first thing
done, after perfunctorily bowing to
the gods, is to betake themselves to
their couches and opium pipes. .\
half-hour or more is thus consumed,
when they =tagger out to supper.
After careful observation of pilgrims
coming and going, for a month, it
is our opinion that eight-tenths of
them are opium smokers. Every
gentleman tries to excel in the
heauty and costliness of his outfir.
and thinks no more of lying down
to a =moke than we would of drink.
ing a glass of gingerade.

You will be amazed when [ say
some of the best pipes cost anywhere
from twenty to a hundred dollars,
but xuch is the case. There isenough
capital invested in opium outfiss
alone to build railroads to every
provineial capital in the empire.
Every bank that T have visited in
Chentu has a divan cspecially de-
voted to the pipes and the drug. A
guest rises from the table. lays aside
his chop-sticks, reelines upon the
divan, smokes for a few moments,
rizes and takes his place at thewable,
drinks and carounses for a time. while
others fill the room with the sicken-
ing fumes. This goes on in the
most public pare of the bank. Many
of these men ave ~till young, but so
frail as to be incapacitated for any
systematic earnest work.

A few moments’ walking broueht
us to the great doors of the temple,
which remain open from early morn
to dusk. We had visited this temple
on a previous oceasion, but the
priests  were too much cengagel
in chanting certain litanies to pay
us any  attention. ‘odday  they
were off duty, and gave us nnneces-
sary attention, still not obstrusive.
The temple is rich in bronze images
of early date and well preserved.
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It was now past seven o'clock; the
August sun was shining with great
warmth, and we were glad to loiter
for a short time in the cool, capacious
rooms  Blessings upon the priests
who cut the mountain paths around
the sides of umbrageous cliffs, and
have allowed the forests to creep
down to the path’s very side. Our
road was very well paved, and not
too precipitous to allow of oppor-
tunity to admire all the beauty
around us. As we ascended, the
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rays. Out of this natural wonder
we  wended our way, arouand a
buttressed corner, over a crevasse,
hugged the sides of a grand centre
dome, down by a lone mat house,
deserted and falling to picces, into
the open once more. Down at our
feet leaped the little river, which
was spanned by a beautiful stone
bridge. Far on the heights, upon
a rugged shounlder of the loftiest
sentinel, was perched a lone hut, and
we could see our path running in

AVENUE TO CHINESE TEMPLE.

solemn sentinel-cliffs guardingeither
side of the gorge opened out their
multiform glories. The forests crept
near to their very tops. From cav-
erns and fissures burst forth cool
streams that glided in ever increas-
ing tumult overledges and boulders
to the roaring torrent in the centre
of the gorge.

We were now in an ampitheatre
of magnificent proportions, whose
walls rose grandly into the sky,
completely shutting out the sun's

sharp anglesup the dome to the hut.
This was our hardest bit of climbing,
and we were glad to scale the last
ladder and stand upon the shoulder,
from which we caught the most
soul-inspiring views of the whole
journeyv. Northward, over crags,
canyons, and ever-widening gorges,
we conld see the plain of Omei, its
queenly river, and. thirty miles
beyond, the great river and moun-
tains upon the horizon.

We were now more than six thou-
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sand feet above the plain, and the
atmosphere had become quite cool.
‘The proprietor of the hut, or rather
restaurant, regaled us with some
kind of black liquid which he called
tei. Another hour’s elimb was before
us, and not a hard one, as our way
skirted, for the most part, the rim of
a circular chasm.

Monkeys abound in the spurs at
this height, and have a glorvious life
climbing the great trees which rise,
tier upon ticr, to the highest tips.
The chili mists were now but a few
feet above our heads, and ere we
reached our destination we were
perfectly enveloped in fog.

A sudden turn in the road brought
us plump in front of the celebrated
monastery of Kin-Lao-Tung. What-
cver defects the early Buddhist
priests possessed, their bump of
location was not defective. llere,
as everywhere in China and Japan,
they managed to find the most ro-
mantic retreats. The priests were
busy looking after the reconstruction
of a long wing to the main temple,
which had been burned. The roof-
ing was of several layers of boards
capped with iron tiles. The main
entrance to the temple was once
very fine, and the great baldachin,
just behind, was elaborately carved
and gilded, and in it one of the
finest images of the God of Riches
that I have seen.

The monks tendered us a hearty
reception, and assigned us a room
in the main building adjoining the
great hall, which was well filled
with idols. The abbot had travelled
extensively, visiting in his travels
Shanghai and Pekin. Hehad brought
back with him such things as most
Chinese just now delight to parade,
aclock and a lamp of foreign mmu-
facture. Shanghai. its streets, for-
eign  house~, cathedral and shops,
formed a rich theme for him 1o
descant upon. It is no unusul
thing 1o wmeet priests making the
rouitds of the swered mountains.
Tinme is of no aceount, and two or
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three vears spent in trudging over
the land is an oasis in their desers
life. Nuns, too, make extended
tours, lodge in any of the temples.
and seem happy in such erratic
departures from the orthodox rules.

Upon request a sleepy young
priest led the way to our room. It
was long, dark and dreary. with
half a dozen not very inviting
beds. There were two large hopans
in the room: we had a good fire of
charcoal put on, and with a change
from light to heavy clothing were
soon comfortable.  After lunch we
were ready to inspect our surround-
ings and make a journey to the
famous cave.

There was a tine walk in front of
the great idols near us. The great
hall was full of valuable images,
mostly of bronze, and of great size;
besides there were bells and drums
of all sizes and quality. A few
notices were posted upon the outer
pillars, and one in different parts of
the temple grounds, cautioning pil-
arims agrainst fire. « Have a care to
vour torches: the mountain wind is
great.” «Do not cry or spit before
Buddha.”

We bargained with a ragged
mank for tapers, and for his valuable
services as guide to the cave. To
his twenty tapers he added a bundle
of incense to propitiate the god. For
1,500 vears at least the cave has been
a Mecea for untold millions. We
went through a lovely forest, by an
ancient tomb of great interest, and
down a well-hewn road enrailed
with limbs of trees thrust into holes
in stone posts. Upon our right was
a huge perpendicular rock. which
might be, for all we could see, a
thousand feet high, for the mist was
thick upon us. To ocur left the fog
covered all downward view. The
care taken to proteet from any pos-
sible fall aided our imagination in
creating a vast gulf ready toswallow
up all pilgrims journeying to the
god of Mammon.

We found the real cave guarded
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by a vestibule of towering rock.
It was light, and an idol with incense
was burning near the cave's mouth,
and a large basin of water was in
the centre. Our guide commanded
usto wash our hands before entering
the subterraneous chambers,a custom
«shich all sincere worshippers follow.
Jdaerving that we did not take
~:indly to his advice, he washed for
us, and we thought he needed the
application.

He now lighted the tapers and
led the way. We found the floor of
the cave dry throughout, and the
air not unpleasant. On either side
of the walls of the cave were heaps
of incense in every condition, from
fine ashes to mouldysticks,and fresh-
ly lighted ones. Ashes upon ashes,
three feet in height, representing
the offerings of millions of devotees
through hundreds of years. From
the erannies in the roof of the
cavern innumerable bats and swal-
lows glided and circled and recircled
about our lights. There was not
the sound of a drip of water, and
save the rustle of wings all was
silent as a tomb.

The cave gradually descends, and
about four hundred feet from its
entrance it terminates in a lofty
chamber, in the centre of which is
i large shrine containing a good
image of the God of Riches. Ilere,
in a recess at the extreme end, is it
broad stone couch hewn from the
solid rock, and a stone pillow of
ample dimensions. Both looked as
though they had scen long serviee.
The priest seemed impatient at our
motions, and must have considered
us the most infidel wretches he
had ever conducted to this sanctum
sanctorum. He motioned toward
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the god and exhorted us to worship
and make a money offering, but
finding uws obdurate he put up the
customary number of ineense sticks
and then expatiated about the couch
and pillow.

Here we stood in the real presence
(no doubt of it-of course), of the
veritable bed where Chao Ang, 1,100
B.C, stretched his weary limbs, the
real pillow where he indented his
head.

‘Three thousand years is not an
insigniticant period, it covers nearly
all of the real history of the race.
As we gazed upon these objeets,
which must have beecame very dear
to the old hero, a flood of impres-
sions rose in our minds, and the
place began to seem more than an
ordinary cavern, and the shrine
instinet with some mysterious in-
fluences not feltin ordinary temples.

Where are the millions that have
come from all parts of the Empire,
and possibly some from India, stood
and adored, and touched with re-
verent hands couch and pillow ?

The incense piles above mentioned
give evidence of the throngs of earn-
est souls that have come to trick the
deity to bestow upon then. a fair
share ot” earth’s blessings.

Thelight-hearted pilgrims through
the ages,such as troop hither to-day,
have long ceased to need the god’s
wonderful efficacy, but the living,
nos knowing the place of true riches,
still crowd thestairsinmerry throngs,
with hopes of favourable responses
to their prayers. Iarewell, cavern,
shrine, couch and pillow, bats and
birds, darkness and god of Mammon.
A breath of pure air, a sight of
trees and flowers, is worth all vour
gloom and religious solitude.

o be thanked that the dead have left still
Gond undone for the living to do—

Still some aim for the heart and the will
And the soul of 0 man to pursue.

—Crea Mo reddith.
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“Ye are owr epistle, written in owr hearts, known and vead of all men : being made
mamtest that ye ave an epistle of Christ, ministered by us, written not with ink, but with
the Npirit of the living God s not in tables of stone, but in tables that ave hearts of Hesh.™

—~2 Cor, il 2 3.

Ix this beautiful coneeption of St.
>aul every human life is a book and
all the world are its readers. The
pen is the mysterious power which
fashions human life and character.
The story is the man himself in his
real character, and death seals the
book and makes its story complete.
Such a book of life is sometimes a
tragedy, melting us to tears; some-
times a wiwmphant song of victory,
tilling us with gladness; sometimes
a strange mystery, dark and per-
plexing ; sometimes a perfect demon-
stration of God’s law and order of
right.

It is our privilege to read together
one of those rare poems of life in
which grace and goodness, moral
strength and spiritual beauty com-
bine their lights and shades, to give
us a picture of what God can build
up from our poor humanity.

In such a book we find the pres-
ence of the ministering servants
throngh whom God wrought the re-
cord, of the Divine Spirit, the mould-
ing power, and of that wonderful
material—a human heart, responsive
at onee to the mighty touch of God
within and the ministering touch of
man without. until it stands before
us finished as a perfect epistle of the
Lord Jesus Christ.

Demald George Sutherland was
born in Toronto. April, 1839, the
child of godly parents, who were
(iod’s first ministers to mould his
life. His father was a son of the
Orkneys—a man of the sea, onc of

a people of the sea, marked by all
those strong contrasts of character
which distinguished those who live
in the free, strong ajr of the ocean,
in touch with nature and with
nature’s God in their most wonder-
ful revelations. Brave and strong,
tender and loving, stern and severe
in his purity, simple and childlike
in his faith, such was the testimony
of one who knew him well of Capt.
Sutherland as he sailed our lakes
forty and fifty years ago.

Iis mother was a daughter of that
cradle of English liberty, the Royal
City of Lincoln, the land where the
Saxons made their last stand, and
where the Puritans first marshalled
their forees, each for his rights and
his conseience. Out of the south of
that great fenny plain came in
the seventeenth century a Cromwell,
with bhis deep religious faith, his
stern morals, and his mighty will
for leadership. Out of its north, in
the eighteenth century, came a Wes-
ley, with a faith in God equally
profound, with moral ideals equally
pure, and with a power of leadership
which organized and attracted men
rather by love than by foree of
will.  Qut of the same land in our
own century came Alfred Tennyson,
with the same decp religious faith
which the philosophy of a material-
istic and sceptical eye could not ex-
tinguish, and whose moral naturc
was alike sensitive to all that is
heautiful in human character and
to that wonderful imagery of nature

= A sermon preached at the Centeal Methodist Chureh, Toronto, March 24th, 1895,
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by which it may be expressed. And
out of this same land came the Pil-
grim Fathers of New England, a
whole race strong in the sume prom-
inent qualities of which these three
men of a4 century were pre eminent
examples.

T can wesd remember the Mrs.
Sutherland of thirty years ago as
she moved out and in from her beau-
tiful home and in the chureh of God,
the widow chastened by the :ore
afilictions of ten preceding years,
quiet, dignitied in manner, yet full
of a cheerful sympathy which for-
got her own sorrows in helping
others; a woman of intelligence and
good sense, of true refinement of
character, and whose whole life was
governed by a sense of duty and by
religious taith. It is said that the
mother makes the boy, and emphati-
¢ally true are the words in the his-
tory before us. With the father
separated from hiome by his ealling
for many months of the year, all the
responsibilities of the household fell
to her and called out the hidden
strength of her quiet nature. The
family altar was always maintained.
The children were diligently taught
the Word of God. A father’sas well as
a mother's prayers watered the seed,
and her little houschold of three
boys and one girl grew up around
her sprightly with all the buoyancy
of youth, full of the gladness of
voung life, comely to look upon,
tenderly loving cach other, and with
the fear of God and deep moral con-
victions in their hearts.

By this time their home was re-
moved to Hamilton, and they were
now planted in the old MacNab §s.
Mecthodist Church, surrounded by
Methodists of the olden type, who
believed not in the natural goodness
or universal hereditary regeneration
of childven, but in conversion, re-
pentance toward Gaod, faith in the
Lord Jesus Christ, and in a clearly
nuirked work of divine grace as the
foundation of the Christian life. The
class-meeting was still the test of
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membership, the penitent beneh was
the way to a clear sense of sins for-
given, you could not be admitted to
love-feast without a ticket, or a note.
livery thing puinted to strong, ¢lear
definition in the great concerns of
religion and religiouns life. The ad-
vantage of all this was that it made
men decided in their religious life.
The aneient admonition of the Master,
«Strive to enter in at the strait
gate,” was called into practice. It
was not so easy to flesh and bload
to take up the eross and go forward
before the whole world and humbly
kneel at the altar to be prayed for
as a sinner.

When Donald G. Sutherland was
fourteen years of age the eminent
revivalist, James Caughey, visited
Hamilton. The Spirit of God took
hold of the hearts of the young peo-
ple. Hundreds gave their hearts
and lives to Christ. Iis little sister,
the youngest of the home, was among
the number of happy converts. In
his own heart, as he acknowledged
vears after, when God finally sub.
dued his strong will by sore chasten-
ing, there was a mighty struggle.
But one thing stood in the way. He
had even then heard an inward voice
saying, “Go preach My Gospel.”
But his boyish ambition had already
pictured for himself another career,
leading to wealth and worldly hon-
our. He could not and he did not
vield.

In that same year another lad of
the same age, and afterwards his
class-mate at college and companion
in the work of the ministry, was a
hundred miles away ftighting the
same battle. e had not yet seen
the glitter of the great city world.
with its wealth and its social dis-
tinctions, and to him it was easy to
say, * I go, Lord,” and to receive the
divine peace in his heart. And as
with these two lads of more than
forty years ago, so is it to-day. That
Divine Spirit is still calling, and to-
day some boy is hearing it like
Samuel of old, and settling the great
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problem of life. But our young
Lrother was to struggle with his
problem still many years before the
answer came.

The next year found him at col-
lege, and there we first met as class-
mates. His picture has always lin-
gered with me as I first saw him.
The rich, eurling brown locks, the
fine intellectual forehead, the pure,
clear complexion, the bright but
kindly eye, with a twinkle of fun in
it which won the confidence and
hearts of all the boys, are all before
me to day and before the mind’s eye
of others in this church as fresh as
forty-one years ago. As we sat
down to the pages of Sallust, under
the guidance of the saintly Wilson,
or explored the mysteries of geome-
try, under the keen mathematical
eyeof the severely faithful Kingston,
Donald soon proved himself a match
for the best metal in his elass, and
from that day forward his scholarship
gave him a place in the first class.

Entrance upon college for a lad of
fiftcen is always the beginning of
a new life. And the conditions of
hislife at college were not unfavour-
able. He found a home with a
venerable and saintly couple, whose
house in Cobourg was long the home
of college boys, and who, in their
own lengthened Christian lives, could
bridge the days from John Wesley
to our own time—who had seen
Brock at Queenston and Tecumseh
at Moraviantown, and all the hard
pioneer life of early Canada, and
ceven Wellington in his trinmphal
entry after Waterloo, and who, in
sunny old age, after long years in
the Methodist itinerancy, opered
their Christian home for college boys
away from mothers’ care.

The spiritual tone of the college
life at that time, too, was good. The
power which had wrought such
wonders in Toronto and Hamilton,
under the ministry of Caughey, had
reached Cobourg, as the choicest of
the young converts repaired to col-
lege to fit themselves for the work
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of the ministry. In the preceding
vear almost every student had been
converted, and although some en-
dured but for a little while they still
felt the influence of the new spirit.
The staff, too, though small, was of
choice men, men strong in moral
and religious character and in keen
intellectual power. Nelies, Beatty,
Kingston, Wilson and Campbell were
men to leave their impress on right-
minded and keen-minded boys, and
to command their respect and en-
during esteem.

But while these influences were
safe and helpful they did not settle
the great life question. Out of the
two hundred students then at col-
lege only a score were looking to
the ministry. The law was just
then the opening field for ambitious
young men—Dean, the Kerrs, Brit-
ton, Bull,Smith, Wood, Bain, Fletcher,
Lazier, Beynon, Holder, with many
others who came later on, were as-
piring to that field.

Although the Spirit still called,
the surroundings were not such as
to change the intended career, and
the answer still was, «Go thy way
for this time.” Then God began to
speak in another way. At the end
of the third year at college the first
sudden blow fell. It was a blow
that sent a thrill of horror through
all the land. As the news flashed
over the wires that on the twelfth
of March, 1857, the evening train
from Toronto had gone through the
Desjardins bridge, and that the pas-
sengers filling two cars had perished
in the icy waters, a wail went up
from desolate homes all over the
country, and among these victims
was the honoured Captain Suther-
land. The next day his sympathiz-
ing companions accompanied the
broken-hearted boy to the train to
take his lonely journey to a sad
home.

The next year was one continued
dispensation of Providence speaking
in tones of fatherly chastening. A
beloved brother sickened and died.
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He himself lay for weeks uncertain
of life, and when, twelve months
after, he returned to college it was
with a long and painful experience
of the sorrows of human life. I.ook-
ing back over this time he says,
#Surely God has a work for me to
do when He took such pains to save
me.” But still his will held out and
the old ambitions of life were re-
tained. In 1859 he graduated from
college and at once entered on the
study of law, completing his course
in 1862.

Meantime, the great moral struggle
within had grown desperate. The
dic seemed cast for evil. He says
of himself: I would not be a hypo-
crite. I would not mock God. And
I gave up even the form of prayer.”
.But other prayers had taken hold
of the throne and of his heart as
well, and though in his desperation
he wished to give up God, God
would not give him up, and this
very darkest hour, in which even
the form of prayer was abandoned,
was just before the dawn. God put
a loving hand upon his heart and
awakened that which cver after
was the true strength of his nature.
He was led by this influerce to the
fellowship-meeting, and there by
what he calls the testimony of two
of God’s little ones, conviction was
fastened on him that religion was a
reality. How little do we know the
power of a single faithful testimony
for Christ. Two timid young Chris-
tians gave their testimony for Christ.
Like atrembling lightfrom a window
shining out over a dark and stormy
sea of utter despair, it reached the
almost sinking bark of this young
man, and in a few short months
guided him inw the quiet haven of
God’s love.

The Sabbath preaching of the Rev.
Dr. Douglas now began to take hold
of him. Ie saw clearly that the
service of God wasa nobler, worthier
life than the pleasures of sin. At
the Covenant Service, January 1st,
1862, he deliberately consecrated
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his heart and life to the service of
God. On the next Sabbath morning,
after a week of seeking for God,
he went to class, and there, while
the Rev. George Goodson led in
prayer on his behalf, the burden
was lifted and his soul was filled
with the love of God.

But still the question: «What
shall I do with my life?” was not
yet settled. His life was indeed
given to God, but the Spirit had not
again pressed the call to preach, God
was waiting to show him yet greater
things Hecompleted his course and
entered upon his practice with every
prospect of success. Social standing,
influential friends, a clear field, ali
seemed to make the chances of life
in his favour. But there are no
chances in God’s Book of Life. These
were but delusive lights which
might once more have led a noble
life astray, and so again God must
speak, and now to an obedient heart.

Just as these seeming prospects
were opening, again in a moment
as six years before, the blow fell,
and the one who was to share his
life, and who had so gently led him
to Christ, was taken in a few short
hours. Thus the alluring but mis-
leading lights of the world were all
quenched in darkness. Wealth and
position had no more attrz.ctions, and
the empty and sorrowful, but now
submissive and consecrated spirit,
was able to hear and obey the voice
which now said again, “Go work in
my vineyard.” The sanctifying
work of the Spirit had now been
accomplished, and at last out of fiery
tribulation there had come a vessel
beautiful with heavenly graces and
meet for the Master’s use.

After eighteen months, in which
he transferred his business to a
young friend, in whose hands it has
grown to be one of the most lucra.
tive in this country, and during
which he largely occupied himself
as a local preacher in practical pre-
paration for his new work, In
1864 he entered the ministry on
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the Milton Circuit, under the super-
intendence of the Rev. J. E. Betts.
[le was now twenty-five years of
age, but the five years since his
college graduation had not been
lost. All his work had been thor-
oughly done. He had not only
passed his professional course but a
university ‘course in law as well.
He had even gone to New York to
study commereial methods in the
greatest centre of American com-
merce, that so he might more per-
fectlv master commercial law. But
while this thorough knowledge of a
profession was not to be directly
used, he from it brought to his new
and life-long calling a trained mind,
habits of intellectual work, business
methods and sympathies with men
in the work of every-day life,
which served him in good stead
ever after.

But while the reviewer of his life
to-day may see the Guiding Hand in
all this, and may take note of it as
one of the steps by which he was
fitted for a eareer of eminent use-
fulness, it is pleasing to note the
humility and self-abnegation of his
own interior view. At this date we
find in his diary these words: “I
write it down for future remem-
brance that I do not enter into the
sacred office of the ministry from
any hope of any gain, or office, or
prefcriment, or dignity, or ease, but
simply under the constraining sense
of duty. God knows that it has
not been without many a sharp
conflict with self, and the warfare,
I fear, is not yet finished.” Duty,
not ambition, was now the watch-
word of his life. It would be im-
possible to follow him through the
minute history of thirty-one years
of ministerial work. We can only
note the methods, the culminating
points, and the lessous of his work.

He had now before him the entire
studies of his new calling. With
the same zeal, energy, and high aim
which he had previously given to
his former calling he now approach-

375

ed this. He filled out his full four
years of probation, passed the ex-
aminations prescribed by the courts
of the Church, but not satisfied with
this he added to his previous know-
ledge of Greck the mastery of the
Hebrew language,and by a thorough
course of exegetical study, com-
pleted the work for the university
degree of B.D. In after years, as
Conference examiner in Divinity, as
a university examiner in Hebrew,
as an editor of owr Quarterly Re-
view, or as presiding officer in Church
courts, where theological discussions
were frequently in order, he always
took a high place as a scholarly and
accurate theologian.

His style of pulpit preparation
was equally thorough. He had not
that bad facility of using words
without definite ideas, which is the
unfortunate characteristic of some
public speakers. In fact we often
find him complaining of his lack of
facility in public speaking. But
this initial embarrassment soon be-
came the spur whieh led to a higher
excellence, that of sermons rich in
well considered, clearly expressed
truth. He learned not to deal in
ornate language, but to get directly
at truth in its own spiritual beauty
and power, and through well chosen
words to let it speak for itself to the
hearts of his heavers.

Notwithstanding this chastened
directness of his style, his sermons
were far from being devoid of either
sympathy or beauty. But it was
the sympathy and beauty not of
mere fine phrases, but of his own
chastened and beautiful character.
Now it was that all the spiritual
riches which, unknown to himself,
God had been pouring into his heart
for future usc in service spoke out.
The character inherited from a pious
and deep-hearted ancestry; the sym-
pathies evoked by a mother’s magic
power; the pure, deep fountains of
soul opened by the shafts of sorrow;
the strong moral coneeptions of right
and wrong made definite and accur-
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ate in their discrimination by years
of legal training; and,aboveall, the
clearly marked lines of his own
religious experience, his long resist-
ance, his deep convictions, his definite
submission, his clear conversion, all
these now poured their ripened
fruitage into his pulpit work and
made his sermons instructive, edify-
ing, helpful to his people. MHis
sermons were like his life, full of
the quiet, blessed, springtime beauty
of true goodness.

But the pulpit was far from being
his only sphere of influence. He
had the most comprehensive views
of the office and work of the min-
istry. To preach the Gospel was
indeed a unoble, perhaps the noblest,
part. But to wateh over the flock,
to teach, to comfort, to advise, to be
himself, in all things, an ensample
to the flock, this, too, was part of the
ideal of his duty to which he was
always faithful. And he “was a
Methodist, trained up in a Church
which has furnished some of the finest
types which Canadian Methodism
has vet produced. As such he fully
appreciated the methods of Methodist
work. The prayer-meeting, the class-
meeting, the fellowship-meeting, the
Sunday-school were all part of his
working order, and in them all he
stood before the Church and the
world as the faithful, modest, re-
fined, inteiligent, conscientious ser-
vant of the Lord Jesus Christ, ever
with kindly sympathy watrhing for
souls.

In 1872 God gave him a com-
panion in this work, of whom we
must not speak to-day, except to say
that in all his work she had the full
share which a faithful wife can
claim, and that together they re-
joiced in the success of God’s work
in their hands. Gananoque, Simcoe,
Clinton, St. Thomas, London, To-
ronto, Hamilton, and, last, the Central
Chureh, Toronto, were the fields of
their united labowr. And in every
charge the Church was left in peace
and prosperity, with enlarged num-
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bers, with strengthened finances,
except perhaps in one case where
circumstances were at work which
n. pastoral fidelity could permanent.
ly counteract.

The very list and order of his
appointments shows that to the last
his pastoral work was increasingly
successful, and that, not*by any ec-
centric brilliancy, but by the rarely
balanced combination of various
gifts of power with which God had
endued him for his work. He loved
his people, he gave himself to them.
The best that was in him was faith-
fully offered, and in the last painful
months of affliction one thing seemed
his chief burden; that was, that he
could no longer work. His separa-
tion from them only seemed to make
his people dearer to him. We ali
noted how, whenworn and fecble from
the inroads of steadily progressing
disease, he still found his way to the
sanctuary and tried to take some
little part in the service; and few of
us will ever forget that last Subbath
morning when, pleading in prayer
for the life of his little daughter,
his strength and voice failed and he
returned to us no more.

But my reading of this book of
life would be imperfeet if I neglected
to turn the page which tells of his
work in the general courts of our
Church. For such work his early
training had given him peculiar
advantages, and in 1878, when yet
but of fourteen years’ ministerial
standing, he was elected to the
General Conference, and was a
member of each General Confer-
ence since, up to the last, when he
was already laid aside by broken
health. In the Conference the quict
work of the committee-room was
that specially suited to his taste, and
we find him working out the prob-
lems of education, of the Discipline,
and especially at the Union, the
diffieult problem of the readjustment
of the united work. In 1892 he was
placed in the chair of the Niagara
Conference and accomplished most
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important work in the adjustment
of difficulties which seriously threat-
cned the peace of the Connexion. In
1879 he was placed in the Senate of
our University by the suffrages of
his fellow-graduates, and filled that
honourable position with great use-
fulness and ability up to his decease.

Yet another page, which belongs
to the sacred inmer life of home.
Few men were as well fitted either
to enjoy or to make a happy home
as he. In his early life the vision
of this was interwoven with all his
yvoung ambitions and plans for the
future. But God made the vision to
pass within the veil, that his chosen
servant might see, without distrac-
tion, the pathway which God had
marked out for him. Ten years
later God gave him a home that
satisfied his love of the beautiful,
and was a resting-place of comfort
in all the toil of life. And the
memory of that home to-day is, that
never was an unkind, or passionate,
or grievous word spoken to wife or
child. He stood in that home hon-
oured, revered, loved by all, the
husband, the bond and centre of the
house, to whom all hearts were
drawn in the fondest affection, and
in return home brought no seeds of
sorrow to him. Some little plants
were transplanted to the skies, and
the rest grew in beauty and goodness
to bless his life and cheer his heart.

And now this book of life is closed
and death hath fixed the seal. «And
how doth Death speak of our be-
loved ?”

The rain that falls upon the height,

Too gently to be called delight,

In the dark valley reappears

As a wild eataract of tears;

Aund love in life should strive to see,
Sometimes what love in death would be.

How doth Death speak of our beloved,
When it has laid them low ;

When it has set its hallowing touch
On speechless lip and brow ?

Tt clathes their every gift and grace
With radiance from the holiest place,—
With light as from an angel's face ;
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Recalling. with resistless force,
And tracing to the hidden source,
Deeds h:u'dTy noticed in their course.

This little, loving, fond device ;
That daily act of sacrifice,
Of which, too late, we learn the price !

Opening our weeping eyes, to trace,
Simple, unnoticed kindnesses,
Forgotten tones of tenderness,

Which, evermore, to us must be

Sacred as hymns in infancy,

Learned listening at a mother’s knee

Thus doth Death speak of our beloved,
When it has laid them low s

Then let Love antedate the work of death,
And speak thus now !

How doth Death speak of our beloved,
When it has laid them low ;

When it has set its hallowing touch
On speechless lip and brow?

It sweeps their fanlts with heavy hand,
As sweeps the sea the trampled sand,
Till scarce the faintest print be scanned.

It shows how such a vexing deed
Was but a generous nature’s need ;
Or some choice virtue run to seed.

How that small fretting fretfulness
Was but love’s over-anxiousness,
Which had not been, had love been less.

This failing, at which we repined,
But the dim shade of day declined,
Which should have made us doubly kind.

Thus doth Death speak of our heloved,
When it has laid them low ;

Then let Love antedate the work of death,
And speak thus now !

How doth Death speak of our beloved,
When it has laid them low ;

When it has set its hallowing touch
On speechless lip and brow?

It takes each failing on our part,
And brands it in upon our heat,
With caustic power and cruel art.

The small neglect that may have pained
A giant’s stature shall have gained,
When it can never be explained !

The little service which had proved
How tenderly we watched and loved,
And those mute lips to ghul smiles moved !

The little gift from out our store,

Which might have cheered some cheerless
hour,

When they with earth’s poor needs were
poor,

But never will be needed more !

It shows our faults like fires at night ;
Tt sweeps their failings out of sight :
1t clothes their good in hicavenly light.
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Oh, Christ, our Life, foredate the work of
death ;
And do thisnow !
Thou, who art Love, thus hallow owr be-
loved, -
Not Death, but Thou ! *

But as death thus gently and lov-
ingly closes and seais the cpistle on
carth, our thonghts and our faith
strive to follow him where he is
to-day. And like John in Patmos,
we too hear a voice from heaven
saying unto us, “ Write, Blessed are
the dead which die in the Lord from
henceforth ; Yea, saith the Spirit,
that they may rest from their labours;
for their works follow with them.”

He is at rest from labour; and
what to one like him, after all, was
the labour of life? Not the mere
weariness of body. Perhaps of this
he felt less than most men, at least
until the last long illness. Xiven
then he had strength to endure as a
good soldier., But the burden which
he carried was cver the burden of
the Spirit, the anxious care of the
heart for the church of his charge,
and for the work of God. Kven
when his body was racked with
pain this would ever come upper-
most, and was much more frequently
the topic of his conversation. It is
part of the discipline of life that
here we should see through a glass
darkly ; that like the soldier on the
ficld of battle we should obey orders
and leave the results to a higher
power. To day he stands not amid
the conflict and dust of carth, but
in the clear upper light of God's
presence, where all things are plain.
The future and the blessed reward of
this beloved and kind-hearted con-
gregation ; the future and divine
leading of his wife and children;
the future and interests of the
Church of God in all its work,
which lay so near to his heart, all
these are now plainto him intheupper
light of the heavenly sanctuary, and
his soul is filled forever with the
peace of perfect rest. Heaven is

* By the Author of  The Three Wakings™
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rich with the fulness of this won-
derful satisfaction only to those who,
like the Master Himself, with great,
broad, open heart, have taken home
to themselves all the burden of the
world’s woes and sorrows, and have
carried it faithfully till God said,
Enter into my rest.

But heaven is more than rest. It
is more than even the most perfect
satisfaction of all that our hearts
have desired and our faith struggled
after here. It ismore than the vision
of God’s perfect end of all our bur-
dens here. It is more than the
unravelling of all the mysteries of
life, «Their works do follow with
them.” Not simply after them long
ages hence, but with them now. Oh,
the wonder of that mystery of eter-
nity into which he has now entered.
Not slowly waiting and moving like
the weary wheels of time, but one
day as a thousand years in fulness,
and a thousand ycars as one day in
its rapid flight. Already he takes
in all the far-reaching consequences,
the fruits of life’'s work.

The work of life, how little it
scems here. Ilow very, very small
a place any onc of us can make in
the world’'s history. We think at
the time that our work is great, and
it fooms up till it filis all our littie
vision, and we praisc ourselves as
doers of greatthings. But we pass,
and the waves of time's great tide
flow over our footprints, and in the
first gencration they are almost
obliterated. But not so in God’s
book. In eternity there is no cover-
ing of forgetfulness, no gathering
darkness of the rolling years, but
past, present and future stand forth
in the infinite Drightness of an
eternal day. Ourselves and our
record are with us forever. Thank
God for such a record as our bro-
ther has made. It is with him a
fountain of blessing to-day.

Oh wonderful problem of life and

destiny ! With fear and trembling
we face it. God help us to live
aright.
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BISHOP HEBER, SCIHOLAR AND MISSIONARY.

BY MRS. R. P. HOPPER.

** Earnestuess alone makes life eternity.”—Carlyle.

ReciNaLD HEBER was born in a
quiet country rectory in the vale of
Cheshire, April 21st, 1783. The
lcbers were people of descent and
circumstance. In the reign of Eliza-
beth one Reginald Heber, an ances-
tor, had his arms «certified,” which
was an acknowledgment that his
family had already a right to bear
them.

lleredity is no mean factor in
human existence. Descent, in a
religious and educated line, is of
incalculable advantage. A well-
developed brain in onc generation
is almost surc to reproduce °like
faculties. The child born amid
books, associated with cultured in-
tellect, who has early learned to
think, and has been placed in touch
with the great minds of this and
other ages, has received an impetus
at the formative period that is equal
to half a lifetime in the power he
feels within himself to grasp all
present mystery and understand all
past history. No matter how ‘de-
mocratic we may be, we must all
admit that it is something to be
born of gentle blood, where the
body is not bent under heavy bur-
dens, nor the mina remained un-
developed for lack of time and
means to foster its capabilities. Regi-
nald Heber had all these ad vantages.
The pious atmosphere of his home
was such that his carliest thought
was of the goodness, the justice, the
personality and the providence of a
Heavenly Father, whose tender care
was bevond a mother's love, and
whose wisdom and power kept him
every moment.

He seemed born with self-reliance,
at the age of two, when it was
considered necessary to open a vein,

he refused to be held, saying, «I
won't stir,” and the plucky little
fellow held out his arm for the
operation.

At the age of five he studied the
Seriptures with avidity; his father
and a friend disputing one day as
to where a certain passage was
found, referred to Reginald, who
had entered the room, when he im-
mediately named the book and
chapter. At six years of age, dur-
ing an illness, he begged to be
allowed hiS Latin Grammar, as it
helped to pass the time away. At
seven years of age some boys in
fun asked him that old-fashioned
riddle that has come stalking down
the ages, « Where was Moses when
his candle went out,” and Reginald
answered promptly, «On Mount Nebo,
for there he died, and it might well
be said his lamp of life went out.”

His thirst for knowledge began
carly and never left him. His
brother Richard, who dirceted his
studies, said, “Reginald was not
content to read books, he devoured
them.” He was generous to a
degrec. When he left home for
school for the half-year, his parents
were compelled to sew his bank
notes that were for his pocket-money
inside his coat lining to prevent his
giving it all away to the poor or
any mendicant he might meet on
the road. The sufferings of others
were his, and he never wearied of
projecting schemes forthe alleviation
of distress.

After leaving Hawkhurst school
he was sent to a private tutor near
London, and matriculated in 1800
at Brasenose College, Oxford. His-
tory, literature, and especially bal-
lad literature, appealed to him with
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peculiar emphasis. Ile wrote ex-
cellent prose, but it was in the direc-
tion of poctry that as a boy and man
his own ambitions travelled.

In 1803 he won the Newdegate
prize for poetry; the theme was Pal-
-estine. He was just twenty years
of age. It is said that one of the
most familiar passages in the poem
is owing to a suggestion of Sir
Walter Scott. Scott was breakfast-
ing with lleber, and on hearing the
manuscript read, Scott said, “You
have omitted one striking cirenm-
stance in your account of the build-
ing of the temple—that no tools
were used in its crection.” lleber
went to another part of the room
and in a few minutes returned with
the well-known lines,

¢ No hammer fell, no ponderous axes rung :
Like some tall palm, the mystic fabric
sprung.”

The poem was the most suceessful
and popular picce of religious verse
-of the first half of the century.

His university career was splendid
‘to its close. Some men enter the
schools obscure and come out bright.
others enter bright and come cut
-obseure, but Reginald Heber was a
star whose lustre was as steauy as it
was clear. Methodical habits, early
training,a well-balanced mind,stored
with Biblical and historical truth,
had matured a naturally vigorous
intellect in advance of his years,
and gave him a precedence over his
fellow pupils in school and college.

In July, 1805, just three months
befcre Nelson fought and won the
battle of Trafalgar, while Iurope
was in a ferment of war, Reginald
leber and John Thornton, his own
familiar life-long friend, started out
for a prolonged FEuropean tour. Pitt
had formed the third coalition of
all the powers against France for
the overthrow of Napoleon. Four
hundred thousand volunteers were
being drilled into cfliciency for
the defence of Ingland, and the
state of unrest on the Continent pre-
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vented the young graduates from
travelling through the Netherlands,
up the Rhine, or penectrating to
Switzerland ; so it came about that
Sweden, Norway, Finland and Rus-
sia formed the main route, and the
way of return was to be decided by
the course of events,

They were plentifully supplied
with credentials and letters of in-
troduction to persons of importance
and influence. Iurope was in the
crucible of war; Napoleon fanned
the flames to a white heat. Ieber
was one of the last of cultivated
Englishmen to visit Moscow and
leave a literary account of thisg
ancient capital of Muscovy before
the armies of Napoleon entered its
gates, and the stoical Russians, as
alike their best defence and attack,
burnt their city to the ground. Napo-
leon'’s grand armeé, which in its
advance was called the «Storm of
Nations,” suffered so fearful a defeat
in having to face a Russian winter
without either shelter or provisions,
that in the retreat, for every man
who returned alive, seven were left
stark and dead on Russian soil.

Heber was more pleased with
Norway, where English influence
had permeated, than with Sweden.
Ile writes of Norwegian fairy-lore,
of home-life, of the handsome cathe-
drai of Christiana and kindred
topics. Norway was then united to
Denmark. Therewas no university
allowed in Norway, it being the
policy of Denmark to have all the
yvoung Norwegians educated ¢ Co-
penhagen. Therc were no stage-
coaches, railroads or other means of
general transportation, so they char-
tered a sort of large ommibus, on
wheels in summer and placed or a
sled in winter. The luggage was
packed in the bhottom, a mattress
laid upon it,and on the mattress the
travellers reclined, or with pillows
sat up and viewed the country.
With good roads and good weather
they were comfortable, but when
the snow began to melt they had to
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cross whole distriets of morass or
flooded country. One night they
spent at a Finn encampment, whose
tents Heber compares to the Terra-
del-fuegans’. They were given milk
and reindeer-cheese, and slept on
reindeer skins. Some of the Finns
owned between five hundred and
one thousand reindeer. It will not
be possible to deseribe or even hint
at all the young travellers studied
of the language, habits, manners,
buildings, commeree, transportation,
military and eduecational facilities
of the people.

llcber describes the Slavs as good-
humoured, dirty, and sheepskin clad.
In Russia they travelled by post-
waggons hired at intervals along
the road. The drivers seldom beat
their horses, they would cajole them,
argue with them, and for abuse call
them a wolf or a Jew.
space to descrite Moscow as it was
when Heber saw it, with its 1,500
spires, its two Christianized mosques,
in one of which the czars were
crowned and in the other buvied;
the Kremlin, in whose treasury were
the crowns of Kazan, Astrachan,
Siberia, and a dozen other king-
doms, safely housed.

Cn his return, in 1807, he was
ordained deacon and succeeded to
the family living of ITodnet. The
future bishop was not exempt from
those doubts which beset many
students of theology who have train-
ed and logical minds, and couscien-
tious thoroughness of reading and
thought. The pecple of Iodnet had
known him from childhood. Heber
himself said, «It was appalling to
have such expectations formed of
him.” ITe threw himsclf into the
work of the pastorate with an ear-
nestness of purpose that lifted many
of the commonplace, trivial daily
duties into a higher plane. The
intensity of his desire taxed his
faith and sometimes made his san-
guine nature despondent, that great-
er harvests did not follow the sowing
of the spiritual seed.

I have not

In the spring of 1809 he married
Amelia Shipley, daughter of the
Dean of St. Asaph, a lady who threw
into her husband’s work all the
stimulating force of an able char-
acter.

IIeber was Fellow of All Souls’
College, Oxford, in 1804, and in
1815 was made Bampton Lecturer to
the University of Oxford. in 1822
he was elected preacher to the learn-
ed society of Linecoln’s Inn, and was
also appointed, in 1817, to a canonry
in thecathedral of St. Asaph, attain-
ing at an early age distinctions
usually reserved for a much later
period in life.

The study of missions was now at-
tracting much attention. A mis-
sionary sermon and collection were
appointed for St. Asaph. In the
dearth of suitable hvmns young
Heber composed that well-known
lyrie, “« From Greenland’s Iey Moun-
tains.” That hymn alone would
haveimmortalized hisname. «Bright-
est and Best of the Sons of the Morn-
ing,” his hymn of adoration to the
«Star in the East,” stirs every hal-
lowed emotion of our nature; it is a
song to wake an angel’s lyre.

Notwithstanding his poetical tal-
lent, considering that its indulgence
might make him neglect his various
duties, he laid it aside for many
years, composing only a few hymns,
whichwere published for his country
congregation. Ile wrote much high-
class prose for the Quarterly Re-
vieww and other periodicals, and
issued a volume of his travels in
Europe.

In 1823 he found his vocation.
He was appointed the seccond bishop
of Calcutta. The diocese was so
immense that no man could admiun-
ister it thoroughly. It cmbraced
the whole of India accessible to the
English, Ceyvlon, Tasmania, New Zea-
land, Australin, besides Mauritius,
Cape of Good llope and Madeira
Islands, which might be reached on
the sex route to England should he
return on a visit. Overwork had
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killed his predecessor, Bishop Mid-
dleton, but when once lleber's mind,
which had been undecided at firss
owing to the cffect the climate
might have upon his wife and child,
was made up, he never looked back.

““Devotedly he went,

Forsaking friends and kin,

His own toved paths of pleasantness and
pestee

Books, leisure, privacy,

Prospects (and not remote) of all where-
with

Authority could dignify desert,

And, dearer far to him,

Pursuits that with the learned and the
wise

Should have assured his name its lasting
place.”

His serupulous nature shrank from
the undertaking. He questioned
whether he had sufficient energy
for so arduous an office. To unite
adivided church, to establish schools,

harmonize missionaries at variance -

with each other, to be the head of
all; responsible for the spiritual
guidance of a nation, seemed too
vast for his powers. His spiritual
penetration viewed the depths of
degradation into which the Hindu
religion had sunk its devotees, the
almost insuperable barriers that caste
had thrown around them, and yet
amid all his firm trust in God seemed
to lift him to a plane where he
could realize the fulfilment of the
prophecy, «He shall have the heathen
for his inheritance and the utter-
most parts of the earth for his
possession.”

Bishop Heber left England in
June, 1823, and arrived in Calcutta
in October. During the voyage out
be appiied himself to the study of
the Persian and Hindustani lan-
guages as neecessary keys to the
characters of the natives of his dio-
cese. On reaching Caleutta he be-
gan the prosecution of his waork,
though he suffered from the heat.

The snissionaries were in a state
o anarchy, they had been sent out
by different socicties, some were
ordained and some were not. The
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bishop saw that to insure the respect
they were entitled to from the na
tives they must be a united body.
While rigidly adhering to principle
he was singularly successful in re
conciling differences and bringing
the whole force to an amicable un-
derstanding. His counsels were
wise and temperate, proceeding from
soberness and lucidity of thought,
while he breathed the very spirit
of his Master, the Peacemaker. 1Ilis
heart was filled with pity as he
beheld, on entering a heathen tem-
ple for the first time, the degrading
idolatry of naked devotees covered
with chalk and filth, doing penance
to the continued cry of “Ram! Ram!
Ram! Ram!”

Bishop's College, in Howrah, Cal-
cutta, had been started in the time
of Bishop Middleton, but Bishop
Heber brought it to completion and
established it on a basis of efficieney.
While in Calcutta he visited the
schools daily, and before many
months he ordained from them two
native missionaries.

In June, 1824, he set out on his
first visitation. Few people have
any idea of the vast extent of India
with its teeming millions. The
journey lay along the delta of the
Ganges and to the old city of Dacea.
Accompanied by his chaplain and
some native servants they occupied
two boats, lateen-rigged. In these
were placed all their stores. The
cabin was a sort of open hut with
a thatched roof. Salt meat and poul-
try, with an uncertain supply of
fish, formed the staple diet.

The Bishop, writing to his wife,
sent home a humorous account of
his entrance into the sacred city of
Benares, that «most holy ecity of
Hindustan.”

1 will endeavour to give you some
idea of the concert, vocal and mstru-
wental, which saluted us as we entered
the town :

First beayar. © Great Lord, great judge,
give me some pice. I ama fakir; Tam
a priest ; I am dying with hunger.’
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Bearers (trotting).
nuh !’

Musicians.  * Tingle tangle, tingle tan-
ule, bray, bray, bray.’

Chuprasse (clearing the way with his
sheathed sword). ‘Silence! give room for
the lord judge, the lord priest! Get out
of the way—quick !’ (Then very gently
stroking and patting the broad back of a
Brahmm bull), *Oh, good man, move,
move.’

Bull (scarcely moving). *Ba-a.ah !’

Second beggar (counting his beads, roll-
ing his eyes, and moving his body back-
ward and forwards). ‘Ram, ram, ram,
ram !’

Bearers (as Lefore). “TUgh! ugh! ugh!

191

ugh !

‘Ugh! ugh! ugh'!

It might give the reader some
idea of what the word visitation
meant to the bishop, if I copy a few
sentences from a letter of one of the
missionaries.

** This morning the bishop preached on
the *Gooud Samaritan,” and then adminis-
tered the sacrament in English and Hin-
dustani. The secrvice was four hours
long and it scemed as if the bishop would
never tire while thus engaged. At five
in the afternoon we had divine service in
Hindustani.  The whole church was
thronged with native Christians, and the
aisles were crowded with heathens ; there
must have been many hundreds present,
of whom the greater part vere drawn by
curiosity.  Immediately =fter, Eunglish
evening service commenced.™

The writer adds after, that the bishop
spent seven hours in public worship
that day.

It is impossible to more than out-
line a few occurrences of his life
and work in India, but however
briefly we sketch, in every sentence
the reader will recognize the char-
acteristic featares of the man—a
man of rare mental power, of strong
common-sense, of patience, moder-
ation, personal charm, unremitting
toil, and that charity that thinketh
no evil.

During the last year of hislife, he
made many journeys, some of great
cextent overiand, camping out or
visiting and receiving the lavish
hospitality of rajahs and Indian
royalty. A motley train the cara-
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van was, consisting of twenty-four
camels, eight carts drawn by bul-
locks, twenty-four horse servants,
ten ponies, forty bearers and coolies
-of different descriptions, twelve tent-
pitchers and a guard of twenty
sepoys under a native officer—hun-
dreds of miles to travel amid such
surroundings. No railway earriages
with luxurious coaches to transport
him, but through jungles and on
long journeys he pressed forward,
establishing missions wherever he
went. He spared neither time, toil
nor trouble., Under a burning sun
he would visit every school or con-
gregation in all the towns he passed
through. His labowrs were so in-
cessant as to provoke remonstrance
from his chaplain and suite. About
a week before his death he preached
at Tanjore to a body of fifty or
sixty missionaries. e referred to
Schwarz, in whose chapel he was
preaching, as one of the most zeal-
ous, self-denying missionaries India
ever had, who had been the means
of baptizing into the Christian re-
ligion six thousand natives; and
he expressed the hope that they
would emulate his example. This
was his last address to a body of
missionaries.

He held a confirmation on Easter
Sunday. It was a service of deep
and thrilling interest, in which
memory, hope and joy mingled with
the devotion of the hour, to hear so
many voices rescued from the pol-
luting services of the pagoda join
in the Easter song of triumph and
utter the loud amen at the close of
the prayver. The bishop’s heart was
full, a heavenly cxpression on his
countenanceasheexclaimed,«Gladly
would I exchange years of common
life for one such day as this” He
reached Trichinopoly on April 1st;
the heat was very oppressive. On the
2nd he held a confirmation service
and preached morning and evening,
when he complained of weariness.
The next morning at daybreak he

g,

held a service in Tamil and con-
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firmed and addressed a congregation
in that language. Ile rveturned to
the house at which he was staying
and retired to his room. Not ap-
pearing for half an hour his servant
entcred the room and found him
lving in his bath. The eager spirit
had found rest, so quietly and peace-
fully did Bishop Heber pass into
endless day.
He was scarcely forty-three years
of age when he died, and had spent
less than three years in Irdia, and
vet long enough to endear himself
to all. As the news of his death
spread it caused general lamentation,
and his Joss was felt in Calcutta as
a publie calamity.
<+ We live in deeds, not years; in thoughts,
not breaths ;

In feelings, not in figures on a dial.

We should eount time by heart-throbs.
He most lives

CLAREMOXNT, Ont.
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Who thinks most, feels the noblest, acts
the best,” .

Measured by this rule his life was
not short. ¢ was buried at Trichin-
opoly in St. John's church, away from
his family, amid the scenes of his
grandest labours,

Bishop Heber gave up all forIndia,
and we estimate his convietion of
his individual responsibility by the
living truth he uttered in his own
poem, which makesa fittingclose and
application to every missionary ad-
dress to the end of time, for his
voice is still ringing clear, and
millions still are singing,

¢« Shall we whose souls are lighted

Witl: wisdom from on high,
Shall we to men benighted

‘The lamp of life deny ?
Sadvation ! O salvation !

The joyfal sound proclaim,

‘Till earth’s remotest nation,
Has learnt Messiah's name.”

THY

WILL BE

DONE.

RY ANNIE CLARKE.

Tuy will be done!  We say it, sighing,
Whensome sweet hoon, withheld, weerave:

Thy will be done ! we moan it, erying,
Heart-siabbed besille an open grave :

\We say the words amidst our pain,

Through bitter tears that fall like rin.

Thy will be dane—we strive to pray it
When thunders crash and storm-clouds
burst 3
We shrink aud falter, but we say it,
Because our Saviour said it first :
Hasting along God's path he sped,
And we would follow where he led.

Thy will be done ! we whisper, fearing
Submission brings another cross ;

We think our yielding meuns the nearing
Of some new, hitter, dreaded loss :

Forgive us, God, for wounding so

The patient love we ought to know.
Vicroriy, BC.

Thy will be done—we say it, wronging
The love that broodsabove our pain,
That yearns with more than mother-long-
ing
To see us glad and frec again,
But loves too much to lift our woe,
Until its blessedness we know.

Submission is the glorious choosing
OfF Gail's hest gifts prepared for men :
Shrink never, though it mean the losing
Of harmful hioard—such loss is gain.
O doubting, trembling heait, be still'!
And let thy Father have his will.

His will--the perfect, tender shielding
From smallest harm, when woe must be ;
His will- it only waits our yviclding
To crown with blessing you and me;
The soul that says *¢ Thy will be done,”
Compels love's richest henison.

Be good, and let who will be slever :

Do noble things, not dreun them all day long

And so make life, death, and the vast forever
One grand, sweet song.

—Charles Kingsley.
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WESLEY’S RELATION

TO HIS OWN AGE.*

BY DAVID ALLISON, LL.D.,

President of the University of Mount Allison Colleye.

Ix June, 1788, when an old man
of eighty-five, within less than three
years of his death, John Wesley
wrote to John Mann, one of his mis-
sionaries in Nova Scotia, and one of
the founders of Methodism here, that
he was greatly concerned for the
prosperity of the work of God in
Nova. Scotia, and that the welfare of
the Methodists of that northern prov-
ince, as young and tender children,
lay very near his heart. No man
has lived these many centuries who
less needs special celebration of any
kind to keep alive his memory and
fame than this same John Wesley.
When we recall his name it is no
attempt to bring baeck to the public
eye a rapidly vanishing figure, to
blow up into an appearance of life
the ashes of an expiring flame, to
postpone a little, if we can, an ob-
livion which is surely and remorse-
lessly creeping on. Nothing of the
kind. The tribute that we are pay-
ing is but the ampler and more
generous recognition that a century
of history—a century of calm reflec-
tion—enables us to accord to a great
life wholly consecrated to the best
of causes. It is well to erect John
Wesley's statue, to beautify his tomb,
to place his memorial in our national

falhalla. But he has a better monu-
ment than these. His name is
written “on the fleshly tablets” of
millions of hearts, and the hearts
that thus immortalize his memory
were never §o many, nor so rapidly
multiplying as in this year of grace,
more than a century after his death.

More than one historian has called
attention to that process of idealiza-

tion by which, in the estimation of
their followers, founders of religious
denominations are transformed and
exalted into virtual demigods. The
tendency has its roots in human
nature, but like other tendencies
found there it is one that requires to
be carefully checked and guarded.
All must admit, as a matter of fact,
that it has magnified some insignifi-
cant characters out of all due pro-
portion, and made pure gold out of
some very common dross. But John
Wesley has now been dead a cen-
tury, and during that century there
has been developed a spirit of his-
toric criticism too keen and uncom-
promising to allow any merely ideal
saint or hero to maintain his place.
To this investigating light no mod-
ern character has been more fully
exposed than that of John Wesley.
It has been focused not only on his
“public walks ”—and he did not live
a secluded life, but ran his career
full in the eyes of men—but on his
# private ways” and even on the in-
most seerets of his breast.

What has been the result of this
examination, conducted as it has
been with cold, careful, analytic pre-
cision? I make bold to say that in
the estimation, not of all intelligent
Methodists merely, but in that of all
intelligent men, the real Wesley is
at once a nobler figure and a more
lovable character than any ideal
Wesley could have been. The analy-
sis has revealed imperfections—in-
firmities, prejudices, foibles, call
them what you will—but these, if it
be not paradoxical to say so, but en-
dear him the more to our hearts, not

* The substauce of this paper was given as an address at the Wesley Centennial celehra-

tion in 1891, at Halifax, N.S.
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only because his very «failings lean-
ed to virtue's side,” but because their
shadow throws out into brighter
light the intrinsic excellence of his
character. IEven when crities have
done their worst upon him, there
appears before us one of the most
unique and fascinating personalities
that modern history discloses, a mind
singularly ahead of its age in dis-
cerning the real evils which afflicted
society and the true means of their
redress, a heart full of all philan-
thropic sympathies and dominated
by a supreme desire for the glory of
God.

I am to say a few words on .John
Wesley’s relation to his own age.
1Ie was born in 1703, the second year
of the reign of Queen Anne. He
died in 1791, the thirty-second year
of the reign of King George the
Third, his life of course including
the whole of the reign of the two in-
tervening Hanoverian Kings, George
the First and George the Second. His
career, though wholly included in,
stretched almost entirely across, the
eighteenth century. e was by pro-
vidential allotinent and ordination
an eighteenth century Englishman,
and if we would do full justice to
his character and achievements this
fact must be bornein mind. Every
man is in important senses the crea-
ture of his own age, the product of
contemporary conditions. We must
not expect AMr. Wesley, as he is
brought before us, to speak and think
about everything just as we speak
and think. This would be only in
degree more silly than to expect the
same of a contemporary of the Plan-
tagenets. So we must keep in mind
the educational influences under
which his intellectual character was
developed.  Denominational pride
has loved to regard him as a man of
boundless erudition, and the largest
possible inferences are drawn from
the fact that «Methodism was born
in a university.” The fact is that
during the first third of the eigh-
teenth-century English university
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life was at its lowest ebb. No darker
picture could well be drawn of an
educational establishment in both
intellectual and moral aspects than
Mr. Wesley himself has drawn of his
own Oxford, as he knew it. Christ
Chureh, like all the other Oxford col-
leges, was an institution of the strict-
est mediseval type, utterly unvisited
by the light of mathematical and
physical science. It thus came to
pass that while, thanks particularly
to his excellent natural abilities and
systematic industry, Mr. Wesley be-
came an accomplished linguist, an
admirable logician on Aristotelian
lines, and an exquisite literary critie,
his mind never had the benefit of
a broad training in the inductive
philosophy, a lack specially observ-
able, when as a man who «inter-
meddled with all knowledge” he
discoursed upon the phenomena and
laws of nature.

But though influenced, as all men
must be, by his surroundings and
his training, no man was ever less
the slave of either than John Wesley.
Instead of allowing the limitations
of his age to permanentiy fetter his
movements he placed before that age
new and nobler ideals and .led it on
to better things. He lived in the
eighteenth century, but saw far into
the future. He was the greatest
seer that God has yet raised up in
our Anglo-Saxon Israel. He has
been lying in his grave a whole cen-
tury, but as yet we are only on the
eve of some of his anticipated and
projected reformations. The conser-
vative instinets of his nature were
strengthened by that medizeval Ox-
ford training. He paid high respect,
we should say far too high, to cus-
tom, to routine, to preseription, to
anything dignified by the name of
authority. With such a man it is
not to his shame that he hesitated,
that, to speak ev'oquially, he «back-
ed and filled " a little, or a good deal,
when on the eve of some new de-
parture to which God seemed to be
calling him; it is his glory that in
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the end the supreme sense of duty
always conquered, and that the
bands of prejudice and routine were
burst like withes of straw. He had
an «ear to hear,” and so he heard
the voice of God. Me kept his eye
apen for light, and so he saw what
other men did not see. It was thus
that God called him on until He
placed him in the forefront of one of
the greatest and most far-reaching
of moral movements. And in this
attitude and spirit we find the suffi-
cient explanation of the inconsist-
encies and contradictions of which
both enemies and over-candid friends
have made so much. He shook off
the past as he rose to the demands of
the present and to the openings of
the future.

John Wesley'schildhood and early
boyhood were almost exactly covered
by the reign of Queen Anne. This
was the Augustan age of Inglish
letters —the age of Addison and
Swift, of Pope and Prior, of Stecle
and Defoc—and its stimulating in-
fluences reached even the retired
rectory of Epworth. It wasanepoch,
too, of transcendent military glory.
As the little ones were gathered
vound the frugal supper-table, their
father, the rector, delighted to com-
municate to them the news brought
by the last post, how the great Marl-
borough had vanquished the enemies
of England at Blenheim or Ramillies,
or how the eccentric Peterborough
had scaled the heights of Barcelona
and humbled once more the hanghty
Spaniard.

John Wesley was at school and
college during the whole of the reign
of George the First, and when after
graduation at Oxford he took orders
in 1727, England. under the manipu-
lations of that first of all political
mesmerizers, Walpole, had well en-
tered on a long period of drowsy
inactivity and stagnation. All ae-
counts agree that in all moral aspeets
and relations this period was one of
the dullest and darkest in the post-
Reformation history of England.

We speak not now of the great
work of Wesley's life, that moment-
ous and far-reaching spiritual revo-
lution which he was the main human
instrument in accomplishing. That
this is his true relation to the relig-
ious revival of the eighteenth cen-
tury cannot be called in question.
In some minute sense it may be true
that he did not originate it. Others,
certainly, did a part of the work.
Some of his co-labourers may have
had gifts superior to his in special
directions. Mis poetical powers were
not to be compared with those of his
brother Charles. He could not rival
the magnetic and impassioned ora-
tory of Whitefield. IHe did not eon-
form so closely to the mystical type
of saintliness as his friend John
Fletcher. But he was incompar-
ably greater than any of these or
any other associated in his work.
He combined most, if not all, of the
qualities needed in the leader of so
vast an enterprise; he had both in-
sight and foresight; calmness and
courage; faith, hope and boundless
charity. He alone saw the true im-
port of the movement, directed it,
organized its forces, gave it form
and coherence, and dying, left it
sweeping on to perpetuate his mem-
ory and name.

A special feature of Mr. Wesley’s
life was his intense interest in all
public affairs, in all political and
sociological questions as well as
those of a strictly moral or religious
nature. It would be too much to
say that he was always right—but
he was always bold, manly, and
patriotic. He took care to let all men
know what John Wesley thought,
and why he thoughtso. On theeve
of an election ourselves, it may be
interesting to know that he even took
a hand in the most practical part of
politics. Once when he thought the
maintenance of the Hanoverian dy-
nasty to be involved to some extent
in an election to be held at Bristol,
he called his people there together
on the eve of polling-day, to talk



388 The Methodist Magazine,

over the subject and pray for the
suceess of his favourite candidate.
As the prayers were not answered, I
leave the story to point its own
moral.

At a later period, he was ac-
knowledged to have been the chief
agent in securing for Mr. Wilber-
force his first clection for the great
riding of Yorkshire. With most, if
not all, of the prime ministers of the
kingdom after he reached the middle
period of life he was acquainted, and
there were few of them to whom he
did not in person or by correspon-
dence cause his views on the great
questions of the day to be known.
The last communication of the kind
was a4 noble letter written, when he
was more than eighty years old, to
the younger Pitt, then Prime Minis-
ter of England at twenty-five, in
which he adjured him as the son of
Lord Chatham, and as the servant of
the Most High King, to protect the
moral interest of the realm.

Of all Mr. Wesley’s interferences
in public affairs the propriety of
none has been more questioned than
the publication of his «Calm Address
to the American People,” which was
almost a literal reproduction of Dr.
Johnson's tract, «Taxation without
Representation no Tyranny.” But
it should not be forgotten that while
on theoretical grounds Mr. Wesley
tried to reason the colonists out of
their contemplated revolt, he had
steadfastly upheld Lord Chatham in
his protest and remonstrances against
the foolish policy by which Lord
North, or rather the dull-witted and
self-willed king, had been alienating
the allegiance of a once loyal people,
and he had even gone to the length
of personal expostulations with Lord
North on the subject. The well-
meant effort failed, but Mr. Wesley
lost none of his regard for his chil-
dren in America, and continued to
manifest the same deep and tender
care for their spiritual welfare.
Though its awful crisis had not come,
the French Revolution had been a

year or so in progress when he died.
All England around him was shak-
ing and quaking with fear, but the
old man’s heart was as calm and in-
trepid as ever. Who can tell what
might have happened had he never
lived? Cardinal Manning says that
to him more than any other hu-
man cause, England owed her power
to resist the disintegrating forces
which that terrible outbreak let
loose upon her national fabrie.

The England of John Wesley’s
time was choke full of social abomi-
nations, many of which have happily
disappeared, though scme alas, yet
walit for their final extirpation. The
space at my disposal will not permit
even the mention of the multifarious
forms which his philanthropic ac-
tivity assumed. Before Wilberforce
was born and when John Newton
never «felt nearer to God” than
when acting as supercargo on a slave
ship, John Wesley denounced the
slave-trade as «the sum of all vil-
lanies."” Years after, when his friend
Whitefield had become the owner of
slaves and with Pauline texts de-
fended such ownership as Seriptural
and proper, he laid “the axe at the
root of the tree” and pronounced the
whole system of human slavery ac-
cursed, an outrage on the rights of
man, a violation of the laws of God.
Six days before he died he wrote his
last letter, and it was a word of cheer
to his young friend Wilberforce to
go on in the name of God until men
with black skins should have the
same rights as those with white.
When he forbade the drinking of
drams to his followers and declared
the traffic in spirituous liquors to be
the curse of the kingdom, he was a
veritable vox clamantis in deserto,
and was nearly a century in advance
of his times. And with what pity-
ing eyes did he look on the ignorant
masses of his countrymen, and what
noble efforts did he put forth, by
such means as lay in his power, to
dissipate the gross darkness that was
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upon the people! He fairly disputes
with Robert Raikes the honour of
inaugurating the mighty Sunday-
school movement, and with John
Howard the credit of initiating those
beneticent schemes of prison reform
whuse accomplishment shed so much
glory on the closing years of the
eighteenth century.

One bright afternoon last autumn
I stood by Wesley's grave with
uncovered head, and miused on how
much and how lasting good God can
accomplish through the medium of
one human life. The next day, I
heard Archdeacon Farrar, from his
pulpit in St. Margaret’s, describe Mr.
Wesley as «ihe broadest minded of
all modern religious reformers,” quot-
ing from him in suppert of his own
special theme the characteristic say-
ing: ««Opinions,’ I am sick of opin-
ions. A man may have no opinions
at all and yet be carried by the
angels into Abraham's bosom.” Johzn
Wesicy’s grandest feature was his
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large and artless soul. Wherever
good could be found, ke found it.
He anticipated Froude in hunting
up characters that have fared ill at
the hands of general historians and
making special pleus in their behalf,
persuading himself and trying to
persuade others that Mary Queen of
Scots was as innocent as she was
beautiful. He picked out what good,
and what sense, he could from the
mystical ravings of Emanuel Swe-
denborg. He hated popish doctrines,
but believed that Thomas & Kempis
was one of the holiest saints of God.
He expected to see the Emperor
Marcus Aurelius in the kingdom of
heaven. He even dreamed of an
hereafter for the brute creation.

Thus lived John Wesley—a pat-
tern to moral toilers for all ages, his
hands full of work and his heart
of love:

¢¢ Like as a star that maketh not haste,
That taketh not rest, but calmly fulfilleth
His God-given *hest.” * * *

.

PRAISE.

BY ANNIE CLARKE.

For acean’s boundless deeps, and mountain
grandeur,
And storm with thunder shod,
For sun, and moon, and clouds, and starry
splendour,
We praise Thee, O our God !

For depths of peace, and joys that rise to
rapture,
For love beyond compare,
Love tender, kind, yet might.y to deliver,
From sin and deatl’s despair,

We bless thee, God! Let anthems fill Thy
temples,
Angels and men, as one,
Unite to swell the everlasting chorus
Circling about Thy throne.

We thank Thee for the sound of running
water,
Flowing in narrow ways,
Vicroria, B.C.
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The rustle of a leaf in guiet weather,
The shade of sunless days,

The slanting gleam of golden sunlight falling
Upon a baby’s hair.

The touch of tiny fingers whose soft clinging
Inspires a heart-warm prayer.

The scent of flowers in a mossy dingle,
Where sound and silence blend,

A quiet hand-clasp when the heart is lonely,
Or letter from a friend, | ,

We praise Thee for the daily, lesser blessings,
That meet each smallest need 5

The tiny, ceaseless tokens ever proving
Thy love is love indeed.

We come to Thee, O Father, with thanks-
giving, : :
Low at Thy feet we kneel ;
Now give us grace to show in sweet obedience
The gratitude we'feel ! )
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JASPER TRAVIS' CONVERSION.

BY DOUGLAS HEMMEON.

He is a swong, quiet man of
about thirty-five or forty, and there-
fore he impresses you. His conver-
sion brought the quiet gentleness
to the surface. TIormerly he was
strong, noisy, and rough—the noisiest
and roughest fellow cn the Windsor
Road, especially when just home
from town on « market day.”

He is unmarried and lives alone
in a neat cottage of his own con-
struction, where he cooks,sews, reads,
writes, and, in leisure moments, plays
a reed-organ,of which he is extreme-
1y proud.

He has given up the old house of
his fathers to the Salvation Army,
for occasional meetings when they
go out from town “to fight the devil
on Windsor Road.” It was through
the Army he was converted.

Old «Nat " Bauld, a decided failure
as a cobbler, but a certain successas
advanee agent and missionary for
the «Army”—so strangely do we
tind characteristics mingled inmen—
was the one who first spoke of re-
ligion to him. The sced fell into
good ground, for he was, by necessity
of his lonely farmer-life, in close
touch with Nature, a thoughtful man.
One could wish, indeed, that «Old
Nat" would follow the old advice of
Apelles, and stick more persistently
to his «last,” but even shiftless cob-
blers have their plot to work in
God's spring-fields.

Conversion did not come to Jasper
Travis in any common way. His
own testimony to this fact is sure,
and carries conviction.

A neat church stands near a cross-
road, not more than a mile and a
half from Jasper's cabin. Shortly
after his change of aim in life he
was seen sitting well up among its
regular attendants at the week-night
prayer-service. le had come down

there, as it was the nearest church,
to get encouragement. When the
time for testimonies came Jasper
rose, and in a low, quiet voice, and
turning to the careless young fellows
in the back seats, slowly said :

«Iriends, I have been a wicked
man. What most bad men do con-
trary to God’s law, I have done—
and more. I have begun to serve
Him. Iintend to keep on.”

The minister said * Amen!” aloud
and fervently. The young men in
the back seats, careless though they
were, were tmpressed by the sincerity
of utterances they half wished they,
too, could make. The'Christians look-
ed happy. A young girl started, «He
leadeth me.” The choir and people
Jjoined in. Theservice closed and the
peopleflocked out. Theministercame
last. He looked glad, and the look
brightened when he saw that Jasper
was waiting for him.

« Well, Mr. Travis, I was very
glad to hear you speak as you did
this evening,” he said; and as he
said it, he felt the formality and
stiffness of the courtesy, even though
he meant it as we seldom mean
what we say. But the minister was
young and diffident, and did not
know Jasper well. «Yes; I am glad
1 spoke to-night,” was the quiet
reply.

There fell a silence for a space.
Both felt deeply, standing there
beneath God’s stars. Then both said
“Good-night " simultaneously—hesi-
tated—Ilaughed—said it again simul-
taneously — laughed again —shook
hands warmly, and parted; one
going ona lonely tramp to his lonely
cabin, and the other to his boarding-
place.

After this Jasper came regularly
to the prayer-meetings, and his quiet,
terse, earnest testimony was always
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heard. One evening, about . two
months after his conversion, he spoke
at greater length than usual. And,
in telling his experience, as he
usually did, used words like these:

«1 wanted to know what God
wanted me to do, so I left my work
and went into my house and asked
Him if he wished me to do this par-
ticular work among the sinful. The
answer came distinctly to me from
God: «Go and do it'”

The people began to stare.

He continued simply, «I asked:
+When Lord?’ I felt the answer,
¢« As soon as you have time.'”

The young minister began to grow
uneasy. What his theological teach-
ers had said about mysticism came
to him confusedly. The people were
decorously quiet, but he could detect
glances of suppressed interest.

After the meeting, the minister
did not see Jasper to give him the
usual #God-speed,” being busy with
the choir, and when his thoughts
returned to his strange testimony,
and he looked around for him, he
had gone up the «back-road” on his
lonely walk. The minister could
hear his clear, strong whistle—he
loves to whistle—the tune was,
«Jesus, Saviour, Pilot Me,” and the
sound came down quite clear after
the chattering crowd had dwindled
away. The minister stood where
the church wall threw back the echo
most plainly—listening, half-minded
to follow him and have a talk; but
finally deeided to wait and read up
all he could on the various forms of
mysticism.

The next Thursday, Jasper’s place
in the prayer-service was vacant.
The next—and the next. Then the
minister decided to hunt him up.
So, one beautiful winter afternoon,
he drove up in the direction of
Jasper’s farm, which lay off the
Windsor Road a mile or so, in the
heart of the forest, some ten miles
from the town.

As he drove along he wondered,
rather anxiously] how he would
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approach this strange, quiet fellow
in order to do him the most good.
He was not a country-bred boy, and
he made the phlegmatic, dispassion-
ateness of his people a constant
study. His road lay past the shop
of Old Nat, the cobbler, and as he
drew near the weather-stained sign-
board, which hung over a shabby
doorway, and bore the time-honoured
emblems of the proprietor’s handi-
craft—a boot and shoe done in faded
green upon a yellow back-ground—
he pulled up his mare. The dirty
window immediately swarmed full
of dirtier faces. The minister beck-
oned. A moment later the door
creaked open and Old Nat came out
among a regiment of children of
all sizes, who swarmed boisterously
between his legs and the door, almost;
causing him to stumble.

The old man held in bis hand a
worn and run-over shoe, and gazed
in apologetic explanation for his
unseemly precipitation out of the
door, over the heads of his grand-
children, who had formed a solid
phalanx between the two nien, and
were watching in wide-eyed wonder,
what one of their number, more
acquainted with the world and its
wonders, had called: «The watches
on the horse’s head.”

« Shoo! shoo! children. Go away
from the minister’s horse!” cried
Old Nat. «Yes, sir,”—in reply to
the inquiry concerning the where-
abouts of Jasper—=1 knows where
he lives. You go on till you pass
a large barn and a small house,
with pigs, sir, in front, and turn the
next corner to the right, and drive
on till you come to a house in a
field all alone by itself, sir. It's the
solintary one on the road. Yes, sir,
he’s to home to-day: in the woods
hard by, but he runs up to his house,
sir, to keep up the fire. Good-day, sir.
The Lord bless ye, sir,” and, motion-
ing with the worn shoe in a general
and mildly dignified manner, which
might equallv have suited greeting
or parting, Old Nat backed slowly
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up to his doorstep, as cminently
caleulated to show respect for his
caller, and sat down so suddenly as
to suggest the wiles of an impish-
looking grandehild who was pecek-
ing around the corner, rather than a
dignitied desire to “speed the parting
guest,”

The minister drove off rapidly,
passed the house ‘“with pigs, sir, in
front,” and turning the corner. went
down into a hollow, up the opposite
hill, and disappeared into a dceeply-
shaded wood-road. He drove on till
he saw a chimney over the tree-tops,
and then the house itselt. It was :
large, weather-faded old dwelling,
and the wind was whirling the
light drift in white eddies around
its bleak corrers., There wasan open
gate to the right, and a broken road,
into which he turned. Belind the
old house, and hidden from the road,
he came upon Jasper's dwelling.
Smoke was issuing from the chimney
and a large cat was crouching on
the door-sill.  He tried the door—no
answer. ~ e hitched his mare in a
sheltered spot and threw a couple of
rugs over her. for the day was cold.

Then he listened intently, think-
ing he would wait till Jasper came
up (o replenish his fire, for the smoke
was getting thin abd blue. Down
in the wood 1ot on the farther side of
the roand he heard the sharp, steely
chuck, chuck, chuck, of an axe. «It
must be Jasper,” he thought, start-
ing down the path.

Half-way down to the edge of the
woods, he heard someone whistling
—he stopped and listened. Clear,
soft and corre¢t came the notes—

tJesus, Saviour, Pilot Me.” The
minister's eves dimmed. «Jasper is
all right,” he said to himself. Pre-

sently Jasper himself emerged from
the woods driving his team with a
half cord of green wood.

«Good-day,” he quietly said to the
other’s greeting. IHis eyes said
«Welcome.”

The minister jumped on behind
and rode up to the long wood pile in
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the yard. Then he helped him take
out the horse and unload the wood.
As they stood together in the slant
wintry rays of a February sun, and
looked off aeross the sloping, snowy
ficlds, and the dip and rise of fir-
forest, to where the golden splendour
of the western sky builded and
unbuilded gorgeous cloud-castles,
something of' the loncliness of the
surroundings stole to the heart of
the young minister.

«Jasper,” he asked (he called him
Jasper now), “aren't you sometimes
awfully lonely away up here?”

The face of the other sought the
western splendour.  Was it only
the glory of the sky reflected there
that the minister saw ?

«Sometimes [ am,” he said, “on
wild nights, but I have God to talk
to, you know”

«What do vou mean? " asked the
minister quickly. «You said some-
thing about that at prayer meeting
before you stopped coming.”

«1 would have gone again, but I
thought vou were offended at what
I said; you didn’t speak to me after
meeting.”

The minister explained.

«'m sorry I misunderstood,” Jas-
per said; «come in and stay a little
while.”

Inside the cabin was necat and
clean, but very plain. A dog and
cat followed them in and took up
positions on either sice of the stove.
In one corner was a very nice organ
—the sole remnant of the more com-
fortable homestead. in view. The
minister grew pleasant.

«You have a dog, a cat, and a
horse, Jasper,” he said, «why don't
you get a wife?”

«'m too old now,” replied Jasper,
soherly.  «I've hardened like, as
things do when they get old. I've
got to be ‘set.” The people call me
¢notional. you know, too. I'mafraid
I wouldn’t get along well; so many
don’t. «Jingo, and ¢<Tab,and ‘Char-
Lie;’ the horse, arg all my compan-
ions.”




Jasper Travis’ Conversion.

At the word «Jingo” the minister
looked up. Jasper coloured, and said
quickly and apologetically :

«Indeed, I can'’t help calling him
that, sir. You know I named bim
when I was wild and it sticks. I
tried to change his name to ¢ Peter,
but when I got lonesome I would
call him ¢Jingo’ in spite of myself.
Do you think it’s wrong? It sounds
s0 sometimes.”

« No,” said the minister, decidedly,
with a queersmile. «Call him ¢Jingo.’
Come here, Jingo.” The dog came
and rested his nose on the minister's
knee, but shortly gravitated to his
master’s side again.

The minister tilted back his chair
and unbuttoned his great-coat.

« Now, Jasper,” he said, “tell me,
please, if you do notobject, all about
your solitary self, and how you came
to be converted. Won't you?”

Jasper took off his cap and looked
into it as if seeking for advice. Then
he got up and put some wood in the
stove.

« Well,” he said, as he seated him-
self again, and brushed the cat off
his knee, «I haven’t ever told any-
one all the particulars, you know,
but, to begin at the start: I was
a pretty wild fellow, and very pro-
fane and wicked in the other days,
as I suppose you have heard.”

The minister nodded.

¢ In this room,”—glancing around
—«we used to gamble, and drink,
and carouse, all night sometimes.
The young fellows seemed to prefer
this place because I would always
play the organ for them before they
left. Tor a long time I was feeling
I was not right with God. I hada
good mother long ago."—he leaned
over and rubbed the window-pane
with his hand as though there were
steam on it—+*and often when work-
ing in my field on Sunday, for
I never observed Sunday, I would
get quite worried and unhappy. But
I knew the boys would come in the
evening, and always shook the feel-
ing off. TFinally, in one of the Sal-
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vation Army meetings down yonder,
I could not hold out against the
Spirit, and started to serve God"

He paused as he thought of the
crisis, then continued: «It was very
hard, not so hard to serve God in my
lonely life as to tell others of Him.
The boys stopped coming for a while
when they heard that ¢the Army
had roped Jasper in,’ but gradnally
started again. 1 think ‘twas the
music I played for them-—and then
they were quiet and made no men-
tion of our old amusemeits.

“«One night, after they had left
and I had gone to bed, the thought
suddenly came to me that I was not
doing my duty—that I should speink
to them and try to convert them.
But I simply thought [ couldn’, it
was so hard. I didu't, snd from
that time I gradually went back, tii
at last I got worse than before and
began to neglect my work, and our
carousals were worse than ever. I
hadn’t trusted God and had failed.

« Well.,” Jasper continued, “one
nighta little after this I had a dream.
It was this way:

“I had been very unhappy all
day. Nothing seemed to gostraight.
The sheep got out of pasture. The
cattle had stayed away late, and I
had to go after them. Even Charlie
seemed to be obstinate. I went to
bed early, after the boys had left,
and must have slept three or four
hours when [ thought 1 suddenly
awoke. [ was lying in bed, it
seemed, in a large house on a hill,
and it was storming awfully, with
bright lightning and rolling thun-
der. The house seemed full of win-
dows, which showed the lightning
vividly and the fury of the tempest
endangered my life, for it seemed
as though every gust would carry
over the trembling house. 1 was
very frightened and fast becoming
panic-stricken, when 1 heard a Voice
behind me say, ‘Do you doubt Me
now ?’

«[ did not answer, and the Voice
said again: +Do you doubt Me now?’
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Still I did not answer, and the storm
grew worse and worse. When it
seemed as though I was almost sure
to be killed, the Voice came again:
*Do youn doubt Me now ?’ I answered,
it seemed without thinking, ¢No,
Lord, I don’t! It became quiet in
a moment, and I fell back from my
sitting attitude, as it seemed, into
Someone’s strong arms and rested
there.

« Well, still in my dream, I awoke
and went down to my nearest neigh-
bour over here—Mrs. Davis, When
Istood in her kitchen she said: «Why,
Jasper, how you've changed! What's
the matter?’ Evervbody on the
road looked at me as if 1 had some-
thing the matter with me, too. Then
I came home and looked in the
looking-glass, and I was changed.
I can’t explain it, but I thought I
looked different.

«When I awoke in the morning
from my dream it was late and I
hurried with my work. I was at
peace with God agai. and very
happy, but the coming of the boys
worried me. All the morning it
worried me, till at noon I went up
to my room and asked God what to
do. There was another matter, too.
I thought God might mean me to go
about preaching. It had bothered
me before; so I asked Him first if I
should go about preaching, and the
answer caume (the minister Jeaned
forward), *No.” Then I asked in
prayer: *Shall I speak to the boys?’
The answer came: *Yes! Then I
prayed for help to do it.”

# Jasper,” said the minister, « you
say the answer came. How did it
come?”

“From right behind me,” said
Jasper.

«“Yes; but did you hear it with
your ears?”

Jasper lJooked puzzled. «Well,”
he said slowly, «I can't say I did.
I felt it”—Ilooking up brightly—-1
feit it, sir.  That’s all I can say.”

«Well now, listen to my exper-
ience,” said the minister. «Some
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years ago, I wanted to know whether
it would be wiser for me to leave the
theological school I was attending
and go to New York to study. Igot
all the information I could first, and
then prayed to God earnestly for a
long time to show me what to do.
No direct answer came, but the way
seemed to open for me to go. Well,
I went,” said the minister, “only to
find when I got there that it was
one of the most foolish things I ever
did, so I came back. Why did not
God answer my prayers the way
He did yours?”

« don’t know about your prayers,
but I do know about my own,” said
Jasper, firmly, as though detecting a
sceptical note in the minister’s voice.

« Well,” asked the minister, «what
of the boys? Did you speak to
them?"

«That night,” continued Jasper,
«the boys came in. One of them
took out a pack of eards and a flask.
I felt T must speak, so I did. 1 told
them I had fought God long enough,
and that T was going to be a Chris-
tian if it took all my friends, and
property, and life. They were sur-
prised and disappointed, but they
put up their drink and cards, and
one of them said:

«:«Well, youre not too good to
play for us, ave you, Jasper?’

«tNo, I said, <but I must pray
for you first.

“So T got down right there by
that bench and prayed for them "—

Jasper stopped suddenly-—themin-
ister reached over and put his hand
on his knee.

«Yes, I know how hard it was”
he said.

Jasper looked at him dumbly—
« I prayed like—like everything.” he
whispered. «They sat still. Then
I played the organ for them. I
was so happy, I wonder sometimes,”
—looking off to the western sky,
where the snow-clouds caught the
day’s dying glory and tried to hold
it—«I wonder sometimes if I'll ever
be as happy again.”
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Silence fell. Out in the cold, gol-
den after-glow the minister's mare
turned, stamped her feet and whin-
nied. He rose gently, as if to pre-
serve the calm, and said “Geod-bye.”
Jasper didn't answer. He was
thinking of the vietory which is
greater than the taking of a eity,
and his eyes were looking far away
with such a look as the saint’s eyes
have when heaven’s gate opens.

«(300d-bye,” said the ministeragain,
holding out his hand—+Oh—yes—
aood-bye,” said Jasper, rising sud-
denly.

The minister’s bells rang merrily
out o the frosty air as he dashed
out to the main road. He was niore
perplexed than ever as to mysticisin,
but he thought: « Well, Jasper's all
right anyway.”

About a fortnight after this, as he
was driving along the Windsor Road,
from one of his out-lying appoint-
nments, he came suddenly upon a
team in the road. He gave it a
casnal glance. He was thinking
deeply of Jasper’s dream—« Did God
send it, or was it the natural result

DakrrvouTtH, N.5.

of a wrought-up mental state,
combined with a tired physical
condition ?”

The team in front pulled out to
let him pass, and when he got
abreast he looked up and recognized
Jasper. Their hands went out over
the space between with one accord
and clasped. The minister drove
on; then changed his mind, and
stopped, as if to speak. Jasper drew
slowly up alongside.

«Look here, Jasper! I've heen
thinking about you just now. Tell
me, were you converted before vour
dream or after?” .

Jasper took off his big fur cap,
and wiped his forehead, then put it on.

«Well, I may say, sir,” be said
quietly, ~that 1 was converted i
my dream.”

Soon he turned up his lonely road.
The minister could hear bis sled
creaking up the hill. He was whist-
ling. The minister pulled his muf-
fler off his cars to listen—clear and
sweet came the bird-like notes over
the fir-tops: «Jesus. Saviour, Pilot
Me.”

THE BURDEN BEARER.

Over the narrow pathway
That leads from my lonely door

I went with o thought of the Master
As I oft had done hefore 5

But my heart was heavily laden,
And with tears my eyes were dim,

But I knew I should lose the burden
Could I get o glimpse of Him.

It was more than I could carry,
If T carried it All alone;

And none in my housc might share it—
Only One on the throne.

It came between me and pleasure,
Between my work and me,

But the Lord conld understand it
And His touch could set me free.

While yet my courage wavered
And the sky before me blurred,
I heard a voice behind me,
Saying a tender word :
And I turned to see the brightness
Of heaven upon the road,
And sudden 1 fost the pressure
Of the weary, crushing load.

Nothing that hour was altered ;
I had still the weight of care,
But I bore it now with the gladness
That comes from answered prayer.
Not a grief the soul can fetter
Nor cloud the vision when
The dear Lord gives the Spirit
‘To hreathe to His will, “ Amen.”

Oh, friend, if the great burdens
His love can make so light,
Why should His wonderful goodness
Qur halting credence slight ?
‘The little sharp vexations,
The briers that cateh and fret—
Nhadl we not take them to the Helper
Whe uever failed us yet?

Tell Him about the heartache,

Tell Him the longings, too,
‘Tell Him the baftled purpose,

When we scarce know what to de,
Aud leaving all our weakness

With the One divinely strong,
Forgel that we hare the burden

And carry away the song.



( 396 )

THE STAR IN THE EAST.

BY RICHARD ROWE.
Author of *“ The Diary of an Early Methodist,” etc.. clc.

CHAPTER XI.

- DEEPER DOWN.

)

WaeN George Grimes and Alec
Brown left Jude, they were sincere-
1y sorry for him, but they soon
forgot him. Because he did not
squander moneyv on drink and so on,
they supposed he had enough put
by to carry him through his trouble,
and be passed for a time almost com-
pletely ouvt of their minds. Healthy
men in full work are not fond, as a
vule, of visiting the sick-beds of
mates out of work; partly for the
very sensible reason that they can-
not see what good they could do
their sick mates by getting in the
way of those who are looking after
them; and partly because hale men
do not like to be reminded, by an
instance which comes home to them,
of the helpless thing a whilom hale
man may beecome after a few days
of illness.

During the first part of Jude’s im-
poverishment, the neighbours whom
he had forced to respect and won to
love him, and the doctor who had
bullied him, were the people who
kept him and hisfrom the workhouse.
Neither the doctor nor the Star
Courtiers, of course, could do much.
The doctor advised Jude to let things
take their course, and hope for better
times; but when he saw what an-
guish theidea of becoming parochial
paupers inflicted on Jude and Mary,
blustering Dr. Gale held his peace,
and gave, besides his attendance—
given, perchance, with a little more
delicacy than before—such tiny help
as an East-end doetor with a large
family could give to keep Jude and
his children “off the parish.” The
Star Courtiers for the most part,
sympathized in Jude's shuddering

horror at « the House,” although the
Irish thought it odd that Mr. Waple
should be unwilling to accept the
good food which «kind gintlemen™”
were ready to give him and his
«childher  for doing nothing. Not
even for out-door relief would the
Waples apply, and when they had
sold most of the furniture which
had once excited their ncighbours’
envy, and all their bedding and
clothes too, except what was abse-
lutely necessary to keep them from
dying of cold, they were often in
sore straits for food. The Irish lav-
ished pity on them, in spite of their
being Protestants and their obstinate
refusal of parish aid. If words
could have warmed and fed, the
Waples would never have suffered
cold and hunger when their Irish
neighbours were talking of then;
but the Irish could do literally noth-
ing for them in the way of material
aid; and it was not very much more
that their less demonstrative ané
eloquent English neighbours could
do. In such a place as Star Court
incomesaavenomargin for “charity,”
which ecan be dispensed without
causing any inconvenience to the
dispenser. Besides, Jude did not
wish to saddle his poor ncighbours
with his support in order that he
mwight be saved from the degrada-
tion of being supported by the parish.
The Waples hid as well as thev
could theextremities of their poverty;
and when things had come to the
worst, Jude had made up his mind
to go on the parish, vather than let
his poor Star Court friends stint
themselves even more than the ordi-
nary conditions of their lives com-
pelled them to stint themselves, in
order to enable him to still nomi-
nally to keep a “home of his own.”
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«It's hard, Mary,” he said, «for us
as have al’ays paid our way to have
to come down to be paupers. But if
we must be kept by somebody, let's
take what the law gives us a right
to. The parish can afford to keep
us better than the poor folks about
here, or our good doctor either. He
hain’t so mueh to bless himself with,
good man, though he do talk so
gruff. He calls it lendin’, an’if I
thought I could pay him back soon,
I wouldn't mind goin’ on takin’a
shillin’ or two from him now an’
then—no, nor if I thought I could
make some sort of a return to the
good folksin the court soon,Iwouldn’t
mind so muech a-goin’ on as we are.
I'm not above acceptin’ kindnesses
from them as means friendly, so
long as I don't feel myself a beggar.
But if I'm to be ill for ever so long,
’tain’t just to go on as we're a-doin’.
An’ there's the man about the rent,
too. Ever so much we owe, an’ he'’s
Ict it run on because he says he
knows I'm honest, an’ will pay him
when I can. God knows I will, if I
can get about again, but if you don’t
know when you'll get about again,
'tain’t honest to go on keepin’ the
man out o’ the money he'd get for
the room. if we was.out of 'em. An’
there’s you an’ poor little Cis with
your faces as white as chalk. It’s
a cross for a hard-working man to
have to come upon the parish, but
God saw that my pride wanted hum-
blin’, an’ He’s done it, an’ we must
bow to His will. He knows what’s
best for us. We'll go in, Mary."”

Angd as hesaid it, the blacksmith’s
lips twitched, and he turned away
his face that his daughter might
not see that he was erving.

«Qh, if I was only strong, so as I
could work, father!” sobbed poor
Mary. «An’such work as I could
do I cant get. ¥You won't say I
haven's tried, father?”

uNo, my girl, you've al'ays been
a dear good girl. My sorrow is that
you should ha’ been forced to put
up wi' what I've brought you to.
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You ought to be nussed instead o’
nussin’, and worryin’ after work,
Mary. You'll be better looked after
when you're in, Mary-—and poor
little Cis Il get a full meal again. It
was wicked o' me to let my pride
keep ye half-starvin’. We'll go in,
Mary.”

« Don’t do it for Cis an’ me, father,”
cried Mary. «We'd rather go on as
’tis, so as we can be wi’ you, father.
They’ll part us in the House. You
wouldn't be kept away from father,
jest to get a dinner every day,
would ye, Cis?”

The thought of a dinner every
day for a moment brought an eager
sparkle into the eyes of poor hollow-
cheeked, hungry little Cis, but the
next moment she had climbed upon
the bed, and burying her face in
her father's shaggy beard, clutcking
his neck with one hand, and strok-
ing his cheeks with the other, and
erying over him as she kissed his
blue, chapped lips, she sobbed,—

« L ain't so greedy, father. Don't-ee
let ’em take me away from you!”

CHAPTER XII.
GLEAMS.

Many weeks are summarized in
the last chapter. Gloomy as they
were, gloomier as they grew, they
were relieved by many a gleam of
the loveliest light with which this
dingy London reflects the lustre of
the Star in the East, shining forever
in the pure skies—the kindness of
the poor to those even worse off than
themselves. Muddiest puddles re-
flect that silvery light-—starlight
unstarlike because it warms as well
as brightens.

Perliteful Bill knew littleof Christ’s
history, but Bill, too, had seen a
picture of Christ, and recognized
its power—a smudged, inartistic at-
tempt at a likeness, but more telling
than any portrait in pigments on
canvas, because it was given in
flesh and blood.

«The life of a Christian is the
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best picture of the life of Christ,”
says the German lady whom Neander
quotes in the preface to the first
cdition of his «Life of Christ.”

Juae knew scarcely anything se-
cular except his smithing eraft; but
he read his Gospels, free from any
bius of prejudging theological inter-
pretation, drank in the spirit of the
all-loving Jesus of Nazareth, and
tried in his poor little way to tread
in his great Master's steps; and
even poor brawling, boozing Bill
had felt the influence of the black-
smith’s character, however little he
had protited by it. One thing, at
any rate, it had taught him—to be
leal to the man who had been kind
to him when there scemed to be no
chance of getting further benefits
out of him.

All kinds of things Bill, in his
own phrase, ¢ worked,” and a queer
variety of things le left at Jude's
door. «To be paid when called for,
miss,” he used to say. with a knowing
wink, when he handed in his gifts
to Mary. «’0w’s the guvnur to-day?
You tell 'im from me to keep a stiff
hupper lip. Lor’ bless ye, don't yve
look like that. The guvnur ’ll be
as right as a trivet, hif e’'ll on’y
keep a stiff hupper lip. An’ that
e'll do, I'll go bail—so ver needn’t
be a-cryin’ ver heves hout. The
guvnur's game, for all he's so quiet.
You tell 'im it was me as said so.
The guvnurs a great hopinion o'
me,” Bill would add with a grin.
« Hif ‘e ’adn’t, 1 wouldn’t trust 'im
as I do--to be paid when called for,
Mary.”

Old Carrots and her Span'el also
did all they could for the Waples.
Katie had looked upon Cissy, the
owner of a doll and a tumbling
monkey, as girls on a higher rung
of life’s ladder who have no fortune
look upon an heiress. Katie had
also avivid recollection of the Christ-
mas fire in front of which she had
basked, and the sumptuous Christ-
mas feast of boiled pork and plum-
pudding ad libitum of which she
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had partaken at the Waples'. More-
over, Mr. Waple was a Kkind of
almost divine personage in Katie’s
estimation, because he had saved
her from being run over; the mys-
tery to her was how such a demi-
god could have allowed himself to
be knocked down and disabled ; al-
together, Katie looked upon the
Waples as “superior persons,” far
above her sphere. She, therefore,
was greatlyastorished when Granny
began to talk about poor Waple,
poor, dear, good man! An’ his poor
dear gals! Poor dears, poor dears!”

«What's the matter wi' ’‘em,
Granny ? " asked puzzled Katie. «Is
it the sirall-pox,oris't a fever? Sam
Comber's mother’s got the typ'us.
She’s to be took away to the hors-
pittle to-morrer.”

“Ay, an’ he'd ha' got that, if ’e’d
been about, poor, dear, good man.
If ’e’d been hisself he wouldn’t
ha' let Mrs. Comber lay wi'out a
soul to look arter her, as her’usband
do, though young Sam does the best
he can, poor boy. But what can a
boy do, an’ him out keenin’ his
father an’ mother 'most all day long?
s a good boy, is Sam. It's won-
derful what a change there is in
that boy since Mr. Waple got a ‘old
upon 'im. He was the howdacious-
est young wagabone goin’, an’ now
he never merlests us, do ’e, Katie?
No, nor he won’t let the other boys
when he’s by. Hes a goed boy
now, is Sam. But we was talkin’
about poor, dear, good Mr. Waple,
Katie. °Tain’t typ'us. I'm afeared
that poor, dear, good man an’ his
dear gals—she’s a dear little girl, is
Cissy, an’ Mary's real good, too,
though she is so stiff an’ stuck-up a
bit—I'm afcared they hain’t go:
enough to eat.”

« Lor, Granny ! ” exclaimed Katie,
opening eves of dismayed astonish-
ment as wide as those a city man
would open if he were suudenly
informed. on good authority, that
the Bank of England had stopped
payment.
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« But 'ow do you know, Granny ? "
she added, brightening up. «You
can’t see what they've got. Last
time we was in, Mr. Waple give me
a bit o' saveloy, because 1 said I
was ‘ungry.”

«An' you shouldn’t ha' said so,
Katie, an’ you shouidn't ha' taken it
from 'im as 'ad saved your life.”

«But I eas 'ungry, Granny, an’
tworn’t much.”

« You shouldn’t ha’ done it, Katie.
1 hain’t got eyes to see, but I've got
ears to hear. Let alone what I ’ear
from the neighbours, it's enough for
me to hear Mary a-talkin’. She’s
stiffer than she used to be, but she
ain’t so stuck-up. Leastways, she’s
more stuck-up, but you can tell it's
all put on. An’ that poor little
Cissy, that was alays a-langhin’;
she hain’t got sperrit now to give a
laugh. ¢'Ow are ye?’ says she, as
grave as if she was as old as me.
An’ that poor, dear, good man—he'd
try to talk cheery if he was a-dyin’
—an’ so he might, for he’d be a-goin’
to 'eaven; but I can tell ’ow ’tis—
they’re next door to starvin’, Katie.”

« Lor, Granny! If you'd told me
afore, I'd ha’ took Cis ’alf my supper.
I don’t like to take her this—there’s
sich a little on it left,an’ then there'’s
Mr. Waple an’ Mary sides Cis. What
shall us do, Granny ?”

“You finish your supper, Katie,
while I'm thinkin.”

Whilst Katie munched the rest of
her erust, the old woman went on
with the stocking she was knitting,
stopping every now and then to
give her undivided attention to the
problem that was perplexing her.
At Jast she said,—

“Now, lovkee ’ere, Katie. If there
was one less of ’em for him to feed,
that 'ud be a ’elp to Mr. Waple,
good man. Willin’ we'd say, ¢ You
let Cis come an’ live along wi’ us,
Mr. Waple, till you're about agin,’
if we could, wouldn't we, Katie?
But I've been a-turnin’ of it over in
my mind, an’ I don’t see as we
could manage that, try as we might.
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But I do think as we could take her
hevery other day, it we was to go
short a bit; an’ you wouldn’'t mind
doin’ that for Cis an’ Mr. Waple,
would ye, Katie ?”

“«I'd be a bad gal hif I did,
Granny; shall I go an’ fetch her
now ? an’ then she can sleep with
us te-night——what larks!”

«No, Katie, I wasn't thinkin’ o
Cis comin’ to sleep ’ere. She wouldn't
like to be took right away from her
father like that, an’ she ’elp to keep
Mary warm o' nights. Poor dears!
They hain’t got as much to kiver
‘em now as we've got, Katie, an’
them as used to *ave heverythink so
nice. No, I'll go to speak to Mr.
Waple to-morrer mornin’. An’ now
you say vour prayers, Katie—it’s
time you was a-bed.”

Next morning, accordingly, Old
Carrots made her appearance at
Jude’s door.

«’'Ow’s your father, deary? Id
like to speak to him,” she said to
Mary.

«(Good-mornin’,Granny,”said Jude,
as the old woman entered his room.
«I hain’t a chair to offer ye just
now, but set ye down upon the bed.”

«Ah, poor dear,” answered Old
Carrots, «if you was on’y hout on it,
I'd be a ’appy woman. You won’t
mind what I'm a-goin’ to say, will
yer, Mr. Waple?”

«] can’t say till you tell me what
it is, Granny.”

« Ab, that's your funny way—as
I was a-sayin’ to my Katie last night,
«Katie,” says I, «if that poor, dear,
good man was a-dyin’ he'd try to
talk cheery.” For all that, I can
make out tkat thinx isn’t with you
as they used to was, if you won’t
mind me a-sayin’ so, Mr. Waple, an’
you saved my little gal’s life, an’ me
an’ Katie is wery grateful to you,
Mr. Waple, an’ yet we never done
nuffink for ye, Mr. Waple, an’ I was
a-thinkin’ it 'ud be a change for my
Katie if your Cissy’d come an’ take
her grub wi' us afore we go hout in
the mornin’, and when we comes
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‘ome—say hevery other day, Mr.
Waple, an’ we'd begin to-day. My
Katie's older than Cissy, but she
hain's 'ad your dear little gal's ad-
wantages, an’ she’s uncommon fond
of ’er, an’ so 'twould do Katie good
if they was more together.”

And <o having spoken, Old Carrots
secretly chuckled, thinking that she
had most diplomatically disguised
her wish to do Jude a kindness.

«You'rea real good soul, Granny,”
answered the blacksmith. «Don’t
you think as I don’t see what you're
drivin’ at! It's Cis an’ us yvou're
a-thinkin' of just now, not your little
Katie, pretiy lass, Ifor Cissy's suke
T'd say yes an' thankful for it, if
yvou'll understand thas I'm to pay
ye back soon’s ever I cau; if I was
only sure you wouldn’t be a-pinchin’
yourselves to feed my little girl.
How much now, Granny, if you
don’t mind tellin’, do you make a
day?”

To make Jude'smind easy,Granny
magnitied the truth most outrageous-
ly. I think, however—to borrow a
beautiful conceit—the Recording
Angel let fall a tear upon the fault,
which blouwted it out forever. At
any rate, Granny was not at all
troubled in her conscience when she
earried Cissy off to breakfast. When
the old woman went out she gave
her little guest a bit of bread for
dinner, and when she came home
she called for the little girl, and
carried her off to sup on milkless
tea, bread, and herring: Old Carrots
and Kutie both cheerfully giving up
Cissy s third of the meagre rations,
which were really not enough for
two. And every other day, for three
or four weeks, Cissy took her place
at Old Carrots’ scantily supplied but
most genuinely hospitable board (it
was literally & board—an old iron-
ing board, propped on the window-
seat, and a worm-eaten trestle).

Then Dot took Cissy in hand.

“Look ere, Mr. Waple.,” said Dot
to Jude one night when his daugh-
ters were in the outer room, “ I'm
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not a-goin’ to reproach ye because
yer didn't take my adwice. That's
done an’ can’t be mended, an’ I on'y
‘ope it'll teach ver a lesson. Them
as is wise in their own conceits is
pretty sure to come to grief. Because
yer was a big strong feller yer made
little o' what I said to yer; but I
ain’t a-goin’ to bring that up agin
ver, Mr. Waple. I ain’t so big as
you, Mr. Waple. I know that well
enough; but there, T ean git about,
an’ you're a-layin’ in bed, big as ve
are, jist because yer wouldn't follow
my adwice. But I ain’t the man to
be 'ard on a chap when ’e's down.
I told yer what yer ought to do, an’
ver didn't do it—jist the contrairy
—an’ there’s a hend on it. You was
hobstinit, Mr. Waple, an’ that yer
can't deny. But I won't say as it
was yer fault—p'r'aps 'twas yer mis-
fortun’. Fackilties doesn’t run by
sizes. Asthe poet says, Mr. Waple—

Was T so tall to reach the pole,

And graps the hocean wi' a span,

I must be measured by my soul.

The mind’s the standud o’ the maan.
Them as 'as got fackilties puts ‘em
to a bad use when they looks down
on them as ’asn’t. They should ‘elp
‘em—that’s what them as ’as got the
fackilties should ought to do. I
wish it was more in my power to
‘elp ve, Mr. Waple, for you've been
a good {riend to me, an’ there ain’t
a man as 1've more respec’ for, fac-
kilties or no fackilties—which goes
in a scramble like—them as ’as got
'em don't make ‘alf the use of ’em
they might—them as hain’t got 'em
would do a deal more wi' 'em, I
fancy, if they ’ed got 'em. Least-
ways, Mr. Waple, that’s my hopinion
o' yerself. A better-meanin’ man
I don’t think there never was.—an’
there, yve're a-layin’ on yer back,
jest because yer wouldn't foller my
adwice.

«But I won't say nuffink more
about that. It's your little gal I
want to talk to ve about, Mr. Waple.
If.that poor little dear was a-doin'
sumfink she'd be ’appier than she is
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now, stickin' at 'ome, frettin’ ‘er
pretty heyes hout hover ye, Mr,
Waple. If you'd been as you was,
Mr. Waple,! should never ha'thought
o' sich a think, an’ I ’ope yer won't
be offended by my mentionin’ on it
now. An’ the streets is the last
place I'd send a little gal to git 'er
livin’ in, if she could do better. But
lookee ‘ere. Mr. Waple—I don’t want
to poke my nose where it’s no bus-
iness, but a man as ’as fackilties
can’t ’elp a-usin’ on ’em, an’ I'm
afeared pennies isn't so plenty wi'
ye, Mr. Waple, as shillin’s was when
ye were yer hown man. So lookee
‘ere, Mr. Waple, if you'll let your
little gal go out sellin’ along wi' me,
T'll sce that she don’t come to mno
arm, an’ it'll please ’er, pretty dear,
to be able to bring ye’ome a few
coppers.”

So Dot started Cissy in the match
trade, and took her with him on his
rounds, diminishing hisown receipts
considerably in order to make hers
the larger, and watching over her
with most jealous care.

When Jude continued to get worse
instead of better, poor Soft Sally's
life lost the only blink of brightness
it had ever had. As soon as she
was up in the morning she started
to inquire how he was, and when
she came home in the evening she
hung about his house like a dog.

“«Now you go an’ lay 3~ down,
Mary,” she would say. #I can do
that, an’ you look as if yer was
a-goin’ to faint. T'll set ’ere as quiet
as a mouse, an’ eall ye if Mr. Waple
wants anyfink as I ean’t git’'im.”

And then, when she had finished
whatever little houschold job she
had snatched out of Mary’s hands,
Soft Sally would almost push her
into herown room, and, sitting down
in the front room, would wait pa-
tiently for an hour or two watching
Jude with dog-like eyes, in the hope
that he might -need her fetching
and earrying services.

But Softs Sally was sore at heart
because she could not give Jude
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anything. When Perliteful Bill
left two or three herrings at the
door, or some woman or other came
across the court with “a sup o’ broth
as she thought the master might
like,” Sally almost cried with envy
at the comparative wealth which
enabled them to make presents to
her hero. Goggles generally brought
his newspaper to Jude on the Mon-
day, and when Soft Sally found that
reading the newspaper ainused him,
a bright thought struck her. She
begged old newspapers and seraps
of newspaper right and left from the
street-sellers of her acquaintance,
These papers were almost all more
or less fragmentary; Sally could not
get them until they had become so
stained and grease-blotched as to be
almost illegible, and, theretore, of
course their news was somewhat
stale; but Sally did not trouble her
head about chronclogy. So long as
she could get tolerably big parcels
of these oleaginous, scarred, anti-
quated, almost undecipherable frag-
ments of *the usual crgans of in-
telligence,” she came back again
with rejoicing to Star Court, bring-
ing her sheaves with her. «There,
Mr. Waple,” she used tosay, “there’s
some more on ’em, but ye must be a
scholard to ha’ got throngh sll them
as I brought ye afore, Mr. Waple.”

CHAPTER XIIL
MATES TO THE RESCUE.

I was round at old Jude's last
night,” George Grimes said one day
to his mates at the smithy.

«Courtin’ his gal,” sneered Waspy.

« ] wasn't doin’ nothin’ o’ the sort.
Puor gal, she's got somethin’ else to
think about ’sides courtin’. Old
Jude’s downright bad, an’ they look
as if they ’adn’t enough to eat.”

«You don’t say that, George?”
exclaimed Alee Brown. «Why, I
thought Jude had got a old stockin’-
ful put by somewheres”

«1le hain’t 'ad much chanee to
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do that, Alee. That poor gal of 'is
'as al'ays been a-ailin’, and when
you pay for doctorin’ it runs away
with money; an’ old Jude would
never stint ’er of anything he
thought she'd ’ave a faney for, an’
‘e’s been a free-anded chap to other
folks, too.”

« Well, let them he's 'elped 'elp’im
now,” said Waspy. «'Tain’t my
business.”

«If vou was on'y to git ‘elp from
them you've ’elped, Waspy, you'd
be in a bad way, if you come to
grief,” growled Alee. «What shall
we do, George?”

«'Well, so far I ean make out,
they’'ll be on the parish soon, if they
don’t git money somewheres, an’
that'll jest be the death of 'em. 1
was thinkin’ we might make so much
a week between us, an’ make believe
to lend it to ’em. Jude ’ud sooner
take a gift from us than the parish,
I don't doubt, but he’s a hindepen-
dent old boy, an’ so we could make
believe we was lendin’ ‘em the
money, to be paid back when quite
conwenient. If we was to work
overtime a bit, five on us, we could
make enough to keep 'em goin’, an’
not feel it. You other chaps has
got families, but me an’ Waspy’s
bachelors, so we’ll give two bob to
your one.”

“«Don’t yer wish yer may git it?”
said Waspy. « What's ’ecuba to me,
or me to ’ecuba? There ain’t no
love lost between Waple an’ me, an’
I ain’t a-goin’ to slave an’ waste my
tin on 'im. It's all very well for
you, George. Youre sweet on 'is
gal, but I ain't, an’ I don’t see why
I shud ’elp yer in yer courtin’”

Alec and the other two journey-
men, however, heartily accepted
George's suggestion. The master-
smith, having just then a plethora
of orders on hand, was glod enough
to get his men to work overtime, and
when he learnt the purpose of their
work, promised to supplement their
contribution towards the Waples’
support with a weekly sum, which
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quite covered Waspy's deficiency.
Late into the night the forges roar-
ed and the anvils gave forth their
shriller music. The red and golden
glow, the rich, deep roar, the merry
music of the anvils, the lavish
showers of sparks, all seemed in
harmony with the hearts of the
brawny fellows who were giving up
their leisure to aid their crippled
brother-craftsman.

When pay-day came, Waspy's
receipts, of course, were smaller
than the other journeymen'’s, but he
chuckled as he pocketed them.

«There,” he said, «I ’aven’t been
at work nigh so long this week as
you fellers ’ave, but I've got as
much to my, own cheek—if ye're
really goin’ to give the Methodist
yer hextries, which I 'ave my doubts
about.”

«Ye're a scurf, Waspy,” growled
Alec, laying down his additional
carnings; and the other three fol-
lowed his example. The master
added his contribution, and there
was just enough to keep the Waples
“going.”

« An’ George'll take it, of course,”
sneered Waspy, “an’ make out he
did it all, to creep up the gals
sleeve—what softs you fellers are!”

«T'll punch yer ’ead if you don't
shut up,” thundered Grimes. «I
ain’t goin’ to take it to’em. Alecis.”

So late on the Saturday evening

"Alec made his appearance in Star

Court. Mary looked rather disap-
pointed when she saw that there was
no one with him.

«George would ha’ come, my
dear, but that little beast of a Waspy’s
been chaffin’ 'im about yer,” said
Alec in reply to her look.

«] didn’'t say anything about
anybody, Georges or no Georges,
Mr. Brown. I don't Kknow what
you're a-talkin’ about, Mr. Brown,”
answered Mary in a huff.

« Well, my dear, I want to see
yer father—I 'ope he’s mendin'’

«No, he ain't, Mr. Brown—he’s as
bad as bad can be, an’ he’s gettin’
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worse, an’ what's to 'come of us, 1
don’t know ;" and Mary began to cry.

«Don’t do that—you’'ll spile yer
pretty eyes, an’ George'll say it's my
fault,” said gallant Alee, almost
ready to ery himself. «T'll go in
an’ see yer father.”

Cicely was sitting by her father’s
bed, holding her father’s hand. She
gave such a loud “Hush!™ when
Alec came in that Jude woke up.

«Oh, it's you, old fellow,” he said,
smiling and ecoughing. «It was
gond of ye to come.”

«Little un, do you like rock—pine-
apple rock?” said Alec to Cicely.
« There's a chap in the street sellin’
it like wildfire, an’ ’ere's a penny—
you go an’ git a penn'orth afore 'e’s
sold itall.”

Cicely clutched the penny, and ran
out of the room. Poor pinched little
thing, she looked as if she wanted
something more satisfying than pine-
apple rock.

«Look ’ere, Jude,” said Alec, when
she was gone, “ we didn't know how
bad you was till George told us a
week ago. He's a good feller, is
George. I ought to ha' come to see
ye orfener, but I didn’t know ’ow
bad you was, Jude. Well, George
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told us 'ow bad you was; an’ as
we've got hovertime now—it was
George as put us up to it—we're
goin’ to lend ye a littlemoney hevery
week, Jude, till ye can git about
agin. There's no hobligation, old
man. We makes more than we did,
an’ you can pay us back jest when
it's conwenient. If you'd been up
an’ about, you'd ha’ been makin’
more than ye did, an’ 'tain’t fair yer
shu’dn’t be gittin’ yer whack of
what's goin’. You can pay us back
when you hike, old man, and then
there'll be no thanks for ye to give
to nobody.”

So having spoken, Alec put down
the clubbed «hextries ” on the quilt,
and hurried out with a—

“Good-night, old feller; you'll be
as sound as a roach afore long, if
yer keep yer pluck up.”

It is easy to do a kindness when
one gets excitement out of it—a
charity performance at a theatre is
pretty sure to draw a full house,
absurd prices are given for gim-
cracks at bazaars to pretty sules-
women; but Alec and his mates
went on working for the Waples
long after their benevolence had
lost the gloss of novelty.

MY DISCONTENT.

BY CARRIE BLAKE MORGAN,

1 couLb content myseli to be one drop
Among the myriad drops that swell the
breast
Of life’s full sea, if I might ride the crest
Of some proud wave that none can overtop ;

If T might catch the sun’s sweet morning
light,

When swift he mounts into the day’s ceol
space,

And paint his tinted cloudsupon my face,

And wear the stars upon my breastat night.

But, oh, to lie a hundred fathoms deep,
Down in acold, din cavern of the sea,

Where no sun-ray can ever come to me,
Where shadows dwell and sightless creatures
creep;

To gaze forever up, with straining eyes,
To where God’s day illumes the shining
sands.
‘1'o grope, and strive, and reach with pallid
hands,
Yet never see the light, and never vise !

I should go mad, but for a still, small voice,
A {)itying voice, that sometimes says tome,
‘Tt takes so many drops to fill life’s sea,

Ye cannot all have places of your choice.”
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THE HOUSE ON THE

BEACH.

BY JULIA M‘NAIR WRIGHT.

CHAPTER VII.
FAREWELL ! FAREWELL !

Rarru Kemp had now abstained
from strong drink for a longer period
than ever before in Letty’s recollec-
tion, and for the first time hope of
his permanent reform entered into
her heart. Heretofore he had
mourned much that he had fallen,
but had never scemed to make
effort toward restoration; he had
been, like Ephraim, thoroughly join-
ed to his idols.

¥aith had no share in Letty’s new
hopes; her keener eyes detected
already the symptoms of relapse—
the moodiness and restlessness, the
inertia. She expected every hour
that he would disappear to the town
and be gone for several days.

She understood the reason of his
recent abstinence; he had not been
willing that Kenneth Julian should
see him intoxicated. She knew that
that his self-restraint had been for
her sake; and she felt a certain
gratitude that he cared enough for
her to use even that much denial for
her; and she gave a bitter smile
when she reflected how idle and
ridiculous were the plans of her
father in her behalf. Poor father!
to base his dreams on a slight

acquaintance with the guest of a.

summer, who in a few days would
be gone forever and forget even
their names!

Faith was not indulging in any
foolish and baseless ideas, but there
was something pathetic even in the
absurdity of her father's schemes.
And now the summer waned and
the first day of autumn had come,
and soon the beach would be left to
the few who lived near it the year
round.

#T hate to leave this place,” said

Kenneth, sitting on I"aith's rocks and
skipping little pebbles out over the
water, as the tide was high and the
sea calm. «I think this is one of
the most restful and serenely beauti-
ful places I ever saw. It just suits
you, Miss Faith.”

«That shows how very little you
know about me,” said Faith. «I
am not restful or serene, and as for
this place, it does not suit me at all;
I hate it. It seems all very well for
the bright, warm summer days, but
consider what it is in the long. cold
desolation of the winter. Not a
person in sight except ourselves,
scarcely a bird even alive upon the
beach; no variety, no interests,
nothing but stitch, stitch, stiteh,
Letty in her window and [ in mine.”

«J can understand that that must
be terrible,” said Kenneth. «Was it
wise for you to come and bury
yourselves in this out-of-the-way
place ?”

« It was all that we coulddo. We
could not pay the rents or get the
clothing fit for the city. We real-
ized that what few old friends were
left were tired of seeing us there.
For ourselves, we could not endure
to have our father disordered and
intoxicated upon the streets before
those who had known him as a man
of large attainments and promise.
‘We could do nothing with our ter-
rible shame but come here and bury
it. Oh, just as you cannot guess how
bitter the winters are here in the
cheerless silence, so you cannot guess
how terrible is the lot of a drunk-
ard’s family.”

Faith’s eyes were full of tears, her
Iips trembled, her hands lay idle in
her lap. holding the daintv work
which she could not see to continue.

« Miss Faith,” said Kenneth gently,
«1 know this is very terrible, very

.
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hard for you to bear, but yours is
not the only story of this kind. How
many other families are bearing the
same burden! How often it happens
that the men that fall into this sin
are the brightest, most generous,
genial, lovable natures! Their very
virtues have betraved them. Such
men and their families have the
warmest sympathies of those who
know them. The burden of the
sorrow of it is very great, but do
you not exaggerate the burden of
the disgrace? Perhaps it was not
well for you to sacrifice yourself for
the sake of trying to hide your
father.”

“ As things were, it was just as
dreadful to be in the city as it is to
be here. But here I feel narrowed
and imprisoned, chained! I feel as
if I vegetate, as if my mind dwarfs
and warps daily !”

«Why do you stay ?”" said Ken-
neth. «In the city you could find
more congenial ways of making
money than you have here. You
might be a governess, you get on so
well with children. Richard cannot
find words enough to praise you. If
you were with nice people who would
be good to you, you could have all
the advantages of the city—the lec-
tures, concerts, churches, libraries;
you could help your sister also.”

“But Ieould not leave her alone!”
cried Faith. «#Do you suppose I
could ever go away, even for
twenty-four hours, and leave poor
little Letty here? She has enough
to bear in this world without my
desertion. And Letty would not
leave father, and I would not; after
all he is our father, and we have our
duty towards him to do; and I don’t
believe happiness could ever come
in shirking duty.”

“You are right,” said Kenneth.
« If Letty must stay here, I don't sece
how you could leave her. But if it
is your lot to stay here, Miss I aith,
1 think you must brace up and make
the best you can out of it.”

«J don’t see what that hest is,”
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said Faith. «More lace? I fill all
my orders;” and she picked up her
work again. )

« Perhaps you malke too much lace.
Man doth not live by bread alone.
Perhaps in this treadmill life you
are neglecting some ways in which
you could help and encourage your-
self. Give yourself more time for
reading. I have heard you say you
used to be fond of French. Take it
up again and get interested in it.
My sister and I read French to-
gether. We have plenty of books,
and after weread them once or twice
they are not read again. We can
send you all you want of them.”

«I don’t want any of them,” said
Faith, « thank you. If I want any
books, my father can get Greek
proof-reading to do,and take his pay
in books. He said he could, and
would.”

“« By all means have him do it
then,” said Kenneth. «Brush up
your French, try Italian, give your-
self fresh intellectual outlook. It
will occupy your mind and keep
you from brooding. Besides, theday
may come when you will need to
use all the mental training you have.
If anything should happen to your
father, you could take your sister to
the city and take care of her. And
do you really get nowhere and see
nobody all winter?”

« Nowhere; hardly even to church.
The nearest church is three miles off.
Roads and weather need to be good
for one to take that walk, and I must
go alone; Letty cannot walk so far,
and father will not go. We are off
any carriage road, and no one comes
out here. We invite nobody, and
want nobody. Winter before last
the minister came out once. Last
year they had no minister at the
church, only supplies. Last winter
Kiah Kibble was the only person
who entered our house, except Luke
Folsom, to see father about lobsters
once or twice. I wonder we do not
get so stupid and awkward, Letty
and I, that we do not know how to
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behave before people when we do
sec them !”

Kennecth laughed. ¢« Awkward-
ness was not born in you. But this
winter, when Patty and I are enjoy-
ing anything, I shall think of you
and wish you could share it. DBut
keep your courage up; I don't think
you are onc of the world’s disin-
herited ones: some good will open
for you by-and-bye. Only vou know
you can break down health and
spirits by allowing yourseif to brood
and be discouraged. You must get
books and read them to yourself and
aloud, and you and Letty must sing.
Perhaps the reading and singing
will be a help to your father. Once
I set myself as a task to sce what
God did to irain his great workers
and servants, and I found one of his
chief expedients was to send them
into the desert. Did you cver notice
that? DMoses went into the lonely
desert of Midian and kept sheep
there for forty years, almost a life-
time of our modern fashions. Elijah
apparently was for many years a
lonely recluse, waiting until God
had his work ready for him. David
kept sheep on the Judean hills, and
learned to govern the people by
guiding and guarding his flock.
John the Baptist tarried in the
desert until his manhood came; our
Lord himself grew up in the silence
and obscurity of a remote village.
I think it is not where we are or
how we are situated that nced make
the difference: it is the using well
the place where God puts us.”

«“And could you have put all this
sound philosophy in practice if your
Iot had been a hard one?” said
Faith. «Your life has been very
easy.”

«] know it has; and of course I
cannot tell what I should do if I
were tried. I might fail just where
I shouvid be strong. But the theory
is & good one, no matter what my
practice might be.”

It was surely pleasanter to sit out
here on the rocks and talk with
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Kenneth as she worked than to be
alone there all day making her iace;
or to sit by Letty in the little house
on the beach. She and Letty seemed
to have so little to talk about, their
lives were so narrow, and they grew
silent in the miserable routine. A
chat with Kenneth or a visit from

" the lively Richard had been some-

thing to look forward to.

And now Richard had come up to
say good-bye and to protest that he
hated to go, and the beach was twice
as nice as the city, and he had never
seen anyone half as nice as his mer-
maid. He could not even say if he
would be back next summer: mam-

aa didn’t know. Would his dear
mermaid come and visit him in the
city for Christmas?

«No, indeed,” said Faith; «what
would Letty do then? You must
keep Christmas without me.”

“ Patty is very nice,” said Richard,
« but she doesn’t come up with you.
She doesn’t understand fishing or
crabs.”

And then Kenneth had come up
to say good-bye, and had left with
father an armful of books, and had
shaken hands and wished them well
and was gone.

« When is he coming back?”
asked father.

«Never, 1 suppose,” said Faith.
«People tire of out-of-the-way places
like this in a summer and go some-
where else. Only those stay that
must.”

«And you and Letty stay here
because of me,” said father. «1
should have built up your fortunes,
but I have pulled them down.”

« We arc all right and happy,”
said Letty heartily, *so long as you
are good. You will not touch that
terrible poison again now, will
you?”

« Tt is idle, child, to count on me.
Do you know how weak I am? Do
you know what this craving thirst
is? I withstand more temptation in
a week than you and Faith will need
to in your whole lives.”
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« Yes, father; but God is able to
supply all your need ; he will make
voa strong. Father, it is but holding
firm hour by hour. Ask God to keep
vou this hour, and when that is
over, for the next and the next, and
so, hour by hour, for all the time.”

« What a life!” cried Ralph.
« What a martyrdom! Hanging
over the edge of a precipice, and
the only hope or prospect just to
hold firm, minute by minute more!
What is such a life worth?”

« And how much is our life worth
here?” said Faith wearily. The
bitterness about her father's case
was that he did not want to try.
«T wish,” said Faith, «that Kiah
Kibble’s prophecies would come true
now at once, and the world be all
made over. In areign of righteous-
ness, a new world, with no poisun
made or sold, you and a great many
more would be safe and happy. All
the opportunities of the world for
good would beopen to you, and none
for evil.”

“You do not seem to consider that
some of us would not fit a regener-
ated world any more than we should
fit heaven. There would be nothing
in common between us and it. 1
look back to days when I devoted
myself to study and the duties of
my class-room. All my interests
and acquaintances were with litera-
ture and literary people. I enjoyed
them then, but now I cannot see why
or how I did. I have lost mental
spring; the desire, the possibility of
the former life are gone. Oh! I've
had people talk to me and argue
with me; the old friends used to do
it. They applied logic to allay a
raving thirst! They said I could,
and I should ; that tochoose the base
was unworthy, when the high and
noble might rather be chosen.

“The temperance people now come
to you and tell you how bad your
state is. Don’t you know it better
than they can tell it? How danger-
ous, how wicked, how miserable!
Yes; that is all well known. They
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tell you what you must do to re-
form ; they ignore the fact that you
have destroyed in yourself the possi-
bility of preference for reform. And
when you can't and won't follow
their advice, as says Cicero in ¢De
Ofticiis,’ * folding up the rays of their
illumination, as one folds up a fan,
they dedicate you to the demon, and
abandon you to night. And that is
where I belong, I suppose-—too weak
too be good, and too wicked to want
to be good.”

TFaith was looking out over the
sea in an apathy of gloom. If these
were father's views, what was the
prospect but to sink lower and lower
with each passing year? Why strive?
why not just drift ?

Poor Letty was crying. She did
not want to ery; when father was
in one of these moods her tears
angered him. He caught up his
hat and went off with long steps,
his head held down, a certain dogged
determination for evil in his face.

Letty and TFaitii looked at each
other.

«O Letty!" cried Iaith, «why,
why, why, why have we this hard
lot?”

«¢«What I do thou knowest not
now; but thou shalt know here-
after,’” said Letty. «The time will
come, Faith dear, when we shall see
the why and the need-be of it all.”

«You might make me feel thag
about sorrows, but not about sins,”
said Faith. «I know ¢God cannot
be tempted with evil, neither tempt-
eth he any man.’ Father's way is
not God’s way.”

« But, Faith, we did not have the
control of father’s life; we did not
choose our father. Here weare; we
had nothing to do with it. TFor us
it is sorrow and not sin, and all there
is for us to do is just to trust God,
and follow the way of duty step by
step.”

She was silent for a while, her
face resting on her hand. Kaith
knew that she was praying. Then
with a calm look she took up her
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work again. She had left all in her
heavenly Father’s keeping.

« It is all well enough for Letty to
wait,” thought Faith. «Sheecannotdo
anything else, poor little soul! But
I am strong ; I can aet.” Then aloud:
« 1 will go after father, Letty, and
help him against himself. I can
overtake him; I walk faster than he
does.”

«Ife may be angry and—ecross to
vou,” faltered Letty.

«No, he won’t; he is sober suil.
And anyway he would not dare.”

So Faith went after her father.
When she reached the ledge of rocks
he was not to be seen along the
beach. Where was he? She won-
dered that he had gone so fast as to
be out of sight. Presently, as she
looked here and there, she saw a
figure rising from the long grass
along a low ravine aand moving to-
ward a wooded hollow, half a mile
away. It was father. Not on the
road to town! What was he doing
there? Faith pursued the way he
had taken, going swiftly to come up
with him, and at last entered the
woods.

It was very peaceful in there.
The warm sun of September brought
out the spicy odours of sweet fern,
candleberry, fir, juniper, and pine.
The shadows overhead were flecked
with sunlight; beneath, the tawny
pine-necdles carpeted the ground,
and here and there aster or golden-
rod 1it the lower shadows as with a
star. The birds were busy there;
the jays chattered, the catbird called,
here perched a robin in his red
vest, there a woodpecker, in red,
white and black, whirled about a
tree. Up and down the irunks red
squirrels or striped chipmunks ran.
Faith dearly loved this wood. There
was a hollow in jt—a moss-lined
spot—where a delicious spring bub-
bled up clear and cold. She seldom
had time to come here and enjoy
these beauties, and then she must
have come alone, as Letty could not
have walked so far, and watking
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alone in the woods was
pleasant.

But where was her father?  She
could sec nothing of him ? She held
her way to the spring. There hesat
on the ground, his back toward her,
bent a little forward. Suddenly a
fear seized her. What was he doing
there ? Something was wrorg. She
spoke out loudly :

«Father!”

He started, turned—his left arm
was laid bare, and as he turned
Faith saw a wound and a red
stream. She sprang forward and
dropping on her knees cried :

«Father! father! what is this ?”

« At last T have found courage to
die,” saill he. «So the old Stoics
died ; so Seneca died, having opened
his veins.”

Meanwhile Faith had found her
handkerchief and had pulled from
her neck a narrow black ribbon.
She bound the ribbon tightly about
his arm, twisted it closer by means
of a little twig, scooped from the
spring her hat full of water and
poured it on the cut arm. “You
have not cut an artery,” she said.
«This is not serious. Iere, let me
bandage it with my handkerchief.
O father! father! what has possessed
vou to do such a wicked deed ? "

« Why did you come, Faith? If
your voice had not startled me, I
should have reached the artery, and
in a little time all would have been
over in a painless death.”

«In a terrible and shamefal sin,
father, for which there would be no
time for repentance. Could you go
before God with seif-murder on your
soul? Obh, why, why did you try
this?”

«] cannot hold it sin to take my
life,” said Ralph. «It came to me
without my consent; it is my heavy
burden; it is a hindrance and an
injury to you and Letty. I could
not find courage to live. My life is
miserable, and I have a right to di-
vest myself of it; it is my own.”

«This is cowardice,” said Faith.

not so
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«You admit that yourself, father.
And your own Stoics can tell you
better things. Have they not writ-
ten that man is God’s soldier, placed
by Him at the post of duty, and he
has no right to lay down his arms
or vacate his post, except when
God gives the word? Stand on
guard, father, yvou must, until the
Captain relieves you. Any soldier
knows that.”

«Down yonder in the grass,” said
Ralph, «I lay on my face for a little
and thought it out. 1 am a curse to
you and myself. Tt is better for me
to die. You and Letty would have
cried over it, but you could not have
helped it.”

«N¢g,” said Iaith, looking him
firmly in the eyes, “we could not
have helped going through life
pointed at as the suicide’s children,
with people hinting that this was
hereditary, and that we would some-
time take the same way out of our
troubles. Whatkindness would that
be to us, father?”

Ralph slowly shook his head.
«You think,” he said, «I go back to
drink as to a joy, to a pleasure, an
indulgence that I love. You are
mistaken, Faith. I go as one drag-
ged by a strong chain, hating my
hondage, unable to resist. Well has
the Bible said, ¢‘Strong drink shall
be bitter to them that drink it It
is bitter as gall to me. It fills me
with madness and a burning pain,
and always adds to my horrible
weight of unrest. I tell you, Faith,
sir is the chastisement of sin. The
sinner carries in himself his penalty.
To-day I came here to be freed at
{ast of myself.”

“You could not, father. Were
vour bedy lying here cold and still,
vou would yvet be consciously your-
self, through all eternity. Give me
yvour hand. I am going to kneel
here and ask God to grant me for
vou this onc thing, that vou shall
not die by vour own hand.”

And having prayed, Faith, weep-
ing, led her prodigal father home.
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CHAPTER VIIL
WHEN WINTER SWEEPS THE SEA.

By the moonlight falling through
the little window of their bedroom
in the gable, Faith saw a small
white-robed figure slipping out of
bed and going gently down the
stair. This was Letty, and Faith
knew why she was wakefal and
where she was going. DBut Faith
neither stirred nor spoke; she knew
that Letty preferred to suppose her
to be asleep, and so she seemed to be.
Father, also wakeful in his back
room below stairs, saw his door
swing silently open and the short,
white figure stand as one listening.
He spoke:

# Letty, child, why are you here?”

Letty stole across the floor and sat
down on the side of the bed, passing
her hand gently over father’s face.
Since father had been living soberly
it had been safe to put back various
bits of furniture into his room. It
was still a bare little place—they
were so very poor—but Letty and
Faith had done their best, and there
was a big braided mat c¢n the floor
and a muslin curtain at the window
and a white counterpane over the
bed. ILetty saton theside of the bed.

«JFather! you won’t do it again,
will you?”

«Ts it that which kept you awake,
poor child? No; I will not try to
take my own life again. If that, as
Faith says, will make things worse
for you, I will bide my time. But,
Letty, in a case like ming, life itself
becomes as heavy a punishment as
can be horne. If Cain felt as I do, I
should think he would have wanted
evervone that found him to kill
him! The very powers of the mind
that are intended for our comfort
and pleasure hecome our torment—
memory, for instance. I have been
lying here cursed by remembrances.
I thought «f my bright boyhood, my
carly home, my first success, of your
mother, of the fair promise of our
life, and then how in a few vearsall
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this was changed and devastated by
my sin! T contrasted what I am
with what we all might have been
but for me. Your mother might still
have been alive, in a home worthy
of her; you, Letty, would have been
as tall and strong and Leautiful as
Faith. And both of you would have
had all that can make life fair. And
I have bartered all this for what?
For pleasure? for any good? for a
selfish joy? Noj; I have sold my
life for naught, and have not in-
creased my wealth by its price.
What have I gained by sinning but
continuous misery, shame, degrada-
tion, loss, despair? No need to tell
me thatsin is a hard taskmaster, and
its wages death. J have tried it.
What is this eruel habit which drags
a man down until living is a con-
tinual hell? Why should a man be
as Iam now, when he might have
been like the angels that excel in
strength?  Letty, God's Nazarites
have the best of it both in this world
and in the world to come. Right-
cousness is gain in this life as well
as the next. Why can’t people see
it that way?”

His tone was high and excited.
Le tossed on his pillow; his head
and hands were hot. Letty passed
her hand over his heated face.
«1 made you a pitcher of lemonade
this afternoon, and have kept it cool
for vou,” she said. «1 will bring it.”

She went into the kitchen and
came back, then held the pitcher to
her father's lips. «Drink all you
can, father; it will do you good.”

“You are like a ministering angel
to me, my poor little Letty. 1 have
been the prey of a demon, and you
have done all you can to fight the
demon; but it is of no use, Letty;
he is too strong for both of us. I
wonder how much I am to blame
about it, child. Did I have some
terrible inheritance that I could not
help, could not overcome? I think
there have been times when I tried.
And then that weakness of my will
—that was the most cruel inheritance
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of all. Sometimes I think I have
been insane about this thing and am
not responsible. I know very well
that in  keeping God's command.
ments there is great reward. Then
why didn’t T keep them ? I wanted
to, I think. Am I to blame?"

“You ask me questions too hard
for me, father. Try to go to sleep.”

« Parents should be very careful
about what inheritance they give to
their children  Suppose some one of
my ancestors loaded me with this
drink curse; he will have much to
answer for. And there is Hugh,”
continued father, with excitement.

Yes, there was Hugh. Letty often
thought about him, the jolly, kind-
hearted hoy. Was he, like his father.
to drag a lengthened chain?

Kemp lay muttering to himself.
Where Hugh was, or what he was
deing, Letty did not know, but they
were hoth in God’s hands and s0 not
so very far asunder; and though no
words of hers, of love, warning, or
entreaty, could reach Hugh, her
prayers could enter into the ear of
God and have power with Him who
holds- the hearts of all men in Iis
hands.

« 111 sing for you, father, and you
will try to go to sleep,” she said.

And Faith, awake and mournful
in the one room overhead, heard
Letty softly singing:

* How firm a foundation, ye¢ saints of the
Lord,
Is found for vour faith in His excellent
Word.”

Nextday Ralph Kemp was feverish
and gloomy, and did not rise from
his bed. He said he was sick, but
wanted nothing. ITaith walked over
to the village to get lemons for him
and beef to make him some broth.
Then as she had no lace to make she
took The Goblin and Kiah Kibble's
boy, at low tide and they rowed up
the beach to a little cuve where oys-
ters were found, and dug a few to
cook for her father.

Kiah Kibble was on the sand
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waiting for them when they eame
back. Ie noticed Faith’s despon-
dent face. “Keep up heart, Miss
Faith,” he said; «the time hastens
on, and before long this troubled
age will have passed away and all
evil will vanish and only good be
known.”

«Ig will take a long time to get
rid of all this evil that is here now,
1 think,” said IFaith; «and a good
many of the people in the world are
no more fit for the new age than for
heaven.”

« At the worst,” replied Kiah, «life
passes quickly, and when you reach
my age you will find that all these
troubles you are having seem light
and short when you look back on
them.”

«Even that thought doesn’t cheer
me up,” said Faith. «I want some
good here and now: and years do
not seem short to me, but even days
seem very long;” and she picked up
her little pail of oysters.

Kiah, looking at her, straight and
strong and full of health and youth-
ful vigour, as she stood there in her
canvas shocs, her leather gloves,
rough dress and hat and long apron
of ticking, her outfit for oystering,
scalloping, or fishing, thought that
so much strength and beauty should
make its own good cheer and that
the life before her was surely long
enough for much good to be in it.

«Don’t you be down-hearted, Miss
FFaith,” he said kindly. «The good
will come into your life before you
know it. Live up to your naine.
There is nothing like faith to keep
the heart easy.”

“I've been idle too much lately,”
said Faith, as she carried her oysters
homeward. «I must have more
work to keep me from brooding;
and then we are getting terribly
short of money, and even such
shabby clothes as Letty and I wear
give out and must be replenished.
If I don’t have orders by to-morrow,
1 must make work for myself some-
how. I wonder if I conld make
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anything by going out cranberry-
picking? "

She stood on the dune behind Kiah
Kibble's shop and looked toward the
big marsh. The cranberry-picking
had begun. It was a bright scene
that the afternoon sun lit up, and
Faith paused to enjoy it. The green
marsh was scattered over with groups
of pickers, men, women,and children.
The old refuse clothing of the year
is reserved for the picking, and a
gay assortment of odds and ends of
many wardrobes appears on the
marshes. Pink, blue, and green
sun-bonnets; plaid and red shawls;
all colours of calico or flannel gowns;
blue and white and scarlet ends of
neck searfs fluttering in the breeze;
red and Dblue flannel shirts; green
and yellow and red flannel petticoats
over which light-coloured cotton
gowns are Kilted high. The tin
pails shine in the sun; the new
barrels take a pale primrose-yellow
tint. Along the edge of the marsh
the fall flowers are in their splen-
dour; just beyond them are drawn
up spring waggons, saddled horses,
shabby bugwies and sulkies, in which
the pickers arrived. The sereens,
tended cach by threc or four men
ot girls, the big blue waggons loaded
with the newly filled barrels, the
tally keepers in chairs on little plat-
forms, the inspectors stalking like
tall cranes among the stooping pick-
ers—all this makes a busy scene,
full of colour and intense life.

«They say it is not unhealthy
work and is pleasant when one is
used to it” said Faith to herself.
«Letty and I have never wanted to
be thrown with the rest of the people
that way, but if we must, we must.
I wonder if I can earn much at first,
and if it will not spoil my hands
for the lace.”

Next day Faith had to go to the
village with Letty's work, and there
were letters. One was to her with
an order for six handkerchicfs for a
bride’s trousseau—wanted at once—
and one for Letty from New York.
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Letty came out to meet her, her
finger on her lips. «Father is asleep
at last, and I'm so glad. Poor man!
he has just moaned and moaned
and mourned for hours: Do you
think he is getting softening of the
brain, Faith ?”

“No; it is just mental and bodily
weakness from lack of his usual
stimulant. Let us sit down out
here, Letty. Here is a letter for
you. I am sure it is about Hugh.
It is from Mr. Julian I am certain,
and written to you because you are
the eldest, you know.”

Letty was so tremulous with joy
she could scarcely open the letter.

“Yes! four big pages, and signed
‘Your sincere friend, Kenneth Ju-
lian.” O Faith, isn’t this grand?
What beautiful writing!—

‘T found Mr. Tom Wharton’s address
and went there on some business I had
raked up in the gutta-percha line. I
asked for your brother, introduced myself,
and in the course of conversation said,
“I met some people of your name on
beach this summer. Were they re-
latives, do you think ?”’ ¢ Probably not,”
he said ; but I went on—**A Mr. Ralph
Kemp, formerly a professor of literature
or Latin, and Miss Letty and Miss Faith.”
he interrupted me: ‘‘My sisters! Did
you really see them? How are they!”
and then no end of questions. Ianswered
as best I could, telling only what I had
agreed with Miss Faith should be told.
Evidently you are not forgotten, and are
a8 dear to him as heisto you. A fine lad,
Ithink; very tine, hearty, frank, friendly,
honourable. I will not tell you what I
said of you both. Written, it might
seem as if I tried to tlatter you ; but it
was the least I could say. He told me
how it was that you had been parted so
from him. He said at his sisters’ instance
and earnest advice he had given thatpledge
not to communicate with them until he
was twenty-one. He thought the pro-
mise wrong, and often had moie than
half a mind to tell his uncle it was an
imiquity, and that he must take it back
and go to visit his sisters.”” .

“«Oh, no, no!” cried Faith, «he
must not; it is better so.”

“ He must not take back his word,”
said Letty. «He must stay there.
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We could not have him come here to
this house and see father as he is.”

“You must write to Mr. Julian
and tell him to say to Hugh that if
he loves us, he will stay with uncle
and fulfil his pledges in every par-
ticular and make of himself the best
that he can; that we have learned
to consider our uncle’s way right
and wise.”

«I will write to-night,” said Letty.
Then, reading again :

¢ ‘T advised him to take no step of the
kind without your consent. I told him
that I would tell you how he felt, and
that it would be well to be guided by
your judgment. The opening in life that
he has with his uncle is a good one. Mr.
Wharton, he tells me,—and other people
also tell me,—is a man stubborn and
whimsical, but also thoroughly upright
and just ; a man to be relied on and who,
in spite of his crotchets, is of excellent
judgment. Your brother invited me to
call upon him one evening, and I did.
The house is handsome and pleasant, well
Ri‘ovided with books and pictures, and

r. Wharton was hospitable. Of course
I did not mention any of you before him.’

«1 see clearly,” said Letty, laying
down the letter, « what is our duty.
We must ask Mr. Julian to carnestly
warn Hugh to observe strictly all
that he has promised our uncle, and
we, on our part, must have no secret
communication with him through
anybody. Now we know how Hugh
is getting on and how he lives, and
he knows that we are living and
love him as ever. That is enough,
and more than we had expected.
Two years longer it will be, and no
more, until Hugh is twenty-one. To-
morrow will be his nineteenth birth-
day; then in two years he can come
to us. Two years will not seem
long; we have lived through six.
I will write to Mr. Julian to-night
and thank him and tell him what I
want, and tell him also that it 18
best that I should not write agaim
for that would be a way of evading
the strict keeping of our promise.”

“Yes,” said Faith. «Let me see
the letter, Letty. What is this head-
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ing? «JuLtany & Wooprow, REAL
EsTaTE BROKERS. So that is his
business! 1 did not know. Once

he told me that he graduated at
college three years ago, and that he
had been since then to Europe and
had made a trip south, and to Califor-
nia and to the Northwest, looking up
the real estate business. Dear me,
Letty, it must be worth while living,
to be & man and able to go to places
and sec and do things! Look here!
Why don’t you ask me what my
letter is about? It is about six
handkerchiefs that I am to make.
That is not as good luck as to dabble
in real estate, is it?”

«That depends upon whether your
dabbling results in losing or gaining.
It would be less distressing to bungle
on a handkerchief than to lose a
big sum in real estate business.”

«The excitement of the work
would be worth something,” said
TFaith. «However, this order keeps
me from going to the marshes to
pick cranberries, and I should have
hated to leave vou alone all day,
Letty.”

« Nothing scems hopelessly bad
when we are together,” said Letty;
«and now that we have heard from
our brother, how happy I am!”

When one lives in a dungeon, a
very smali ray of sunlight secms
comparatively brilliant. When one
has long lived in gloom and despon-
deney, some small turn for the better
in affairs may raise the spirits re-
markably. This hearing from ITugh,
or rather of Hugh, althongh they
should not be able to see him for
two years, and had no hope of hear-
ing directly from him in thag time,
shed unaccustomed brightness into
the lives of Faith and Letty.

Letty sang at her work, in thought
following Hugh about his daily
business, fancying the commodious
home where he lived, a home over
which no shadow of dishonour had
fallen. She imagined what Hugh’s
life might be in the years to come,
a reputable business man with a
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handsome home. Should she and
Faith ever go to visit him in that

home? She would be sure never to
tell him of some sad days they had
lived through with father. His
father must stand before him with
as unclouded a memory as possible.

Should they tell their father what
they had heard about Hugh? The
sisters consulted about that in whis-
pers, after they had gone to bed;
they concluded that they had better
say nothing, it was so very uncertain
how father would take anything.
e had no expeetation of hearing
from or of Hugh, and Faith said to
Letsy that it was well to let well
cnough alone, and bad might be
made worse by meddling. Still it
was natural to wish to tell someone
of their good news, and Letty told
Kiah Kibble the first time that they
went down to the boathouse to sit
for an hour or two.

Mr. Kemp, after lying in bed for
a week and sitting dully about the
house for another week, became
very restless; he wanted to go out
in the Goblin and he wanted to go
to Kiah Kibble's, and when he was
cruising in the Goblin he was likely
to direct his course to the wharf
and to danger. When he was at
Kiah's he kept looking toward the
distant cluster of roofs and steeples
that marked the town. It was
borne in upon the daughters that
the days of their father's abstinence
were numbered, and their sum was
very nearly told.

“Come, Mr. Kemp,” said XKiah,
tactive work is what you want;
swing a mallet or a hammer, or
hancle a saw. Take hold here with
me, and I will tell vou what to do.
Never mind if you do spoil a bit of
lumber.”

«My muscle is all gone,” said Mr.
Kemp. «I have no grip left. See
how flabby my arm is. And I've
no taste for work; it seems as if 1
couldn’t take hold. My interest in
everything is gone. And then, when
I consider what T was, the high
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place I held and the higher place
I might have reached, I can’t come
down to manual labour.”

«] consider any kind of manual
labour a coming wp from doing
nothing,” said Kiah. «I'm dead
sure that the Lord hates idlers. He
set man work to do in Eden before
he fell,to help keep him from falling,
and after he fell he made him work
harder, to keep him out of further
mischief. I delight in work.”

«“Sic se res habet: te tua, me
delectant mea,”” said Mr. Kemp with
a grand air, *which T will translate
for you, Mr. Kibble, freely: ¢So the
world goes: my affairs interest me,
vours interest you.! I have no in-
terest in mallets and oakum; you
have none in Latin.”

“«Well, here comes Luke Folsom,”
said Kiah in a low voice. ¢ Don’t
let him lead you off; I sce he has a
jug in his hands. For your daugh-
ters’ sake.”

Luke came near. Kiah, mindful
of the sisters sitting in the shade of
the shop, was cold and curt with
him. «Take yourself along, Luke.
That bucket of yours carries what
I don’t approve of.”
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« 1t never hurt me,” said Luke.
“I'm man enough to hold my own;
I'm no tippler, and I'm no temper-
ance crank. When I want a drink
I take it.”

“«There is nothing very wonderful
or very manly in that,” said Kiah
« My dog does the same, but my dog
goes beyond you; he don’t take a
drink when he don't want it, as
many men do; and he don’t take a
drink that will hurt him either. e
takes what nature made for him,
and no more.”

«Isuppose at this rate you'll not
take a drink of my beer,” said Luke.
«TWon's you have some, Kemp?”

“No,” said Ralph with dignity. «I
don't like beer. It is a very coarse,
vulgar drink. The ancients said it
was merely a corrupt similitude of
wine.”

Lukelaughed. « Are you putting
on temperance, Kemp? "

«(Get you gone, IFolsom,” said Kib-
ble. «When a man sets himself to
tempt his neighbour he is a true
yokefellow of the devil.”

And so in sorrow and in cheer the
autumn passed, and now November
winds moaned across the sea.

WORSHIP.

BY AMY PARKINSON,

**Yet will I be to them as a little sanctuary in the countries where they shull come.”—

Ezekiel xi. 16.

A LITTLE sanctuary ;7 gracious Lord,
Make true formethe treasuresof thisword ;
Thyself hast brought me whitherIam come

And may no more go out until Thou call me

home.

Not unto temple built by hands of men
Thou willest I shall ever pass again ;
I canmot mingle with Thy people there
Who hymn Thy praise and lift to Thee their
hands in prayer.

But wheresoeer Thou art is Holy Place—

And solitary souls may claim Thy grace ;

Then, though [gonet forthto worship Thee,
Toroesro.

Oh, let me ceaseless feel Thy Presence cir-
cling me !

Accept the faltering prayers I feebly raise,
And listen to my few, faint werds of praise;
Thee doth this trembling heart truly
adore:
Thine is its deepest love—would it counld
render more !

Thysclf my sanctuary ;—Dblesséd Lord,
If Thou indeed fulfil to me this word
Well may I stay content where I am come,
Till Thou shalt bid me rise to Thy Eternal
Home.
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Religinas and Missionary Intelligenece.

BY THE REV. E.

\WWEsSLEYAN DMETHODIST.

A shelter for women has been opened
in connection with the Maunchester Mis-
sion. ** Sister Paltic” hus charge, and
during the past year she has conversed
with more than one thousand poor unfor-
tunates. whom she has counselled and
helped.  She thinks that if means could
be secured, two or three such institutions
could be established with advantage.

It is also proposed to erect another
central hall in connection with the said
mission as soon as funds can be secured.

During the severe weather the shelters
and homes have been crowded ; besides
these three thousand needy ones have
been helped once daily. There has been
a great amount of voluntary work per-
formed.

The Intercession Day on behalf of
foreign missions was observed both at
home and abroad, and special subscriptions
were made on behalf of the Society’s debt.

The Leeds missionary anniversary,
which is always the first of the season,
was a very successful affair. The finan-
cial results were more than $5,575.

This is a sunmary of the connexional
trust property in England : Trust estates,
7,987 ; of these 5,121 are free from debt.
The total income from all sources of these
trusts is $2,388,820; the total expendi-
ture is $2,663,745. The net amount of
debt paid off during the year is $104,230.
No lessa sum than $885,885 is reported
this year as having been raised by local
voluntary contributions for new erections
and enlargements, whilst the net amount
annually contributed in Great Britain,
from all sources, is $1,183,610.

Mernobnist Eriscorat CHURCH.

Bishop Merrill has a little book in the
press, entitled ** Mary of Nazareth and
Her Family : A Scripture Study.”

The North-West India Conference, the
fifth and last organized, recently held its
session for the year, and reported 9,076
baptisms, and 4,000 began a new life.
The presiding clders became responsible
for the support of twenty-two native
ministers by the churches te which they

BARRASS, D.D.

were appointed. A Hindustani self-sup-
port society was organized by Hindustani
brethren. The Sunday-schools have 23,-
423 pupils. The day-schools enroll 5,500
pupils. There are 18,222 approved, and
7,043 probationers ; total, 25,665 church
members.,  Six training-schools were or-
dered to be established.

Bishop Thoburn has purchased an
abandoned tea plantation in Himalaya,
covering one thousand acres, for $4,000,
to make it ‘‘a vast industrial establish-
ment,” where men and women, and boys
and girls shall be taught divers useful
occupations.

The National Deaconess Conference was.
recently held in New York. Reports were
read of the Homes at Brooklyn, Kansas
City, Chicago, Calcutta and Lucknow, in
India. The rapid increase of the Deacon-

ess movement is very gratifying. As far
as can be ascertained, there arc now

twenty-nine Homes in the United States,
one in Canada and six in the East Indies.
The total number of deaconesses is 445.

A Sunday-school processior, numberiug
over thirty thousand children, al! either of
Hindu or Moslem parents, marched last
year in Lucknow, the scene of the awful
Sepoy massacre in 1857.

There are four missions in Denver
largely supported and nianaged by young
people. F¥or the lecture course of the
Loring Street Mission, 1,700 course tick-
ets were sold before the first lecture by
Bishop Warren was given.

During the closing years of Bishop
Asbury’s life he carried with him a little
pocket mite-book. He presented this at
every house where he stayed, and soli-
cited subscriptions for his needy preachers.

One bishop lately wrote: “I mouarn
that I get so little time to write. My
correspondence amounts to five thousand
lettersa year, which I personally answer.”

The Book Concern at New York has
appropriated $120,000 of the profits of
last year’s business for the benefit of the
Superannuated Ministers’ Fund—S$20;000
in excess of the previous year.

The new Mission Collese and Publish-
ing Building in Rome will be dedicated
next September.
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Au interesting scene occurred at Los
Angeles recently.  There met at the altar
of the church, for baptism, a Chinaman,
a Japanese and an American. At the
saune service four young men from the
Chinese Mission were received into full
membership, one of whom had been
cruelly persceuted by his heathen friends
for his veligious faith, but he remains
steadfast

MerHobist Eriscoran Cuurcen, Souvrn.

Bishop Galloway has returned from his
world-wide tour. His letters in the
Nashville Christian Advocate are among
the most interesting of the kind which
we have everread. The Methodist Social
Union, of New York, honoured them-
selves and displayed a fine fraternal spirit
by giving the Bishop a reception as soon
as he landed on his native shores. Dr.
Buckley declared that the address of
Bishop Galloway was one of the best of
the kind he ever heard.

The Board of Control of the Epworth
League has assessed each Leaguc ten cents
per member to defray the expenses of the
general oflice.

The Methodists of South Carolina are
about to establish an Epworth orphanage.

MEeTHODIST NEW CONNEXION.

The Christian Endeavour Societies are
putting forth eflorts to raise $5,000 as
their speciul gift to the Centenary Fund.

A regular examination of Sunday schol-
ars is held.  Among other subjects is the
‘¢ History of the Connexion.”  Recently
463 pupils were present at one examina-
tion, which was pronounced satisfactory.
This method might be imitated by other
denominations.

Primimive METHODIST.

The Joint Committee of the Bible Chris-
tian and Primitive Methodist bodies have
met. It is thought that a union between
them may be accomplished. The selec-
tion of a name for the united body seems
to be the most difticult question.

Rev. J. F. Porter, who formerly lab-
oured in Canada, propnses to establish a
Bible-Woman’s Home in East London.

A valedictory service was recently held
in Excter Hall to take leave of mission-
aries appointed to Africa.

Tur Mernomst CHURCH.

Rev. Messrs. Crossley and Hunter, the
well-known evangelists, have just closed
a campaign at St. John, N.B, in which
one thousand persons are reported as

The Methodist Magazine.

having found the Saviowr. Methodists,
Presbyterians, Episcopalians and Roman
Catholics are included in the number.
As these notes are being prepared they
arc labouring at Parkdale, where the out-
look is encouraging.

The new college residence at DMount
Allison was recently thrown open for the
first time (o the public. Somewhere
about eight hundred invited guests were
present, and an enjoyable evening was
speut,

The French Methodist Institute in
Montreal is doing a good work. The
number of pupils in attendance is sixty-
nine.

Rev. W. W, Baer, Secretary of British
Columbia Conference, has been spending
a few wecks in Ontario, during which he
has preached several times and delivered
lectures descriptive of the Province and
the missions. He has imparted much
valusble information, and has greatly
pleased and edified his hearers.

Rev. John McDougall, chairman of
Saskatchewan District, has attended a
great number of missivnary meetings in
Ontario. His addresses were full of such
information respecting the missions as
people need. He will soon issue a vol-
ume which will be a desirable addition to
our missionary literature.

Recently a free-will offering was made
in Broadway Tabernacle which amounted
to near $2,000.

Reckxt DEAaTHS.

Rev. R. W. Dale, D.D., of Birming-
ham, England, was the most eminent
minister of the English Congregationalists.
He was formerly colleaguo and then suc-
cessor of the saintly John Angell James.
Probably no minister of any Church
exerted more influence on public ques-
tions than he. He was author of several
books, and for several years edited the
London Congregationalist. He was the
first Englishman to be appointed to the
Lyman Beecher lectureship at Yale Theo-
logical School.

The Methodist Episcopal Church,
South, has lost two of its giants, Revs.
W. P. Harrison, D.D.,, and L. C.
Garland, D.D. TFor eight years Dr. Har-
vison was editor of the Quarterly and
book editor. He once was chaplain of
the United States Senate. Two of his
books are especially well known, viz.,
*“The Living Christ,” and *‘ Theophilus
Walton,” a unique work on Dbaptism.
Though self-taught, he was master of
five or six languages, and a good working




Religious and Missionary Intelligence.

knowledge of at lenst twenty others. Dr.
L. C. Garland was ex-chancellor of Van-
derbilt University, Nashville. He was
cighty-fowr years of age, and had spent at
least fifty years in educational work. He
was chancellor of Vanderbilt for eighteen
years, and taught until within a few days
of his death.

The Primitive Methodist Church in
England has lost another of its aged min-
isters, the Rev. Oliver Jackson. With
others he often tarried at the howme of the
present  writer’s parents. He had but
few educational advantages in early life,
but he was a faithful servant of the
Church, though his labours werc often
ill-requited. After spending thirty-nine
years on hard fields of toil, for twenty-
one years he was a superannuated minis-
ter, though he performed much ministerial
work both in the pulpit and private classes,
He was seventy-nine when called hence.

The Presbyterian Church of Canada has
lost one of its most laborious ministers,
the Rev. D. L Mackechnie. He was a
regular visitor to the lumber shanties on
the Upper Ottawa, where bis services
were greatly appreciated both by masters
and men.

Rev. Dr. Crary, editor of the Culifor-
nia Christian Advocate (M. E. Church),
died early in March from the effects of
la grippe.  He was a strong and graceful
writer, and was formerly editor of the
Ladies’ Repository, then of the Central
Christian Advocate. He was chaplain of
the army during the late war. He also
spent several years as president of Ham-
line University, and superintendent of
public instruction in Minnesota. He
was seventy-four years of age. His mem-
ory will long bo treasured.

As these notes were being prepared
news reached us of the death of Rev. Dr.
Broadus (Baptist). He was one of the
best known ministers in the denomina-
tion. Most of his life was spent in
cducational work. He was the author
of several books, one of which relates to
preaching and is pronounced one of the
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best of its kind in America.  As a bibli-
cal scholar he was greatly esteemed. For
several years he was a member of the
International Sunday-school Lesson Com-
mittee.

We regret to learn of the death by the
prevailing epidemic of la grippe, of Mr,
J. L. Stephens, the courteous and efli-
cient maunager of the wholesale depart-
ment of the Methodist Book Coucern,
New York. Mr. Stephens has been for-
forty years in the employ of the house,
and had won the esteem and confidence
of all who knew him. He was an efli-
cient member of the Methodist church at
Elizabeth, New Jersey, the place of his
residence. His loss will be greatly felt
by the very large circle of his friends and
acquaintances.

The Rev. F. Greeves, D.D., was one of
three brothers in the Wesleyan ministry.
They all died within the short space of
cight months. They were sons of a
Wesleyan minister, and all were men of
more than ordinary ability, and occupied
prominent positions in the Church of
their father. He of whom we now
write was an ex-president of the Wes-
leyan Conference. For the past eight
years he was Principal of the Sutherland
Training Institution. For several years
his health was delicate, but he was seldom
absent from the post of duty.

Rev. W. H. Graham, ex-president of
Montreal Conference, entered into rest,
March 22nd. He was sixty-three years
of age, and had spent forty years in seek~
ing to turn men to righteousness. Prior
to the Union he belonged to the Meth-
odist Episcopal section of Methodism,
and was one of the ardent advocates of
union, a course which he never regretted.
Mr. Graham was a faithful minister of
the Gospel, and a judicious administrator
of church affairs. In the private circle
he was genial, and was greatly beloved
by those to whom he was best known.
For some time his health was precarious,
but now he is forever freed from pain
and suffering. He died at his post.

Wiar throng is this, what noble treop, that
pours,
Arrayed in beautcous guise,
Out through the glorious city’s open doors
To greet my wondering cyes?
The hosts of Christ’s clected,
The jewels that he bears
In His own crown, selected
To wipe away my tears.

Prophets great, and patriarchs high, a band
That once has borne the cross,

With all the company that won that land,
By countin§ gain for loss,

Now float in freedom’s lightness,
From tyrants’ chains set free,

And shine like suns in brightness
Arrayed to welcome me.
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A Stawdard Dictionary of the Inglish
Language, upon Original Plans, de-
signed togive in Complete and Accurate
Statement, in the Light of the Most
Recent Advances in Knowledge, and in
the Readiest Form for Popular Use,
the Meaning, Orthography, Pronun-
ciation and Etymology of all the Words
and the Idiomatic Phrases in the Speech
and Literature of the English-speaking
Peoples.  Prepared by more than Two
Hundred Specialists and other Scholars
undertheSupervision of IsaacK. Fuxg,
D.D., Editor-in-Chief, Fraxcis A.
Mares, LL.D., L.H.D., Consulting
Editor, Daxier S. Grecory, D.D.,
Managing Editor. Associate Editors
A. E. Bosrwick, Ph.D., Joux D.
Cuamrraiy, M.A., RossiTER JouNs1ON,
Ph.D., LL.D. New York and Toronto:
Funk & Wagnalls. Pp. 2,318. Price,
single-volumeedition, half russia,$12.00,
full russia, $1.4.00, full morocco, $18.00.
Two-volume edition, $15.00, $17.00,
$22.00.

The completion of this great work is a
literary event. For five years an able
staff of editors have been engaged upon
it, numbering 247 persons, many of them
men of world-wide reputation for expert
knowledge and scholarship. Only a
house with large capital and great re-
sources could undertake such an enter-
prise as this, it having cost over $960,000
before a complete copy was ready for the
market.

First, a word as to its mechanical ex-
cellence ; the broad page, the clear, distinct
type, the black-faced titles, make it easy
of consultation. The heavy russia bind-
ing is necessary for the preservation of so
large a book. The numerous and clear
engravings, five thousand in number, are
not mere cmbellishments, but lucidly
illustrate, better than pages of description,
the topics in hand. Tho coloured il-
lustrations of birds, gems, solar spectra,
cuins, coats-of-arms, signals, flowering
plants and the like, are marvels of litho-
graphic art. Those of flowers and gems
surpass anything we have seen in chromo-
lithography.  The translucence of the
quartz and pearl, the hidden fire of the
topaz, garnet and other precious stones
are marvellously shown. A single colcur-
ed plate under the word spectrum required

fifty separate lithographic printings by
Prang & Co., of Boston, and cost several
thousand dollars. The method of creat-
ing a standard” of colours was highly
ingenious. Six thousand samples of colour
were prepared in silk, ink, paper, woven
fabrie and the like, and the consensus of
scores of manufacturers is expressed in
the standards given.

But a dictionary may be a very hand-
somely manufactured book and yet be
defective in the great purpose for which
it is designed. Let us examine this with
a view to its utility.

First as to its copiousness. It contains
more than 300,000 words as against
225,000 in the ‘‘Century,” 125,000 in
the ¢ International ” (Webster), and 105,-
000 in ** Worcester’s.” Many of these,
of course, are new words in the arts and
sciences. But these are the very words
of which we wish to find clear definitions
The grouping of words and cross refer-
ences are such as to give the book much
the effect of an encyclopedia. The defi-
nitions excel in clearness, sententiousness
and comprehensiveness.  The illustrative
citations are not familiar and hackneyed
ones, but specially made for the purpose
by more than five hundred readers of
nearly one hundred thousand volumes.
They represent every phase of English
literature from Chaucer down. Of spe-
cial value are the synonyms and antonyms
which are of such importance in giving
nice discriminations and accuracy of
meaning.

As examples of completeness of state-
ment we note that the word ‘white”
anditscompounds is treated insixcolumns.
The word “* weight” and its compounds
in seven and one half columns. The
word ‘“ wheel”” and its compounds in two
and a quarter columns. The tables of
measures alone give English equivaleuts
of wmore than cight hundred measures;
that of coins occupies six columns,
which required nearly a year of time
and #’'most unlimited correspondence to
prepare.

In the scientific departments trained
specialists have been employed to prepare
the definitions, and each set of words has
been passed upon by an expert in the
science, art, handicraft, or leading repre-
sentative of the party, class, or religious
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denomination to which the terms respect-
ively belong. This is on the principle
that the people who use the terms have
a right to say what they mean when they
employ them.

The hook has valuable appendices,
giving o list of several hundred pages of
proper names in biography, fiction, geo-
graphy, history, mythology, pon-names,
pseudonyms and the like ; a glossary of
foreign words and phrases, by Professor
Wilkinson, corrective examples of faulty
diction, disputed spellings, abbreviations
and the like.

Many of the wost scho'arly literary
experts of the world have given their
critical approval to this book, including
professors at Harvard, Yale, Johns Hop-
kins, Oxford and Cambridge. We can
but repeat the following opinion expressed
of the first volume :

We have just one fault to find with
this dictionary—it is so interesting that
one can scarce open it to look up a word
but some special feature will catch the
eye and arrest the attention till one has
examined it. This, we suppose, will
wear oft with familiarity. We have just
one regret—that it was not an English
publisher who had the honour to prepare
this best English dictionary.

Such a unique book as this quite takes
away the meaning of the old saw, ‘as
dry as a dictionary." The book is really
one of fascinating interest. We would
not mind being shut up in gaol with such
a book for—well, fora considerable length
of time.

It would be almost impossible to con-
ccive the amount of labour bestowed on
the type-setting and proof-reading cor-
rections of this book. The publishers
furnish a series of twelve photos, showing
the stages through which each page pass-
¢d, from the receipt of the manuscripts
to the final correction of the stereotype
plates, which is a surprising revelation
of the labour and cost of dictionary-
making. The oviginal cost of type-setting
in a page of the dictionary is over six
dollars, but the average cost of alterations
and corrections is over thirty-three dollars,
or five times the original cost.

The announcement of the completion
of this book, issued by the publishers, is
a quarto pamphlet of seventy-two pages,
with 170 portraitsof thechief collaborators
in its preparation.

Motley: Verses Grave and Gay. By J.
W. BexcoveH. Illustrated. ‘Toronto:
William Briggs. Price, $1.00.

The numerous friends of Mr. Ben-
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gough—and no man in the country has
more—will be glad to see this collected
volume of his poems, which have appeared
in Grip and other journals, as well as
some new ones.

Mr. Beungough has been called, *“ Our
Canadian Whitcomb Riley.” He is this
and something more. He combines the
humour of Riley with the earnest moral
purpose of Will Carleton, and adds the
ability which very few writers possess, to
embody in graphic sketch the ideas of
his verses. While much of this volume
is vichly humorous —vide the mock heroics
on Christopher Columbus—some of the
poems are of touching pathos and show
that the fount of tears lies near to that
of laughter.

The humour is of a thoroughly genial
sort. There is not an ill-natured line in
the whole book. Xven those who are
laughed at must join in the laughter,
except, perhaps, Fitzdudeson, on page
twenty-four, who looks like the consum-
mate ass that he is.

We always admired Grip for one spe-
cial feature, that it was always on the
right side of every moral question. This
marks also the volume before us.  The
poems on temperance subjects, on the
Salvation Army and its work, Sunday
cars and social reform, are illustrations of
this. The author’s broad humanity and
sympathy with the suftering are admirably
shown in many of these poems. His
tributes to public men of Canada, Sir
John A. Macdonald, George Brown,
Alexander Mackenzie, Sir John Thompson,
C. F. Fraser, Rev. Dr. Stafford, Arch-
bishop Lynch, Father Stafford and others,
give the volume a distinctly patriotic
chavacter. Many of these are accompanied
by admirable vignette portrait.

The numerous pen-and-ink sketches
are simply inimitable. Here Bengotgh's
genius shines supreme. A mob of gentle-
men can write with ease, but no man in
Canada can put so much character into a
thumb-nail sketch. The Salvation Army
procession, the poutical candidates, the
Delsarte expression pictures, the dude on
the train and other figures are vital to
their finger-tips. Some of the poems
could well be used as temperance cam-
paign tracts. The tribute to Gladstone
at Hawarden church, with the fine por-
trait of the ‘‘grand old man,” strikes us
as remarkably strong and terse,—
¢¢ A layman this, wearing no churchly garh,

And consecrated by no priestly hands,

But priest withal, in truer, wider sense—-

Archbishop of all English-speaking men.”

Canada’s welcome to Earl and Countess
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of Aberdecen ends with a fine democratic
ring :
** Yet, more high, as mun and woman,
Nobler still by noble life,
We give greeting full and huuan
" s i
To John Gordon and his wife,

In view of the Napoleon craze now
campant, the pauallel between General
Booth and General Bonaparte antici-
pates the revised estimate of the future.

¢« That name, like Napoleon’s, is known o’er
the world,
But is known to be reverenced —not to
be loathed ;
It stands for Salvation, not carnage and
woe,
For the fallen uplifted, the destitute
clothed.

If it's higher and greater to save than
destroy—
If man is immortal and not a mere
thing,
And if titles have meaning in marking

deércc,
Then Napoleon’s an inscet, and Booth
is a king.”

t“Tarmer Jinks on Sunday Cars,” and
its sequel, are inimitable. A whole volume
of apologetics is expressed in the follow-
ing lines on the Higher Criticism :
** My dear old mother, dead and gone, was
o Higher Critic, too ;
This Bookx was hers—she loved it, and
she knew it through and through,
She told me ’twas from God direct, and
she’d no doubt at all
The patriarchs had really lived, as well
as John and Paul.

But she was a Higher Critic of the very
highest kind—

She searched the Scriptures daily the

. Pearl of price to find ;

She canght their inner spirit—which some
Higher Critics miss—

And Christ was formed within her, and
filled her soul with bliss.”

And there is a world of Gospel in the
words of the convict to the preacher :

‘¢ Brother, you've saved my soul,
I’ve touched Christ's garment through
your love, and it has made me whole.”

Religions of the TForld in Relation to
Christianity. By G. M. Grant, D.D.
Toronto : William Briggs. Price, 20
cents.

This little book of 137 pages is a
veritable audtum in parvo. One of the
greatest of themes 1s discussed in an

The Methodist Magazine.

exceedingly concise and comprehensive
manner. Very wide reading, keen in-
sight, and broad sympathies are evidenced
in  this volume.  The publishers well
remark that the severe condensation ne-
cessary has not percepiibly impaired the
charm and vigour of the author’s style.
The book will receive a warm welcome
from thuse who feel an interest in the
life and thought of the countless millions
of their fellow-men who are still beyond
the pale of the Christian Church,

While believing that Jesus is *‘the
way, the truth and the life,” and that
His religion is the absolute religion, Prin-
cipal Grant recognizes in the systems of
Mohaninedanism, Confucianism, Hindu-
ism and Buddhism, *‘broken lights’ of
the Great Author of truth.

One of the most interesting sections is
the chapter on Mohammedanisim, a system
which *¢ fused the chaotic and discordant
tribes of Arabia into a theoeratic nation,
and then displaced Christianity from its
cradle and from all the countries known
to us as the Bible lands.” It to-day has
more adherents than all the Protestant
Churches in Christendom.

It cannot but impress the dullest im-
agination that for a thousand years, from
Delhi to Morocco, tive times every day
the call to prayer has sounded forth,
reminding men, amid the ceaseless changes
of the scen and temporal, of the realities
of the unseen and eternal.

This Moslem faith has not been per-
mitted by God to mould the lives of so
many millions for centuries without its
important teachings. It was a protest
against the idolatry of the heathen and
the Mariolatry and saint-worship of a
corrupt Christianity. It was an assertion
of the unity and supremacy of God, and
inculcates many lessons of love to man.

In like manner the learned Principal
studies the origin, the sources of strength
and weakness, of success and failure, of
the still older faiths of Confucianism,
Hinduism and Buddhism.

Caroline, Buroness Nairne. By her grand-

niece. Edinburgh: Oliphant, Ander-
son & Ferrier. Toronto: William
Briggs, Price, 90 cents.

The author of ¢* The Land o’ the Leal,”
one of the sweectest songs in the Seottish
or uny other tongue, deserves the com-
memoration here given. It was a noble
life. Religion with her was a deep and
abiding power, all the more beautiful as
adorning the character of one in high
place in the land.
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tain them sent free. Also a catalogue of mechan-
cal and scientific books sent free.

Patents taken through Mupnn & Co. receive
sgecial notice in the Scientific American, and
thus are brought widely before the public with-
out cost to the inventor. This splendid faper,
issued weekly, elegantly illustrated, has by far the
largest circulation of any scientific work in the
world. 83 a year. Sample eo;ies sent free.

Building Edition, monthly, $2.50 a year. S8ingle
copies, 2/5 cents. Every number contains beau-
tiful plates, in colors, and photographs of new
houses, with plans, enabling builders to show the
1atest designs and secure contracts. Address

MUNN & CO., NEW YORK, 361 BROADWAYe

100 STYLES

» OF

SCALES.

Write for Prices.

C. WILSON & SON,
196 BPLAMADE 67, TORONTO, ONT.
T %59
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a Leading . . . .
re ° ° evau Manufacturers

of . .. .. ..

l}“ﬂmaﬂu e o ¢« o« High Grade

Letter-Press

Used by the : : : : : LI INKS

Best Magazines and
Foremost Printers : *
in the United States || 69 BEEKMAN STREET,

ma,nd Canada: : : : : . - . NEW YORK

Get Your Drains Tested!

Defective drains and plumbing-work
are the chief causes of Typhoid and
other tevers It is necessary that they

be tested once or twice every
to asocertain if the are perfectly

l\t. This is eepecml the case at

BEAsSOn of the year, when people
a.re more confined to the house, an
windows can only be opened for a short
time each day.

i We have the latest and most ap-
SR proved appliances for this work.

‘ \ B8 Noierate Charges for Smoke Toting.

\ BENNETT & WRICHT,

Sanitary Plumbers,

\ ' S 72 Queen St. East, Toronto,
\L‘\“f -~ T—— TRLEPHONES 42 u:d U0,



THE IMPROVED VI GTnR

INCUBATOR

3y Hatches Chickens by Steam.
Absolutely -elf-relnlnxliabf.
. 'm(ie slmplest. m

in the mn.rket Olrcuhnfwe.
GEO. EBTEL & CO,, London, Ont.

SENT FREE 5o dcmeeies s

from 1778 to 1881 115 vols ha.lf ca.lf and roan;
1,200 steel %rt.nlts fine set; & rare work.

REV.J SHAW, Bloomington, 1il., U.S.
oo Peside the Bonnie

sook ¥ Brier Bush.

BY
IAN MACLAREN.

Cloth, $1.25.

“The book is destined to a great, a long-
endurinz and an enviable popularity. .

He has many %aut es—wit, humor, observa-
tion—but his distinction is his gift of temper-
ate yet moving pathos. In this e 18 surpassed
by no living writer.”—Dr. Robertgon Nicoll, in
the British Weekly.

WILLIAN BRIGGS, Wesley Buildings, Toronte.

BRISTOL’S
Sarsaparill

Cures Rheumatism, Gout,
Sciatica, Neuralgia, Scrofula,
Sores, and all Eruptions.

BRISTOL’S
Sarsaparill

Cures Liver, Stomach and
Kidney Troubles, and Cleanses
the Blood of all Impurities.

BRISTOL’S
Sarsaparill

Cures Old Chronic Cases where
all other remedies fail.

Be sure and ask your Druggist for

BRISTOL.’S
Sarsaparilla

While the best for all household uses,

has peculiar qualities for easy and

quick washing of clothes. READ o masen:
186 87. Crerx Soar M'ra. Co., St. Stephen, N. B.



THE STORY OF

TRACING THE RISE AND PROGRESS

OF THAT

WONDERFUL RELIGIOUS MOVEMENT

WHICH, LIKE THE GULF STREAM,
Has GIVEN WARMTH To WIDE WATERS AND
VERDURE TO MANY LANDS;
AND GIVING
AN ACCOUNT OF ITS VARIOUS INFLUENCES
AND INSTITUTIONS OF TO-DAY.

BY

T A/AR
i\

A. B. HYDE, S.T.D.,
Professor of Greek in the University of Denver; Member of American Philological Association ;
of American Society of Biblical Exegexis; of Summer School of Philosophy, ete. ;
lately Professor of Biblical Literature, Allegheny College, Pa.
TO WHICH IS ADDED
“THE STORY OF METHODISM IN THE DOMINION OF CANADA,”
' By Rev. Hugh Johnston, M.A,, D.D.,
AND
. “THE STORY OF THE EPWORTH LEAGUR,”
By Rev, Joseph F. Berry, D.D.

Seventietb Thousand, Revised and Enlarged,

Embellished with nearly six hundred portraits and views,
With Classified Index of nearly 3,000 References.
TORONTO, ONT.:

WILLIAM BRIGGS, PUBLISHER.
1894.



JUST OUT!

Motley :

Verses (irave and (Gay.

By J. W, BENGOUGH,
Late Editor and Artist of Grip.

‘With 106 Original Illustrations by the Author
and other Canadian Artists.

Cloth, 172 pages, - $1.00.

‘“ Mr. Bengough has a delicate touch and the
gift of melodious composition, and his verse
runs along as smoothly and pleasantly as a
brook, with here a bit of sunshine and there a
bit of shade, here a laugh and there a tear,
for there are sol-mn lines and sad in this
littlewolume, as well as others that leap with
laughter. Altogeiher it is a creditable pro-
duction and will form a welcome addition to
any library.”—Hamilton Herald.

ﬁqual Suffrage

JAMES L. HUGHES, LP.S.
Paper, 15 cents,

Mr. Hughes makes a stron sgpes.l for the

e omte of e pempbist At a2 Tollows:
e oontents of the pamphle :
In Ten Years—The &Elpn of False Ideals Re-
garding Women—The Bible on Equal 8

~—Objections Answered—Summ of Reasons
lﬁ vor of Equal Suffrag etohes with

New Revised Edition
OF THE

Methodist Disciplne,

We are now able to fill all
orders for the new Discipline at
the following prices:

PaperCovers . . . . . . bS0Octs,
ClothCovers . . ... . . T70octs.
French Moroooo,limp . . . $100.

au'l‘ge rio:s &E& tht% ohgta h1- ledgtiona l?ro

er than those e last, Discipline
owingym the book being some fifty pages
larger. We are offering it, as itis, at a veny
small advanoe on cost.

‘We will letter the name in gold on the cover
of the Morocco copy for 15 cents. :

™ app e o o o
‘dalf-Century

THE AUTOBIOGRAPHY OF
AN AMERICAN WOMAN

By Frances E. Willard

With an Introductlon by
Lady Henry 8omerset

CLOTH, WITH PORTRAITS, 81.25

ROM the characteristic ‘‘ Prefatory” we take the fol-
lowing words : ‘“The wise ones tell us that we change
utterly once In every seven years, so that from the

vantaze.ground of life's rerene meridian I have looked
back upon the seven persons whom I know most about :
the welcome chiid, the romping girl, the happy student,
the roving teacher, the tireless traveller, the temperance
organizer, and, lastly, the po itician and advocate of
woman’s rights! Since all these are sweetly dead and
gone, why should not their biographies and epitaphs,
perchance their eulogies, be written by their best in-
formed and mostinduigent critic?”

JUST PUBLISHED.

THOU ART THE MAN!

THE SOCIAL PURITY ADDRESSES
OF THE LATE

REV. GEORGE DOUGLAS, D.D., LL.D.

I. The White Cross.
1L, Social Purity.
IIL. The Woman of Samaria (Sermon).
With Introductions by FrRaNcES E. WILLARD,

PRINCIPAL DAWgON, and REV. HUGH
JornsTON, D.D,

Price, - . 25 cents.

This booklet, which we have issued in par-
ticularly attractive style, was designed by the
author tb be published in the interests of Miss
Barber’s Rescue Work., Miss Willard in her
Totroduction remarks: ‘The Holy 8pirit
flames in the beautiful pages that follow ; who-
ever hides them in his heart, and shows forth
their meaning in bis life, will be a co-worker
with God in building upon this earth the tem-
ple of a character that is ¢ first, pure.’”

WILLIAM BRIGGS, Wesley Buildings, Toronto.

C. W. COATES, Montreal, Que.

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



NOW READY.

REVIVALS AND MISSIONS.

REPORT OF THE

FOURTH ANNUAL CONVENTION

OF THE

Methodist Young Peaple's Assoclation

OF ONTARIO,
Held in Toronto Feb. 25th, 26th and 27th.

Prioce 15¢., postpaid.

JUST ISSUED.

New Light on the Old Prayer.

A BRIEF EXPOSITION OF THE LORD'S PRAYER.
BY
JOHN CAMPBELL, LL.D,, F.R.8.C,,

Professor in the Presbyterian College, Mont-
real.

“ New Light on the Old Prayer" regards the
Pater Noster ag no mere routine aspiration of
the pious soul, but, rightly understood, asthe
Church's mightiest weapon in the great spirit-
ual contest between Light and Darkness. As
such it vindicates the character of God, who
is Light and in whom there is no darkness at

all,
Price, 15 cents.

CHEAP EDITION

©Of that Remarkable Book,

SOGIAL EVOLUTION.

By Benjamin Kidd.

New Paper Edition, - - - Net 38¢
Extra English Cloth, - - $1 00

CONTENTS :— The Outlook — Cunditions of
Human Progress—There is no Rational Sanc-
tion for the Conditions of Progress—The Cen-
tral Feature of Human History—The Function
of Religious Beliefs in the Evolution of Society
—Western Civilization—Modern Socialism—
Human Evolution is not Primarily Intellectual
—Concluding Remarks—Appendices.

MANHOOD :

WRECKED AND
RESGUED.

A SERIES OF CHAPTERS TO MEN ON
SOCIAL PURITY AND RIGHT
LIVING.

BY

REV. W. J. HUNTER, PH.D., D.D.
Price, $1.00 net, pestpaid.

This book is an expansion of a serles oﬁd .
dresses to young men only, delivered to-fifteen
hundred men, and published in respon
hundreds of letters urging their publicatiolft

Rev. F. E. CLARK, D.D., father of the Chris-
tian Endeavor movement, says: ‘‘ Your pub- -
lishers have forwarded to me your book,
‘Manhood, Wrecked and Rescued,” which I
should think would be & most useful one for
young men and boys to read. Of course it is
not for promiscuous circulation among both
sexes, but I wish it might be put into the
hands of a great many young men, who, I am
sure, would be helped and their whole future
life turned into & new channel, very likely, by
reading it.”

Illustrative
Notes.
1895.

A Guide to the Study of the Sunday school
Lessons, with Original and Selected Com-
ments, Methods of Teaching, Illustrative
Stories, Practical Applications, Notes on
Eastern Life, Library References, Mapes,
Tables, Pictures, Diagrams.

By HURLBUT & DOHERTY.
Price, $1.25. ‘

The {llustrations in this year's volume are
rarticularly fine, almost worth in themselves
the price of the book. Many consider Hurlbut
& Doherty's Notes superior to Peloubet’s.

WILLIAM BRIGGS,

METHODIST BOOK AND PUBLISHING HOUSE, TORONTO.

C. W. COATES, MONTREAL.

S.. F. HUESTIS, HALIFAX,



NOW READY.

Hymn and Tune Book

People’s Edition.

Following bindings and prices:

Cloth, plain edges, - . - - 8100
Roan, sprinkled edges, - . - 1350
French Morocco, yapped, gold edges, 2 00
Morocco, yapped, red under gold
edges - - - & . . 3 00
8ive, 7% x 51 inches.
Choir Edition.

' Cleth, plain edges, . - s1»
French Morocco back, cloth sides - - 2 00
Fremch Morocco boards, gilt edges, 2 50

) 8ize, 84 x 64 inches,
Organists’ Edition.
In two styles of binding.
Cloth, plainedges, - =« - $230net.

French Morocco, boards, giltedges, 3 50 ¢
8ire, 10 x 7§ inches.

We are much gratified with thereception our
new book is having. The largest choirs in the
Dominion are adopting it. The Metropolitan
and Broadway Tabernacle, Toronto, 8t, 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 hailed with de-
ll%ht. " a fifth considers it *“A very choice
selection of tunes,” and ‘a Toronto musician

ronounces the tunes as ‘Chosen with excel-
ent judgment.”

TO PASTORS.

Pastors will find in this book, In each
edition, a coplious Index of the Hymns,
textual and topical, which is 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 topical index
about 1,300 toplcs and sub-topics are to be
found, as compared with 450 in the old in-
dex.

Whatever may be thesubject of discourse,
suitable hymns may be selected. by the help
of this new index at a moment's warning,

We would most earnestly request all pas-
tors to help the sale of ¢this book by bring-
ing it to the attention of their choirs and
congregations.

- Journal of Proceedings

OF THE

FOURTH GENERAL
CONFERENCE

METHODIST CHURCH.
PI'GG—E:

Paper covers, - - . $1.25

Cloth, - - . . . 1.30

POSTPAID.

This year's Journal is larger than any of its prede-
cessors, is printed on better paper, and has & new
feature that will commend itself as exceedingly con-
veulent—namely, marginal notes in black type
throughout the part devoted to the record of pro-
ceedings in the reyular 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 have been issued, those
who would possess themselves of a copy should order
without delay,

**Nubtle, able and most timely.”
—Methodist Recorder.

™ Fo\u;lations
of Belief :

BEING NOTES INTRODUCTORY TO
THE STUDY OF THEOLOCY.

The Right Hon. Arthur James Balfour

Leader of Her Majesty's Opposition in
the Knglish House of Commons,

CLOTH, $2.25.

In thiz very able treatise Mr. Balfour dis-
cusses_ (1) Some Consequences of Belief; (2)
Some Reasons for Belief ; (3) Some Causes of
Belief ; (4) Suggestions Towards a Provisional
Philosophy. The «istinguished position in
public life held by the author will maaturally
attract interest to his book; but tho treatise
has an interest and importance of its own,

‘““Most heartily do we rejoice over what
seems to us to be the valuable independent
gervice to the cause of Christ and truth ren
dered by one who i8 no * apologist,” who rays
many things with which orthodox theologians
will probably disagree, but who none the less
deals a well-aimed and telling blow against the
prevalent agnosticism and unbelief of our

time."—Methodist Recorder.

WILLIAM BRIGGS,

METHODIST BOOK AND PUBLISHING HOUSE, TORONTO.

C. W. COATES, Montreal, Que.

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




WALTER BAKER & CO.

The Largest Manufacfurers of
ﬁﬂ CPU RE, HICH GRADE

OCOAS AND CHOCOLATES

On this Continent, have received

HIGHEST AWARDS

from the great

Industrial and Food
EXPOSITIONS

!1n Europe and America.

it [} Unlikethe Dutch Process, no Alka-
- 4 lies or other Chemicals or Dyes are

oS used in nn% of their Frepnmtwnl‘
Their delicious BREAKFAST COCOA is absolutely
pure and soluble, and costs less than onc cent a cup.

€OLD BY GR&CERS EVERYWHERE.

‘ ——

| WALTER BAKER & CO. DORCHESTER, MASS. ' [
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Mren

thrive on Scott’s Emulsion when all the rest of their food
d scems to go to waste. Thin Babies and Weak Children grow
| strong, plump and healthy by taking it.

Scott’s Emulsion

B overcomes inherited weakness and all the tendencies toward
| Ewmaciation or Consumption. Thin, weak babies and growing
children and all persons suffering from Loss of Flesh, Weak
Lungs, Chronic Coughs, and Wasting Diseases will receive
untold benefits from this great nourishment. The formula
for making Scott’s Emulsion has been endorsed by the med-
ical world for faenty years. No secret about it.
Send for pamphlet on Scolt's Lmulsion. FREE.

50¢

Scott & Bowne, Belleville. All Druggists.
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