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VAGABOND VIGNETTES.

BY THE REV. GEO. J. BOND, B.A.
IX.
JERUSALEM—THE CHURCH OF THE HOLY SEPULCHRE.

No one ean approach the Chureh of the Holy Sepulehre without
reverence.  Whether, as tradition affirms, it really covers the
site of the cruecifixion and entombment of Our Lord is, of course,
a question long in dispute among archwologists and scholars,
But no man can tread ground that has been trodden by the wor-
shipping millions, that have come from all quarters of the globe,
through long centuries, w0 pray i this spot, without being touched
by a sympathetic thrill.  From the time of the Empress Helena,
that is from the vear 326 s.p, this spot has been held as the most
saered upon carth by the great Eastern ahd Western Churches,
and myriads of enthusiastic and tireless pilgrims have ever sinee
annually wended their weary way hither to engage in the soleni-
nities of the Kastertide festival. '

The first echurch on this spot was built by the Ewmperor Constan-
tine, and the present one by the Crusaders. It is a vast irregular
pile of buildings, many times rebuilt and added to; and hemmed
in, as it is, by the erowding dwellings around it, has little that is
attractive from an artistic point of view. There is, however, a
pieturesqueness in the fucade, irregular as it is, and an interest
higher than that of art in the whole quaint but venerable con-
geries of structures upon which one comes suddenly as he turns
down a narrow lane in the middle of the Christian quarter.

It was in a pouring rain --on theonly rainy day I saw in Pales-
tine—that T paid my first visit to this celebrated spot.  The shops
in the lane approaching the church are, many of them, devoted

Vor. XXIX. No. 6.
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to the sale of articles used by the pilgrinis, and the open cours
upon which the fucude of the building looks was lined with
vendors of rosavies, incense, pietures, crucifixes, and a variety of
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. ' CHAPEL OF THE HOLY SEPULCHRE.
’
other souvenirs, squatting on the pavement with their wares be-
side them.

Entering the portal, we saw to the left of the vestibule a large
square niche where the Turkish svldiers were on guard, and im-
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mediately in front of some massive candelabra, I suppose twenty
feet in height, including the enormous votive candles, arranged
at cach end of an oblong marble slab, above which were sus-
pended a number of lamps. This covered the traditional Stone of
Unction, where the body of our Lord was anointed for the burial.
It is the property of the Armenian Church. Turning a little
to the left we entered the rotunda, in the eentre of which is a
dome sixty-five feet in diameter, decorated with mosaics.  Beneath
it stan:ls the Tloly Sepulehre This is within a smadl rectangular
marble chapel. measuring some twenty-six feet by cighteen,
divided into two chambers— the outer, a vestibule containing the
traditional stone which the angels rolled away ; the inner, entered
through a low door, containing the sepulehre itself.

This inner chamber is very small, being only six feet by seven,
and half of it taken up by the marble slab covering the tra-
ditional tomb of Christ. This slab is eracked through the centre,
and much worn by the Kisses of the innumerable pilgrims who
have eonverged to this spot from o many different countries and
creeds, drawn by genuine, if mistaken, devotion to Lim who died
for men. The chamber is lighted by forty-three lamps, pendent
from the roof, and kept constantly burning. When 1 visited it
there were three of us together inside, all ministers—an American
Campbellite, a Scottish Presbyterian, and myself. The Ameriean,
said: «I feel this is a solemn place; Brother Bond, you offer prayer,
please.” T did as I was asked, and spoke a few words of prayer
and thanksgiving. As my American friend said, it was a solemn
place, for it brought very vividly to memory a moumentous fact,
God’s selfsacrifice for man, and a svlemn responsibility—grati-
tude, and love, and scrvice, on our parts for the gift received.

Tn the right wall of the chapel is a hole, a goud deal blackened
hy smoke, through which at Easter the Greek Patriarch presents
to the thronging erowds outside the Huly Fire, under blasphe-
mous pretence that it has just been kindled dirvect from heaven.

Standing at the entrance of the chapel, we have before us the
Greek portion of the Chureh, and at our left that belonging to the
Latins, while immediately behind the chapel, is the part owned
by the Copts. The four bodies, Greeks, Latins, Armenians and
Copts take turns in conducting their.service at the chapel.

1 visited the place again on the Sunday following, and the
Grecks had their service there that day. A seething crowd oc-
cupied most of the space beneath the roof of the rotunda, and
among them were the Turkish guard keeping order and peace.
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There was a procession around the outside of the chapel, and an
address from some high dignitary afterwards, delivered from the
entrance, but his voice was lost in the confused noise which filled
the building. In the ehapel, at the left, the Latins were loudly
conducting their devotions, and in the chapel behind a handful
of Copts were vociferously chanting at their altar, so that, to all,
except those close behind him, the preacher’s words were utterly
inaudible. It was sad, very sad, for the discord of voices was
only too typical of the antagonism of hearts; and the stolid and
contemptuous Turkish soldiers, rudely regulating the jostling
erowd, were no mere guard of honour, but were placed there by

CHURCH OF THE HOLY SEPULCHRE—CHAPEL ON THE SITE OF CALVARY.

the authorities as a matter of constant necessity to keep these
warring passions from breaking out, as they often have done,
into furious and fanatical riot and bloodshed around the tomb
of Christ.

I will not weary my readers by describing all the curious tra-
ditional sites covered by the roofs of the Church of the Holy
Sepulchre. I will mention but a few of the principal ones. The
site of Calvary is owned by the Grecks. The chapel is profusely
decorated, and the ornaments are of the richest deseription. It is
fourteen and a half feet above the Sepulchre, and you ascend by
a flight of eighteen steps. The general effect of the place, as of
most of these places, I can only deseribe by one word—they look
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tinselly ; and, granted that they ave what they are affirmed to be,
it would surely have been more in accordance with taste and true
respect to have left them in all their bare and original rugged-
ness, than to have cased them in with tawdry ornamentation.
Underneath the altar in this chapel is a hole through the marble

VIA DOLOROSA, JERUSALEM.

slab to the solid rock, affirmed to be the spot were the cross was
erected, and two other such holes, one on either side, are shown as
the spots where the crosses of the two thieves stood. Close by is
another small chapel, covering the spot where Mary and the
Beloved Disciple stood. There is a strange tradition that Christ
was crucified over the spot where Adam was buried, and the site
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of the tomb of our conu\non father is one of the properties of this
chapel. '

But time would fail to tell of other points to which we were
conducted ; to the Chapel of the Apparition, where the risen Chirist
appeared to Mary Magdalene; the Chapel of Longinus the Cen-
turion, who acknowledged Him as the Son -of God; the Chapel of
the Invention of the Cross, where, after the lapse of centuries,
Helena founded it by Divine direetion; the Chapel of the Crown
of Thorns, and many others.

There they are, these traditional sites, and though one may dis-
regard the tradition and question the accuracy of the sites—ihey
are the sites to millions, and have been to many millions passed
away. These sites stirred the fierce courage of the Crusaders,
and led hither to6 their rescue from the Saracen thousands of
chivalrous warriors; they have stirred the devotion and self-denial
of millions of passionate pilgrims, who have not counted life dear,
if they might but sce them and die. And every ycar adds its
quota to the long list of those who have been led by the mag-
netism of a dying Saviour’s love to visit the scenes of His agony
and triumph. All this stirs one’s pulses strangely as he walks
along the Via Dolorosa, or muses within the Chiurch of the Holy
Sepulehre.

HUMILITY.

TaF bird that soars on highest wing
Builds on the ground her lowly nest ;
And she that doth most sweetly sing,
Sings in the shade when all things rest ;
v In lark and nightingale we see
‘What honour hath humility.

The saint that wears heaven’s brightest crown
In deepest adoration bends ;
The weight of glory bends him down
The most when most his soul ascends:
Nearest the throne itself must be
The footstool of humility.

STERN Daughter of the voice of God !
O Duty ! if that name thou love
: ‘Who art s light to guide, 2 rod
To check the erring, and reprove ;
Thou who art victory and law
‘When empty terrors overawe ;
From vain temptations dost set free,
And calm’st the weary strife of frail humanity !
— Wordsworth



HOLLAND AND ITS PEOPLE.
BY THE REV. S. P. ROSE.

II.

Dorr, or Dordreeht, situated a short distance from Rotterdam,
well merits a visit. Historically it is one of the most interesting
cities of Holland. It traces its descent from the tenth century.
One writer speaks of it as «Dordrecht the hospitable” It was
here that the famous Synod of Dort was held, carly in the seven-
tcenth century. The character and value of this synod will be
variously estimated, as it is studied from different theological
points of view. To one thinker this synod is a «stain upon the
patriotic, genevous, and liberal past of the city.” To another it
bears a relation to the Reformed Calvinistic Church, similar to
that which the Council of Nictea bears to the Chureh of the fourth
century, or the Augsburg Assembly to the Lutheran Chureh It
was called, in part, to seek a settlement between the conflicting
views of the followers of Arminius and the followers of Calvin.
The famous Five Points were discussed. The decision resulted in
the condemnation of the views maintained by the Arminians.
The condemnation involved more than the odiwm theologicum. 1t
carried with it civil penalties as well. Those who held Arminian
views were not simply «branded as heretics, schismatics, and
~ teachers of false doctrines, they were declared incapable of filling
any religious or academical post” Banishment was the afterna-
tive presented to such as refused to sign the canons of the Synod.
Nor was the threat of banishment an idle one. One hundred
ministers and professors realized its meaning. Grotius and
Hogerberts, the former one of the most scholarly men of his time,
the latter Pensionary of Leyden, were sentenced to perpetual im-
prisonment. When death delivered Gilles, of Leydenberg, fromn
captivity, his body was made to adorn a gibbet at Voorburg. At
the advanced age of seventy-two, Olden-Barneveldt, companion of
William the Silent, was beheaded. Woeful deeds to be done in
the name of the Prince of Peace!

The traveller of to-day, however, may well afford to forget the
evil memories of the past that belong to Dort, while he gazes upon
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its pleasant scenes, and studies the happier records of its history.
It is the birth-place of many cclebrated artists. It was here that
‘Jacob Cuyp and his greater son were born. Here: also Bol, Maas,
and Scheffer first saw the light. '

Proceeding to Delft—nicknamed ¢the city of misfortune,” by
reason of the numerous iragic events which have been enacted
within its limits—the traveller will find much to interest him, and
to indicate several of the peculiar characteristics of life in Iol-
land. As he journeys thither; perchance his eye may be caught
.by the numerous windmills to be seen by the way. No insignifi-

cant affairs are they. “Some are made of stone, round and
octagonal, like mediseval towers; others are of wood; and present
the form of a box stuck upon the apex of a pyramid. The greater
part have ‘thatched roofs, a wooden gallery running round the
middle, windows with white curtains, green doors, and the use
they serve inscribed upon the door.” Their use is many-sided.
Their chief use is, of course, the pumping of water; but besides
this, they are employed to «grind flour, wash rags, erush lime,
break stone, saw wood, crush olives, pulverise tobacco” It is
hardly to be wondered at, accordingly, that the number of the
mills & man owns becomes the measure of his wealth, and that a
girl can hardly bring a more acceptable dowry to her suitor, than
the proprietorship of two or more mills.

The name Delft is derived from the ditch, or water canal,
leading to it from the Meuse. The city is large and beautiful,
with wide and cheerful streets and stately buildings. The great
historical blot upon the fair name of Delft is the assassination of
William the Silent,in 1584. A splendid mausolecum in the church,
which has been called the Westminster Abbey of Holland, founded
toward the close of the fourteenth century, reminds one vividly
of the tragedy. The mausoleum bears an inseription «to the
eternal memory of that William of Nassaw, whom Philip II,,
seourge of Burope, feared, and never overcame or conquered, but
killed by atrocious guile.” Williani is worthy of the honour
which Holland seeks to pay to his memory. His brave resistance
to the eruel ambition of Philip, who was obeyed by the Emperor
of Germany as by a vassal, and who established a claim upon the
support of England by his marriage with Queen Mary, reads like
a romance. His overthrow of the ambitious plans of Philip in
regard to Holland ranks among the great epochs of history.
Simple in life, intrepid in war, marvellously skilful in design,
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cloquent in speech, deépite his surname (which is due vo his
ability to keep his own counsel, while reading, as it were, the
very secrets of men’s hearts), patriotic and successful in his pur-
poses, his character shines forth with a lustre that commands the
attention of every student of history.

ARMINIUS.

The assassin by whom the life of William was taken was
a young man twenty-seven years of age, a Roman Catholic,
disguised as a Protestant, and pretending admiration for the
character of William and great zecal for the Protestant religion.
His name was Balthazar Gérard. He called himself by the name
Guyon, and gave it out that he was son of Pecter Guyon, a martyr
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to his embrace of Calvinism. By well-simulated attachment to
William, he gained an intimate knowledge of his vietim’s habits,
and was permitted aceess to the Prince’s person. One day, as the

LET

NTAVE

dav ol

Prince was passing out to dinner with his wife—that gentle
Louise de Coligny, who witnessed, on the night of St. Bartholo-
mew, the murder of her father and brother—lezming on his arm,
Gérard advanced to meet him, soliciting the Prince to sign a pass-
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port. William bade him return later. Gérard lurked under a dark
archway beside the staircase, during the Prince’s absence. The
moment he returned, the assassin sprang upon him as he placed
his foot upon the second step, and discharging a pistol containing
three balls into his chest, hurried away. William at onee cried
vut, I am wounded; way God have mercy on me and op my
pour peoplel”™  His last word was a whispered = Ye<™ in response
to the question addressed to him by his sister, Catharine of
schwartzburg, « Do you recommend your sou! io Jesus Christ?”
Thus passed away from carth one of the most heroie and noble
of men. Gérard was speedily captured. He not only scknow-
ledged, but gloried in his deed. His execcution ‘was needlessly
cruel, and was endured with a surprising contempt for pain and
an unusual appearance of exaltation, born, we must believe, of
an overmastering fanatieism and ambition.

Hard by the mausoleum of William the Silent is the modest
tomb of Hugo Grotius, surnamed by Henry IV. of France «the
miracle of HMolland.” Grotius wrote Latin versecs when he was
nine years of age, Greek odes at eleven, philosophic theses at
fourteen; at seventeen won the title, just quoted, from the King
of France, at whose court he appeared, accompanied by the illus-
trious Barneveldt; at eighteen he was a distinguished poet,
theologian, commentator, and astronomer; at thirty he became
Councillor of Rotterdam; was subsequently persc.uted and con-
-demned to perpetual imprisonment in the Castle of Loevestein,
whenee he escaped through thé devotion and self:sacrifice of his
wife, who remained a prisoncer in his stead. Afterwards he became
the guest of Louis XIII, and French Ambassador to Sweden, and
died in 1643, regretted by his sorrowing countrymien, who have
sought by poust mortem honours to atone for the wrong done him
while living.

While we are in Delft, let us use the ceyes of a wide-awake
Ltalian traveller, from whom I have already quoted more than
onee, Edmondo de Amicis, and visit a typical Duteh house:

** That house gave me a better idea of Holland than I could get from any
book. The true house and home is in Holland, the personal house, distinct
from others, modest, discreet, and precisely because it is distinet from
others, inimical to mystery and intrigue ; cheerful when the family that
inhabits it is cheerful, and sad when they are sad. . . . The inside of
the house corresponded perfectly with the outside; it seemed like the
interior of a ship. A winding staircase of wood that shone like ¢bony led
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to the upper rooms. Mats and carpets covered the stairs and landing-
places and lay before all the doors. The rooms were small as cells; the
furniture exquisitely clean; all the knobs and bolts and ornaments of

\'VINDMILL——\VINTER SCENE IN HOLLAND.

metal shone as if they had just been made; and on every side there were
quantities of china jars, vases and cups; lamps, mirrors, little pictures,
brackets, toys, and objects of every use and form, attesting the thousand
small needs created by a sedentary life, the provident activity, the con-
stant care, the love of small things, the taste for order and economy of
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space; the residence, in short, of a quiet, home-living woman. . . We
‘went down' to see the kitchen. The walls were as white as untouched
snow ; the saucepans reflected objects like mirrors ; the mantelpiece was
ornamented by a species of muslin curtain, like the canopy of a bed,\with-
out a trace of smoke ; the fire-place beneath was covered with china tiles
that looked as bright as if no fire had ever been lighted there; the shovel,
tongs and poker, and the chains and hooks seemed of polished steel. A
lady in a ball-dress might have gone into every hole and corner of that
kitchen and come forth without a smirch on her whiteness.”

Duteh women have a mania for cleanliness. In Broek, a vil-
lage lying north of Amsterdam, it approaches a frenzy. It is said
an inscription tu the following effeet was once to he seen at the
entrance to the village: «Before and after sunrise, it is forbidden
to smoke in the village «f Broek, except with a cover to the pipe-
bowl, so as not to scatter the ashes.” This may be fiction, so also
the story of a popdlar uprising against unfortunate strangers,
who were wicked enough to scatter cherry-stones in the street.
But the custom of leaving shoes and beaots and wooden-pattens
outside the house, on entering it, still obtains, and even leaves
and pieces of paper are religiously removed from the streets. We
may not, howevcr, believe that the inhabitanfs go five hundred
paces out of the village to dust their shoes, or employ boys to
blow the dust out of the cracks of the pavements.

A not unwise custom is observed in I _Ift: the daily issue of a
health bulletin in case of sickmess in a home. This is placed
upon the door, friends read it and pass on. Births are similarly
announced. Deaths are made known by a class of men called
aunspreckers, whose pecuiiar dress is thus deseribed: «They wear
three-curnered hats, with a lung black weeper, a black swallow-
tailed coat, black small-cluthes and stockings, black cloaks, pumyps
with ribbons, white cravats and gloves, and a black-edged paper
always in their hands.” ’

Royalty may be seen at the Hague—the political capital of
Holland. Holland is a monarchy, where the king resembles a
crowned president. Iew of the trappings of monarchy appear.
Though the Hague is the seat of the court, the king passes a great
part of the summer at his castle at Gueldres, and visits Amster-
dam yearly. )

The necessary limits of the present article forbid a more
lengthened review of notable points in the history and natural
features of Holland. Much interest would gather around an
imaginary visit to Leyden, «the antique Athens of the north,”
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Holland’s oldest and most illustrious city, rich in historical asso-
ciations; the seat of a university, which drew learned men from
everywhere, offered a home to philosophy when banished from
France, had at cne time Arminius and Gomarus on its staff of
professors, and became, for a season, the most famous school of
Turope. It would be pleasant, even in faricy, to tread the streets
of Haarlem, which, by means of a bronze statue, claims the honour
of the invention of printing for Lawrence Janszoon, a claim which

ENTERING A HOUSE IN HOLLAND.

sober history does nc. sustain; where a picture gallery of rare
interest attracts the visitor; wherc an organ, said a few years
ago, to be the largest in the world, and rejoicing in the reputation
of having been played by Handel, “and by a boy ten years old,
whose name was Mozart,” is to be heard; where a craze for tulips
once existed, involving hundreds of men and women in financial
ruin.

No Hollander would forgive us if we omitted a visit to Amster-
dam, “the Venice of the north, queen of the Zuyder Zee,” And
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an interesting city it must be, built upon ninety islands, which
‘are -united"by some three hundred and fifty bridges; offering
striking contrasts to the eye, and inviting you to visit the finest
picture gallery 'in 'Holland. From Amsterdam you may go to -
Utrecht, the city where the alliance of the Netherland provinces
against Philip II. was completed; where the treaty was signed
which gave restored peace to Europe after the formidable ars
of the Spanish succession; where memories of St. Boniface are
still alive and speaking, and also those of Adrian IV, Charles V.
and Louis XIV.; a city whose deserted squares, silent streets,
wide canals, speak of a departed glory. Here Cornclius Jansen,
born in 1585 at Leerdam, was educated, and here many of his
followers are still to be found. _ o

Tempting themes are suggested by the art of Holland, the
relation existing between Chureh and State, and the varieties of
manners and customs to be found in different parts of the country.
But these and other features of life in Holland must be passed
over. To the curious reader, who desires a fuller acquaintance
with the country, I may commend the following works: «The
Heart of Holland,” by Henry Harvard, of which the Harper
Brothers have published a cheap edition; «Pictures from Holland,”
by Richard Lovett, M.A, a handsome volume, published by the
Religious Tract Society; and the work for which I am especially
indebted. for the-subject-matter of this article: « Holland and Its
People,” by Edmondo de Amieis,

VIA CRUCIS.

“Sav, tollman, the name of the road I see stretching so cheerless, lone,

and wild #”

*'Tis the Via Crucis that beckons thee. Amen! Then take it boldly
child, '

For the road must be trod by the sons of men in tears and silence, soon or
late.”

With a sob the little une now and then locked back as he pagsed through
the well-worn gate.

O Via Crucis ! thy stunes are wet with the tears of travellers young and old,

And thy landmarks are white grave-stones set over smiles forgotten and
hearts grown cold.

But thou bringest peace when sighs are past, and after a little thy -gorse
grows fair;

Though .feet bleed sorely, we learn at last to bless thee, thou foot of
heaven’s stair !



STUDIES IN ART.*
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REABRANDT'S PORTRAIX OF HIAMSELF.

ONE of the greatest of modern painters was Rembrandt. His
colouring was wonderfully harmonious. In chiaro-scuro he has
never been surpassed, and he was a perfect master of technical
processes. His reputation as an etcher and engraver has far ex-
cecded his.reputation as a painter.

‘‘ Rembrandt,” says Hamerton, ‘‘was a robust genius, with keen powers
of observation, but little delicacy or tenderness of sentiment; he lacked
the feminine element, which is said to be necessary to poets. He under-
stood certain classes of men quite thoroughly, and drew them with the
utmost perspicacity—men with whom his robust nature had sympathy.
He had an extraordinary apprehension of natural dignity and majesty,
proving thereby the true grandeur of his own mind ; fur it is only minds of

*A History of Anrt for Beginners and Students: Scudpture, Painting,
Architecture. By Crara Ersxine CLeMENT. 8vo, pp. 850. New York:
Frederick A. Stokes. Toronto: William Briggs.
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a very high order that seo the greatness of men who enjoy little w orldly
rank and consideration. Rembrandt had liltle sensitiveness, it seems, as
1eg..rda the delicate beauty of young women ; but he understood—and this
is rarer—the venerableness of some old ones. He drew a great many
Biblical subjects. It is possible that he may have availed lumself of the
Bible as a convenient repertory of material, full of fine artistic suggestion,
and having the advantege of being universally known. He cared very
little for beauty and grace, despised prettiness, calmly tolerated all manner
of hideousness, and admired nothing as much as a certain stern and manly
gmndeur resulting from the combination of habits of reﬁect.xon with much
experience of the world.”

« Rembrandt's influence upon the art of his time,” says Mrs.
Clement, «was very great almost from the beginning of his career.
About 1634 he introduced his manner of portrait-painting, with
dark backgrounds and deep shadows on the face, with a bright
light on the check and nose passing down to the shoulder, and
immediately other artists adopted this manner.

« Rembrandt’s pictures are so numerous and so varied in their
subjects that no adegate list or account of them can be given here.
And his numerous engravings are as interesting as his pictures,
so that a volume would scarcely suffice to do him justice. His
management of light was his most striking characteristic. He
generally threw a strong, vivid light upon the central or important
object, whither it was a single figure or a group, and the rest of
the picture was in shadow. This is true of all his works, almost
without exception—portraits, pictures both large and small, and
etchings.”

Hans Holbein the Younger was probably born at Augsburg,
but was brought up at Basle. In 1526, at the instance of Erasmus,
he went to England with a letter to Sir Thomas More. Sir Thomas
received him with the utmost cordiality, employed him to execute
many extensive works, among others portraits of himself and his
family. He introduced him to Henry VIII, who took him into
his service; refusing Sir Thomas's offer of one of his works, telling
him, that, « now he had got the painter, Sir Thomas might kecp
the pictures.”

Holbein excels as a pamter of portraits, and executed many
large historical works, both in England and in his native land.

His most celebrated religious picture is the so-called «Madonna
of the, Meier Family.” The Virgin stands in an alcove, and holds
in her arms the infant Saviour. The woman with her head
wrapped, in linen is ‘supposed to represent the burgomaster’s
deceased wife. By her side kneel Dorothea Kannegiessér and °
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her daughter with a rosary. The burgomaster kneels behind a
young man who supports a sick child. Nothing could be more
exquistitely touching than the infant Saviour, who has taken the
child’s sickness upon Himself. He leans His head upon the Virgin's
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THE MADONNA OF THE BURGOMASTER MEIER.—Holbein.

breast, and stretches out His hand in blessing. The sick child is
filled with astoni$hment as he looks at his fingers no longer
wasted by disease.

Holbein’s engravings on wood deserve particular attention. He
began to try his hand at the art when he was but thirteen years
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old, and attained the greatest proficiency. One of his most im-

* portant series of wood cuts is the so-called «Dance of Death.”
The strange suqucb probably originated in some early miracle-
play. It was a favourite subject for the brush of artists of the
Middle Ages, and attracted Holbein by the opportunity it offered
for representing what was pathetic and grotesque. Death peeps
over the shoulder of the pope, who is in the act of crowning the
emperor, points to an open grave as the empress passes by in her
royal robes, seizes the peddler on the road, takes the weeping
child from its mother, and in a thousand ways shows himself the
stern arbitrator of all that is human.

Joseph M. W. Turner (1775-1851) is more widely known than
any other English artist of this century. His early landscapes
were very elaborate. In the last ten years of his life he ran into
great extravagances in coleur and drawing. In his middle life

_he showed himself ohe of the greatest landscape-painters that ever
lived. Thackeray says of his « Fighting Téméraire,” «It is absurd,
you will say, and with a great deal of reason, for Titmarsh, or
any other Briton, to grow so politically enthusiastie about a four-
foot canvas representing a ship, a steamer, a river and a sunset.
But herein surely lies the power of a great artist. He makes you
se¢ and think of a great deal more than the objects before you;
he knows how to soothe or to intoxicate, to fire or to depress, by a
few notes, or forms, or colours, of which we cannot trace the effect
to the source, but only acknowledge the power.”

Turner occupies a very high position in engraving as well as
in painting, although in both arts he was often led astray by the
desire to produce a brilliant effect. He has the well-deserved
credit of establishing a new school of English engraving. In his
« Liber Studiorum,” a series of engravings of his pictures, he has
left a legacy of the utmost value to students and lovers of art.

Toward the close of Sir Joshua Reynolds’ life, Turner fre-
quented his studio, copied pictures, and acquired some art secrets.
He began to teach water-colour drawing in schools, while still a
boy, at from a crown to a guinea a lesson. . With all his baggage
tied in a handkerchief on the end of his walking-stick, he made a
sketching tour through the towns of Rochester, Canterbury, Mar-
gate, and others, in Kent, in 1793, and about this time began to
paint in oil. All through his life he made sketches. Wherever
he was, if be saw a fine or an unusil effect, he treasured it up for
use. Ile sketched on any bit of paper, or even on his thumb-nail,
if he had nothing better. Nothing escaped his attention, whether
of earth, or sea, or sky. Probably no artist that ever lived gave
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nature such careful and profound study. His studies of cloud
scenery were almost a revelation to'mankind. In all this Turner
drew his instruction as well as his inspiration from nature. The
crities did nothing for him; he rather opened the eyes of even
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PORTRAIT OF TURNER.

such men as Ruskin to the wonders of the natural world. But
these results all came later, and were the fruit of and resulted
from his constant and incessant studics. .
He was slow to undertake oil-painting, preferring the more
rapid touch and the light and shade effect of the crayon, or the
delicate and, beautiful effects of water-colours. Some of his paint-
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ings in this line have been sold at enormous prices, and even in
his own day his water-colour picture of Tivoli sold for eighteen
hundred guineas. | i

In 1806 Turner began his Liber Studiorum. It was discon-
tinued in 1814, after seveniy plates had been issued. Although
not remunerative at the time, in later days as high as three
thousand pounds has been paid for a single copy of the Liber,
while the subseription price was only seventeen pounds ten
shillings; even before Turner died a copy of it was worth over
thirty guincas.

Ruskin says of this great artist: «Turner appears as a man of
sympathy absolutely infinite a sympathy su all-embracing, that
I know nothing but that of Shakesprare comparable with it. A
soldier’s wife resting by the roadside is not beneath it; Rizpal
watching the dead bodies of her suns, not above it. Nothing can
pussibly e so mean as that it will not interest his whole mind
and carry his whole heart; nothing sv great or sulunn but that
he can raizc himsclf into harmony with it; and it is impossibic to
prophesy of him at any moment” whether the next he will be in
laughter or tears.”

One of the most celebrated of Turner’s plctuub was that of
the old Téméruire, a famous line-of-battle ship, which in the
battle of Trafalgar ran in between and captured the French
frigates Redvubtuble and Fouguewnr. Turner saw the Téméruire
in the Thames after she had Lecome old, and was condemned to
be dismantled. The scene is laid at sunset, when the smoulder-
ing, red light is vividly reflected on the river, and contrasts with
the guiet, gray and pearly tints about the low-hung moun. The
majestic old ship luums up through these changing lights, bathed
in splendour. The welllknown -+ Slavers Throwing Overbuoard
the Dead and the Dy ing, a Typhoon Coming On,” shown on page
503, is now in the Muscum of Fine Arts of Poston.  Of this
picture Thacheray says: I don't know whether it is sablime or
ridiculous.” But Ruskin, in «Modern Painters,” says: «I helieve
if I were reduced to test Turner’s immortality upon any single
work, I should choose the ¢Slave Ship.) Its daring conception,
ideal in the highest sense of the word, is based on the purest
truth, and wrought out with the concentrated knowledge of a life.
Its colour is absolutely perfect, not one false or niorbid hue in any
part or line, and so modulated that every square inch of canvas
is a perfeet composition ; its drawing as accurate as fearless; the
ship buoyant, bending and full of motion; its tones as true as
they are wonderful; and the whole picture dedicated to the most
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sublime of subjects and impressions (completing thus the perfeet
system of all truth which we have shown to be formed by Turner’s
works), the power, majesty, and deathfulness of the open, deep,
. illimitable sea.”
In 1812, Turner first occupied the house No. 47 Queen Anne
Street, London, and this house he retained for forty years. It was

THE SLAVE SHIP.

dul}, dingy, unpainted, weather-beaten, sooty, with unwashed
windows and shaky doors, and seemed the very abode of poverty,
and yet when Turner died his estate was sworn as under one
hundred and forty thousand pounds—seven hundred thousand
dollars. The whole house was dreary, dirty, damp, and full of
litter. The master had a fancy for tailless—Manx—ecats, and
these made theit beds 'everywhere. In the gallery were thirty
thousand fine proofs of engravings piled up and rotting.
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«THE MOUNTAIN OF THE MONKS.™*

. .
BY THE REV. JOHN TELFORD, B.A.

ATHENS.

Jonx Ruskix onee deseribed Curzon’s «Monasteries in the Levant™”
as the most charming book of travels he ever read. The verdiet
sent us years ago to Mudie's. But Curzon was not there. The last
volume, which had lingered on for well nigh thirty years, had at
last vanished from the shelves. The London Library, however,
produccd a copy, which enabled us to appreciate Ruskin’s verdict.
The illustrations of Bible customs, the glimpses of Egyptian bon-
dage endured by precious manuseripts in dusty monastic libraries
or ruined towers, the curiosities of travels in the Levant, where
brigands formed an escort and the firing of a gun served for a
" door-knocker, above all, the choice which the would-be guest of
the monks must make to climb to his hostel up a series of perpen-

* Abridged from the Wesleyen Methodist Muagazine—Athos; or. the
Mountain of the Monks. By Athelstan Riley, M.A., F.R.G.S. With
numerous illustrations. London: Longmans. 1887—Visits to Monasteries
in the Levant. By the Hon. Robert Curzon, jun.
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dicular ladders hanging against the face of the rock, or be
drawn up to the convent door, two hundred and twenty-two feet
above, in a net attached to an old rope—all these combine to make
Curzon’s book one of the most fascinating ever written. Why
have not the editors of our cheap libraries added it to their
reprints ?

[A copy of this book is in the Toronto Publie Library, and
it is one which the present editor read with great interest.
Mr. Curzon probably saw more of the Levantine monasteries
than any other man. He was an accomplished and classical
scholar, was possessed of ample means, and had a passion for
Fastern travel and for the collection of ancient MSS. This is not
a dry-as-dust report of the antiquarian research. Save perhaps
Kinglake’s «Fothen,” which it resembles in its polished literary
style, we know of no more charming book of travel in Eastern
Lands. The old monasteries, some of which.date from the sixth,
and even the fifth, century, were the natural depositories in
which were preserved the precious MSS. of the classical and
sacred writings, which would clse long since have perished.
During the long dark night of the Middle Ages, in these the
light of learning feebly glimmered, preserved from entire ex-
tinction by the diligence of monkish copyists.

Mr. Curzon explored first the famous monasteries and lauras of
the Nitrian Desert in Upper Egypt, and purchased some precious
MSS., which littered as neglected rubbish the oil cellars or covered
the oil jars of the monks. It will be remembered that Tischen-
dorf rescued from the ovens of the monks of Mount Sinai, one of
the most precious Biblical MSS. extant, worth more than its
weight in gold. The monasteries of Thebes, and of St. Sabba
in Palestine, yielded their proportion of treasures in exchange
for Trankish gold. Some of the richest «finds” were discovered
in the almost inaccessible monasteries of Meteora, in Albania.
To some of these the only access is by a windlass, which raises
the visitor by a rope some 200 or 300 feet in air. Engravings
of some of these eagle-like eyries are shown. At Monte Casino,
in Southern Italy, the site of the monastery founded by St.
BRenedict in AD. 529, and elsewhere, we have oursclves noticed
similar religicus edifices perched in almost inaccessible places.

The most remarkable group of monasteries in the world is the
famous score or more of Mount Athos, the largest one having
about 300 monks. These adopted the rule of St. Basil, by far the
most rigorous of any, seldom or never eating ineat, and fasting
over 100 days in the year. So holy is Mount Athos that since the
days of Constantine, it is averred, “it hasnever been contaminated
by the tread of woman’s foot” and no female animal of any sort
is tolerated. So the good monks have not even the addition to
their austere diet of fresh eggs or milk. Some of them, early
brought to this stern seclusion did not remember to have ever
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seen & woman, and formed their only conceptions of their ap-
pearance from the time-stained «Panagia” or «All Holy One,” the
Madonna on the altar.

About £20 seems'to have been the average price paid for a
tolerably perfect Biblical or classical MS. Some Mr. Curzon was
quite unable to procure, and one fine Syriac MS. of date A.D. 411,

CONVENT OF BARLAAM.

which he left behind with poignant regret, was afterwards pur-
chased for the British Museum. The contents of these monasteries
were chiefly, however, books of theology and Church Services,
great massive tomes of vellum in ponderous covers, with stout
handles attached for opening them. We saw several of these in
the old Scriptorium of the Convent of San Marco, at Florence.
Mr. Curzon witnessed a tragicalscene at the Chureh of the Holy
Sepulchre on the Easter ceremony of giving the Holy Pire. A
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tumult arose in which over 300 persons were killed, and the
Turkish Bey and Mr. Curzon himself narrowly escaped with their
lives. He had sundry adventnres with Bedouin robbers, Albanian
brigands, and other gentlemer: of the pirelatory kind, all of which
he recounts with much vivacity aad graphie skill—Eb.]

In 1837 Mr. Curzon resolved to put into execution his long-
cherished purpose of visiting the monasteries on Mount Athos, in
order to examine their libraries. Athos was then almost a terir«
incognita. No English traveller had been there sinee Dr. Clarke’s
famous visit in 1801.

Armed with a letter from the Archbishop of Canterbury, Curzon
waited on Gregorio, tI * “Ecumenical Patriarch of Constantinople,
to obtain an introduc. a to the brethren of Mount Athos. Great,
indeed, was his surprise when the head of the Greek Church
calmly asked: « Who is this Archbishop of Canterbury?” He
was utterly ignorant of the existence of such a prelate. Happily
for Mr. Curzon, the fact that he came from the British kmbassy
gained for him what the Archbishop’s letter failed to effect. How
niuch forty-six vears have done to promote friendly feeling be-
tween the Greek and the Anglican Churches, is seen from Mr.
Riley’s interview with the Patriarch of Constantinople in 1883.
The Patriarch expressed his regret at the death of Archbishop
Tait, and told the travellers that he had already sent a Greck
deacon to study English theology at Oxford, and expressed his
intention of sending more.

Constantinople is now only five days’ railway ride from Paris.
Mr. Riley and an English clergyman, the Rev. Arthur Owen,
left Constantinople by one of the Austrian-Lloyd steamers for
Cavalla, whence they took their passage on board a little Turkish
steamer to Mount Athos. At Cavalla the Archbishop of the town
fortunately joined their party. The prelate was about thirty-five
vears old, five feet three inches in height, but looking much taller
by virtue of his lofty hat and his dignified bearing. Good-natured
toward his equals, overbearing to his inferiors, and ineffably
lazy, such was «the Altogether \[ost Holy One, Philotheos, by the
Merey of God the Most Reverend and Divinely-Appointed Arch-
bishop and Metropolitan of the most Holy Metropolis of Xanthe
and Christopolis (Cavalla); Highly esteemed and Right Honour-
able.” Before the bearer of these high-sounding titles went his
soldier-servant, carrying a long silver-headed staff. Gold em-
broidery bedecked his coat and trousers, a forage cap, & sword,
and a sash in which hung knives and pistols, completed his
equipment.



508 The Methodist Magazine.

As the little steamer entered the Bay of Vatopedi, two or three
boats rowed out from the shore, manned by monks in tall hats.
Into these the trayellbrs stepped with their luggage At the pier
a erowd of monks assisted them to land. When the luggage had
safely passed the Turkish custom-house officer the party marched
up to the monastery. Its great gate was thrown open to receive
them. A monk bearing a lighted taper marshalled them through a
labyrinth of courts, stairs and passages till they reached their suite
of rooms. Their large sitting-room had two bed-chambers open-

OLIVE TREE.

ing out of it, one for the Archbishop, the other for the English-
men.

Scarcely were they settled in their rooms when supper was
announced. Four of the principal monks joined them at the
festive board. Iach guest helped himself with his pwn fork, but
oil 4nd garlic spoiled the food. They fared better than Curzon,
who had only one good dinner on Mount Athos.

Mount Athos is the easternmost tongue of land which shoots out
into the /Bgean Sea from the southern portion of Macedonia.
‘When Xerxes invaded Greece he cut a canal through the penin-
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sula of Mount Athos, not far from its base, where it is a mile and
a-half broad. Down the centre of this peninsula runs a ridge of
hills, which gradually rises from one thousand to four thousand
feet. Then it suddenly leaps to a height of seven thousand feet
and drops into the sea. On the last fifteeen or twenty miles of this
strip of land, are clustered the twenty ancient monasteries which
have won it the title of the Holy Mountain. The mountain is a
vast mass of white marble, clothed with trees to within a thousand
feet of its summit, and then rising in a bare and conical peak.
From this crowning height the spectator looks out on the islands
of the Mediterranean. On a clear day Mount Olympus is also
visible, ninety miles away.

In this Jovely region the monks have been domiciled for a
thousand years. One of their convents was restored nine hundred
years ago. The Latin conquerers of Constantinople pillaged
Athos in the thirteenth eentury, but it soon blossomed again
under the fostering care of the eastern emperors. When the Turk
crushed out Christianity in the East, Athos retained its ancient
privileges. The rooted ignorance of the monks, who have long
eschewed reading, as a troublesome and useless art, still prevails
as in Curzon’s-time.

Great was the delight of the English travellers when they
looked out from the windows, after their first night’s rest on Mount
Athos. Their room was at an angle of the walls, where an old
tower had oncestood. The rooms jut out beyond the walls, and are
supported by stout timber brackets. Sometimes these hanging
rooms rise in rows above one another. The effect is very pic-
turesque; but the guest’s nerves have to be steadied before he can
enjoy the giddy prospect. Vatopedi is the largest and richest of
the monasteries. The tiny cemetery would be quite inadequate,
were it not for the Greek custom of digging up bodies three years
after burial. The skull is labelled with the name and date of
death, then placed in a erypt of the cemetery church. The bones
are thrown into a large chest. Threc¢ thousand skulls have thus
been preserved.

The courtyard of the monastery contains the prineipal chureh,
the refectory, and another church, kitchens, bell-towers and clock-
towers. It covers at least four acres of ground. Sixteen churches
stand within its walls. Four massive columns of porphyry are
said to have been presented by the Empress Pulcheria, who died
in 453 A.D.

Tlliterate asceticism is the highest ideal of monastic life in the
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East. The hermit who lives in a cave, with no books or only tlie
Seriptures, a'few scrvice-books and Lives of the Saints, is their
model of virtue. The time that is not given to prayer is spent in
cultivating vegetables. Eastern monasticism has not borne
thosc splendid fruits for literature and art which have illustrated
the annals of monasticism in the West. In some monasteries
every man follows his own will. If rich, he has his suite of
apartments ; if poor, he shares a cell with some brother.

At Vatopedi there are two hundred and twenty monks, with
one hundred and thirty servapts. The library has received

greater attention since Curzon’s day. One of the mounks began
a catalogue in 1867, which he finished in 1874. The hospital is
under the care of a doetor from Athens. These things show
progress. .

The travellers next set out for Caryes, where the Holy Synod
" of Mount Athos sits, to present their credentials and receive a
letter of commendation to the monasterics. At Caryes the houses
lie amongst orchards, gardens and vineyards, through which flow
innumerable streams. Awnings, spread over the street,”shelter
the vendors at the bazaar, who are mostly monks. They sit out-
side their shops gossiping all day long. Shoes, coarse cloth,
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garments, hats for monks and lay brethren, are the main articles.
of commerce. DBarrels full of rice, sugar and coffee, tinned lob-
sters and sardincs, incense and coarse tobacco, rosaries and other
articles of devotion, may also be bought.

The main peculiarity is the entire absence of women. Iere is
a tinker mending pots and pans, but no wife stands in the door-
way or prepares her husband’s supper. Next door there is a.
cobbler hard at work at his last; the tall hat proclaims him to be
a monk, so in his case a spouse would not be expected. No fair
face peeps out from the vine-clad windows; no lover waits in the
street below. Caryves is still what it has been for centuries, the:
only town in the world without a woman. )

When the party from Vatopedi marched through the little
streets to the place of assembly, pilgrims and monks ran up to the
Archbishop of Cavalla, rubbing their foreheads against his hand
and kissing it. The prelate took no notice of these demon-
strations. The whole town flocked to their doors and windows in
cager curiosity. Passing into a courtyard, the party climbed an
outside staircase leading up to an open-air gallery on the first.
floor. Out of this the assembly-room opened; round it were
divans covered with green damask, and on these sat fifteen old
gentlemen with long gray beards and tall hats. As the strangers.
entered, all the fathers rose, and placing their hands on their hearts,
bowed very low. Iive minutes were spent gazing on the floor.
This prolonged pause was enlivened by the entrance of a soldier
in his gay Albanian dress, who brought sweetmeats and aromatic
spirits to the strangers. The Archbishop now made a speech, and
brought out his letter of recommendation. Meanwhile the
secretary was busy writing two letters of introduction for the
strangers to the monastic authorities, urging all the monks to-
receive them with special attention.

The party returned to Vatopedi again. On Sunday they were
present at the scrvices in the great Church. They rose at four
o'clock, but the monks had been there from midnight. For
* three hours the English strangers listened to the tuneless, nasal
singing. :

On August the 13th the party left Vatopedi for Pantocratoros..
When they came in sight of the building their soldier fired three-
shots from his flint-lock; the monks returned a similar salute..
They were assigned the best room overlooking the sca, and
received every hospitality. It was at Pantocratoros that Curzon’s-
heart was well-nigh broken by the melancholy remains of a once-
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famous library in the lower story of the great tower. It was
impossible o approach the ancient tomes, as the beams which
supported the floor had rotted away. The manuseripts which he
at last managed: to' fish up were utterly ruined by the damp;
when he attemnpted to open them they broke off in square bits like
a biscuit. The books are now well housed in a good library.
The photographic apparatus was brought into requisition on the
book which Curzon describes. It contains the Gospels, with
prayers and lives of saints, written, it is said, by a fifth-century
hermit.

The monastery at
Iveron was still ten-
anted by the almost
numberless tribes of
vermin to which Cur-
zon pathetically re-
ferred half a century
before. Mr. Riley
was driven from his
divan and compelled
to lie on the matted
floor in the middle of
the room, with an air
cushion for a pillow.
The plague of ver-
min on Mount Athos
is scarcely less ob-
noxious than the ran-
cid oil and putrid
butter which per-
vades every feast.
Cleanliness is un-
thought of in some GREEK WOMAN.
of the monasteries.

Here, at least, the East is unchanging.

The monastery of the Lavra, where Curzon landed fifty years
before, was also visited. The room allotted to the English visitors
was forty feet by thirty. It projected six feet over the convent

wall, and commanded a beautiful sea-view. The monk who
waited on them was the most inquisitive being they ever had the
ill-fortune to meet. Nothing escaped -his curiosity. At last it
wags resolved to give him a lesson. A powerful solution of

-~
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ammonija served their purpose. When the monk asked: « What
is it?" the bottle was handed over to him. He took a tremen-
dous sniff, tears streamed from his eyes, and he gasped for breath.
When safely through, he borrowed the bottle, and set off to prac-
-tise on, his unsuspecting brethren.

Russico, the Russiani monastery on the Holy Mountain, is a
colony proud of its relations to & first-class Buropean power. The
community even have their own' steam launch. Russico is, in
fact, more like a town than a monastery. Curzon found there
only one huadred and thirty monks, now there are eight hundred,
four hundred and fifty of whom, with "their one hundred and
fifty servants, live within the walls. ‘With 3 few exceptions, all
are Russians. In 1839, the Russians gained: permission from the
Abbot of this monastery to bring eighteen Russian monks to the
convent. They pledged thems,elves in writing t to limit the num-
ber to hfty, but by bringing servants, whom they aftelwards
turned into monks,- they had in thifty years riised ‘the number
to four hundred. The, compromising document was torn : up, and
the monks remamod masters. of the’ situation. The peace of
Mount Athos is sadly disturbed by this settletaent.

In this monastely the pa.rty spent a noisy Sundmy The bells
were ringing all throtgh the night. From- one ‘of -the churches
close by came the motfiotonous eham;mgr of. the monks The per-
fume of the incense filled the bed:chamber. -At. elght o'clock the
strangers Went to. ‘the: principal ehurch~—a long, Qarrow room on
the top of the hlghesb 81de of the" monastery " Onits’ ‘whitewashed
walls were several good. icons, Or pictureés to-be worshlpped The
service was in Sclavomc "The Abbot, a’ mlddle-aged man of
imposing presence, shrewd and dlgnlﬁed recelvcd the visitors
with great kindness. ' Then -they adJoulned ‘to-the refectory,
where thiee’ hundred monks were at dmner The-rest were
waiting outside. A monk Was 1eadmg aloud’ fx:om some book of
devotion. Only a few vegetables Were on:thé table. Each mdnk
was provided with a wooden spoon.. “In the cemetery church,
just outside the walls, fiftetn hundred skulls of départed brethren
were ranged on long, deep shelves. Arm and leg bones were
stacked against another «ide, whilst at the entrance-stood two big
boxes half-full of smaller bones. The lids were propped open
and perforated zine let into the sides.

In the evening the festival of -the Assumption began. The
Abbot wore a crown covered with énamels, and blazmg with
diamonds and other precious stones. Still moré mterestmg was 4

33
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Russian pilgrim, dressed in his long black coat and high boots
He was a merchant of enormous wealth who had come to pray,

i
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For fifteen hours he plied his burdensome devotions, bowing and
crossing . himself continuously. Sometimes he crossed himself
convulsively twelve times in succession, and then .prostrated



The Mountain of the Monks. - 515

himself upon the floor. Long before the Englishmen left, and
they only stayed two hours out of the fifteen, the perspiration
was dropping from his forehead on the floor. Such a scene shows
that Mount Athos needs a purer Gospel.

‘We have been able to convey only a slight idea of the mass-of
information in Mr. Riley’s volume. The photographic apparatus,
which caused such curiosity on Mount Athos, has enriched the
work with views of monasteries, which are scarcely less instruc-
tive than the narrative itself. No description of the Holy
Mountain is at once so complete and so entertaining. Mr. Riley

-has also tried to portray the Greek Church as it exists to-day.
Ignorance still reigns supreme. But if the monks do not read
their books save at Vatopedi and Russico, they have at least
learned their value, and take due care of such treasures as they
POSSesS. .

The position of the monasteries on the isolated crags is re-
markably pitturesque, and at times almost inaccessible. Admis-
sion frequently is gained only by ladders or by a windlass and
rope. Mu. Carzon thus describes his adventures among the mon-
asteries of Meteora: «How anything, except a bird,” he says,
“was to arrive at one which we saw in the distance was more
than we could divine. We fired off a gun, which was intended
to answer the same purpose as knocking at the door in more
civilized places. Presently we were hailed by some one in the
sky, whose voice came down like the cry of a bird, and we saw the
face and gray beard of an old monk some hundreds of feet above
us peering out of a kind of window or door. At length he let
down 2 thin cord, to which I attached a letter of introduction, and
after some delay a much larger rope was seen descending with a
hook at the end, to which a strong net was attached. My two
servants were slowly swung up, twisting round and round like a
leg of muttor hanging to a jack. The rope was old and mended,
and the distance from the ground was 222 feet.” He also found
his way to. the top, and was hospitably entertained.

His mode of leaving was on this wise: Ten or twelve monks
took hold of the bars of the capstan, the net was gathered over his
head and attached to the hook at the end of the rope. He was
launched out of the door right into the sky with an impetus that
kept him swinging at a fearful rate at a dizzy height above the
foot of the cliff on which the monastery was perched. At length
he was lowered steadily to the ground, and his servants and
baggage followed. There are seven monasteries remaining out of
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twenty-four which once crowned those airy heights. In these
mwonasteries Mr. F. Curzon found many of the ancient MSS., with
which he enriched the collections of Western Europe.

The whole region is rife with classic associations. The point
of departure for the exploration of these ancient monasteries is
Athens, with its thrilling memories of patriotic valour, of ancient
art and eloquence. Corfu, one of the Ionian Islands, is in the direct
route to Meteora, the chief seat of these monasteries. See Convent
of Barlaam, on page 506. The Greek islands and Albanian ‘main-
land are very fertile, abounding in fig, olive and citron groves.
The costume of the people is highly picturesque, especially that
of the Greek soldiers and Albanian brigands, of the latter of whom
a few are still to be found'in the more remote regions. Their
chief peculiaritics are their very voluminous short skirts and
perfect arsenal of weapons in their capacious girdles. Their fire-
arms are antiquated weapons, with very long barrels and highly
ornamented stocks, but of uncertain aim and limited range.

JESUS, LOVER OF MY SOUL.*

BY W. H. 0. KERR, M.A., TORONTO.
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*We have pleasurein reproducing, from T%he Canada Educational Monthly, the
accompanying admirable translation, by the accomplished scholar who has fre-
‘quently coritributed to these pages, of Charles Wesley’s immortal hymn. For
fidelity to the original and elegance of the Greek we do not believe that it can

. be surpassed.—Eb.
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JHE ‘METHODIST ITINERANCY AND THE STATIONING
COMMITTEE.

BY THE REV. DR. CARMAN,
A Qeneral Superintendent of the Methodist Church.

IIL

AvLacKaDAY! What a day for Methodism, could it ever he
" truthfully said the ministers were losing or had lost confidence
in one another; that some were grasping or holding power to the
damage of ‘their brethren or of the Chureh ; that some, looking not
on the things of others but only on their own, were over-reaching
or supplanting their fellow-labourers, thrusting them with the
shoulder or tripping them with the foot, procuring invitations to
others” displacement; that after the manner of the world, there
were confederacies to sereen an evil or to check a good; schemes
of unbrotherly bearing and selfish advancement. Far off from us
be such a day; for the spirit of God can never help such a work
or countenance such a ministry. What a day for Methodism, if
the ininisters or people lose confidence in their Stationing Com-
mittee; ministers with any truth alleging that certain rounds of
places are run by certain men irrespective of the merits or claims
of others, and apparently held as a private preserve ; that certain
combinations gratify certain partialities, and sundry intimida-
tions hold word or deed of resistance or correction in check; thas
appointments are sometimes made, not for the people, not for the
Church, not for the glory of God, but possibly for ulterior personal
ends, to-hold a place open for some one man, when likely the work
would have been better advanced and rights better respected by
filling the place with real guns, and not for a time with wooden
cannon; that appointments are sometimes made arbitrarily,
captiously, not so much for the general good as to punish a circuit
or a minister for stiffneckedness and general want of pliancy;
that the people should plainly see such movements and hear
such decisions as place the man over them, not for their good
particularly, but for the man’s sake, or the sake of some other
man accommodated by the shift; that men seek. place on the
Stationing Committee to guard and direct their own appoint-
ments first, and their electors’ and favourites” appointments after- )
ward ; that circuits are regarded like the Roman Provinees, to be
farmed out, foraged upon, and traded off to the best advantage;
that any other motive than pure love of God and His people, and
faithful administration of the solemn trust of ovemght in the

’
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Church of Christ—as for instance, social preference, or political
preference, or love of power, or family influence, or financial,
advantage, or personal preferment or emolument—should in the
end govern the allotment of the labourers or the arrangement of
the fields of labour.

Far off the day and far off the man that would raise a
suspicion of such work going on, or cast such an imputation!
Perish the suspicion and the suspector! Far off the day when
the ministers of the Church and the authorities thercof lose
confidence in the circuits and congregations, in the Quarterly
Official Boards and Trust Boards, so that any one dare intimate
they will not receive the men sent them; that they will have
nothing to do with men of cxperience, men that have proved
themselves true and able in the Church of God; that they prefer
the young, the sensational, the flashy, to the mature, the discreet,
the solid; that they will invite upon very insufficient knowledge
a stranger, to the discredit and disadvantage of men near by and
better known; that, when denied what may appear to many so
unreasonable and even so unjust a request, they will obstinately
refuse the man appointed to labour among them; that they will
demand a man from another charge, no matter how that charge
may be injured, and push along a faithful labourer no matter
how his influence is damaged or his comfort or future prosperity
sacrificed ; that in their fickleness and failure to appreciate their
relation to God and His work—supporting the minister liberally
when flattered, and withholding when righteously rebuked or
honestly instructed—they put a premium upon faithlessness and
sycophancy, and discount conscientious devotion to their interests
and moral heroism for their good, crying to-day «Hosanna,
Hosanna!” and to-morrow ¢« Away with him, away with him!”
that, failing to enter into the genius of our itinerancy—wkich
demands the complete surrender of the minister to his work and
terminates his service and holds him subject to removal every
year—with pious intelligence and hearty co-operation, they regard
not how another circuit may require the man of their choice, or
how the man sent them has done great work for God in other
places, or how the Stationing Committee with all the facts be-
fore it, all the circuits and all the men may have arranged for
the best on the whole, or how their own cause may suffer, or
Methodism in general, or the cause of God at large; that. they
regard not any or all these things, but obstinately and with per-
sistent self-will hold out in their own view and reject every
accommodation that the system itself may provide or its adminis-
trators may devise.
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Far, far off be such a day! And far off the day when the
confidence of the people in their ministers is shaken; when
they see them jostling or supplanting one another; when they
they see them greedy of lucre or power; when they see them
contending for place or honour; when they see them un-
ready for the work or unsteady in it because not getting just
what they desire; when they see them manceuvreing for «calls,”
even to the division of the societies and the stirring up of strife;
when they see them no sooner settled on. one field than they
are aiming at another; when they see them grading fields of
labour and men as to price, and regarding circuits as legitimate

" barter, feeling deeply wronged if the new cireuit cannot pay so
much, or perhaps exalted into a new sphere if it pay more;
when they see them refusing their work because it is a fancied
degradation of appointment, or merely hasting hither and thither
over it to the nice places, without abiding, as a bee from flower to
flower; when they see a Stationing Committee simply recording
what private interests have settled or purely personal preferences
have secured ; when they see a Stationing Committee enforcing
what reason and religion, right and love searcely approve; when
they see some holding power as their traditional right and
exercising it as their life-long prerogative, deeming themselves
sorely aggrieved if it pass to other hands; when they see worthy,
retiring men generally in the background, and some by no means
so worthy, by management and effrontery distancing them in the
race.

Far off, forever off such a day to our Methodism! These
things can be imagined, but may they never come to pass. Let
it be disloyalty to suspect it! Let it be calumny to say it! Let
word and deed, spirit and act, purpose and design, aim and effort,
combination and result, be ever such as will stamp the man that
~ventures the intimation as a traducer and an adversary, and hurl
upon him the crushing indignation of injured innocence and
spotless righteousness. Or, if perchance at length some per-
verse spirit should imagine some local eruption of such voleanic
desolation and lift his eye toward this fiery, barren, spot; never
after Milton’s nether night may such ashes and scorie be poured
broadly over our exuberant soil, our happy spiritual heritage!

Faith! Faith is the central pillar of the entire fabric. Con-
fidence, mutual confidence; love, perfect love; righteousness,
universal righteousness, are thc foundation and bond of our
itinerant and stationing system. Will the machinery bear
the strain? Yes, if love and confidence, truth and righteous-
ness are unbroken. This is the threefold cord; but certainly
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not without these divine and Christian supports and fasten-
ings. Theré must be confidence of the ministers one in another;
confidence of the ministers and people -in their Stationing
Committees; confidence of the ministers in the people, and* of
the people in the ministers. Entire confidence all around, resting
on its basis of righteousness and filled with the energy of love,
love of God ; love one of another, love of souls, love of the work.
Above all things in the world the itinerancy makes this demand.
So the itinerancy can go on, as in the past, to victory; otherwise
not. ‘We may distribute custom house officers or mounted police
on other principles; but not free, consecrated, covenanted, trium-
phant Methodist preachers with full salvation to the ends of the
earth. Anything in our system that destroys this mutual con-
fidence and love is an alien plant. «The enemy hath done it.” It
should be uprooted and cast out. Systems are educators; and the
opportunities they afford are suggestions to thought, incitements
to desire, and invitations to action. Machinery is an educator, as
well as an instrument and director of power. Its operations
instruect as well as help us. The rude, original mill lifted up the
mind to easier grinding and better flour. The primitive loom
inspired improvement, and gave us at length the finest, strongest
fabrics. Some wheels may increase friction, and some may lessen
or obviate it. Some levers may misdirect and dissipate energy,
waste the power; and some may focalize and apply it. Some
polities and institutions may favour and cultivate mutual love
and confidence, and some may suggest and encourage selfishness,
over-reaching ‘and strife; and may teach men so. Where ma-
chinery is at fault in jars, collisions and ruptures, we ought with
clear eye, pure heart, firm hand effect the remedy; put in or take
out wheels, or springs, or bars, as is plainly required. Where it is
the oil that is lacking, or the power at the fountain of power, or
connection therewith, Christian men should never be at a loss
what to do, and by the grace of God individually and corporately
how to do it. Our God is a present help. Confidence one in
another, love one for the other, and righteousness one toward
the other are here indispensable; and these under God must
make the machinery, and start it, and propel it; and it will be
very strange if they commit suicide, form polities and arrange-
ments that will -render love and truth and trust difficult, put a
premium upon over-reaching, eraft and deceit, and open the
way in-any degree to suspicion, selfishness, or strife.

This may naturally lead, as the last consideration for this paper,
to inquire what attributes or qualities, to maintain such a spirit
and secure such results, must be found in the well-ordered Sta-
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tioning Committee? Machinery can hardly do its work unless
firmly based on its centre, of right material and correct action.
Loose where it should be solid, a wooden har for an iron shaft,
misfitting cogs or a disadvantaged purchase, and it soon fails in
its work, throws itself out of gear, and breaks down generally.
There is such a thing as machinery well made, well adjusted,
running beautifully, wearing well, and doing splendid work.
And there is another kind.

I'irst—=The Stationing Committee and all on it must have a full
and just knowledge and appreciation of the work in hand. It
is not merely to carve out circuits and districts for men—an
- ecclesiastical gerrymander—or to find ¢ircuits for so many men
or men for so many circuits. No two men are alike and with the
same capabilities; and no two circuits are alike and with the same
needs. This Committee, than which there is not a body in the
Church with graver responsibilities, in a peculiar and eminent
sense oversees the work of God, stands between God and the peo-
ple; if there is any such thing in the work of God receives direc-
tion from God, and executes it in the Church of God for the people
of God and the salvation of the world. It goes upon the assump-
tion that God calls the ministers, and by His Spirit and Provi-
dence allots their fields; either that, or it has no business; either
that, or its attempted exercise of authority is usurpation. The
ministers are Christ’s ; the fields are Christ’s; the doctrine, power
and products are Christ's; all, appointees arnid appointed, are
Christ’s servants, ministers, and can labour and speceed only by,
His Spirit. It ought not, then, to be tov much to say, or out of’
fashion to say, that the minister receives his cireuit, and the
circuit obtains its minister in the Church of God by the Holy
Ghost. It ought not to be a forgotten and despised fable, 2 myth
of the olden time, that appointments are divine. If so, a fable,a
myth, we have made it so, and must suffer the consequences.

Second—This Committee and every member of it must have a
due sense of the vast interests and fearful responsibilities involved.
That a man should seek or obtain a_,place upon it to guard his
own personal interests, fancied or otherwise, is utterly inconceiv-
able, and to the intelligent, conscientious nature, dreadfully
abhorrent. If it were a grab for a few pence or a brass bauble,
then athletes and prize-winners might rush in wild melee. But
when it is the salvation of souls, the necessary favour of heaven
and aid of the Holy Spirit thereto; the feeding of the Church of
God which He hath purchased with His own blood; the min-
istry in the holy doctrine and sacred office for which we shall
give account to the Judge of quick and dead; the instruction
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of the people in love, humlhty mutual conﬁdence, honesty and
brotherly trust, is it not a strange thing if we canndt trust our
brethren, or the administration of the Holy Ghost through them,
but must plan and pull for ourselves to dispose of ourselves to
our own liking, however it fare with vthers, or with the Church
of God? It is, indeed, inconceivable and utterly abhorrent to
piety and good sense that any one should accept a place in so
important relation and office without acting as in the wvery
presence of God ; without the fear of God constantly uwpon him
and the Spirit of God within him to suggest, direct, control;
without remembering that the salvation of many souls is imper-
illed by selfish, interested or arbitrary counsels, without a complete
renunciation of self, putting mere personal interests far into the
background, and putting forward alway in plain sight the welfare
of souls for whom Jesus died. The first thought, the chief concern,
with every one surelyis God and His Church; the second thought
is God and His Church; the third and perpetual thought is God
and His Church, Christ and His work.

Third —The Stationing Gommittee and every member of it
should be thoroughly informed in all things bearing upon their
solemn duty. There must be an acquaintance with the fields and
a knowledge of the men, if anything like adaptation is to be
secured; and surely adaptation is one of the principles of divine
operation, one of the means of knowing the Divine mind,
and one of the elements of success. God bath given a variety
of men, a diveysity of talents, and a variety of fields. There
are men suited to the fields, peculiar as they are; and there
are fields for the men called of God, hard to fit in as they may be.
This is the question for the prayerful study of the Stationing
Committec ; and they ought to be left to their responsibility and

~ judgment in the solemn deliberation under the Holy Ghost. For

a man to push what he calls his rights, and his interests, and for
a circuit or a few on it to push what it deems its rights and its
interests contrary to the known facts before the Stationing Com-
mittee, or its godly judgment on the plain facts, may bring in
confusion and disarrange the proper disposition of affairs far and
wide.” A little crowding here often produces an immense jam

" yonder. There are such things as connexional interests. The

Stationing Committee, to be competent, must know all the factsas

. to fields and families and men, and in the fear of God must, with-

out fear of man, favour or affection, proceed upon the facts, and in
the piety and fidelity of the people must be allowed to proceed
upon the facts. One circuit needs revival more, another needs
edification, instruction more; another, pastoral visitation; another,
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financial relief and direction. There are the men for the eircuits;
and the proper authorities ought to know the men and the circuits
and bring them. together.

Fourth~—This shows the indispensableness in some form or other
of accessibility on the part of the Stationing Committee. Some
way or other the ministers must get their views before those that
have so important and sacred a trust concerning them; and some
way or other the proper authorities of the circuit should have the
same privilege. Whether the best way and time are during the
actual session, necessarily hurried, to be pressed violently this
way or drawn persistently and obstinately that, is a very grave
question. But some way or other—and surely the best way
should be taken, despite self-interest or prejudice or either side—
some way or other, mediately or immediately, directly or in-
direetly, personally or officially—whatever worth the while a
man or a circuit may wish to present in these important matters,
- should be heard and duly considered. Only so can there be, only
so has there c¢ver been, confidence in the system.

Fifth—Any one can see, that so far as possible in its individuals,
and certainly ultimately in its composite character and corporate
act, the Stationing Committee must be, much as may be in human
affairs, DISINTERESTED .AND IMPARTIAL. This is, perhaps, the most
precious safeguard. Such a temptaticn as.allotting themselves to
places of living and fields of labour, so varied as our circuits and
stations in social and educational opportunities and financial
returns, would it be far too strong for any body but Methodist
preachers? And perhapssome of them deflec. just a little once in a.
great while. Possibly the needle is swayed from the pole. Fancy
registry offices, shrievalties, and custom house appointments
dealt out by the men themselves or their representatives in
Appointing Committee. Observe it as it is done. Even at the best
the maxim, «No man a judge in his own case,” has in such mat-
ters very much force among worldly men; and will have in-
creasing force among Methodist preachers in Stationing Committee
as they become more and more likg worldly men, governed by
the principles and actuated by the motives of worldly men. And
then, what is there for us but also to have the worldly, civil and
political, safeguards in the same degree that we have the civiland
political devices and incentives? On patriotic grounds any
governmental arrangement removing selfishness, partisanship,
mere personal preferences and partiality, or even the suspicion of
them, out of public appointments, is to be commended. Issuch
an aim or result less desirable or commendable in the Church of
God? Would it be a misapplication, a misdirection of prayer, to.
polity, to entreat «Lead us not into temptation?”
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Sirth—The duty required of a Stationing Committee must secure
the benefit of gathered experience, and at the same time the sen-
sitiveness and flexibility of changing circumstances. Tields are
peculiar and changeable, people are peculiar and fickle, and mm-
isters are peculiar and variable in circumstances and power; and
these peculiarities must come into the account, and can be learned
only by experience and observation, and met by wisdom and
prudence. This, of course, assumes that the desire of all, and the
chief end of the Stationing Committee, are to build up the work;
that is, to put upon the field the man that will best develop it, and
give the man the ficld best adapted to him. If, however, the pur-
pose be to favour a friend, or gratify a selfish desire, or ensure a
personal interest, regardless of consequences to the people and the
cause of God, experience in the prineiples that govern wise and
succeessful stationing and in the forces that operate among circuits
and among men is of kttle account, and may be dispensed with.
Novices of a day can as persistently push their own schemes as
veterans of a decade or two. Everything depends on what is to
be accomplished and the view taken of it.

Seventh~—It ought hardly to need saying that the Stationing
Comittee and its constituents respectively must keep within the
lines of diseipline., In no part of Church operation is there, per-
haps, greater difficulty in framing rules; since so much must be left
to honesty, discretion and piety ; as for example John Wesley and
Bishop Asbury stationed multiplying preachersin rising churches
for many years with very little of any written constitution and
law. And in no part of Church operations are there greater
temptations, since there are so numerous and diverse interests
and influences to »iretch and strain, if not actually to override
and break law, and feel the exercise of constitutional authority a
burden, an annoyance, a grievance, a wrong. From these con-
siderations it should be settled in the mind of the Church that the
law and machinery in these delicate and important matters be
on sound prineiples, without partiality, influence, or affection, as
nearly just to all as human wisdom under Divine guidance can
make them. The best law under the sun, even Bible law, will
not move and direct so largely a voluntary system to per-
fection; but that is not an argument against the best possible
plan-and rule obtainable, or against its most efficient practicable
use and application. And it ought always to be remembered
that there will be less hardship and injustice and greater comfort
and success under even a moderately good law well administered,
than undet disregard of law, though it be sometimes oppressive,
and the fitful exactions and unaccountable freaks of arbitrary
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power. The worst monarchy is anarchy, and the cruelest mob is
the multitudinous shifts and the irregular expedients of license
and lawlessness. It is the interest of both preachers and people to
have the best law and system we can obtain; and as we have
them, keep them.

Eighth—All this is to be done under the direction of the Holy
Ghost, according to the mind of the Spirit. And is this a fact?
And is the Holy Spirit after all a factor in the Stationing Com-
mittee? Can this Committee know anything of the mind of the
Spirit as to the fields and the men; the men fqr the fields and the
fields for the men? If the Holy Spirit will undertake this work,
is He not competent to perform it? So far as He has anything to
do with it, is not the work best done according to His direction ?
And may not an honest-minded, humble-hearted, well-intentioned,
single-eyed Stationing Committee know the purpose and thought
of the Holy Ghost in so important matters affecting the Chureh of
God? Now if, indeed, all #re honest-minded and well-intentioned
and do the stationing according to the mind of Christ, as things go,
does not the Stationing Committee, by the Spirit, according to com-
mon, and perhaps worldly, judgment, do some curious work? Are
not some of His arrangements as to circuits and churches, appoint-
ments and ministers, to say the least, sometimes quite inexplicable
and unbusiness-like? Whatever they may be at bottom and in the
core, do they not sometimes look as though there had been a little
scheming and manipulation? No doubt these may be imputed

“when there is nothing of the kind ; not the least tincture or com-
plexion of them; but in any case, can it be supposed the Holy
Spirit becomes an accomplice in any winking of the eye, tripping
of the foot or pushing with the shoulder; any over-reaching or
supplanting on che part of either cireuits or men? Or can it
be supposed, if there be anything of the kind out of harmony
with the mind of Christ and the Spirit of the Gospel, there
can be unity and success in the work, mutual confidence and
joy of the brethren, fidelity and increase of the churches and the
baptism of power sent down from heaven? Yet this is what
all desire. In calm and prayerful moments—all so prefer the
prosperity and peace of Jerusalem above their chief worldly, or
social, or selfish joy. Full conviction in clear light sets this out
as the great satisfaction and priceless reward of all our labours.
This is our joy and our crown on earth, and the foretaste and
surety of our immortal joy in heaven. Then why let polity dim or
diminish it? Why let narrow, earthly interests despoil, or defile
it? Whether we have it or not, there must be a plan, a polity, of
which the Holy Ghost can approve; a spirit and line of action
that He in all His divine perfections can foster, employ, and bless.
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RECOLLECTIONS OF BRITISH WESLEYANISM IN TORON-
TO, FROM 1842 ‘TO THE UNION WITH THE CANADIAN
METHODISTS IN 1848, AND OF ST. ANDREW’S CHURCH
(PRESBYTERIAN) FROM 1840 TO THE DISRUPTION.

BY THE HON. SENATOR J. MACDONALD.
V.

[ ]

The Revs. Messrs. Richey and Davidson were succeeded by Revs.
Messrs. Hetherington and Selley. John P. Hetherington, the Super-
intendent, was an Irishman, had been & member of the Irish Con-
ference, was at this time a man of, say, fifty years of age, stout,
florid, bald, of fine presence and was a prince of preachers. He was
not what one would cpll a revivalist, and objected to the holding
of special services, unless special reasons were manifest for these.
He favoured prayerful supplication, and therefore arranged that
prayer should specially be offered in the various churches for this
purpose. Accordingly such gatherings were held, and meetihgs
for prayer alternately held in the George Street, Queen Street and
Yorkville Churches, where the members of each chureh were well
represented. i

Long and lonely walks were the walks up Yonge Street to
Yorkville. Few buildings were then on the left side of the street
after the corner of Yonge and Queen, where stood the Fulljames
Hotel, had been passed, for the extensive grounds which surrounded
Terauley Cottage, the McCauley and Elmsley Villas took in as
far as Yorkville almost the entire property. The same remarks
apply to the property on the right. One large block extending
from Yonge to Church Street, owned by Alexander Wood, at that
time residing in Scotland, seemed to check extension northward.
The property is that whose streets have taken the name of the
owner, and are now known as Alexander Street and as Wood
Street. TUnpaved and unlighted, the walk was usually taken in
the middle of the road to Yorkville and so home again.

Mr. Hetherington had a great aversion to any one taking notes
of sermons, and assured the writer, whom he knew to take notes,
that if he saw any one doing so he would assuredly call attention
to it from the pulpit. In conducting the week-eveing prayer-
meeting he invariably called upon those whom he wished to take
part in the service, frequently calling upon young people to take
part, always naming them. He was intensely British, and was
greatly opposed to the Union.
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Of the texts from which Rev. Mr. Hetherington preached the fol-
lowing are selected: Psalm cxxx., “«Out of the depths have I eried
unto Thee, O Lord. Lord, hear my voice,” ete. Isa. xii, 2, «Behold,
God is my salvation; I will trust, and not be afraid,” ete. Zech.
ix. 12, «Turn you to the strong hold, ye prisoners of hope,” etc.
Heb. ix. 13, 14, “For if the blood of bulls and of goats, and the ashes
of an heifer sprinkling the unclean, sanctifieth to the purifying
of the ﬁe§’h,” ete. Matt. xiii. 38, “ Another parable spake He unto
them; The kingdom of heaven is like unto leaven,” ete. Matt.
xvii. 1, 2, “And after six days Jesus taketh Peter, James, and
John his brother,” ete. Luke ix. 62, « And Jesus said unto him,
No man, having put his hand to the plough,” ete. Luke xxiii. 42,
43 « And he said unto Jesus, Lord, remember me,” ete, John ix..
7, « And said unto him, Go, wash in the pool of Siloam,” ete.
1 Cor. xitl. 12, «For now wes see through a glass, darkly,” ete.
1 Thess. i. 5, « For our Gospel came not to you in word only,” ete..
1 Thess. v. 8, part of the verse only, “ But let us, who are of the day,
be sober.” Rev. xxii. 1, “ And he shewed 1ne a pure river of water
of life, clear as crystal, proceeding out of the throne of God and of
the Lamb.”

The latter was the last sermon he preached in Toronto, speaking-
not more than fifteen minutes. He never used a redundant ex-
pression, every sentence was pregnant with meaning and with
power. Declining health compelled his return to England; and
one morning, as sudden and in the same posture in which that.
good man, Rev. Dr. Chalmers, was found—on his knees—was his.
body found. In both cases, when each was in communion with
God, the spirit took its

¢, . . last triumphant flight
‘ From Calvary to Zion’s height.” ,

His colleague, John B. Selley, might have been 2 man of
thirty-eight or forty, and had been engaged in a mercantile
bouse in England before devoting himself to the ministry. Inote
here a few of his texts: Mark viii. 36, «For what shall it profit a
man,” ete. Luke xiii. 6-9, «He spake also this parable; A certain
man had a fig tree,” ete. 1 Cor. xiii. 13, «And now abideth faith,”
ete., forming groundwork of fhrce sermons. 2 Cor. iv. 17, «For
our light affliction, which is but for a moment,” etc. Mr. Selley
afterward laboured in the Bahama Islands, studied medicine,
practised in Montreal, and died in that city many years ago.

A word about the Sunday-schocl. The superintendent at the
time of which I write was Alexander Hamilton. He succeeded
Geo. Bilton. The secretary was John Crossley ; librarian, Thomas.
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S. Keoughj, teachers, Messrs. Tamblyn, Parry, Lee, Matthews,
Robert Edwards, Ramm, Alexander Johnston, now of London, and
others whom I cannot recall, and the Misses Osborne, Rosanna
and Eliza, (xooderham, Bilton, Watson, Mason, Storm, Mllﬁon
Bennett, Purkiss and Booth; the visitors were John Purkiss and
Samuel Shaw. The closing Bylaw No. 11 in the Constitution,
1840, printed by R. Stanton, King Street, reads thus: «The only
principle to be recognized in the government of the sghools is—
Love.”

I have spoken of a missionary meeting. Let us look at the
income of the Missionary Society. I have no report of 1843, but
I have before me one of May, 1846, showing really the work of the
previous year. The total income, I find, was £1,128 5s, 1d.; of
this amount Toronto contributed £247 19s. 11d.; Kingston came
next with £159 6s. 11id.; London, Hamilton, Bytowr, Peterboro’
and Guelph ranking? next in order, the largest subscriptions
being those of Messrs. Bowes and Hall of £10, and J. Counter,
Mayor of Kingston, of £5——large sums for those days. What are
now called church socials were very rare; I had never heard of
one among the Presbyterians. There are those, however, who
may remember a missionary tea-meeting held in-the City Hall, the

" date being March 30th, 1843; the Hon. Henry Sherwood being
the chairman, and the speakers Messrs. Richey, Davidson, Rintoul,
Jennings and Sunday; Rintoul and Jennings (afterwards Dr.
Jennings), being Presbyterian, and Sunday, our Indian friend,
about whom we have heard before.

Following the Disruption of the Chureh of Scotland, depu-
tatiorts representing both sides speedily found their way to
Canada. Marvellous was the ecrowd which gathered in St. Andrew’s
Church to hear the Rev. Dr. Burns, a member of the deputation
from the Free Church of Scotland. Not only were the pews,
but aisles, staircases and vestibules densely packed. His text
upon the occasion was from Zech. xiii. 7, « Awake, O sword,
against my shepherd, and against the man that is my fellow, saith
the Lord of hosts: smite the shepherd, and the sheep shall
be scattered and I will turn mine hand upon the little ones.”
‘Who ‘that heard the sermon can ever forget it? The powerful

" voice, the intense earnestness, the masterful handling of his sub-

ject; which throughout the entire service kept that great company
entranced, which had so much to do with the future of the con-
gregation and with the future of the preacher. At the recent

Conference of the Dominion Evangelical Alliance, in Montreal, I

had the pleasure of meeting his son, the Rev. Dr. Burns, of Halifax,

N. 8. (who grows every day more like his father). I asked him
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if he could tell me what the first text was from which his father
preached on coming to this country, and he told me that he could not.
I said to him, «I can: ‘Awake, O sword,’” ete. « Ah;” said be, «that
was one of his great sermons.” Very speedily was the deputation
from the Free Church of Scotland followed by one from the
Established Chureh, the leading member of the deputation being
none other than Dr. Norman Macleod. He was then in the very
pride of his manhood’s strength, and of his intellectual power.

The building, as on the occasion of the service by Dr. Burns,
was densely packed. This, however, was a platform meeting for
the purpose of stating the position of the Established Church, He
was to speak last. As the speaker who preceded him sat down,
he rose quickly from his seat, taking hold of his coat and throwing
the lappels aside. He commenced by saying: «Now, I want ne
cheers, and I will have no hisses” It was a subject for an
artist to catch the animation which took possession of his whole
being, making every movement full of meaning. Reference had
been made to the feelings of those ministers who had gone out;
but no reference, he said, had been made to the feelings of those
who solemnly, and in God’s presence and fear, had felt it to be
their duty to remain. Was the severance, the rending of
hallowed ties, not as painful to the one as to the other?

As he spoke of what were held to be the evils of patronage, he
stated that his father, his grandfather, and his great-grandfather
(I think he even went farther back than that), had been ministers in
the parish of Dalkeith, with which at that time he stood con-
nected. While he was speaking of the agitation which had been
carried on so long, and as he was describing the position of both
parties, some one in the congregation called out loud enough to
be heard throughout the entire building, «Who broke the
bargain?” This was followed by a storm of hisses. The speaker
stopped, not to clamour for a hearing, not to continue the subject,
for that was dismissed in a moment by his stating that he could
not take the responsibility of going into a controversy that had
already been fought out, nor could he be a party to aught which
would beget bitterness or strife; and then in an address which
brought tears to the eyes of the greater part of the assembly,
treating only upon those great truths upon which all are agreed,
and closing with a reference to the judgment—of the great day
when the secrets of all hearts would be made known—nhe ended
one of the most wonderful efforts which had ever been put forth
in this eity.

It is long since, and the greater part of that great company
have gone to that land where “all see as they are seen, and know

34
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as they are known.” DBut I am persuaded that the hisses were not
intended for Dr. Macleod, but for him who had interrupted the
speaker. Be this as it may, he took the interruption as an Qv1-
dence of dxsapproval, and closed as I have indicated.

But the eloquence of Dr. Macleod could not arrest the movement
of Disruption. Right or wrong, the sympathy with the IFree
Chureh of Scotland had been created, and a great exodus from
the St. Andrews Chureb took place, and the Free Church was
organized in this city. The new Church found its home in a
wooden tabernacle erected on the site of the present Sunday-
school building of Knox Church. Iam unableto give particulars
of its opening or of the many interesting events zmd persons with
which its history is associated. I did happen to hear the concluding
portion of the first sermon, Robert Burns (now Dr. Burhs, of Halifax)
preached in it. There I also heard Wm. Burns, who preached
here on his way to edtablish the mission in China, with which
his name is associated; his text upon that occasion, March 15,
1846, being from Isaiah Ixiv. 1, «Oh that thou wouldest rend the
heavens, that thou wouldest come down,,t;hqt the mountains might
flow down at thy presence.” Not a member of the Church, not
even a member of the congregation, my ‘recollections are
those of one who kept himself in touch, to some extent, with what
was transpiring in the early history of the Church from stand-
points other than those which could be gathered from such
relationship.

To the house in which I had my lodgings there came three of
the early students of Knox College—Messrs. Ball, MeLaughlin and
Gray; thus the house became a rendezvous for students, where
the work and the prospects of the Church were freely and con-
‘stantly discussed. Thus many of the incidents referred to
by Rev. Professor Gregg, of the early history of Knox College, in
the opening lecture of the Michaelinas term of Knox College,
were quite familiar to me. Specially do I remember the
interest which was awakened by the presentation of the books
collected from friends of the college in Scotland, by Rev. Dr. Burns,
with the titles of many of which I was at the time familiar,
including a complete set of the Encyclopedia Britannica, the
seventh edition (I think), the gift of the publishers. Of this
period Professor Gregg remarks as follows:—

«The students were animated by a deep, earnest, religious
spirit, which evidenced itself in various forms of religious work.
Tract distribution was engaged in, prayer-meetings were held,
conducted in English, in Gaelic and also in French; missionary
meetings were held and a Missionary Society instituted, which



British Wesleyanism in Toronto. 531

contributed and collected funds for the support of missionaries to
the Irench-Canadian Roman Catholics, to the Jews and to the
heathen in India, during the summer, and to some -extent during
the winter months, the students laboured as catechists in the
more destitute parts of the country, and to their labours, then as
now the gathering together and organization of many of our
congregations may be traced.” How true this is I very well
remember, and I remember also with what earnestness and with
what hopefulness the work of the summer was discussed when
work was resumed. *

Indeed, a new era was dawning upon the Presbyterian Church
of Canada—one in which the Church was breaking away from its
apathy, one in which it was awakening to a sense of its responsi-
bilities, one which was giving a forecast. of its future. Knox
College was gradually shaping itself into the conditions which
give it to-day a foremost place among the theological institutions
of the Dominion, with its endowment of $200,000; but the
far more important feature in connection with its history is, that
within its walls 424 sttdents have completed their theological
course, and there these obtained the training to fit them for their
life-work.

About this time the attention which was called t0 the early death
of the Rev. Robert Murray McCheyne brought out in a marked
manner the sanctity of his life and his devotion to his work., No
one not in touch with the student-life of that day can form any
idea of the power which that one life exerted in forming the lives
of many of the students, and preparing them for their work. His
gentle spirit, his deep piety, his pure life, deep love for his people,
are shown in his labours among them. In his letters to them, his
references to them in his pocms, marked by a spirit of the
greatest tenderness, came upon them like an inspiration, and to
my knowledge awakened in many an earnest desire to imitate
his example, to follow in his footsteps. Never was there a better
illustration of the truth of that passage than that afforded by his
early death, «He being dead yet-speaketh,” apart from the
teaching and example of the able and devoted men who were
associated with Knox College. Few incidents had more to do
in begetting among the early students a spirit of earnest and de-
voted piety than the story of the life and labours of Robert Murray
McCheyne. Robert Macdonald, son of the Adjutant of the 93rd
Highlanders, an old school-mate and very dear friend, and Donald
Fraser, the eminent divine of Regent S uure, London, were among
the earlier students of the college. Of McLaughlin I have lost
sight. Mr. Ball is still in active work. Of Peter Gray, of
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Kingston, whele I thmk he died, I heard a gentleman, no mean
Jjudge,say that to his mind, he was a preacher.of a very hlgh
order, and whom. he always listened to with the greatest pleasuge

Remarks very similar have been made to me by others. His
fellow-students will remember that it was difficult to distinguish
his Hebrew characters from copper-plate. I well remember when
Rev. Mr. Black went to labour in the North-West, then truly an
unknown land, and how he became the first of a line of devoted men
who have gone foréh to spend and to be spent; in the mission field..

How marvellous the development from the state of things
referred to in the earlier chapters of this article, when we find the
Chureh, which then exhibited but so little life and so little power,
announcing as its needs to carry on its'work the following sums
for the current year: Home Mission Proper (Western- Section),
$46,000; Stipend Augmentation, $28,000 ; Foreign Missions, $68,-
500; French Evangelization College, $50,000; Knox, $6,700;
@ueen’s, $4,000; Montreal; $4,500 ; Widows!and Orphans’ Fund, $5,-
000; Aged and Infirm Ministers, $14,000; Manitoba College, $10,-
0005 Assembly Fund, $4,500—figures which indicaté. widespread
- work and great liberality covering every aspect of Church
enterprise, and cvidencing how thoroughly the Presbyterian
Church has takén its place in the very frontrank of the Churches
of the land. '

To return to the George Street Church, the class-meeting was
regarded as a test of membérship, and when the class is spoken
of, ‘the class as«instituted by John Wesley in 1739 is meant, which
had its rise in the meeting of those “who appeared to be deeply
convinced of sin and were earnestly groaning for redemption,”
and who came-together that they might receive «those advices
from time to time most needful for them,” such meetings being
always closed «with prayer suited to their several necessities.”
This, Wesley adds;. “was the rise of the United Society, first in
Europe and then in Ameérica. Such a society is no other than a
compan’jr of men having the form and seeking the power of
godliness, united in order to pray together to receive the word of
exhortation, and to watch over one another in love that they may
_ help.each other to work out their own salvation.” Hence,evéry
one who was deemed a member of the Church met in class. .

The class of which I knew most was that of which Richard
Woodsworth was the leader. It met in his own house on Rich-
mond Street, north side; a brick house nearly opposite the Jewish
Synagogue and still standing. There may have been forty
names upon the class-book, for the average attendance was about
thiriy. It was & mixed class of men and women, married and
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single: "I‘he whole thmg, to me, was new. To hear men speaking
of their sinfulness, bemoaning their unfaithfulness, expressing
their fixed purpose anew to consecrate themselves to God's service
and solicitiig the prayers of God’s people to help them in their
purpose, and to hear the leader, a man of experience, who -had
himself passed through just such mental confliets, counsei them
by his own knowledge of God’s goudness, and present to them for
their consideration the unfailing promises of God’s Word, was
something which I had never conceived, was something which I
felt was of inestimable value to every voung Christian, was some-
thing-which might, with great advantage, be adopted by all the
Churches, and whlch now, after a lengthened experience, I regard.
as one of the foremost valued means for the strengthening of
God’s children in the divine life. No better barometer is there by
which the spiritual life of the members of the Methodist Church
can be gauged than that which is furnished by their attendance
upon the class-meeting. If careless and indifferent; if the world

preponderates, the class-meeting is irksome. If men areliving to

God, itis a delight.

In the class of which T am wmtmg, there were among its mem-
bers five local preachers. It continued to grow so that it became
necessary to divide it, it being too large for the leader to speak to
each one within- the hour of its meeting. The plan adopted to
divide it was the following: The first name upon the class-book
was put down as remaining, the second name was assigned: to the
leader appointed for the new class, Mr. Booth, and thus the
names were alternately given fo each until the class was equally
divided into two. Of course many were disappointed on being
removed from a class with which they had béen long connected.

Better methods I have no doubt might be found for securing
the-oversight of members when classes become too large, but this
was the method adopted upon this occasion. At the close of the
class the name of each member was called over and his weekly
contribution received toward thesupport of the mxmstry—-acusbom
I am sorry to say, in some cases long, since forgotten. Then, t00,
did the members of the Church observe the Tule which emoms
upon them the avoidance of «such diversions as cannot be used i in
the name of the Lord Jesus.” Hence no one thought of a Methodist
being seen at.an opera or.a theatre or a horse-race or at a ball.
Are these places less objectjonable for Christians to: be found at to-
day than they were then ?

If Methodists would but observe that other rule of the Church
which enjoins upon them thé avoidance of « borrowing- without a

probability of paying, or taking up goods without.a probabﬂxty .

-
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of. paymg fox; thein,” how vastly _greater would be the power
whxch the Church would exert over that which it exerts to-day';
how -the mout;hs of scoffers would be -stopped:; ‘'what . living:
examples of the éxcellence of the religion of our'Lord Jesis,
Chnst would the Church firesent to. the world. = But alas! alas!
‘what discredit the. neglect of ‘this salatary rule brought upon
the Church ; what mlsery and loss upon individuals and upon
families..

The first class-meetmg in the fitonth mvamably took, the form
of a. monthly prayer-meeting,. and upon such occasitns the rules
were read. Upon the quarterly visitation, the ministers then, as
now, - met the classes for the renewal of tickets, when the
new: members- received tickets. as members -entered .on trial,
on whiech was this passage of Seripture: « Come thou with us
and we will do thee good, for the. Lord hath spoken: good concern-
ing Israel” At the end; of six months meimbers received the

.ordinar y-ticket of. accredlted ‘membership, then also ths quarterly
conttibutions.of ihe members towards the support ‘of ‘the mipistry
were Teceived—a practice. which, T understand, in some- places
bas:grown mto disuse by what, to my mind, is the objectionable
use.of ‘what i called the « eavelope system.” )

I am. aware that many Christians: take excepmon to the
class‘meeting, elaiming that it. partakes of the characteristics of
the confessional. To all such I would say, Make yoursz,lves
thoroughly. familiar with its working before you -condemn, snd
if you.don’t find: it ‘thoroughly Scriptural in all relatmg to it, if
you don’t.find- Scrxpmre endorsing everythmg Jpertaining fo it,. I
_ will admit that you are. right. Of its helpful results-mpon others
something may be gathered from what is written in referénce. to
the woman of Samaria: «And many of the Samaritans of that
eity believed on Him; for the saying.of the:woman- whlch testified,
He-told me all that ever I did” In her case; it was:her testimony
before the world: In the -ease of the class, it is the testlmqny
‘before the Church.

The love-feast was then what it is now, wn;h thxs d]ﬁ'erence,
that the membels were admmed ‘on presenting their guarterly
ticket. The love-feast was on a large scale what the class:
meeting was oh -a small one. The loving testimony of God’s
goodness in the-exercise .of His converting power; in: the:support
aﬁ’ordedi under trial, temptation and suffering, in:the unshaken

confidence in His gooduess, in His mercy and: forgiveness.

John Predin (now Rev. Dy, Bredin): followed as a supply, ren-
dered necessary by the failure of the health of Rew. John_P.
Hetherington. He'wasa: ‘young man of good presence, with a-great

.'.
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-profusmn of thiék black curly hair. He wae a popular preaciier,
and attracted large congregations. I have before me a few of’
the téxts from -which .he preached ; Ex. xxxii. 26,.«Then Moses.

stood in the gate of the campand said, Who ison the'Lord’sside? ™ -

' ete. Deut. ¥xxiiii 29, «Happy art thou, O, Israel; who..is like

unto-thee, saved of the Tord?” ete. Prov. vi.§, 7, 8. «Go.to the. |

ant, thou- sluggard -consider her ways, and be wise,” ete. Isaiah

Xii.. 3, « Therefore ~with joy shall ye draw wateriout of the- wells - °

of salvatloq Jer. ii. 19, «Thine own wickedness shall correct
thee, and tlIy backshdrngs shall reprove thee,” etc. Mal. iii. 16,
«Then they that feared the Lord spake- often one to :another,” ete.
Matt. v, 16 (& Let your light so shme,” ete. ~ John iii. 16, #For God:
8o loved the world,” ete.  John xv. 5, «Yam the vine; ye are the

branchés” ete. Eph. ii: 12-22, «Now, therefore, ye are no mole-

strangers. and foreigners,” ete. 1 Tim. ii. 5, «For there.is one. God,

and one Mediator between God aid men,” ete.. Intothe Newgate

Church T found my way occasionally. Relations, not friendly. by

any means, exisied between its-congregation and that of: George.

Street. They appeared to feel that they cared not and hence: they

[}

did-not-upon-any occasion-minglein their- services. But what had

the Newgate Street people done to me? Why. should I .be pre«
vented from joining with them in their solemn sel:vwes? -Beside .
all this, was not Lachlan Taylor theré, a Scetchman Tike myself '

-eloguent, fervent, devoted? Did the eongregatxon not. hang on
bis lips? Was there:not a largc-amount of good being aceoms-

plished? And so I foind my way there. The preacher upon that.
" occasion was Rev. Lachlan Taylor. His text was Gal. v. T;
«Ye did rin well; who did hinder you?” If loving. Zea.I
if intcnse earnestness if deep anmery for smneks and. love
for the-souls of men -are chafacteristics which mark the man. of
God in his ministration, then these features were singnlarly mani-
fest as he urged sinners to- repentance. The special services
lasted for six weeks, at the close of ‘which about thu:ty were,
added to the Ghurch. Apart from Lachlan Taylor, Edgerton -and

~a

Wr. Ryerson, James Musgrove and Jonathan Scott took part mf N '

the services; all long since gone to- their rewatd.

Here also I attended a very Interesting. mlssmnar) moetmg, o

at which Anson Green Was among the speakers, as were the

Indians Copway and Herkimer. The building was crowded to ity .
utiost capacity. Here also I beard Rev. Wm. R3 €rson preach & .
missiordry sermon, suffering’ from much bodlly debility, angd
coming ‘to-take hiswork from the grave of his child, who had Jusf -

been interred. Here also I heard Rev. Mr. McNab. (now Rev. Dr.

‘McNab, of Cobourg) preach. ffx)m Acts xxiv. 16; “And herem doT
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exercise myself, to have always a conscience void of Gffence:
toward God, and toward men.” As one who knew Dr. Taylor well, as:
well perhaps as any of his brethren, it seems befitting that I
should say a word or two before passing from his name. . It was.
a pity, I think, that he allowed himself to accept a Government
appointment in connection with the Emigration Department. I
have no doubt he thought he was acting in harmony with his
position as a minister of the Gospel, and that he thoroughly
believed that he could render essential service to hig country. I
have no doubt that he thought that while doing this he might at
the same time greatly benefit his health. I thought it a mistake
then. I have never since changed my mind He asked me to
give my opinion freely -at the time; it was freely given, so that
he knew where I stood. I thought it a pity that he, with the’
most honest intentions, should have so far secularized himself,
should have removed hipself from the sphere where he was doing
so much good. So.think I of every minister called to
preach the Gospel of the Son of God, who gives himself up to
secular work. He cannot do it without losing power and
influence. But, having said this, I delight to place-on record my
strong conviction that no heart beat with truer, devotedness to
all the interests of the Church which he loved so well than did
the hearst of Lachlan Taylor; that no man did so much for the
Missicnary Society as did he in his unwearied labours, in his
powerful advocacy of its claims, in his willing and liberal bestow-
ment of his means. These remarks apply with equal force to his
labours in connection with the Upper Canada Bible Society, with
the wonderful prosperity of which institution his name is so
imperishably associated.

SO LIVE.

So should we live that every hour
May fall as falls the natural flower,
A self-reviving thing of power;

That every thought and every deed
May hold within itself a seed
. . Of future good, and future need;

Esteeming sorrow, whose eraploy
Is to develop, not destroy,
Far better than a barren joy.
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ETCHINGS OF SHAKESPEARE.

BY THE REV. S. B. DUNN.

VIL—-THE PRIEST OF MANKIND.

“ WHo hath not heard it spoken,

How ﬂ“““ You were within the books uf God?

To us, the spenkel in his parliament ;

To us, the imagined voice of God Himself ;
The very opener and intelligencer

Between the grace, the sanctities of heaven,
And our dull workings.”

—-:S’ecoud Part Henry IV, iv. 2.

““Your flock assembled by the bell,
Encircled you, to hear with reverence
Your expos:tnon on the holy text.”
—8econd Part Henry IV, iv. 2.

One of Shakespeare’s sharpest critics observes that he has failed
to exereise his genius in the creation of any character in which
religious sentiment or religious passion is dominant. The shrewd
criticism is a just one. And yet it is none the less true that no
author in our language, not professedly religious, is more deeply
imbued with the religious spirit, or whose works have a more
dirvect religious tendency. And while it may, perhaps, be doubted
that Shakespeare, as George Dawson affirms, «was the wisest man
since Solomon, and one of the most pious souls that ever lived,”
yet‘ few will deny him the proud distinction that Carlyle confers
upon him when he calls him «the priest of mankind.”

An effort to sustain this character will bring our brief etchings
to a close.

Then, Shakespeare has done more than create a religious char-
acter: he has created a religious cosmos. Let the following array
of significant facts be duly considered.

F‘xrst of all, he constantly assumes and sets forth the Divine
Immanence. The truth that «In Him we live and move and
have our being,” is as distinetly taught in Shakespeare as in
Scripture. If his eagle eye.glances inward, penetrating to the
seat of motive and scanning hidden character, that same eagle

-eye with seer’s vision glances npward and around, apprehending
a celestial atmosphere charged with divine influences that stream
down upon his great characters and upon human society. He-
everywhere recognizes the supernatural, piercing yonder “ma-
jestical roof fretted with golden fire.” How reverently- he:
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speaks of «the Supreme King of kings” « Him that all things

know,” and " the Providence of some high powers that govern

us below.” His doctrine of God is indicated in the lines:
: )
** There’s o divinity that shapes our ends
Rough-hew them how we will;”

‘¢ Is this your Christian counsel ? out upon ye!
Heuven is above all yet ; there sits a Judge
That no king can corrupt.”

His doctrine of man is equally spiritual. He paints him as «a
wonderful piece of work, so noble in reason, so infinite in facul-
ties: in form and moving, }ow express and admirable! in action,
how like an angel! in apprehension, how like a god! the beauty
of the world, the paragon of animals!” And everywhere man is
rzpresented in his relation to the spiritual and infinite, no less
than to the material and visible.

Now, such a distinet and uniform recognition of the Divine
Immanence is all the mcre remarkable, when it is remembered
that in Shakespeare’s day it had suffered an eclipse. Romanism
had lost sight of it, putting God away back behind the priest and
sacrament; and the Protestant Reformers, in their eagerness to
bring " back the’ old faith, had largely overlooked it; but our
dramatist, truer than either Rome or Reform, brought forth this
forgotten truth, flashing it like an electric light upon the dark
avenues of theology, and the still darker avenues of common life.

Religion with Shakespeare is a constituent principle in the
original constitution of man. His treatment of conscience is a
striking proof in point. «When we would sumn up in one word,”
says Luthardt, «the greatness and significance of Shakespeare,
we call him the dramatist of conscience.” Aaron is made to say
to Lucius:

“I know thou art religious,
And hast a thing within thee called conscience.”

It was Shakespeare, rather than Bishop Butler, who discovered «the
supremacy of conscience in the moral constitution of man.” " This
« deity in our bosom” he even bestows with intentional distinct-
_ ness upon his most abandoned villains. King Richard confesses:

) ““My conscience hath a thousand several tongues,
And every tongue brings in a several tale,
And every tale condemns e for a villain.”

Shakespeare’s pictures of guilt and remorse, where “the worm
of conscience ” is made to « begnaw the soul,” are among the most
awful- passages in our literature. Listen, for example, to Macbeth,
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consumed and terrified by the agonies of an awakened con-
seience :

¢ Whence is that knocking ?
How ig't with me, when every noise appals me?
What hands are here? Ha! they pluck out mine eyes !
Will all great Neptune’s ocean wash this blood
Clean from my hand? No ; this my hand will rather
The multitudinous seas incarnardine,
Making the green—one red.”

Now to nourish this Promethean spark, and not to quench i, is the
loud sermon in all our author's dramas.

Another religious feature in Shakespeare is, that he refers all
collision with moral law to a voluntary offence that has taken
place in the inner world of the thoughts—in the realm of the
human will, rather than in any world of fate or of force. With
him free volition, and not irresistible fate, is the determinate force
of life. Man “endued with intellectual sense and soul,” more,
divine than «the beasts, the fishes, and the winged fowls,” is
« master of his liberty.” «The fated sky gives us free scope.” If
we are underlings in any sense, « the fault is not in our stars, but
in ourselves.” As even Iago confesses, “'Tis in ourselves that we
are thus, or thus.” Or, to quote the fine language of Shakespeare’s
Edmund: «This is the excellent foppery of the world, that when
we are sick in fortune (often the surfeit of our own behaviour),
we are guilty of our disasters, the sun, the moon, and the stars:
"as if we were villains by necessity; fools by heavenly compul-
sion ; knaves, thieves and treachers, by spherical predominance;
drunkards, liars, and adulterers, by an enforced obedience of
planetary influence; and that we are evil in, by a divine thrust-
ing on.” And hence our author’s aphorism in Henry V.:

¢'Tig certain, every man that dies ill, the ill is upon his own head.”

It is worth observing, in this connectjon, that Shakespeare has
given to his villairs a certain religious aspect. They ave for the
most religious villains, hypoeritical characters, eiting Scripture,
«wearing the livery of the court of heaven to serve the devil
in,” and otherwise maskit. . their real selves. Listen to Gloster in
Richard I11.:

¢ But then I sigh, and with a piece of Scripture, .
Tell them that God bids us do good for evil;
And thus I clothe my naked villainy ,
With.old odd ends, stolen forth of holy writ;
And seem a saint when most I play the devil.”
Gratiano in The Merchant of Venice boasts a similar device:

’
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¢ Seignior Bassxmxo, hear me:
If T do not put on a sober habit,
Talk with respect and sware but now and then,
Wear prayeY-books in iy pocket, look demurely ; .
Nay more, while grace is saying hood mine eyes
Thus with my hat, and sigh, and say, amen;
Use all the observance of civility,
Like one well studied in a sad ostent
To please his grandam, never trust me more.”

And in many another instance to a like effect, no less from life
than from these creations of genius, the Shakespearean reflection
is fully sustained :

¢¢’Tis too much proved,—that with devotion’s visage
And pious action, we do sugar o’er
The devil himself.”

Shakespeare, too, is ‘peculiarly rich in a religious vocabulary
‘both in respect to terms and ideas. Within a wide range of ab-
stract thought crystallized in dramatic forms, are included all that
concern the moral and the spiritual, no less than the intelleetual,
interests of humanity, set forth largely in the consecrated dialect
of theology. Not only does he exhibit a philosophical conception
of Christian doctrine, but that doctrinc is embodied in the most
important terms recognized as the nomenclature of Christianity.
We may find, therefore, in Shakespeare an armoury of dialectical
weapons, an enginery of vocal weapons for the defence and enun-
ciation of Christian doctrine, such as no other author outside .of
the Bible supplies; and what is more, amid the growth, progress,
and fluctuations of our language, he has helped to preserve the
ipsissima verba of Christian nomenclature, and given to the
vocabulary of philosophical and theological truth a permanence
not otherwise to have been secured.

“But to have a divinity preached there! did you ever dream such a
thing?”

Yet so it is. His terms of divinity sweep the gamut of theolo-
‘gical fechnique. He speaks of “my soul—a thing immortal;”
«the grace of God;” “sweet religion;” “becoming a Christian;”
“« Hew you may be converted I know not;” « write down, that they
hope: they serve God;” «Prayers Heaven delights to hear;” «I
have immortal longings in me;” «Hercafter in a better world
than this;” «What, art a heathen? How dost thou understand
the Seripture ?” ete, etc. Many of Shakespeare’s terms are pecu-
liarly ecclésiastical ; he speaks of «the consecrated fount;” “Love
and meekness become a churchman;” « Washed as pure as sin
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with baptism;” «What kind of catechising call you this?” «Are
you so gospelled ?” «Priests and fanes;” “Sermon me no more;”
and,
Y every day expect an embassage
From my Redeemer to redeem me hence.”

Indeed, one could cull from Shakespeare’s works material for an
entire system of theology, whose controling lines of thought would
harmonize with Secripture. Canon Boyle remarks: «There is
scarcely to be found in any other book such a digest of Christian
faith as in the writings of Shakespeare.”” And George Dawson
adds, more strongly : “There has been no sweeter preacher of
the religion of Jesus Christ since Christ died than William
Shakespeare.” The doctrines of Sin and Salvation, those two
poles of evangelical truth, were never more clearly set forth. He
shows that

¢ The immortal part needs a physician,
Though that be sick it dies not.”

And with his eye upon man's accountability in view of «the
dreadful judgment day so dreadful,” he says:

*“ And where the offence is, let the great axe fall.”

But with wonderful iteration he speaks, too, of Christ's dear
blood shed for our grievous sins;” «the death of Him that died
for all;”
¢ That dread King that took our state upon him,
To free us from the Father's wrathful curse ;"

«nailed for our advantage to the bitter cross;” and that gem of
the whole, which reads like a passage from the Gospels:

¢ All the souls that vrere, were forfeit once ;
And He that might the vantage best have took,
Found out the remedy.”

On the doctrine of a future life, our author is just as full and
distinet. Constance in King John, mourning the loss of her son,
says:

¢ And, father cardinal, I have heard you say
That we shall see and know our friends in heaven ;
“If that be true, I shall see my boy again.”

Nor does he hesitate «tell the secrets™ of «this eternal blazon to
ears of flesh and blood;” for he puts into the lips of Hamlet's
Ghost:

“ My hour is almost come,
When I to sulphurous and tormenting flames

Must render up myself.”
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The: Blbhca,l ‘tone: of our national bard will complet/e his re-
ligious cha,r:icter

d ¢ Hls champlons are the prophets and apostlesy .

His: weapons holy saws of sacred writ.”

-

\

« Take the entire range of literature,” says one, «put together our
best authors who have written upon subJects nosg profcssedly
religious or theqlooqca and we shall not find, I believe, in them
all umted 8o much evidence.of the Bible having been . read. ‘and
used, ds wg-have found in Shakespeare alone.” Thefe is scarcely
1a book of the sixty-six constltutmv the sacred-Seriptures, but. he
.quotes from it; scarcely.a Bible-character, but he; mentions himg -
-and scarcely .4 Seripture mcu}ent but he weavés it into the fabrxc o
of his.verse; '
Shakespeare’s Scmpture allusmns are of thxee kmds
1. Dn'ect references tp-Scripture texts.

.

' “The sing-of the father are-to be laid upon the élnldx’en
Fxodus XX, b —Mczchant ‘of Vemce, m 5.’

o The -great King of kings,. ' .
" VHath in thé table of Hislaw commandéd ‘
That' thou shalt do no: muxder » '
© Faodiis X%, b. ) R . Ric'hm‘d IIT. , 1. 4.
) : ot
“Sould T. come near your-beauty with my naﬂs, ~
Ldset:my. ten commnndments in:your-fice.”
Ezxodus xxxiv, 28.. —Second Part Hem'y Vi, i.3.

. ¢« For in-the book: of Numbers is it writ,
M When the son dies let thednheritance
Descend unto the daughiter.”
.Numbew xxvii. 8. . ~Rewy V., i 2.

¢TIl yield-him thee-asleep,.
Where thou may 'st.knock a nail into-his head.”
Juidges iv. 21. ——Tempest iii. 2

e
: Y

' “ Much rain iveats the marble.”
_Jobxiv. 19. _ —Third Part Henry IV., iii. 2.

s Death as the Psalmlsb saith, is certain to all;all: shall. die.”
Psalin 1xxxix: 48. —Second Part Henyy IV., iii. 2.

.

s Wisdom cries out in the streets and. no man. regmds it.”
. ,vaerbs 1. 20: —First Part Henry IV, i. 2.

) FWoe to that land bha.t’s governed by a.child.”
Ecclesza«tes x. 16. —Richard ITL., ii. 3.
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““In her-days every man shall'cat-in safety
Under ‘hig own vine what.he.plonts.”

Mwah iv. 4 ‘ —Henwry WIIL, v. 4

¢ Blessed are the peacemakers on ea,rth;”» .
Matthewv. 9. - —NRecond Part Henry VL, ii. 1,

¢ There's a special providence in the fall of a-sparrow.” X
Lnike xii. 8. —Hamlet, v. 2.

' %The words of heaven :—on whom it will, it will ; .
On whom it will not, 80 ;. yet still "tis. just.”
Bomans ix. 18 —Measwre for Measm e, 1. 3.

¢ It 18 wrxtton, bhey appenr to-men like atigéls of hght "o,
2 Go’mnthw,ns -xi. 14: “~Comedy:of Ervors, iv. 3.

“But then I sigh, and with.a. pmce of Seripture,

Tell' them that God: bids us do good for- evil.”
1 lessalmuans v. 1b. . —=Richard IIL, 1. 3.

. ' «“If ever I were traitor,
My riame be blotted from the-book .of life.” _
Revelations:iii.. 5 A . —Richard IL., i. 3.

s

3, Allus)ions‘tb Bible-charaeters

" Apam.—¢“T would mot marry her, though she were endowed with all- tha.t i
- Adam’had before he transgressed.””
—Much Ado About Notlng, ii. 2

va 4 Thou wert; as witty a-piece of Eve's:flesh as any .in I]Jyrw
: —Twelﬁh Nu]ht, 1. B

CAIN, :Aism_,.\; “Be-thou crsed, Cain,
: “To sla.y ‘thy brother Abel4f’ thou wilt.”
—Fm‘st Part Hem-y VIL,i.3.

NoAH.~ “And they have been grand jurymen, since before Noah was. .
' a sailor:”
- . o —-Twelﬁh Nzght m 2,
.,JOB.T'J:‘ :As‘p,dor'agﬂo ,” o L,
) . -—Menry Wives of Windlsor, v, b:

.Amum, Jacos; y ¢ Jacob grazed hm .uncle- Laban s she. ep,
Lapan.— This J ncob from our holy Abraham “was."”

- ——Merchant of Venwe, i'8
HA(‘AR —¢What says that fool of Hagar's. offspring, hat™
. . Me'rchant of Venice, i. 5

Praraom.—* If to be fat is to. be hated,. bhen Phu.raoh’s lean June are.to-
: be loved.”
L —First. Pa/rtHemy IV S IL
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~
DEBOBAH —_ ¢ Thou art an Amazon,
. And fightest with-the sword of Deborah.”
~—First Part Henry VI, i. 8.

' 1
JEPHTHAH.—*‘ O Jephthah, judge of Isruel, what a treasure hadst thou i
. —Hamlet, ii. 2.

! SamsoN.—*‘Samson, master, he was & man of good c:\rriage ;- for ‘he
carried the town gates on his back like » porter.”
¢ —Loxe’s Labour's Lost, i. 2.

GovriaTH,—** 1 fear not Goliath with a weaver’s beam.”
—Merry Wives of Windsor, v. b.

SorLomoN.—* Yet was Solomon se seduced—and he had a very good wit.”
—Love’s Labour's Lost, i. 2.

NEBUCHADNEZZAR.—*‘ I mn no great Nebuchadnezzar, sir; I have not

much skill in grass.”
] —All's Well that Ends Well, iv. b.

Lazarus.—* Slaves as ragged as Lazarus in the painted cloth, where the

glutton’s dogs licked his sores.”
—First Part Hewry IV, iv. 2.

Herop.—‘¢ Herod of Jewry dare not look upon you.”,
—Anthony and Cleopatra, iii. 3.

Pivate.—*¢ How fain like Pilate would I wash my hands

Of this most grievous guilty murder done.”
—PRichard IIL., i. 4.~

PrE NazZARITE—* Your Prophet, the Nazarite.”
—Merchant of Venice, i. 3.

Purtir.—* Nor yet Saint Philip’s daughters, were like thee ”
—PFirst Part Henry V1., 1. 3.

PavL.—* Now, by Saint Paul, this news is bad irideed.” :
- —Richard IIL, i 1.

3. Allusions to Seripture Incidents.
The following instances will easily be recognized:

‘“ Ye gods that made me man .
That have inflamed desire in my breast,
To taste the fruit of yon celestial fruit,
Or die in the adventure, be my helps.”
' —Pericles, i. 1.

“God saw him when he was hid in the garden.”
—Much Ado dbout Nothing, v.

-

¢ With Cain go wander through the shades of night.” -
—Richard II., v. G.
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+* “I bring no overture of war . . . I hold the olive in my hand.”
—Twelfth Night, i. 1.

‘Thou art more puzzled than the Egyptians in their fog,”
—Twelfth Night, iv.

L

““You drop manna in the way of starved people.”
—Merchant of Venice, v. 1.

‘ He that parts us shall bring a brand from heaven,
And fire us hence like foxes.”
—Lear, v. 3,
‘ Heat not a furnace for your foe so hot
That it do singe yourself,”
’ —Henry VIIL, i.

d

‘ The devil can cite Scripture for his purpose.”
—Merchant of Venice, i. 3.

¢‘Mad mothers with their howls confused
Do break the clouds, as did the wives of Jewry
At Herod’s bloody-hunting slaughtermen.”
—Henry V., iii. 8.
. ““Who can call him
His friend that dips in the same dish ?”
—T'imon of Athens, iii. 2.

““To say the truth, so Judas kissed his Master,
And cried, ¢ All hail!’ when as he meant all harm.”
—Third Port Henry V1., v. 7.

¢“ Those holy fields
Over whose acres walked those blessed feet
Which, fourteen hundred years ago, were nailed
For our advantage on the bitter cross.”
—PFirst Part Hewry IV., 1. 1.

And now our task is finished. To limn these imperfect etchings
of our immortal bard has been a labour of love, pursued with the
desire to point fresh attention to one whose works so well repay a
close and constant study.

On the twenty-third of April, 1616, at the age of fifty-two, died
the man who accomplished the greatest feat of authorship the
world has ever seen, who has made the proud name of Englishman
an honour among the nations, who still lives in the throbbing
hearts of half the world, and the magic of whose name

“Defies the scythe of Time, the torch of flame.”

Such a genius must live.

¢ Age cannot wither her, nor custom stale
Her infinite variety.”

35
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«The latest generations of men,” says Carlyle, «will find new.
meanings in Shakespeare, new elucidations of their own human
being ; new harmonies with the structure of the universe; con-
eurrences with later ideas, and affinities with the higher powers
and senses of man.” And hence, to borrow Dr. Johnson's pro-
phetic words: «“The streanr of Time, which is continually washing
the dissoluble fabries of other poets, passes without injury by the
adamant of Shakespea.re.”
¢¢ Sir, fare you well;
Here'\fte1 in a better world than this,
I shall desire more love and knowledge of you.”

THE WOLVES.

BY FRANCIS GERRY FAIRFIELD.

THREE gaunt, grnn wolves that hunt for men,
Three gaunt, grim wolves there be:

And one is Hunger, and one is Sin,

And one is Misery.

I sit and think till my heart is sore,

While the wolf or the wind keeps shaking the door,
Or peers at his prey through the window-pane

Till his ravenous eyes burn into my brain.

And I cry to myself, *“If the wolf be Sin,
He shall not come in—he shall not come in;
But if the wolf be Hunger or Woe,

He will come to all men, whether orno!”

For out in the twilight, stern and grim,

A destiny weaves man’s life for him,

As a spider weaves his web for flies;

And the three grim wolves, Sin, Hunger and Woe,
A man must fight them, whether or no,

Though oft in the struggle the fighter dies.

To-night I cry to God for bread,

To-morrow night I shall be dead;

For the fancies are strange and scarcely sane,
That flit like spectres through my brain,

And I dream of the time, long, long ago,
When I knew not Sin, and Hunger, and Woe.

There are three wolves that hunt for men,
And I have met the three,

And one is Hunger, and one is Sin,

And one is Misery;

Three pairs of eyes at the window-pane
Are burned and branded into my brain,
Like signal lights at sea.
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ADELTHAF
A TRUE STORY OF A WOMAN'S LIFE AND WORK.

BY MRS. ELIZABETH M. HOWLAND.

WaEN I was-a little girl I went with my mother into the
country during the summer vacation, and boarded for a few weeks
in a village on the western edge of Maine, within sight and drive
of the White Mountains of New Hampshire. While there I made
the acquaintance of a girl of thirteen, which soon ripened into an
intimacy of the desperate, all-absorbing, school-girl sort, yet one
which lasted twenty years; and it is the story of this girl’s life
and work that I am to tell. .

I tell the story in detail, because the very point of it is that her
work was herself, and the only way to understand her influence
was to become acquainted with her personally. )

At that time Adeltha was a very tall, large gir], rather raw-
boned and awkward, with straight, abundant flaxen hair and not
a single pretty feature. She was young, in perfect health, an
average scholar, but quick, bright, and interested in everything:
that was going on, and distinguished from the other girls by .a
certain light-heartedness, a bubbling over of animal life and
spirits that gave everybody who met her an impression of sunshine
and a fresh breeze.

At sixteen, with the maturity of twenty, this typical Yankee
gir], like hundreds of others, was teaching. She had already
tried her hand in the distriet schools near home, but now she
was at the head of an academy “down east” on the Penobscot,
teaching «French and faney-work and oriental painting,” after
the manner of the smart girls of the last generation. So far her
religious life had consisted in going to church and in learning
her Sunday-school lesson, and although she always «said her
prayers” when she went to bed, I've heard her say that up to
this time she never gave a single minute to thoughts of religion.

My first letter from her was full of her school and ber new
acquaintances. In a week or tivo I had another, in which shesaid
something like this: « 'm thinking of something else ngw. I'm
trying to be a Christian. Something that the minister has said
has set me to thinking.” ' .

That was all she had to say about it. I had grown up in an
old-fashioned church where the few people who were converted
went through a regular order of feeling. First they were
«gerious,” then «under conviction,” then they “indulged a hope”
and remained «serious,” at least for a few months. Mother
shook her head when, her term over, Adeltha visited me on
her way home. Adcltha was no more «serious” than ever. She

* Congregational Sunday-school and Publishing Society, Boston and
Chicago.
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was just as hvelv and n01sy and gay as when she visited me
before. But at mght she talked with me and prayed with me
and said we must try together. Years afterwards she wrote me:
«There never was a smaller mustard-seed of faith and purpose in
anybody’s heart than mine when I began to be a Christian.”

The seed was not only small, but it was of slow growth. Fora
year or two she was just an ordinary church member, a good girl
in the sense that she was not a bad one, and that was all. She
developed physically into almost a beauty. After a slight sick-
ness her flaxen hair grew golden and curly, and her one beauty,
a perfect flush that came and went as she talked, gave her face
the attraction of colour which is at once so charming and so
fleeting.

Now was her time of social triumph. She studied in one or
two different places and taught in others, and everwhere she went
she made friends with her bright, attractive manner and her
warm, sympathetic heart. Men and women found her the best of
company. She had many offers of marriage. In one year I
remember she had dangling at her heels and unwilling to take
“no” for an answer, a gawky back-country lad, a dashmg young
sea-captain, a Congregational minister, and a New York artist
whose name I often see now in the papers; and it was through
the.perplexities and heartaches and disappointments of these and
other love affairs that there came a discipline whiech began to
change the thoughtless girl into the remarkable Christian wo-
man.

The summer of 1860 came. She was anxious to go South to
teach, and through the advice of a summer boarder she advertised
in The National Era, a Washington paper with a large Southern
circulation. The modest advertisement read as follows:

« WANTED.—A position, South for a young lady, as governess.
Address Rev, ——) —— ——

She gave the name of her uncle, the minister in the village.

I was visiting there when the advertisement wassent on. It was
a secret in the family, and as great an event, to be talked over
under our breath, as going to Japan would be now. Every day
Adeltha would go away by herself and pray that God would de-
cide her future for her. Before I left the answers began to come.
Every mail brought them; if I remember rightly there were
fifteen of one sort and another—a fabulous number the summer
boarder said, who had but one answer herself; and choosing
from among these chances, three spunky Yankee girls set off by
October: a friend for Kentucky, her sister for Maryland and
Adeltha for Macon, Georgia.

In December, 1860, South Carolina seceded, and Adeltha’s letters
were full of the matter. She was an arrant Secessionist. «I be-
lieve the South ought to be let alone and secede if it wants to—
only I'll come home,” she wrote. Then suddenly her letters
stopped Sumter fell. Then came the call to arms. Her
sister reached home with difficulty through the blood-stained



Adeltha. 549

strects of Baltimore, and ber brother joined the Northern army.
Spring and sumifier passed without a word from her, when
one September day I received a letter from her, dated New York,
and the next day she was with us, at home again, a changed
woman—the same and yet not the same,

«I've learned to pray,” she said, “though I thought I knew
how before. When the letters from home stopped and I found’
mine did not geét through, it began to dawn upon me that I was
an exile and a prisoner. Then I began to ecry to. God for help.
They treated me like a dear friend. Before the pinch came they
took me to The Springs with them, and I joined with them in all
festivities. But when the battle of Manassas came (first Bull Run),
and the papers reported the Maine regiments as among those which
were all cut up, my heart sunk within me. I knew my brother
would be in the army—perhaps he was dead ; and I just cried out
to God to let me go home.

« But there was no possible way to get home, they told me; all
communieation was cut off. I lost twenty pounds in a few weeks,
till my southern friends said I should die on their hands if they
did not get rid of me. I wouldn’t give up. I kept praying. One
day we met at a dinner party 2 man who had just come through
the lines by way of Fortress Monroe. Here was my chance. If he
could come, I could go. We found a Confederate soldier who was
going that way in a day or two to join his regiment. They paid
me up every cent in gold and packed me off under the soldier’s
care.” ’

And 1 might add that they weighed her down with enough
letters to post when she got North, to have hung her for a traitor
for aught I know. .

She eommitted her way to God and set out on her perilous jour-
ney, and verily her way was prepared for her in the midst of her
enemies. At Fortress Monroe she found people who had been
waiting for weeks, but she was exchanged with only a few hours’
delay. A Union soldier going home on a furlough took her in
charge; friends sprang up out of the ground ; everybody be-
friended her; and here she was safe at home, her brother in the
arnty,-but unharmed, and her simple explanation was: « I aried
unto the Lord and He heard me.”

I have been thus particular, because I wish to emphasize the
fact that a saintly character was made out of what we should
have called unpromising material.

She was now twenty-one years old, but there had been crowded
into the last four years.of her life more experiences and adven-
tures than fall to the lot of most women in a life-time, and the
change that I noticed in her was her wonderful intimacy with
God. It did not seem to be prayer so much as an indwelling. She
would lay down her book and say with the greatest freedom and
simplicity : «1'm going up stairs a little while now. I'm sleepy
if T leave my prayers till night.” Shewould be gone.an hour, and
I would know by the low sound through the closed door that she
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was praying., Once when I was visiting at the farm in the dead
of winter, [ would see her, day after day, dress as if to go out of
doors, take a sleigh-robe and go away by herself in a cold room
for a literal hour of devotion. She carried everything to God i in
prayer, and expected and. received answers. She prayed about
. the smallest matters and talked of her trust in God with a famil-
iarity which was not irreverent only because it was so simple and
unconscious.

Every one who met her began to feel this presence of God. She
spoke of the Saviour as freely as of her brother in the army, with
just the same fond, personal affection. She would ask a girl to
her room to try to help her find God with no more ado than if she
had taken her upstairs to show her a new stitch in crocheting.
If young men made love to her, and they continued to, she
diverted their minds by trying to convert them. They came to
woo, and remained to pray. Some of the most remarkable cases
I ever knew of personal work for souls were among these would-
be lovers, and are not fof me to make public.

It was the next year, I think that she went to teach a private
school in a little village in the Connecticut valley. She wrote me
often, and the accounts of that winter’s work made a great im-
pression on me.

«After I had a school organized,” she wrote me, «I asked the
class in French to remain awhile one night, as they were the
oldest scholars. I told them I wanted to help them to be Chris-
tians this winter as well as to teach them their lessons, and after
talking with them I prayed with them,”

There was no waiting for opportunity, we see; she made hér
opportunity. Very soon some of her scholars were rejoicing in a
new-found hope; then some of the parents were reached ; and
soon a gracious revival was felt in the chureh, springing, as far
as human eye could see, from the work in that little school.

One incident in connection with it lingers in my memory. A
boy or lad, on the debatable ground between boy and man, came
to her to ask her to give him music lessons on the cabinet organ.
He worked by day and must take his lesson in the evening ; must
call for his teacher and take her to his organ and walk back with
her. «I couldn’t think of it for a minute,” she said. «I was tired
with my day’s work, and to give up two evenings and take those
two walks in all weathers, with that boy and for almost no pay,
too, for he was poor, why ! the absurdity of it! But after praying
about it, I felt I must do it; so asking God to accept the work as
done for Him, I agreed to give the lessons.

«So, as we were plodding along the road in the dark, I asked
the young fellow if he was a Christian. He wasn’t disposed to
talk much, but I talked to him and told him what God expected
of him and that I should pray for him. The next time he came
for me, as soon as we were out of the house, he told me that he
had given his heart to God.” He told her, too, that after he left
her at her door that night he met some of the boys and told them
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as a joke that his music teacher was going to convert him, and
they had a good laugh together over it and made fun of it all.
But after he left them it came over him what a wicked thing he
had done, and he was so distressed that he went into a barn by
the roadside and fell down on his knees before God, asked His
forgiveness and promised to take heed to the friendly warning.
She wrote me: «This young man had a good mother who was
praying for him, and if I hadn’t spoken, God would have taken
some other way to answer her prayers. But because I was willing
to speak to him and pray for him, God let me have the privilege
of leading him to his Saviour.” ‘

Spending the winter in this same village there was a young
married woman from Brooklyn, with a family of little children.
Her husband had connections in the place, and as he was making
some change in his business he had put his family there for the
season while he was away. It so happened that Mrs. B, engrossed
in family cares, and Adeltha busy in her school, did not meet for
months. In so small a village this may seem incredible, but is
perhaps explained by the fact that Mrs. B, who was thoroughly
irveligious and took no part in Church affairs, had conceived a dis-
like for the very name of the school-teacher, who, she was sure,
was so extra good and pious that she, for her part, did not want
to meet her.

Now one morning, it was a Saturday or some holiday, Adeltha
felt very much drawn to God in prayer for a particular request,
which was that God would take that day’s work in charge; that
whatever she was led to do might be owned and blessed by Him ;
and, her prayer over, she dressed to go out on a distant errand.
It was a perfect day, the sky clear, the air like wine. After a few
minutes’ walk, a young lady friend overtook her in a sleigh and
invited her to get in for a ride, saying—

«This is my cousin, Mrs. B, and we're going to Springfield on
a lark”

Without a minute’s hesitation Adeltha jumped in, and off the
three young women went; and from my knowledge of two of
them I have no doubt they were as noisy and undignified and
jolly as three school-girls would have been. They dined at the
Massasoit, and bumped home on nearly bare ground but in great
spirits.

pIn the quiet of her room, however, 'Deltha thought of her
morning prayer.

«] thought it all over,” she told me, “and I couldn’t remember
that I'd talked about anybody or said anything I ought not to,
only T'd been full of fun. I just couldn’t help it, it was so nice
being out driving on such a day and we were all happy. So I
asked God to forgive what had been wrong, and I was so tired I
went straight to ted.”

But God had owned the day whose laughter was consecrated to
Him. Mrs. B. followed up the new acquaintance, and in a very
short time came out a decided Christian. She told Adeltha:

«When Cousin Abby and I saw you on the road that morning,
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and she said: ¢Let's ask her to go with us,’ I demurred. I didn's
want you, for T was sure a woman so pious as you were said to be
would also be pokey. But when I heard you laugh and joke and
enter into our good times all day, I said to myself: ‘If a woman
ean be so pleasant and so nice, and a Christian too, I should like
to be one.’” .

Mrs. B. clung to her new-found friend, made her leave her
boarding-place and come to live with her, saying:

“Don’t pay any board. I'll pay you for coming, if necessary.”

Her husband came home, was astonished at the change in his
wife, and with the help of this new-found friend, began a Chris-
tian life too. I met them at Adeltha’s wedding a year or two
afterward. They were then both members of Dr. C.’s church, and
the husband had a large class of boys in the Sunday-school and
was quite a prominent member of the chureh.

It was during this year which she spent in Brooklyn and with’
another friend near New York City that her lungs began to
trouble her. She lost lger freshness and roundness; had to be
eareful in bad weather, and without being at all sick, made the
discovery that her time of bounding physical vigour was past.

She had always been very muech interested in foreign missions,
and had she lived twenty years later there is no doubt she would
have gone abroad; but single women did not go much till after
the war was over. She hailed the opportunity offered by the
American Missionary Association, and went South among its
earlier teachers in the spirit of a foreign missionary.

She was now twenty-four years old. The year was one of
great hardship, privation, and unceasing toil for herself and
sister, who went with her. They sailed in a vessel which proved
unseaworthy, and narrowly escaped shipwreck. They were sent
to Hilton Head Island, opposite Port Royal, at the southern
extremity of South Carolina, and laboured among the cotton-
hands of the plantations there and among the refugees driven
in there by Sherman’s March to the Sea. The able-bodied blacks
were taken as soldiers; the old and infirm, the women and
ehildren were sent to such stations and huddled together like
sheep. The teachers’ quarters were in a deserted house built ina
southern fashion—set up on posts above the ground. At one time
sixty negroes lived, ate, and slept in this open space under the
house, and the smallpox broke out among them! Every night
the teachers lay down, feeling that only God’s mercy kept them
from dying of pestilence or being burned alive before morning.

The average attendance of their school, which was held in this
house with their own chamber for one of the recitation rooms, was
one hundred and seventy, in ages varying from four to twenty-
five, and to accommodate them at all one half came from eight to
twelve in the forenoon and the other half from one to five in the
afternoon. It was not a time for reaping a harvest, or sowing
seed even, but only of preparing the ground, and after eight
hours’ work in the school, these girls spent their evenings in
visiting the sick, clothing the naked, holding sewing schools for
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the mothers, holding or attending three prayer-meetings a week,
and at night lay down, wearily, in rooms where the dirty, ragged
scholars had been all day, waked to see great rats looking at
them through holes in the plastering, and got up night after night
to drench their beds with kerosene oil that they might not be
devoured by the bedbugs and vermin that swarmed from every
crack. This was the romance of missionary life in those days.

Stationed on the island there was a coloured regiment, officered
by white men, and as the teachers in this house were the only
other white people in the place, the gentlemen naturally called
over pretty often. Her sister writes me: .

«Of course, if they came, in school hours we took them into the
school-room. We often asked our callers to hear classes, we had
so many children and our time was so full.

«I remember one officer who had been sick, and who often
came over during his convalescence. ’Dellie would always turn
the conversation to religious subjects and often tohis own personals
interest in the watter. If he came during school hours she
always had something which she had saved for him to read—a
religious poem or a passage from the Bible marked for him to
think about while we were busy. When the lesson was over she
would naturally talk with him about the passage. This was the
way she did with every one who came to see us, and although so
few of them were religious men, they all seemed to enjoy it; at
any rate they didn’t stay away because of it. We could not let
these calls interfere with our regular work, for there was too
much to do; but I always felt that, with 'Dellie at least, they
were so many additional opportunities to work for the Master. [
think they all loved and respected her for it, and felt that religion
with her was a daily walking with Christ.”

She completed the school year, the war ended that spring, and
the next September she was married from her father's house to
the colonel of this regiment. He was a New York man, in’
thorough Christian sympathy with herself, and they went to
‘W—, Pennsylvania, to live.

Eight or nine years of bustling activity, of school teaching and
travel, of missionary work, care, responsibility, association, and
influence with large numbers, and now Adeltha found herself a
bride almost in solitude. ‘

W—— was then a thriving town on a branch of the Busque-
hanna, the centre of the lumber trade of the region; but We—
proper was more than two miles away from the lenely bride. She
was keeping house on a by-road in a sparsely settled suburb up
the river. The farms of the stolid Dutch farmers stretched off
into the country. Nearer the river were hastily built boarding-
houses for the workmen who were putting up an enormous saw-
mill for a New York man. )

Very happily married to a man thoroughly .congenial and in
full sympathy with her religiously, those first winter months were
yet some of the most trying ones of her life. There she was with
hardly an acquaintance, her husband away at the mill all day,
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no séciety, no Sunday-school, no literary club, no sewing society
even, no church—nothing to do. If it had not been that the
river gave them two freshets that season and flooded them out of
the house twice, compelling them to dry off and then go back and
begin housekeeping again, I don’t know what would have become
of her! There was no village here, remember, no post-office.
There was a stone church nearly a mile away, out of repair and
unused except on a Sabbath morning, when an old-school Presby-
terian minister would appear from some unknown quarter and
preach to the few people who remembered the appointment; then
he would go off and in two weeks come again in the afternoon,
preach, and ride away. Farther on there was a Methodist
church, with a still more sporadic ministration.

Neither the colonel nor his bride were people to endure such a
state of things long without an effort to better it. The colonel.
started out one of his very first Sundays with pietures, cards, and
papers, and walking up and down the roads he asked everybody
he met to come next Sunday to an unfinished part of the mill and
sing. In the utter dearth of anything else to do quite & number
gathered, and before the sleepy old elders woke up, the “new
man ” and his wife had a Sunday-school well in hand.

The place grew rapidly. The saw-mill that year was the
largest in the world. Cottages were built for the operatives, and
the new village straggled all the way from the river to the
church. This church was repaired and a parsonage built for the
resident minister. Such settlements always take on the impress
of the first comer, and the colonel and his wife put their mark
here. The second winter they began to see the fruit of their
labours. A great revival spread through the community, and it
seemed to follow in their footsteps.

There were Christian people on these scattered farms when my
friends went there, but they knew nothing about church work.
When I visited them a year or two later, there was a church of
one hundred and twenty members. It was Adeltha who held the
prayer-meeting at her house, who talked with inquirers—not
with girls and women only, but with boys and men, young and
old. It was she who followed up a woman of doubtful character
and gave her no vest till she cut loose from her old ways and
started life again as a Christian woman. Taking a walk one day.
she saw a working-man following her. She had seen him at the
meetings, but did not know his name even. He overtook her
and began to talk. He was in great distress of mind and wanted
to be a Christian, and Adeltha stood aghast as the man poured
into her ears a confession of a crime, a state-prison offence, that
under 'the pressure of God's Spirit he could keep no longer to
himself. - In all that village, this pretty young woman, an utter
stranger, was the only one who impelled the confession.

Nor were her personal efforts confined to outsiders. She had
living with her at this time a young German girl, taken in pity
from her drunken parents, and a coloured boy,an army waif that
her husband had brought from the south, both- as ignorant as
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Hottentots. Under her care and teaching both were hopefully
converted. Lizzie joined the church and turned out well. The
colour-prejudice was very strong, and poor Billy was not allowed
to join the church or attend the village school. My friends gave
him a home and he walked to town every day to study at a
coloured school, while he attended meetings and worshipped
humbly with people who looked more closely at the colour of his
skin than at the change in his character. Billy now is the Rev.
William , of Virginia.

I remember another incident that may be mentioned here.
Her father was not a church member though a very excellent
man, read his Bible, and brought up his children religiously.
Adeltha never doubted his acceptance with God, but thought he
lived below his privileges. I myself remember seeing her twice
get out of bed, put on a loose dress and slippers, and go down-
stairs to her father’s bedside and pray with him, while I upstairs
could hear her tearful, trembling voice as she pleaded with God
for her father. Can any young woman think of a harder thing
to do than that? She did not live to see it; but the time came
when her father, nearly eighty years old, publicly and joyfully
took upon himself the Christian vows and confessed that for the
first time in his life he «“enjoyed his religion.”

Let no one imagine her as a solemn or «goody ” woman. She
was the life of every company. She would play the piano or
sing, start games among the young folks, talk of recipes and pat-
terns to the mothers, and lend books to the young men, and give
the impression to every one of them that her heart was overflow-
ing with love to God.

«T always put on my prettiest clothes when I try to doanybody
any good,” she would say, “and tie up my curls with a fresh
ribbon. Those dreadful black caps that good old Aunt Newton
wears are enough to keep any young person atleast from wanting
to be a Christian.”

But the beautiful life was nearly over. Itonly remained to
tell how this unselfish spirit, full of work for others, was prepared
by it to meet death herself. There came after these years of
failing strength a sudden hemorrhage, a persistent cough, and,
in anxiety, she took her children and came to her father's home
in Maine for the summer. She was wonderfully better, and went
with her sister and myself to Salem to attend the American
Board meetings in October. We went to Boston for her to consult
Dr. Cullis, with whom she was acquainted. I myself everheard
this conversation as, after a private interview, he came to the
door with her: .

«If people ask ine if I have consumption, Doetor, what shall I
tell them?”.

«What do you want to tell them ?” he answered gravely.

«I want to tell them the truth,” she said, in the old piquant,
half-saucy way.

«Then you must tell them that you have,” he returned.

«But my mother has coughed thirty years; why can’t 1?7
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«You won't cough three,” he said, very slowly.

-She bade ‘him good-bye calmly, and we went home without a
reference to the doctor’s verdict. .

At first she was unwilling to die, as you or I would have been.
What, die! she, a young woman of thirty-one, with a pleasant
home, a doting husband, ‘two little children? So much to do, so
much to enjoy! It could not be! It should not be!

Contrary to her usual custom, she did not talk much about it to
any of us. But by the time the winter was over she had settled
the whole matter between herself and God.

« The hardest thing,” she told me, « was to be willing to leave
my little boys. First I got willing to leave them with God, and
to trust that they would be as sate without me as with me. But
to think that my little fellows that I loved so much would miss
me only a few weeks—would never in all their lives think or care
for me as anything more than a tender tradition—that was the
hardest wrench of all.”

She came again the, next summer, as bright and cheerful as
ever, as full of life, walkmg some, riding a good deal; if it
hadn’t been for the dreadful cough we might have teen deceived.
She was not. «I think I may hold out another year, I am so
tough, but I want to be sure to have all my sewing done for the
children, because I may not live through the winter, you know.”

But she came again the next summer, evidently failing, but still
so happy, so natural and unconcerned that we were fairly
staggered. I find among my papers a letter written just before
she came. She was writing of some very unfavourable symptoms
that had developed, showing, as her doctor told her, that her
disease had taken hold of other parts of her body as well as her
lungs, and she goes on to write:

«1 wish I could tell you how little any of these changes of body
affect my mind. It seems to me, as regards my own present or,
future, my heart rests in eternal peace. I am not indifferent to
life; life never looked to me so precious, but if the Lord Jesus
wants me to die in the coming months I feel in every fibre of my
being that that will be the highest good for me, and that He will
make it work for good to all the dear ones I shall leave behind.”
And then follows an inquiry about the price of a black silk dress,
for, as she said, «I have lived so much longer than I thought I
should, I've worn out all my clothes.” Black silk dresses are
seldom discussed in such a spirit! And when she showed me the
new dress that summer, she said simply, «I shan’t want it after
this year, and I've had the skirt made long and I've put by
enough for a new waist, so that sister Carrie can have a nice dress
out of'it.”

From another letter I copy this:

«I have read and prayed much about the higher Christian life
this winter, and I have surely entered into that life in spots (1
don’t know how else to express it). As I wrote before, as far as
death is concerned, I have entered into rest. I never think of it
without a thrill of triumph, and hundreds of times this winter I
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have felt these victorious words, O death, where is thy sting! O
© grave, where is thy victory? Thanks be to God which giveth
us the vietory through our Lord Jesus Christ.” I have trusted the
whole thing to Christ, and I can’t feel that death will be anything
to me but meeting Him face to face whom having not seen I love.
When I hear ministers in their sermons speak of the ¢cold waters
of the Jordan of death,’ or the ¢darkness of the grave,’ I smile, for
I feel in my heart that there is no coldness or darkness, no
shadow even before me; it is all sunshine. Now I have no doubt
there is some ¢ temperament’ in this, but there is more grace. For
two years ago it seemed very sad to me to think of dying before
I got to be an old woman, and to die young seemed like a cutting
off, a blasting, and now I think it must be a new birth into a
fuller life. When I realize that through this vietory that God
has given me, I am so much happier in view of an early death
than the majority of Christians, I feel that I want the same over-
coming faith in regard to everything in life. I can’tsay yetthat
I have no burden about my boys, but I expect to say it. There is
much written about the higher life and perfection that is very
confusing'; but I mean the life that Jesus meant when Hesaid, «If
ye abide in Me,’ and what Paul meant when he said, ¢ Christ liveth
in me.”

She literally set her house in order, told us all what we were:.to
have as keepsakes—mind you, this was not when she was on her
dying-bed, but well enough to visit, to go to church occasionally,
and to ride about. «This is my last visit home, and I want to
make the most of it. I am sure I shall be in a better home by
another summer,” she would say, as simply and with no more
emotion than if she was getting ready to move into another street;
so simply that she fairly compelled us to receive such statements
without a .word of dissent or a tear. She wrote to all her friends,
and made sure that the unconverted ones had at least a message.
She talked with us of the journey to a better land she was soon to
take, and she certainly gave me the impression that she dreaded
death less than getting to New York alone with her children.

She left Maine early in the fall, and failed rapidly after her
return to Pennsylvania. Her last letter to me was written in
November, and while the most of it is like a glimpse of heaven,
in one or two expressions the old human way of looking at things
shows itself, as in this: .

« All my friends, children of God, are praying for me, that I
may get well. Sometimes I feel afraid God may be over-
persuaded. This sounds strange, but when I pray about it I
can’t help saying, ‘Dear Lord, don’t mind their desires if Thou
wouldst rather I should come to heaven now.’”

In another place she says: «I wish it was as easy to live near
to God in health as in sickness.”

In two months of exceeding suffering that followed, her
husband wrote me: «She lives constanty in the presence of Jesus,
and she says no one can tell how real everything about heaven
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has become. And her cheerfulness and thoughtful care of every-

body but herself dries all tears from the eyes of her friends.”

She .chose a spot in the cemetery for her body to be laid—a
breezy, sunny slope, where Howard and Harry, her little boys,
might come and play and not feel gloomy.

Her father and mother.were with her at the last. She kept her
bed but six or eight days, and was released from pain and
entered into her Saviour’s presence in January.

Iremember the day the telegram came which announced that
'Dellie had gone home. Her sister and I sat and talked together
of her. We could not weep; there was nothing to weep for. «I
- feel asif she was nearer now than when she was alive,” her sister
said. And when her parents returned the next week, and told us
of her last hours, if we shed tears, they were those of rejoicing.
She had made heaven so real that we could not mourn. Thele
was nothing to mourn for.

There are two or three very obvious lessons from such a life as
this:

I Fruitfulness of a Short life. We expect to sce aged saints,
but'hardly look for them among young married women. Her
work was mainly done between eighteen and thirty. She died
at thirty-three, and yet scores will arise to call her blessed.

II. A woman who is really in earnest about serving God will
find opportunities wherever she is placed, and in the midst of her
commonest activities.

III. The secret of her power over others was God’s power over
her. The Bible and prayer were her never-failing fountain of
grace. A tremendously energetic woman, a real “Yankee
driver;” never idle for a minute, yet in the busiest days she
nelther omitted nor cut short her time of communion with God.
It was not only her source of strength, but her vemedy for
perplexity. One winter she had a family of ten—an invalid
mother-in-law; a raw girl in the kitchen; Billy, the black boy;
a disagreeable and uncongenial relative, and the school-teacher,
to board. «It takes a great deal of grace to live this winter,” she
said. “When Sarah aggravates me to death, I just shut my
mouth ard go up stairs and pray.”

IV. Religion does not change the temperament, but uses it to
make dlﬁ‘erent types of Christlans. If she had tried to be any-
thing but herself, what a miserable failure she would have been.
The gay, light-hearted, volatile girl, fond of pretty clothes, of a
good time, when God had taken hold of her in every part of her
nature, became the buoyant, courageous, sympathetic, charming
‘Christian, that won the hearts with a word and held them with a
smile.

V. Small beginnings of Christian purpose are to be encouraged,
not despised. If it is truly a heavenly seed with life within
itself, God will take care that it grows. He will send just such
cirecumstances and such discipline as will water its roots and
nourish its' branches. He will decide, too, what kind of fruit it
shall bear.
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» A JUNE BIRD-SONG.
BY REV. R. WALTER WRIGHT.

I~ the break of a blossomy morning
Of the ever-glorious June,

I languid lay and listened
To the wild-birds’ varied tune.

The lark with his high-keyed treble,
The robin’s tenor strong,

The canary’s wonted rapture,
Were mingled in the song.

But my ear caught a note in a minor,
So rich, so appealing, so calm,

It came to my heart like a vision,
It fell on its wounds like balm.

As one of the long-lost voices,
As my mother’s used to be,
It soothed my fret and worry,
Tt spoke to the child in me.

It called to a soul that was simple,
Trustful, unselfish, and free,

It appealed to my higher nature,
It spoke to the God in me.

1 had risen with the lark of ambition,
On passion and beauty had smiled,

Forgot that the heirs of the kingdom
Have the spirit of a child.

O bird of noble contentment !
Whatever thy name may be,
A voice in the wilderness erying,

A herald of Christ to me.

There are voices sounding from heaven
Across Time’s white-capped swell,
They say with thai bird of the morning,
My child, it is well, it is well.”
ANCASTER, Ont.



( 560 ) -

~

' " ONE WRONG STEE.
i AN ORKNEY STORY. : v,

BY MRS. 'AMELIA E. BARR.

I )

AFTER the tragic death of Peter Fae, the bailies who had heard
his deposition immediately repaired to the cottage of John Sabay
whom the dying man had accused of stabbing him. "It was
Saturday night, and no warrant could now be got, but the mur-
derer must be secured. No two men bent on such an errand ever
found it more. difficult to execute. The little family had sat later
than usual. John had always news they were eager to hear—of
tourists and strangers he had seen in Wick, or of the-people the
steamer had brought to Kirkwall.

He was partleularlv cBeerful this evening ; his interview with
Margaret had beén hopeful and pleasant, and Christine had given
the houseplace and the humble supper-table quite a festival look.
They had sat so Tong over the meal that when the bailies entered
John was only then reading the regular portion for the evening'
excercise. All were a little amazed-at the visi$, but no one thought
for a moment of interrupting the Seripture; and the two meén sat
down and listened attentively, while John_ finished the chapter.

Bailie Tulloch then rose and went towards the dame. He was
a far-off cousin of the Sabays, and, though not on the best of terms
with them, his relationship with them was considered to impose
the duty parncularlv on him.

« Gude-e’en, if thou comes on a gude errand, » said old Dame
Alison, suspiciously ; « but that’s no thy custom, bailie.”

« I came, dame, to ask John anen: Peter Fae.” :

The dame laughed pleasantly. «If thou had asked him anent
Margaret Fac, he could tell thee-more about it.”

«This is nae laughing matter, dame. Peter Fae has been mur-
dered—yes, murdered! An’ he said, ere he died, that John Sabay
did the deed.”

«Then Peter ¥ae died wi’ a lie on his nps—-tell them that,
John," and the old woman’s face was almost majestic in its defi-
ance and anger. .

« I hae not seen Peter Fae for'a week,” said Jobn. #God knows
that, bailie. I wad be the vera last man to hurt & hair o’ his
gray head ; why, he is Margaret’s father!”

« Still, John, though we hae nae warrant to hold thee, we are
beho]den to do sae; an’ thou maun come Wi’ us,” said. Bailic
Inkster. -

“« Wrang has nae warrant at ony ‘‘me, an’ ye will no touch my
lad,” said Aljson, rising and st'mdlr bzfore her son.”

«Come, dame, kesp a still tongue.



L]

I

|l

@ My t;ongue s no-under thy belt, Tulloch ; but it’s weel kenned. "

that since thou wranged us thou ne'er liked us.”
« Mother, mother, dinna fash theesel. Tt naught; at a’ but a
mistake; an’ I'll gae wi’ Baxhe Inkster; if he's feared’ to tak my

:w01d ?

«] could tak thy word: fain enough, John—— !

«But -the thing isna p0551b1e, Inkster. Resides, if lie were

missing Monday morn, I, being i’ some sort & relation, wad be
under suspicion 0’ helping him awa.”

« Naebody wad e’er suspect thee 0'a helping or merclfu deéed,
Tulloch. Indeed, na!”

«Tak care,-dame; thou art admitting it would be s mercifu’
deed: I heard Peter Fae say that John Sabay stabbed him, an’

. Ragon Toriv and Hacon Flett saw John, -as T understan’ the

matter.”
«Mother,” said John," “do thou talk to nane but God. ‘Thou

wilt hae to lead the ‘prayer théesel” to~mght dinng forget ine.

P’'m 4s innocent o’ this mafter as’ Christine i5; mak up thy mind
on that.”

«God go wi thee, John. A’the men i’ Orkney can do nae mair

than they may against thee.”
«]t's'an unco grief and shame to me,” szud Tulloch, «“but the

Sabays hae aye beén a thorn i’ the flesh to mie, an” John's thé.

last.0’ them, the last ¢! them!”
“«Thou art makin' thy count without Providence, Tulloch.

There’s mair Sabays:-than Tullochs; for there’s Ane for them that.
counts far béyont-an’ above.a’ that can be against ‘them. Now,’

thou step aff:my honest hearthstane—there is mair room for thee
without than within.”

‘Then John held his mother’s and sister’s hands a ;noment;, and
there was such virfue in the clasp; and such light and trust in
their faces, that it was 1mp0551ble for him not to ¢ateh ~hope from
thém. Suddenly Bailie Tulloch ‘noticed that Johm 'was in his
Sabbath-day clothes. In.itself this was not remarkable .ok 4
Saturday night. Most of the people kept this evening asa kind
of preparation for the Holy Day, and the best elothing and ¢he

festival meal ere very ‘general. But just ‘then lt struck the. .

bailies as worth inquiring about.

« Where are thy, ‘warking-claes, John—the umform, 1 mean, o'
that steamship- oompany thou sails for—gnd why hast na them on
thee?”

«T.had a visit to; mak an’ I pub on. my bestto-mak it in. The.
ithers are i’ my Toom.”

«(zet them; Christine.” :

Christine retuyned in a few minutes pale-fax:ed and empt,y~
hended. ¢ Tuey are. Hot there, J: ohn, nor yet i thy kist”

«Y. thcu,,hs 3ae.” -

f‘I‘heI: Sod Lelp e, sister! I know not where they are.”

Ever 8.1)119, Tajester Iooked doubtful and troubled .at this ¢ir-.

curastaice. Silence, coid and suspmcus, tell Tpon. them, -and poor'
S L

One “Wrong Step. - 561



562 The Methodist Magazine. ‘
~

John went away half-bereft of all the comfort his mother's trust

and Christine’s look had given him.

The next day being Sabbath, no one felt at liberty to discuss
the subject; but as the,little groups passed onc another on their
way to church, theii solemmn looks and their doleful shakes of the
head testified to its presence in their thoughts. The dominie, in-
deed, knowing how nearly impossible it would be for them not to
think their own thoughts this Lord’s day, deemed it best to guide
those thoughts to charity. He begged every one to be kind to all
in deep affliction; and to think no evil until it was positively
knowu who the guilty person was.

Indeed, in spite of the almost overwhelming evidence against
John Sabay, there was a strong disposition to believe him inno-
cent. «If ye Dbelieve a' ye hear, ye may eat a’ ye see,” said
Geordie Sweyn. “Maybe John Sabay killed old Peter Fae, but
every maybe has a may-not-be.” And to this remark there were
more nods of approval than shalkes of dissent.

But affairs, even with this gleam of light, were dark enough to
the sorrowful family. John's wages had stopped, and the w mtel
fuel was not yvet all eut. A lawyer had to be procured, and they
must mortgage their little cottage to do it; and although ten days
had passed, Margaret Fae had not shown, either by word or deed,
what was her opinion regarding John’s guilt or innocence.

But Margaret, as before said, was naturally slow in all her
movementa, so slow that even Scotch caution had ‘begun to call
her cruel or careless. But this was a great injustice. She had
weighed carefully in her own mind everything against Johm,
and put beside it his own letter to her and her intimate know-
ledge of his character, and then solemnly sat down in God's pres-

. ence to take such counsel as He should put into her heart. After

many prayerful, waiting days, she reached a conclusion which was
satisfactory to herself; and she then put away from her everv
doubt of John's innocence, and resolved on the course to be pursued.

In the first place, she would nced money to clear the guiltless
and to seek the guilty, aud she resolved to continue her father’s
business. She had assisted him so long in his accounts, that his
methods were quite familiar to her; all she needed was some one
to handle the rough goods, and stand between her and the rude
sailors with whom the business was mainly conducted.

‘Who was this to be? Ragon Torr? She was sure Ragon would
have been her father’s choice. He had taken all charge of the
funeral, and had since hung round the house, ready at any mo-
ment to do her service. . But Ragon would téstify against John
Sabay, and she had besides an unaccountable antipathy to his
having any nearer relation with her. «I'll ask Geordie Sweyn,”
she said, after a long consultation with her own slow but sure
reasoning powers; “he’ll keep the skippers an’ farmers i’ awe o’
him; an’ he’s just as l.onest as any ither man.”

So Geordie was sent for, and the proposal made and accepted.
«Thou wilt surely be true to me, Geordie ?” .



One Wrong Step. . 563

“As true as death, Miss Margaret;” and when he gave her his
-, great brawny hand on it, she knew her affairs in that direction
were safe. ' .

Next morning the shop was opened as usual, and Geordie Sweyn
stood in Peter Fae’s place. The arrangement had been finally
made so rapidly that it had taken all Stromness by surprise. But
no one said anything against it; many believed it to be wisely
done, and those who did not, hardly cared to express dissatisfac-
tion with a2 man whose personal prowess and ready hand were so
well known. . .

The same day Christine received a very sisterly letter from
Margaret, begging her to come and talk matters over with her.
There were such obvious reasons why Margaret could not go to
Christine, that the latter readily complied with the request; and
such was the influence that this calm, cool, earnest girl had over
the elder woman, that she not only prevailed upon her to accept
money to fee the lawyer in John’s defence, but also whatever was
necessary for their comfort during the approaching winter.
Thus Christine and Margaret mutually strengthered each other,
and both cottage and prison were always the better for every
meeting.

But soon the summer passed away,and the storms and snows of
winter swept over the lonely island. There would be no court
until December to try John, and his imprisonment in Xirkwall
Jjeil grew every day more dreary. But no storms kept Christine
long away from him. Over almost impassable roads and mosses
she made her way on the little ponies of the country, which had
to perform a constant steeple-chase over the bogs and chasms.

All things may be borne when they are sure; and every one
who loved John was glad when at last he could have a fair hear-
ing. Nothing however was in his favour. The bailies and the
murdered man’s servants, even the dominie and his daughter
could tell but one tale. «“Peter Fae had declared with his last
" breath that John Sabay had stabbed him. The prosecution also
brought forward strong evidence to show that very bitter words
had passed, a few days before the murder, between the prisoner
and the murdered man.

In the sifting of this evidence other points were brought out,
still more convincing. Hacon Flett said that he was walking to
Stromness by the beach to meet her sweetheart, when he heard
the cry of murder, and in the gloaming light saw John Sabay
distinetly running across the moor. When asked how he knew
certainly that it was John, he said that he knew him by his pecu.
liar dress, its bright buttons, and the glimmer of gold braid on
his cap. He said also, in a very decided manner, that John Sabay
passed Ragon Torr so closely that he supposed they had spoken.

Then Ragon being put upon his oath, and asked solemnly to
declare who was the man that had thus passed him, tremblingly
answered,

“«John Sabay!”
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John gave him such a look as might well haunt a guilty soul
through all eterhity; and old Dame Alison, roused by a sense of
intolerable wrong, cried out,

“« Know this, there’s a.day coming that will show the black
heart; but traitors’ words ne'er yet hurt the honest cause.”

“Peace, woman!” said an offiter, of the court, not unkindly.

« Weel, then, God-speak for me! an’ my thoughts are free; if I
daurna say, I may think.”

In defence Margaret Fae swore that she had been with John on
Brogar Bridge until nearly time to meet her father, and that
John then wore a black broadeloth suit and a high hat; further-
more, that she believed it utterly impossble for him to have gone
home, changed his clothes, and then reached the scene of the
murder at the time Hacon Flett and Ragon Torr swore to his
appearance there.

But watches were very uncommon then ; no one of the witnesses
had any very distinct idea of the time; some of them varied as
much as an hour in their est;lmate It was also suggested by the
prosecution that John probably had the other suit secreted near the
seat of the murder. Certain it was that he had not been able
either to produce it or to account for its mysterious disappearance.

The probability of Sandy Beg being the murderer was then
advanced ; but Sandy was known to have sailed in a whaling
vessel before the murder, and no one had seen him in Stromness
since his departure for Wick after his dismissal from Peter Fae's
service.

Noone? Yes, some one had seen him. That fatal night, as
Ragon Torr was crossing the moor to Peter Fae's house—he hav-
ing some news of a very particular vessel to give—he heard the
cry of «Murder,” and he heard Hacon Flett call out, «I know
thee, John Sabay. Thou hast stabbed my master!” and he
instantly put himself in the way of the flying man. Then he knew
at once that it was Sandy Beg in John Sabay's clothes. The two
men looked a moment in each other’s face, and Sandy saw in
Ragon’s something that made him say,

«You'll pat Sandy safe ta-night, an’ that will make you shure
o' ta lass you're seeking for.”

There was no time for parley; Ragon’s evil nature was
strongest, and he answered, «There is a cellar below my house,
thou knows it weel.” :

Indeed, most of the houses in Stromness had underground
passages, and places of concealment used for smuggling purposes,
and Ragon’s lonely house was a favourite rendezvous. The vessel
whose arrival he had been going to inform Peter of was a craft
not likely to come into Stromness with all her cargo.

Towards morning Ragon had managed to see Sandy and send
him out to- her with such a message as insured her rapid disap-
pearance. Sandy had also with him a sum of money which he
promised to use in transporting himself at once to India, where
he had a cousin in the forty-sccond Highland regiment.
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Ragon had not at first intended to positively swear away his
friend's life; he had been driven to it, not only by Margaret's
growing antipathy to him and her decided interest in John's case
and family, but also by that mysterious power of events which
enable the devil to forge the whole chain that binds a man when
the first link is given him. But the word once said, he adhered
positively .to it, and even asserted it with quite unnecessary
vehemence and persistence.

After such testimony there was but one verdict possible. John
Sabay was declared guilty of murder, and sentenced to death.
But there was still the same strange and unreasonable belief in
his innocence, and the judge, with a peculiar stretch of clemency,
ordered the sentence to be suspended until l.e could recommend
the prisoner to his majesty’s merey.

A remarkable change now came over Dame Alison. Her anger,
her sense of wrong, her impatience, were over. She had come
now to where she could do nothing else but trust implicitly in
God; and her mind, being thus stayed, was kept in a strange
exultant kind of perfect peace. Lost confidence? Not a bit of it!
Both Christine and her mother had reached a point where they
knew

¢“That right is right, since God is God,
And righs the day must win ;
To doubt would be disloyalty,
To falter would be sin.”
3

Slowly the weary winter passed away. And just as spring was
opening there began to be talk of Ragon Torr's going away.
Margaret continued to refuse his addresses with a scorn he found
it ill to bear; and he noticed that many of his old acquaintances
dropped away from him. There is a distinct atmosphere about
every man, and the atmosphere about Ragon people began to
avoid. No one could have given a very clear reason for doing
so; one man did not ask another why; but the fact needed no
reasoning, it was there.

One day, when Paul Calder was making up his spring cargoes,
Ragon asked for a boat, and being a skilful sailor, he was accepted.
But no sooner was the thing known, than Paul had to seek another
crew.

« What was the matter?” . .

« Nothing; they did not care tosail with Ragon Torr, that was
all.”

This circumstance annoyed Ragon very much. He went home
quite determined to leave Stromness at once and for ever. Indeed
he had been longing to do so for many weeks, but had stayed
partly out of bravado, and partly because there were few oppor-
tunities of getting away during the winter.

He went home and shut himself in his own room, and began to
count his hoarded gold. While thus employed, there was a stir
or movement under his feet which he quite understood. Some
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one in the secret cellar, and was coming up. He turned hastily
round, and there was Sandy Beg.

“«Thou scoundrel!” and he fairly gnashed his teeth at the
intruder, «what dost thou want here?”

«I want money an’ help.”

Badly enough Sandy wanted both; and a dreadful story he
told. He had indeed engaged himself at Wick for a whaling
voyage, but at the last moment had changed his mind and
deserted. For somewhere among the wilds of Rhiconich, in
Sutherland, he had a mother, a wild, superstitious, half-heathen
Highland woman, and he wanted to see her. Coming back to the
coast, after his visit, he had stopped a night at a little wayside
inn, and hearing some drovers talking of their gold in Gallic, a
language which he well understood, he had followed them into
the wild pass of Gualon, and there shot them from behind a rock.
For this murder he had been tracked, and was now so closely
pursued that he had bribed with all the gold he had a passing
fishing-smack to drop himlat Stromness during the nighs.

«I'll gae awa now ta some ither place; ’tect I will! An’I'm
. hungry—an’ unco dry;” all of which Sandy emphasized by a
desperate and very evil look.

The man was not to be trifled with, and Ragon knew that he
was in his power. If Sandy was taken he would confess all, and
Ragon knew well that in such ease transportation for life and
hard labour would be his lot. Other considerations pressed him
heavily—the shame, the loss, the scorn of Margaret, the triumph
of all his ill-wishers. No, he had gone too far to retreat.

He fed the villain, gave him a suit of his own clothes, and £50,
and saw him put off to sea. Sandy promised to keep well out in
the bay, until some vessel going north to Zetland or Iceland, or
some Dutch skipper bound for Amsterdam, took him up. All the
next day Ragon was in misery, but nightfall came and he heard
nothing of Sandy, though several craft had come into port. If
another day got over he would feel safe; but he told himself that
he was in a gradually narrowing circle, and that the sooner
he leaped outside of it the better.

‘When he reached home the old couple who hung about the place,
and who bad learned to see nothing and to hear nothing, came to
him and voluntarily offered a remark. ,

«Queer folk an’ strange folk have been here, an’ ta’en awa some
claes out o' the cellar.”

Ragon asked no questions. He knew what clothes they were—
that suit of John Sabay’s in which Sandy Beg had killed Peter
Fae, and the rags which Sandy had a few hours before exchanged
for one of his own sailing-suits. He needed no one to tell him
what had happened. Sandy had undoubtedly tespoke the very
vessel containing the officers in search of him, and had confessed
all, as he said he would. The men were probably at this monient
looking for him.

He lifted the gold prepared for any such emergency, and,
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loosening his boat, pulled for life and death towards Mayness Isle.
Once in the rapid «race” that divides it and Olla from the ocean,
he knew no boat would dare to follow him. While yet a mile
from it he sa.w that he was rapidly pursued by a four-oared boat.
Now all his wild Norse nature asserted itself. He forgot every-
thing but that he was eluding his pursuers, and as the chase grew
hotter, closer, more exciting, his enthusiasm carried him far be-
yond all prudence.

He began to shout or chant to his wild efforts some old Norse
death-song, and just as they gained on him he shot into the
«race” and defied them. Oars were useless there, and they
watehed him fling them far away and stand up with outstretched
arms in the little skiff. The waves tossed it hither and thither,
the boiling racing flood hurried it with terrific foree toward the
ocean. The tall, massive figure swayed like a reed in a tempest,
and suddenly a half despairing, half defying song was lost in the
roar of the bleak, green surges. All knew then what had hap-
pened.

«Let me die the death o' the righteous,” murmured one old
man, piously veiling his eyes with his boanet; and then the boat
turned and went silently back to Stromness.

Sandy Beg was in Kirkwall jail. He had made a clean breast
of all his crimes, and measures were rapidly taken for John
Sabay's enlargement and justification. When he came out of
prison Christine and Margaret were waiting for him, and it was
to Margaret’s comfortable home he was taken to see his mother.
« For we are ane houschould now, John,” she said tenderly, “an’
Christine an’ mother will ne'er leave me any mair.”

Sandy’s trial came on at ‘the summer term. 1Ile was convicted
on his own confession, and sentenced to suffer the penalty of his
crime upon the spot where he stabbed Peter Fae. For some time
he sulkily rejected all John's efforts to mitigate his present con-
dition, or to prepare him for his future. But at last the tender
spot in his heart was found. John discovered his affection for
his half-savage mother, and promised to provide for all her neces-
sities.

«It’s only ta poun’ o’ taa, an’ ta bit cabin ta shelter her she’ll
want at a’,” but the tears fell heavily on the red, hairy hands;
«an’ you'll na tell her fat ill outsent came to puir Sandy.”

«Thou kens I will gie her a’ she aeeds, an’ if she chooses to
come to Orkney—"

« Na, na, she wullna leave ta Hicland hills for naught at a'”

«Then she shall hae a siller crown for every month o’ the year,
Sandy.”

The poor, rude creature hardly knew how to say a «thanks;”
but John saw it in his glistening eyes and heard it in the softly-
muttered words, «She was ta only ane tat e'er caret for Santy
Be .”

%r, was a solemn day in Stromness when he went to the gallows.
The bells tolled backward, the stores were all closed, and there
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were prayers both in pubhc and private for the dying ecriminal.
But few dared to look upon the awful expiation, and John spent
the hour in such deep communion with God and his own soul that
its influence walked with him to the end of life. )

And when his own sons were grown up to youths, one bound
for the sea and the other forMaiischal College, Aberdeen, he took
them aside and told them this story, adding,

«An’ know this, my lads: the shame an’ the sorrow cam a’ o’
ane thing—I made light o’ my mother’s counsel, an’ thought T
could do what nane hae ever done, gather mysel’ with the “deil's
journeymen, an’ yet escape the wages o’ sin. Lads! lads! there’s
nae half-way house atween right and wrang; know that.”

«But, my father,” said Hamish, the younger of the two, “thou
did at the last obey thy mother.”

“« Ay, ay, Hamish ; but mak up thy mind to this: it isna enough
that a man runs a gude race; he maun also start at the right time.
This is what I say to thee, Hamlsh an’ to thee, Donald : fear God,
an’ ne'er lightly heed a gude mother’s advice. It's weel wi’ the
Iads that carry a mother’s blessing through the warld wi’ them.”

SHAPING THE FUTURE.
BY JOHN G. WHITTIER.

WE shape ourselves, the joy or fear,
Of which the coming hfe is made,

And fill our future’s atmosphele
With sunshine or with shade.

The tissue of the life to be

We weave with colours all our own,
And in the field of destiny

We reap as we have sown.

Still shall the soul around it call

The shadows which it gathered here,
And, painted on the eternal wall,

The past shall re-appear.

Think ye the notes of holy song
On Milton’s tuneful ear have died ?
Think ye that Raphael’s angel throng
Has vanished from his side ?

O no! we live our life again;
Or warmly touched, or coldly dim,
The pictures of the past remain—
Man’s works shall follow him !
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Religions and Missionary Intelligence,

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

WESLEYAN METHODIST.

According to the returns made at
the various Circuit Quarterly Meet-
ings, the net increase for the year
1889 is 5,046, with 33,5691 on trial.

The thirty-fourth annual report of
the Church Extension Committee
has been published, from which we
learn that official sanction has been
given to 322 new enterprises, in-
volving an outlay of $1,100,000.

The Rev. Peter Thompson, Super-
intendent of the London East Mis-
sion, has now added a medical de-
partment to his work. Some well
qualified persons have offered their
services for this department. There
are six centres, one of which is the
Seamen’s Church, at which Mnr,
Thompson and his associates labour,
and it is not the least important of
their stations. The poor sailors who
visit London from all parts of the
world need friends to protect them
from the land-sharks who are very
plentifulatall sea-ports. Mr. Thomp-
son has ten lady workers in connec-
tion with his mission, some of whom
support themselves, and the others
receive a nominal allowance.

Cleveland Hall is now added {o
the Western Mission. This hall will
be an important centre, as it is sit-
uated in a crowded locality far from
any Wesleyan Church. It was for-
merly occupied by the Secularists,
but it will now resound with the
echoes of the Gospel. | May it bethe
birthplace of many souls. The Con-
ference will be asked to station
another minister to this mission.

On a recent Sunday, Mr. Hughes
requested the regular worshippers at
Wardour Hall to absent themsclves
from the evening service, in order
that strangers might have the privi-
lege to attend. It was estimated
that from 700 to 1,000 stayed away

and went to other churches or visited
the sick and friendless; but, before
the hour for commencing the service
the hall was packed, and the stew-
ards believed that the majority
present were strangers. It is in-
tended to repeat this experiment in
the future.

Rev. G. M. Pearse conducted a
Home Mission Service at Blackheath.
He was accompanied by two sisters
who labour at the Mission. The
sisters dislike speaking in public, but
their narratives produced deep emo-
tion among the people. The experi-
ment is worth repeating.

MerHOoDIST NEW CONNEXION.

A special mission has been held
for some weeks at Packington Street,
London, conducted by Mrs. Dawson
and her brother. One Sabbath a
Gospel meeting was conducted, the
singing of which was led by a brass
band. * Several conversions were re-
ported. :

A service of song, illustrative of
¢ 0ld Methodist Times,” was held at
Yarmouth, which gave great satisfac-
tion. A choir and string band num-
bering fifty persons gave the musical
part. .

The corner-stone of a new church
to cost $12,000 was recently laid at
Blackpool, Rev. J. Medicraft, for-
meyly General Superintendent in
Canada, and others took part in the
service.

Prourive METHODIST.

A remarkable evangelistic service
has been held at Lincoln, at which
‘one hundred persons professed con-
version, among whom was a man
eighty-four years of age, and another
who had been a noted pugilist, and
another who was a well-known
sceptic.
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Aggressive evangelistic work is
contemplated to be made in London.
Several large sums have been prom-
ised toward the expense. !

From the returns that have been
made from several circuits, it i anti-
cipated that the Connexional increase
will be about 2,000.

MEeTHODIST EP1scoraL CHURCH.

The Chief Commissioner of the
Central Provinces of India laid the
corner-stone of the Mission Building
atJubulpur,and delivered an address,
in which he spoke very encourag-
ingly to those engaged in the under-
taking.  Commissioner Mackenzie
also said, ““The leaven of Western
thought and the leaven of Chris-
tianity together are working on the
inert heap of dead and fetid super-
stitions, and by processes which can-
not always be closely traced are
spreading a regenerating ferment
through the mass, which must in
time burst open the cerements that
now enshroud the Indian mind.”

Twelve years ago the Madoc In-
dians were uncivilized heathens, now
they are a community of industrious
farmers, with half of their number
professing Christians. It cost the
United States Government $1,840,-
000 to care for 2,200 Dakota Indians
seven years while they were savages.
After they were Christianized it cost
for seven years $120,000, a saving of
$1,720,000.

The ofticers of Trinity' Church,
Denver, have authorized the pastor
to call together all the people of the
congregation who live in boarding
houses or rented apartments, to
ascertain if it is desired that the
parlours of the church should be
opened every evening of the week.

Syracuse University has received,
through the munificence of Mrs. E.
W, Leavenworth, the famous Wolff
collection of portraits, which the
donor presents as a memorial of her
husband. Dr. Wolff was a distin-
guished professor in the medical
faculty of Bonn for fifty years, was
an indutrious collector of engraved
portraits. At his death, in 1875, the
collection had grown io 12,000 prints,
and included distinguished men and
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women of all ages in all departments
of learning.

MEetsopIsT Eriscoral, CHURCH
SouTH.

The closing yeur has been prosper-
ous. Thert are nowg4,684 travel-
ling preachers, increase, 1564; local
preachers, 8,309, increase, 117; white
members, 1,123,498, increase, 32,763;
coloured members, 646, decrease,
105; Indian members, 4,958, de-
crease, 288 ; total preachersand mein-
bers, 1,140 093, net increase, 32,637.
The total income for Foreign and
Domestic Missions is $330,325.27,
an increase of $18,253.56. Dr. Har-
rison, Editor of the Quarterly Review,
says, that since 1880 the growth of
the population has been thirty-one
per cent., the increase of the M. E.
Church South has been forty-five
per cent.

A missionary magazine in the
Chinese language has been com-
menced by Dr. Allen, missionary.

Tue METHODIST CHURCH.

It has been for many years the
practice in Toronto, as elsewhere, to
have union love-feasts in some of the
churches on Good Friday afterncon.
Last Good Friday a meeting was
held specially for the veterans who
had been forty years or more in the
service of the Lord. And a most
impressive and interesting service it
was.  Within the altar railing were
assembled a number of venerable
ministers, among them Revs. Dr.
Williams Dr. Young, Michael Faw-
cett, Sylvester, Gray, Dcel,Clappison,
and others. Many were the gray
heads seen among the audience. It
wasvery touching,and often thrilling,
to listen to the experiences of these
venerable men and women,who spuke
of their early conversion when the
century was young, in distant York-
shire or Wales, or Ireland, or in
primitive Canada. Many were the
touching reminiscences of olden
times and tender references tv old
companions now in glory. The tide of
feeling rose high, and ofien every eye
was touched to tears. A prevalent
tone beyond gratitude for personal
salvation, was one of thankfulness for
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the wonders God had wrought for
His Church, another was their praise
of those early days—very pardonable
in the dear old Christians—a feeling
that the foriner days were better
than these. Yet we think they never
enjoyed a service in which the spirit
and power of the Highest was more
manifestly realized than this latest
of their lives. No, we believe God
has a band of as devoted servants in
His Church to-day as He ever had,
and Methodism is as well adapted
for an age of wealth and culture as
for any period of the history of the
world.

The old order changeth giving place
to the new,
And God fulfils Himself in many ways.

Rev. E. Robson, President of the
British Columbia Conference, has
recently been on a tour of visitation
among the missions. He sailed on
the Glad Tidings yacht,and travelled
about 1,500 miles, and was absent
from home one month and two days.
He held forty-three public services
exclusive of those held on the
steamer and in private families. The
congregations varied from six to two
hundred and fifty persons. Mr. Rob-
son was greatly pleased with the
progress the Indians are making in
all good things. The Crosby Home
is doing a grand work. Excellent
churches have been erected in some
places and others are in course of
ervection. There is great need of
reinforcement of labourers.

A good work has been effected at
Carlton Place; a recent Sabbath was
a red-letter day, as one hundred per-
sons were received on trial, and
thirty-seven into full cornexion,
forty-five were received by letter,
making in all 182.

A new church has been opened at
Lake St. Louis. This is the pioneer
church of the place, and the first,
either Protestant or Catholic, ever
built within the limits of the muni-
cipality. The cost is §56,200. The
vpening services realised $450. The
church will seat two hundred persons.

Rev. Dr. Carman, General Super-
intendent, will attend the Confer-
ences of British Columbia and
Manitoba.
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RecENT DEATHS.

The venerable Richard Jones, of
Cobourg, has gone the way of all the
earth, He was an octogenarian, and
for more than sixty years was an
honoured Methodist minister. He
was the last survivor of nine who
were admitted on trial in 1827; and
of the thirty-four who composed the
Conference, it is not known that one
now survives. In the early years of
his ministry he endured many hard-
ships, He was the first Methodist
minister who preached at Bytown,
now Ottawa. He delivered his mes-
sage in the strect as he sat on%his
horse. Mr. Jones was a faifhful
servant of the Church. For many
years he was Chairman of Districts,
and was also co-Delegate and then
President of Conference. As an
executive officer he greatly excelled.
He was on the superannuated list
about twenty years.

Rev. W. B. Boyce, died at Sydney,
New South Wales, aged eighty-six
years. DMost of his life was spent in
the mission field, first as a mission-
ary in Africa, where he wrote a gramn-
mar of the Kaftir language. He was
next a missionary in Australia, when
he was twice President of the Aus-
tralian Conference. For eighteen
years he was Secretary of the Parent
Society, during which he visted
Canada, and was President of the
Wesleyan Conference in Eastern
British America. He was a man of
versatile talent and great industry,
and was the author of the life of the
Rev. W. Shaw.

Rev. B. K. Pierce, D.D., was for
many years Editor of Zivw's Herald,
from which he retired a few years
ago. .He has filled various important
pousitions, and for two years was a
member of Massachuseits Senate.
Dr. Pierce was a genial friend, a
man of great industry and author
of several volumes of a useful char-
acter. He was deservedly respected.
For seven years he was chaplain of
the House of Refuge at Randall's
Island, New York, during which he
often supplied pulpits in the city.
He died at Newton, Mass., in the
seventieth year of his age.
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Rev., Asa Mahar, D.D., ‘LL.D.,
died at Eastbourne, England, in
April, aged eighty-nine. He was
formerly President of Oberlin Col-
lege. He was a man of great learn-
ing, and wrote several books -on
Mental Philosophy. For several years
he was an earnest advocate of the
‘¢ Higher Life.”

Rev. Luke Tyermanj of England,
has entered into rest at the ripe old
age of three score and ten. The
present writer knew him when he
entered the ministry. During the
time he was a local preacher and in
all the circuits in which he travelled
he:gave full proof «:f his ministry. He
was a powerful preacher. Few men
have turned more to righteousness.
By reason of an affection iy the
throat, he took a superannuated re-
lation more than twenty years ago,
and devoted himself to literary pur-
. saits. Seven large volumes of
biography, being the Lives of Sam-
uel Wesley, John Wesley, George
‘Whitfield, John Fletcher and the
Oxford Methodists, are monuments of
his industry. Other works are ready
for publication. He died ‘‘resting
his soul on oaths, and promises and
blood.”

Rev. Jas. A. Ivisonis also reported -

as having gone over to the great
majority. He entered the ministry
in 1854, and after serving some labor-
ious circuits for about about twenty
years, his health gave way, and since
that time he has not been able to
Iabour as formerly. For some years
before he died he was stationed at
St. Clair Indian Mission. He wasa
good man and served his generation
faithfully.

Rev. Thomas Fox, of Newfound-
land Conference, has also entered
into the joy of his Lord. He had
been a supernumerary for some
years. For seventy-nine years he
had been an inhabitant of earth, and
was an esteemed minister thirty-
three years. e had many spiritual
children, and Had the reputation of
being an eminently holy man.

Rev. J. L. Porter, D.D., President

of Queen’s College, Belfast, Ireland,
author of ¢The Great Cities of
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Bashan,” and other valuable Bibli-
cal woks, has ceased to work and
live. He wrote several of the articles
ingerted in Kitto’s Biblical Encyclo-
pedia.

ITEMS.

The mission to the Sandwich
Islands cost the American Board
$500,000 in all, while the trade,
which of course goes to the benefit of”
thecommercial community, amounted
at the end of sixty years to about
$16,000,000, with a clear profit of
more than $800,000.

It is stated that a nephew of the
late King Cetewayo, after six years
in Sweden in theological and other
studies, has gone back to carry on
mision work in his native land.

Father O’Connor, a converted
priest, living in New York, is stated-
to have been the means of the con-
version of eight hundred Roman
Catholics during the past five years.

A Missionary Society under the
title of Christ’s Mission, has been
formed in New York for the conver-
sion of Roman Catholics, in the line
pursued by Father O’Connor.

Rev. Dr. Rainsford, formerly of
Toronto, now of New York, makes a
plea for federation among the Chris-
tian Churches. His chief reason is
that our cities are falling into the
hands of Roman Catholic priests.
He says, “‘If you are going to offer
an organized opposition to the powers
of evil, then in the name of God and
American Protestantism, you have
got to federate.

The Central Methodist says that
the net gain of the Churches in the
United States for the year 1888 was
a daily increase of twelve preachers,
seventeen houses of worship, and two
thousand one hundred and twenty
members. This is the average gain
for every day of the year.

Recently four hundred persons
went from house to house in the
Ninth Ward of New York. Other
visitors had been employed in a simi-
lar manner in other parts of the
city. The good accomplished is not
so marked as some would like, but
good seed is thus sown.
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The Lives of the Fathers: Sketches of
Church. History in Biography. B:
Freperic W. Farrar, D.D.,
F.R.S. 2vols., 8vo. Pp. xxiv.-
582 ; vi.-566, London and New
York: Macmillan & Co.; and
Methodist Book Rooms, Toronto,
Montreal and Halifax. Price $5.

The story of the early centuries of
the Christian era will ever continue
to be the most important and most
interesting chapter in the history of
the race. It wasa grand transition
period. Old things were passing
away, and all things were becoming
new. Paganism, like & rotten tree,
was hollow at the heart and totter-
ing to its fall. The world, weary
with waiting for the healer of its
woes, hailed with joy the Divine
Teacher who brought life and
immortality to light. The new

and world-agitating ideas of Chris-

tianity were everywhere renovating
society. The old faiths were fading
out of the firmament of human
thought. The old gods were reeling
on their thrones. It was the heroic
period of the Christian Church. She
was girding herself, like a noble
athlete, forthe conquest of mankind.
She was engaged in deadly struggle
with paganism for the possession of
the race.  On the side of the latter
were all the resources of the empire
—the victorious legions, the treas-
ures of the East and West, the
prestige of power and splendour, a
vast hierarchy,an ancient and vener-
ated national religion, and, most
potent ally of all, the corruptions
and lusts of the evil heart of man.
To these Christianity opposed the
omnipotence of its divine principles
—its fervent love, its sublime virtue,
its heroic self-sacrifice—and they
proved victorious. In this conflict
both evil and good were brought
into strongest relief and wmost
striking contrast. Persecution was
kindled to intensest rage against the
new faith ; but Christianity nerved

itself to suffer with a quietness of
spirit all that the wrath of man was
able to inflict. Nay, the hour of its
sorest trial was that also of its noblest
triumph. A moral Hercules even
in its infancy, around its cradle were.
strewn the strangled serpents of
heathen superstitions, vain philoso-
phies, aud pernicious heresies.

Ever since the.revival of learning,
this period has been the subject of
exhaustive study by successive gene-
rations of critical scholars. It has
been the battle-ground fought over,
inch by inch, by orthodox and scsp-
tical polemics. . Its contemporary
literature has been the armoury
which- has furnished weapons both
for the attack and the defence of the.
truth. The names of Fabricius,
Mosheim, Echard, Bingham, Cave,
King, Jortin, Milner, Milman, Ne-
ander, Gieseler, Schaff, Killen, Lea,
Merivale, Gibbon, Strauss, Baur,
Renan, and Lecky, do not exhaust
the list of those who have gleaned
rich harvests in these oft-reaped
fields. Our author will not suffer by
comparison with even the chisfest of
these great lights of literature; and.
for perspicuity and elegance of style,
skill in grouping, warmth of colour-
ing, and picturesqueness of detail, he.
is scarcely equalled by any of them.
He has proved that, treated by the
hand of a master, the interest of the.
subject is not exhausted. The more.
accurate processes of inquiry em-
g};y;ed by modern ecriticism have

issipated many errorsand developed.
many new truths. The recent dis-
covery of long-lost writings of the.
period, and the study of its monu-
mental evidences in the Catacombs
and eisewhere, assist us to rehabili-
tate the past, and to comprehend its.
spirit better than modern writers
have hitherto beon able.

Archdeacon Farrar possesses in the
highest degree the qualitics requisite.
for the nuble task he has undertaken.
He unites, in uwnusual wedlock, a
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calm and philosophical judgment
with a brilliant and poetical imag-
ination. Instead, therefore, of the
mere dry bones of history, he pre-
sents the living form and spirit of
the times. While characterized by
the highest graces of style, he also
gives evidence of that profound and
accurate scholarship so essential to
the investigation of the many diffi-
culties of the subject. Every im-
portant stateinent is fortified by
references to the original authorities,
or by citations from their text; and
we feel that we are walking on the
solid ground of historical fact. The
entire work sparkles with beautiful
and appropriate imagery, like a royal
robe with broidery of gems and gold ;
but the fabric itself is firmly woven,
and would still be rich and strong
even if stripped of the prnament.

The world will never tire of the
story of those heroic days of the
Cliurel's trial and triumph.  Like 2
Homericbattle-scene, to use thefigure
of Baur,theconflict between the noble
*wrestlers of God” and the hosts
of paganism passes before us. But
an_incomparably loftier moral prin-
ciple inspires the Christian cham-
pions than that of the Greek athletes.
The Church, in an age of luxury
and sclf-indulgence, may well revert
to those days of fiery trial, and catch
inspiration from the faith and zeal
and lofty courage, unfaltering even
in the agonies of death, of the primi-
tive confessors and witnesses for
God. Amid dense moral darkness
they held aloft the torch of truth,
and handed down from age to age
the torn yet triumphant banner of
the faith, dyed with their heart’s
best blood.

Comparatively few, even of those
who have the ability, have the time
or opportunity to read the Fathers in
the originz:l. Yet without some ac-
quaintance with their writings it is
impossible to understand the spirit
of the age in which they lived, the
moral atmosphere of the times, and
the social environment of that primi-
tive Christianity to which they so
largely gave the impress of their own
character. Therewere, indeed, giants
in the earth in those days—giants of
evil as well as of good—men of re-
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nown in wickedness, prodigies of
cruelty and vice, and men of colossal
Christian character, who performed
undying labours for God and man.
The battles for and against the truth
were wars of the Titans; and in the
massy works they left behind we
have evidences of the prowess of the
Christian champions. Nowhere cant
he who is unfamiliar with this noble
brotherhood better make their ac-
quaintance than in the vivid por-
traits and characterizations of this
book ; and he who is already familiar
with them will enjoy with still keener
zest the discriminative criticism and
analysis of their character given by
our author. These portraits arve
clearly limned, and give the individ-
uality of the person in full relief.
They are not blurred and faded
copies of each other, nor bloodless
spectres of superhuman virtue like
the Romish Saints, but men of like
passions with ourselves, often with
a touch of human error or infirmity,
which makes us feel their kinship to
our souls. We cordially commend
to the study of all our ministers and
thoughtful laymen these admirable
volumes.

Anglo:Israel; or, the Sazon Ruce
Proved to be the Lost Twibes of
Israel. In Nine Lectures. By the
Rev. W. H. Poorg, LL.D. In-
troduction by W. H. Witsrow,
D.D. 8vo., pp. 686. Price S3.
Toronto: Willinm Briggs.

This is a large, ably-written, hand-
somely printed, and well-bound vol-
ume, with a number of appropriate
illustrations; reflecting great credit
on both author and publisher. In
our necessarily brief notice we can
not do better than here reproduce
the closing paragraph of our intro-
duction to the volume.

“If profound interest is felt with
reference to the Jews, whose history
we know, still more absorbing will
be to many the identification with
the dominant race of Christendom~—
that English-spesking race that is
filling the world with its renown and
civilization—of those Lost Tribes of
Isracl, whose mysterious fate has
been the causc of so much speculation
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and'learned research. Of the many
books written upon this subject, we
know of none which treats it more
comprehensively, more ably, more
eloquently, than the present volume.
Personally we do not feel competent
to discuss this vast and varvious
theme, nor to judge, without ampler
study than we have been able to
give, of the validity of the argu-
ments with which the fascinating
theory of this book is sustained. But
we can certainly commend the vig-
our and vivacity of style, the wealth
of illustration, and the breadth of
learning with which Dr. Poole main-
tains his thesis, whether onc fully
accepts it or not. No English-speak-
ing reader can fail to have his patri-
otic pulses stirred with a grander
pride than that of the great apostle
of theGentiles as he asserted his free-
born Roman citizenship. For we
are the heirs of an empire which
dwarfs into insignificance that of
Rome in its palmiest days—an em-
pire upon which the seal of divine
approval has been signally placed—
an empire with which the highest
destines of the ages are fraught—an
empire into whose keeping God has
committed the ‘gates’ of the
carth.”

The Nine Famons Crusades of the
Middle Ages. By Axxie B. Kegr-
1N6. London: T. Woolmer. To-
ronto: William Briggs. Price, 90c¢.

There is no more sthrring story in
history than that of the many expe-
ditions from Europe to wrest from
the infidel the sepulchre of our Lord.
What a strange mingling of heroism
and fanaticism they present. Few
things have so moulded the life and
thought of Christendom as this great
movement. To what lofty daring,
to what grim tragedy, to whatscenes
of touching pathos they gave rise.
Kvery schoolboy should know this
thrilling story. Yet as told in the
great histories it is difficult for young
people to obtain, and perhaps more
difficult to read. The accomplished
author of the ¢ Oakhurst Chronicles”
has done an important service by
compressing into one inexpensive
.and attractively written book this
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wonderful record. The story is en-
livened by a number of those quaint
legends, which have come down from
the crusading times, and is illustrated
with a number of excellent engrav-
ings. We would much prefer to
see bouks of such permanent value
in the hands of our young people
than the frivolous fiction over which
so many of them waste their time.

Christian Manliness and Other Ser-
mons. By JoHN RHEY THOMPSON,
D.D. New York: Hunt & Eaton.
Toronto: William Briggs. Price
$1.00.

This is not at all an ordinary vol-
wme of sermons. It is a long time
since we have read any as fresh, as
vigorous, as inspiring, as much in
touch with daily life and duty.
There is a Christian manliness about:
them that well illustrates the princi-
pal theme of the volume. The very
titles will indicate the scope and
spirit of the book: Christian manli-
liness tested by poverty—in public
life—in trial. Great men in history.
Jesus and the great masters of litera-
ture. Law in the spiritual realm.
The reasonableness of immortality,
ete. Such themes as these, treated
ag they are in this volume, will vindi-
cate the pulpit from the charge of
dulness, and will catch the ear even
of those indisposed to listen.

Atlanteans: Adam Lore’s Choice :
Stories for Youny Men. By
Sayuer W. Opern, LL.B. Pp.
310. New York: Hunt & Eaton.
Toronto: Willimm Briggs. Price
$1.00.

This volume contains two stories,
of which the same person is the
hero. The first recounts Adam
Lore’s struggles to obtain an educa-
tion, in doing which he had to over-
come the restraints of poverty. The
second tells how he made choice of
his life-work—the grandest work in
the world—that of calling sinners to
repentance. The book is character-
ized by vigour and vivacity, is fresh
and breezy in style, and will be a
favourite in the Sunday - school
library. "
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The Quarterly Review of the Meth-
odist Episcopsl Church. W. P.
Harrison, D.D., Editor. Pub-
lid«sléing House, Naghville, Temn.,

Our Methodist brethren in the
South are full of enterprise. It is
truly astonishing how they have
recuperated since the civil war.
Their publishing house wields im-
mense power for good. The Quer-
terly which we now notice is worthy
of a leading place among such publi-
cations. Dr. Harrison, who occupies
the tripod, understands his business.
His ‘“Table,” which contains eight
articles on living questions, are all
the productions of his.pen. Inad
dition to the Editor's Table, there
are ten articles by different writers,
among whom is one Canadian, the
Rev. E. Barrass, M.A., who writes
on ‘“Romanism, its Outlook,” dis-
cussing with charactéristic ability
this importgnt subject.

Lirerary NOTICES.

A Brother to Dragons and Vir-
ginie of Virginie are two striking
stories by that eccentric genius—for
genius she is—Amélie Rives. The
former is a story of three hundred
years ago, in which the author has
caughtwithremarkable skill thespirit
of the times. In the latter her foot is
on her native heath in sketching the
strange half-feudal life of old Vir-
ginia. They are both published, at
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25 cents each, by J. Thos. Theo.
Robinson, Montreal.

Messrs. Cassell & Company will
publish at once a new edition of
William  Robertson’s *‘Life and
Times of the Rt. Hon. John Bright,”
which has been brought down to
date by a well-known writer. M.
Robertson had especial advantages
for writing this life of the great
reformer and statesmen, and it reads
with all the absorbing interest that
attaches to the well-written biogra-
phy of a great man. A portrait of
Myr. Bright taken from a recent pho-
tograph is given, .

We congratulate our friend, Rev.
Prof. Workman, on the deserved
success of his critical investigation of
the ¢“Text of Jeremiah.” In the
Andover Review it receives very high
commendation. In an excellent re-
view of the book in the English
Wesleyan, Methodist Magazine the
editor says: ‘‘ We hasten to congra-
tulate most heartily our Canadian
brethren on the production of a
work of such solid, yet acute and
searching scholarship, written'in a
spirit so reverentinl and sober-
minded. A piece of more thorough
workmanship—[no pun apparently
intended]—* it would be hard to find
and unreasonable to desire.’ Dr.
Workman is thus reflecting honour
on his country and on the University
in which he is a Professor.”

Any of the standard works noticed in this department may be ordered through
WiLLiam Brices, 78 & 80 King Street Enst Toronto. In ordering, please give
the date of the MaGazINE in which the book was noticed.

OUTWARD BOUND.

THE white-sailed ship, with rope and spar,
Bound for the land where the blue skies are ;
] Passeth the line so faint and far,
Dividing the sky and sea.

So let our love in a glad surmise
Sail in the hope of bluer skies,

Beyond the line where the shadow lies, -

Into eternity.



