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OUR OWN COUNTRY.

THE most striking approach to the
city of St. John is from the sea.
Partridge Island guards the entrance
tothe harbour, like a stern and rocky
warder. We pass, close to the left,
the remarkable beacon-light shown
in one of our engravings. Atlow
tide this is an exceedingly pictu-
resque object. Its broad base is
heavily mantled with dripping sea-
weed, and its tremendous mass gives
one a vivid idea of the height and
force of the Bay of Fundy tides.
Conspicuous to the left, is the Mar-
tello Tower, on Carleton Heights,
and in front, the many-hilled city of
St. John. Sloping steeply up from
the water, it occupies a most com-
minding position, and its terraced
streets appear to remarkable ad-
vantage. It looks somewhat, says

Vor. XLI. No. 4.

the guthor of «Baddeck,” in his ex-
aggerated voin, as though it would
slide off the steep hillside, if the
houses were not well mortised into
solid rock. Itis apparently built on
as many hills as Rome, and each of
them seems to be ecrowned with a
graceful spire.

Situated at the mouth of one of the
largest rivers on the continent, the
chief point of export and import, and
the great distributing centre for a
prosperous province, it cannot fail to
be a great city. It is, indeed, beau-
tiful for situation. Seated like a
queen upon her rocky throne, it com-
mands a prospect of rarely equalled
magnificence and loveliness. Its
ships are on all the seas, and it is
destined by Nature to be, and indeed
is now, one of the great ports of the
world. The huge wharves, rendered
necessary by the high tiacs. and the
vessels left stranded in the mud by
their ebb, are a novel spectacle to an
inlander.
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There are few more graceful sights
than a large square-rigged vessel,
swaying, swan-like, in the breeze,
and gliding on bher destined way
before a favouring wind. Small
wonder that Charles Dibdin’s sea-
songs stir the pulses of the veriest
landsman with a longing for the sea.
It must be the old Norse blood of our
viking ancestors that responds to the
spell.

Since the great fire of 1877, which
swept over two hundred acres, and
caused the destraction of over six-
teen hundred houses, the street archi-
tecture of St. John has been greatly

BEACON LIGHT, ST. JOHN HARBOUR,
AT LOW TIDE.

improved. Stately blocks of brick
and stone have taken the place of
the former wooden structures.

The new Methodist, Anglican, and
Presbyterian churches are beautiful
stone struectures that would do credit
to any city. The Centenary church
has a noble open roof and the elabo-
rate tracery of the windows is all in
stone. The stained glass in the win-
dows is very fine. It is situated on
the highest ground in the city, and
is one of the most conspicnous ob-
jeet in this city of churches. The
Princess Square Methodist church is
also of elegant architecture and

The Methodist Magazine.

commands a magnificent view of the
harbour.

St. John is essentially a maritime
city. Its wharves arealwaysin de-
mand for shipping, and vast quan-
tities of lumber, ete, are annually
exported to other countries. It is,
indeed, the fourth among the ship-
ping ports of the world, and St. John
ships are found in every part of the
seas of both hemispheres. Before
the introduction of steam, its clipper
ships had a fame second to none, and
voyages were made of which the
tales are proudly told even to this
day.

The great tide-fall gives curious
effects when the tide is out; the
wharvss rise so high above the water-
level, and the lighthouses look so
gaunt and weird standing upon
mammoth spindle-shanks, or the lofty
ribs of their foundations bared to the
cruel air, with tags of sca-weed flut-
tering from their crevices. It is de-
cidedly odd to see the carts drawn
down to the market slip, at low tide,
between the stranded market-boats
that rest upon their oozy beds.

In the environs of St. John there
are several charming drives, one of
the most striking of these is the
Mananoganish Road (the «Mahog-
any " road, as it is often called). It
runs along the narrow strip of land
between the river and the sea, near
the river’s mouth. On one side of
the road the St. Johnm, rolling al-
most at your feet, affords some lovely
glimpses of river scenery, while on
the other side of the road, the Bay of
Fundy, with its cliffs and islands
and glistening sails, form a striking
seascape with the lines of the Nova
Seotia coast visible forty miles away.
This is one of the most pleasant
drives in the country. Returning,
the important suburb of Carleton,
which lies across the harbour, may
be visited, and one may see the ruins
of Yort La Tour. Houses arc built
on this historic ground, and they are
not very imposing in their charae-
ter; slabs and sawdust abound, and
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the air is at times pervaded with a
decided odour of fish. Such is Fort
La Tour to-day; such is the place
where lived and died “the first and
greatest of Acadian heroines—a
woman whose name is as proudly
enshrined in the history of this land
as that of any sceptred queen in
Suropean story.”

A commanding point of view is
the old dismantled fort behind the
exhibition building, where, from the
carriage of a King George cannon,
ohe can gaze on ¢ity or bay.

The drives over
the rocky hills in
the vieinity of St.
John give land
and sea views of
surpassing  gran-
deur. One of the
finest of these
drives is that to the
Suspension and
Cantilever Bridges.
‘These fine bridges,
which combine an
airy grace and rig-
id strength, eross a
rocky gorge, only
four hundred and
fifty feet wide,at a
height of hundred
feet above low-
water, into which
the wide waters of
the St. John are
compressed.

It is most impres-
sive to look down
upon the swirling, eddying tides,
flecked with snowy foam, and still
more so to descend to the waterside,
and view the surging current, and,
high in air, the graceful bridges.
At low tide there is here a fall in the
river of about fifteen feet. Ata cer-
tain stage of the tide, and for a short
time only, vessels may sail up or
down over these falls, and rafts, with
risky navigation, can be floated into
the harbour. That these seething
eddies are not without danger was
shown by the wreck of a good-sized
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vessel which lay on her beam ends
as we passed.

One of the finest marine views is
that from the quaint, old feudal-look-
ing Martello tower, on the summit
of the highest hill, on the Carleton
side of the harbour. It gives a com-
plete bird's-eye view of the shipping,
and on the seaward side the broad
Bay of Fundy, and in the distance
the blue shores of Nova Scotia, with
the deep gap at the entrance to the
Annapolis Basin, known as the Digby
Gut. I never, in all my travels,

A TIMBER SHIP LEAVING ST. JOHN.

realized so fully the force of Tenny-
son’s fine line:

*“The wrinkled sea beneath him crawled,”

till I stood here and watched the
broad expanse of wind-swept, wave-
marked water; every gust and flaw
leaving a ripple upon the mobile
surface.

The River St. John is navigable
for steamers of large size for eighty-
five miles from the sea to Fredericton.
This noble river, with its branches,
furnish 1,300 miles of navigable
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waters. At Fredericton it is larger
than the Hudson at Albany. 1t floats
immense quantities of timber to the
sea, some of which is cut within
sound of the guns of Quebec.

There can be nothing finer than
the trip up the river from St. John
on one of the day-boats that ply to
Fredericton. It is a lordly stream,
almost as fine in scenic effect as either
the Hudson or the Rhine. It winds
among its sometimes high, some-
times undulating banks, through
scenes of majestic beauty. The land

magnificent outlook of the winding
river—these are a pleasant mcmory
to the present writer.

Of scarce less interest was the
drive to Marysville, on the right
bank of the viver, the seat of the:
great mills of Mr. Gibson, the «lum-
ber king " of New Brunswick. The
octagonal hethodist chureh, beauti-
fully grained, carved, frescoed and
gilt, with stained glass lantern and
windows—anexquisite architectural
gem—is the free gift of Mr. Gibson
to the Methodist denomination. The

OLD FORT--BACK OF EXHIBITION BUILDING.

is mostly densely wooded, the foliage
of pine and larch and fir and maple
waving gently in the breeze, and
everywhere the predominant pine
and fir strongly marking the Cana-
dian contour of the forests.
Fredericton, the capital, is beauti-
fully situated on the left bank of the
St. John., Its wide, elm-shaded
streets, its large and imposing Meth-
odist chureh, its beautiful Christ
Church cathedral, its low, rambling,
Parliament buildings, its substantial
freestone University, commanding a

comfortable homes erected for his
workmen, and the high moral tone
of the village make this an ideal
community.

It was a beautiful day in August
on which T made the trip over the
Canadian Pacific Railway from St.
John to the Grand Falls, a distance
of one hundred and seventy miles.
On reaching Woodstock bold wooded
bluffs, fertile fields of yellowing
grain, and apple-laden orchards de-
lighted the eye and mind. Theride
from Woodstock onward was one of
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ideal loveiiness. Woodstock, Ilor-
enceville and Tobique are pleasant
towns, with many lesser villages
and hamlets. On we rode on a
shelf so high up on the river bank
that we could in places follow its
windings for miles, crossing lofty
trestles and catching brief glimpses
of narrow glens between the hills, of
quaint little mills and sequestered
nooks.

As one approaches the Grand Falls

the primeval world. Here I found
great “ pot-holes,” which I estimated
roughly at forty feet deep and twelve
feet across, worn by the pounding
and scouring of big boulders under
the action of the torrent. Seldom
have I seen such contorted, folded.
twisted, tortured strata, rising in
places in buttressed cliffs from one
hundred to two hundred and forty
feet high.

Just below, there was a huge log-

RIVER LANDING ON THE ST. JOHN.

the country becomes wilder and
more rugged and sterile. Here, in
what I thought would be a sort of
ultima thule of civilization, I found
a comfortable hotel with electric
bells and all the modern improve-
ments. The Grand Ialls far sur-
passed in size and sublimity any-
thing that I had anticipated. There
is below the falls a wild and lonely
gorge, worn during the long, slow
ages by the remorseless tooth of the
cataract. It seemed as solitary as
some never-before-visited ravine of

jam which must await the next
freshet before it could be released.
Every now and then another bruised
and battered log would go sweeping
down the arrowy rapids, writhing
like a drowning man in his death-
struggle. The pines and spruces
and shiver 7 aspens clung to the
rocky wall and peered over the top
of the cliff, whilst the thunder of
waters seemed to make the solid rock
to reel, and a rich saffron sunset filled
the sky. Inthis gorge the darkness
rapidly deepened, and a fecling of
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desolation, almost of terror, made me
clad to get away.

The view of the falls themselves,
from the graceful suspension bridge
thrown across their very front, was
almost more impressive. Pale and
speetral, like a sheeted ghost in the
gathering darkness, they gleamed;
and all night I could hear, when I
awoke, their faint voice
calling from afar.

The railway goes on to
Edmunston, forty miles
farsher, through a coun-
try peopled chiefly by
Acadian French. They
are mostly engaged in
lumbering and in farm-
ing the fertile «inter-
vales” by the river side.
Every little village bhas
its group of quaint, old
houses, and its large Ro-
man Catholic church.
The river is here the
boundary line between New Bruns-
wick and Maine, and the Canadian
and American villages fuce each
other on its opposite banks. Few
persons have any conception of the
vast extent of forest on the head-
waters of this great river—an ex-
tent seven times larger than that of
the famous Black Xorest in Ger-

=~

~
=

many. It is about seventy miles
from Edmunston to Riviere du Loup,
through a wild and rugged country,
the very paradise of the devotees of
the rod and gun.

The ravenous sawmills in this
pine wilderness are not unlike the
huge dragons that used in popular
legend to lay waste the country;

S

and, like dragons, they die when
their prey, the lordly pines, are all
devoured. Returning from theGrand _
Falls T had to get up at 3.15 on a
dark and rainy morning to take the
«Flying Bluenose” train which in-
tercepts the « Flying Yankee” from
Bangor, and reaches St. John about
three o’clock.

KEEPING

LENT.

BY ROBERT HERRICK (1591.)

Is this a fast to keepe
The larder leane
And cleane
From fat of veals and sheape?

Is it to quit the dish
Of flesh, yet still
To fill
The platter high with fish?

Is it to fast an houre,
Or ragged goe,
Or show
A downeast look and soure?

No ! ’t is a fast to dole
Thy sheafe of wheate,
And meate,

Unto the hungry soule !

It is a fast from strife,
From old debate,
And hatz;

To cireumeise ¢ thy life.”

To show « bearte grief.rent,
To starve thy sin,
Not bin,

And that's to keep thy Lent !
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EVERY-DAY LIFE IN BIBLE LANDS.

BY THE EDITOR.

PASTORAL

LIFE.

“ WHILE SHEPHERDS WATCHED THEIR FLOCKS BY NIGHT.”

THE keeping of shecp was one of
the earliest occupations of mankind.
Indeed, the history of these animals
is so interwoven with the history of
man that Mr. Yates is inclined to
doubt if they ever existed in a wild
state. So far as geology supplies
any evidence, he says, it is in fa-
vour of the supposition that men,
sheep and goats belong to the same
epucl, no properly fussil bones of
any one of the three having y et been
found. In the garden of Eden, im-
mediately after the Iall, the clothing
of our first parents was, doubtless, of
the skins of shcep or guats. In the
dim dawn of time “Abel was a
keeper of sheep,” and brought of the
firstlings of his flock as a sacrifice
unto God. The earliest inhabitants
of Persia, Mesopotamia, Syria and
Palestine were addicted to the keep-
ing of sheep. The history of the
patriarchs abounds in beautiful pic-

tures of pastoral life which we see
reproduced under our eyes to-day.
See the account of Jacob, in Gen.
xxix. 1-10, and elsewhere. We read
also, that Job in his pro~perity had
fourteen thousand sheep, and six
thousand camels, one thousand yoke
of oxen, and one thousand she as«cs,
Job xlii. 12. This would be a large
flock of sheep, even for the ranches
of Manitoba at the present time.

« Every shepherd,” we 1ead, »isan
abomination to the Egyptians"—on
account of the invasion of their coun-
try by the I\ ksos orshepherd Kings,
This fact, doubtless, contributed to
the preservation of the separate iden-
tity of thechildren of Israel in Egypt.
Moses was himself a keeper of sheep
in the land of Midian, and so vast
were the flocks of the Midianites
that the sheep taken from them by
Moses, as recorded in Numbers xxxi,,
amounted to six hundred and seven-
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SHEPHERD CARRYING THE LAMBS IN HIS BOSOM.

ty-five thousand, besidesseventy-two
thousand beeves and sixty-one thou-
and asses.

In the pathetic passage in Isaiah,
“All welike sheep have gune astray ;
we have turned every one to his own
way ™ (Is. liii. 6), so exquisitely in-
terpreted by the plaintive music of
Handel s immortal « Messiah,” and 1n
Ps. exix. and elxxvi, «I have gone
astray like a lost sheep,” we have a
touching description of mankind
wandering from the fold.

Over and over wgain, among the
shepherds of Palestine, have I seen
striking iltustrations of the beautiful
passages in Isaiah xl. 11, «He shall
feed his flock like a shepherd: he
shall gather the lambs with his arm,
and carry them in his bosom, and
shall gently lead those that are with
young;” and of Psalm Ixxx. 1,
#Give car, O Shepherd of Israel, thon
that leadest Joseph like a flock.” In
the loose folds of the abba, or cuter
garment, the weak or weary lambs
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are still tenderly carried almost as a
mother would carry her babe, as
shown in cut vn page 271.

The yearning pity of our Lord for
the lost sheep of the house of Israel
is shown in the tender words of
Matt. ix. 36, « But when He saw the
multitudes, lfe was moved with
compassion on them, because they
fainted, and were scattered abroad,
as sheep having no shepherd.” And
should not this be our true attitude
of soul to the erring and sinning ?—
not one of harsh condemnation, but

my mind the beautiful passage, “If
a man have an hundred sheep, and
one of them be gone astray, doth he
not leave the ninety and nine, and
goeth into the mountains, and seeketh
that which is gone astray ?”

There were ninety and nine that safely lay
In the shelter of the fold,
But one was out on the hills away,
Far off from the gates of gold—
Away on the mountaing wild and bare,
Away from the tender Shepherd’s care.

¢ Lord, Thou hast here Thy ninety and nine :
Are they not enough for ‘Thee 2?

But the Shepherd made
answer: ‘“This of
Mine

Has wandered away
from Me:

And althe’ the road be
rough and steep

I go to the desert to
find My sheep.”

No words in any
literature of any
land are more beau-
tiful and touching

PAINTED CHAMBER IN THE CATACOME OF ST. AGNES—
CHRIST AS GOOD SHEPHERD IN ARCH AND CEILING.

of tender sympathy. The crowd-
ed thousands in the slums are more
like dazed and bewildered sheep
than like ravening wolv=s, to be
hunted to their destruction as they
often are by the relentless hand of
power. They should rather be shep-
herded, and fostered, and gathered
into the fold.

I remecmber once secing a shep-
herd with seemingly intense solici-
tude counting his flock as they were
folded by night. As this is not al-
ways done it would scem that he
was fearful that one of them had
gone astray. It brought vividly to

than those in that
sweet Hebrew idyl
of which the world
will never grow
tired, the twenty-
third Psalm, which,
lisped by the pallid
lips of the dying,
throughout the
ages, has strength-
ened their hearts
as they entered the
ralley of the shadow of death; and to
which our Lord lends i deeper ten-
derness by the parable of the Lost
Sheep. Small wonder that to the per-
secuted fluek of Christ in every time,
to the church in the Catacombs, to
the little flock in the midst of raven-
ing wolves, to the harried Cove-
nanter, to the great multitude «of
whom the world was not worthy,
who wandered about in sheepskins
and goatskins, being destitute, af-
flicted, tormented "—small wonder
that this was the favourite type of
that unwearying Love that sought
the erring and wandering and
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brought them to His fold again. In
the dim, dark crypts of the Cata-
combs, those “dens and caves of the
earth,” with reiterated and manifold
treatment the tender story is repeat-
ed over and over again, making the
gloomy crypts bright with scenes of
idyllic beauty, and hallowed with
sacred associations.

This symbol very happily sets
forth the entire scope of Christian
doctrine. It illustrates the sweet
pastoral representations of man’s re-
lationship to the Shepherd of Israel
who leadeth Joseph like a flock, and
hisindividual dependence upon Him
who is the Shepherd and Bishop of
all souls. But it especially illus-
trates the character and office of our
Lord, and the many passages of
Scripture in which He represents
Himself as the Good Shepherd, who
forsook His eternal throne to seek
through the wilderness-world the
lost and wandering sheep, to save
whom He gave His life that He
might bring them to the evergreen
pastures of heaven.

The Good Shepherd is generally
represented as a youthful, beardless
figure, in a short Roman tunic and
buskins, bearing tenderly the lost
sheep which He has found and laid
upon His shoulders with rejoicing.

EASTERN SHEPBERDS.

This is evidently not a personal
image, but an allegorical represen-
tation of the «Lord Jesus, the Great
Shepherd of the sheep.” He is gen-
erally surrounded by a group,of
fleecy followers, whose action and
attitude indicate the disposition of
soul and manner of hearing the
Word. Some are listening earnestly ;
others are more intewt on cropping
the herbage at their feet, the types of
those occupied with the cares and
pleasures and riches of this world.
A truant ram is turning heediessly
away, as if refusing to listen; and
often a gentle ewe nestles fondly ac
the Shepherd’s feet or tenderly car-
esses His hand.

Sometimes the sheep appears to
nestie with an expression of human
tenderness and love on the Shep-
herd’s shoulders; in other examples
it is more or less firmly held with
one or both hands, as if to prevent
its escape. In a few instances the
fold is seen in the background,
which seems to complete the alle-
gory. Frequently the Shepherd car-
ries a staff or crook in His hand, on
which he sometimes leans, as if
weary beneath IHis burden. He is
somctimes even represented sitting
on a mound, as if overcome with
fatigue, thus recalling the pathetic
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words of the Dies Irce: *Quewxrens
me sedisti lassus,”

¢ Secking me Thou sattest weary,”

words which Dr. Samuel Johnson
never could read without tears.
Sometimes the Shepherd is repre-
sented as leading or bearing on His
shoulders a kid or goat instead of a
sheep or lamb. This apparent sole-
cism has been thought a careless
imitation of pagan figures of the
sylvan deity Pan, who frequentiy
appears in art in this manner. It
is more probable, however, that it
was an intentional departure from
the usual type, as if to illustrate the
words of our Lord, «I am not come
to call the righteous, but sinners to
repentance,” and to indicate his ten-
derness towards the fallen, rejoicing
more over the lost sheep that was

* The later Christian poets also celebrated
this tender theme. In lines whose lyric
cadence charms the ear like a shepherd’s pipe
“Thomas Aquinas sings :

‘“HE GOETH BEFORE THEM AND THE SHEEP FOLLOW HIM.”

found than over the ninety and nine
that went not astray.

“There is much to be said,” writes
Archdeacon Farrar, ‘for the interpreta-
tion adupted by Mr. Matthew Arnold in
his exquisite sonnet, which regards the
kid as indicating the large divine compas-
siun, against which Tertullian sv fiercely
protested ' :

*He saves the sheep, the goats He doth not
save.”
So spake the fieree Tertullian ; but she sigh’d,
The infant Church ! of love she felt the tide
Stream on her from her Lord’s yet recent
grave.
And then she smiled ; and in the Catacombs,
On those walls subterranean, where she Lid
Her head *mid ignominy, death, and tombs,
With cyes suffused, but heart inspived true,
She her Good Shephent's hasty image drew,
And on His shoulders not a lamb, a'kid.”*

Our Lord is sumetimes represented
as a lamb instead of a shepherd.
Indeed, this symbol is no less appro-
priate than the one just considered,

Bone Pastor, panis vere,
Jesu, nostri miserere,
T nos pasce, ncs tuere;
Tu nos bona fac videre,
In terra viveatium.

R N o O Ay Al
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and has equally the sanction of Serip-
ture. The manifold sacrifices of the
tabernacle and temople all pointed to
the Lamb slain from the foundation
of the world, the true Passover of
mankind. The immaculate purity,
gentleness, and divine affection of
the Redeemer, and His patience un-
der affliction and persecution, make
this beautiful symbol an appropriate
type of his innocence and sufferings
as He was led as a lamb to the
slaughter, and as a sheep dumb be-
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As a protection against the Bedouin
robber strong sheepfolds were con-
structed, like that shown in oar cut,
in which the sheep were carefully
guarded at night, even, if need be,
at the cost of the shepherd’s life.
Again and again one sees the para-
ble of the Good Shepherd enacted
under his eyes. «He calleth his
own sheep by name, and leadeth
them out. And when he putteth
forth his own sheep, he goeth before
them, and the sheep follow him: for

SHEEPFOLD.

fore its shearers, opened not His
mouth, Is. Jiii. 7. In the devout re-
cognition of our Lord by John the
Baptist (John i 19). and in the sub-
lime vision of the Apoeilypse (Rev.
v.6). He is thus figurativelyv repre-
sented; and to this divine Lamb is
chanted evermore the song of praise
and honour and thanksgiving.

Tu qui cuncta scis ¢t vales,
Qui nos pascis hic mortales
Tuos ibi commensales
Colueredes et sodales

Fac sanctorum civium.

they know his voice. And a stranger
will they not follow, but will flee
from him: for they know not the
veice of strangers. I am the Good
Shepherd, and know my sheep, and
am known of mine,” John x.3 4, 5,14.

At Bethlehem I witnessed a pas-
toral scene exactly fulfilling these
words. It vividly recalled the asso-

Another medizeval hymn runs sweetly thus :
Jesu duleissime, ¢ throno glorix
Ovem deperditam venisti quacrere !
Jesu suavissiine, pastor fidissime,
Ad te O trahe me, ut semper sequar te !
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ciations of the shepherds on the mid-
night fields and the angelic song of
“Peace on ecarth, goodwill to men,”
which is destined yet to hush the

Jarring discords of earth with its
sweet cadences of heaveuly peace, so
exquisitely expressed in the « Pas-
toral Symphony ” of Handel’s Mes-
siuh.

The custom of calling sheep by

The Methodist Magazine.

name is referred to by the Greek
poet Theoeritus, and is still true of
shepherds in that land and also in
Palestine.

. We can only
fully grasp, says
Canon Tristram,
the force of the
metaphors in Psalm
xxiii, when we
think of the deep
solitudes in whieh
the Eastern shep-
herd feeds his flock.
There is perpetual
danger from sud-
den torrents, from
wolves and rob-
bers. There are
but rare and scanty
streams and the
flock often suffers
from thirst. The
shepherd never
leaves them. On
him the sheep de-
pend for their pas-
ture, which is con-
stantly changing.
He goes forth daily,
leading his charge,
not only by the
still waters and in
green pastures but
along rough and
thorny paths, un-
der burning skies,
and through the
chill of wet and
-dreary days. Sur-
rounded b; his
vigilant dogs he
“keeps watch over
hisflocks by night.”
He is ever on the
alert—the type of
the unwearying
care of Him of
whom it is said, «He that keepeth
Israel shall neither slumber nor
sleep.” Hence the fulness of the prom-
ise. that out of Bethlehem «shall
come forth a governor which shall
be shepherd of my people Israel.”

SHEPHERDS LEADING THEIR FLOUKS.
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The shepherd in the East is gener-
ally the owner, or son of the owner,
of the flock; or if it be the property
of some rich man or village sheikh,
he is paid, not by a day’s service,
but by a fixed proportion of the pro-
duce, that is the lambs, the wool and
the cheese. The “hireling” is the
man who happens to be hired for
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white and the latter are black.
While the sheep feed together on
the finer grasses of the valley the
goats elamber over the hillsides and
in straggling order browse on the
scanty herbage. Returning to the
fold at night they are separated into
different compartments as they enter
the fold, thus giving a striking illus-
tration of the pas-
sage, “and before

ARAB WOMAN CHURNING—SEE PROV,

fixed wages merely for a day, who
is not interested in the flock, nor
cares to risk his skin for its defence.
Hence «the hireling fleeth, because
he is an hireling, and careth not for
the sheep,” John x. 13.

It is curious to note how the shep-
herd separates the sheep from the
goats. The sheep are generally

19

him shall be gath-
ered all nations:
and he shall sepa-
rate them one from
another, as a shep-
herd divideth the
sheep from the
goats.”

The devotion of
the shepherd to his
flock lends new
power and pathos
to the beautiful
parable of the poor
man and the ewe
lamb.

“But the poor man
bad nothing, save one
little ewe lamb, which
he had bought and
nourished up : and it
grew up together
with kim, and with
his children; it did
eat of his own meat,
and drank of his own
cup, and lay in his
bosom, and was unto
him as & daughter.

‘ And there came
a traveller unto the
rich man, and he
spared to take of his
own flock and of his
own herd, to dress
forthe wayfaring man
that was come unto him; but took the
poor man’s lamb, and dressed it for the
man that was come to him.” (2 Sam.
xii. 3, 4.)

Very pleasant it was in our jour-
neving through Palestine to hear the
plaintive shepherd’s pipes resound-
ing from side to side of the narrow
valleys as the shepherd lads beguiled

xxx. 33.



278

their pleasant task with the sweet,
wild refrain. I bought from the
village boys several of these pipes,
which doubtless were exactly like
those used by Joseph as he kept his
father’s flock, and by David whom
God took from the sheepfold and the
goats and said: “And I will set up
one shepherd over them, and he
shall feed them, even my servant
David; he shall feed them, and he
shall be their shepherd,” Ezekiel
xxxiv. 23. See also Ps. Ixxviii. 70,
71.

The sacrificial use of the lamb
and the sheep, from the time of Abel

INTERIOR OF THE SERAPEUM ; OR, APIS’ TOMBS,

down, prefigured the great sacrifice
of the Lamb of God, the Lamb slain
from the foundation of the world—
the sacrifice prefigured in that of
Isaac upon DMount Moriah, the
strange type which found its great
antitype and fulfilment on that same
mountain after nineteen hundred
years had passed away. This prac-
tice of sacrifice is still observed by
the Jews, Samaritans and Moslems,
and on the opening of the railway
from Jaffa to Jerusalem many sheep
were slain and their blood poured
out as an auspicious oblation at the
railway station without the walls of
Jerusalem. Strange blending of an
institution datitig from the very
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dawn of time, with the latest out-
comne of this nineteenth century
civilization !

At the sheep-shearing and other
festive occasions a sheep was killed
and disposed of in a very short time
by the stalwart shearers or guests.
At the passover feast the lamb or
kid roasted whole was a character-
istic dish, and on Kaster Day at
Nazareth, for our little company of
six persons a whole roast lamb on a
lordly dish was set before us.

The higher critics of our little
company made merry over the state-
ment of the writer about the Syrian
sheep whose tails, as
described by Aris-
totle, were a cubit
fong, and, as I had
scen in a picture,
were sometimes
borne in little carts
to prevent them from
being torn by shards
or flints. But when
we saw in the baz-
aars at Damascus
sheep @ails weighing
from ten to fourteen
pounds, solid masses
of fat which was used
for butter, the « high-
er criticism” was
confounded by the
evidence of fact.

While riding over the barren hills,
between Bethlehem and Mar-Saba.
I passed one day an Arab encamp-
ment, where a woman was crouched.
swinging, as I supposed, a baby in
a banging cot. As I drew near 1
found it was not a baby but a goat-
skin filled with goat’s milk, and the
woman was not chanting a lullaby
but shaking the distended skin to
and fro till the milk was curdled
into a sort of cheese or butter. Some-
times the skin is hung overhead
and a peculiar twisting motion is
given it by the hand. This explain-
ed what had been to me an obscure
passage In the Proverbs, “surely the
churning of milk bringeth forth
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butter, and the wringing of the nose
(a somewhat analogous motion)
bringeth forth blood,” Prov. xxx. 33.

The chief use of sheep was for
the supply of clothing, wool being
by far the most common material
fur making clothes, hence the refer-
ence in Prov. xxvii. 6, « The lambs
are for thy clothing,” and Prov.
xxxi. 18, «She seeketh wool, and
flax, and worketh willingly with
ker hands.”

Anotherelemeut of Oriental wealth
was the herds of oxen. These were
employed for agricultural purposes,
for carrying burdens, and are enu-
merated, as we have
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four of these chambers still contain
the huge sarcophagi in which the
Apis mummies were deposited.
These monster coffins average 13
feet in length, 7 feet in width, 11
feet in height, hewn out of solid
granite, and weigh no less than
sixty-five tons. The solid covers
have all been pushed aside for the
purpose of rifling the tomb. TFour
or five persons could easily sit
around the small table in one of
these sarcophagi. See page 278.

It was doubtless the adoption of
this Egyptian superstition that led
the Israelites to the making of the

seen above, as a large !
part of the substance

of the patriarchs and
Jewish tribes. At the
dedication of the tem-
ple Solomon «offered
unto the Lord two and
twenty thousand oxen

==
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and twelve thousand
sheep.” The “molten
sea” of this great and
goodly temple stood upon twelve
brazen oxen. This seriptural fact
gives evidence of the plastic skill
which must bave been possessed
by the artists by whom they were
exccuted. The ox was sacred in
Egypt and worshipped under the
name of Apis with highest honours.
After death their bodies were em-
balmed and placed in huge stone
coffins, hewn out of a single block
of syenite, brought at enormous
cost from the quarries of Syene six
hundred miles distant. In the Sera-
peum, at Memphis, are vast under-
ground corridors, one eight hundred
feet long. On either side are sixty-
four Apis vaults, averaging 26 fecet
high, and roofed with stone. Twenty-

LN, happy bells of Easter time !
The world takes up your chants sublime,
*The Lord is risen ! ‘T™e night of fear

SACRIFICING CATTLE— FROM Et YPTIAN TOMB.

golden calf while Moses was on the
Mount, and even Jeroboam, hun-
dreds of years later caused two
golden calves to be made and placed
one in Dan and one in Bethel, saying,
«Behold thy gods, O Israel, which
brought thee up out of the land of
Egypt,” 1 Kings xii. 28. Sec also
Hosea viii. 5, 6.

The oxen now used in Palestine
are of small size and reddish colour,
and look like a somewhat degenerate
breed. In the marshes and fertile
meadows of the Lake of Hullah, wild
buffalo of a larger size, well favour-
ed, with sleek-looking black hides
and sloping horns, may be seen
wallowing in the marshes or feeding
in the meadows.

Has passed away, and heaven draws near :
We breathe the air of that blest clime,
At Faster time.
—Lucy Larconm.
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IVORY CHAIR OF BISHOP MAXIMIANLUS,
RAVENNAL

It is not true, as has sometimes
been asserted, that the early Chris-
tians entirely abjured art on ac-
count of its idolatrous cmployment
by the pagons. It was rather
baptized, like the converts from
heathenism, into the service of Chris-
tianity. Indeed the very intensity
of that old Christian life under
repression and persecution created a
more imperious necessity for re-
ligious art and symbolism.

Through the ages the ministry of
art to the service of religion has
been most powerful and beneficent.
Art speaks a universal language—
a language which he who runs may

* «T'he Life of Christ as Represented in Art,
Toronto. William Briggs.

London : Adam & Chas, Black.
top und full gilt cover.  Price, §7.35.

read, though he can read naught
else. The ignorant slave may cateh
its sublime message not less than
the learned lord of many seres.

It is a fascinating task that Arch-
deacon Iarrar has undertaken—to
recount the history of our Lord as
represented in art from the very
earliest times. To this task he has
brought a wide knowledge of Chris-
tian antiquities, the special study
for many years of Christian art,
broad anc keen sympathies, a poetic
imagination and rare descriptive
powers. His work differs from that
of Lady Eastlake and Mrs. Jameson,
in that it gives less importance to
artistic technique and much more to
the moral significance of art. The
publishers have made this book a
very edition de lu.xe in its sumptuous
printing, copious illustration, espe-
cially the fuil-page reproductions of
some of the great masterpieces of
art. The symbolical binding is
very elegant. Such a book is an
admirable introduction and equip-
ment to the study of Christian art.

We briefly summarize some of the
conclusions of this book.

The early believers carefully
avoided, as though prevented by a
sacred interdict, any attempt to de-
pict the awful scenes of Christ’s
passion, the realistic treatment of
which in Roman Catholic art so
often shocks the sensibilities and
harrows the soul. This solemn
tragedy they felt to be the theme
of devout and prayerful meditation
rather than of portrayal in art.
IHence we find no pictures of the
agony and bloody sweat, the mock-
ing and the shame, the death and
burial of our Lord. «The Cata-
combs of Rome,” says Milman, «faith-
ful to their general character, offer

By FreEperick W. FARRar, D.D., LR8N
Octavo, pp. xix.-507. Gilt
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no instance of a crucifixion, nor does
any alb-sion to such a subject of
art oceur in any of the known early
writings.”

Crpheus eharming the wild beasts
with his lyre is a frequently re-
cuwrring figure in the Catacombs,
and is referred to by the early
JFathers as a type of the influence
of Christ, the Divine Orpheus, in
subduing the evil dispositions of the
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mummy-like figure standing at the
entrance of an open tomb.

In the large and handsome sar-
cophagus of Junius Bassus, now in
the vaults of St. Peter at Rome,
further Biblical types are repre-
sented, but there is no attempt
made at proper chronological ar-
rangement. Beginning at the upper
left-hand corner, we have the sacri-
fice of Isaac, with a hand stretched
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CEILING PAINTING—FROM CATACOMB OF ST, CALIXTUS, ROME.

heart, and drawing all men to lim-
self by the sweet persuasive power
of His divine word. See engrav-
ing on this page.

In the margin of the engraving is
shown, alternating with pastoral
scenes, representations of Moses strik-
ing the rock, David with his sling,
Daniel in the lions’ den, and our
Lord raising Lazarus. These are
extremely rude in style; in the
last subjeet Lazarus is shown as a

out from the sky to stay Abraham’s
knife. The next group is probably
the arrest of our Lord. In the
central compartment, He is shown
as a boy disputing with the doctors;
under His feet is a personification
of the earth—a conception borrowed
from pagan art. The meaning of
the ncxt group is not so apparent.
It is, probably, Christ witnessing
a good confession before Pontius
Pilate, who, in the last group, ad-
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SARCOPHAUUS OF JUNIUS BASSUS, ROME.

monished by his wife, seen in the
background, is about to wash his
hands from the guilt of the judicial
murder of our Lord.

In the second row of sculptures
we have first the afllictions of Job.
The complaint of the Patriarch
that even his wife abhorred his
breath—for so the Vulgate ren-
ders Job xix. 17—is grotesquely il-
lustrated by a female figure holding
a napkin to her nose. The next
shows the fall of our first parents,
between whom is seen the tree of
life, around which twines the tempt-
ing serpent. The lamb and wheat-
sheaf are symbols that Eve's future
work is to spin wool, and Adam’s to
till the ground. The next group
shows our Lord riding through
Jericho, and saying to Zaceh:eus in
the tree-top: « Make haste to come
down; for to-day I must abide in
thy house.” The next group shows
Daniel in the lions’ den, and the
last is probably our Lord led by
Roman soldiers to 1lis crucifixion.

In the spandrels of the arches,
lambs are naively represented as
enacting Biblical scenes. The first
is the fiery furnace of Nebuchad-

nezzar; second, the striking of the
rock in Horeb; third, the multiply-
ing of the loaves; fourth, the bap-
tism of Christ; fifth, the giving of
the law and the sixth, the raising of
Lazarus*

In the fine example, shown in cut
on page 283, which is of the 4th or
5th century, we have first Simon the
Cyrenian bearing the cross, vhen
Christ erowned not with thorns, but
with flowers, as if to symbolize His
triumph; then Christ guarded by a
Roman soldier; and in the last com-
partment le is witnessing a good
confession before Pontius Pilate,

Of about the year 550 is the
magnificent ivory chair of Bishop
Maximijanus of Ravenna, shown in
cut on page 280. It is entirely
covered with carvings, somewhat
after the manner of the sarcophagus
of Junius Bassus. The vine-like
friezes, with their lions, deer, pea-
cocks, ete, exhibit much artistic
feeling. The central group above
is the creation of Eve from the side
of the sleeping Adam; that to the

*See also frescoes on pages 272 and 251
of this Magazine.
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right is the adoration of the Magi.
In the centre of the next row is
Joseph warned in a drecam to fly
mto ligypt, and the flight with the
Virgin mother guided by an angel.
Iive saints occupy the front of the
chair; above the centre one is the
monvgram of Maximianus. Other
groups represent the history of
-Joseph.

After the age of persecution, the
¢hild-like and touching simplicity
of Christian art ceased. Called from
the gloomy vaults of the Catacombs
to adorn the churches erected by
Constantine and his successors, it
gradually developed to the many-
coloured splendourof the magnificent
frescoes and mosaies of the basilicas.
It became more and more personal
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burst the narrow limits in which
it was there confined, and found
ample scope in the stately basilicas
which were everywhere rising. In
those vast and shadowy interiors the
principal figure was that of Christ,
surrounded by saints and angels,
looking down upon the worshippers
with awe-inspiring power, holding
in His left hand the Book of Life,
and raising IIis right in solemn
menace or warning. The technical
manipulation beeame lessunderstood,
and the artistic coneeption of form
more and more feeble, till it grad-
ually petrified into the formal and
immobile types which characterize
Byzantine art.

The vast mosaic filling the vaulted
apse of the Church of Sts. Cosmo

SARCOPHAGUS IN THE LATERAN MUSEUM.

and historical, and less abstract and
doctrinal.

With ¢he decline of art and the
corruption of Christianity, the beau-
tiful early type disappeared, and a
more austere and solemn expression
was given to pictures of Christ.
Although the technical means of
execution were diminished, and the
rendering of form became more and
more incorreet, vet for powerful
cffect, strength of character, and
depth of feeling, Christian art ex-
hibited resources beyond anything
to be found in the Catacombs* It

*The symbols of the four evangelists—
the angel, lion, ox, and eagle-—are unknown
m the Catacombs, and first appear in the
fourth century. Sometimes these symbols
have refevence to the four historic aspects
of redemption throngh Christ—the Incar-
nation, Passion, Resurrection, and Ascen-

and Damian, at Rome, represented
on page 284, is a characteristic ex-
ample of this transition art. The
somewhat intractable material—an
infinite number of small bits of
coloured glass or stone—give a stiff-
ness of treatment and austere aspect
to the figures which are very im-
pressive. The date of this mosiac
is about 530 A.D. The figure of
our Lord, of grave and solemn
aspect, and crowned with a nimbus,
is supported by gold-edged clouds.
He holds in His left hand the roll of
the Book of Life, and the right is

sion, as explained in the following monkish

rhymes:

Quatuor haec Dominum signant animalia
Christum :

Est homo nascendo, Vitulusque sacer mori-
endo,

ISt Leo surgendo, cwlos Aquitaque petendo.
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MOSAIC FROM STS. (OSMO AND DAMIAN AT ROME, A.D. 530.

stretched out in majestic command.
St. Peter and St. Paul are conduct-
ing St. Cosmo and St Damian, bear-
ing their crowns of martyrdom, to
our Lord. To the left, Pope Felix
IV. holds a model of the ehurch,
and is thus indicated as its founder.
To the right, St. Theudore—a re-
storation of later date—also bears
his martyr crown. On the palm to
the left is the phwnix—the emblem
of immortality. Below, a lamb with
a nimbus, the emblem of Christ,
stands on a rock in the river Jordan.
Twelve lambs, personifications of
His disciples, approach Him from
the cities of Jerusalem and Bethle-
hem on either side.

The type of Christ became more
and more rigid and austere as the
gathering shadows of the Dark Ages
mantled on the minds of men. The
gloomy asceticism of the monastic
orders also left its impress on the
art of the period, especially in the
East, where the Basilian monks too
faithfully illustrated theaustere judg-

ments of their founder concerning
the person of Christ. The rudeness
of execution of this Byzantine school
was only equalled by the meanness
of conception of the harsh, stiff, and
blackened portraits of our Lord, in
which he was represented as em-
phatically “a man of sorrows and
acquainted with grief.”

The goblet of Duke Tascilo, of
date about 788, illustrates this ten-
dency. At the foot are half figures
of four saints, while on the upper
part Christ and the Evangelists ap-
pear. The letters I1.S.4.0Q., are to
be read, Jesus, the Alpha and Omega,
the First and the Last. The right
hand is giving the benediction after
the manner of the Greek Church.

Towards the close of the tenth
century, art sank into its deepest
degradation as the long night of
the Dark Ages reached its densest
gloom. The year one thousand was
regarded in popular apprehension
as the date of the end of time, and
the final conflagration of the world,
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so intensely realized in the sublime
hymn,—

Dies ire, dies illa,
Solvet sieclum in favilla.

The excited imagination of man-
kind, brooding upon the approach-
ing terrors of the last day, found
expression in the sombre character
of the art of the period. The tender
grace of the Good Shepherd of the
Catacombs gave place to the stern,
inexorable Judge, blasting the wick-
ed with a glance and treading down
the nations in His fury. Christ was
no longer the Divine Orpheus, charm-
ing with the music of His lyre the
souls of men, and breathing peace
and benediction from His lips, but
the ¢ Rexr tremendw majestatis,”
a dread Avenger, striking the im-
agination with awe, and awakening
alarm and remorse in the soul,
All the stern denunciations of the
Hebrew prophets, and the weird
imagery of the Apocalypse, found
intensely realistic treatment in art.
Christ smites the earth with a curse,
and consumes the wicked like stub-
ble. «A fire goeth before him, and
burneth up hisenemies round about.”
The great white throne is set, and
from beneath is a flame bursts forth,
devouring the guilty objects of His
wrath, Like an angry Jove* He
hurls the thunderbolts of His fury,
and blasts with the lightning of
His power. The angels tremble
in terror at His frown, and even the
intercession of the Virgin Mother
avails not to mitigate the dread
displeasure of her Divine Son. Down
to the period of the Renaissance, the
tragic scenes of the Last Judgment
continue to be favourite subjects in
art, and exhibit some of its most
remarkable achicvements; but not

*In the austere drama of Dinte Christ
receives the title of Sovereign Jove:
O summo Giove,
Che fosti 'n terra pernoi crocifisso.—Purgas.,
canto vi.

In medizeval art Christ is frequently model-
led after the pagan Jupiter Tonans.
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all the genius of Orcagna or of
Michael Angelo can reconcile our
minds to the savage sternness and
ferocity of the frescoes of the Campo
Santo and the Sistine Chapel.

Christ is also frequently depicted
in medieval art with His staff and
serip, His «scallop hat and shoon,”
setting out upon His weary, mortal
pilgrimage; returning to heaven as
a toil-worn man leaning heavily
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upon llis staff,* or showing to the
TFather sitting on His throne, Iis
wounded hands and side. He is

*In some quaint French verses accom-
panying one of these pictures owr Lord, in
giving an account of His journey, in char-
acteristicaccord with the crroneous theology
of the times, is made to intimate that He
would fain have avoided theunwelcome task :

« Peére,” dist Jheésus, “ retourné
Suis d toy, et ai consummé
Ce que faire me commandas
Quant jus ou monde m’envoyus,
Dont bien je n'en feasse passé.”
— Romant des T'rois Pélerinages, A.D. 1338.
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also seen, as in the sublime vision
of St. John, riding in majesty on
his white horse, accompanied by the
armies of the sky; as trampling
beneath His feet the lion and dragon,
and as chaining death and hell. In
Greek art, especially, He is exhibited
as a throned archbis-
hop, arrayed in gor-
geous vestments, re-
ceiving the homage
of saints and angels,
or offering the sacri-

The Methodist Magazine.

ffather under human form. M.
Didron asserts that it was not till
the twelfth century that the Divine
Being was personally represented,
being previously invariably indi-
cated by the symbol of a hand, or
by the divine name written in a
triangle surrounded
by a cirele.

But the literal con-
ception of the age
was not eontent with
a symbolical indica-,

GOD THE FATHER, THE VIRGIN MARY, AND JOHN THE LBAPTIST. —
ALTAR PIECE IN CHURCH OF ST. BAVON, GHENT.

fice of the mass as the great High
Priest enteredinto the holiest of all.

It was long before the most auda-
c¢ious peneil dared to represent in
painting or sculpture the omnipotent
Jehovah, or the infinite Spirit, who
sustains and pervades the universe.
M. Emeric David says the French
artists of the ninth century had first
the “happy boldness "—heureuse
hardiesse—to Icpict the Eternal

tion of the Deity. By gradual devel-
opment the arm as well as the hand
was portrayved, and art, gradually
growing bolder, attempted the re-
presentation of that face which in-
spiration declares no man can see
and live. But at first it is the face
alone that is shown. Then, with
progressive daring, the bust and
upper part of the body are painted
as reaching forth from the clouds,
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and finally the entire figure appears
under various asncets and in differ-
ent characters. The Almighty is
represented armed with sword and
bow as the God of battles, as crown-
ed like a king or emperor, and
finally as Pope, wearing the pon-
tifical tiara and vestments.

In the large engraving, shown
on page 286, of the great altar-
piece by Hubert Van Eyck, in the
Church of St. Bavon, in Ghent, God
the Father is represented, crowned
with the triple Papal tiara, bearing
a seeptre, and with His right hand
raised in benediction. He is envel-
oped in the folds of a superb c1imson
and pearl-embroidered mantle. The
expression is benignant, and the
whole figure impressively solemn.
To the left sits the Virgin Mary,
in her traditional robe of blue, on
her head a diadem, her long, fair
hair flowing over her shoulders. To
the right is the venerable figure of
John the Baptist, his camel’s hair
coat appearing beneath a splendid
mantle of green. Beneath this
striking group is a noble pictare
of the Adoration of the Lamb, an ex-
quisite masterpiece of Flemish art*

The omnipotent Jehovah is some-
times represented as «the Ancient
of Days,” under the form of a feeble
old man bowed down by the weight
of years, and fain to seck support
by leaning heavily on a staff. or
reposing on a couch after the labours
of creation.i Thetreatment becomes

* A fine copy of this is in the Art Gallery
of the Normal Schonl, Taronto (south wall
of east room). It was on the 7te of the
Assumption of the Virgin that the present
writer studied these famous paintings in the
Chureh of St. Bavon, at Ghent. A proces-
sion of priests in crimson and purple and
obl, accompanied by vergers with crosses,
halberds and  maces, and’ peasants in blue
blonses and wonden shoes, passed through
the aisles, while the deep-toned organ shook
the solid walls. Tt was like u scene from
the middle ages.

tIn an example figured on payge 359
«of Withrows Catacombs, the everlasting
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more and more rude, even to the
borders of the grotesque,* and the
conception becomes mean, coarse,
and vulgar, till all the Divine de-
parts, and only human feebleness
remains, indieating at once the de-
gradation of taste, decline of piety,
and corruption of doctrine.

But this grossness of treatment
reaches its most offensive develop-
ment in the impious attempt to re-
present the sublime mystery of the
Holy Trinity by a grotesque figure
with three heads, or a head with
three faces joined together, some-
what after the manner of the three-
headed image of Brahma, in the
Hindu mythology. In other exam-
ples the Trinity is represented by
three harsh, stiff, aged figures, iden-
tified by the attributes of the tiara,
cross, and the dove, enveloped in
one common mantle, and jointly
crowning the Virgin Mary in hea-
ven, whose flowing train the angels
humbly bear. By this degradation
of Deity and exaltation of Mary, we
may mark the infinite divergence
in faith and practice of the modern
Church of Rome, from the simplicity,
purity and orthodoxy of the ancient
Church of the Catacombs. Thus
art, which is the daughter of Pagan-
ism, relapsing into the service of
superstition, has corrupted and often
paganized Christianity, as Solomon’s
heathen wives turned his heart from
the worship of the truc God to the
practice of idolatry.{

Father, throned in glory, crowned in a quin-
tuple tiarm and vobed in albh and tunie,
supports a cross an which hangs the lifeless
bhody of the Divine Son.  On medieval
svmbolism,  Dildvon's  Jeonoyraphie  Chre-
tirnne isa perfeet mincof information.

* We have seen a picture of the Creation,
w wlieh the Almighty was represented as
a feeble ol man, dressed in ceelesiastical
s, witl a lantern in His hand,

1 Thix whole subject is treated with great
fulness of detail and copious pictorial illus.
tration in Withrow's “Catacombs of Rome.™
London: Hadder & Stoughton,  Toranto :
Williawm Briggs,  Price, $2.10.
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LIFE IN RUSSIA.

BY MRS. A. KIRBY.

THE first thing that struck me on
entering Russin was its vastness.
The dreary monotony of the great
plains and dense forests through
which the railway runs, and the
very few towns seen from the train
add to this impression. After four
years' stay in the country, when I
had grown familiar with several
parts of the great empire, its great-
ness still astonished me.

This vastness of the Czar’s terri-
tory I emphusize because I wish to
point out that, although I visited
Russia from north to south and saw
Suropean life in all its forms, yvet a
very great deal must have escaped
my notice. When I am asked if
such and such an atrocity could
really have taken place; if the knout
is still used, if people often die of
famine, or if others are sent to Si-
beria without trial, I can only an-
swer, “I cannot tell.” Nothing of
the kind happened to my knowledge
during the time I was in Russia, and
most of my Russian acquaintances
would say the same. It is not pos-
sible to know what happens in vil-
lages hundreds of miles from a
railway or a post-town where there
is no telegraph, no telephone, no
free press and, in fact, no newspaper.

I found the Russians an interest-
ing study; they are a strange mix-
ture of old-fashioned simplicity and
modern culture.  In many Western
countiies gratitude seems to be fast
becoming a thing of the past. In
Russia every little kindnass is deeply
felt and never forgotten, and no one
who has ever eaten bread and salt
in another man’s house would grudge
him a favour or dream of doing
him harm. Neveris grace forgotien
after meals, and immediately after
grace the host and hostess are also
separately thanked. even by their

own children. After.a journey, too,
travellers go to church to return
thanks for their safety.

Hospitality is another marked trait
in the national character. When we
were in town, anyone calling within
an hour of dinner-time was always
pressed to stay, and the best viands
were at once ordersd. In the coun-
try the moment carriage-bells were
heard the housesteward would in-
form the mistress of the house, and
she would order a suite of rooms to
be got ready immediately,—for the
visitors, whether friends or mere
acquaintances, or sometimes even
strangers, were expected to stay as
long as they could.

Reverence, loyalty, and respeet
for superiors are other strongly
marked features. Their loyalty and
reverence spring from their religion,
for in the Russian Church the anoint-
ing of the Emperor and also of priests
is a sacrament, and those so anointed
are considered worthy of obedience
and of special consideration, though
they are not thoughtto be infallible.

Respect for superiors is fostered
by the peculiaritics of Russian so-
ciety. Every nobleman (and all
arec nobles who are noi peasants)
starts in life asa person of the lowest
rank, no matter what rank his father
holds. His life is essentially a mili-
tary life. Directly he leaves school
or college he has to servea few years
in the army, and then, unless he
prefers to remain in the lowest rank
of the social scale, he is obliged to
serve in the officinl rank, or he may
continue his career as a soldier.

There are, if 1 remember rigitly,
eight or ten ranks, and it is entirely
due to his own credit, and to the
good opinion of those in authority
about him, if a young man grad-
ually works his way up. The Em-




Life in

peror alone confers the rank upon
cach individual, but he generally
acts according to the advice of the
governor, or of the grand marshal,
of the provinee in which the young
man resides. One can tell at a
glance the rank of every man, for
waen not wearing the actual order
inay always have a bit of ribbon
<enoting it in their button-holes.

In some cases orders and advane-
ment flow in with great regularity,
but there are often instances when
a hard-working, loyal man seems to
have been overlooked. I remember
seeing a doctor, niearly sixity years
of age, burst into a flood of tears
at the unexpected presentation of an
order which admitted him to the
sixth rank, and one of Mr. A '3
secretarieslooked inclined to embrace
everybody when, after many years'
serviee, he was given the sword or
dagger of nobility.

You may besurprised that I spoke
of a doctor receiving an order, but
doctorsare all under the Government.
They are paid by the Stuate, and from
the surgeon in each village to the
superintendent or surgeon-in-chief of
cach government, all are subject to
supervision. Each has a certain
round of visits to make to different
villages or towns, somewhat like
sanitary inspectors, and they all
wear uniforms. In the larger towns
there are, of course, specialists, who
are under no authority, but they are
generally attached to some hospital
and are, therefore, in most cases
paid by the Government. Gratitude
as a national trait is evident with
regard to doctors, for on recovering
from a severe illness a Russian will
first go to church and make a thank-
offering—generally giving a new
picture—and will then send a mag-
nificent present to the doctor or
doctors who attended him. This
state of Russian society certainly
fosters discipline. obedience and re-
spect, but I think it rather tends to
check that independent spirit which
British nations so highly esteem.
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I have heen told by Engiishmen
that rank is sold in Russia to the
highest bidder, but I am sure this is
not the case. That idea must have
arisen from the fact that when an
order is bestowed upon one all he
receives is the ribbon-—the orna-
ment he has to pay for. One may
get a tin one, a silver one, or one
elaborately worked in gold and set
with magnificent dia® ~nds, and as
the Russians are fond oi jewels they
generally buy thediamonds. Allthese
stars and ornaments are purchased
from the Government, and in that
way, no doubt, & nice little sum is
realized.

The love of magnificence is, I
think, a speeial feature of Eastern
nations, but I imagine no court is
more imposing in display than that
of Russia, though I read only a few
months ago that the Corean court
was still more gorgeous. St. Peters-
burg has been called the «City of
Palaces,” and in no other city in
Iurope is to be seen such an array
of imposing buildings as those on
the English Quay and Nevsky Pros-
pekt along thesouth side of the Neva.
But St. Petersburg is hardlv, in a
true sense, a Russian city—it 1s what
Peter the Great said it should be,
viz, “a window through which
Russians can see Europe” Moscow
must be visited in order that Rus-
sian taste in architecture may be
understood. The nucleus of the
city is the Kremlin—a collection of
imperial palaces and churches sur-
rounded by a fortified wall and the
river. Formerly each Russian town
had its Kremlin, and around it
artisans and peasants built their
workshops and their cottages. The
irregularity and variety of the
buildings in Moscow is one of its
greatest charms, and the bazaars of
merchants from ail corners of the
great empire are most fascinating.

The grandeur of the interior of
the Kremlin is beyond my power to
describe, and for an account of the
view of Moscow from one of the



290

Kremlin churches, I quote the fol-
lowing from Dr. Talmage :

* Last summer I saw Moscow, in some
respects the most splendid city under the
sun. I ascended a tower of some two
hundred and fifty feet, just before sunset,
and on each platform higher were bells,
large and small, and I climbed up among
the bells, and then as T reached the top
all the bells underneath me began to ring,
and they were joined by the hells of four-
teen hundred towers and domes and tur-
rets. When Napoleon saw Moscow burn,
it could not have been more brilliant than
when 1 saw all the fourteen hundred tur-
rets aflame with the sunset, roofs of gold
and walls of malachite, and architecture
of all colours, mingling the brown of au-
tumnal forests, and the blue of summer
heavens, and the contlagration of morn-
ing skies, and the green of rich meadows,
and the foam of tossing seas.™

The churches are certainly very
striking, and the interiors are a mass
of gold and glitter. All the modern
churches are decorated with beauti-
ful frescoes done by celebrated Rus-
sian artists, such as Vereschagin and
Nieff—these, and the curious sacred
pictures, covered almost entirely
with gold and silver wonderfully
worked in imitation of the paint-
ing that the metal hides, and the
high altar screen. gilt and studded
with precious stones, make a very
magnificent whole. It is no wonder
that the peasant forms his idea of
Heaven from his own parish church.
In some of the large churches there
are pillars of malachite and lapis
lazuli and of other semi-precious
stones, and the vestments of the
priests are one mass of jewels.

The gentleman in whose family
1 lived so long was an official of high
rank—one rank below the grand
dukes. IHe had never served in the
army, for his mother was a widow
and he her only son. He held var-
jous offices, such as Chamberlain to
his Majesty, Master of Court, Member
of the Privy Council, and besides
these and others directly under the
Crown, he was clected by the nobles
of hisown Government,several years
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in succession, to be their grand
marshal. This made him the se-
cond man of importance in a pro-
vinee larger than England.

Duties connected with his position
as grand marshal kept Mr. A
and his family in the chief town of
the Government during most of the
winter months. The house they had
there was not very large,—nothing
to be compared with the country
house, but the six reception rooms
were very spacious, and all the furni-
ture was from Paris. The offices,
such as kitchens, cellars, servants
rooms and coachmen’s quarters, were
situated in smaller buildings round
the stable yard. There were five
men cooks, though only the three
best were gencrally brought to town,
seven footmen, one butler, two page-
boys, and a maid for every lady in
the house. All the scrubbing and
washing-up was done by wives of
the coachmen and watchmen living
in the yard.

Russian houses are always guard-
ed by watchmen, who mareh round
the house all night long. To show
that they are not asleep they have
to use a wooden clapper. It is some-
times difficult to sleep with two
wooden clappers going 1n the yard
and another in the street, especially
when one of the men chooses to
stand half an hour under your win-
dow. One summer, in the country,
Mr. A—— thought a change desir-
able and instituted penny trumpets
instead of the clappers, but penny
trumpets are not all made on one
note and two men would constantly
walk near enough to produce the
most excruciating discords, so the
clappers were again resorted to.

Besides the watchmen, an armed
sentry stood at the front doors of
high officials. In the country they
had in constant use ten saddle-horses
and thirty-two carriage-horses, i
separate coachmen for every four.
They seldom drove fewer than four
horses all abreast; only two or three
coachmen were brought to town.
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Open house was kept, and we sel-
dom had a meal alone; the cooking
and arrangement of the numerous
courses were excellent, and the choic-
est I'rench wines were the daily bev-
crages. The grand dinners, when
sometimes there were as many as
three hundred guests, were long and
tedious for those wbo cannot fast
twenty-four hours beforehand, but
the gorgeous uniforms of the gen-
tlemen (for no one is ever permitted
to doff his uniform in Russia) and
the glittering jewels and handsome
dresses worn by the ladies were
always worth seeing. Russians of
the upper class are highly cducated.
The Governmentschoolsare extreme-
ly good and in most of them there
are classical and modern studies.
Irench and German are universally
taught and generally English also.
English books are their standard
works and they are far more cogni-
zant of Tnglish literature han are
many of the English themselves. The
very rich do not generally patronize
the schools, but have tutors and gov-
ernesses for their children at home.
Whilst I was companion in Mr.
A ’s family, they had a German
governess and a lady professor of
music (a favourite pupil of Ruben-
stein’s) resident in the house, and
five masters came every other dajy.
Yet there were only two pupils—
eirls of fifteen and sixteen. Their
English was perfect, for they had
had an English nurse and then an
English governess for ten years.
Since then they have thoroughly
mastered Italian.

Nothing is more remarkable than
the wonderful advance made by
Russia in civilization during the
last two hundred years. In the
middle ages she suffered for three
hundred years from the invasions
and domination of Tartars. Re-
peated appeals to other Iuropean
courts for sufficient help to throw
off the galling Tartar yoke were
unheeded, though the moment a
Tartar army crossed the German

frontier all Europe rose in arms as
against a common foe.

The constant struggle with the
Tartars and the ceaseless oppression
Russia suffered, completely exhaust-
ed her, and it was only towards the
close of the last century, when Cath-
arine the Great defeated the last
tribes that still held sway in the
Crimea, that the people gradually
awoke to the feeling of security
and freedom. Since then the upper
classes have made such rapid strides
that they rank with, and indeed
surpass most European nations in
refinement and culture.

On the other hand the peasants
are the most ignorant, superstitious
and simple-minded of races, but it
must be remembered that until
about thirty years ago they were
slaves, bought and sold with the
land upon which they were born.
Alexander II, who liberated them,
also forced education upon them.
By many people this step has been
considered a mistake, for the peasants
were not anxious to learn and the
Government was not prepared with
a sufficient number of qualified
teachers for the enormous number
of villages. The consequence is
that Nihilists have crept into the
posts and have fast been spreading
their revolutionary ideas. Where
no evil influence has been rife
amongst them the villagers are most
happy and contented. Like the
negroes, they are always laughing
and singing. Their wants are sim-
ple and are ecasily supplied from
their farms or by their winter in-
dustries. They are clean in ap-
pearance, and their national dress,
of which there are forty varieties,
is highly picturesque. Each village
has a public bath, very mueh like
Turkish baths, and it is very much
frequented.

The cottages, built entirely by the
peasants themselves, are madechiefly
of twisted willows very thickly
plastered. Both inside and outside
they are neatly white-washed or
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colour-washed, the roof is thatched
and the floor strewn with fine sand.
The chief object in the prineipal
room, and often the only one, is the
enormous  stove. This is like a
large box, about six feet square,
resting on the ground and entirely
encased in plaster, which sometimes
forms a bed for the family.

They are a deeply religious peopie
but very superstitions; not at all
afraid to die, for they know the next
world will be a happier orne—has
not their priest tuld them so? Each
village is a little commune and the
heads of families govern it. They
elect a4 mayor, or clder as he is
called, who presides at their village
councils, and represents the village
at the district parliament. Ile is
also responsible for the taxes from
his own village. These taxes are
paid in agricultural produce, which
forces the peasants to work the farms
the Government has allotted them.
Women are the best workers and do
as much as men in the fields. Fathers
of families marry their sons early
and generally choose their wives
for them with an eye to getting the
strongest, most hard-working women
in their families. Several gener-
ations live in the same cottage and
have to cultivate the same allotment,
for it Is only when the census is
taken that the men over tweunty-one
are admitted to the parish council.

The census is taken, I believe,
every ten years, and then the vil-
lage land is re-divided to enable the
newly-admitted members to have a
plot. This re.dividing is disadvan-
tageous to the land, for a peasant is
not encouraged to improve his land
when he knows that it may belong
to someone else a few years hence.
In the south-central district where
we gencrally spent the summer
months, the land is extremely fer-
tile and the peasants have no diffi-
culty in reapingan abundant harvest
and are seldom willing to do any
farm work for the great man of the
village. The land is never manured
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but is allowed to rest for two years
after each crop of wheat.

In many parts of the north the
soil is very poor and the village
farms ave generally left to the care
of the oldest and youngest members
of the community, whilst the strong-
est—women as well as men—go
south to do harvest work for the
wealthy. They camp out in the
fields and after their three or four
months’ work, journey back to their
own district, taking with them wheat,
tobacco, hemp, flax and maize, etc,
as part of their wages.

In the winter months the peasants
are busy weaving linen and hemp
and in some villages they make
nails, and in others boots, cte. Al-
though as a rule ignorant and lazy,
they are very quick to learn, not
only handicrafts but also higher
branches of education. In Mr.
A—s village there were coach-
builders,cabinet makers, lace makers,
and workers in metal, and many
others. Amongst the footmen (who
were villagers)all understood French,
two of them spoke French and Eng-
lish perfectly, one was quite an
artist, another made all the liveries,
and all were very musical.

Russia is cssentially a musical
nation, and I very much enjoyed
listening to the work-people going
home, or to soldiers on the mareh,
all singing their quaint, somewhat
melancholy songs. In the churches,
too, the singing is very effective—
the entire service, including the
music, is just as it was when St. John
Chrysostom was their arch-bishop.
The Russians consider that no in-
strument made by mortal hands is
good enough for divine worship, so
there is no accompaniment to the
singing, and indeed I think it is
better without. The boys’ voices
are perfect, and the men, especially
the priests, have a most extraordinary
range of bass notes. My singing
master, in England, told me that the
English had tried in vain to ac-
quire the rich, deep bass of the
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Russian priests—it must have be-
come an hereditary art, as priests’
sons are always brought up to the
priesthood. In higher ranks music
is very much cultivated, and gen-
tlemen play the piano and other
instrumeuts as well as ladies do. I
was never at a loss to find gentle-
men able to play my accompani-
ments at sight.

There is a great need of an in-
tluential middle class in Russia. The
peasants are too poor and ignorant
to start any enterprise, and the rich
are too well-to-do. At present this
class is, to a small extent, filled by
Germans and Jews. Germans rent
farms and are engineers and mer-
chants; the Jews are bankers, shop-
keepers and inn-keepers. As the
vitllage inn-keeper the Jew has a
strong hold over the peasants, for the
great weakness the Russian peasant
has for a liquor called vodki takes
him regularly to the tavern on
holidays, and he is often easily per-
snaded by the Jew to deposit his
weekly earnings with him. In
countless instances the Jew defrauds
the peasant, hence the strong feeling
of hatred that he has execited. In
the town of BE—— where we spent
most of the winter, there were over
twenty thousand Jews out of a popu-
lation of thirty thousand. They
were very much disliked, and the
governor often had great difficulty
in protecting them from the Russians.

I must not forget to mention one
tribe of Jews who are very much
respected. they are called the Karaim
Jews. They are a tall, handsome
race, honest and upright in their
dealings, and have been living in
Russia over twenty-four centuries.
In the Crimea we visited one of
their old forts, said to have been
built five hundred years before
Christ. They are supposed to have
cscaped the curse and punishment
of the rest of the tribe of Judah,
as they did not participate in the
death of Christ; as they reject the
Talmud and do not consider that
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Christians and heathen may be cheat-
ed with impunity, they are in every
way superior to the ordinary Jew.

Russians are very fond of travel-
ling and, thanks to their wealth,
they are able to travel very com-
fortably, but as officials they always
have to obtain leave of abscnee from
the Emperor when quitting their
own country. The A family
invariably bad a private carriage
entirely to themselves, somewhat
resembling a Pullman. The most
tedious part of our travels was the
journey by road to and from the
country house, which was about
ninety miles from town.

There were seven of us besides
one or two maids and men, and we
went in three coaches, each drawn
by eight horses when the roads
were heavy, at other times by six.
They were post horses and we had
to change three times. The kitchen
utensils, cooks and the other maids,
ete, started two days before us
in waggons drawn by a team of
twenty-six oxen. We left town
early in the morning to get as far
as possible before the heat became
unbearable and generally rested
three or four hours at one of Mr.
A—s villages forty miles from
town. With the exception of that
village, and one or two hamlets, we
did not pass a house of any descrip-
tion the whole of the ninety miles.
There was no road, only a track,
and rno fences to separate it from
the fields of corn or meadows of
virgin pasture on either side, and
trecs were only visible near villages
or rivers. The heat was intense,
often accompanied by adry, burning
wind which causes the skin to crack
and blister, and nothing to relieve
the monotony but the bells on the
horses and the crackof the postillion’s
whip. At intervals mounted police-
men would be waiting for us to
inform us which road was the best,
or to warn us of the swollen state
of certain rivers. Once I remember
our coachman, after receiving whis-
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pered instructions, took off his cap
and said a short prayer; then, gather-
ing up the reins, he whipped his
horses towards a small bridge and
made them gallop over. Upon in-
quiry afterwards, why he went so
fast, we discovered that he had been
told the bridge was full of holes,
but that the police had covered it
with twigs and straw to prevent the
horses from shying, and he had
thought it the wisest course to go
fast whilst his prayer was still on
his lips.

~ In winter this would bhave been
a perilous journey from the intense
cold, the difficulty in finding the

COOKSHIRE, P.Q.
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way, and also from the wolves.
A peasant whom we Lknew, when
driving home late in the autumn,
was overtaken by a pack of wolves.
He saw or heard them from a dis-
tance, so he threw theé reins down on
the horses’ backs and lay down at
the bottom of the waggon, carefully
covering himself with his sheep-
skin coat. The horses galloped as
fast as fright couid make them, and
only stopped when one of them
dropped down cxhausted. The man
escaped, for wolves wiil not eat dead
animals, and they mistook the man,
covered as he was with his coat, for
a dead sheep.

EASTER:

LOVE’S

TRIUMPH.

BY EUGENE ALLEN NOBLE.

Unber the far-off Syrian sky,
Where God’s bright stavs shine erystal
clear,
The Son of God was hung to die;
Oh, mystery we love and fear!

Forth from the skull-like hill of shame,
Into a guiet garden fair-—

The “oil-press” place, that wasits name,
His broken, lifeless corpse they bear.

Men’s angry scoff and cruel scorn,
And all their boisterous, bigot zeal,
“Their jesting rude, and oaths loud-sworn,
Could not their doubt and fear concenl.

Lest, Lazarus like, from death and mold
He into complete life should come ;

Lest, *“borne away by friendship bold !”
And so they sealed the rock-hewn tomb.

A corps of soldiers throngh the night
Kept faithful watch and careful guard ;

Who conquers that strong band must fight
Brave as a bafiled beast, and hard.

That bird of passion, engle bold,
Symbol of Rome's imperial sway,

Upon the spear-staff, wrought in gold,
Certain of conquest, wings its way.

And wheresoe’er that symbol gleams,
Man’s will must yiekt his hopes decline.
The stone is set, and power seems
To overmaster love divine.

But ere the first-day sun is risen,
By agents only known to God,
Loosed from the stone-sealed, rock-hewn
prison,
A conquering Saviour walks abroad.

Burst from the breast of earth for joy,
Ye sweetest flowers of the spring

Mortals, your swiftest speed employ
To herald an immortal King

And angel choirs, by us unseen,
Chant triumph-song through heaven’s
high hall ;
Sin's serpent sting and death’s dark mien
Arve vanquished by the Lord of all.

The tyrant Roman’s rod of might,
The frenzied malice of the Jew,

Availeth naught against the right ;
They vanish like a morning dew.

Love lives ! and from a glorious grave
Our Christ comes forth, a victor strong to
save.

Tue Cross ! It takes our guilt away ;
It holds the fainting spirit up ;

It cheers with hope the gloomy day,
And sweetens every bitter cup.
—Thomas Kclly.
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A DAY IN THE TORONTO GENERAL HOSPITAL.

BY THE REV. JOHN HUNT.

How much may be experienced
in one day in the Toronto General
Hospital! A day spent among the
sick, the suffering, the sorrowing,
the dying! During the past few
years [ have spent many days there.
Some of those days have been fol-
lowed by seasons of deep depression,
which cannot at once be shaken off.
Others have been occasions of devout
thankfulness to the gracious Father
above, that He has been pleased to
use me to convey a message of
salvation or comfort to any suffering,
dying child of His. Apart from the
consciousness of doing the work
required by the blessed Master,
there is a singular fascination about
it, which seems to be all but irresist-
ible.

I remember being much inter-
ested many years ago while reading
«The Diary of a Physician,” which
portrays many scenes similar to
those witnessed in hospitals, and
there are many admirable magazine
articles of to day of equal interest
in the accounts given of the treat-
ment of discase. Books on nursing,
and the skill required properly to
perform that duty, are also replete
with interest. Now, a chaplain
cannot give the experience of a
physician, nor be expected to discuss
from a scientific standpoint, the
treatment of disease or surgery. I
propose only to present a general
view, and give some impressions
of the good work done.

CHAPLAINCY.

As this is a general hospital, no
religious denomination can have
any precedence. There is no hospi-
tal chaplain, but the different de-
nominations of the city appoint a
minister to attend patients of their
own branch of the Chureb, and

any other work which may be
deemed appropriate or desirable.
On the entrance of any patient,
among other things, there is a record
of the church to which he is attached.
From this entry book the minister
can ascertainevery day what patients
belong to the Church which he re-
presents. And here I would like to
say, 1 have met with the utmost
degree of kindness and consideration
from the medical superintendent and
all connected with the hospital. I
have been repeatedly ecalled for,
during both night and day, when
it was thought anyone desired or
needed religious counsel or comfort.
There are also opportunities for
holding religious services for all
desiring and able to attend in the
theatre. There are three services
every Sabbath, and also a service on
Thursday evening. On some occa-
sions the number in attendance has
been upwards of seventy.

In addition to the hospital library,
distributed and exchanged weekly
by ladies who volunteer for that
purpose, there is a large amount of
religious and general literature eir-
culated by others. It has been my
privilege, through the kindness of
Rev. Dr. Withrow, to distribute more
than one hundred copies weekly of
the Sunday-school publicationsunder
his charge. From their bright, at-
tractive pictures, short stories and
sketches of travel, these are, I think,
specially adapted to sick people
who cannot pay consecutive attention
for any length of time.

GOVERNMENT AND STAFF.

The governing power of the hos-
pital is in the hands of five trustees;
three appointed by the Government,
one by subseribers to the hospital
funds, and the Mayor of Toronto.
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Themediealstaff,appointed annually
by the Board of Trustees, consists of
leading physicians, surgeons and
specialists resident in the city, in
the various departments of medical
science. There is also, resident in
the hospital, the house staff of eight,
appointed by the same authority,
and selected cvery spring from the
graduates of the schools of medicine.
These hold their positions for one
year, and have the benefit, alternate-
ly, of each department in the hospi-
tal. They are expected to carry
out the instructions of the daily vis-
iting physician, and, in some cases
of emergency, may be required to
promptly act on their own judgment.
Their position is one of great value
for their future life-work, as in the
daily visitation of some hundreds
of patients, they must gain an ex-
perience of immense importance.
Nor is their position freefromdanger.
It is but recently that a superior
young man, after months of suffer-
ing, entirely lost the sight of one
eye, caused by accidental contact
with putrid matter from a wound
which he was dressing. The whole
institution is under the management
of Dr. OReilly, the Medical Super-
intendent, whose care and zeal in
that position have been evinced for
nearly twenty years. To this may
be added the earnest and kindly
care of Miss Snively, the lady super-
intendent, and her assistant, Miss
Haight. These ladies may be tre-
quently seen in_ the wards giving
directions, and speaking a word of
sympathy to some suffering patient.

THE AMBULANCE SERVICE.

The ambulance serviece is an im-
portant adjunct of the hospital. Of
these vehicles there are three under
the management of the Police Com-
missioners, to be used for medical
purposes, and in cases of accident.
Those used for infectious discases
are under the direction of the Board
of Health. The accident ambulances
are constructed after the most ap-
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proved model, and are designed to
convey anyone who may nced the
greatess  degree of care, with as
much ease and quietness as possible.
Each ambulance is furnished with
a box containing various surgical
instruments and other necessary
appliances, and also medicines ready
for use. The ambulances are sta-
tioned in a building on Court Street,
which is in ecommunication, by tele-
phone, with all the police stations and
with the hospital. In case of any
street accident it is the duty of the
nearest policeman to summon the
ambulance, and, if convenient, to
procure a surgeon, who may deter-
mine the nature of the injury, and
administer temporary relief, and
direct the patient to be conveyed
to the hospital or, if desired, to his
own home. In cases of infectious.
or contagious disease, the Medical
Board of Health physician will send
the ambulance used for that class of
patients. I have noticed that the
sound of the ambulance gong, as it
drives up to the main entrance of
the hospital, generally excites a good
deal of interest and inquiry among
the inmates who are able to go
about or look out of the windows.
This may arise from curiosity, or
partially from sympathy, knowing
by that sign that another sufferer is
added to their number.

MEDICAL EDUCATION.

It is but natural, and of the first
importance, that an institution estab-
lished on the basis of the Toronto
General Hospital, with its suitable
appliances, and numerous patients,
many of them cared for at the ex-
pense of the city, should be utilized
to promote medical education. There
are in the city three medical schools
—one in connection with the Toronto
University, the Trinity Medical Col-
lege, and the Women’s Medical Col-
lege. The majority of the students
at these institutions receive their
bed-side instruction at the hospital.
Clinical surgery, and clinieal medi-
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cine, including pathology and thera-
peutics, are the subjects of lectures
daily for a considerable time during
the term of these schools. In the
large theatre, on stated occasions,
surgical operations are performed
which may be witnessed by several
hundred students at once. The
skilful performance of difficult oper-
ations, and the dressing of wounds
which follows, must be of incalcul-
able value to young men about to
commence one of the noblest of pro-
fessions.  Among the honourable
callings of today, ithere are none
more important, and which require
a wiser head, a keener eye, a steadier
hand, and I may add, which is of
equal importance, a more sympa-
thetic heart, than that of the phy-
sician.

There is another feature which in
vears gone by was unknown in the
Toronto General Hospital, but which
at present has become quite familiar,
thoughsome intelligent patientshave
expressed their surprise to me when
firsc seen. It is to see the Dean of
the Women’s Medical College, or
some other medical gentleman, fol-
lowed by fifieen or twenty young
lady students, who expect ere long
to write M.D. after their names, enter
one of the large wards, and gather
closely around the bed of some
patient, having a stiff and swollen
knee, or dead bone to be taken out,
or some other of the many disorders
of poor humanity. The gentleman,
with the subject in view of all,
descants on the nature of the disease,
and mode of treatment, and occasion-
ally asks a question of these young
ladies, as to the best course to be
pursued in such a case.

There are, I believe, strong feelings
centertained by some people against
the presence of students during
operations, while others take a more
reasonable view and say, if it is to
be any benetit to science, they have
no objections to urge. There are
rules for the guidance of students
in those cases, and on various ocea-

sions happening to be present when
they were there, I have never seen
anything but the most perfect order
and gentlemanly conduct.

VISITORS.

Ample opportunity is afforded for
friends of patients to visit them
while inmates of the hospital. There
are also visitors of another class
often met with, who “come to sece
just what it is like.” To thisI do
not know that any objection iv raised
when kept within proper limits. I
have met some of this class whose
courage has failed, when they have '
come to the door of a large ward
and seen the long row of beds with
their suffering occupants. They
have at once been fain to turn around
and get out of the buildiag.

Another class of visitors, the
«Young Ladies’ Flower Mission,”
bring very pretty bouquets of flowers
for distribution, having an appro-
priate text of Scripture attached to
each. These, whenever they come,
appear to be most welcome. The
ladies of the Roman Catholic Chureh
also, I believe, have a hospital visit-
ing society. Others come as readers,
whose visits I think are highly
prized. Some read portions of Serip-
ture, others suitable extracts from
standard works or magazines, and
occasionally from the daily news-
papers. This is specially prized in
the “eye and ear” department,
where patients cannot read any-
thing for themselves.

There are others whose visits are
for the purpose of giving religious
instruction. Maay of these perform
their work in a most devout and
becoming manner. Their sympathy
and consecration to the Master’s ser-
vice cannot fail to impress every
observer, and I have reason to know
are highly appreciated Dby those
whom they design to benefit. There
are others whose manifest lack of
capability and adaptation to such
work, their entire want of tender-
ness, and utterance of harsh words,
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I am bound to say, lead me to the
conclusion they had better remain
at home,

I would like here to say a few
words appreciative of the good work
done by an execellent lady, Mrs.
Hamilton, wife of Co). Hamilton,
late of the Queen’s Own. In ad-
dition to her frequent visits—always
having a smiling face, which is of
vast importance— provision has been
made for a bountiful Christmas
treat for several years past. A tree
is planted in the theatre, everyone
who can be moved is brought there,
some on beds, and stretchers, and
chairs, ard crutches, numbering as
they did last Christmas Eve, over
two hundred. Music and recitations
are provided, and a nice present
with fruits and sweetmeats for every
patient. I am sure there must be
a peculiar joy in the heart of any
lady thus moved to give of her
bounty that which will gladden so
many hearts, and afford any allevia-
tion of pain to so many sufferers.
Mrs. Hamilton was associated at
first with the late Miss Richardson
in preparing for this Christmas-tree;
but since the lamented death of the
latter lady, she has undertaken the
entire provision herself. It has
also been her custom to provide a
tasteful present foreachnurse. These,
as a class, she greatly admires. A
better way has been devised, which
is to provide something permanent
for the Nurses' Home; hence during
the last holiday season, two beauti-
ful easy chairs were placed in their
parlour. Mrs. Hamilton told me
that the Christmas of 1894 was the
tenth year she has been engaged in
this work. 1 pray that she may
live to witness ten more such years,
and if a kind Providence permit,
even ten more after that.

PATIENTS.

There is scarcely anything de-
signed for the benefit of humanity
but is subject to abuse. There is a
class of persons who, while they are
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doubtless the subjects of some chronic
disease, become what I think may
be termed asort of « hospital tramp,”
and seem to obtain a living, during
the winter months at least, by going
from one hospital to another. I have
met the same persons in the General
Hospital, then in St. Michael’s, and
again in Grace Hospital. There are
occasional cases of misbehaviour,
almost invariably by this class of
persons. Liquor has been secretly
conveyed to them, probably by some
visiting friend, and they have been
found in a state of intoxication.
Expulsionhasvery properly followed.

There are many cases which are
sad in the extreme. For instance,
an estimable woman was separated
from her home and children by
several hundred miles for more than
two years, the subject of painful
disease, and repeated surgical opera-
tions, with little hope of cure. Sev-
eral young women have stiff and
swollen joints, and often suffer ex-
cruciating pain for months together.
Others, young men having paralysed
limbs, require a lengthy course of
treatment in order to effect a cure;
yet others, men of middle age or
even beyond that, have lost all but
the barest chance of life, by post-
poning an operation until it is too
late. These, and many others, and
in addition, cases of blood-curdling
accidents, men with limbs crushed
to a jelly, and cases suck as those
which occurred at the late disastrous
fire, require immediate action. Vis-
iting a certain class of patients is
not without an exceedingly depress-
ing influence. Going from one
bed toanother and finding probably,
everyone in a more or less advanced
stage of consumption, and yet, not
a few perhaps euntertaining the idea
that they will soon be able to go
out. Then others, struggling for
breath, surrounded by their friends,
all waiting fer the death-messenger
to come. Only a few hours from
this present writing, while standing
by the bcdside of a patient in St.
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Michael’s, whom the sister in charge
had specially desired me to see, the
last messenger came, and as I held
his hand, he ccased to breathe. From
previous visits I have reason to
believe he was not unprepared.
But invariably on going into the
consumptives’ ward, the overpower-
ing feeling comes: on what a slen-
der thread hangs human life, and
how wonderful the struggle to main-
tain it.

NURSES AND NURSING.

The question has often come to
me, what is the impelling motive
that can induce any young lady
whose qualities of head and heart,
and whose opportunities of educa-
tion, are above many other, to enter
upon a course in order to fit her to
become a trained and skilful nurse?
In doing so, she voluntarily consents
to become the associate, the com-
panion, the servant (as it were), of
those who are the subjects of pain,
often of lingering disease and death.
She is compelled to witness harrow-
ing scenes of blood in cases of sur-
gical operations similar to those
seen only on the field of battle. I
confess, I know of no motive which
should thus constrain but that of
the highest and holiest character,
the direction of our Divine Lord,—
«Inasmuch as ye have done it unto
one of the least of these my breth-
ren, ye have done it unto me” I
have also noticed an earnestness in
performing her duties, which can
only be the outcome of supreme
attachment to the work. The idea
prevails that familiarity with ex-
treme suffering and death will tend
to callous the feelings and produce
indifference. My own impression,
from what I have observed, is just
the reverse of this. Frequently
witnessing intense suffering and
approaching death, and having a
consciousness of duty to afford relief
if possible, will produce a deeper
sympathy in administering consola-
tion to the sufferer. .. ..
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I give one illustration. A good
Christian man from a distant home,
whom I had frequently visited, was
dying one Sunday evening. I went
to see him before the service in the
theatre, and commended him to God
in prayer. After the service I went
again. e was rapidly sinking,
and as I approached the bed, thekind-
hearted nurse—the only watcher by
his side, said, while with difficulty
she restrained her tears, «Oh, Mr.
Hunt, this is terrible; he was so
anxious to see his wife and children
they are on the way, but it is im-
possible for them to get here before
he dies.” In the course of an hour
he passed to, -
¢ That undiscovered country from whose

bourn

No traveller returns.”

Looking into a large ward where
there are twenty or more beds,during
the day it often presents a very
busy scene. Here are several nurses-
in attendance, a house-surgeon dress-
ing the wound of a patient, and in
another part of it a clinical lectture
is in progress. But the night comes
on; at eight o'clock the lights are
turned down, the night nurse has
taken her place, and as she passes
from one to another in regular order,
she treads lightly so as not to pre-
vent anyone from sleeping. The
night scene in such a ward is any-
thing but attractive. You may
occasionally hear the cry of some-
one indicating mental disquietude,
the moaning of another who suffers
during sleep, the restlessness of others
who dream of home and loved ones
there. There is a gruesomeness in
the scene, and a weird feeling comes
over you which it is difficult to
shake off.

Before closing this paper, I want
to say a word on behalf of the
Mother Superior and sisters of St.
Joseph, in charge of St. Michael’s
Hospital. I feel bound to say that
I believe they are doing a blessed
Christian work in the spirit of the
Divine Master, while at the same
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time a great deal of undue preju-
dice is entertained by many Pro-
testants in the city. I have visited
the hospital sometimes almost every
day for weeks together, and have
met with the greatest kindness and
facility in doing so. No bar has
ever been placed in the way of
reading the Sceriptures, religious con-
versation, or offering prayer. More-
over,I havemade inquiry of members
cf our own Church and other Pro-
testants, as to their treatment, and
have not found a single instance
where any influence has been used
in regard to religion or church con-
nection. In relation to medical and
sargical treatment, there cannot
possibly be any difference, as fre-
quently the same professional gen-
tlemen are in attendance at both
the hospitals.

The same is true also of Grace
Hospital, where I have always met
with a most cordial reception from
Miss Brent, the lady superintendent.

The people of Toronto and sur-
rounding country may be heartily
congratulated on the existence of
these institutions of such high order

Toroxto, Ont.
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of merit. Here, any of the diseases
to which flesh is heir, fractured
limbs, or tumours of any kind are
treated with great skill, and the
patient most kindly cared for by
trained nurses. There is a separate
building, “The Pavilion,” in con-
neetion with the General -Hospital,
but completely isolated, devoted to
special diseases of women and ab-
dominal surgery. Here they can
have every advantage of the best
treatment, coupled with the most
perfect quietness.

Let us not forget that we owe all
this to the religion of Jesus, that it
is only where the principles of the
New Testament have been promul-
gated, that the people have learned
to care and provide for the sick, the
needy and the aged—all, in fact,
who cannot care for themselves. To
those who, under the influence of
hallowed 1otives, perform those
duties aright, it will eventually be
said, «I was an hungred and ye gave
me meat: I was thirsty and ye gave
me drink: I was a stranger and ye
took mein . . . I wassick and
ye visited me.”

GOOD FRIDAY.

BY CHRISTINA G.

ROSSETTI.

Aw I a stone and not a sheep
That I can stand, O Christ. beneatl Thy cross,
To number drop by drop Thy blood’s slow luss,
And yet not weep?

Not so those women loved,
Who with exceeding grief lamented Thee ;
Nut so fallen Peter, weeping bitterly ;
Not sv the thief was moved ;

Nut so the sun and moon,
Which hid their faces in a starless sky,
A horror of great darkness at broad noon—

I, only I.

Yet give not o'er,

But seek Thy sheep, true Shepherd of the flock,
Greater than Moses, turn and look once more,

And smite a rock.




( 801 )

DO MISSIONS PAY?*

BY THE REV. JAMES ALLEN, M.A.

Tue aim of the Gospel is godliness
—godlikeness—in other words, per-
fect manhood—a manhood which in-
cludes the qualities of the divine
nature itself.

I ask your attention, not so much
to the development of the Gospel in
the inner life, as to the effect of this
inner lifeon man’sexternal condition.
Godliness has the promise of the
life that now is.

It is not possible to
develop the moral and intellectual
nature of man without, as a conse-
quence, stimulating every organi-
zation of human society. It is
the nature of man’s thought and
feeling to incarnate itself. FEvery-
thing that & man does, everything
that he brings to pass, is but the
vesture of thought. The spiritnal
evervwhere originates the practical
—mmodels it and makes it. Thought
is the life-fountain—the motive-soul
of action. This city with its houses,
mansions, public buildings, streets
and railroads is but solidified thought
—many thoughts made into one—
embodied in iron, wood, stone and
the rest of it. This beautiful church
was erected in some man’s thought
before it took outward shape. Not a
brick was made but someone had
first to fashion it in his own mind.
Whatever outward thing you see is
but the garment of something which
already cxisted invisibly within.

Now if you plant godliness with-
in 2 man, you put within him
the greatest heart-foree, the greatest
thought-force in the universe. The
fundamental truths of the Gospel—
the sinfulness of man—the love of
God—immortality—mansinful—im-
mortality his destiny, and God the
Redeemer working out his salvation

arouse and

—Iit is not possible tobring these great
truths to bear upon man without
arousing and developing his moral
and intellectual nature, and you
cannot affect men to any great
degree by this invisible truth with-
out affeeting all their conditions
external to themselves. Plant the
life of God in a man’s svu! and
make him feel that he is the child
of a King, and the feeling will re-
appear in honest and enterprising
business, in righiteous laws, in benev-
olent institutions, and in improved
industries. The world is but the
reproduction of the inward states
of man.

Hence he who carries to heathen
nations a true and vital Gospel,
carries that which will develop into
universal civilization. Sometimes
men havesaid: If you would expend
your missionary forces in teaching
pagans agriculture, commerce, and
the various industries of civilized
life, you would from that side work
up to a conditicn upon which re-
ligion could be engrafted.

I once listened to a very interest-
ing discussion of this question. A
few years ago I spent some weeks
on the Pacific coast. I took passage
from Victoria on one of the ships
which was laden with freight and
supplies for the canneries, and
bound up the coast as far as the
Alaskan border. e touched first
at Alert Bay. The Church of Ing-
land has a mission there. As we
staved but half an hour I saw the
Indians on the wharf only. Some
wore no distinctive Indian dress;
others were blanketed, painted, pic-
turesque—all were filthy. I had
always understood that an Indian
expects his wife, however sick,

* For bodily exercise profiteth Jittle, but godliness is profitable unto all things, having
promise of the life that now is, and of that which is to come.
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weary, or loaded with other bur-
dens, to carry the babies. But here
I saw children, when the mother
was standing by, run to the father,
pat his knees, and put up the hands
to be taken. And, indeed, all the
way up the coast I saw children in
the arms of the father as frequently
as in the arms of the mother. But
] saw this only in the Christian
villages.

We had on board a very intelli-
gent man, who as a sailor before the
mast, then as mate, then as captain,
had been in every quarter of the
globe, and had seen almost every
variety of heathenism. He was
strongly opposed to missionary cffort,
and he expressed his opinions con-
cerning missionary work in the curt
and conclusive manner of a sea-cap-
tain who is accustomed to unques-
tivning obedience. Another passen-
ger in defence of the missionuries,
opposed to the dogmatism of the
sailor the dogmatism of the preacher,
whose pulpit someone has said places
him five feet above criticism. Ihave
noticed that preachers do not argue
well when confronted by an op-
ponent. They are not accustomed
to opposition, and when it comes they
scem hurt and astonished by it.
Sea-captains like it still less, and the
visible and not always successful
cfforts of these men to be civil to one
another made the debate interesting
to the listeners. At Alert Bay the
discussion became quite warm.

«Look here,” said the sailor, «your
missionaries mean well, no doubt,
and do the best they can, but their
best is worse than useless. The
heathen are not made kinder, more
honestor more virtuous by theirteach-
ing. The only difference between
vour heithen savage and your
Christian savage is that your Chris-
tian adds hypocrisy to his other
vices. ILet your missionaries stay at
home and - Stud Thornaby Waste’”
—thesaiiar had been reading Tenny-
son—*or do some other honest work.
If they won't do that, why, then, the
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best use the savages can put thenr
to is to knock them on the head and
eat them.” And turning his back
upon the preacher he strutted away
like a turkey-cock, with feathers.
ruffled, red and gobbling.

His opponent, fortified by the
sight of the baby in the father's
arms, and by the statement of a
missionary that the simple fact of
an Indian helping his wife by carry-
ing a child proclaimed him at least
a nominal Christian, followed him
up, fronted him, and replied with
vigour: ’

“«You say that the savage is not
made more gentle by Christianity!
Look at that red man earrying his-
child while his wife is standing by.
He would consider himself worthy
of contempt for such an act if he
were not a Christian. You know
that among heathen Indians might
makes right, and the weak must go-
to the wall, while in a Christian
community there isnothing stronger
than the weakness of woman or
the weakness of the cradle. ‘I am
strong; I shall use my strength to-
make the weak bear my burdens.
and minister to my pleasures’ is the
spirit of heathenism. ¢We then that
are strong ought to bear the infirmi-
ties of the weak and not to please
ourselves’ is the spirit of Christian-
ity. There is a Christian Indian
carrying his child. Show me, if
vou can, a heathen doing a similar
thing.”

The debate continued until, sail-
ing past Vancouver Island, there
was nothing between us and Japan
to break the swell of the ocean. The
vicious rush of the billows gave the
sailor an undue advantage, and his
opponent was compelled to beat a
sudden and inglorious retreat.

Next morning at daybreak we
were at River's Inlet, and here Isaw
for the first time the palace of a
heathen prince. Over the door was
a rudely painted sign «Chief Pout-
lass.” C- oneside of the door stood, in
cedar, the figure of a man, about nine
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feet in height, and on the other side
the figure of a bear—roughly carved
they wetre—countless adze marks
showing the nature of the sculptor’s
tools. As I stood hesitatingiy in the
open doorway I heard a voice say-
ing «Come in,” and I promptly ac-
cepted the invitation. I found my-
self in a ruinous shed—perhaps forty
by eighty feet. I looked for the
owner of the voice and found that I
was in the bedroom of the king and
queen. The chief and his wife were
Iying upon a rough platform stand-
ing against the wall and raised a
couple of feet from the floor.

A fire of drift-wood was burning
on the floor—the smoke escaping out
of a hole in the roof. Around the
fire was a frame-work of poles, on
which strips of halibut were drying.
As my eyes became accustomed to
the dim light I saw that the bedroom
of the prince was the bedroom of the
tribe. Thirty or forty Indians, and
as many dogs, were sleeping in the
room. The chief and his wife were
lying upon a raised platform. The
others were wrapped in blankets
and huddled together, men, women
and dogs, indiscriminately upon the
floor.

Chief Poutlass’ house at River's In-
let is one of the best specimens of the
dwelling of a heathen Indian; but at
Bella Bella, Essington, Port Simpson,
Metlakahtla and Skidegate, which
are Christian villages, vou note a
wonderful difference in the sur-
roundings. In each village is a
church, built wholly by the Indians,
under the direction of their mission-
aries,and I have seen many churches
in the rural parts of Ontario which
display iess architectural taste and
less mechanical skill than these
churches built by Indians just res-
cued from heathenism. The houses
are built fairly well and many of
them are painted- They have win-
dows, doors, chimneys, and are di-
vided into rooms, and now and then
you see a lace curtain drawn across
a window.

By this time the champion for
missions had recovered from sea-
sickness, and he and the sailor were
at it again.

«Compare,” he said, “that compara-
tively neat and well-built house,
with its bit of lace curtain and at-
tempts at refinement, with the ruin-
ous shed of the heathen, and then
tell me, if you can, that the mission-
ary does no good! I tell you Chris.
tianity teaches the meaning of the
word ‘home.’” Itdoes more than that.
It gives to heathen aad savage peo-
ples the seed forms of a universat
civilization.

« It does no such thing,” shouted
the dogmatic sailor. «You give to
Christianity the credit which is due
to education that comes:from contact
with civilized life. The Indian is
learning agriculture, commerce, and
the various industries of the white
man; and his paint, lace curtains
and all the rest of it are only parts
of the general progress.”

“«Why, man, you must be blind!”
said his opponent. «What have
you done with your eyes? How can
you say that after comparing the di-
lapidated, tumble-down, comfortless
heathen villages, with the well-built
Christian villages. Preciscly the
same material, civilizing influences
are brought to bear upon both. The
Christian responds readily to them,
but the heathen is unmoved by
them. The tendency of thought is
to express itself in some outward
form. The plough, steam-engine,
watch, telephone, this ship—are but
solidified thought. Anything that
wakes up and stimulates the entire
nature of the Indian will take out-
ward shape in better fishing appa-
ratus, better canoes, houses, clothing,
and in better material surroundings
generally. The greatest heart-force,
the greatest thought-force in this
world, is Christianity. In giving
that to the Indian you give him a
stimulus that will develop all forms -
of material progress.”

“«QOh, pshaw!” sneered the sailor,



304

“that's always the way with you
men of one idea. You can see but
one thing at a time—your progress
is a one-sided progress.”

«1 admit it,” replied the preacher,
«and apologize for it; but I offer the
same excuse as that given by the
traveller in Batler's ¢ Hudibras’ for
wearing only one spar. e said
that if one side of his horse got on
the resy of the animal wouldn’t be
far behind.”

Godliness has the promise of the
life that now is. Look at this truth
from another point of view. Every
dollar that Ontario gives to send the
Gospel to these Indians comes back,
many times, to enrich the commerce
and manufactures of this province.
The great need of the farmers, mer-
<hants and manufacturers of Ontario
is a betteir market. Now every man
who rises from barbarism to indus-
try and intelligence becomes not only
a better producer but a better cus-
tomer. At present the Indians of
the coast, heathens as well as Chris-
tians, are unlike the Indians of the
plains, self-supporting. The buffalo
hasdisappeared from the prairies,and
therefore the Plain Indians must be
helped, until they learn agriculture
and adapt themselves to the changed
conditions. .But the Coast Indian has
the salmon, halibut, herring, and
oolachan. The mountains are filled
with game. He can trap, and hunt
and fish; sell his furs to the Hud-
son’s Bay Company, and get large
wages netting salmon for the can-
neries.  All that he needs to become
rich is industry and thrift. The
heathen Indian will work but little,
beeause he wants little.  What does
he want? A gun, powder and shot,
a blanket and some whiskey. That
is all he will buy from you.

But Christianize him, and every
deveclopmer? which religion makes,
the sense <. fatherhood, the wish for
a home, thie desire to rear his chil-
dren well, the wish to honour and
comfort his wife, every taste, every
sentiment every aspiration—will de-
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mand some external thing to satisfy
it. A savageis like a house of one
story, and that one storyra cellar,
you can put but little in it and that
little of poor quality. Butwhen you
Christianize and civilize the man,
you develop faculty after faculty,
you put story upon story, and every
story you must fill with your pro-
ductions.

The heathen Indian, even though
he be a chief, calls a ruinous tumble-
down shed a palace. He desires
nothing better. Make a Christian
of him, and he wants a well-built
lhouse. Does the savage want to
sleep? He is content to wrap him-
self in his blanket and lie down
with forty or ftifty others, men,
women and dogs. on the floor. But
the Christian wants some privacy.
He wants a house divided into rooms.
Docs the savage want light? lle
goes out of doors to get it.  But the
Christian puts a glass window in his
house, and hangs up a lace curtain
to adorn it, and he must buy both
from you. Isthesavagecold? e
builds a fire on the earthen floor,
and the smoke escapes out of a hole
in the roof. Christiunize him, and
he wants a stove aad stove-pipes
—and I think that both come from
Toronto.

A savage will gratify his taste for
music with a ratile and the rub-a-
dub of a rude drum. When he be-
comes & Christian he wants a brass
band and an organ, and he buys his
musical instruments from yvou. A
blanket and a deer skin will serve
a heathen woman for a dress. A
Christian woman wants cotton, or
silk, or velvet. True, a person of
severe taste might see some lack of
harmony in her general appearance.
For instance, I saw at Skidegate a
Christian woman, who had a red silk
handkerchief around her head, she
wore a fine black velvet dress, then
she had a short black pipe in her
mouth, and her feet were innocent
of shoe or stocking. Poor taste,
measured by our standards. Never-
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theless, far better than that display-
ed by her heathen sisters.

1Iere is the broad fact. The Chris-
tian Indian buys in far greater quan-
tity, and what he buys is of far bet-
ter quatity. Ile can afford to do it,
for he is more industrious and he has
the money. He buys in far greater
variety, because he seeks to gratify
not merely physical, but mental
wants. He buys not only for the
satisfaction of sense, but for the satis-
faction of sentiment. The money
that it costs to give them the Gospel
comes back tenfold in enlarged
trade. Dollars and cents, as well as
conscience, join in this design. God-
liness pays. It has the promise of
the life that now is.

But [ must ask you to note the
difference between that civilization
which is a substitute for Christianity,
and that civilization which is its
product and auxiliary. The one is
built up from the outside--from the
human side purely—and it materi-
alizes, while the civilization that
comes from the stimuliting power
of God’s spirit tends to spiritualize
and lift men away from the physical.
In the one case, eivilization becomes
the end and aim of life, but in the
other it is only its fruit and product.

No civilization can act beneficent-
Iy, or even harmlessly, which does
not come from the immediate con-
tact of the Divine Spirit. In our
own case, the reasons why godliness
should be diffused throurhout this
land are of the most pressing and
urgent character.  The rapid in-
crease of wealth should caunse at
once gratitnde and anxiety. Grati-
tude to the Giver of every good and
perfeet gift, and anxicty that right
influences may descend upon this
materizl prosperity. The develop-
ment of resources is so changing the
face of the country that men who
return after a few yvears scarcely
know their old homes.

I have frequently spent my holi-
days in some part of our mission-
field conversing with the people and
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preaching as opportunity offered.

.In this way [ have secen the Indians

of the Prairies and of the Pacific
Coast; the owners of Manitoba
wheat-fields and of Alberta cattle-
ranches, lumbermen of the Lake of
the Woods, and of Rainy River,
miners of British Columbia, fishers
of salmon on the border of Alaska,
and fishers of cod on the Banks of
Newfoundland, and 1 have been im-
pressed with the vast resources of
this Dominion. Let me give you a
few facts, which may convey some
idea of the vast material wealth
whieh is waiting for development.

A committec of the Dominion
Senate reports that there is in the
Canadian North-West a possible area
of 316,000 square miles over 200,-
000,000 acres suitable for wheat. We
can sce the significance of this fact
when we know that in 1888 the whole
area sown to wheat in the United
States was, according to the report
of the Department of Agriculture,
86,000,000 acres. Canada is destined
to be the chief granary of the world.
Wheat has been successfully grown
at Fort Simpson on the Mackenzie
River, 862 miles north of the north-
ern boundary of the United States.
Barley is a safe crop at I'ort Norman,
between four and five degrees north
of Fort Simpson, and potatoes have
been grown with fair suceess within
the Arctic circle.

This seems incredible, that what _
has been considered a frozen and a
barren waste should be one of the
most fertile tracts in the world; but
it is easily understood when we con-
sider the various causes which pro-
duce thisresult. Onccause is the low
elevation above the sea level. For
a distance of fifty miles east of the
Rocky Mountains, the average eleva-
tion above the sea level of the Union
Pacitic Railway in the United States
is 5,000 feet. Now there is a grad-
wal descent northward until, when
the Mackenzie valley is reached, the
altitude is only 300 feet. This dif-
ference of altitude is equal to thir-
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teen degrees of latitude; that is
abo. 5 900 miles. You see that the
difference of elevation alone would
give Fort Simpson, on the Mackenzie,
about the same temperature that you
would find nearly 900 miles south,
at the United States boundary.

That is not all. In the United
States the Rocky Mountains form a
lofty barrier to the warm winds of
the Pacifie, but through numerous
passes in the northern part of the
range, the Chinook winds find their
way out on the Canadian plains.
There is also a constant current of
air warmed on the plains west of
the Mississippi, flowing northward.
The warm winds from the west
and east carry a genial summer
climate far beyond the Arctic eircle.

Once more. The length of the
summer days aifects the tempera-
ture. In the centre of the Peace
KRiver country the longest summer
day is seventeen hours and twenty-
eight minutes; that is, from sunrise
to sunset. The prolonged sunlight
promotes vigorous and rapid growth.
It is a recognized fact that all plants
are produced in their greatest per-
fection at the northern limits of the
zone they characterize. It is not
surprising, therefore, that our wheat
is the best in the world.

In other respects our resources
are equally great. As the crude-
material wealth contained in our
. forests, our fisheries, our coal-fields,

our gold, iron and copper-mines, our
agricultural resources, is developed,
this Dominion will be the richest
country in the world.

When I was on the Pacific Coast
the salmon were ascending the in-
lets, and an occasional gleam of
purple and silver, vanishing in a
shower of diamonds, revealed a fish
of splendid size. Eagles, never less
than half a dozen in sight, and once
I counted ten, were watching the
leaping salmon. One immense eagle
was perched on a dead branch over-
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hanging the water, and about the
height of our smoke-stack from it.
So intent was he on his fishing that
he allowed the steamer to come with-
in a hundred yards, and then did
not move until the whistle was
sounded, when he flew lazily a
short distance and again alighted.
An eagle has but one purpose—
the acquisition of property. I was
told that it is not an uncommon
thing to find a drowned eagle and
a dead salmon thrown up on the
beach together. An eagle some-
times fastens upon a salmon which
is more than he can manage. In-
stead of lifting the fish up the fish
pulls him under and drowns him.
Why does not the fool let go, you
ask? Why, for the same reason
that some men hold on to their pro-
perty until they are ruined by it
The grip of an eagle is like the grip
of a money-lover, he may die but he
holds on. Now, as the rushing water
blotted the brightness of the sun
and the beauty of the upper world
from the eagle’s sight, a question
might oceur that would be worth
serious pondering. Have I caught
thissalmon or has this salmon caught
me? So with the man whose hand
is never opened except to cluteh,
whose heart is a money-chest of
which Death only holds the key.
He thinks himself prosperous, he
calls bimself rich. Am I not worth
a salmon, says the eagle? Am I
not worth a million, says the man?
Question.—Does he own the money
or does the money own him? Now
will you drive that nail home with
your own hammers, for I have no
time to do it. Remember it makes a
vast difference whether you own this
material prosperity or whether it
owns you.

But there is not ~nly wealth-pro-
ducing power in godliness, there
is wealth-controlling power in it.
«godliness has the promise of the
life that now is.”
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A HUNDRED YEARS OF «METHODIST MAGAZINE”
LITERATURE, 1795-1895.

BY E. S. ORR.

I HAVE before me as I write a
volume printed a hundred years
ago. It is substantially bound in
leather, measures 5} x 8} inches, and
contains 628 pages. The paper
looks somewhat coarse to modern
eyes, but is as good as was gener-
ally used a century ago. If no
aceident happens the book it will
be in a very good state of pre-
servation at the end of another hun-
«(dred years. The title page of the
book is as follows—

THE ARMINIAN MAGAZINE,
FOR THE YEAR 1795,
CONSISTING CHIEFLY OF
EXTRACTS
AND
ORIGINAL TREATISES

oN

UNIVERSAL REDEMI'TION.

VOL. XVIII.
LONDON :

Printe ! for G. Paramore, North Green, Worship
Street: Sold by G. Whitefield, at the Chapel, City-
Road, and at all the Methodist Preaching-Houses in
“Town and Country.

This Whitefield is not the cele-
brated George, but another of the
same name, who was book-steward
in London. This magazine is the
forerunner of all Methodist Maga-
Zines; the title was changed in
1800 to the Alethodist Magazine,
and subsequently to the Wesleyan
Methodist Magazine. The first vol-
ame was published in 1778 and the
Magazine is still published. The
shape and size of the publication
remained nearly the same (only
that the thickness of the volumes
was increased) for more than a
century. But in 1894 it was mod-
ernized as to shape and other par-
ticulars.

A set of these magazines, com-
plete up to about the time of his
death, was placed by the late Hon.
James Ferrier in the library of the
Wesleyan Theological College at
Montreal. A spccial feature seems
to have been introduced, in 1811,
by giving portraits of the preachers.
The volume for that year contains
three portraits. The faces do not
indicate leanness of flesh; they are
clean shaved, and have the hair
down over the forehead. They are
not styled reverend, but simply
preachers of the Gospel. The last
mentioned is still remembered by a
lady in Montreal, who used to sit
on his knee; he was familiarly
called «Mike Murphy.” The face
indicates genuine Hibernian wit; he
evidently was a character. The vol-
ume for 1812 is embellished with the
portrait of the poet of Methodism, who
is styled, “Rev. Charles Westley.”

The portraits were for a long
series of years given monthly, and
produced at great expense, being
first painted and afterwards engrav-
ed on steel. I have before me the
volume for 1854, which contains
the portraits of two remarkable men,
Rev. Willilam Arthur, M.A, then in
the full strength of manhood; the
hair slightly tinged with grey, a
lofty brow,-aquiline nose, neat side-
whiskers, mouth and chin rather
small, the whole expression one of
striking beauty and almost feminine
sweetness. Forty vears have made
sad changes in this great man; a
recent writer deseribes him as deaf,
and nearly voiceless, but happy and
cheerful. He entered the ministry
in 1838, fifty-six years ago.

The other noted man is Rev. Ed-
mund Botterell, then in the prime
of life and thought. The face in-
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dicates a strong body and a vigorous
mind; sweetness of disposition, kind-
ness of heart were doubtless pro-
minent in his life. Mr. Botterell
preached many years ago a few
miles from where I write. This
venerable man was very deaf lat-
terly, and a year or two ago was
instantly killed by a trolley-car in
the streets of Montreal.

But to return to the volume of
1795, it was a remarkable one. It
contains a life-sketch of William
Grimshaw, The Charge of the Bishop
of London to his Clergy, Extracts
from Bruce’s Travels, forty-eight
letters by John Fletcher, of Madely,
sermons, biographies, poems and
anecdotes. It also contains the
Minutes of the Conference held at
Manchester in 1794, including the
noted Plan of Pacification. Such
provisions as the following sound
strange to the Methodists of our
times, « Wherever Divine service is
performed in England on the Lord’s
day in Church hours, the officiating
preacher shall read either the ser-
vice of the Established Chureh, our
venerable father’s abridgement, or
at least the lessons appointed by the
Calendar. But we recommend either
the full service or the abridgement.”

There were exactly one hundred
circunits in England and Wales; no
circuit had less than two preachers,
and many three; others had four or
five. There were eight cireuits in
Scotland, with sixteen preachers.
Edinburgh had three, one of whom
was George Douglas.  Inverness
and Banff had three preachers, one
of whom was Duncan M. Allum, a
man whom Wesley had ordained,
and whom he addressed as reverend.
Ircland had thirty circuits, most of
them with two preachers and some
with three. Among the Irish preach-
ers were -JJohn Bredin and Samuel
Aleorn.  Willinm Black was Gen-
eral Assistant for Nova Scotia, New
Brunswick and Newfoundland, with
eleven preachers under him. In the

CooxsHIRE, P.Q.
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West Indies seven circuits with thir-
teen preachers. There were ten
effective preachers in London,among
whom were Adam Clarke, and Rich-
ard Reece. Three of the ten London
preachers were Church of England
clergymen,Coke, Creighton and Dick-
enson; these clergymen were the
only 1mninisters allowed to admin-
ister the sacraments at City Road.
Though John Pawson had been or-
dained by Wesley he could not have
that honour, as the trustees of City
Road would not allow any but men
who had received episcopal ordina-
tion to administer there. It was
not till the first trustees and the
clerical preachers were dead, that
Henry Moose, who was ordained
by Wesley, was allowed to admin-
ister the sacraments at City Road.

The stations of the preachers
in America are also given; they
numbered about three hundred.
Thomas Cooke, and Francis Asbury
were superintendents. John Dickens,
Philadelphia, was superintendent of
the book business. The member-
ship numbered 52,794 whites and
13,814 blacks; these included three
preachers in Canada, with 3.52 white
members and two blacks. Canada
was divided into two circuits, Upper
Canada, lower circuit, Darius Dun-
ham and James Coleman; Upper
Canada,upper circuit, Elijah Wolsey.

It is not my purpose to show in
detail the great things that have
“een accomplished under God by
Methodism sinee 1795. Canada has
its METHODIST MAGAZINE of many
years standing, its hundreds of thou-
sands of members, its conferences,
colleges, home and foreign mis=ions;
its St. James’ in Montreal. and its
Metropolitan in Toronto. TheChurch
in the United States has its millions
of members and thousands of preach-
ers, its institutions of learning and
schemes of benevolence unsurpassed
by any Church on this continent,
«Not unto us, but unto thy name,
O Lord, do we give thanks.”
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THE STAR IN THE EAST.

BY RICHARD ROWE.

Author of *“The Diary of an Early Methodist,” etc., ctc.

CHAPTER IX.
OUT OF BED.

In spite of Dot, Jude got up next
morning.  Fortunately for Dot’s
peace of mind, he had started on his
round before Jude placed himself at
the window of the front room and
loocked out upon the court. It was a
clear, crisp winter day. The foot-
marked mire of the court paving-
stones was frozen hard ; there was a
silvery rime upon its refuse cabbage
leaves, and the sun was beginning
to struggle through the frost fog
that hung overhead. Most of the
Star Courtiers who did not earn
their living in the court had already
departed, but a few still passed the
window, and everyone who saw
Jude had a greeting for him. «The
top of the marnin’ to ye,” said an
Irish orange-woman, taking her
black, greasy short pipe out of her
broad mouth in order to emphasize
her salutation. Not many months
before she had been in the habit of
cursing him asa «black Prothestant.”
(There is something droll, by the
way. in the fact that the majority of
London orange-women are Irish
Catholics). The last of the street-
sellers who passed Jude had taken
to going to his chapel on Sunday
evenings, but without the slightest
idea of what denomination it
belonged to.

«It was warmer in there-of a
hevenink,” shesaid, «than trapesin’
about in the streets, or sitting at
’ome, an’ it was cheerier to see 4 lot
o’ people, an’ the gas a-burnin’, an’
she liked to ’ear the singin’ an’she
could go to sleep when the chap was
a-talkin’, an’ 'sides, Mr. Waple went,
an’ so it must be right.”

21

The last was really Soft Sally's
reason for going. Jude had become
her ideal of all excellence, and going
to chapel was the only thing in
which, as she thought, she eould
imitate him,

The character of Soft Sally’s intel-
leet may be inferred from the sobri-
quet which the court had bestowed
upon her, but she was thoroughly
good-natured, and almost always
good-tempered. She made her liv-
ing, or rather, kept herself from
quite dying, by nut-selling. She
and an older woman in the same
line of life shared a bed, and so just
managed to save the coroner 2
double job. Though they had lived
together for some years, they were
not particularly friendly. SoftSally
was ready to do what she could for
her bedmate, but not more so than
for anybody else. She would save
her the trouble of going to Duke’s
Place by buying her miserable
pennyworth or two of nuts, and so
on, for her there; but Soft Sally
was just as willing to lug heavy
baskets from Houndsditeh to Star
Court for anybody who spoke to her
civilly, or rather, not downright
uncivilly. Poor Sally was sadly
put upon, but she did not mind, so
long as she was not twitted about
her weakness. Then—and some of
those she helped, as soon as they had
availed themselves of her services,
were some of the first to tease her,
being sure that she would have for-
gotten all about the matter long
before they would want her help
again—then poor Sally used to fly
into furious rages, and after raving
like a maniae, would sit down in a
corner, fling her shawl over her face,
and sob like a beaten child.

«] hain’t got no father, an’ I hain’t



310

got no mother, an’ I hain’t got no
brother, an’ I hain’t got nobody, an’
so yer plagues me,” was the pathetic
formula of complaint which poor
Sally always used on these occasions;
bhut, instead of touching her tormen-
tors, it too often tickled their taste
for persecution, and made them
plague her all the more. Jude had
more than once come to the rescue,
had soothed the sobbing girl, or
rather young woman, and tried to
shame the young ruffians who were
worrying her. Jude, too, instead of
wanting Sally to do anything for
him (Sally only wished he would),
had helped her. One night when
she had passed his house, crying
because she had not sold a single
nut all day, he had purchased her
whole stock (at an outlay of six-
pence), and when he had given a
handful to Cissy, had handed back
the rest to Sally; and frequently
when Jude had come upon Sally,
blue and yellow with cold, he had
given her a penny to buy pea-soup
or plum-duff. Accordingly, Sally
worshipped Jude, and snored
through the Sunday evening ser-
mons at the chapel, in the hope that
she was doing something acceptable
in his sight.

When Soft Sally saw Jude stand-
ing at the window she gave a start
of pleasure, and ran into his house
to speak to him.

«Oh, Mr. Waple,” she cried, “I'm
50 pleased to see yer hup agin. 1
knew yer was bad, but I didn't
kuow ’ow bad yer was till Sunday.
Then I knew yer must be bad,
‘because yer wasn't at chapel. There
was a new chap a-talkin’, but he'd
‘ecred about yer. He give yer name
hout from his pitch-—summat about
prayin’ for yer. He called yer
-Drother Waple; but he hain't yer
brother, is he, Mr. Waple? e
hain’t nigh so big as you, Mr.
‘Waple. But he spoke very kind
about yer. Hever since yer was
took bad, I've been hevery day to
ax 'ow yer was, but yer little gal
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made out as yer was a-gittin’ on
famous.”

«So I am, Sally, thank God. I

an eat nuts now, so I must be a-
gettin' well ; else the doctor wouldn’t
let me eat 'em. Make me a penn-
‘orth, Sally, an’ mind it’s & good un,
beeause you an’ me ‘re old friends,
you know, Sally.”

«That I will—no, I won’t, Mr.
Waple. I dide’t think as you’d
make a fool on me. When yer give
me bhack my nuts that time yer
bought the 'ole on them, yer said as
nuts wasn't good for yer ’‘ealth, an’
yer couldn’t abide the smell on 'em
a-layvin’ about in the ’ouse.”

«Well, my little girl likes nuts.”

“She may 'ave as many as she've
a fancy tor, then, but yer shan’t pay
me for 'em, Mr. Waple. Ye're very
kind, but I didn’t think youd go
for to make a fool of me, Mr. Waple.
Folks may talk, but I aint silly—
wise as they thinks themselves,”

Cissy was obliged to accept balf a
dozen gift-nuts to pacify Sally, and
then she went on her way reioicing.

« Poor Sally’s better off than me,”
said Jude, looking after her. «She
can earn her livin’ such as 'tis, but
I fare as if I was no use to nobody.
My wings is clipped. Can't I do
somethin’ for you, Mary, peel the
'taties or somethin’? It was bad
enough lyin’ a-bed doin’ nothin’, but
it's worse being up doin’ nothin’.
Bring us the ’taties, Cissy.”

«I'm going to do the 'taties, father,”
answered Cicely, with a laugh.
“You'd cut 'em all to bits.”

So Jude was left to tidget about
as men accustomed to work do fidget
when they are kept at home from
their work, without being ill enough
t0 go to bed.

At the dinner-hour Goggles made
his appearance, bringing his dinner
with him.

«0Oh, I didn't know you were
about again, Mr. Waple,” he said.
«I thought I'd bring my grab, and
eat it in your rcom, whilst I had a
bit of talk with you.”
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«Well, set ye down, an’ eat it here,
Mr. Simpson. It'll be a change to
have a chat with ye. It ain't right,
1 know, to be impatient, but some-
how, now 1'm up, I can't help feelin’
as if T was wastin’ time, lollin’ about
doin’ nothin’.”

«Ain't you & union man?”

«No."

«Then you ought to be. You're
anxious about what'll happen to
your children if you don’t soon get
back to your anvil. Now, if you
were a union man, you'd know
there’d be some kind of provision
for you all. What’s your objections
to unions?—I suppose you've got
onein your trade.”

«Yes, most o' the London smiths
belong to’t. But I come from the
country. Idon’t know as I've any
partic’lar objection to the union,
‘cept that I like to be my own mas-
ter, free to do such work as I come
across, and do it my own way, an’
that the unions won't let ye do. An’
then it’s shameful they should bully
them as don’t belong to ’em.”

«It’s for their good, Mr. Waple.
Leave every man to make his own
bargain with the masters, and, of
course, capital will lick labour. You
non-union fellows may think it
tyranny when the union men won’t
let you have a job in peace, but
they’re championing labour, Mr.
Waple—doing you good, though you
don’t see it.”

«Well, I can’t see that it would do
me much good to be robbed o’ work
when I'd got it, an’ to be pummelled
and kicked stupid because I wanted
to earn an honest living.”

“You're a good fellow, Waple, but
you don’t understand selidarity of
interests. All working men ought
to pull together, and those that won’t
must be made to, for their own good
as well as the others. In the present
state of things unions are the only
way to keep capital from riding
roughshod over labour; but some-
thing better than unions we want,
They're physic, and health’s the
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thing we want, that don’t need
physie. The social republic—that’s
the thing we want. Tvery man to
work, and so much work found for
so many men; and if a man can’t
worlk, others to make him as com-
fortable as if he was at work. That's
fraternity, Mr. Waple. If we'd got
a social republie, you wouldn’t be
bothering your head about your
children and yourself. You'd know
you'd be provided for.”

“But,” answered puzzled Jude,
«if a chap knew that he’d be looked
after whether he worked or not,
mightn’t he sham 1il], and shirk? I
don’t say you would, Mr. Simpson,
I don't believe you would; but
there’s some, I'm afraid, as would.”

«That's the effect of the present
corrupt state of society, Mr. Waple,”
answered Goggles. «Competition
makes men enemies, but combina-
tion makes ’em brothers. You've
seen, no doubt, as you've lived in
the country, how the turkeys, and
the geese, and the ducks, and the
guinea-fow], and the cocks and hens,
run up gobbling, and hissing, and
quacking, and clucking, and peck-
ing at one another, and dodging,
when anybody throws them a hand-
ful of something to eat. That's
because there’s so little of it, and
they're afraid that each won't get a
fair share. Now, if there was a lot,
and each knew it would get its
whack, the geese wouldn’t put down
their necks, and hiss and bite at the
ducks as they do, and the guinea-
fowl wouldn’t bave to cut in and
cut away with what they've got,
with the turkeys after them, and so
on. Well, that's a kind of parable,
as my paper says. Now, if we had
a social republic, every man would
feel he was everybody else’s brother,
and behave according.”

«0Oh,” said Jude, scratching his
head, «I don’t know much about
politics, but if that's a republic, the
sooner it comes the better, I should
say. But don’ it seem queer, Mr.
Simpson, that if were all to get
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brothers in a hurry like that when
the Republic comes, we don't behave
just a little more like brothers to
one another a'ready ?”

« That’s the effect of the present
corrupt state of society, Mr. Waple.
The masters want to get all they
can out of the men—they think of
nothing but self—and so society
gets corrupted.”

“« But don’t the men want to get
all they can out of the masters, Mr,

Simpson?”
«That's quite another matter,
Waple. The men are only trying

to get back a bit or two of the rights
the masters have robbed ’em of.”

«Qh,” once more said puzzled
Jude, and agan he seratched his
head.

Goggles accepted the “Oh” as
the lowered toil of a fencer, and
desisted from further logomachy,
When he had eaten his dinner, he
got up and said,—

«Well, good-day, Mr. Waple, I'm
glad to see that I'm bringing you
round to my view of things. Good-
day, my dears.”

« What's the matter, father?”
asked Cissy, as Jude went on seratch-
ing bis herd. «Mr. Simpson didn't
say nothin’ as you didn't like, did
he?”

«No, my little un,” answered
Jude, laughing merrily. «He's a
well-meaning man; only I'm in a
kind o' maze like. I'd like to see
what he wants—everybody a-tryin’
to be kind to everybody else. But
I don’t see my way to it so plain as
he do, 'cept we all turned good
Christians to-morrow. But you an’
me, Cis, don’t know nothing about
politics.”

“+The heart of man is deceitful
above all things, and desperately
wicked,’” quoted Mary, whose no-
tions had been sorely offended by
talk which made out that a social
republic—whatever that might be—
could do what saving faith had not
effected. «He's a very civil man,
father,” Mary went on, “but he
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cares nothing for ordinances. If he
believed in the Bible he wouldn't
work on Sundays, and read the
newspapers, too, and then think he'd
a right to come and lecture you,
though you go to meeting twice a
day every Sunday, an’ three times
some days when you're able. «The
heart of man is deceitful above all
things, and desperately wicked.”

“Yes, my girl,” said Jude, “that's
in the Bible, and so, of course, it
must be true. But there again I'm
in a maze. I don’t doubt a man’s
heart is deceitful. You fancy you're
a deal better than you are, and other
folks are worse. But somehow I
can’t bring myself to believe that
Simpson’s heart is desperately wick-
ed, though he don’t go to chapel, or
church even, and talks as if he
didn’t believe there was a God.
"Tain't for himself only he talks as
he do. He's got a real wish that
them about him should be happy.
An’ ain’'t that like God, though
Simpson do talk as if he didn’t be-
lieve in Him? I wish I'd got a
headpiece like Simpson’s, so as I
could say what I mean.” And once
more Jude began to scratch his head.

In the evening when Dot had
come home, and been informed of
Jude’s appearance at his front win-
dow, the blacksmith had more lec-
turing to bear.

The dwarf, however, did not hop
over to school his giant so quickly
as he had done when he first heard
of his giant’s incapacity for work.
Dot sulkily ate his supper, and sulk-
ily digested it. He was half inelined
to go to bed without casting any
more pearls before swine. Dot had,
however, such a genuine love for his
big pig that, just as he was about to
turn into bed he changed his mind,
put on his socks, boots, waistcoat and
coat again, and clutehing his crutch
as spitefully as if it bad been the
face of the inappreciative black-
smith, plastered down his hat with
his other hand and swung across to
Judes.
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«So you've let your father git up,
have ye? for all I said,” was his
remark to Mary, who met him.

« The doctor said it would do him
good to get up, Dot,” answered Mary.

“The doctor said! Yah! If
vou knew as much about doctors as
Ido! I thought you'd more sense,
Mary. I was in for months, and
couldn’t pay ’‘em. If your father
goes on like this, because he can
pay his doctors—Ieastways so he
thinks now—he'll find himself soon
where he can’t pay 'em. P’r’aps it’ll
be all the better, though; he'll git
cured the sooner. But I thought
you'd more sense, Mary. You said
you wouldn't let 'im git up to-day.”

“Bug it's a change, Dot; a man
don’t like lyin’ a-bed.”

“«Much you know about it, Mary.
There was fellers in the hospital
when I was in that shammed they
couldn’t turn out, when they was as
able to git about as I am now.”

«But, Dot, you know father ain't
like that.”

« No, I know he ain’t, an’ it's that
makes me so savage. He wants to
git to work before he can do it.
He'll bring ye all to the work’us if
he goes on like this.”

« We haven’t come to it yet, Mr.
Finch, and when we do we shan’t
ask you to help us,” answered Mary,
tartly.

“That's the way with ye,” said
Dot. «I know what the work’us is,
an’ because I know it'd kill yer
father, vou fly off in tantrums at
me. I won’t trouble ve any more,
miss. I'll be goin’”

«Come in an’speak to father be-
fore you go, Dot,” said mollified
Mary.

« What's the good? He don’t
mind what I say no more than you,
an’ yoa might ha' more thought
about ’im, Mary, let alone yerselves,
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pore dears. If I was a grown-up
gal like you he shouldn’t ha’ got
out o' bed to-day, if I was his
daughter. You must ha'’elped 'im
to dress hisself.”

« What's Mary been doin’ wrong,
Dot,” asked Jude, from the inner
room, waking up from the refresh-
ing slumber into which the exertion
of getting dressed, and lounging
about doing nothing, with constant
attempts to do something, and get-
ting undressed, had thrown him.

« Nuffink, Mr. Waple, nuffink.
You an’ yer belongin’s can’t do nuf-
fink wrong. Because yer hain’t
been laid up in hospitals, ver know
so much better than them as ’as
been, all about doctors, and what's
proper for yer to do when yer bones
is broke. If I was you, Mr. Waple,
I'd git up an’ dance the Sailor’s
Hornpipe.”

“« Why, what are you angry about,
Dot?”

«Angry! Ain't it enough to make
a man angry? If you don’t care
about yer ’‘ealth an’ strength, Mr.
Waple, I do, as I've reason to; an’ I
gives yer the adwice of a friend, an’
yer pays no attention. Ye're hold
enough to know better, Mr. Waple,
an’ so's yer daughter. I knew yer
father 'd be perwerse, Mary, but I
thought yvou was sensibler than to
give in to his perwerseness. No, I
ain’t a-goin’ to sit down, Mr. Waple.
I hain’t patience with ye. Ye've
been an’ gone an’ done it, an’ ye'll
ave to smart for it. You mark my
words, Mr. Waple. I'm downright
sorry for ye; but there, what's the
good o’ tatkin’? If a man ’on’t take
the adwice o' them as knows besy, an’
means best, he must jest take the
consekinces, Good-night, Mr. Waple,
I'm a-goin’”

And Dot turned and went away
in asilent rage.



314 The Methodist Magazine.

CHAPTER X. « Al they'll soon see, you mark

. . . my words. If Waple's out of bed

UP AND DOWN AGAIN. this day six months, my name ain’t

For some days Jude went on get- Dick Finch,” he would mutter to
ting better, and Dot kept away from  himself.
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JUDE'S ““ ROYAL PROGRESS.

his house. The dwarf did not Still Jude went on getting better,
exactly grudge the giant’s recovery, and,one fine morning when Perliteful
but his adviee had been neglected, Bill iooked in, was persuaded to take
and therefore he would not belicve a turn or two up and down the court
in the recovery. leaning on a stick and the grinning
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costermonger’s shoulder. In a home-
ly way it was a “royal progress.”
Jude, the once sneered at and perse-
cuted, through the simple force of
the brotherly kindness there was in
his honest heart, had come to reign
in the hearts of the Star Courtiers—
honest and dishonest.

«Glad to see yer hout again,” ran
like a feu de joie along the two lines
of doorway loungers.

«@Git out o' the road, yer young
warmint,” was the parental admoni-
tion given quite affectionately to
youngsters sprawling almost under
Jude’s feet. The youngsters, when
they had scrambled on to their legs,
seemed as pleased to see Jude out
again as their parents were.

When Dot came home at night, of
course he was informed that his big
friend had been taking his walks
abroad.

« Ah, you'll see, take my word for
it,” was Dot’s acknowledgment of
the information. «Tain’t 'is goin’
out; he might jest as well be in as
out, if 'e’s fool enough to git hup, an’
Yis daughter’s fool enough to let *im.
It's the gittin’ hup, that's what ’tis,
afore he ought, an’ when ’is best
friends adwised *im not. You'll see,
you take my word for it.”

The going out, howeyer, did Jude
far more harm than the getting up.
He took cold, and when the doctor
called next day, was coughing as if
he must explode.

«You're an idiot, Waple!” Dr.
Gale said, sternly. «I particularly
told you not to catch cold, and yet
you've done it—on purpose, I should
say. The cartilage must have been
pretty nearly formed by this time,

and you go out and get a cough.
You're an idiot, Waple! Coughing
likethat! You ought to be ashamed
of yourself. Youre a big fellow,
and youre a blacksmith, but you
ain’t made of forged iron. You're a
fool, Waple!” ’

Jude grinned, and bore his doctor’s
scolding. But as the days went by
he had to bear the scolding without
being able to grin. His right lung
was affected, and sometimes he spat
blood.

Dot was in dire distress when he
heard how his giant was once more
laid on his back ; but not until Jude
had been for a week again confined to
his bed did Dot come inside his door.

When he did come, it was more in
sorrow than in anger. His advice
had been slighted, but the conse-
quences of the neglect had come
upon the slighter, and Dot was mag-
nanimous enough not to begin to
scold until he had been in the
room pitying for ten minutes, and
even then his scolding was not very
severe, in spite of the sub-triumph
of his tone. «I told yer ow ‘twould
be, Mr. Waple, but yer would git up,
yer know. Don’t siy as yer wasn't
warned.” But as week after weck
went by, and Waple still remained
in bed, Dot ceased to remind him of
his six-months’ prediction. Itsecmed
so likely to prove true that Dot re-
proached himself for having ever
uttered it.

The wolf began to peep in at jude’s
window. Mary’s housekeeping grew
more and more sparing cvery day,
and yet the savings in the faded old
red sample-bag, which was Jude's
bank, were fast vanishing.
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TuE hands of the king are soft and fair—
They acver knew labour’s stain ;

The hands of the robber redly wear
The bloody brand of Gain:

But the handsof the Manare hard andscarred
With the scars of toil and pain.

The slaves of Pilate have washed his hands
As white as a king’s may be,

Barabbas witi, wrists unfcttered standy—
For the worlk! has madce him free;

But Thy palms, teil-worn, by nailsare torn,
O Christ, on Calvary !
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HIS MOTHER'S SERMON*

BY IAN MACLAREN.

He was an ingenuous lad, with
the callow simplicity of a theo-
logical college still untouched, and
had arrived on the preceding Mon-
day at the Free Kirk manse with
four cartloads of farniture and a
maiden aunt. Ior three days he
roamed from room to room in the
excitement of house-holding and
made suggestions which were re-
ceived with hilarious contempt;
then he shut himself up in his study
to prepare the great sermon, and his
aunt went about on tiptoe. During
meals on Friday he explained cas-
ually .nat hisown wish was to preach
a simple sermon, and that he would
have done so had he been a private
individual, but as he had held the
MacWhammel scholarship a deliver-
ance was expected by the country.
He would be careful and say noth-
ing rash, but it was due to himself
to state the present position of theo-
logical thought, and he might have
to quote once or twice from Ewzld.

His aunt was a saint, with that
firm grasp of truth, and tender mys-
ticism, whose combination is the
charm of Scottish picty, and her
face was troubled. While the min-
ister was speaking in his boyish
complacency, her thoughts were in
a room where they had both stood,
five years before, by the death-bed
of his mother.

Ile was broken that day, and his
sobs shook the bed, for he was his
mother’s only son and fatheriess,
and his mother, brave and faithful
to the last, was bidding him farewell.

“Dinna greet like that, John, nor
break yir hert, for it's the will o
God, and that's aye best.”

« Here's my watch and chain,”plac-
ing them beside her son, who could
not touch them, nor would lift his

head, “and when ye feel the chain
about yir neck it will mind ye o
yir mother’s arms.”

«Ye 'ill no forget me, John, I ken
that weel, and I’ll never forget you.
I've loved ye here and I'll love ye
vonder. Th'ill no be an ’oor when
T'll no pray for ye, and I'll ken
better what to ask than I did here,
sae dinna be comfortless.”

Then she felt for his head and
stroked it once more, but he could
not look nor speak.

«Ye'ill follow Christ, and gin He
offers ye His cross ye 'ill no refuse it,
for He aye carries the heavy end
Himsel. He's guided yir mother &'
thae years, and been as gude as a
husband since yir father’s death,
and He 'ill hold me fast tae the end.
He °ill keep ye too, and, John, I'll be
watchin’ for ye. Ye'ill no fail me”
and her poor vold hand, that had
tended him all his days, tightened
on his head.

But he could not speak, and her
voice was failing fast.

«I canna see ye noo, John, but I
know yir there, an’ I've just one
other wish. If God calls ye to the
ministry, yve ‘ill no refuse, an’ the
first day vye preach in yir ain kirk,
speak a gude word for Jesus Christ,
an’, John, I'll hear ye that day,
though ye’ill no see me, and I'll be
satisfied.”

A minute after, she whispered,
“«Pray for me,” and he cried, « My
mother, my mother.”

It was a full prayer, and left
nothing unasked of Mary’s Son.

«John,” said his aunt, « your mo-
ther is with the Lord,” and he saw
death for the first time, but it was
beautiful with the peace that passeth
all anderstanding. Five years had
passed, crowded with thought and

* From *‘ Beside the Bomnie Brier-Bush.” Toronto: William Briggs.
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work,and his aunt wondered whether
he remembered that last request, or
indeed had heard it in his sorrow.

«What are you thinking about,
aunt? Are you afraid of my the-
ology ?”

« No, John, it's no that, laddie, for
1 ken ye ’ill say what ye believe to
be true withoot fear o’ man,” and
she hesitated.

«Come, out with it, auntie: you're
my only mother now, you know,”
and the minister put his arm round
her, «as well as the kindest, bonniest,
goodest auntie ever man had.”

Below his student self-conceit he
was a good lad, and sound of heart.

«Shame on you, John, to make a
fool 0’ an auld dune body, but ye'll
no come round me with vir flattery.
1 ken ye ower weel,” and as she
caught the likeness in his face, her
eyes filled suddenly.

« What's the matter, auntie?

«Dinua be angry wi’ me, John,
but a’'m concerned aboot Sabbath,
for a've been praying ever syne ye
were called to Drumtochty that it
micht be a great day, and that I
micht see ye comin’ tae yir people,
laddie, wi’ the beauty o’ the Lord
upon ye. according tae the auld
prophecy : «How beautiful upon the
mountains are the feet of him that
bringeth good tidings, that publish-
cth peace,’” and again she stopped.

«Go on, auntie, go on,” he whis-
pered; “say all that’s in yir mind.”

«It’s no for me tae advise ye, who
am only a simple auld woman, who
kens naethin’ but her Bible and the
Catechism, and it's no that a’m fear-
cd for the new views. or aboot yir
faith, for I aye mind that there’s
wmony things the Speerit hes still
tae teach us, and I ken weel the
man that follows Christ will never
lose his way in ony thicket. But
it’s the fouk, John, a’m anxious
aboot, the flock o’ sheep the Lord
hes given ye tac feed for Him.”

She could not see his face, but
she felt him gently press her hand,
aind took courage.

«Ye maun mind, laddie, that
they're no clever and learned like
what ye are, but juist plain country
fouk, ilka ane wi’ his ain temptation,
an’ a’ sair trachled wi’ mony cares
o’ this world. They ’ill need a clear
word tae comfort their herts and
show them the way everlasting. Ye
’ill say what's richt, nae doot o’ that,
and a'body ’ill be pleased wi’ ye, but,
ob, laddie, be sure ye say a gude
word for Jesus Christ.”

The minister’s face whitened, and
his arm relaxed. He rose hastily
and went to the door, but in going
out he gave his aunt an understand-
ing look, such as passes between
people who have stood together in
a sorrow. The son had not forgot-
ten his mother’s request.

The manse garden lies toward
the west, and as the minister paced
its little square of turf, sheltered by
fir hedges, the sun was going down
behind the Grampians. The min-
ister stood still before that spectacle,
his face bathed in the golden glory,
and then before his eyes the gold
deepened into an awful red, and
the red passed into shades of violet
and green, beyond painter’s hand or
the imagination of man. It scemed
to him as if a victorious saint had
entered through the gates into the
city, washed in the blood of the
Lamb, and the after-glow of his
mother’s life fell solemnly on his
soul. The last trace of sunset had
faded from the hills when the min-
ister came in, and his face was of
one who had seen a vision. He
asked his aunt to have worship
with the servant, for he must be
alone in his study.

It was a pleasant room now, when
the curtains were drawn, and the
light of the lamp fell on the books
he loved, and which bade him wel-
come. One by one he had arranged
the hard-bought treasures of student
days in the little book-case, and had
planned for himself that sweetest of
pleasures, an evening of desultory
reading. But his books went out of
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mind as he looked at the sermon
shining beneath the glare of the
lamp, and demanding judgment.
He had finished its last page with
honest pride that afternoon, and had
declaimed it, facing the southern
window, with a success that amazed
himself. His hope was that he
might be kept humble, and not called
to Edinburgh for at least two years ;
and now he lifted the sheets with
fear. The brilliant opening, with
its historical parallel, this review of
modern thought reinforced by telling
quotations, that trenchant criticism
of old-fashioned views, would not
deliver. For the audience had van-
ished, and left one careworn, but
ever beautiful face, whose gentle
eyes were waiting with a yearning
look. Twice he crushed the sermon
in his hand, and turned to the fire
his aunt’s care had kindled, and
twice he repented and smoothed it
out. What else could he say now
to the people? and then in the still-
ness of the room he heard a voice,
«Speak a gude word for JesusChrist.”
Next minute he was kneeling on
the hearth, and pressing the mag-
num opus, that was to shake Drum-
tochty, into the heart of the red
fire, and he saw, half-smiling and
half-weeping, the impressive words,
«Semitic envircnment,” shrivel up
and disappear. As the last black
flake fluttered out of sight, the face
looked at him again, but this time the
sweet brown eyes were full of peace.
It was no masterpiece, but only
the crude production of a lad who
knew little of letters and nothing
of the world. Very likeiy it would
have done neither harm nor good,
but it was his best, and he gave it
for love's sake, and I suppose that
there is nothing in a human life so
precious to God, neither clever words
nor deeds, as the sacrifices of love.
The moon flooded his bedroom
with silver light, and he felt the
presence of his mother. His bed
stood ghostly with its white curtains,
and he remembered how every night
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his mother knelt by its side in
prayer for him. He is & boy once
more, and repeats the Lord's Prayer,
then he cries again, «My mother?
my mother!” and an indescribable
contentment fills his heart.

His prayer next morning was
very short, but afterwards he stood
at the window for a space, and when
he turned, his aunt said:

«Ye will get yir sermon, and it
will be worth hearing.”

«How did ye know?”

But she only smiled, « I heard you
pray.”

‘When he shut himself into the
study that Saturday morning, his
aunt went into her room above, and
he knew that she had gone to
intercede for him.

Two hours later—for still she
prayed and watched in faithfulness
to mother and son—she observed him
come out and wander round the
garden in great joy. He lifted up
a soiled rose and put in his coat; he
released a butterfly caught in some
mesh ; he buried his face in fragrant.
honeysuckle. Then she understood
that his heart was full of love, and
was sure that it would be well on
the morrow.

When the bell began to ring, the
minister rose from his knees and
went to his aunt’s room to be robed ;
this was a covenant between them.

His gown was spread out in its.
black silken glory, but he sat down
in despair.

« Auntie, whatever shall we do,
for I've forgotten the bands?”

«But I've not forgot them, John,.
and here are six pair wrought withr
my own hands, and now sit still and
'l tie them round my laddie’s neck.”

‘When she had given the last touch,.
and he was ready to go, a sudden
sericusness fell upon them.

« Kiss me, auntie.”

«For your mother, and her God
be with you,” and then he went
through the garden and underneath
the honcysuckle and into the kirk,
where every Free Churchman in:
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Drumtochty that could ‘get out of
bed, and half the Established Kirk,
were waiting in expectation.

I sat with his aunt in the min-
ister’s pew, and shall always be
glad that I was at that service. I
never realized the unseen world as
I did that day in the Free Kirk of
Drumtochty.

One was instantly prepossessed in
favour of a young minister who
gave out the second paraphrase at
his first service, for it declared his
filial reverence and won for him the
blessing of a cloud of witnesses. No
Scottish man can ever sing,

¢ God of our fathers, be the God
Of their succeading race,”

with a dry heart. It satisfied me
at once that the minister was of a
fine temper when, after a brave at-
tempt to join, he hid his fice and
was silent. We thought none the
worse of him that he was nervous,
and two or three old people who had
suspected self-sufficiency took him
to their hearts when the minister
concluded the Lord’s prayer hurried-
ly, having omitted two petitions.
But we knew it was not nervousness
which made him pause for ten se-
conds after praying for widows and
orphans, and in the silence which
fell upon us the Divine Spirit had
free aceess. His youth commended
him, since he was also modest, for
every mother had come with an
inarticulate prayer that the «puir
laddie wud dae weel on his first day,
and him only twenty-four.” Texts
1 can never remember, nor, for that
matter, the words of sermons; but
the subject was Jesus Christ, and
before he had spoken five minutes
I was convinced. that Christ was
present. The preacher faded from
before one’s eyes, and there rose the
fizure of the Nazarene, best lover
of every human soul, with a face
of tender patience, and stretching
out His hands to old folk and little
children as He did, before His death,
in Galilee. His voice, I have im-
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agined, was soft, low, and sweet,
penetrating like musie to the secret.
of the heart, “Come unto Me . .
and I will give you rest.”

During a pause in the sermon I
glanced up the chureh, and saw the
same spell held the people. The
women were weeping quietly, and
the rugged faces of our men were
subdued and softened.

But what will stand out forever
before my mind was the sight of
Marget Howe. IHer face was as.
white as death, and her wonderful
grey eyves were shining through a
mist of tears, so that I caught the
light in the manse pew. She was.
thinking of her dead son, George,
and had taken the minister to her
heart.

The elders, one by one, gripped
the minister’s hand in the vestry,
and, though plain, homely men, they
were the godliest in the j7len; but.
no man spoke save Burnbrae.

«I a’ but lost ae fairm for the
Free Kirk, and I wud hae lost ten:
tae be in the Kirk this day.”

Beneath the honeysuckle at his
garden gate a woman was waiting.

«My name is Marget Howe, and
I'm the wife of William Howe of
Whinnie Knowe. My only son wes
preparin’ for the ministry, bus God
wanted him nearly a year syne.
When ye preached the Evangel o
Jesus the day I heard his voice, and
I loved you. Ye hev nae mither on
earth, I hear, and I hae nae son, and
I wantit tae say that if ye ever wish-
tae speak to ony woman as ye wad
tae yir mither, come tae Whinnie
Knowe, an’ I'll coons ii ane of the
Lord’s consolations.”

40h, auntie, if she had only been
spared to see this day, and her pray-
ers answered.”

But his aunt flung her arms round
his neck.

«Dinna be cast doon, laddie, nor
be unbelievin’.  Yir mitker has
heard every word, and is satisfied,.
for ye did it in remembrance o’ her,.
and yon was yir mither's sermon.”
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THE HOUSE ON THE BEACH.

BY JULIA M‘NAIR WRIGHT.

CT .APTER V.
KIAH KIBBLE, BOATBUILDER.

WhaT place could be prettier than
Kibble’s Inlet? The clear water
rising and falling with the tides,
and seldom disturbed in its seclusion
by the sturms that tossed the sea,
was bounded on the one hand by
the low, dark-green levels of the
cranberry marshes set round with
honeysuckle, smilax, and wild roses,
iris, Saint John's-wort, arrow-plant,
and golden-rod in their season; on
the other side rose the sand-dunes
coverad with long, waving grasses
and candleberry bushes.

There on the sand beach, at the
foot of the dune, the Kibbles, father
and son, three generations, had
built fishing boats and had their
boathouse for a hundred years—
-quiet, honest, cheerful, healthy, in-
dustrious, unambitious, God-fearing
men.

The boathouse had a little pier
reaching into the inlet, and always
beside the low brown building lay
the big rounding hull of some boat,
framed rather for steadiness and
<capacity than for speed. There
were the great knees and timbers,
the pale yellow heaps of shavings,
the huge iron tar-kettle swinging
-over the low fire; and there were
kegs of paint and big saws and
planes and mallets; and there was
Kiah Kibble himself, gray, weather-
beaten, content, singing over his
work.

Kiah Kibble was the last of his
family of the Kibble name. His
boys, he said, had been all girls,
and they had none of them married
boat-builders. And when at last
his arm should grow too feeble to
handle mallet or chisel, then the old
dboatshop must be closed, or fall to

someone not of the family of Kibble.
Perhaps it was some secret feeling
that the world could not go on as
before when there should be no
more Kibbles to build fishing-boats
that had impressed it upon Kiab’s
mind that the world was soon coming
to an end. That by no means made
him unhappy. The close of this
present dispensation he felt sure
would usher in a far better period,
when “a king shali reign in right-
eousness, and princes shall rule in
judgment"—a golden age, when all
evil shall be done with, and all men
shall know the Lord and love well
their neighbour, and sorrow and
sighing shall flee away.

In his little home above the boat-
shop, Kiah Kibble lived with a deaf
oid dame who kept his home, and
her grandson, a lad who ran his
errands and was to learn the boat-
building trade, if ever he succceded
in learning reading, writing, and
arithmetic at the public school.

Kiah KXibble was the nearest
neighbour of Ralph Kemp and his
two daughters, and the only person
with whom they had much acquain-
tance. The old man was rather
well read and talked fluently. He
was fond of singing quaint old
songs, and he had a good violin
which Ralph Kemp loved to play.
Thus it happened that when Kemp
grew restless in his little house, and,
as often happened, had nothing to
do, the girls took their work and
went with him to the boathouse,
where, seated on a pile of shavings
in the shadow of the eaves, they
worked while Kiah talked or father
played.

So it fell out one day, that while
Kiah Kibble painted a nearly finish-
ed boat, Letty sat in the shade with
her embroidery, and Faith with her
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lace-making; Kiah’s boy, rejoicing
in vacation, was polishing with
sandpaper the walnut about a port-
hole, and father, sitting on the worn,
gnawed knee of a broken boat,
played piece after piece on the
violin, and the soft, sweet, human-
like tones stole up the inlet and out
upon the sea.

Kenneth Julian
heard them. Hehad
volunteered to go
for cat-tails for his
aunt, reckless of the
fact that it was far
too early in the sea-
son. Hearing the
musie, he strolled
down toward the
boathouse; he had
been there before.
Great was his joy
when he saw the
party assembled.

Deep was Letty’s
secret annoyance at
seeing him arrive
It was just as Faith
had said: she and
Letty had made up
their minds that it
was much better
that they should
know no one of the
summer visitors,
and Letty did not
want a good rule
broken in upon.
But this was Kiah's
place, and Kiah
welcomed Kenneth;
so did father. It would be churlish
for Letty and Faith to go away, and
father would complain greatly if
they did; for once he seemed to be
enjoving himself.

«Your violin called me,” said Ken-
neth. «I always envy anyone who
can make a violin speak as you
do. Surely you are not going to
stop playing just as I come up.”

«1 will play again by-and-bye,”
said Kemp. «Kiah is going to sing
us a queer old fifteenth-century
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lyric which he knows, and the girls
have promised then to give him his
favourite song.”

Faith bit her lip in vexation: she
did not want to sing before this
young man who was accustomed
to well-trained voices. Faith under-
valued her own sweet, rich contraiic
voice.

KENNETH JULIAN HEARD THEM.

Kiah Kibble, however, had no
scrupies about his own singing; he
did not know when he flatted or
wandered off his proper notes; he
trolled out his staves roundly as he
had been used to singing to wind
and wave:

¢ Saint Stephen was a clerk

In King Herod’s hall,

And served him in bread and cloth
As doth a king befall.

«Stephen out of kitchen came
With boar’s head in hand,
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He saw a star both fair and bright,
Over Bethlehem stand,

«t He cast down the boar's head,
And went into the hall :
<1 forsake thee, King Herod,
And thy works all !
There’s & Child born in Bethlehem
Is better than we all””

And so on, for ten verses, sung with
unfailing vigour and enthusiasm.

When hehad finished, Ralph Kemp
began a dissertation on the trouba-
bours and minnesingers of the thir-
teenth, fourteenth, and fiftcenth cen-
turics, and the part they had had
in the moral and religious education
of the people.

Kenneth listened with frank ad-
miration. This unfortunate man had
gifts that would have made him an
ornament to any college. Why
was he not the honoured occupant
of some chair of literature, instead
of a poor, lost, degraded castaway,
almost as much of a wreck as the
fragment of timber upon which he
seated ? Why not?

O Israel, thou hast destroyed thy-
self'!

«Come, Miss Letty,” said Kiah,
whern father had concluded his dis-
quisition, “you promised me my
favourite, you know. It adds a
year to my life to hear you and
your sister sing ¢‘My Ain Countree.’
It seems to lift me right out of my-
self and my work here, into the
heavenly country.”

Well, if they were to sing, it was
much better to do it without urging.
So the sisters began. Sweetly rose
the young voices—Letty’s pure so-
prano and Faith’s pure contralto—
and it was a song in which they
always lost and forgot themselves
in singing, for the beauty of it.
Kiah's brush moved more and more
slowly, and the Iad’s sandp.'per
ceased its grinding on the walnut
wood as they sang:

“My sins hae been mony, an’ my sorrows
hae been sair,
But there they’ll never vex me, nor be
remembered mair ;
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His bluid has made me white, His han’
shall dry mine ¢'e,

When He brings me hame at last to mine
ain countree,

Like a bairn to its mither, a wee bivdie
to its nest,

I wad fain be ganging noo unto my Sav-
iour’s breast,

For He gathers in His bosom witless,
worthless lambs like me,

An' carries them Himsel’ to His ain coun-
tree.”

«There’s nothing sweeter than
that” said Kiah when the sisters
ceased to sing, «is there, Mr. Julian?
That's what does me good and makes
labour seem light and earth time
short. I'm old, and my hope for
all that comfort lies up above. But
you, Mr. Julian, and this little lad
and Lhese, ladies are young, and
you'll see all this world made over
into the fashion of our ain countree.
It will not be many years now. All
the signs of the times point to a
speedy close of this dispensation
and a restitution of all things.”

«But what signs?” said Kenneth,
anxious to draw the old man out.
«Is it not true that since the Fathers
feil asleep all things continue as
they were from the beginning?”

“«You are young, Mr. Julian, young
—and the young do not observe
closely,” said the boat-builder. «The
old age of the world has come. Lven
in my time I have seen the changes.
Nature has grown feeble; the sun
doesn’t shine as bright as once it
shone; the spring comes later and
is less lovely: the soil is no longer
so rich; the fruits fail, the crops are
slender; many kinds of animals
and plants which I knew as a boy
have perished. There used to grow
cardinal flowers along that trench
like a line of flame; they are gone.
The beach used to be strewed with
shells; there are almost none now.
Once oysters and scallops were plenty
here, and crabs too: you never find
them here now. The fishers have
to go much farther out to sea for
fish nowadays. Men are not as big
and strong, not as energetic or long-
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lived; families used to be larger.
All things now move toward the
end—move fast; the bottom of the
grade is nearly reached. Wars
and famines and plagues and great
.crimes have been sent to judge and
warn the world. A little while, and
all this shall pass away, and He
that shall come will come, and
will not tarry. Sometimes I dream
that that time bas come, and all
the earth is at rest and breaks forth
into singing. No houses are locked
at night; no cry of violence is
heard; no man preys on the soul of
his neighbour; I hear people saying
one to another, ¢‘Come ye, let us go
up to the house of the Lord our God,
and up and down the peaceful ways
I see tall, fair angels, just like Miss
Faith here, only that they have
white wings and wear white robes.”

Faith cast down her eyes, blush-
ing crimson.

«He does not know,” said Ralph
Kemp to Kenneth, “that as long
ago as before 260 A.D., Saint Cyprian
saw just those signs of the end of
the world, and proclaimed that the
decrepitude of earth had come.
These thoughts are original with
Kibble, as far as he is concerned.
He has not read the Fathers.”

« Nor have I,” said Kenneth.

«When I was of your age I read
them all,” said Ralph Kemp.

«Mr. Kibble must count it an
added sign of the world’s deeay
that young men have so degener-
ated,” suggested Kenneth.

«If young men nowadays have
learned how to withstand temptation,
or if their friends and teachers
have grown so wise and so forbear-
ing that they do not press temptation
upon them,” said Kemp, “then we
will count it that the world has
grown not worse but better, and
that there is hope of happier things.”

Once more Kemp took up the
violin, and now Kenneth made bold
to move a little nearer to Faith and
to talk to her in the pauses of the
musie.

Then when Ralph ceased playing
Kenneth entertained them all; one
while with college tales, in which
Kemp delighted, and again with
narratives of boating parties and

_picnies with those unused to such

outings; and then with tales of
Richard Parvin.

All this was so fresh, bright,lively,
that I'aith, busy at her lace, feit as
if she had slipped into a new world.
Letty sighed. This acquaintance
was not advisable.

And somehow as they chatted,
Kennecth learned from chance re-
marks the days when Faith went
to town to take the parcels of em-
broidery and lace to express to
Boston, and to bring back the plush,
satin, gold thread, and other mater-
ial that had come down for the
work. Kenneth felt rising within
him a great passion for pedestrian
exercises, and a decided preference
for that path that, winding along
by the beach, led to the town.

At last the sun was low in the
west, and the party at the boathouse
broke up. Ralph Kemp took Letty’s
embroidery frame and led her by
the arm, helping her along, as always
when he was himself he tenderly
helped this daughter whose life his
sin had overshadowed. This left
Kenneth to walk with Faith. Did
Ralph purposely move slowly so
that those other two could idle along
chatting by the sea? All this wor-
ried and wearied Letty. She was
pale and tired when they reached
the house, and Kenneth proceeded
down the beach at a swinging pace.

«Letty dear, that boathouse is
too far 1.r you to go to,” said Faith.
«You look worn out. Sit right down
here and rest, while I get supper.
Father, don’'t let her take a stitch
or move.”

Letty leaned back in her chair
and her father sat near her. Faith
went into the kitchen.

«Letty,” said Kemp, «isn't your
sister twenty-one?”

“Yes, father; this May.”
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«And she is a beautiful girl,
Letty. I think I never noticed it
so much as I did this afternoon. A
little like her mother and a little
like me. Your mother was beauti-
ful, Letty, but not so tall and stately
as Faith. That is a very fine fellow,
that Julian. What do you think of
him, Letty?”

«] have thought nothing about
him, father,” said Letty, not quite
truthfully; “he is a stranger, and
we have nothing to dowithstrangers;
it is not best.”

«And why is it not best, child?
If we have come off here and buried
ourselves like crabs in a sand heap,
why should not you or Faith take
such little opportunities of society
and so on as come in your way ?”

“«There are many reasons why it
is not best, father. We cannot meet
people on equal terms. We are poor
working girls.”

« Hush, child! That is an accu-
sation against me that kills me.
Yes; I have dragged you down.
But still, it is not impossible for
Faith to rise. Did you notice how
that young man admired her? He
looked at her as if she were a queen
or a goddess.”

« I think not, father; only a poor
girl in shabby clothes.”

«T tell you, Letty, I cannot bear
such words. And I know how he
looked at her with respect and
admiration, as at the most perfect
creature he had ever seen. It re-
minded me of the lost years, Letty,
when I met your mother. Anli why
should not Faith meet this young
man, any young man, on equal
terms? You have both the manners
you received from that true lady,
your mother—she lived long enough
to give you that; and you have
good blood in your veins, the blood
of refined, intelligent, Christian
people. You are well educated too.
Your mother saw to that,and I have
not neglected you. Bad father as
Iam, I have passed many hours in
educating you. You have read

The Methodist Magazine.

much, both of you, and good read-
ing too, and there are no educators
like good books. And, Letty, why
should not this be, that, though I
am fallen, my children should get
back to their natural place in the
world? Tt would be too cruel if a
father’s fall should shut the gate of
hope forever on his children. I hate
Tom Wharton, but I believe that he
will make a good man of Hugh,
and a good business man, and will
set him up well in the world. Hugk
was always like his uncle Tom—all
for business, but not for letters.
Hugh will be a well-to-do, respected
man in his own home some day.
That leaves you and Faith to be
looked out for. Now why should
not such a girl as Faith marry some
rich young man like this Julian?
Then she would have her proper
place in the world. She would have
a home fit for her. She would never
forget you, Letty, and when I am
gone, and no longer here to disgrace
and trouble my poor children, then
you can be fortunate and happy.”

Ralph Kemp was taking a tone
very foreign to Letty’s wishes. He
was building air castles on very
poor foundations, and Letty felt
that it was a wrong to Faith to have
her future thus discussed. And vet
there was in what he said so much
real fatherly love and anxiety for
his children, so much self-effacement,
that tears came into Letty’s eyes.

«] wish you would not speak in
this way, father,” she said. «You
plan of what cannot possibly be, and
I should hate to have you speak so
before Faith. You know these sum-
mer people come and go and at
once forget all the acquuintances
they make here. They have friends
of their own class in the cities; and
even if a youngstranger did admire
our Faith, he would have his family
to please and consider, and though
we know how good and lovely
Faith is, to others she would be
only one of a wrecked family—a
poor girl making lace for her bread.
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Please, father, put these notions out
of your mind, and don't let Faith
hear any of them.”

But Ralph Kemp’s mind had fallen
from its early clearness. He was
dogged and insistent. «I must do
more for Faith,” he said; ¢she must
have some new c]othes' she must
not make lace all the time; she must
read. I will get some more books.
I will write to some publisher for
Greek or Latin proofs to correct,
and take my pay in books. Why
was L allowed tocarry off the books?
That was your fault, Letty; youn
should not have let me take tiicra ! ”

But the kitechen door had been
ajar and Faith had heard, and wrath
and pain and mortification had risen
beyond bounds. She came into the
room and faced her father angrily.

« Her fault! We should not have
let you take them! How could we
help it? You were threatening us
with a knife. We loved our books,
but we did not want to be killed for
them!”

«Killed! knife! Threatened you,
my daughter!” cried Ralph with
such a look of amazement, despair,
unutterable anguish on his face that
Letty, erying—«Faith! how could
you!” rushed to her father, clasped
his neck and consoled him. There,
there, father, you never meant it;
you did not know what you were
doing. Don’t feel it so, poor, poor,
dear father!”

Faith's short-lived passion fled;
she bent and clasped her father's
neck. «Never mind what I said.
Don’t feel so, father.”

But Ralph Kemp’s gray head bent
lower and lower, and his big frame
shook with the sobbings of a strong
man’'s agony. Had he indeed come
to that, to threaten the lives of his
daughters?

This fierce remorse is the heaviest
scourge that justice wields.

22

CHAPTER VL
‘I AM THE ELDEST, YOU KNOW."”

For the hour, Ralph Kemp abhor-
red himself and repented in dust
and ashes. He realized his iniquities
as he had never before done, and
he vowed in the most solemmn manner
that he would cast off his besetting
sin, even if it cost him his life. His
self-upbraidingsand his protestations
were terrible to hear. But sin in-
dulged weakens both the physical
and spiritual nature; a sense of the
exceeding sinfulness of sin is con-
stantly lessened, and that true re-
pentance toward God which grasps
His grace for help becomes daily
more foreign to the temper of the
soul. Unstayed upbn God, the steps
that have habitually trodden the
ways of evil are forever sliding.

Thus it was with Ralph Kemp;
when he had abstained from drink
long enough to be free from its
benumbing effects in body, mird,
and soul, he felt, as never he haad
done before, the hopeless misery of
his present condition.

“Will he hold out?” quesmoned
Letty anxiously.

«No!” said Faith, with a clearer
knowledge of the world and -of
human nature. «What is there to
encourage him to hold out or even
to make it possible?”

Letty watched her father with
trembling sympathy. All her hopes
and thoughts centred on those three
—father, brother, sister.

To Faith life-seemed to suggest
wider horizons, and she recognized
some interests beyoud the little
family ecircle. Somehow Kenneth
had found out when she would dbe
going to or from the town, and he
always managed to meet her on the
road. He was so unobstrusive and
deferential, soentertaining and alive
with the stir of the wide life of the
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city, that he brought to Faith a new
atmosphere, the enjoyment of which
she could not deny herself.

Hitherto, Faith had had no com-
rades but her jmmediate family,
and since the death of her mother
and the departure of Hugh she had
had no companionship beyond Letty
and her father. Even before they
moved to the house on the beach
her father’s sin seemed to Lave built
a wall about herself and Letty and
set them apart from other girls. The
meagreness of their home life, the
poverty of their clothing, the humil-
iation they constantly felt, had de-
barred them from society and the
little pleasures of childhood aud
eanly youth. And Faith had felt
particularly alone because Letty’s
déformity had so served tosever her
from all earthly pleasures and set
her hopes entirely in the spiritual
world that Faith’s fantasies and im-
aginations, the poetry and books
and daily amusements which she
fancied would be so beautiful had
no attractions for Letty, who lived
only in duty done and longed only
for peace. It was no wonder then,
that, after some withdrawings and
strife with her pride and suspicion,
Faith allowed herself to drift into
a frank friendliness with Kenneth
Julian. It was delightful to hear
from him how things really went
in: the wide outer world; it was so
conifortable to have the books of the
day brought and loaned to her in
easy fashion; to know what people
were reading and what they were
talking about, and to discuss these
things with someone who was really
interested in them:

Kenneth always had some good
excuse for his appearance—he had
gone over to get a book, but to-
morrow he would be out fishing all
day; would Faith not have the first
reading of the book? He could
come up to the rocks for it the day
after to-morrow. Or, his aunt had
sent him over to the florist’s for
flowers; he had bought twice as
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many as she needed ; some way the
florist had persuaded him into lav-
ishness; would not Faith take half
to keep them from wilting?' he
believed they needed to be put into
water at once. That Richard was
such a spoiled monkey! he had
made him promise to bring him a
box of bonbons. By mere accident
Kenneth had bought three. Richard
would die of surfeit at that rate.
Faith must take one box to divide
with Letty; and it was sueh a
pretty box—the very thing to keep
her lace work in.

But Letty began to look with
great aneasiness at Faith's return
home with flowers, books, or bonbons.

“What can I do?” said Faith.
«Why should I not take a little
pleasure when it comes in my way?
My life is so dull and hard, Letty.”

Letty thought that if she had
opportunity she would be very sharp
with Master Kenneth. But one day
Kenneth put his jolly face in at the
open door of the little house on the
beach. «Is your sister away ?”

“«Yes: she is away and I'm glad
of it,” said Letty sharply.

480 am I,” said Kenneth, seating
himself on the doorstep. «I know
how much you think of your sister
by the way I think of mine. Her
name is Patty; she is a dear girl.
Here is her picture; will you look
at it? 1 want you to help me give
her pleasure.”

“She is a sweet-looking girl,” said
Letty. «What could I do for her?”

«I want you to make me a real
splendid piece of embroidery to take
to her when I go home. It shall be
a screen, I think. You must choose
the kind and the pattern. You have
better taste than 1. Please do not
say you are too busy.”

Letty could not say that, for in
truth it was a time of very little
work, and Letty had been wishing
for more to do. As usual she had
laid her need before God, and here
was work offered. Was this the
way of answer to her prayer? To
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accept the work seemed the simple
fashion of duty. So Letty said: «I
can begin it at once.”

«That is awfully good of you,”
said Kenneth.

And Letty thought it only fair to
show him some patterns and mater-
ials, and give him a chance to exer-
cise his own judgment.

At this point Ralph Kemp came in.
Letty hastened to put all on a bus-
iness footing, «Father, I am going
to make a screen for Mr. Julian., It
is an order.”

«As my poor child is compelled
by our misfortunes to do this work,”
said Ralph, «I suppose we must be
thankful that she has it to do. But
the days are not very far gone by
when I would have thought it im-
possible that my daughters should
know such necessity.”

“Qurs is peculiarly the country
of abrupt vicissitudes of fortune,”
said Kenneth, who felt that a reply
was expected.

“ Plena vita exemplorum est,”
said Kemp sententiously. «Ruin is
at all times hard to endure, but ruin
which is progeny of crime is hard-
est of all. My children owe me
nothing but reproaches.”

« Father!” said Letty, looking at
him with entreating eyes.

«It is very warm to-day,” said
Kenneth, trying tocreate a diversion;
“could you let me have a glass of
water, Mr. Kemp?"”

« With pleasure; and I wish,young
man, that no one had ever offered
me g more harmful refreshment, or
that my hand had fallen withered
when I held it out for a more dan-
gerous luxury.”

« Father is very low-spirited just
now,” explained Letty, as Ralph went
for the water.

«: Water the first of all things we
do hold,” says Pindar, if vou re-
member,”remarked Kemp, returning
with a glass of water; “and, my
young friend, you eannot have for-
gotten the lines of Virgil, which
have been so beautifully translated:

327

‘So water trembling in a polished vase
Refleets the beam thnt plays upon its face.
‘The sportive light, uncertain where it falls,
Nowstrikes theroof, now flusheson thewalls,’

“«How well, my young friend, 1
have known the good, and how
rashly I have followed the evil! As
a consequence, I find myself unfit to
live; too vile to look good men in
the face.”

«Don’t, father!” eried poor Letty.
“You make yourself out to be so
very much worse than you are!”

“«That would be impossible,” said
her father. «There is no middle
path, the Stoics say, between vice
and virtue. Nothing is more honest
than honesty; nothing more right
than right.”

Kenneth saw that her father's
remarks to him weore making Letty
miserable. Her father certainly
was rather depressing company ;
besides, if Faith were not at home,
she was at the rock house. Kenneth
strolled off toward the rock house.
Letty sighed.

«I shall be going home before a
great while,” said Kenneth to Faith.
«] have just persuaded your sister
to embroider a screen for my sister
Patty. I shall tell her all about
you both and make her wild with
envy that she does not know you.
Patty, up in the mountains with
Uncle Doctor, is not having half as
good a time as I have at the beach.
But Uncle Doctor Julian won't come
to the sea, and Aunt Parvin won’t
go to the mountains, so Patty and I
have to divide up our valuable com-
pany between them. As soon as I
get back to the city I shall look up
your brother, and I want you to tell
me what I am to say to him. How
muech am I to tell him about you?
I should hate to say more or less
than you would wish.”

Of course it took all the rest of
the morning to plan what was to be
said to Hugh, and when Faith went
home and told Letty how they had
been talking about the dear absent
brother and planning to get news
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from him, how could Letty be other
than glad about that?

Master Richard Parvin did not
find it difficult to persuade Kenneth
to arrange for him a picnic of two
up at the rock housc, and to provide
marvellous dainties for thitt occasion.
Kenneth and a big hamper repaired
direct to the rocks, but little Richard,
erimson with heat and joy and tug-
ging a basket, appcared on the thres-
hold of the brown house, voluble,
insistent.

«You a@re here, Miss Mermaid!
It's a picnie, you know, just for us.
Ken has gone on with the basket.
He would bring some poetry books,
but I hope you won’t attend to them.
Guess what's in this basket! You
can’t! It's just the goodest spread.
Come on now, I've been waiting
pretty nigh forever for this pienie,
and I've said my prayers cvery
night that there’d be oyster patties
and that it wouldn't rain.”

Then, for Richard was a born
gentleman, «Uf course I want this
little lady to come too,” with a shy
isok at Letty.

* Letty !” cried Faith suddenly,
“come, let us go. Let us have one
real bright, pleasant day! We never
have any good times. Come.”

« But father? I cannot leave him
alone,” said Letty.

«Bring him along,” said Richard
with heroism. ¢Is he any good at
digging clams? Have you a shovel ?
Ken said wed dig some clams at
the inlet, and roast 'em and eat ’em
out of oyster shells. 1t is such fun.
You'll come, won't you? Where is
your father?”

Letty considered that this excur-
sion might tide over one day hap-
pily for father, and that if she re-
fused the invitation for herself, Faith
was equal to accepting it in her
own behalf. She went to call her
father, and Faith sct off down toward
the rock house with the jubilant
Richard.

That was a glorious day. Father
shone at his very best. Faith never
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remembered him to have been more
entirely the gentleman, less obtru-
sively the scholar. Ie charmed
Richard, and waited upon Letty
with a eourtesy beautiful to behold.
Kenneth dug the clams; Richard
wasked them and collected drift-
wood for the fire, Taith, Kenneth,
and Richard prepared first the din-
ner and then the supper, and when
tne west was erimson and gold, and
. ng shadows slanted before them as
they went homeward over the sand,
they said that it had been a gala
day in their lives; and would they
ever see its like again ?

Father had been inspired to do
his best chat day because of the
little romance he had woven about
Faith and Kenneth. The idea that
Faith might be rescued by a happy
marriage from the miseries of their
condition shed the first light that
for years had fallen upon the un-
happy man’s pathway. The father-
hood that was still in him rose up to
plan for the future of his child.
«One rescued,” he said to himsclf;
«yes, two; for Wharton will sce
Hugh safe; and then, my poor litile
Letty, what will remain but for you,
the guiltless, and me, the guilty, to
perish together?”

As Master Richard Parvin’s
mamma was his dearest confidante,
she was informed of all the glories
of that clamn picnic up the beach.
Richard sat up in bed, his arms
clasped about the fat knees drawn
up under his nightgown, his sun-
burned coantenance shining from a
recent bath.

« You just should have been there,
mamma; you missed the most fun!
Her father is a really gentleman, all
except his clothes, and her little
sister—I can’t tell if she's old or if
she’s young, but she is so nice! the
mermaid beats them all! Ken thinks
she does too. Ken likes her better
than these ladies at the hotel !

«What!"” said Mrs. Parvin.

“QOh, he does! I've heard him tell
you that some of ’em here bored




The House on the Beach.

him, and they didn’t know how to
talk; but the mermaid don't bore
him. They laugh and say poetry
and talk.  You sce, Ken necd not
have talked to her one mite to-day
if it had bored him. He could have
talked to the father, who knows
Latin and such dull stuff, and I was
willing to talk to the mermaid all
the time. But Ken he had to keep
talking to her, and he even tried to
poke me off; he said ¢ Richard, don’t
you want to go down there and sail
scallop shells ?° when [ was the one
that got up the picnic, mamma'! I
consider that very mean of Ken.
If he wanted scallop shells sailed,
why didn’t he go sail ’em hisself?”

«All right, Richard,” said Mrs.
Parvin, promptly concluding that
the walk up the beach was not too
long or hard. “You and I will go
and see your mermaid to-morrow,
and we will not tell Kenneth, and
then he cannot be in your way.”

«Oh, you are so sweet, mamma!
And say, the mermaid makes lace
things a great deal nicer than your
very bestest collar. Maybe you'll
want to have ler make you some-
thing. The other one, the little one,
is making a sereen for Ken, and the
shells on it looked just like live. It
is a copy of seaweeds all hanging
down, bladder weeds with poppers
on ’em, and red and yellow shells,
conches, lying round on sand. Saw
it at the little house on the beach,
mamma.”

Mrs. Parvin made her preparations
for a long walk up the beach, and
concluded within herself that young
men were just as much trouble to
look after as young women.

Only Letty was at home next day
when Richard escorted his mamma
to the house on the beach. Father,
restless, had concluded to go to look
after his lobster pots and do some
bottom-fishing, and as Faith was all
out of work, she went with him to
assure his return home witheut going
to the wharf.

«Ilere’'s Ken's screen, mamma,
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for Patty,” said Richard, doing the
honours.

“«I was very glad to get the order.
This is slack time in fancy work,
Jjust now,” said poor Letty.

« Why, did you design that? How
beautiful! What a wonderfal little
spider crab this is peeping out {rom
the weeds! You should have been
an artist!” cried Mrs. Parvin to
Letty.

«Faith brings me my patterns—
seaweeds, flowers, shells, crabs, bee-
tles, all sorts of natural things; so
it is easy to put them together,” said
Letty. «But I have often thought
that if things had gone well with
us, I should have liked to learn to
paint. That would have been better
than anything else.”

«You look very cozy here,” said
Mrs. Parvin; «that is a real little
boudoir by your window.”

«Faith did all that,” said Letty.
«Faith is sp good to me.”

And then from word to word
these two, the easy, handsome woman
from the city, happy, fortunats wife
and mother, and the little dwarfed
worker by the seaside, slipped into
closer and closer confidence as they
talked, finding their hearts near
akin, the one being lonely and anx-
ious and longing for a friend; the
other motherly and sympathetic,
and both having kinship through
the houschold of faith Why, Letty
even told how funds had grown low
and work had failed, and she had
prayed for more, and how she won-
dered if she bad done right to take
this that Kenneth had offered. It
had scemed to her, Letty said, that
she and Faith were set apart and
not like other girls, for they belong-
ed not to the people among whom
their lot had been cast, and were
exiled from the life where once they
had belonged; and was she not
right in thinking that it was better
that they should keep to themselves
and not to make acquaintances, or
stir up discontent or longings for
happier things that could not he?
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Mrs. Parvin found Letty right in
this.

Then Iaith’s work was shown,
and Mrs. Parvin ordered several
pieces at better prices than the
stores offered.

« And you must think it is really
all right to take this work. I am
not a flattering young man, and I
think God really sent me here to
see you,” said Mrs. Parvin.

But Faith, when she came home
and heard of the visit from Letty,
flushed and frowned and seemed
reluctant to take this work, although
she felt compelled to do so.

There was a large piece of timber
buried in the sand near the house;
the moon was at full, making a path
of splendour over the sea. Faith
and Kenneth sat on that timber
talking, as the evening wore away.
They were a stone’s cast from Letty
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sitting in her window and father on
the doorstep.

«It is all right,” said father; «it
is better sc.”

And Letiy shook her head. She
could not belicve that. When they
were alone she took Faith’s hand:

“Dear Faith, you are only going
to make yourself sad and discon-
tented. This is not well. We were
right when we said we would make
no friends among these summer
guests. We are not of their kind.
You will listen to me, Faith, and
give this acquaintance up? I know
what is best for you; 1 am the
eldest, you know.”

Faith was vexed; but there was
pathos as well as whimsicality in
that plea of seniority made by this
poor little sister, and the tall, hand-
some Faith bent down and hugged
her to her heart.

KEEP ME, MY GOD!

The fishermen of Brittany are wont to utter this simple prayer wvhen _they launch
their boats upon the deep: *“Keep me, my God—my boat is so small, and Thy occan

80 wide.”

I Lig within the harbour bar
Ready to drift out with the tide:
Keep me, my God—y boat is small,
Thy ocean wide.

ith swelling sail wide-spread, I ride:
Keep me, my God—my boat is small,
Thy ocean wide.

U]{on the gently heaving deep,
3

The sun shines bright, the breeze is fair,
Swiftly upon my course I glide:
Keep me, my God—my boat is small,
Thy ocean wide.

A swoon.like calm holds air and sea—
Wrapt in a sultry haze, I bide:
Keep me, my God—my boat is small,
Thy ocean wide.

The storm-clouds lower in the west,
Deep rumblings seem the peace to chide :

Keep me, my God—my boat is small,
Thy ocean wide.

So night falls on the pathless decp,
The storm-clouds now the heavens hide -
Keep me, my God—my boat is small,
Thy ocean wide.

The storm breaks—'neath its blow I reel—
The waves, high-towering, lash my side:
Keep me, my God—my boat is small,
Thy ocean wide.

My masts are gone, my rigging torn,

The plaything of the storm Iride:

Kecep me, my God—my boat is small,
Thy ocean wide.

Dismantled, crippled, all but lost,
With labour into port I glide :
Thou hast kept mesafe, tho’ small myboat,
Thy ocean wide.

Ix the beauty of the lilies Christ was born across the sea,

With a glory in His bosoia that transfigures you and me :

And He died to make men holy, let us dic to make men iree,
While God is marching on.

~Julia Ward Howe.
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«BESIDE THE BONNIE BRIER-BUSH.”*

THE REV. JOUN WATSON.—‘‘1aN
MACLAREN.”

Or Tan Maclaren it may be said that
above all his remarkable gifts he has *“ the
primeval instinct of pity.” Itis the pres-
ence of this instinet which explains the
charm and attraction of his book, which
is meeting with an enviable and well-de-
served popularity. There is a certain
bloom of sensibility and feeling about it
which, in its purity and fidelity to truth
in character uplifts and inspires in a time
when spontaneity is lacking in literature.

The traditions of the Scottish Church, its
silent and unceasing witness to conscience,
have won Jan Macliren’s respect and
sympathy, and a radiant light has illu-
mined the stern and tragic procession of
worshippers and revealed to the world the
warm heart that beat beneath the forbid-
ding cast and angularities of their charac-
ters. Jan Maclaren is as ‘‘ heartily rev-
erent as any of his predecessors or com-
rades in his appreciation of the

Meck womien, men as true and brave
As ever went te a hopeful grave,

who professed the faith in Scotland.”
None but a Scot could have described
with such rare fidelity, such proud self-
restraint mingled with grave tenderness,
and with a delicacy of touch swift and
sure, their characteristics of silent but
deep affection, of life-long loyalty to their
religion, have divined that firm grasp of
truth and tender mysticism whose combi-
nation is the charm of Scottish piety.

* Beside the Bonnie Brier-Bush,
Toronto: William Briggs. Price, §1.00.

By IaN MACLAREN.

Thelittle hamlet of cotters and farmers,
of whom Ian Maclaren writes, lay under
the shadow of the Grampiun Hills on the
Highland border, among the glens of
northern Perthshire. Its folk were ‘‘no
clever and learned like what ye are,” as
the Rev. John Carmichael’s ‘‘ Auntie>
warned him on the eve of his first sermon,
“but juist plain country folk, ilka ane
wi’ his ain temptation, an a’ sair trachled
wi’ mony cares o’ this world.” Drum-
tochty, we are told, never acquitted itself
with credit at a marriage, but the parish
had a genius for funerals. Itsspeech was
distilled slowly, drop by drop, and the
faces of the men wers carved in stone.

It was at the end of the house beside
the brier-bush that they found Marget,
when Domsie, the schoolmaster, leadinga
procession of three, marched proud¥y up
the glen, and read her the news that her
son George had taken the medal both in
the humanity and the Greek. There was
just a single ambition in those humble
homes in Drumtochty—to have one of its
members at college ; and if Domsie ap-
proved a lad, then his brothersand sisters
would give their wages, and the family
would live on skim-milk and oatczke, to
let him have his chance. Marget had
been set on seeing Geordie a minister, and
Domsie, who had an unerring-scent for
‘“ parts” in his laddies, and could detect
a scholar in the egg, had singled out
George Howe in his *“first year o’ Latin,
when he juist nippit up his verbs,” and
from that time forth ‘‘Geordie Hoo was
marked for college.” It was beside the
brier-bush, its roses no whiter than his
cheeks, that some years afterwards George
sat on summer afternoons before he died.
Here also, *‘ where nature had her way,
and gracious thoughts could visit onc
without any jarcing note,” Domsie, whose
““heart was nigh unto the breaking,” sat
with him the afternoon before the end,
and there was a thrush singing in the
birchics, and a sound of bees in the air,
when ‘“the vecsion o’ Him came to the
Dominie in this gairden.” When he left
his laddie, who had brought himn **licht
at eventide,” and passed out at the garden
gate, ‘‘the westering sun was shining
golden, and the face of Domsic was like
unto that of a little child.”

Doctor MacLure, whose rugged life of

New York : Dodd, Mead & Co.
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self-sacrificing effort spent by day and by
night endeared hitn to Drumtochty, and
who fought wich death and struggled with
the flood over moreland and dale, and
wore bravely the physical defects which
were the penalties of his work, is the
finest portrait in the book. From the
people of such ‘‘scandalous” good health
1t was impossible for him to carn evena
modest pittance, and *‘MacLure got
nothing but the secret affection of the
Glen, which knew that none had ever
done one-tenth as much for it as this un-
i;ainly. twisted, battered figure; and I
iave secn & Drumtochty face soften at
the sight of MacLure limping to his
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horse.” Well it might, for his limp
marked the big snow-storm in the fifties
which could not daunt him when an er-
rand of mercy called him forth,

And so on the old poignant story of
life’s joys runs in mingled homespun
comedy and tragedv among the humble
folk of Drumtochty. Yet it is not the wit
or humour or keen observation, nor the
inherent poetry and beauty of composi-
tion, that will conquer the maltitude, but
that which gainslove as well ag admiration
—the author’s power to move the heart to
the depths. Truly such_ work is ¢ effica-
cious in making men wiser, better, and
happier.”— The Outlook.

CHARITY : OR, LOVE.—1 Cor. xni1

- BY *‘ISABELLA.”

. Tk mightiest word in God’s great Book is Charity —dear Love,
Mightier than all the lore of earth, all angel tongues above.

Mightier than rapt Isaiah’s gift of grand prophetic fire ;
Mightier than Moses’ rod, that made proud Pharaoh’s hosts retire.

Mighticr than Daniel’s gaze, that pierced through mysteries unknown ;
Than that great Revelation given to John on Patmos lone.

Greater than these and more than these, yet lowliest on earth,
. Buduring with the meekness born alone of Heavenly birth.

Thwe rich, the great of earth may reign, unenvied of sweet Love;
It turns from earthly pomp and seeks the higher things above.

Believing all things, hoping all the possible of good,
Trusting the True, nor suffering self one moment to intrude.

The weakest cause it makes its own, if but that cause be right ;
Sweet Charity ! thy veil is thrown o’er what won't hear the light.

God’s servauts robed with Charity, a boon and blessing are,
As comforting as loving John, their influence shed afar.

Allured by Love, the weary ones and gnilty come to God ;
A Li\ Y

Touched by the grace Divine, they sce

the path the Master trod.

Constraining Love it falls on all, twice blessing and twice blest,
By giver and receiver both its gracious power confest.

Refining, comforting, Divine, O may this grace be ours;

The joy of strewing earth’s rough paths with sweet Love’s fragrant flowers,

God’s greatest gift ! for withont love we nc'er could be forgiven,
It brought the Saviour from above for us to purchase heavea.

Right Love should reign on earth below, should reign in Heaven above,
For self-proclaimed in Jiving words we learn that «“God is Love ™!

When Faith, and Hope, and Time shall cease, and carth shall pass away,
Love crowneidl in Christ shall reign in Heaven thro’ one cternal day.

ST. Jonxs, Nfd.
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STEVENSON'’S RELIGIOUS ATTITUDE.

ROBERT LOUIS STEVENSON.

Tue sudden and unexpected death of
Robert Louis Stevenson has sent a pang
of pain through the hearts of many
readers in two continents. There was in
his writing that personal charm which
makes the author a friend as well as a
teacher or story-teller. He had the rare
art of subtle appeal to one’s sympathies,
of awakening a responsive chord to the
touch of genial comradeship, of breath-
ing a spirit of steady kindness which led
ene into an atmosphere of peace and good-
will to men. For weeks and months to
come we shall be favoured with criticisms
of the departed novelist in which ample
justice will be done to h's great genius
and wonderful command of a distinguish-
ed style. But one aspect of his many-
sided life is apt to be forgotten.  His
attitude to religion has not received, so
far as we have read the notices of his
carecr, the attention it deserves. With-
out pr.tending for one moment to say
the final, or even a conclusive, word on
the subject, we wish to emphasize the
fact that religion played a large partin
moulding the thought and activity of
Robert Louis Stevenson.

Stevenson's grandfather was a clergy-
man of the Church of Scotland. The
holidays of his boyhood were spent in the
manse of that good and gifted man. Many
were the talks the two had together, and
out of them came a seriousness of mind
and respect for the sanctities of religion
which the young dreamer never forgot.
It is a significant truth that his first
printed essay dealt with the struggles of
the Covenanters, and that # displayed a
warm appreciation of the aims and as-

pirations of the heroes who would die
rather than surrender their fidelity to
Christ’s crown and covenant. After a
time the literary pursuits which engaged
him carried his mind into other fields,
but the soft, clear light of Christianity
shone over all he wrote. Not a single
line came from his pen that could be
construed into an attack on religion—an
assertion that cannot be made concerning
some of his colleagues—and he ever pre-
served an attitude of reverence towards
the mysteries and solemnities of the
universe.

When sickness came to him, at the
very beginning of a career radiant with
the brightest hopes of fame, he accepted
the inevitable with a bravery and gen-

tleness which were thoroughly Christian

in temper. For twenty years he fought
death as a man doomed to die at any
moment. Change of climate and scene
enabled the strong spirit to keep its hold
of the frail body while the active im-
agination wrought into imperishable forms
of beauty the fancies that possessed it.
Other men would have been soured into
bitter cynicism, or dulled into despair of
achieving anything by the early sentence
of death, but Robert Louis Stevenson
was only spurred by it to a redemption
of every fleeting moment, which reaped a
richer harvest in twenty years than that
which falls to the service of most men of
genius in twice twenty years. Thelessons
of his youth, the memories of ancestors
faithful unto death in the discharge of
duty, the sense of the responsibility of
talent to the enriching and beautifying
of life, were beyond doubt the staying
power of the effort carried on so per-
sistently and vigorously.

In his later years Stevenson did more
than vaguely reveal his warm appreciation
of Christianity, The missionaries of
Samoa found in him a friend, and he
spoke of their work with an emphasis of
testimony which could not be mistaken.
He even appeared on a religious platform,
and lifted up his voice on behalf of re-
ligion. These things we remember with
grateful joy now that he is gone. It is
stated on high authority that his letters
show how much his mind dwelt, during
the past months, on the deeper mysteries
of the faith once for all delivered to the
saints. He never made any open profes-
sion of a saving change, but we have
good reason to believe that, although he
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wandered far from the teachings of his
youth, he came back in the end like a
wenried sea-bird to its native nest, and
slept on the promises which cheered his
Scottish ancestors in the hour of death,
Very touching and beautiful are the lines
he contributed as a preface to the edition
de luxe of his friend 8. R. Crockett's
¢ Stickit Minister " :
Blows the wind to day, and the sun and
Juin are flying—
Blows the wind on the moors to-day and

now,
Where about the graves of the martyrs the
whaups are crying,
My heart remembers how !

Gray, recumbent tombs of the dead in desert
places,
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Standing stones on the vacant, wine-ved

moor,
Hills of the sheep, and the homes of the
silent, vanished races,
And winds austere and pure !

Be it ﬁmnwd me to behold you again in
ying,
Hills ?{ home! and to hear again the
call—
Hear about the grave of the martyrs the
peewees crying,
And hear no more ut all !

The vision he prayed for may have
come to gladden the Samoan death-bed
of the dreamer whose heart never forgat
the faith and the battles which made his.
beloved country strong and great.—Cen-
tral Christian Advocote.

I SHALL BE SATISFIED.

BY A.

I suaLL be satisfied,—
Oh ! wondrous gift to sinful, feeble man ;
Oh'! wond]rous love to make and give a
plan
For hearts now sorely tried—-
I shall be satisfied.

1 shall be satisfied,
When in His likeness I awake from sin,
And by God’s grace a life of trust begin,
And thus in God abide—
I shall Le sutisfied.

I shall be satisfied,
‘When I awake on resurrection niorn
Among ti}xc many saints, and Christ first-
orn
Of those who shall abide—
1 shall be satisfied,

HavLirax, N.S.

HART.

I shall be satisfied
E’en here on earth, when Christ dwells in
my heart
By faith, rooted and firm in love my part,
And Christ is on my side—
I shall be satisfied.

I shall be satisfied,
When with all saints, to me by faith made
bright,
What is the%)rcadth, and length, and depth,
and height,
Andknowthe loveforwhich I sighed —
I shall be satisfied.

1 shall be satisfied,

When sin and evil in my heart are killed,
And with the fulness of my God I'm filled,
And follow Christ my guide—

I shall be satisfied.

EASTER.

BexEeaTH the stars of dawn theSaviour stood,
And cast the trammels of the tomb aside,
That we might kneel in simple gratitude
At Easter-tide.

We, too, shall rise again, at break of day,
To the dear heaven where His saints abide,
And meet the risen Lord, to whom we pray,
At Easter-tide.

His tranquil lilies silently unfold

Their dewy cups, and field and mountain.
side
Thrill with their bursting buds of white and

gold,
At Easter-tide.

They, too, have sprung new-risen from the
tomb,
Type of thelife for which our Saviour died ;
Then will we bind Ris holy cross with bloom,
At Easter-tide.

—O0la Moore.
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Religioas and Missionary Intelligenpee.

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

WESLEYAN METHODIST.

There are now ninety-three ministers
in Fiji, Samoa, and New Britain. It
was from Fiji that Dr. Brown led the
missionary expedition which resulted in
the founding of the mission in New Bri-
tain, where there are now nearly 1,000
members in society. In Samoa there
are 1,723 members with 551 on trial.
In Fiji itself—eighty islands—-there are
30,646 members, 5,276 on trial and 7,417
catechumens, with 98,959 attendants at
public worship, also 900 churches.

The Juyful News is the sole property
of Mr. and Mrs. Champness, and has
been a financial success from the begin-
ning. The first $1,000 was given to the
Worn Out Ministers’ Fund. With the
next money two young laymen were en-
gaged w work in connection with a vil-
lage chapel where the cause had nearly
died out. The young men were full of
zeal, and succeeded so admirably that a
gentleman gave Mr. Champness 8750 to
enable him to employ other lay agents,
and now nearly one hundred men are
thus employed. Mr. Champness is as
much of an autocrat as is General Booth
of the Salvation Army. He alone en-
gages and dismisses his men, and he
alone is responsible for their support.
He pays them no salaries, but supplies
their needs from time to time. Of course
only men full of zeal and self-sacrifice
can remain in such a service.

There are fourteen thousand Wesleyan
chapels in Great Britain. In the thirty-
eight parish councils of the south division
202 out of 293 councillors are Methodists.

At the late meeting of the Chapel
Comnnittee there were 373 cases of build-
ing sanctioned which would cost £998,805.
Of these forty-eight will accommodate
ten thousand hearers, and all are in
places where Methodism only lately
uained admittance.

Rev. Hugh Price Hughes preached his
tirst sermon in @ Welsh cottage to a con-
gregation of old sailors, widows and
others. He was then a school-boy.

The Special Committee on Women
Representatives to Conference has met,
and in view of all the circumstances

have agreed to recommend that, ‘‘after
due process of legislation, the Conference
shall permit the election of a woman re-
presentative to the Conference when in
the judgment of any district synod such
an election would serve the best interests
of the work of God.”

MerHoDpIsT EPiscorAL CHURCH.

There are now fourteen thousand chap-
ters of the Epworth League regularly char-
tered, and more than three thousand chap-
ters of the Junior League. There has
been an increase of ten chapters per day
during the past six years.

The annual meeting of the Book-Room
was recently held at New York. The-
total sales for the year ending June, 1894,
wae £868.135.78, and the ussets were
£82,015,840.34. The sum of $80,045 had
been paid to the Conferences. No less.
than $144,583 had been expended for new
presses and various improvements.

Of the Western Book Concern it was.
reported that there is a net capital of
$1,381,112.04 ; sales of books and period-
icals amount to $989,186.75.

There are now 128 Methodist churches
within the city limits (Chicago). Within
the past four years forty-one new churches
have been built. Of the 128 churches.
there are six African, three Bohemian,
thirteen German, thirteen Swedish, and
five Norwegian and Danish. In the Chris-
tian Endeavour Socicties of the same
city, Welsh, Norwegian, Swedish, Dutch,
German. Bohemian and Chinese are used.

Dr. Hugh Johnston, Metropolitan
Church, Washington, took his mission-
ary collection the last Sabbath in Jan-
uary, which amounted to $1,650, the-
largest amount of any missionary collec-
tion in the Church.

A thrilling scene was witnessed at the
altar of the churchat Morgantown, W.Va,
There came forward among other seekers
a Chinaman. He had scarcely knelt
when there came forward and knelt at
his side a Japanese young man, himself
an earnest Christian and law student at
the University. With his arm over the
Chinese penitent, the Japanese so in-
structed the secker after Christ that they
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both rose from their knees, and the bro-
ther announced that Chan Sing Fauk
felt that he had found Christ.

Bishop Warren has lately held several
Couferences in the Scuth, where he ex-
perienced some thrilling incidents. A col-
oured preacher had been stabbed well-
nigh to death by the dirk of a member
he had found it necessary to discipline.
He received a skull and crosshones letter
with orders to leave. At Conference his
appointment was one of the climactic
events. He placed his life in the hands
of the appointing Power. His wife made
a plea for his removal, but after prayer
said with a sunlit countenance, that she
was ready for whatever seemed the will
of God. The noble man was returned to
the charge. When the appointment was
read, it seemed as if the spirit of the
martyrs was in the air. With modesty,
supremo self-forgetfulness, and without a
thought that he was a hero, the brother
in black returned to his charge not know-
ing what awaits hin.

The Methodist is the largest Protestant
conmumty in the United States as indi-
cated by the last census. In 1890 its
seventeen bodies aggregated 4 589,284
members : the Baptists (thirteen bodies)
3,717,969 ; the Presbyterians (twelve
bodies) 1,231,072 ; the Disciples of Christ
(Campbellites) 641,051 ; Protestant Epis-
copal (two budies) 540,509 ; Congrega-
tionalists, 512,771.

Mergovist Eriscorar CHURCH, SoUTH.

Bishop Hendrix lately visited St. Louis
and attended a meeting of the trustees of
the Barnes Hospital, with which he was
greatly pleased. The late Mr. Barnes
lefr 81,100,000 to found and endow the
said hospital. The trustees have received
the money and are proceeding to carry
out the wishes of the testator. This is
the largest gift the Church ever received,
exceeding the gift of Commodore Van-
derbilt by $§100,000.

MeTnonisT New CONNEXION.

Preparations  are being rapidly com-
pleted for the centenary services. It is
expected that $500.000 will be raised for
general and local purposes,

Some want to change the name of the
Church to ecither *¢Methodist Church,”
or ** Presbyterian Methodist Church.”

Priyurive METHODIST.

The Aliwal North Mission in Euast-Cen-
tral Africa, has carried its work over the
frontier into the Ormnge Free State. A

The Methodist Magazine.

number of native Africans have been
converted.  Sowme of the masters demand
that the poor people must obtain & ¢ puss”
every time they attend meeting or be
subject to punishment. Some who neg.
lected to obtain the ¢“pass” have been
severely fined ; one man overcighty yemrs
was imprisoned a month for this crime (%),
Rev. 8. Harry, of Guernsey, has been
committed to prison for six months for
performing a marriage ceremony in his
own house contrary to law. He was
ignorant of the law, and though he ac-
knowledged his error, “the puowers that
be"” on the island comsigned him to a
felon’s cell.  Great indignation is felt
over the affair, and the matter will be
brought before the British Parlinment,

Bisre CHRISTIAN CONNEXION.

A special mission was conducted at
Barry by Miss North, which continued
sixteen days ; more than eighty persons
went into the inquiry-room. One man, an
infidel, was converted, who went to the
chapel to get money from his wife to
spendindrink, was arrestedand converted.

Mernopist CHURCH.

The Fourth Annual Convention of the
Young Peuple’s Association for Ontario
and Quebee, was held in Elm St. Church,
Toronto, February 25-27. The atten-
dance was large ; more than 650 delegates
were registered. The church was crowded.
All who tuok part acquitted themselves
nobly. There has been no such meeting
held in connection with the young people

of Methodism in Canada before. The
outlook is very encourging. A report

of the proceedings will be published in
pamphlet form.  The visits of Rev.
Drs. Schell and Steel, secretaries of the
Epworth League of the Methodist BEpis-
copal Churches, Northand South, respec-
tively added greatly to the interest of the
occasion.

The meeting of the Social Union in
Trinity Church, Torouto, February 19th,
at which the official members of all the
churches in the city were entertained by
the Uniun, was a great gathering and one
that will be of great benefit to the Meth-
odism of the city. Addresses were given
by Rev. Dr. Potts, S. Chown, and
Messrs. Donogh and Rowell ; the mecet-
ing was thrown open for volunteers and
became a real old-fashivned experience
meeting.

At Fairville, New Brunswick, Senator
Lewin gave $1,000 at the dedication of
a church, and Mr. Joseph Allison pur-
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chased a house for $4,000 for a parsonage
in connection with Ceutenary Church.
The Allison family is well known in Meth-
odism, and it is gratifying that the name
receives mmereasing honour.

Rev. Messrs Hunter and Crossley have
been labouring in connection with the
People’s Church, Boston, hundreds were
moved under their appeals, and at the
time of this writing they have commenced
their labours at St. John, New Brunswick.

Mrs. Aikenhead—late Miss Dimsdale—
Miss Macdonald, and Mr. Spicer have
been doing good service in some of the
Toronto churches  The veteran, Rev.
Charles Kish, has laboured several weeks
during the winter at various places with
his usual energy. Rev. Arthur Brown-
ing has also been abundant in labours in
Western Ontavio.  These old guards are
slow to quit the field.

The Editor, Dr. Withrow, intends to
go abroad for some weeks, He will thus
renew his strength, and gather material
for the benefit of his readers.

Recent Deatss.

Rev. E. Westington (Bible Christian)
dicd in Plymouth, November 25th, aged
seventy-mne years, and the tifty-fifth year
of lus ministry.

Rev. A, J. Gordon, D.D., (Baptist)
d.ed February 2nd He had been twenty-
five years pastor in that city. He wasa
man remarkable for spiritual power, and
the author of several volumes of more
than ordimary value.

In the same month the Rev. W. M.
Taylor, D.D., of Broadway Tabernacle,
New York, was called to his reward.

+ Several volumes of his sermons were

published, so that ‘‘he being dead yet
speaketh.”

Rev. W, Elton (Wesleyan) died Jan-
vary 2nd, aged ninety-two, after being
sixty-four years in the ministry. He was
successful in his circuits, in several of
which he had extensive revivals.

Mrs. Lathrap. of the W.C.T.U., died
at Jackson, Mich., January 8th, She
was a star of the first magnitude. not only
in the temperance csuse but also as an
evangelisr,

Rev, E. D. Lewis, of our own Church,
went to his reward February 28th, aged
fortv-two. He entered the winistry in
1876  He was a man greatly beloved for
lus tidelity to his work.

The circumstances attending the death
of the Rev. J. W. Annis, of the Queen’s

Avenue Church, London, were especially
pathetic. The members of the General
Conference will remember how devoted
he was to the interests of that assembly.
His strength was doubtless exhausted in
the preparation for the Conference, and
though he gave with vigour and vivacity
one of the addresses of welcome he had
the look of a man prematurely worn out.
He was compelled not long after to go to
Clifton Springs for rest, but was sum-
moned home on the burning of the
Queen’s Avenue church. He again took
up, as far as strength would permit, his
ministerial work, but the o’erstrung bow
snapped at last. He was stricken with
paralysis of the brain and soun passed
away from the shadows of time to the
fadeless light of eternity. He had been
in the ministry twenty-three years, and
his Christian earnestness and kindly cour-
tesy had endeared him to a large number
of friends on former circuits at Toronto,
Hamilton, St. Thomas, Chatham, London
and elsewhere. He was forty-five years.
of age.

‘We stop the press to aunounce the la-
mented death of the Rev. Dr. Donald G.
Sutherland, of this city. Dr. Sutherland
was one of the best beloved ministers of
our wide Connexion. Wodest and un-
assuming in character he lived in the
hearts of thousands who knew his tried
and tested Christian worth. Dr. Suther-
land had been ill for about two years, but
hopes were entertained, up to within a
short time of his death, of his recovery.
He bore his long and painful illness with
Christian patience and resignation, and
sent messages of loving greeting and faith
and hope to his beloved church and to
individual members thereof. Dr. Suth-
erland was a son of the late Captain
Sutherland, who met his tragic death by
the Desjarding canal accident, a brother
of Mrs. Strachan, Secretary of the Wo-
man’s Missionary Society of our Church,
and son-in-law of the Hon. J. C. Aikins,
late Lieutenant-Governor of Manitoba.
He was a bri liant graduate of Victoria
University, and entered the legal profes-
sionwith S. F. Lazier, Q.C., of Hamilton.
But he heard a call to the Christian min-
istry and straightway forsovk all to obey
it. He was a faithful pastor and able
minister of the New Testament. He
laboured with great success at St. Thomas,
Kingston, Queen's Avenue, London ;
Elm Street, Torunto; Wesley Church,
Hamilton ; and Central Church, Toronto.
Of him, as of the beloved Nathanael, it
may be said, ‘‘ Behold an Israelite in-
deed, in whom is no guile.”
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Book Notices.

The People’s Cyclopedia of Universal Know-
ledge, with Numerous Appendices. In-
valuablefor Reference inall Departments
of Industrial Life.
De Puy, A.M., D.D., LL.D., and one
hundred special contributors.  Six vol-
umes.  Super royal 8vo, over three
thousand pages, with three thousand
five hundred illustrations, and three
hundred maps and charts and a com-
plete and indexed atlas of the globe.
New York: Hunt & Eaton. Toronto :
William Briggs, sole agent for Canada.
Price, cloth, $24.00.

A good cyclopedia is almost a house-
hold necessity. Few things will contri-
bute more to the education of a family.
We come upon a thousand things in our
reading on which we need more infor-
mation. It is an invaluable habit for
younyg people, or older ones either, to
learn to consult a cyclopedia. It will
greatly enlarge the bounds of their know-
ledge and give definiteness and accuracy
to their ideas. Of course teachers, preach-
-ers and professional men generally, will
find their usefulness greatly increased
by meauns ¢f an up-to-date cyclopedia.

Heretofore the cost of good cyclopedias
has provented all, save a favoured few,
from possessing them. Large and expen-
sive cyclopedias, like the ‘¢ Britannica,”
are constructed, we think, on an erron-
eous principle as far as popular use is
concerned. They give exhaustive trea-
tises on a large number of topics ; but a
much larger number are not treated at
all. These treatises, especially on science,
mechanices, geography, discovery, chemis-
try, electricity and other subjects, become
out of date in a few years. What is spe-
cially needed for a people’s cyclopedia is
a very wide range of subjects, and the
information on these brought down to the
latest possible date and condensed into as
small a space as is consistent with clear-
ness and accuracy. When one wants to
consult a cyclopedia he dues not want to
read a long treatise but to find in a page
or two the information needed.

This is the principle upon which The
People’s Cyclopedia has been framed. 1t
embraces no fewer than 36,727 articles,
as compared with 15,351 articles in the
Britannica.

Edited by W. H.-

‘“ The People’s” contains substantially
all the information to be found in the **Bri-
tannica,” and over twenty thousand arti-
cles not to be found in the larger work.

This book was prepared in the con-
scientious manner for which the Meth-
odist Publishing House of New York is
noted. The large capital of that House
allowed it to spend for the wmechanical
construction alone, of the People’s Cyclo-
pedia, over $100,000. The large sale
has vindicated this outlay. For the de-
cade 1890 the sales averaged over ten
thousand sets a year. Since then it has
been thoroughly revised and the Ilatest
advances in all the arts and sciences,
discovery and exploration, and the results
of the decennial census of Germany, Great
Britain, Canada and the United States
embodied. It is printed from entively
new plates, the type being one-third larger
than the earlier edition.

It is a faithful mirror of the world’s
thought and achievement up to the date of
going to press. It includes for instance
such recent historicsl facts as the assas-
sination of Presideht Carnot, deposition
of the Queen of Hawaii, an account of
the seal-fishery question of 1893, of the
World’s Fair, of the primacy of Lord
Rosebery in England.

We find on examination that careful
attention has been given to Canadian
topics, under such special editors as Dr.
Allison, J. Macdonald Oxley and other
representative Canadians.  Among the
American editors are Thomas A. Edison,
Dr. Buckley, Bishop Fowler, Bishop
Hurst; and in Great Britain are Bonamy
Price, Prof. Balfour, Prof. Blaikie, Prof.
Bain, Prof. J. Bryce, William and Ro-
bert Chambers, Prof. Candlish, Prof.
W. B. Carpenter, Prof. Davison, Proi.
Dawkins, Emanue! Deutsch and E. W.
Gosse of the British Museum, Prof. A.
Geikie, Sir A. Grant, Prof. Huxley, Prof.
Jevons, A. Keith Johnson and other such
eminent authorities.

A special feature of this cyclopedia is
its copious illustration. These are not
introduced merely as embellishments, but
for the elucidation of the text. Many sub-
jects are thus made much more clear
than they would be by pages of descrip-
tion. Kvery department of human know-
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ledge passes under review. On the subject
of ** Christianity,” for instance, Compara-
tiveReligions, Christian Sectsand Schisms,
Superstitions and the like, Great Churches
and Denominations, Councils and Orders
and Missions are treated ; also Sociology,
Chronology, Education and Institutions.
Numerous coloured maps and charts de-
scribe every part of the known world.

Great Ruces of Monkind. An Account of
the Ethnic Origin, Primitive FEstate,
Lrly Migrations, Social Evolution, and
Present Conditions and Promise of the
Principal Families of Men, together
with a Preliminary Inquiry on the
Time, Place and Manner of the Be-
ginning.  Complete in Four Volumes.
By Jon~ Crarx Rippats, LL.D. Cin-
cinnati : The Jones Brothers Publish-
ing Co. Quarto ; 800 pages per volume;
half Russia binding. Price, 828.00.

“The proper study of mankind is man!”
So wrote a great poet and go thinks Dr.
Ridpath. We had the pleasure of re-
viewing very fully in these pages Dr.
Ridpath’s previous work, ¢ The Cyclo-
pedia of Universal History.” The pre-
sent volumes form a still more compre-
hensive survey of mankind.

Dr. Ridpath’s previous work treats the
movements and results of organized so-
ciety. It relates to the circumstances of
national life with the objectivities of so-
social progress. The present volumes, or
ethnic history, as he calls his work, de-
scribe the races, not the events. Man-
kind is considered an entity.

He discusses first the time, place and
manner of the beginning of human life,
the primitive condition of mankind, the
nigrations and distributions of the race,
and the classification and differentiation of
diverse races. In the closer study of
these races he begins with the great
Aryan or Indo-European family, noticing
its divergence in the Hellenic, the “Itali-
can,” the Celtic and Teutonic races : the
social organization of these races, their
languages, arts and technology as indica-
tions of character: their governmentsand
laws, as exemplifying human genius: their
religious and other ethnic characteristics.

From this outline will be seen how full
and far-reaching must be this mode of
treatment of the great family of man-
kind. In discussing the Greek and Latin
races he branches out into an examination
of the character, social, religious and
moral development of the Italian, French,
Spanish, Anglo-Saxon, Celtic, Teutonic,
Norse, Scandinavian and Slavic races. An
account of special interest is of the He-
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brew, Syrian and Arabic races, and of the
ancient peoples of Egypt, Chaldea and
Assyrin.

Turning from these higher civilizations
Dr. Ridpath describes the Mongols, Hin-
dus, Chinese and Japanese races, the
Malays, the wide-spreading Mongoloid
races, and finally reaches the most degra-
ded of all the Hametic, Nigritian, Aus-
tralian and Papuan races.

While this is not u detailed history it
brings under review the great historic
problems of the ages and traces the de-
velopment of civilization from its feeble
beginnings to its highest attainments in
clagsic and modern times. In many re-
spects it furnishes a philosophy of history
showing its underlying principles, ten-
dencies, complex relations and practical
outcome.

Chapters of exceeding interest are those
concerning pre-historic man, the mound-
builders and cliff-dwellers of America, and
the lake-dwellers and cave-men of the
Old World. Asa work on human pale-
ontology and archmology it is of very
great value.

A marked feature of this book is its
very copious and sumptuous illustration.
The volumes contain many hundreds of
engravings, many of them of a high order
of merit, by leading artists. There are
also a number of coloured maps and litho-
graphs of special value.

The volumes are a perfect library in
themselves and the work is the best on
ethnography, which is being so fully
studied in all our colleges, that we know.
We shall have occasion hereafter to refer
much more fully to these four volumes.

The Mystic Secret, and other Sermoiis. By
James Lewis. London: Chas. H.
Kelly. Toronto: William Briggs. Gilt
top. Pp. 237.

The issue of successive volumes of ser-
mons is a striking demonst-ation of the
perennial interest in the most important
of all subjects, the relationship of manto
God. Those contained in this volume
are especially worthy of preservation
and circulation in this permanent form.
As a specimen of the moral elevation
and broad swéep of these sermons, note
the following :

*“The statistics of the various Meth-~
odist Conferences do not reveal the whole
of its power. It has been operative in
every circle of English society. Tt is
solidified in great philanthropic institu-
tions. It is seen in the humanitarian
spirit of our times. The historian Green
says, ‘But the Methodists themselves



340

were the least result of the Methodist
rovival.  Its action upon the Church
broke the lethargy of the Clergy.

In the nation at large appeared a new
moral enthusiasm, which, rigid and pe-
danticas it often seemed, was still healthy
in its socisl tone, and whose power was
seen in the disappearance of the proflig-
acy which had disgraced the upper classes,
and the fouluess which had infested liter-
ature, ever since the Reformation. Bug
the noblest result of the religious revival
was the steady attempt, which has never
ceased from that day to this, to remedy
the guilt, the ignorance, tho physical
suffering, the social degradation, of the
profligate and the poor. The pas-
sionate impulse of human sympathy with
the wrong and afflicted raised hospitals,
endowed charities, built churches, sent
missionaries to tho heathen, supported
Burke in his plea for the Hindu, and
Clarkson and Wilberforee in their crusade
against the iniquity of the slave trade.’”

The Wisdom Literature of the Old Testa-
ment. By W. T. Davison, M.A,, D.D.,
author of ** The Praises of Israel,” etc.,
etec. London: Chas. H. Kelly. Tor-
onto: William Briggs. Pp. 315.

This is & companion volume to ‘ The
Praises of Israel,” published last year.
Together they form an admirable intro-
duction to the poetical books and wisdom-
literature of the Bible.  The volume
under review treats of ¢ The Literature
of Wisdom,” **The Book of Jub: its
Contents, its Age and Authorship, its
Poetry " ; **The Book of Proverbs; its
Structure and Contents, 1its Religious
Teaching, its Ethical Teaching, its Au-
thorship and Design,” and ‘¢ The Song of
Songs.” We would recommend this book
to all our Leagues, Bible-classes and young
people’s societies.

Samuel Rutherford and some of his Cor-
respondents. By ALEXANDER WHYTE.
Antique style. Edinburgh : Oliphant,
Anderson & Ferrier. Toronto: William
Briggs. Price, 90 conts.

Samuel Rutherford was one of the most
devout spirits of the seventeenth century,
His was a soul akin to that of the
seraphic McCheyne of two hundred years
Iater.  These sketches of such choice
spirits as Lady Kenmure, C. N. Brown,
the Gordouns, the Guthries, Gillespies and
other contemporaries, breathe a religious
atmosphere that goes far to explain the
high status of Scotland in moral and
religious life.

The Methodist Magazine.

Rab Bethune's Double; or, Life’s Long
Battle Won. By Ebpwarbp GARREIT.
Edinburgh: Oliphant. Andoersm &
Ferrvier.  Toronto: Williamn  Briggs.
Price, $2.10.  Gilt top.

Scottish life and character lend them-
selves wonderfully to dramatic treatment.
The shrewd wisdom and dry humour of
even the lowly, the noble ideals which
many of them cherish and seek to realize,
their struggles and trinls and triumphs,
furnish admirable material for the skilful
writer. Such a writer we have in the
veteran story-teller, Edwwd Garrott.
This story is & variation on these themes.
A distinet artistic value is given to the
book by the beautiful copper etchings of
Jedburgh, Dryburg and Norham sbbeys,
and Neidpath and Smailholm castles.

In the National Gallery. Four Letters
on the Development of [talian Avé. By
EMELINE A. Ranp. Toronto: William
Brigys.

The accomplished wife of Principal
Rand, of McMaster University, has madeo
in this bovk a contribution of marked
value towards the nppreciation of sacred
art. Mrs. Rand has studied with care
the magnificent collection of pictures in
the National Gallery in London, one of
the richest collections in Europe, and
discusses with excellent tuste and judg-
ment the works of the ygreat masters
which it contains. We shall take this
book with us on our trip abroad as an
aid to the enjoyment of art of our com-
panions in travel. .

Marie. By Laura E.RicearDs. Boston:
BEstes & Lauriat, Torontv: William
Brigus. Price, 50 cents.

The fact that a book has reached an
eleventh cdition is a presumption of
marked literary excellence. That pre-
sumption is amply fulfilled in this case.
The story of the buttertly French girl
winning the love of a grim Puritan and
waking the flowers of poesy in his stern
nature is vemarkably tuld in this little
book.

The Flight of the Hwmming-Birds. A
poem of Lurner Westky Peck, D D.
New York : Hunt & Eatim.  Toronto :
William Briggs. Price, 50 cents.

This is a dainty booklet on a dainty
subject—a symphony in silver tints and
musical lineg, with a number of beau-
tiful half-tone pictures of Susquehanna
scenery.
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: |
ANAES LATEST SOFT FELT HATS
ROGERS IN THE MARKET.
' IN ALIL COLORS.

SUITABLE FOR YOUNG AND OLD.

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

G ive You r FOOt a We have spent a lifetime in the

BOOT and SHOE BUSINESS

Beautiful Shape and can fit you with a Boot or Shoe that

you will enjoy weasing as long as it lasts.

TRY A PAIR OF OUR AMERICAN-MADE BOOTS for

Ladies’ and Gentlemen’s wear, in sizes, half sizes, six different widths, and all
po; ular styles,

We also make a SpeciaLty of (Good, Serviceable Boots and
Shees for Children at very reasonable prices.

— @

H. & C. BLACHFORD, #: to # KIXG STREET mAsr.

T e

N.B.—USE BLACHFORD'S OIL POLISH.

WHOS YO[B

Established ””{ ER

‘;vl

J. & J. LUGSDIN,

Direet Importers and

Ladies’
Manufacturers of . . . SEAL Garments

R ) FINE FURS A Specialty.

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

J. & J. LUGSDIN, The Leading Hatters and Furriers.

N.B.—Highest cash price paid for Raw Furs. 101 Yonge Street, TORONTO.
Telephone 2575.
1



Gas Fixtares
bombination Fistaes
Eleciric Fixtures

FOR..... Churches, Halls and
LIGHTING
vene other Public Buildings,
[}
Dwellings, Etc.,

are designed and manufactured by us.

Long ngﬁenm' GUARANTEE our -cus- THE
Amplo Facilitios and RIS K ) & l: , “
Gareful Mtention  below tho marker. eith A Citzsimons o.

i *  (LIMITED

Write or call on us before placing 111 King St. West,
orders for these goods. *
e « « It will Pay You. .. . Toronto

EDWARR LAWSON,

The Pioneer Tea Merchant

ESTABLISHED 1343

Wishes to intimate to consumers of Tea, Coffee and Cocoa that they can
procure the above articles in any quantities at wholesale prices. His present
stock contains all grades of CHINa, JAPAN, INDIAN and CEYLON TEASs.  Java,
Mocua and East INDIAN Correi roasted and ground every day on the
premises. A full assortment of the Cowan Cocoa and Chocolate Co.’s
goods always in stock.

Special attention is drawn to Cowan’s Hygienic Cocoa, highly com-
mended by several of the most prominent medical doctors of the city.

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

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

aooress: 36 CHURCH STREET,
TELEPHONE 2008. Toronto




HEADQUARTERS FOR

fationery a1
fee Supples

Aveount Books,

Full assortment, all descriptions.

Bookbiading.

Every style, moderate prices.

Loathar Goods,

Great variety, unsurpassed, close
prices.

AGENTS FOR
Caligraph Typewriter.

‘¢ Stands at the head.”
Wirt Fountain Pen.
“Get the best.”
Edison Mimeograph.

‘¢ Perfect Duplicator.”

ROWN BROS,

Stationers, Bookbinders.

MANUFACTURERS OF
ACCOUNT BOOKS. LEATHER GOODS,
ETc.
64-68 King St. E. - TORONTO.

ESTABLISHED 1856.

THE STRENGTH IMPARTER,

THE FLESH PRODUCER,
AND THE BEST SPRINC TONIC IS

Test It Now, Free Sample,

K. D. €. Co., Ltd.,
NEW GLASGOW, - N.8.

CAVEATS, TRADE MARKs
COPYRIGHTS.

CAN 1 OBTAIN A PATENT?® Ffora
gtomlgt answer and an honest opinion, write to

TUNN & C0., who have had nearly fifty years'
experience in the patent business. Communica-
tions strictly confidential. A Handbook of In-
formation concerning Patents and how to ob-
tain them sent free. Also a catalogue of mechan.
ical and scientific books sent free.

Patents taken through Munn & Co. receive
special notice in the Scientific American, and
thus are brought widely before the public with-
out cost to the inventor. This splendid tpaper,'
issned weekly, elegantly illustrated, has by far the
largest circulation of any scientific work in the
world. 83 ayear. Sample copies sent free.

Building Edition, monthly, $2.50 a year. 8ingle
copies, 25 cents. Every number contains beau-
tiful plates, in colors, and ghotogra hs of new
houses, with pians, enabling builders to show the
latest designs and secure contracts. Address

MUNN & CO., NEW YORK, 361 BROADWAY-

100 STYLES

OF

SCALRES.

Write for Prices.

'C. WILSON & SON,

136 BSPLANADE BT. TORONTO, ONT.
959
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. Letter=Press

ﬂumnaﬂu . ¢« o o0 Hi;gh Grade

Used by the : : ::: | °© e INKS

Best Magazines and

Foremost Printers : *

in the United States || 59 BEEKMAN STREET,
a da :: : : : .
s 272 Canada . - . NEW YORK

Get Your Drains Tested!

1

Detective drains and Flumbing-work
are the chief causcs of Typhoid and
other fevers. 1t is necessary that they
should be tested onge or iwice cvery
Year to ascertain if they are perfectly
tight. This is especially the case at
this season of the year, when pcople
are more confined to the house, and
windows can only be ope¢ned for a short
time each day.

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

Hoderate Charges for Smoke-Testing,

® BENNETT & WRICHT,
, Sanitary Plumbers,

) Y. - . 27 72 Queen St. East, Toronto,
\}:\f.«’ T TELEPHONES 43 and 2407.



T IMPROVED VI cTn n

RIE-t8 INCUBATOR

Ny Hatches Chickens by Steam,
& Absolutely self-recn]nﬂnf.
i The simplest, most reliable,
and cheapest first-class Hatch
in the market. Oirculars free,

GEO. ERTEL & CO,, London, Ont.

In a recent article on Coffee and Cocoa, the
eminent German Chemist, Professor Stutzer,
speaking of the Dutch process of preparing

ocoa by the addition of potash, and of the
process common in Germany in which am-
monia is added, says: ‘“The only result of
these processes 18 to make the liquid appear
turbid to the eye of the consumer, without
effecting a real solution of the Cocoa sub-
stances. This artificial manipulation for the
purpose of so-called solubility is, therefore,
more or less inspired by deception, and always
takes place at the cost of purity, pleasant
taste, useful action, and aromatic flavor. The
treatment of Cocoa by such chemical means is
entirely objectionable . . . Cocoa treated
with potash or ammonia would be entirely
unsalable but for the supplementary addition
of artificial flavors by which a poor substitute
for the aroma driven out into the air is offered
to the consumer.’ The delicious Breakfast
Cocra made bv WarLter Baker & Co., of
Dorchester. Mass., is absolutely pure and
soluble. No chemicals, or dyes, or artificial
flavors are used in it.

Ask your Druggist for

FLORIDA WATER
A DAINTY FLORAL EXTRACT
For Handkerchief, Toilet and Bath.

oN WASH DAY:

AND EVERY DAY.



THE STORY OF

_ THROUGHOUT THE WORLD,
‘ TRACING THE RISE AND PROGRESS

OF THAT

WONDERFUL RELIGIOUS MOVEMENT

WHICH, LIKE THE GULF STREAM,

Has GIVEN WARMTH To WIDE WATERS AND
VERDURE TO MANY LANDS;

AND GIVING

AN ACCOUNT OF ITS VARIOUS INFLUENCES
AND INSTITUTIONS OF TO-DAY.

BY

A. B. HYDE, S.T.D.,
Professor of Greek in the University of Denver; Member of American Philological Association ;
of American Society of Bibiical Kzeyexis; of Swmmer School of Philosophy, ete.;
lately Professor of Biblical Literature, Allegheny College, Pa.
TO WHICH 1S ADDED
“THE STORY OF METHODISM IN THE DOMINION OF CANADA,
By Rev. Hugh Johnston, M.A_, D.D.,
AND
“THE STORY OF THE EPWORTH LEAGUE,”
By Rev. Joseph F. Berry, D.D.

Seventietb Thousand, MRevised and Enlarged,

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

WILLIAM BRIGGS, PUBLISHER.
1894.



RIAL AND DEATH OF
JESUS CHRIST.

A Devotional History of Our
Lord’s Passion,

By JAMES STALKER, D.D.

CLOTH, $1.75.

This volume, the author tells us, is the
outoome of a desire formed in the writing of
his “Life of Christ,” to describe on a much
more extended scale the closin passages of
the Saviour’s earthly histox;y t commenoes
with the point where Jesus fell into the hands
of his enemies, and closes with the Burial.
Those who have read the former volume will
no doubt be eager to procure this, especi&lly in
view of the International 8. 8. Lessons taki q
up in the near future the study of the close
the Baviour'slife on earth.

Moses

His Life and Its Lessons.

By MARK GUY PEARSE.

Cloth, $1.25.

Much has been written on the life of the
great Israelitish leader. One might wonder
what more could be written with_force and
freshnes:, but those who know Mark Guy
Pearse know that his pen touches no subject
without throwing upon it fresh light and ex
tracting new lessons.

'Y A . . .
onarmna oside the Bonnie
BooxK Brier Bush.
IAN MACLAREN.
Cloth, $1.25.
ondrlo book s destined to o grest, & long:

He has many qualities—wit, humor, observa-
tion—but his aistinection is his gift of temper-
abe yet moving wﬂpa.thos In this he is surpa-sed
y no living ter,”.—Dr. Robertson Nicoll, in
British Weekly.

OTHERS...

BY REV. D. V. LUCAS, M.A,, D.D.

Paper, 20 cents.
In this recently published pamphlet Dr
Lucas gives theyu(l;)uor traffic BOI?IB of

sledgoohammer blows, The heart-thought ot
k is our duty to others, our personal
responsi ility.

MY

. appy e o o o
‘1alf-Century

THE AUTOBIOGRAPHY OF
AN AMERICAN WOMAN

By Frances E. Willard

With an Introduction by
Lady Henry S8omerset

CLOTH, WITH PORTRAITS, $1.26

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

vantaze-ground of life's serene meridian I have looked
back upon the seven persons whom I know most about :
the welcome chi'd, the romping girl, the happy student,
the roving teacher, the tireless traveller, the temperance
organizer, and, lastly, the poitician and advocate of
woman’s rights! Since all these are aweetly dead and
gone, why should not their biographies and epitaphs,
perchance their eulogies, be wiitten by their best in-
tormed and mostindulgent critic?"”

Song and Study

FOR

GOD'S LITTLE ONES

By BERTHA F. VELLA,

Secretary of the International Primary 8.8, Teachers,
Union.

Bach 30c. ; per dozen $3.00.

‘“8oNe AND STuDY,” the result of many years’ experi-
ence in Primary Class teaching, contains eighty sweet
and practical songs for chil iren, including many motion
songs, together with the famous ‘‘Palestine Song” used
in teaching Bible Geography; also a Supplemental
Course of Bible Study, Children's Exercises for opening,
closing, praise, prayer, gitt, etc. ; Songs and Exercises for
Christmas, Easter and other special occa~ions, and the
words of several of the finest old hymns of the Church
for memory practice.

BisHOP VINCENT wrote the author: * Your book is ful}
and sparkling, and will be a help to any Primary Class
teacher. It ought to fly like a voice, an inspiring veice.”

WILLIAM BRIGGS, Wesley Buildings, Toronto.

C. W. COATES, Montreal, Que.

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



E Ve 7/)/ EAMILY, . EVERY PERSON WHO
— T/ IBRaRY, READS OR WRITES
SHOULD OWN

THE NEW WEBSTER

INTERNATIONAL DICTIONARY

FULLY ABREAST OF THE TIMES.
Price, Sheep Binding, $12.50; (with Dennison’s Index), $13.50.

Webster's International Dictionary is the legitimate successor of the famous Webst:r's
Unabridged Dictionary, which has been so long the standard authority on the words and
usages of the English language.

Tne * International” is, in fact, the popular ** Unabridged” thoroughly recéd ted in e\'e's
detail, and vastly enriched in every part, with the purpose of adapting it 1o meet the largor an
severer remuirements of a other generation as satisfactorily as the * Unabridged has met the
requirements of the Jast generation.

In the United States Webster's Dictionary is recommended by all the State Snperintendents
of Schools and by nearly all the College Presidents. Kv.ry State Purchase of Dictionsries for
schonls has been of \Webster. Mo e than Twenty-five Miilion Schoulbooks based on Webster
are publi-hed annually. Jtisthe ~tandard Dictiorary in the Government Printing Office and
with the Supreme Court. It. is morc generally in actual use as a Standard Authority than any
other dictionary in the world.

A DELIGHTFUL BOOK.

PEARLS AND PEBBLES

or, NOTES OF AN OLD NATURALIST.

By MRS. CATHARINE PARR TRAILL,
Author of ** Studies in Plant Life,” *' Afar in the Forest,” etc.
WITH

BIOGREPHICEAL SKETCH.

By MARY AGNES FITZGIBBON,
Author of “ A Veteran of 1812,” *“ A Trip to Manitoba,” ete.

In one large Octavo volume of 241 pages. With Portrait and Illustrations.
Price, Cloth, $1.50; Half Calf, full gil¢, $3.00.

* The pen that has beutified Canadian literature, instructed Canadian youth, and delighted
the readerin every part of the English-speaking world during the greater part of a long
lifetime, mainly lived in Canada, azain pres:nts to us a volume of those charming sketches and
narratives ior which the writer is famous. The book reminds one of Gi.bert Wh'te, of
%ﬂbo?ne, and of John Burroughs, but has a charm of its own beyond either.’ —Toronto

'mpire.

Miss FitzGibbon's charmingly written Biographical Sketch will to many be the most
interesting part of this wholly delizhiful book. i

1t is with no lit le pride we pres:nt this book to the Canadian public. The aged authoress
is now in her ninety-fourth year! That at this advanced age Mrs. Traill should prepare a
book like this for the press we may almost claim as unique in literature.

Every intelligent Canadian will want this book.

WILLTAM BRIGGS,

METHODIST BOOK AND PUBLISHING HOUSE, TORONTO.
C. W. CoaTEs, Montreal, Que. 8. F. HugsTis, Halifax.

-



NOW READY.

Hymn and Tune Boak

People’s Edition.

Following bindings and prices:
Cloth, plain edges, - e =~ - 8100
Roan, sprinkled edges, - - - 150
French Morceco, yapped, gold edges, 3 00
Morocco, yapped, red under gold

e‘m - - - - - - 8 &0
Bire, 7} x 51 inches.
Choir Edition.
Cloth, plain edges, . - $1 50
French Morocco back, cloth sides - - 2 00
French Morocco boards, gilt edges, 2 50
Sive, 84 x 63 inches,
Organists’ Edition.
In two styles of binding.
Cloth, plainedges, - =+ - 82 50net.

French Morocco, boards, giltedges, 3 50 *
Bize, 10 x 7} inches,

We are much gratified with the reception our
new book is having. The largest choirs in the
Dominijon are adopting it. The Metropolitan
aud Broadway Tabernacle, Toronto, 8t. James'
choir, Montreal, and other large choirs have
ordered it. One choirleader writes that it is
“Conspicuous for richness and harmony,” an-
other declared “The harmonies are splendid,”
a third affirms that ‘‘It is just the thing,” a
fourth opines that ‘It will be hailed with de-
light,” a fifth considers it ‘A very choice
selection of tunes,” and a Toronto musician

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

TO PASTORS.

Pastors will find in this book, in each
edition, & coplous Index of the Hymmns,
textual and topical, which is alone worth
the price of the book. Over 1,200 texts are
referred to, and suitable hymns attached.
(The present index in the hymn book has
only about 170 texts.) In the topical index
about 1,300 topics and sub-toptcs are to be
found, as compared with 450 in the old in-
dex.

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

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

Journal of Proceedings

OF THE

FOURTH GENERAL
CONFERENCE

METHODIST CHURCH.
PIEI—G—E:

Paper covers, - - - $1.25

Cloth, - - - - e 1.50

POSTPAID.

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

A Remarkable Sketch of a Kemarkable
man by a Remarkable Man.

General Booth

A BIOGRAPHICAL SKETCH

BY

CWL. T, STEAD

Editor of ‘* The Review of Reviews,”" ete,
Paper covers, gilt edges, 35 cents,

Thir is a reproduction in book form, copious-
ly illustrated, of Mr. Stead's charac'er sketch
of the General in the Feciew of feviews. The
opening sentence gets the rtyle of the sketchs
“General Booth is the George Fox of the Nine-
teenth Century.” In view of ths approaching
vi~it of the General, this sketch will be of par-
ticular interest,

THE COMMON USE OF
TOBACCO

Condemnead by Physicians, Experience,
Common Sense and the Bible,

BY
REV. A. SIMS.
Cloth covers, 50 cts. - Paper covers, 30 ots,

In 27 short, terse chapters the writer presents
a crurhing {ndictment of the tobacco habit,
This book should be placed in every Sunday-
school library, and have the widest possibf
distribution among the young.

WILLIAM BRIGGS,

METHODIST BOOK AND PUBLISBING HOUSE, TORONTO.

C. W. COATES, MoOXNTREAL.

S. F. HUKSTIS, Harrrax.




WALTER BAKER & GO,

The Largest Manufacturers of

; ﬁ PURE, HICH GRADE

=\ C0C0AS AN CHOCOLATES

" »\\a‘sﬁ‘ / =) £3, On this Continent, have received

=9 HIGHEST AWARDS

from the great

N Industrial and Food
, EXPOSITIONS

110 Europe and America.

f Unhkotho Dutch Process, no Alka~

o lics or other chmu‘nls or Dyes are

N ueed in any of their preparations.

'Phelrdelm s BREAKFAS'T (‘(‘J(‘O A is sbsolutely
pure and soluble, aud costs leas than one cent @ cup.

8OLD BY GROCLIS EVERYWHERE.

WALTER BAKER & CO. DORCHESTER, MASS.

| Coughs and Colds,

Sore Throat, Bronchitis, Weak Lungs, General Debility and
all forms of Emaciation are speedily cured by

Scott’s Emulsion

Consumnptives always find great relief by taking it, and
consumption is often cured. No other nourishment restores
strength so quickly and effectively.

Weak Babies and Thin Children

are made strong and robust by Scott’s Emulsion when other
forms of food secm to do them no good whatever.
The only genuine Scott’s Emulsion is put up in salmon-
colored wrapper. Refuse cheap substitutes!
Send for pampllet on Scott’s Emulsion. FREE.

Scott & Bowne, Belleville. AllDruggists. 500 and $1




